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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    It’s a growing movement. Women are bending their men over and showing them what it is like to be gentle and loving. 
 
    And men are liking it! 
 
    Here’s five stories of men who are brought into the light. 
 
    Got a man you want to educate? 
 
    It’s simple. Just say, “Honey, bend over…I think I love you! 
 
    Enjoy, and… 
 
     
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What he asks for…that’s what he wants.” 
 
    Jan pursed her lips in thought. It sounded bizarre, but…why was it so appealing. 
 
    Next to her, her friend, Cat, was mesmerized.  
 
    On the stage stood Morton Sheffield. He was a handsome hunk with a knowing grin and he specialized in inspirational talks. 
 
    “Some of this is simple,” Morton said. “He asks for kinky sex…he wants kinky sex. But when you dig down a layer…aha! That’s when you find the truth.” 
 
    Cat was breathing harder. Her chest was rising and falling, and Jan suspected that Cat had the hots for Morton. That she had never met him didn’t matter. She had followed him on the internet, and she was acting like she was in heat. 
 
    “If he asks you to be a more beautiful woman, to take care of yourself, then he probably wants you to take care of him. He wants you to make him more beautiful. He wants to experience you on a profound and subtle level.” 
 
    Cat’s fists were clenched in her lap. 
 
    They were at a two hour motivational seminar, and Jan was thinking. Ben had wanted her to take this seminar. He wanted her to get motivated, but…motivated to do what? 
 
    “How about some real life experiences, ladies and gentlemen. Tell me of your life and I’ll help you interpret it.” 
 
    A few hands snuck up. 
 
    “Yes, the beautiful lady in the red dress.” 
 
    The lady was an old blonde with obviously fake breasts. She stood up, seemed a little breathy, and asked, “So if my husband wants to spank me…then he wants to be spanked.” 
 
    Morton nodded. “There is a very good chance that that is exactly what he wants.” 
 
    There were a few titters, and Jan suddenly had the thought that the lady was a plant. 
 
    “Anybody else?” 
 
    Jan found her own hand had risen. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He pointed right at her. 
 
    She stood up, cleared her throat and said, “So it sounds like this is an alpha/beta thing.” 
 
    “An astute point,” he smiled at her, then looked out at the audience in general. “One person spends their day being in charge, ordering people about. Maybe he’s a cop directing traffic, in charge of thousands of tons of metal everyday. Or perhaps he is a CEO, making corporate decisions that can affect the lives of thousands. When he gets home he wants a break. He wants to give it up. He wants somebody to take charge of him. Or her. But he is so used to ‘directing traffic,’” a few chuckles in the audience, “That he doesn’t know how to give it up. So he tries to make it happen by ordering it, and the result is a sad bedroom for you both.” 
 
    A lady in the next row raised her hand, then stood up. “But what if a person is a…a homeless person.” 
 
    “Then he has no power, and he wants power, and given power he would likely act the bully. Studies have shown that homeless people have fantasies of control. CEOs have fantasies of being controlled. 
 
    Suddenly Kat raised her hand and was called on. She stood up, and to Jan there was a shiver of excitement to her friend. “What are your fantasies?” 
 
    A wave of laughter swept the crowd, and Morton smiled grandly. “Would you like to see the whip my wife uses on me?” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    Then Jan raised her hand again. “What if your theories were enacted throughout a large company?” 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “What if a worker’s reward was a chance to whip the boss. Would that improve production?” 
 
    There were a few titters over that, but Jan didn’t care.  
 
    Morton focused on her. “Once again we have an astute question. The interesting fact that has been proven over industry is that to a certain extent, and in certain situations, people like to be bullied. Soldiers like the structure of the military. Men and women like to have something to complain about. But they don’t want to revolt, that is the province of marriage.” 
 
    Nervous laughter and mumbles rose up. 
 
    “The captain of the ship must be a martinet, but it is the province of only one person to provide the reversal of roles for him. Or for her. Though you work with a thousand, there must be only one to provide that which he, or she, is putting out and therefore asking for.” 
 
    The talk went on for a while longer, and Jan considered what she was learning very carefully. 
 
    Ben wanted a clean house, was he asking to clean it himself? Ben wanted her to dress a certain way. So did he want her to make him dress a certain way? Should she be more assertive?  
 
    He was the Lord and Master at work. Should she be the Lord and Master at home? 
 
    Morton Sheffield seemed to think so. 
 
    After the meeting Cat and Jan dropped by a cafe for some coffee. 
 
    “He certainly is a dream hunk,” observed Cat. 
 
    Jan smiled. “The way you’re carrying on it looks like you want to make him do the dishes.” 
 
    “Mmm. Dishes. In a bright pink apron.” 
 
    The both giggled at the idea. 
 
    “He does have some interesting things to say about the balance of power, and men actually wanting to be controlled.” 
 
    “Sounds a bit sissy to me.” 
 
    “I wonder. Ben has a hundred people under him, and he injects himself into their lives. He micro manages them.” 
 
    “What? You think he wants to be micromanaged?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised,” mused Jan. “And what about the fact that a man might say one thing, and never pursue it. He brought it up, then it disappears, but maybe it hasn’t really disappeared. 
 
    “Maybe he’s still hiding it in his mind?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So what was Ben’s big secret? What was the one thing he said that he never spoke of again?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    But she did know. She just wasn’t willing to speak of it. 
 
    The same way that Ben might not be willing to speak of it. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And it all fit together. The thing he wants, the hidden desire he spoke of once but never again…what if…” And Jan smiled dreamily. 
 
      
 
    That night, after dinner, she sat with Ben. He was immersed in spreadsheets. She was thinking. 
 
    “Ben?” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “What’s your secret, hidden desire?” 
 
    “To finish these spreadsheets.” 
 
    Ignoring her. That was not good. Yes, he had a lot of work to do, but this was her time. According to Morton Sheffield, that is. 
 
    She went into the bedroom and took off her clothes. She inspected her body. Yep. She still had it. Thin waist, full breasts. And her face was oval, with a pert nose and nice, arched eyebrows. 
 
    She brushed her hair, gave it a bit of gloss, then she put on some make up. Donning a translucent chemise she went back out to the living room. 
 
    Ben didn’t look up. 
 
    She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. She took them back into the living room, placed one on a spread sheet, sat on his lap, and kissed him. 
 
    Ben was surprised. He kissed her back, then looked at her. 
 
    Looked at her. 
 
    This was supposed to be the moment he went medieval on her, ripped her chemise off and savaged her tits, stuck his dick in her. 
 
    He looked at her.  
 
    “I love you, babe, but…I’ve got to get this done.” 
 
    She stood up, looked down at him, then walked off. 
 
    “Hey, this weekend. Let’s go to a party or something.” 
 
    But she ignored him. 
 
    He ignored her, so she ignored him, and she thought about all the things that Morton Sheffield had spoken of that afternoon. 
 
    He was putting out what he wanted. 
 
    He wanted somebody to take charge of him, relieve him from his compulsive alpha-ism. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And, so thinking, she got out her vibrator and lay in bed. 
 
    Fantasizing. 
 
    Ben Cooper under her thumb. Ben Cooper licking her pussy. Ben Cooper laying on a bench and…and that was the key. That was the one thing he had spoken of way back when they first got married, and had never spoken of again. 
 
    She knew what he wanted. 
 
    And, if Morton Sheffield was right, she was the one to give it to him. 
 
      
 
    Jan spent a few days researching what she was going to do. She went online and read from chat rooms, Reddit, Quora, whatever. Some of the stuff she read was crazy. Some of it made total sense. Out of the countless facts she slowly began to form a plan. 
 
    On Friday she went shopping. She bought hand cuffs, chains, and…a paddle. 
 
    It was an oversized ping pong paddle, and she drilled a few holes in it. It was heavy, and she knew she was going to have to have it lighter to swing. Also, the holes would create less resistance, and she would be able to swing it faster. 
 
    Ben stayed out late. He called and said he had a customer he had to wine and dine. Don’t wait up for him. 
 
    Jan boiled. After her preparations she was anxious to get the show on the road. 
 
    And, a kernel of suspicion started up in her head. 
 
    Why didn’t he let her know earlier? 
 
    Which led to, was he really going out with a client? 
 
    Now irritated to the point of anger, Jan got in her car and parked down the street from her husband’s company. Five o’clock came and went. Traffic increased for a while, then dwindled. Still no Ben. 
 
    At seven o’clock his car exited the parking lot. He drove a Lexus with tinted windows so she couldn’t see inside. Still, it looked like there was somebody sitting next to him. Who, she couldn’t tell. 
 
    Jan pulled into the traffic and stayed a car behind him. She knew nothing about tailing somebody, but it seemed simple enough. Stay close enough to see, but far enough behind to not be seen. 
 
    She trailed the car through the streets. When the car between them turned right she dropped back. 
 
    She, too, drove a Lexus, and the truth was that if she couldn’t see inside his car, he couldn’t see inside hers. 
 
    He turned towards the Marriot, pulled into the parking area, and a valet whisked his car away. 
 
    He walked into the big hotel, and a blonde was clinging to his arm. 
 
    Jan suddenly felt sick. 
 
    Of course. If he would choose spread sheets over her…this was the reason. 
 
    Trembling, she pulled into the parking area and a valet took her car. She walked into the entrance and looked at the elevator. Ben and the woman were just getting on. They were laughing, engrossed in each other. Jan could have been standing ten feet away and he wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    The elevator started up, and Jan headed for the stairs. She kicked off her high heels and began running. People looked after her, and security might get notified, but she was on a mission now. 
 
    Her husband was cheating. Her life was destroyed. She had to find out. 
 
    To the second floor, a glance out of the landing door and she saw the elevator was already to the third floor. Ben and whoever hadn’t gotten off here. 
 
    She resumed her sprint up the stairs. 
 
    Third floor glimpse down the hallway, the elevator was almost to the fifth. 
 
    So it hadn’t stopped on the third or fourth, and she was falling behind. 
 
    She ran to the fifth, glanced out, and saw Ben opening the door for the woman. 
 
    The woman was attractive. Full bosomed. Red lipped. Just the way Ben liked them. 
 
    Jan walked slowly down the hallway to the room. Room 503. She tried the knob. It was locked. Of course. 
 
    Jan stood, stymied, discouraged, wondering what to do, and the answer came in the form of a maid.  
 
    The maid came out of the stairway at this end of the hall. She was holding an armful of towels. 
 
    Putting on her best face, Jan called to her. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “I’ve got to get my medicine. My husband has got the key. He’s waiting downstairs…please…” 
 
    Whatever the rules of the hotel, the maid din’t blink. Of course, maybe it was Jan’s performance, so trusting and desperate. She swiped her card and the lock clicked. 
 
    Jan grabbed the knob, pushed the door an inch and said, “That you so much. You’re a life saver.” 
 
    The maid continued on with her mission, and Jan opened the door and stepped through. 
 
    She was in a short hallway, a kitchenette on the right. The lights were on, so the opening of the door hadn’t caused a flash of light through the room. The click of the key and the opening of the door were not heard because other noise was coming from the room just ahead. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh! God! Please! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again, rhythmical. 
 
    For a moment Jan couldn’t figure out what it was, then…she thought. Is she spanking him? 
 
    She stepped into the kitchen. It was dark, and there was a shutter between it and the big room. The shutter was raised about an inch. Jan crept to the counter and looked under the shutter. 
 
    The woman was naked, and she was built. Her blonde hair was tousled and she was sweating with her efforts. She was holding a short whip, just a couple of feet long, but with a dozen little leather strips. 
 
    She lifted her arm and brought it down. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    The whip struck Ben’s bare ass. He was naked, and he grunted and arched his back, pressing his weenie into the mattress. 
 
    His weenie, pointing down from his groin, was huge, red, and pulsing. Jan could see the big veins on it, and he cried and pressed it harder into the mattress. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Her wielding that whip like a pro, and Jan wondered if she was a pro. 
 
    Him, crying and sobbing, his butt turning red. 
 
    Yet the woman was in careful control. He would walk out with a red butt, but it wouldn’t last long enough for Jan to see the proof. 
 
    Yes. She was a pro. A professional dominatrix. 
 
    Jan took out her cell phone and set it to record a video. She aimed it under the shutter, and it was perfect. Just enough room so see and record everything, not sound or bright light. 
 
    For a half hour Jan stood in the kitchenette, recording everything. 
 
    She whipped him, she spanked him. She grabbed his weenie and choked it. She spanked his balls. 
 
    She never kissed him, and she never put her pussy on his dick. 
 
    Jan was stunned to realize there wasn’t going to be any sexual intercourse. In her mind, somehow, that was what it was all about. But in the world of the pro dom it wasn’t. It was business. It was: whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks. 
 
    Finally, the session came to a conclusion. The dom made him sit cross legged on the bed. She stood on the bed with one foot in front of his balls, and he jacked off. 
 
    Now he was desperate. Now he was dying to squirt. 
 
    Jan had never seen him look so desperate, so out of control. 
 
    “Unh!…Fuck!…YES!…” 
 
    Jan recorded every stream, every pearl necklace. She got close with the cell video. Then he was done. 
 
    The woman started getting dressed. She pulled on her slinky underwear, poured herself into her skintight dress. She sat and put on her high heels, then she checked herself in the mirror. 
 
    Ben struggled to move. He was totally whipped. Yet he made himself go to his pants and he took out his wallet. He counted out 10 one hundred dollar bills and handed it to the woman. 
 
    “Thank’s love. I’ll see you next week.” 
 
    “Same time, same place,” he muttered happily. 
 
    Jan suddenly realized that she was exposed. If the dom walked past the kitchenette she would see her.  
 
    she looked around and saw a pantry door. She scooted over to it, stepped in—it was a tight fit—and pulled the door as closed as she could. There was still a small crack, but she was hidden. 
 
    She listened as the woman walked down the hallway, her heels clicking loudly. The door opened and closed. 
 
    Ben sighed. The sound of the bed compressing. Nothing. 
 
    Nothing? Wasn’t Ben going to leave?” 
 
    Jan waited, and after a minute she heard the sound of a snore. 
 
    Jan opened the door and crept out. She peeked under the shutter. Ben was face down, spread eagled, naked, and snoring. 
 
    Jan couldn’t believe it. 
 
    She set her cell phone to take pictures then walked out of the kitchenette and into the bedroom. 
 
    Ben snored, picking up steam, louder and louder. 
 
    Jan stepped up to the. back of the bed. She took a picture which included his butt and his face. Then she took a close up of his butt, and finally a close up of his face. 
 
    His face was calm and peaceful. His butt was bright red, it had obviously been spanked. But it was also going to disappear in a few hours. Come the morning there wouldn’t be a mark on Ben’s poor, tortured butt. 
 
    Smiling grimly, Jan walked to the door, opened it, and left. 
 
      
 
    Jan thought about it all the way home. She had actually been prepared to do to Ben what the pro dom was doing. She had read up on it, she had a whip, and handcuffs and chains, and…and the dom had beaten her to it. 
 
    When she and Ben had been dating way back in the beginning, fresh out of college, Ben had made a remark. 
 
    “Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to get spanked.” 
 
    But Jan had said nothing, and time had passed, and Ben had never brought it up again. 
 
    And now they were here. He was cheating…fucking or not he was having sex, of a sort, with another woman. 
 
    Should she divorce him? She had the evidence. Heck, if she threatened to expose the video he would give up and give her anything she wanted. 
 
    But did she want a divorce? 
 
    To start over again. Go through the dating ritual with men who were marginal, certainly not as successful as Ben. 
 
    And she did love him. In spite of all…she loved him. 
 
    Maybe she should just let him keep going to the dom. She could take on a lover or four. He wouldn’t care. 
 
    But then she had images of them growing old and bitter. Love waning, them trapped by their own lack of passion. 
 
    She could confront him…and that did have to happen sometime…but, what was the end game? 
 
    What was she supposed to do about a husband who lied and cheated, but whom she still loved? 
 
    She arrived home, went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink. 
 
    She sucked down the bourbon and Coke and was mired in thought. 
 
    Suddenly, she picked up her cell phone and hit a number. 
 
    “Yo!” 
 
    “Cat.” 
 
    “Jan? What’s the haps, babe?” 
 
    “I’ve got a situation and I’d like to talk it over with you.” 
 
    “My place or yours?” 
 
    “I’ll come to you.” 
 
    “I’m mixing the drinks as we speak, so stop speaking.” 
 
    Jan hung up, and felt better. Friends, for a sticky situation. She grabbed her keys and headed out the door. 
 
      
 
    Ben slept until midnight, then his cell phone went off. He forced himself awake, touched his butt and winced, and got up. 
 
    He stepped into the shower. Cold at first, to wake himself up, then warm. He lathered and rinsed and grinned. Man, what a session. She had really whaled on him. And that cum was gangbusters. In fact, it was so hot that he was hard again. 
 
    That often happened. Getting a little ‘discipline’ seemed to make his cock extra big. And that was good. He could go home and boff Jan. 
 
    Thinking of Jan, he frowned. He knew he wasn’t being honest with her. Of course he wasn’t cheating on her, jacking off wasn’t cheating. Was it? 
 
    He stroked his dick as he thought about it, then shrugged. Whatever. When he got home and screwed Jan everything would be all right. It was like screwing her after being whipped was like getting married all over again. 
 
    Guilt at what he was, nervous that he would be found out, relief when she came without tumbling to the fact that he usually didn’t. 
 
    He couldn’t after these dominatrix sessions. 
 
    He arrived home and was surprised when her car wasn’t there. She must be out with her girlfriends. Well, that was okay, though he was feeling pretty damned horny. 
 
    He parked the car and went in and got ready for bed. 
 
      
 
    Cat and Jan talked for hours. They laid out plan after plan and considered every possibility. Finally, sometime after midnight, they went to Jan’s house. It was time to confront Ben over what he had been doing. 
 
    Jan parked in the driveway and they entered the house. Ben was home, but he must be sleeping, so they went to the bedroom and Jan turned on the light. 
 
    Ben was sound asleep. The light didn’t wake him. Jan opened her mouth to start yelling, but Cat pulled her arm and motioned her out of the bedroom. 
 
    In the kitchen she whispered to Jan, “A new plan.” She explained, and Jan started to giggle. 
 
    Silently, they walked into the bedroom. They didn’t turn on the light, but worked from a dim crack of light filtering down the hall from the living room. 
 
    They each put a handcuff around the head posts of the bed, then, synchronizing their movements carefully, they snapped the cuffs over Ben’s wrists. 
 
    Stunned at him not waking up, they realized this was too good an opportunity to waste. They tied scarves around the post at the foot of the bed, then tied them around his ankles. 
 
    Ben had room to wiggle, but there was no way he was going to get loose. 
 
    They left the bedroom and headed for the kitchen. Jan poured a couple of drinks and they discussed their next move in low voices. An hour later they set their plan into motion. 
 
      
 
    The lights went on and Cat stood at the bottom of the bed. She was wearing a black corset and nylons. Her breasts bulged over the top of the corset, and her nipples were visible. She was wearing a black Zorro mask, and she cracked a whip. 
 
    At the head of the bed Jan moved gently. She had a ski cap, and she suddenly pulled it down over Ben’s face. 
 
    Now he couldn’t see. What was even more surprising was that he still hadn’t woken up. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. They were prepared for Jan to hide in the event the ski cap came loose. Ben had never met Cat. But they didn’t have to worry about anything. Ben was still snoring. 
 
    “Well,” said Cat in her normal voice. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Jan pulled her out of the room. “Let him sleep.” We’ll start tomorrow morning. 
 
    So they headed for the spare bedroom and took off their clothes and climbed into bed. 
 
    They lay there, occasionally giggling, and waited to go to sleep. 
 
    Sleep, however, was slow in coming. 
 
    “Do you remember when we were in college?” 
 
    “Such fun times,” Jan replied. 
 
    “Do you remember how we used to laugh at Marsha and Teddy?” 
 
    “The Lesbians? You bet.” 
 
    Cat sighed. “We were dumb.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Silence for a long minute. 
 
    “Want to get off?” 
 
    Jan was quiet. Thinking. “Do you mean you’re going to get me off?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    More thinking. 
 
    “It is an intriguing thought.” 
 
    “And, it is sort of justified. Get back at Ben for fucking on you.” 
 
    “I don’t have any proof that he was fucking around.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need any more proof. Whether he put his pecker in a strange pussy or not…he’s guilty.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes. I’d like to get off. In fact, at this point…it’s almost compulsory. I have been sexually starved by that man. I have been lied to and cheated. I’m so fucking horny I can’t believe it, and I have no way to relieve myself except by myself. It’s just not fair. 
 
    They were lying under a sheet, naked, and Cat reached her hand down and cupped Jan’s mons. “You don’t have to get yourself off when I’m around.” 
 
    Jan jerked with sudden excitement. Cat was her best friend. She always trusted Cat. And now Cat was opening and closing her hand, teasing her pussy. 
 
    Cat pulled back the sheets and lowered her head. She took Jan’s breast in her mouth and sucked on the nipple. Jan arched her back and groaned. 
 
    It was as if Cat was unleashed. She went wild on Jan’s body. She twisted and writhed and stuck a finger in Jan’s hole. 
 
    Ripples of sensation went through Jan. Her nipples felt like twin points of fire. Her pussy turned to steam. 
 
    They kissed, and it was delicious. It was different than a man’s kiss. This was soft and respectful and hungry in a different way. 
 
    Cat slithered down Jan’s body, held on to her tits as she buried her face in Jan’s groin. 
 
    Jan had never felt anything so hot in her life. This was taboo. This was forbidden, and like cookies, there never was a more delicious cookie than a stolen one. 
 
    Jan reached down pulled her friend up. She turned her over and used her own fingers on Cat. Lots of fingers. 
 
    Cat was hot and wet, and Jan rammed her fingers in and out. 
 
    “You can fist me,” Cat said. “But get some lube.” 
 
    Jan jumped up and ran for the bathroom. She returned with a large tube of lube. She squirted it allover Cat’s pussy. She smoothed it into the other woman’s hole, then she put lube all over her own fingers. 
 
    Cat was laying sideways on the bed now, her legs up and over Jan’s shoulders. Jan pushed four fingers slowly into Cat’s pussy. 
 
    Cat groaned, and nodded. Her eyes were half shut with the intense pleasure of the moment. “Okay, honey. You’re going to have to push, but I can do this. I’ve done it before.” 
 
    Jan pushed, held her thumb in tight, and her knuckles were against the rim of Cat’s vagina. Cat grunted, Jan pushed harder, and…”AHHHH!” Cat moaned and her eyes rolled back. 
 
    Jan was up to her wrist. She could feel all of Cat’s insides, and she began to move her fist in and out. in and out. 
 
    Cat was now a rag doll. She didn’t move, she just made small squealing sounds, like the sounds a hungry kitten might make. 
 
    In and out, in and out. Cat’s legs up over her shoulders. Jan reached up and began tweaking Cat’s nipples. Back and forth she went, right to left. Right to left. 
 
    Cat began to make gurgling sounds. Her neck was bent against the wall, and suddenly her hips started trying to straighten out. 
 
    Jan held on, and realized that Cat was starting to cum. 
 
    The orgasm hit, and Cat started shaking and twisting. 
 
    Jan moved her hand around and around. 
 
    Then Cat’s orgasm became too strong, and she managed to push her legs down, and Jan was forced back. 
 
    Jan lay under the thrashing legs and kept fist fucking her friend, and after a minute of the most incredible orgasm Jan had ever seen, and likely that Cat had ever felt, it was done. 
 
    Cat lay dazed, unable to move, and Jan pulled her hand out of her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” Cat wheezed. 
 
    The irony here was that Cat had said she would get Jan off, but Jan had gotten her off. 
 
    Jan wondered what that orgasm must have felt like, but she knew she was going to have to find out later. Cat just gave a few shivers and fell asleep. 
 
    Jan got out of bed and stood, looking down at her friend. She smiled. Then she went down the hallway to where Ben was sleeping. She frowned. 
 
    He was now officially a son of a bitch. But he was also her husband. 
 
    She knew she wasn’t going to divorce him. Divorce was messy and people ended up hurt. 
 
    Not that she wasn’t already hurt. 
 
    But if she really wanted revenge, the best way to get it would be to keep Ben. Keep her position in the community. And to administer her own brand of revenge. 
 
    Ben liked being spanked and abused? 
 
    She could do that. And probably a lot better than the woman who charged him a thousand bucks an hour. 
 
    So thinking, she went back to the spare bedroom, pushed Cat onto her own side, and crawled in and went to sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Ben slept deeply. It was a dreamless sleep. A sleep of satisfaction. It was marred, in the end, by only one thing. His arms wouldn’t move. As he came out of the depths he tried to adjust his position. He tried to move his arms so he could roll onto his side, or his back, but…all he got was a frown on his face. 
 
    He was sleeping very lightly now, and sweat beaded his face. Why couldn’t he move? What was stopping his arms…and…he finally had a dream. Two alligators had his hands in their mouths. They tugged and pulled, tried to pull him apart, but…his eyes opened. 
 
    It was still dark, and he felt a weird sort of panic in him. How had he gone blind while sleeping? How…wait…that’s…there’s something over my eyes. 
 
    And his arms were held out. Something hard was holding his wrists, both wrists, and…               
 
    “AIIIIEEEE!” He screamed. 
 
    In the spare room the girls awoke. They were lying in each other’s arms now, and they looked at each other and smiled. 
 
    “Sounds like sleeping beauty is awake.” 
 
    “Yep,” then Cat frowned. “I didn’t get you off.” 
 
    “Getting you off got me off.” Jan kissed Cat lightly on the lips, then rolled out of bed. 
 
    Naked the two women padded down the hallway to the master bedroom. 
 
    Ben was struggling, shaking the whole bed, trying to get his hands loose. 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    He froze. “Who’s that? Who’s there?” 
 
    Jan nudged Cat, and Cat managed to stop giggling. “I thought I’d make a little house call. 
 
    “Mistress Domina?” 
 
    The girls glanced at each other. Now they had a name. 
 
    “Our session last night was too short. I decided you really needed to get your money’s worth.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! That’s not you…not Mistress Domina! Who is it.” 
 
    “It is I.” Cat picked up the whip and stood to the side of the bed. 
 
    “It is not!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Cat apparently struck harder than Mistress Domina. That was provable by the red mark across Ben’s buns. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to hit me that hard! And who are you?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “I am one of the many Mistress Domina’s in our organization.” 
 
    Ben’s mind was totally flamboozled. An organization of Dominatrices? 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! Please…please, stop. I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Nope. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jan snickered with her hand over her mouth. 
 
    Cat was going a little lighter, and the red marks were only pink. Still, it hurt, and Ben was struggling desperately. “This wasn’t part of our agreement!” 
 
    “Our agreement has been changed.” 
 
    “What? No! You can’t do this!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I don’t like the sound of that. What do you mean I can’t do something? I am the mistress, and I can do anything.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “Oh, fuck! But…no! Wait.” 
 
    “You see, you measly, mortal worm, once we have you in our clutches we will never let go.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I can call the police!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “You certainly can. Would you like me to dial the number for you?” 
 
    “What? YES! Call the police!” 
 
    Jan held her hand up to her ear and ran for the kitchen. She heard Cat saying, “911,” as if she was tapping numbers into a cell. What she was really doing was tapping Jan’s number. 
 
    Jan picked up her cell, spoke in a lower register to disguise her voice. “Emergency services. What’s your emergency?” 
 
    In the bedroom Cat lay down next to Ben and held the phone to his ear. 
 
    “My name is Ben Cooper! A crazy lady has tied me up in my bedroom and is beating me.” 
 
    “Please stay on the line.” 
 
    In the kitchen Jan crinkled up a piece of paper, then spoke in a slightly different voice. “Yes?” 
 
    Cat held the phone so Ben could hear it and said, “This is Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan said, “Acknowledged. Is there a problem 432?” 
 
    Ben shouted, “I’m Ben Cooper! This crazy bitch has tied me down and is beating me!” 
 
    Jan said, “Mistress Domina 432, is there a problem?” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “No problem. Just an idiot man who doesn’t know when to believe.” 
 
    “Acknowledged. Continue with your mission, Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan hung up. 
 
    Cat hung up. 
 
    “Well, Bozo Ben? Would you like to make another call?” 
 
    “I don’t…that’s…” 
 
    “We have made regular bribes to the police. In addition, our Mistresses have the police chief under control. He is regularly administered to.” 
 
    Jan returned to the bedroom, stifling laughter with one hand. 
 
    Cat, grinning, got off the bed. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Now then, let’s talk about my real reason for being here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The Society of Dominatrices requires fees.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?”
WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Be polite. Speak in a civil manner or I’ll put a dick up your ass.” 
 
    Jan almost lost it at that point. 
 
    Cat grinned. She was speaking off the top, but that gave her an idea. She raised her eyes in question, and Jan got it. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” sobbed Ben. 
 
    “We will require a payment of $10,000 per month.” 
 
    Jan very carefully slid the bottom drawer of the dresser open. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    Jan took out her vibrator. It was a big one, and it was shaped like a dick. 
 
    “You will write a check now.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Jan grabbed the check book off the dresser and put it under Ben’s right hand. 
 
    “Who’s that? Is there somebody else here?” 
 
    “That is Domina 528. She will put a pen in your hand and you will sign the check.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Five minutes later Ben was sobbing. “Okay! I will.” 
 
    Jan put the pen in his fingers and guided his hand to the right position. 
 
    Ben scribbled. 
 
    Jan looked at it and shook her head. She mouthed, ‘Doesn’t match.’ 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! what was that for?” 
 
    “Signatures must match. Try again.” 
 
    Ben signed another check, and this time Jan nodded. 
 
    “Very well, Bozo Ben.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    “That’s just to remind you.” 
 
    “Remind me of what?” 
 
    “Of what I like to do. I’m going to take a break now. Don’t go away.” 
 
    The girls stumbled out of the room, holding hands over their mouths, half doubled over from laughter. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    They ignored him and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    After a moment Ben was silent, doubtless worming and wiggling and trying to get loose. 
 
    Jan put together some bacon and eggs and Cat poured a couple of Pepsis. They sat down to go over their plan and figure out what was next. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to let him go eventually.” 
 
    “Yes, but we need him under our control when we do. Right now he’s still pretty resistive.” 
 
    “We need to whip him some more.” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    “And I’ve got the video of him getting whipped last night.” 
 
    They ate, chatted, and realized one interesting fact. They had everything they needed. 
 
    “What about the check?” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Jan. “The check. I’ll open an account, make it for. The Mistress Society, and deposit it.” 
 
    “Can he cover ten thousand dollars.” 
 
    “Easily.” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “So what now? We just let him go?” 
 
    “I think so. Well, maybe after a few hours of whippings. And we haven’t used the dildo yet.” 
 
    Cat snickered. “Man, is he going to be surprised.” 
 
    Jan grinned, “Think he’ll like it?” 
 
    “Men always like taking it up the butt. Oh, there’s a few that say they don’t, but after a few pokes he’ll be begging for it. That will certainly end any ‘resistiveness.’” 
 
    Jan nodded. “Yes. I suppose it will.” 
 
    “There’s something about taking it up the butt. When a man fucks a woman he tends to think he owns her. But when a man is taken up the butt…he is owned. If you do this it will change him completely and irrevocably. Are you ready for that?”  
 
    “What? He’s going to become a sissy?” 
 
    “Absolutely. He’ll become imprinted. He’ll be afraid to do anything except what you tell him.” 
 
    “What if you did him?” 
 
    “Then he’d become imprinted to me.” 
 
    “What if we both do him?” 
 
    Cat shook her head. “It’s like Morton said. It’s not a whole company fucking the boss, it’s the one he has given himself to. He’s your husband, he’s committed to you, and when you fuck him that is going to be ten times more intense.” 
 
    “Wow,” observed Jan. “That’s why you were so excited listening to Morton.”  
 
    “That’s why. He was saying everything I believed in.” 
 
    Jan shook her head. “That’s so much power. Taking control of men like that.” 
 
    “Men do it to women all the time. Why shouldn’t women do it to men?”  
 
    Jan thought about that. It made sense. Still: “That’s going to upset the natural order of things.” 
 
    “Yes. The real question is…can you handle it?” 
 
    “Can I handle being the boss of my man?” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Okay. I brought a strap on with a big dildo. It’s in my car. I didn’t know if we would go that far, but I’ll go get it. Then we’re going to go back in there and you are going to fuck him. You’re going to let him know who you are…and take complete control of him. Can you do that?” 
 
    Jan nodded. she was thinking about how her husband had cheated on her. Somebody was going to have to take control of Ben. And if not her…who?” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
      
 
    Jan washed the dishes and Cat went out for the strap on. She returned and showed Jan how to put it on. When she was done Jan stood in the kitchen, a big dick jutting from between her thighs. 
 
    They talked for a long while then, and Cat gave Jan complete instructions on how to take a man so he loved it. Then, because Jan was a little nervous, they went to the spare room. Cat got onto the bed and lay down. 
 
    “He’s going to push his hips forward, like this. You’re going to want to play with his cock—don’t let him cum—and get him to relax. You’re going to have to convince him that it’s all nice and natural. And, who knows, maybe it is. Maybe this is the way man was originally programmed. 
 
    Jan lay on top of her friend and put the dick in her. Cat groaned with pleasure and gripped the sheet with both hands. 
 
    They practiced for an hour, until Jan was confident and ready to go. 
 
    They smiled at each other, Jan a bit nervously, then they headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Ben was waiting for them. He had almost managed to get his ski cap off, and the bed was messed from his struggles. The only progress he had made was to rub his wrists raw. 
 
    Cat put her outfit on, the corset and heels and Zorro mask. She held the whip at the ready. 
 
    “Who ’s that?” 
 
    “Shut up, Ben.” 
 
    Ben jerked. He recognized her voice. 
 
    Jan pulled his ski cap off and he stared at her. “What…what?” 
 
    Jan placed her cell phone in front of him. She turned it on. 
 
    For a half hour Ben watched as he was whipped. He listened to the Dominatrix belittle him. He heard himself begging. He saw himself jacking off. 
 
    Then he saw the stills of him, his striped ass, sleeping. 
 
    He licked his lips. “Honey, I…it’s not what you think.” 
 
    “You hire a dominatrix for a thousand bucks an hour and I see what she does to you with my own eyes and it’s not what I think? Better get a little more real, Ben.” 
 
    Ben crooked his head and looked back to where Cat was standing with folded arms, her tits exposed and the whip in one hand. 
 
    “Who’s she?” 
 
    “That’s Dominatrix 432.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “What? You don’t believe there can be a society of Dominatrices?” 
 
    Ben stared at her, and his whole world was coming undone. 
 
    “Ben. I joined the society. I was approached last month. They told me that you are one of their customers, and they offered me a chance to join. I am Dominatrix 528.” 
 
    “You…are?” 
 
    “I’m still in training. 432 here came out to teach me. She helped me record your activities.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “How do you think I found you in a big hotel in a town of a million people? Why do you think the kitchen shutter in your love nest was ajar just enough for me to take these pictures? This video?” 
 
    Ben was silent, absorbing, and things were clicking in his mind. They were made up things, but that didn’t lessen the impact and reality. 
 
    “There really is a secret society of dominatrices?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” 
 
    Ben was calm now. In truth, his mind was blown. But he was calm. 
 
    “Now I make love to you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “But not the normal way. You don’t put your penis in me…I put my penis in you.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    Jan sat up and Ben looked down at her groin. 
 
    A big penis was sticking out. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to love it. I’ve received special instruction on how to make a man fall in love with getting boned. In a short while you won’t want to make love in any other way.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” he whined. 
 
    “Honey, the day you received your first whipping you decided. Your path was set at that point, and you have finally reached the end of that path.” 
 
    Ben struggled a little, but Jan simply lay next to him and played with his weenie. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he groaned. “I don’t want this!” 
 
    “Of course you do. Look at you, you’re horny, your dick is hard. You want to learn how to take it like a woman.” 
 
    After about fifteen minutes Jan had her hand at his back door. She stroked his asshole until he admitted he liked it. 
 
    “But that doesn’t mean I want a dick up my butt!” 
 
    “But that’s exactly what you mean!” 
 
    Jan put a finger into him and he clenched. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    “Do.” 
 
    She stroked his butthole gently. She reamed him, and put lube into his asshole. 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    “Don’t you remember when you explained that no doesn’t always mean no? That some women say no but really want it?” 
 
    “I was wrong!” 
 
    “Honey, you weren’t wrong. And you’re finding that out right now.” 
 
    She had two fingers in him now, and she was going deeper and deeper. 
 
    And Ben, in spite of all his protests, was getting looser. His anal muscles were relaxing, and every once in a while a wiggle in protest actually went with her motions. 
 
    “Please, honey. You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Hey, you fucked me, now I’m returning the favor.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’ll never fuck you again!” 
 
    Jan laughed. She was becoming more and more confident. “No, you probably won’t. You see, I’ve fallen in love with one of the other Dominatrices.” 
 
    She glanced at Cat, who smiled broadly. 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to make love to another woman, and, let’s face it, only a woman knows how to fuck a man.” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to be gentle. Only a woman.” 
 
    “But…oh!” 
 
    Jan had three fingers in him now, he was stretching and perfectly capable of handling a dick. 
 
    Jan climbed on top of him. She looked down at his buttocks, so round and pure, then she glanced at Cat, who gave a nod and a thumbs up. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Remember to relax. It only hurts if you tense up.” 
 
    “But…Jan…I…” 
 
    She slid the head of her dildo into him. 
 
    Ben gasped. He couldn’t believe it. An ounce of pain, a pound of pleasure. 
 
    “I love you, honey, and this is the way it’s supposed to be.” 
 
    Ben made sounds like a fish, his body writhed, but in pleasure. 
 
    Jan pushed an inch into him. 
 
    Now Ben wasn’t thinking. Now he was responding. His ass tried to come up, to rise to meet her, but he wasn’t fully stretched out and accommodating. 
 
    Jan slid another inch into him. 
 
    He grunted, his face was up and she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. He went with it, and she pushed another inch into him. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” He groaned. 
 
    Then Jan pushed the whole dildo into him. It was a big one, and he could feel the veins on the sides. He could feel the plastic balls slapping into him. 
 
    “UNH…UNH…” 
 
    She began to slide in and out. For a long minute Ben just lay there, taking it, then he began to move. His hips went up and down, just like a woman’s hips, but now he was on the receiving end. 
 
    He felt her breasts pressing against his back. His dick was pointed down and her balls pressed on his balls. 
 
    Then he felt another pair of hands. Cat had stepped up and was stroking his weenie. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…oh…fuck!” He whimpered in time to the dick plunging into him. 
 
    He was about to cum, but the hands on his penis backed off. 
 
    “No!” he sobbed, wanting that cum. 
 
    The hands started again. 
 
    Jan kept poking into him. The hands stroking him. His world became a jumble of sex and desperation. 
 
    He had to cum. He had to… 
 
    And, finally, he did. But not like a man. 
 
    Oh, his dick seeped out semen, but the orgasm itself, that wonderful explosion that stops all reality, it was different. It was like he was in a big, warm bathtub, and the bathtub was being lifted and shifted and he was sloshing back and forth, and the water got warmer and warmer, and then he just sort of disappeared in a white hot explosion that lifted him up and threw him away. 
 
    Afterwards, him laying in a stupefied daze, Jan withdrew her cock. She wiped it on his ass and smiled at the amount of semen that had leaked out of his cock. 
 
    Cat went around and loosened the handcuffs and the scarves. 
 
    Jan handed the strap on to Cat, who tossed it on the floor and took Jan’s hand. She led her down the hall to the spare room. Cat laid her down gently and took a position next to her. “See?” 
 
    “I do.” Jan yawned. 
 
    Cat grinned. “Not yet. I still owe you something.” 
 
    “What?” Jan was actually tired. 
 
    Cat grabbed her mons and squeezed and Jan came awake and grinned. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Never a better time,” Cat responded. 
 
    Jan lay there and let Cat do all the work. 
 
    Cat ate her pussy, stuck a finger in it, and moved up to suck Jan’s tits. 
 
    Jan luxuriated in the feeling of sex. 
 
    The weekend had started and she was horny. Then she saw Ben and the dominatrix, and that made her more horny. Then they had tied Ben up, and she had fisted Cat, and that had certainly added to the horniness. And now she had fucked her man. Actually fucked him to a grand and glorious orgasm. 
 
    Jan was tired, but she was definitely more horny than tired. 
 
    Cat used lube and reamed Jan’s hole, opening it, stretching it, entering it. 
 
    Cat had three fingers into Jan when they felt a presence. They looked up and Ben was standing at the door. He was naked, and sore, and drawn out…but he was also energized. He stared at his wife with three of Cat’s fingers inside her. 
 
    Cat snapped. “Lick her tits, stupid. Help her.” 
 
    Ben dove to his knees. He managed to get his head under Jan’s chest and he began to suck on her tits. 
 
    Normally, a man sucks on his tits to get something…pussy. 
 
    But Ben had been transformed. He was no longer interested in fucking his wife, he was interested in serving her. He took his time and suckled gently, bring her closer and closer. 
 
    Cat clamped her thumb down and began pushing her hand into Jan’s pussy. “Remember, relax.” 
 
    Jan was at the center, she relaxed, and the hand went into her. Not even any pain. Just…fullness. 
 
    Jan lowered herself a bit, half smothering Ben, but he didn’t care. He was a dedicated man now, and he kept sucking on her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos. Sweet heysoos,” blubbered Jan, then she burst into a magnificent orgasm. Her body tensed, her legs tried to close, her back arched, and she sailed away on the orgasm express. She flew into the misty clouds of pure pleasure. And she cried for joy. 
 
      
 
    Jan and Cat sat on the patio, naked but for chemises, and sipped wine spritzers. Jan was totally satisfied. In her mind she thought she wouldn’t need sex again. Ever. 
 
    But she knew she would. A day or two and the eternal itch would make itself felt. 
 
    Inside the kitchen Ben was wearing a pink apron and washing dishes. He seemed quite happy to be doing this simple, menial labor. 
 
    “So, 528, are you ready for your next assignment? 
 
    “Assignment?” Jan asked. 
 
    “There’s a world of men out there, and they need a lot of converting.” 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted, then, “Almost makes a girl wish she had a dick.” 
 
    And both women laughed. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Look at this!” Chuck came out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist. 
 
    Josie looked up from here iPad and blinked. 
 
    Chuck was pudgy. Not fat, just a little chunky, and he was hairy. Real hairy. 
 
    And he had shaved his pectoral muscles. 
 
    Josie shook her head and said, What the fuck?” 
 
    “See? I shaved my tits! Now I’ve got boobs like you!” 
 
    Josie was a medium thick, and she had nice, big boobs. Now Chuck’s, with a bit of fat on his pectorals, looked like hers. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I shaved my pecs, made ‘em look like boobs, just like yours.” 
 
    Josie started laughing, behind the laughter was a gleam of eagerness. “Come here, let me feel those puppies.” 
 
    Chuck sashayed over, letting his hips sway, and his pectoral boobs actually jiggled a little bit. 
 
    “Oh, my God! I love it!” Josie felt a surge of sexuality explode from her groin. She brought her hands up and felt his now smooth tits. 
 
    “God! If these were only real!” She plastered her mouth onto his nipples. They weren’t big, but they were exciting.” 
 
    “I thought you’d like them,” Chuck laughed. He looked down as she suckled on him. 
 
    Sucking on his tips, Josie pulled the towel off and grabbed his nuts. His cock was already at half mast, and it quickly spurted  up. 
 
    Chuck groaned as she squeezed him. He wanted her to suck him, but she looked up at him, “Honey, you need to do this to your whole body.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m serious. I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life. You’re burning my pussy up. Go use my Nair. Get rid of all your hair!” 
 
    She didn’t want to let go of his boobs, but she had to. She pushed him away, towards the bathroom, and the look in her eyes was like that of a hungry wolf. 
 
    Chuck didn’t expect such an exciting reaction to his little joke. He backed off, and now he was excited. Josie was fairly complacent as a lover, and he had become a bit lackadaisical as a result. But now, the fever she was displaying, he was getting hornier. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Fucking really. Stop. I’m coming with you. I want to watch this.” 
 
    They went into the bathroom and Josie got out a bottle of Nair. She didn’t wait for him, she slathered it over his skin, smushing it into his hair. She rubbed it in circles and it turned into a sort of foam. 
 
    “My cock, too?” He moaned, loving the slick feeling of being. rubbed. 
 
    “Of course,” she muttered. She coated his balls, stroked a layer onto his cock, and rubbed it alongside his asshole. 
 
    Chuck stood for a long minute, looking at his body, looking at his body in the mirror. then he looked at Josie. 
 
    “I always thought you like my hairy-ness?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Well, I’m about to be baby butt bald.” 
 
    Josie gulped nervously. “I can’t believe how hot this has got me. I feel like my pussy is going to cum just anticipating. 
 
    Chuck grinned. He was nervous, this was kinky, but…what man isn’t kinky? 
 
    After fifteen minutes Chuck said, “It’s getting a little warm.” 
 
    “When it’s hot we’ll rinse you off.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They didn’t have long to wait. Only a minute passed and Chuck said, “It’s like a bad sunburn now.” 
 
    Into the shower he went. Josie followed him, too excited to wait. The warm water rained down and they rinsed him off. Her hands swiped him and his hair slid down his flesh and onto the tiles. It only took a minute for his body to be a gleaming, pudgy sheen of slick flesh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Josie moaned. “Get out. I want to see you.” 
 
    Chuck stepped out and started toweling himself off. Josie grabbed the towel and told him, “Don’t move.” 
 
    He was bare. He was bald. There wasn’t a trace of a hair on his body, and in their exuberance they had gotten rid of his head hair. He still had a bit of eyebrows, but his scalp was hairless. 
 
    “Oh, no!” Chuck yelped, catching sight of himself in a mirror. “I’m bald!” 
 
    Josie had a hand over her mons and was squeezing. Her knees were slightly bent and toughing. She was having a hard time breathing. “No…it’s okay,” she gasped out. Just sit on my vanity!” 
 
    Chuck, now a bit alarmed, sat down at her vanity. He stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    Josie, still breathing hard, her hands trembling, picked up an eyebrow pencil. She took several breaths and tried to steady herself, then she braced her hand on his cheek and drew in his eyebrows. 
 
    It worked. The dark color, aided by the thin line of remaining eyebrows, made it look like he had eyebrows. Of course they were thinner, and she had to make them arch a little, but it was good. 
 
    Chuck’s mouth opened and he stared at himself. 
 
    He had had thick eyebrows. Now he had thin eyebrows. He moved his forehead and they waggled. It was sort of neat, but he still wondered how long it would take for his real eyebrows to grow back in. 
 
    “What about my head?” he blurted. 
 
    “Don’t worry…” Josie went into her closet. She rummaged through things and couldn’t believe how her chest was pounding. Her nipples felt like flashpoints. Her chest was blushing. 
 
    She came out with a wig. 
 
    She put a strip of tape on the front lip, placed it carefully over his head, and pressed down. 
 
    Chuck was suddenly aware that he had a boner. A big boner. It was throbbing and he put a hand down and held it. Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    Josie came around and turned his head towards her. She inspected his face closely, then nodded. 
 
    “What do you think.” 
 
    “Your eyes need more work,” she answered. 
 
    It had started as an accident, but now there was a sense of the serious about it. 
 
    Josie picked up an eyeliner pencil and very carefully, now her hand was steady, traced his lower lids, then his upper lids. 
 
    She smiled. She smudged the liner a bit, then realized it was all or nothing. She put more eyeliner on him and smudged it to create a shadowy look around his eyes. 
 
    Chuck stared at the pencil so close to his eyes and gulped. “What are you doing?” Though he had an inkling. 
 
    “Shush,” she said. 
 
    Then, smiling, she raised up, took his hand off his penis and sat down. His thick member slid right into her and she sighed. 
 
    “Nothing could be finer than a penis in vagina in the morning.” 
 
    Chuck laughed. He was excited, and the rhyme of the old song excited him more. It should have been ‘nothing could be finer than to be Carolina in the morning.’ 
 
    He shuddered as she wiggled on his dick. 
 
    “Hold still,” she snapped. 
 
    She used mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Lucky male, he already had thick eyelashes, now they were thicker and longer. 
 
    Chuck was having a hard time holding still. His dick was high up in her and the head was responding to the rubbing of her inner flesh on the under head. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” he whispered. 
 
    Josie smiled and reached behind her. She picked up a tube of lipstick and twisted the bottom. Nice, bright red. 
 
    She rolled it onto his lips. 
 
    “That burns.” 
 
    “That’s a built in plumper. Your lips are getting bigger.” 
 
    Chuck could feel it. It was like coating his lips with special hot sauce, that kind that makes you cry. He could feel his lips and he licked them to cool them down. 
 
    “Stop that!”  
 
    “Stop what?” 
 
    “Don’t lick your lipstick off. Let it sink in.” 
 
    He nodded, and the beginnings of nervousness welled up inside him. 
 
    He sat while she gave him long, red fingernails, and he sipped more booze. He needed to. 
 
    Chuck, in spite of having his penis her slit, was really feeling nervous now. He had shaved his chest for a joke, but he suddenly realized that the joke had gone too far. They had played with make up and role reversal a little, but now they were going far beyond a little playtime. 
 
    “I don’t think I want to look like a girl.” 
 
    “Do you want me to suck you off?” 
 
    He smiled. He was a sucker for a blow job. 
 
    “If you let me do this I’ll not only suck your dick…I’ll get out the strap on.” 
 
    Chuck was hooked. He loved the strap on, but she rarely poked him. She wasn’t repulsed by poking him, she was just sort of ‘what’s in it for me?’ 
 
    “Now then. I’m going to get you into a corset, and you’re going to take it. Do you understand?” 
 
    Visions of blow jobs dancing in his head, dreams of pegging swirling about his cranium, he nodded. 
 
    Josie smiled and went back into the closet. 
 
    The corset was the real thing, low scoops for the tits, boned, ties in the back. 
 
    “Lay on the bed.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    She fastened the hooks, then had him roll over. She began pulling the ties. 
 
    “Oh, I can’t…breath.” 
 
    “Take small breaths, high in the chest.” 
 
    He tried, and it worked. He was still a little faint, but he could function. 
 
    The weird thing was that the corset pushed his chest up, and now his ‘boobs’ looked even more real. Certainly bigger. 
 
    “You have to pee?” 
 
    He did, so he did, and returned to the bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, on with the chastity tube.” 
 
    He groaned, but peeing had let him go down a bit and he slipped the thing on. 
 
    Josie grinned. “I love that thing.” 
 
    “It does make me horny,” admitted Chuck. 
 
    She clicked the lock and laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “Every time I do that you look like you’re going to choke.” 
 
    He said nothing, just stared at his groin as it started to fight the nefarious device attached to his peeny. 
 
    Josie brought out a wrap around dress and put it on him. The lapels crisscrossed, and he had cleavage showing. It was shimmery blue and though he was pudgy, he now looked curvy. Real curvy. 
 
    “What am I doing?” he asked himself. 
 
    “You’re getting fucked the way you like it.” 
 
    His mouth was twisted in a slight frown. But the cock struggling in his cage reassured him. There was nothing like being horny and contained. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get your gaff out.” 
 
    Sighing, he went to his drawer, had trouble bending over because of the corset, and found his gaff. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and she knelt and put the gaff over his feet and pulled it up. When it was high enough he helped, and they snugged it tight. 
 
    Now he couldn’t get a hard on, and his whole package was stretched back between his legs. He had a totally smooth front. 
 
    “Here’s some nylons.” 
 
    She helped him roll the nylons up. His legs were now fine stems, curvy and sexy and very feminine. 
 
    “Don’t make me wear the high heels.” 
 
    She took mercy on him and gave him one inch flats. Then, mercy forgotten, she got out small padlocks and put them through the loops. His shoes were now locked on. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, but she just laughed. 
 
    He was almost done. She added a bit more make up, hung some earrings from his lobes, then told him to go make a couple of drinks. 
 
    Chuck walked down the hallway. He could make some clicking sounds with his heels. Not the super hard clicking, but it was enough that he wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. 
 
    Chuck went into the kitchen and got out the Wild Turkey Long Branch. He half filled two glasses with ice, poured in the Long Branch, then added Coke to take the burn off. 
 
    Some people liked the burn, said that was what made it real sipping whiskey. Chuck didn’t, and neither did Josie. 
 
    He sat down at the table and sipped his drink and waited for Josie. Three minutes later he heard the click of her heels in the hallway. 
 
    He smiled. He loved it when she got dressed up. She had a killer body and he loved to see it all packaged and sexy. 
 
    She entered the room and his jaw dropped. 
 
    She was wearing a pair of jeans. They were too long and only her tall heels—which made her taller than him—enabled her to keep the leg hems from dragging on the floor. 
 
    Her blouse was a sturdy blue chambray, nothing fancy. Oddly, she had no chest. 
 
    Then he realized: she had bound her boobs! Just like his cock was in prison, her big, glorious, beautiful boobs were in prison! 
 
    And her hair was tied back, pulled tight in a pony tail. And the pony tail was down the back of her shirt. 
 
    No make up. but her beautiful skin didn’t need any. 
 
    Not even any lipstick. Her beautiful, naturally curvy M of a mouth was naturally pink and soft. 
 
    She didn’t look like a man, but it was obvious that she was dressing like one. 
 
    Then he noticed the pièce de résistance. 
 
    Her pants were slightly loose at the crotch, but Chuck could see the big roll hanging down. She was wearing her strap on! 
 
    “What the fuck?” blurted Chuck. 
 
    Josie just smiled and picked up her drink. “I’m the designated driver tonight, so you can drink as much as you want to.” 
 
    Chuck quaffed his drink and, his hands shaking, made himself another one. He couldn’t stop looking at her crotch. 
 
    Josie topped her drink off with pure Coke. She smiled. “Okay, lover, this is the night we make all your dreams come true.” 
 
    He took a big gulp of his second drink. He wasn’t much of a drinker, and he was going to be drunk pretty fast. 
 
    While he took big sips, Josie picked up her phone and started texting. 
 
    “Who you texting?” asked Chuck. 
 
    “Just some friends. Letting them know I’ll be busy.” 
 
    Chuck nodded, and sipped. He looked at the rim of his glass and saw lipstick. When he blinked the world shuttered a bit because of his lengthened lashes. 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    Josie smiled. 
 
      
 
    Josie drove. The man was in charge, right? 
 
    They headed down Main Street and took a road leading out of town. They went through the agricultural district, and just before the road up the mountains she pulled into a roadhouse. 
 
    ‘Benny’s Bowl!’ read the sign. It was just inside the big, front window and it had blinking Christmas tree lights on the edges of the letters. There was a rough painting of a bowl of chili with a tendril of smoke rising from it. Somebody had managed to pull the sign out, written ‘Balls’ over the bowl, and put the sign back in place. Over the years the owner had just left it. 
 
    Chili wasn’t the main draw of this place, anyway. 
 
    “You’re bringing me to a biker bar?” 
 
    “It’s not totally a biker bar. It’s been upgraded.” 
 
    Chuck stared at the building, and he felt a touch of fear in his heart. He was dressed like a girl, bikers liked girls, but he didn’t think they liked fake girls. What would actually happen to him if he went in there? 
 
    “Come on, honey. I’ll protect you.” 
 
    Josie chuckled and got out of the car. With a remark like that Chuck decided not to get out. 
 
    Josie opened the door for him and he just sat there and shook his head. 
 
    Josie told him to get out a couple more times, but he refused, then a pair of Harley’s drove up next to the car. 
 
    Chuck was white-faced now, feeling a bit of terror. 
 
    “Hey, guys. My girlfriend won’t get out of the car. You want to help her?” 
 
    The bikers were big, chunky fellows, both over six feet, and both with a hard layer of muscles under the fat. 
 
    They looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    They put their kickstands down and stepped off their bikes. They sauntered the few feet to the car, then stopped, a puzzled expression on their faces. 
 
    “You ain’t…” 
 
    “Are you…” 
 
    Josie reached down and squeezed her big, plastic meat. “Honey, I’m all man. 
 
    The two bikers started snickering, then laughed. It was so obvious that Josie was a woman. Then they looked into the car. 
 
    Chuck’s eyes were big and round. He had cleavage and was made up, he was more difficult to assign manliness to. 
 
    The bikers realized he was the male, and snickered. They reached in and grabbed Chuck and just ripped him out of the car. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Oh, that don’t hurt, mama. Now come on in and have a beer or eight.” 
 
    Chuck was squeezed between them, and the biker on the left put his arm around Josie’s waist and they headed for the bar. 
 
    The inside of the bar was just starting to come alive. There was a band doing a pretty good Doors imitation, the lead singer knew how to growl and wail. The drummer was a large woman, almost round, and she knew how to beat the skins. 
 
    Bikers were sitting at the bar and they turned around and, seeing who it was, yelled greetings.  
 
    The barman, a skinny dude with a fu manchu, was pouring beer and mixing drinks non stop. 
 
    “Hey, guys, we brought a couple of girl friends with us.” 
 
    Josie grabbed her big weenie and squeezed it. “I’m a guy, and don’t you forget it, unless you want me to pork your fat asses!” 
 
    The bikers howled, slammed their mugs on the counter and slapped each others backs. 
 
    Then two biker mamas strode out of the restroom. They took one look at Chuck and Josie and approached them. 
 
    One of them, a hard-faced woman with scraggly hair and missing a tooth put her arm around Josie. “How about it, honey, wanna fuck?” 
 
    Again, the bikers all laughed, then they calmed down and watched to see what would happen. 
 
    The other woman, who had a skinny face with a ton of lines on it and absolutely no tits put her arm over Chuck’s shoulders. “While Sandy fucks your man, you wanna fuck?” 
 
    Chuck had had enough. He squeaked, “I’m really a guy.” 
 
    This caused the loudest laugh yet. 
 
    “You had me fooled,” yelled the woman. “Barney! Give us some beers.” 
 
    Josie yelled out, “Chuckalina wants bourbon in her beer. 
 
    Chuckalina. Chuck was mortified, terror stricken, and wanted to run out of the bar faster than the roadrunner escaped Wiley Coyote. He wasn’t given a chance, however. Two large bikers came up next to him and propelled him towards a booth. Chuck was pushed into the booth and bikers slid in after him. There were three bikers and the thin faced girl. 
 
    Jose was back at the bar talking to a couple of the bikers. 
 
    “Hey, mama. You’re a pretty good looking bitch.” 
 
    Chuck held up his finger with his wedding ring on it. “I’m married.” 
 
    One of the bikers opined, “I like married women most of all. They know how to do it best. 
 
    Another biker said, “Nah. They get married and they turn into nags.” 
 
    A mug of beer, half filled with bourbon, made its appearance and Chuck, desperate, began sucking the super potent suds through a straw. 
 
    The band was playing Moonlight Drive, and more bikers charged through the front door. 
 
    The argument at the table was getting louder, and suddenly one said to the other. “If women turn into nags when they get married, where does that put your wife?” 
 
    Everybody stared at the biker who had the question put to him. He half stood up and yelled across the bar. “Betty! Are you a nagging bitch!” 
 
    The woman in question, she was short and powerful looking turned and said, “You want some you fucking cunt?” 
 
    The whole bar, even the band members, laughed. 
 
    The guy in the booth put up his hands, grinned, and yelled back, “No, dear.” 
 
    Within minutes Chuck finished his boilermaker. Well, technically it wasn’t a boiler maker, it didn’t have a shot glass in it, but it had all the ingredients. 
 
    The bikers were now talking about the value of chain drives vs belt drives. 
 
    The booze had caught up to Chuck and he belched, very unladylike, and said, “I gotta go.” 
 
    His eyes, under the make up, were a bit bleary. His lips had really responded to the plumper and they were big and fat and red. 
 
    “Aw, honey, the party has just started.” 
 
    “No. I gotta go go. I gotta,” he thought about how women would say it. “I gotta tinkle.” 
 
    Laughing, the bikers let him up and two of them helped him across the dance floor to the restrooms. 
 
    As they passed the bar, Chuck saw Josie talking to a huge biker. She was saying, “Heck, you been fucking the bitches your whole life. Isn’t it time to find out how the bitches can fuck you? When the shoe is on the other foot?” 
 
    Chuck frowned. He felt punchy, and he didn’t totally understand what Josie was saying. 
 
    They went down a short hallway and came to the rear door. Just before the rear door were two doors, one on each side of the hall. The one on the right had a sign that said, ‘bitches.’ It was burnt into the wood with a wood burning tool. The door on the left had ‘bastards’ on it. 
 
    “Which one you want, honey?” 
 
    Chuck had no idea what the difference between bitches and bastards was, so he just pushed through the door on the right. 
 
    A mama was just coming out, and she stopped and stared at Chuck. 
 
    “Outa the way, Shelly. Our new mama needs to tinkle.” 
 
    Chuck headed for a stall. He was followed by the two bikers. He lifted his dress, pulled down his gaff, and sat on the toilet. 
 
    The bikers, grinned widely, leaned against the sides of the stall door and watched. 
 
    Chuck normally never would have been able to pee in front of men like these. He was a private person, anyway, but all the beer had run right through him and he started peeing. 
 
    “What’s that thing he’s wearing?” 
 
    “You mean ‘she’s wearing?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “So he can’t…’she’ can’t get a boner?” 
 
    “Hell, look at her, if she wasn’t sitting down she’d be spraying all over the place. 
 
    Chuck ’s head was down and he watched the yellow stream spray out of the tube. He belched. And a long minute later he was done. He wiped as best he could, which caused the bikers to chuckle, then he pulled up his gaff and let down his dress. 
 
    He started out of the stall, but the bikers stopped him. “Hey, Mama, time for you to put out a little.” 
 
    “I’m not…you can’t…” 
 
    One of the bikers pulled him out of the stall. He pushed Chuck over the sink counter and unzipped his pants. He pulled out a hog that was appropriate for a man of his size. It was fat and thick and long and his balls were large and hairy. 
 
    A woman walked in. “Geez, Harry,” she said as she washed her hands and looked in the mirror. “Couldn’t you do that in the other bathroom?” 
 
    “Nah.” Harry lifted Chuck’s dress and gripped the waist band of the tight gaff. He was about to pull it down when a huge roar erupted from the front room. 
 
    The bikers looked to the door as if they could see what was happening.  
 
    The woman looked out the door, grinned and turned back to Harry and his friend. “You guys won’t believe this.” 
 
    They left Chuck bent over the corner and went to the door. Big smiles lit up their faces, and they didn’t even look back at Chuck. They just charged back into the front room. 
 
    Chuck straightened up. He pulled his dress down and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    God, he looked feminine. His tits were really pressed up and they made him look skinnier than he was. His wig was holding up, and his make up was fine. 
 
    He brushed a hand through his hair a couple of times, then staggered out of the bathroom. 
 
    The front room was a madhouse. 
 
    Half a dozen women, really sexy women with big tits and tight dresses, had entered Benny’s Bowl. They were immaculately made up. They were grinning, and the bikers were all gathered around them. At the end of the bar several of the regular biker’s mamas were clustered and looking pretty sour. Women missing teeth couldn't compete against these babes. 
 
    Chuck stood at the other end of the bar, just outside the short hallway to the restrooms, and looked around. Getting rid of that load of used beer had done him good, but he was still pretty dazed. 
 
    Josie came up next to him. “How’s it going, honey?” 
 
    “I dunno,” he swayed. 
 
    Josie snickered and called out for another boilermaker. Ten seconds later she was putting it in Chuck’s red tipped paw. “Relax, honey. I called the girls up, and they came down to help protect you.” 
 
    “They almost fucked me in the bathroom,” blurted Chuck.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” Josie licked her lips and smiled. 
 
    Chuck tried to figure it out. Did she want him to be fucked? Was she really here to ‘protect’ him? Or did she have some nefarious, ulterior motive? 
 
    But there was no answer. He sucked the super suds and then she took him back into the bathroom.  
 
    “Let’s fix you up, honey.” She powdered his face and checked his eyes and repainted his lips. When she was done she peered at him, patted his cheek, and pulled him back out to the bar. 
 
    In the bar Josie’s friends were having a blast. All these big, dirty men gathered around, leering at them, appreciating them, it was fun. 
 
    Chuck and Josie watched as one of the biker women, the one who had admitted to being a nagging bitch, stomped across the floor, grabbed her husband and pulled to get him to leave. He shrugged her off. She came to the bar and asked for a beer. Beer in hand she turned to Chuck and Josie. “Things are going to get out of hand if you and your friends don’t leave.” 
 
    Josie just laughed and gave her plastic peeny a squeeze. “Men don’t fuck men.” 
 
    “Yeah? Well when the boys get done with Chuckalina he might not be a man anymore. 
 
    Chuck turned to Josie. “What’s she mean?” 
 
    “Nothing, baby. Just drink your drink. Barkeep! We need another one!” 
 
    The band on the small stage was screaming ‘Light my Fire.’ It wasn’t as good as the original Doors, but it was appropriate to the scene. 
 
    The biker mama went back to her girl friends, and they started to leave. Not all at once, a couple of a time, but shortly the bar was filled with a couple of dozen, big, smelly bikers, a half dozen beautiful women, and Chuck and Josie. 
 
    And the band, of course. 
 
    “Come on, honey, let’s dance.” 
 
    Josie was wearing heels, and that put her an inch taller than Chuck in his one inch flats. He was wasted, so she put her arms around him and took control. 
 
    The dance floor was just a little square of parquet missing pieces. Still, it was usable, and Josie held Chuck and spun him slowly around the floor. 
 
    She didn’t move fast, in spite of the song, because he would have fallen down. 
 
    He put his head on her shoulder and held on. 
 
    Josie was having a ball. Sure, things might get out of hand, but the bikers seemed to leave her alone for Chuck. They preferred the female illusion over the male illusion. Still, she had made sure they were both protected by calling her friends. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you, honey?” 
 
    Chuck nodded his head against her flesh. “Umm.” 
 
    “Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” he reached up and took one of her hands and placed it on his tit, just inside the dress.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” she said. “Your nipple is erect. You’re horny.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    At that point one of the bikers moved in. “Mind if I cut in?” 
 
    Josie smiled and handed Chuck over to the biker. 
 
    Chuck was out of it. He didn’t care. He just latched onto the new body and let himself be handled around the floor. 
 
    “You’re pretty sexy, Mama.” 
 
    He spoke through a big, bushy beard. His eyes were small like a pig’s. Chuck held on and felt the muscle sliding underneath the fat. This was a guy who could take the motor out of a Harley and cross the street with it in his bare hands. Chuck was a pipsqueak compared to him. 
 
    The biker reached under his dress and felt his boob. 
 
    “Hey!” Chuck protested weakly. 
 
    “I heard you got your prick all trapped.” 
 
    The biker reached under his dress, there was no pretense at dancing now, and felt Chuck’s crotch. 
 
    “Shit! Feel that! What’s it like?” 
 
    “It makes you horny,” Chuck burbled the explanation. 
 
    “So you’re like horny right now.” 
 
    Chuck nodded. He didn’t understand why they weren’t moving around. 
 
    “So you’d like to fuck right now.” 
 
    Chuck nodded. He was thinking of his wife, not this monster brute who was manhandling him. 
 
    “Well, come on. Let’s go out back and I’ll show you how a real man does it.” 
 
    The biker put his arm around Chuck’s waist and near lifted him up. He headed for the short hallway that led out back. 
 
    Chuck looked to the side and saw Josie. 
 
    Josie looked at him and smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The biker pushed open the back door and strode onto a gravel parking lot. His engineer boots scrunched loudly and he head for a car in the corner. 
 
    Chuck struggled, beating feebly at the biker’s arms. 
 
    “Come on, missy,” his voice was gruff when he spoke. “Let’s have some fun.” 
 
    The biker reached the car, it was an old Chevy with spots of rust on it. He pushed Chuck over the hood and lifted his dress. 
 
    Chuck tried to kick, but the biker just pushed the small of his back with one hand and unzipped his pants. 
 
    His cock was huge. It was like one of those big, over-sized cucumbers one sees in a store. He held it in one, pulled Chuck’s gaff down and— 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The biker turned. The women were all there. 
 
    “What?” The biker asked, a bit confused. 
 
    “Off limits.” 
 
    The biker stood and scratched his head. “What? How come? She’s good looking!” As if being good looking was perfect justification for a bit of forcible love making. 
 
    “Sorry, dude, she’s ours.” 
 
    The women’s heels made sharp sounds on the gravel as they moved in. They shoved the biker aside and one of the women pulled Chuck’s gaff up and straightened out his dress. 
 
    Chuck staggered as they helped him back across the parking lot. He was still drunk, but the incident had depleted some of his drunkenness. 
 
    “Well, hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    Two of the girls stopped and turned around. They looked at each other and grinned. One of the girls said, “I think that’s a dick between his legs.” 
 
    The other one nodded. “Toss you for it.” 
 
    “You think he can’t take on two of us?” 
 
    Now the biker was grinning. His prick was poking out from under his large belly. 
 
    “I can handle two bitches.” 
 
    The two women moved forward and one squatted down and took his big penis in her mouth. It was almost too much for her and she gagged. The other one reached into his pants and fondled his balls. 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” the big guy sighed. 
 
    The last thing Chuck saw, as he was pushed through the back door, was the big biker lifting one of the beautiful women up and sliding her down over his cock. 
 
    When Josie saw Chuck go out the door she had raised two fingers to her red lips and given a shrill whistle. 
 
    The bikers were a bit surprised when all the women jumped up and headed for the back door. A few of them followed the women and watched the play. More of them just headed for the bar and more beer.               
 
    The bikers cheered when the women came back in. They made room at the bar and Chuck was soon sucking down another boilermaker. 
 
    He found himself at a booth and Josie was sitting next to him. 
 
    “I thought…I thought you were going to let him…” 
 
    “Oh, honey. If that’s your bent, go to it. But you should have some choice in the matter, right?” 
 
    Chuck nodded. He was close to tears. Being taken outside against his will, being reminded of how weak a man he was next to some of these behemoths, it shook him. 
 
    He sipped again, and Josie brushed his hair back and studied him. “You really are a beautiful woman, you know.” 
 
    “I am?” he sniffed. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. We’re going to have to do this again. I love dressing you up and taking charge. Makes my pussy all wet.” 
 
    Chuck stared at her. 
 
    “There is, however, something you should know.” 
 
    He sipped more suds and waited. 
 
    “These girls all came here to rescue you. You owe them.” 
 
    Chuck looked confused. “I do?” 
 
    “Of course you do. And at the end of the night they’re going to want to collect.” 
 
    Chuck had no idea what Josie was talking about. 
 
    “Right now, however, they’re going to have to fuck all these guys. If we don’t fuck them they’ll get surly, and then we won’t be able to stop them from doing what they want.” 
 
    “Me,” Chuck admitted. 
 
    “You. If they get mean they’re going to want to take you outside and have their fun, and there won’t be anything I or the girls can do to stop it. Have you seen how big these guys are?” 
 
    He looked around the room and nodded. They weren’t all monsters, but most of them were. They wore their jean jackets with the club logo on the back. A lot of them had fat, over flowing bellies, but they were strong under that, and a few of them looked absolutely mean. 
 
    Chuck turned to Josie and asked, “What are they going to…” 
 
    “We’re going to fuck them. All of them. I believe it’s called ‘pulling the train.’” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But…even you?” 
 
    “Especially me. Heck, I’m responsible for getting these girls here. If I didn’t do it…” she shrugged. 
 
    “But can’t we just leave?” 
 
    “Take a look at the front door.” 
 
    Chuck turned and saw two bikers locking a chain around the door knobs. They looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    “Seems like it’s already started. Take a look at the far corner.” 
 
    At the far corner one of the women, her name was Shiela, was standing in front of a table. She unbuttoned her jacket top and her boobs were exposed. Then she lay back on the table and spread her legs. 
 
    She was a stunningly beautiful woman. Her body was yoga-ed and pilatied. Her breasts were big and thrusting. Her ass was round and her waist thin. She had on expensive high heels and her clothes were high class. 
 
    One of the bikers placed his huge paws on her knees and he moved in between her legs. Chuck could just see the frightening size of his hog, and then it was shoved into Shiela. 
 
    “Yee haw!” yelled the biker, and he began moving his hips back and forth. Shiela’s legs jerked and twitched as she opened up to make room for his massive girth. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Chuck. 
 
    “It’s okay, she wants to do this. And she knows it’s for a good cause.” 
 
    “She does? It is?” 
 
    “There’s something you should know,” Josie said, putting an arm around Chuck’s shoulders.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Women like to fuck. Us girls here, we all went to the same schools. We would go out on the weekends and see how many men we could fuck.” 
 
    “You would?” breathed Chuck, his eyes big. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Yes. When I was in college I averaged a half a dozen a men on the weekend. I would have back to back dates, and they would all end up in a bed somewhere. Or in the backseat of a car, or a park bench. Hell, once I fucked a black man in the back of a bus. When he came another moved in, and I must have fucked a dozen guys before the bus reached the end of the line. Big guys. Sausages like tree trunks. I had so much sperm in me…I left a snail trail for two days.” 
 
    Chuck’s mind was blown. He couldn’t believe it. Josie fucked him every once in a while, but not a lot. She complained of headaches, and she gave him a few handjobs, and once she had blown him, but…not his Josie! 
 
    “But, you…we don’t do it that much!” 
 
    “I hate to tell you this, my love—and I do love you—but your cock isn’t the biggest in the drawer. Actually, it’s on the small size. It gets me horny, but it doesn’t satisfy. And, to tell you more truth, I really got off on dressing you up. I got so hot, hotter than I got in college. When I realized how hot it was I called my girlfriends. I didn’t plan on this particularly, I just sort of moved with the whim. I figured we’d all have a little party, and…so I remembered this bar and its reputation, but then I saw all the bikes parked out front. And the little party became a big party.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Now then, the girls are doing what they can to make sure you don’t get reamed out so big a car could drive up your butt. And I have to help.” 
 
    “But…honey…” 
 
    “Your asshole, you see, is damageable. It only has so much stretch in it. Our pussies, they can expand, and they aren’t in danger.” 
 
    “But, you can’t—“ 
 
    “Oh, yes. I can. And I must. I have talked to some of the bikers, and they have agreed to this. So, my love….” Josie stood up and unbuttoned her shirt. 
 
    Chuck wanted to stop it. He reached out, but a big biker moved in and sat next to him. “Easy, dude. Or dudette. Whichever you prefer. 
 
    Chuck watched in horror as Josie threw her shirt up in the air. It got caught on a ceiling fan and started going around and around. 
 
    She undid her pants and used her heels to hold the cuffs to the floor as she pulled her legs out of them.  
 
    She was a built girl, and when she took the binding off her boobs it was easy to see how built. 
 
    She was a perfect 36 by 24 by 38, with triple F cups. Her tits flopped out and several of the bikers who had gathered let out a cheer. One biker, scraggly chin whiskers and a large belly, moved out and grabbed Josie. 
 
    Josie gave a shriek of delight when he slung her over his shoulder like a sack of flour. Chuck could see her perfect, round ass, and when the biker turned and headed for a table he saw how her big tits drooped. But, droopy or not, her nipples were as hard as he had ever seen them. 
 
    If the girl on the table in the far corner was the hors d’oeuvre, Josie started the main course. 
 
    Across the room girls stood up and began disrobing. 
 
    The bartender poured himself a drink and came around to sit on the front of the bar. He sat cross legged and watched the festivities as he drank a beer. 
 
    If bikers wanted drinks they simply walked behind the bar and made what they wanted. 
 
    Chuck was trapped at the table and he watched in shock. 
 
    Woman after woman showed her sexy legs, her bountiful bosoms. 
 
    Woman after woman went down on big, beefy bikers. 
 
    Woman after woman was picked up and carried to a table, or a booth. 
 
    This can’t be! he thought. 
 
    Yet it was. 
 
    He watched as panties and bras were thrown into the air. At one point every woman was lying on a table, legs spread, as the hulking monsters screwed them into insensibility. 
 
    Chuck tried to get up at one point, and the bikers just laughed at him and shoved him down. 
 
    There were more than two dozen of the brutes, and that meant there were four bikers to every woman. And the bikers would screw, spew, and move to another table. 
 
    Women sat up every once in a while and wiped evidence of bukake off their faces. Then they lay back down. 
 
    Women ended up on their hands and knees, dicks in their mouths and pussies. Or assholes. 
 
    The band was still playing! It was almost as if Jim Morrison himself was crooning out his filthy lyrics. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m a back door man!’ 
 
    ‘Mother, I want to…’ 
 
    ‘Now you show me your thing!’ 
 
      
 
    On and on it went. Dirty, fat beasts poking their huge members into the tight holes of beautiful women. 
 
    The men loved it. They took breaks to drink up, then went back to the endless shuffling between tables. Surprisingly, they were gentle with the women. 
 
    The women loved it. They loved the big, fat bodies descending on them, being trapped by bulk as the men pushed their monster penises into them. 
 
    It had been a long time since college. Most of them were married and, truth, a little tired of the polite, marital poke on a Saturday night. 
 
    These were women. Real women. They wanted real sex. This was a night long in coming, and truly appreciated. 
 
    Chuck sat at the table and absorbed the debauchery. Women that he had come in contact with through his wife. Beautiful women, throwing themselves on the fire of lust and perversion. 
 
    But, hey, what’s a little perversion between friends? 
 
    The bikers took turns baby sitting Chuck, and they kept him supplied with bourbon and Coke. Chuck drank and he drank, but he couldn’t get rid of the sight of beautiful women being defaced, degraded. 
 
    And, the most terrible thing in this night of nights? His cock kept wiggling in his chastity tube. It kept trying to get hard, as if it wanted to be free and turned loose on these wanton women. 
 
     
 
    For hours it went on. 
 
    He watched his wife take man after man. She even waved to him at one point, her face a mess of cum and happiness. 
 
    But, like all good things, it had to come to an end. 
 
    It was six in the morning before the bikers finally had had enough. Yawning, happy, they unlocked the chain and opened the doors. 
 
    They hugged the ladies good by and sauntered out into the early morning sunshine. Moments later the sound of roaring engines disappeared down the long road. 
 
    Chuck walked over to where Josie sat a table. The girls were starting to gather, and they heated up some coffee and sipped, naked, and wiped the semen off their bodies. 
 
    Chuck sat down next to Josie and she smiled at him, placed a hand on his hand, and ignored him. 
 
    “He was so fucking big I thought he was going to split me,” offered one girl. 
 
    “Did you experience those two short guys? They got both of their dicks into my hole at the same time!” 
 
    The girls chatted happily and exchanged stories. Big dicks and exhausted holes. 
 
    Finally, one of them said, “Well, there’s only one thing left to do.” 
 
    All the girls looked at Chuck and grinned. 
 
    Chuck backed up a little. “Wait a minute,” he said. 
 
    “Why?” asked Josie. 
 
    “Well, uh…I…uh…” 
 
    “Oh, hell. Can we do this later? I’m tired, and if this is really his first time then he should probably get some rest.” 
 
    Most of the girls nodded, but a few looked disappointed. “Strike while the iron is hot,” muttered one. 
 
    Josie was fine with it though. She was yawning when she said, “Party at my house tonight. Bring your friends.” 
 
    The girls nodded, shrugged, and it was agreed. 
 
    Josie led Chuck out of the bar and out to their car. She opened the door for him, and closed it politely. 
 
    Inside the car Chuck said, “I can’t do this.” 
 
    “Nonsense. Do you know what those girls did for you? They saved your lily white ass from being made as a big as a barrel. your asshole, that is.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…they liked it! They wanted it.” 
 
    “Not all of them. Some of them came just because they knew you were in trouble.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    “Unlike men, who enjoy a little gangbang, women think it should be a matter of choice.” 
 
    “Then I have a little choice here.” 
 
    Josie frowned. “Sure. But…you would be hurting a lot of feelings. they put out for you. They risked themselves for you. They’re all going to have to check themselves for STDs, and some husbands aren’t going to be so understanding. 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “No. You probably want to. You’re a man, after all, but you’re afraid.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    But the conversation was at an end. 
 
    Josie drove back through town, an unhappy look on her face. They reached their house and she got out and walked into the house. She ignored him. 
 
    Chuck was done for. He was tired. All the alcohol he had ingested. 
 
    He walked through the house and was stunned when he found the bedroom door locked. 
 
    He knocked. “Josie?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but…you’ve got to understand.” 
 
    Her voice, low and hurt, came through the door. “I understand that it’s okay for people to risk their lives for you, and you won’t do anything for them.” 
 
    “That’s not it!” 
 
    But Josie wasn’t speaking any more. 
 
    Chuck tried a few sentences, but when he heard the bedsprings creak he gave up. 
 
    He walked to the spare bedroom and lay on the bed. 
 
    He was still wearing a dress, and he took it off, then he managed to get his corset off. He didn’t know what to do about the make up, and he didn’t want to go out and get pliers to cut the padlocks off his heels. 
 
    He lay down and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    Was Josie right? Should he just bend over and submit himself to their…their…and suddenly he realized that he didn’t really know what they were going to do to him. 
 
    It was going to be sexual, he knew that. But…what were they planning? 
 
    But he did sort of know.  
 
    Josie had a strap on. She used the dildo on herself occasionally, and she had used it on him on occasion, but…would she really let all those women fuck him? 
 
    She would. And his cock struggled inside his chastity cage. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    What was he supposed to do? 
 
    He wasn’t sure when he drifted off to sleep, but it wasn’t a happy sleep. 
 
      
 
    Chuck woke up about three in the afternoon. Seven to three, that’s eight hours, and he felt okay. 
 
    In fact, he felt a little wired. He felt like a charge of energy was running through him. 
 
    He got up, looked at his body, and sighed. 
 
    He wasn’t the most manly of men. He was a little pudgy, especially without the corset. His dick wasn’t that big. And now he was painfully aware that Josie knew it, too. 
 
    Moment of truth. How could women not know that a guy wasn’t endowed? It was downright empirical. You didn’t even need a measuring stick. Just grab it in one hand and hold it. 
 
    He grabbed his chastity tube and held it. The tube was all the size, what was in it was not. 
 
    He sighed again. 
 
    He had had a night to sleep on it. All those women protecting him from those bikers. Those bikers would have torn him apart. 
 
    And when he was asked to pay back a little…he balked. 
 
    He did owe them. 
 
    He went out to the kitchen. 
 
    Josie was sitting at the table drinking coffee. She looked at him balefully, disappointed. 
 
    “Yes.” he said, and the sun came out. Her eyes lit up. Her whole persona changed. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    He nodded. “You’re going to have to fix me up again, I’m a little worn.” 
 
    Suddenly she was on her feet, holding him, kissing him. “Honey, we’ll fix you up gorgeous!” 
 
    When she finally let go of him Chuck was happy, but he was also scared. 
 
      
 
    They ate a light meal, Josie glancing happily at him every once in a while, and Chuck hid his apprehensions. Finally, about five o’clcok, she began to get him ready. 
 
    First, make sure his hair was all gone. It was. Second, redraw his eyebrows. Yep. Third, she put him in underwear, tightening that corset extra hard, making sure it looked like he had boobs. 
 
    While she worked on his make up she gushed, “I’m going to do this to you a lot from here on out. You work from home so I can really go to town. Do you want to try hormones? One of the girls said she can get some super duper pills that will slim you down even as they pump up your boobs. Of course we could just get you implants, that would be fun, but then if we got you implants and had you take hormones, too, you might get too big. Ha! Isn’t that silly of me? How could you get too big? You’ve got a slightly wider than female chest, you can probably get twice as big boobs as a girl your size. And we’re going to have to grow your hair out. This wig is fun, but I want to be able to style your hair. Of course hormones will cause it to grow fast, but that’s okay. the faster the better, right?” 
 
    While she babbled on he sat and just thought about it. 
 
    He was going to be totally feminized if she had her way. And the way she occasionally rubbed a hand across her tits, she must be totally turned on. How would he satisfy her if he took hormones? Hormones were supposed to shrink your dick, and his was already a little small. Of course he could always use a strap on on her. A big strap on. He remembered how she moaned so loudly in the bar, taking those monster, biker dicks. How had he never tumbled to his own inadequacies? Why hadn’t he ever tumbled to the fact that he was too small. Yes. He was going to have use a strap on. They could use big dicks, even funny sizes and shapes. He had an image of Josie on all fours in front of him. Him hanging on to her hair and plugging her with a giant horse’s dong. They made horse’s dongs. And pig dongs and dog dongs and…and, as he recalled, they even had monster dongs. Weird curlycue shapes. He wondered if she would like that? would that please her? Or was she still going to have to go out to biker bars and get reamed till she screamed? 
 
    As he meandered through his thoughts, trying to subdue the rising excitement within—he was scared but the closer he got to his own reaming the more excited he got—Josie finished up his make up and pulled a real tight, reddish dress over his head. She was careful not to mess the make up, and she spent some time brushing out his wig and reattaching it. 
 
    While she was working on the wig he stared at himself in the mirror and wondered what was to become of him. 
 
    He had read all about transgenders, shemales, that sort of thing, but he had never imagined himself as one of them. 
 
    But…it was looking likely now. 
 
    For one, Josie liked him this way. For another…he liked it. 
 
    He liked looking at his fingernails, his lips in the mirror. He could imagine himself thinner, with big boobs. And she was right. His body could handle very large breasts. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    He jumped and looked at the clock. It was six o’clock. He was done and Josie was getting ready. Tonight she wasn’t going to go male, but she was going to have a sizable prick under her dress. This she had promised him. 
 
    Chuck answered the front door and two women breezed in. It was Shiela and a girl named Sandy. 
 
    “Look at you!” Shiela gushed as she hugged him. “You are so beautiful.” 
 
    Then it was awkward moment. Until Chuck took the bit in his mouth and mumbled, “Thank you for what you did last night.” 
 
    Then the awkwardness was gone. He walked them into the living room, excused himself to pour them some drinks, and when he returned they were comparing notes over the fucking they had taken. 
 
    “That one named Roger. He had the biggest. He must have been ten inches.” 
 
    “I know. He wanted to take me from the rear, but I begged off. He was so nice about it.” 
 
    Chuck handed them their drinks, then: DING DONG! 
 
    Two more girls. Two more drinks. And before he was done, DING DONG! 
 
    Now there were six, seven counting Josie, and Chuck was kept busy making drinks. As he brought the drinks in he noticed that half the girls already had strap ons on. They had shown up wearing them, and they fondled their cocks through the thin material of their dresses and kept glancing at him. 
 
    For an hour everybody chatted and pinched Chuck’s bottom. A couple of them insisted on feeling his breasts, and he gave a light moan as they cupped his boobs and squeezed them. 
 
    Then it was time. 
 
    A slow moment in the conversation, a few glances at one another, and Josie said, “Well, the reason I called you all together…” and they all laughed. 
 
    Chuck was now red-faced, but determined to go through with it. “Where did you, uh, want me?” 
 
    There was some argument there. A couple of them wanted to take him back in the bedroom, but Josie insisted, “Right here. Just like we served the men last night, I want him bent over the end of the couch and howling for mercy.” 
 
    The girl’s laughed, and then two of them got up and led Chuck to the end of the couch. As he knelt on the cushions and bent over the end of the couch he saw that three of the woman had stood up, and lifted their skirts, and were fondling their pricks. They moved their hands back and forth, as if jacking off. 
 
    A jar of lube made its appearance and the girls slathered up and stood in a group behind him. 
 
    Shiela came up in front of him and commanded, “Suck it, bitch boy.” 
 
    Everybody laughed, and Chuck took her penis in his mouth. 
 
    Shiela gave moaning sounds and fucked his face gently. He gagged a little, then found he was able to take quite a bit of the dick in his mouth. 
 
    Then he felt the first woman kneel on the couch behind him. She placed her hands on his back to balance herself, then very gently slid here cock into him. 
 
    Chuck’s eyes opened wide. There was a little bit of pain, but it was mostly pleasure. In a handful of seconds it was all pleasure. 
 
    He felt her slide in and out, and the friction of her cock rubbing against his anal passage made him swoon. 
 
    Shiela bent down and kissed him and whispered, “Don’t pass out now. I don’t want you sleeping when I put it in you.” 
 
    Chuck nodded, and the girl behind him reamed him, opened him, stirred his insides with the tip of her dick. 
 
    He marveled. This was what a pussy felt like. This incredible, warm, full feeling. 
 
    Why didn’t more men do this? 
 
    After about ten minutes another women replaced the first. 
 
    He wasn’t sure who was fucking him when. His senses were addled by pleasure and he just started pushing back with his butt, corkscrewing and trying to get as much pleasure as he could. 
 
    He knew when Shiela left his front and went to the rear, but she was the only one. And then he realized something. There were more than seven women in the room. 
 
    When Josie came to check on him he whispered, “How many?” 
 
    Josie smiled and said, “I don’t know, honey. All of them.” 
 
    Now the room was filled with laughing, chatting women. They all had cocks hanging from harnesses buckled around their hips, and they all patted his butt and complimented him and told him how beautiful he was. 
 
    Finally, there were no more women inside him. He felt empty for a second, then they were doing something to his butt. They were putting something sludgy into him. 
 
    Shiela came around and kissed him and explained. “You’ve never had the joy of semen dripping from your behind, so we made up a little dish of extra thick cream for you.” She giggled. “You’ll be dripping for days!” 
 
    Then the women helped him to his feet. They hugged him and kissed him and welcomed him to their midst. 
 
    Chuck had never felt so happy. He had gone from being a pushy man into being an accepting, submissive woman. 
 
    Not that these women were submissive, but he was. 
 
    He counted over twenty women standing in the living room, and when they chanted, “Speech…speech…speech,” he stood at the front of the living room and face them. 
 
    “Come on, honey, say something nice.” 
 
    Chuck looked out at the women standing there. They were beautiful, with large breasts, immaculately made up, wearing dresses under which various types of dildos hung. 
 
    For a moment he was speechless. What do you say to women who have made you into a different kind of man, a better man? 
 
    But he figured it out. 
 
    “When can we do this again?” 
 
    And the women cheered. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Watch this!” Tom pointed across the yard with his chin. 
 
    “Watch what?” Jon turned and looked.  
 
    Tom was pointing at his wife, Linda. 
 
    Linda was a class A babe. Her hair was a golden waterfall splashing on her shoulders. She had blue, agate eyes and a smile that was ready for anything. 
 
    She was sitting at a table talking with two girls on the other side of the pool. Suddenly she jerked, looked around, spotted Tom and a fierce look crossed her face. She made a cutting motion across her throat with her fingers. Knock it off! 
 
    Tom chuckled. 
 
    Jon had no idea what was going on. He looked at Tom, “What just happened.” 
 
    Tom turned to him and grinned. “My wife is wearing a remote control vibrator.” 
 
    Jon’s mouth opened in surprise. “Now? In her…her…” 
 
    “Yep. Go get us a couple of cold beers and I’ll show you again.” 
 
    Jon walked/ran around the corner of the pool and picked up a couple of bottles of Golden Monkey. He brought them back, opened them, and handed one to Tom. 
 
    “Now talk,” he demanded. 
 
    “It’s simple. It’s a remote controlled device, fits right inside her. I’ve got the fob right here,” he held up a little piece of plastic that looked like a car key. “I press the red button and she gets a ride. I can control the duration and intensity.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 
    “Nope.” The two men sipped their beers and Tom watched his wife and waited. When he thought she was not expecting it, he murmured, “Here we go.” 
 
    He pressed the red button and Linda almost lost control. Her elbow slipped on the table, her cross leg slipped off her other leg, and her head gave a choppy waggle. 
 
    Tom snickered, and couldn’t stop. 
 
    Again, Linda looked at him. She shook her head and waved a finger in the negative. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Jon muttered. 
 
    Done with his fun, Tom turned and led the way to the house. As they walked he explained. “I bought the cheap model. The expensive one fits inside and can be controlled from your cell phone. You just move your finger up and down and your girl is taken from a quivering mind splat to a full on orgasm. 
 
    “An orgasm? Really?” 
 
    “Sure. I can get Linda to the big O, but it takes a while. But she doesn’t like me to do that unless she’s really in the mood. She really likes wearing the thing, but she doesn’t like it when I go to the highest setting. Imagine sitting and talking with your friends and all of the sudden you’re exploding in an orgasm.” 
 
    Jon could imagine it. He could imagine squirting his brains out, uncontrollably, and it sounded like the greatest thing since dehydrated water. 
 
    “And there’s no danger?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    The hot dogs and hamburgers were done and the men stood at the table and loaded paper plates with mac and cheese and scorched wieners. 
 
    “The one I’ve got—like I say, it’s not an expensive model—we’ve brought her to the big O lots of times. But usually just when we’re fooling around at home. This is the first time she’s agreed to have it inside her while we’re out. That’s why I’m really careful. A zap here and there. She loves it, as long as it is done in moderation and she isn’t brought to a toe curling, boob quivering orgasm. 
 
    “What’s the high end model like?” 
 
    “It’s a little more expensive, but you can slide it up and down, and you can control the types of vibrations. You can set it on low and leave it, or you can blast your woman and she’ll cum on the spot.” 
 
    “Wow!” Jon licked his lips. He would love to have that kind of power over his wife. 
 
    For a half hour Jon and Tom sat and ate and drank and talked about the amazing little ‘love app.’ 
 
    Then Tom took him back to the pool and he zapped Linda a couple of times. 
 
    Jon was beside himself. He had to have one of these doo hickies! He could just imagine making Karen squirt on command. 
 
    ‘Honey, do you love me? Then here you go. ZAP! Oh…ah…fuck!” 
 
    Or, ‘Baby, you didn’t do the dishes so…here you go!” 
 
    “BAM! full orgasm. Her lying on the floor at his feet, clutching her groin and groaning. ‘I’m sorry! I’ll do the dishes promptly! Please don’t zap me again!’ 
 
    But he would, of course. Women not only needed that sort of control. They needed to mind, or else! 
 
    Heck, he could call her when he wanted her, make her be quiet when he was talking…he could do anything! 
 
    “Show me again,” Jon asked intently. 
 
    Tom was only too happy to, and across the pool Linda grabbed her groin, and tried to disguise her movements. When she looked at Tom, begging for mercy, her eyes were dazed. 
 
    Tom laughed. He waved and gave a nod.  
 
    “I guess that’s about it for the night. I don’t want to over use it. Women can get upset if you take them too far.” 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “One time I made her squirt when she didn’t want to. Man, was she pissed.” 
 
    Jon thought about that. What if he made Karen orgasm, and kept her there. He would expect her to be thankful. He certainly wouldn’t let up just because she got a little whiny. 
 
     
 
    The party over, Jon and Karen headed for home. They were pleasantly high, listening to the radio, and Jon suddenly said, “I’m going to buy you a special present.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” She leaned against him. “What kind?” 
 
    “It’s a remote control vibrator.” 
 
    She moved away from him, turned and stared. “What?” 
 
    “It works off an app. You wear it, and I can give you pleasure whenever I want. I could even be at work and you’d have yourself a wonderful sexual experience.” 
 
    Never having seen a remote controlled vibrator, Karen was suspicious, but curious. Jon often had these ‘;bright ideas,’ but this sounded interesting. 
 
    “I could give you a little tickle whenever I wanted.” 
 
    “Whenever?” 
 
    “Sure. We could be shopping for groceries. You reach up for the oatmeal and…zzzz! Your knees grow weak as I make love to you remotely. Or maybe we’re taking a walk at the park and…zzzz! You get a nice, little orgasm.” 
 
    Karen giggled.  
 
    “It’s a remote controlled sexual experience. I could zap you, or you could zap yourself, and we could have so much fun.” 
 
    Karen smiled. The way Jon was describing it, clean, wholesome fun.  Then she frowned. “There’s got to be a catch. What if I didn’t want to cum?” 
 
    “Then I wouldn’t use it.” 
 
    Inside he was chuckling. Yeah, when I zap you you’ll be begging for more! You’ll be a quivering mass of jiggling jello, and I’ll be your savior! 
 
    “Well, I mean, what could it hurt, right?” 
 
    “Right! Lots of fun and laughs, I’ll look into it tonight, just as soon as we get home. 
 
    “Well, not as soon,” she replied, giving a little blush. 
 
    He grinned. Man, this was going to be good. Just talking about it had got her all hot and bothered.  
 
    “Oh, yes. Maybe I’ll wait a few minutes. Like an orgasm or two! 
 
     
 
    At home Jon did his duty, gave Karen a wonderful big orgasm, then, he was so excited by the idea of remote controlled orgasms, he didn’t even bother to finish himself. He just leaped out of her, causing a gasp, and ran for the computer. 
 
    On the net he found a variety of remote controlled devices. And he found a lot of people had written reviews.  
 
    ‘My wife blesses the day I found this little beauty!’ 
 
    ‘I’m in control. When I say squirt…she squirts.’ 
 
    ‘I walk tall these days, and my wife walks three feet behind me and waits for me to press the button!’ 
 
    And, Jon’s favorite review, which was from a wife. ‘Thank God! Now I’m satisfied every day! All day! The person who invented this is a saint!’ 
 
    A saint. He actually giggled and thought of himself being crowned by angels and called ‘Saint Jon.’ 
 
    He selected a remote control device called ‘The Whizzer Bomb.’ The ad said he could cause massive orgasms. Orgasms so big his wife would lose control of her bowels! 
 
    It wasn’t all that expensive, so he ordered two of them. One for each hole, and even put them on overnight delivery. 
 
    Man, was he going to have fun. And he could just imagine Karen on her knees, hugging his legs, begging him to zap her again. And again and again. 
 
    Click, he pressed the cursor and the order went through. 
 
      
 
    Jon went to work the next day, and he had a tough time concentrating. The Whizzer Bombs would be waiting when he got home, and that made him shiver with excitement. 
 
    He could just imagine Karen putting them in her orifices and him making her dance, and beg, and plead for him to do her again. Again, Jon, please, again! 
 
    Finally, work was over and he rushed home. 
 
    But they weren’t there.  
 
    He was disconsolate, but realized that he had ordered too late at night for them to deliver next day. So he had to wait 24 more hours. 
 
    Karen laughed at him. “Oh, poor boy! You’d think we were going to use the thing on you.” 
 
    He blinked. “On me?” 
 
    “Sure. I was reading the instructions, and they say they work vaginally or anally. So, why not?” 
 
    That was a weird thought. He didn’t know if he wanted anybody messing with his heinie. After all, women, they were used to putting things in themselves. But, a guy? Hmmm. 
 
    But Karen didn’t bring it up again. She just laughed at his horniness. 
 
    “You didn’t squirt last night. No wonder you’re in boner city.” 
 
    And it was true. 
 
    He was erect and ready, and in a state of perpetual sexual excitement. 
 
    But, taking pity on him, Karen took him in the bedroom and played with him for a while. 
 
    “Oh, God! Don’t torture me! Get me off!” 
 
    But Karen stroked him, stuck her pinkie in his butt hole, and dragged it out. 
 
    But she didn’t squirt him. 
 
    And he felt a slight irritation. He didn’t like being controlled like that. He wanted to be the one in control. 
 
    Well, he would show her. Just wait until he had her at the mercy of his app! He’d show her then! 
 
      
 
    The next day Jon was again a shivering wreck at work. Having had a near orgasm it was bad, but…nothing else to do about it. 
 
    Working on a spread sheet he would suddenly find himself daydreaming. Karen on a leash…an invisible leash…shivering and crying out. ‘Please, honey! Give me another orgasm!’ 
 
    Even during a department meeting his mind wandered. Karen fanning him with a big ostrich feather as he held up the app and teased her. ‘Please, master, take me to paradise!’ And he would give in and press the— 
 
    “You should liaise with sales on that. What do you say, Jon?” 
 
    Jon was caught. He came back to the here and now and struggled to figure out what the boss had been talking about. 
 
    After the meeting Tom approached him. “Man, you were out there. What were you thinking about?” 
 
    “I’m thinking about the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    “You got one! Fantastic!” 
 
    Jon grinned, and the two men chuckled and chortled as they considered the possibilities. 
 
      
 
    Jon checked out early, he was so excited. He drove home in a daze, thinking about the joy he was about to give. His wife was going to be so happy when he was done with her! 
 
    He entered the house at a sprint and yelled out, “Karen! Did it get here?” 
 
    Karen came out of the bedroom with a big smile on her face. “Come on. I was just going to open it.” 
 
    Jon ran to the bedroom and stared at the box on the bed. 
 
    It wasn’t a big box, but the dynamite it must hold…he couldn’t stop grinning. 
 
    “Okay, here we go.” Karen inserted a fingr under the wrapping paper and lifted. The paper came off the package and they looked at the inside box. It was black and shiny and the ‘Whizzer Bomb!’ logo was on one side. On the other side was a caution about over using it. 
 
    “That’s dumb,” Jon pointed at the caution. “That’s just the insurance companies doing their thing.” 
 
    Karen, being excited to see a real, live Whizzer Bomb, didn’t even notice the warning. She opened the lid and dumped the contents of the box on the bed spread. 
 
    There were two separate Whizzer Bombs. They were bright pink and one end was like a sort of a weird looking tear drop. They were about an inch in diameter, and the other end was just a small teardrop. 
 
    Jon picked up one and Karen picked up the other. They held them up to the light and turned them and examined them. 
 
    “So this is them,” observed Jon.  
 
    “This is they,” answered Karen.  
 
    Jon picked up one of the remotes, it was just like a car fob, and he pressed the red button. 
 
    ZZZZZZZ! The Whizzer Bomb in Karen’s hand buzzed and startled her so much she dropped it. Then they both laughed. 
 
    She picked it up, took the fob from Jon and tried it out. The thing actually danced across her palm. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Jon licked his lips. 
 
    Karen held the thing against her pussy. She was dressed, with material between the device and her flesh, but she could really feel it. It shimmied and shook and she felt the thrill shoot through her groin. 
 
    “Oh, wow!” She stared at Jon, happiness write upon her face. 
 
    Jon took his Whizzer bomb and held it against his groin and repeated her experiment.  
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. Then he looked at his wife. “Quick, put it in!” 
 
    Karen took off her dress, then she pushed her panties off.  
 
    Jon licked his lips again and stared at his wife’s big honkers. This was making him so incredibly horny. 
 
    Karen sat on the bed and spread her legs. She looked up at him with a naughty look on her face. “Hold my lips apart, honey, make it easy for me.” 
 
    Jon almost came as he bent down and took his wife’s labia and  pulled them apart. 
 
    Karen gave a groan, she liked being played with, and she slipped the large pink end of the Whizzer Bomb into her depths. 
 
    Jon let go of her lips and stood up and stared at her.  
 
    “Now take it easy on me, honey. I don’t want to break anything down there.” 
 
    “Heck,” he said, “You can’t break a pussy!” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    Jon pushed the buzzer. Fortunately, he had it on a low setting. They couldn’t hear the vibrations going on inside her, but she jerked, started to fall back, but Jon caught her hand and pulled her upright, so she collapsed into his arms. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, Lord Heysoos!” 
 
    Jon held and grinned. He increased the intensity of the device and Karen started bucking and whining. “Oh…Jon! Please!” 
 
    But whether she was asking him to please stop it, or please increase it, Jon didn’t know. But he knew what he wanted, and he increased the power. 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    They still couldn’t hear it, but Karen shivered and shook and collapsed. She could no longer control her body. 
 
    “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” 
 
    Jon maxed out the device and Karen suddenly grunted, and her body arched so hard he couldn’t hold onto her. She fell back on the bed, her eyes rolling and her toes curling. 
 
    For a long minute she just quivered and moaned, then the orgasm broke. 
 
    Jon let off on the trigger and watched his wife slowly come back to life. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she whispered at last. “I can’t believe…that was so fucking incredible!” 
 
    “Do you want it again?” 
 
    “No! Please, no. Let me recover.” 
 
    Jon was disappointed. He wanted to Whizzer Bomb her out of her mind right then. But she had a hold of his wrist and took the fob out of his hand. 
 
    He watched as she groaned and bent a bit and held her labia apart. 
 
    “Take it out. Please.” 
 
    Jon gripped the small end of the vibrator and slowly pulled. It started to come out, then he grinned and pushed it back in. 
 
    Karen jerked, and sighed and looked at him. 
 
    He pulled it half out, wiggled it, and pushed it in again. 
 
    Having just cum Karen wasn’t all that happy. She was done. 
 
    “Stop it, stop it!” 
 
    And, finally, Jon did. He pulled the device out and held it up. It was so harmless looking. A little wet, but it just hung from his fingertips and looked like a vegetable or something. 
 
    Karen lay back on the bed and sighed. “Oh, Lord. We’re going to do this again.” 
 
    Jon reached down and touched her pussy. 
 
    “No! No! I’ve had enough.” 
 
    Then she sat up and gave him a half glare. “And when I ask you to stop…you stop!” 
 
    “Aw, honey.” He smiled, handed her the Whizzder Bomb, and thought, Oh, baby. Next time we’re going for the gold. I won’t stop until you’ve had all the orgasms your body can stand! 
 
     
 
    That night Karen was relaxed and even glowing. She had been satisfied in a way that not even Jon’s penis could do. 
 
    Oh, she wouldn’t give up Jon’s dong, but the Whizzer Bomb had definitely opened up her mind on sex. 
 
    The dick is dead, long live the plastic dick! 
 
    Jon couldn’t stop grinning. The way she had exploded, and she had orgasmed for so long! It was great. 
 
    In an odd way, it hade him feel more manly. He had pleased his woman. Wasn’t that what it was all about? And he wasn’t even thinking of his own pleasure, even though his dick was throbbing like a choo choo train. 
 
    Karen, however, brought it up. 
 
    “We have to get you off?” 
 
    “Why?” he said, expansively. 
 
    “Because you didn’t cum the other night, and I just had the most glorious orgasm, and…don’t you think it’s time you had a little fun?” 
 
    “Well, probably, but I’m so excited about this Whizzer Bomb thing I don’t care. Want to try it again after dinner?” 
 
    Karen shook her head. “Look, it’s great, but I don’t want to go crazy on it.” 
 
    Jon snickered. “Go crazy. Yeah. You really did. You should have seen yourself. You were totally gone.” 
 
    Karen blushed a little. “Well, yeah. But…when are we going to use one on you?” 
 
    “What? On me?” He was actually confused. 
 
    “Yes. You did buy two. That’s his and hers, right?” 
 
    Jon protested, “No!, Those are girl vibrators. I bought an extra one because you have two holes.” 
 
    “That just proves they can be used up the heinie. So why can’t we put one up your heinie?” 
 
    “Because I’m a dude! I’m a man! Men don’t put things up their back ends!” 
 
    “Why not?” She grinned in a sly manner. “You sure like it when I poke around back there with my finger.” 
 
    “There’s a big difference between a finger and a pecker.” 
 
    “Plastic pecker. And not really a pecker. It’s shaped more like a fish or something.” 
 
    “Fish, pecker, whatever. You ain’t gonna make a gay out of me!” 
 
    That ended the conversation, though Karen wasn’t happy. He expected her to put one up her back side, yet he wouldn’t put one up his own. Talk about a double standard! 
 
      
 
    The week progressed slowly. Jon was harder than a drive shaft, but he wasn’t concerned with that. In fact, it was sort of fun to walk around all drippy. 
 
    What he was concerned with was another session with the Whizzer Bomb in her vagina. 
 
    That had been so much fun. The way he had blow her mind, the way she had just lain there, her pussy quivering like it was having an earthquake…he wanted to do that again! 
 
    He went to work throbbing, kissing her good bye and seeing her laying on the bed, jerking uncontrollably, her pussy exploding in goodness.  
 
    He came home, almost shaking with the desire to use the Whizzer Bomb and make her squirt. 
 
    Yet Karen just didn’t seem all that excited. She had had her massive orgasm, and though she wanted another one, she wasn’t all that excited about doing it right away. 
 
    “Why not?” Jon kept asking her. 
 
    She would patiently reply, “You’d get tired of steak every night. Give it some time. 
 
    Yet, by the next weekend his constant entreaties had broken her down. They were getting ready to go over to Tom and Linda’s for a little barbecue and drinks. It was to be a small party, just them and two other couples. Not a drunken blast like the weekend previously. 
 
    “Now, remember,” Karen cautioned, as she sat on the bed and prepared to insert the toy into her hole. “You take it easy. Tease me a little, get me horny, and then later, at home, we can go a little crazy.” 
 
    Jon nodded, grinned, and helped her insert the device. 
 
    They drove over to Tom and Linda’s, and he managed to restrain himself. 
 
    Though he was dying on the inside, so anxious to make her jump and squirm. 
 
    The other two couples were Bob and Lucy, and Jim and Tammy. They all knew each other, so it was a nice, relaxed time. They all drank beer, good beer, Golden Monkey beer, and they laughed and joked and talked about various things. 
 
    Jon called Tom to the side, and when Tom joined him Jon snickered. “Watch this.” 
 
    Jon held up the fob and Tom’s mouth opened. “Now? She’s wearing it now?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Jon did start off easy. That much could be said for him. He had hooked the Whizzer Bomb up to his cell phone, and he called up the screen. He tapped the phone face twice. 
 
    Across the patio Karen jumped a little, then straightened up. She looked around, but Jon and Tom were behind a hedge. 
 
    Karen put her face in her hands and shook her head. 
 
    Jon and Tom couldn’t stop giggling. 
 
    Jon moved his finger and the blip on the cell screen jumped. 
 
    And Karen tried not to jump. But she looked uncomfortable. Jon had gone a little heavy on that one. 
 
    Karen looked around, her mouth open to yell at Jon to stop, but he and Tom were laughing hysterically on the other side of the hedge. 
 
    The other two couples, and Linda, hadn’t noticed Karen’s alarm, and they chatted on. They were talking about how dishonest the government was, and no eyes were on Karen. 
 
    Jon sneaked a look, then flipped the blip on the screen to the highest intensity. It was only a second, but Karen stood up, then collapsed back. 
 
    “You okay, Karen?” asked Linda. 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine. Just fine. I was just straightening out my dress.” Her face was flushed, her expression was flustered, her mind was flabbergasted. 
 
    She had told Jon to take it easy, but he had really zapped her. If it had been longer than a second she would have cum right in her panties. She looked around, desperate to find him, to signal him not to do anymore. But he was nowhere. He must be in the house. 
 
    She started to get up, but Jon zapped her, and he started to ride the blip on the screen. Up and down, quick and fast, slow and easy. 
 
    Karen sat, shivered, and held herself with her arms. 
 
    “Karen?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” she mumbled, though it was obvious she wasn’t. 
 
    “Let me get you some water,” Bob asked. 
 
    She nodded, though she wasn’t aware of it. Her awareness was totally caught up by the way her pussy was heating up. The vibrations in her vagina were causing her to lose control of her body. Then, when Jon, wherever he was, lightened up, she would try to stand up, and he would zap her again. 
 
    Across the pool Jon and Tom were in hysterics. Every time Karen tried to stand he would zap her, and she would collapse back in her chair. 
 
    The others were on their feet now, solicitous, concerned, and asking what they could do to help. 
 
    “Nu…nu…nothing,” Karen stated, her teeth chattering. She was about to have an orgasm. 
 
    Jon went up and down with the controls. 
 
    Karen started humping the air. 
 
    Everybody stood back. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Is she okay? Karen? Are you okay?” 
 
    Karen tried to talk, but she couldn’t figure out how to use her mouth anymore. Her whole body was jerking back and forth. 
 
    Jon, holding his gut with one hand, slid the blip down to nothing. 
 
    Karen lay there, breathing hard, slowly regaining her eyesight. 
 
    “I think…I need to go…” 
 
    She stood up and staggered along the edge of the pool. 
 
    Tom nudged Jon, and Jon looked around the hedge and saw Karen walking along the side of the pool. 
 
    He looked at Tom, Tom nodded, and he put the slider up to the top and held it. 
 
    Karen lost control of her pussy, and her limbs, and her whole body. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she yelled, and she fell to the side, knew not where she was falling, but…right into the pool. 
 
    Tom and Jon couldn’t believe it! They laughed hysterically, almost maniacally, and then Jon finally realized he was going to have to do something before Karen drowned. He let up on the cell phone and ran to help Karen. 
 
    Karen went under the water and into heaven. The orgasm blasted through her so hard she didn’t even care if she drowned. She just floated under the surface, instinctively holding her breath, but only aware of how pleasant everything was. 
 
    Under the water her hips humped back and forth like she was fucking the world’s biggest dick. 
 
    Everybody had rushed to the side and Jim jumped into the water and pulled her to the surface. 
 
    She was choking, and drowning, and her eyes were dazed. The others pulled her out of the pool, and she lay on the side, and Bob started giving her mouth to mouth. One of the girls was pressing on her chest, on her tits, and she tried to push everybody back. 
 
    The orgasm was over, and she was just…hurt. 
 
    Jon had done this. Why had he done this? 
 
    Jon rushed into the group, pushed the others aside. Yes, he was a horny pervert, but he really loved his wife. 
 
    “Karen? Honey?” 
 
    “Let me up,” she mumbled. She was weak, her body was drained of strength, but she managed to get to her feet. 
 
    Everybody looked at her. “I’m going to the bathroom now,” she whispered. Her world was shattered, she was distraught, and she couldn’t believe Jon had done this to her. 
 
    Oh, she knew Jon was sorry now. He was kind and solicitous and apologetic, but…but he had done this to her. She was soaked, her pussy hurt, and she was totally mortified. 
 
    She pushed off hands and headed for the house. She was regaining strength now that the device was turned off. 
 
    Jon followed, and they heard the others whispering something about epileptic seizures. 
 
    “Honey! I’m sorry! I was just having fun!” 
 
    “And you didn’t think about me having fun, or being embarrassed.” She didn’t look back at him, just shrugged off his helping hands. 
 
    “I know! I got out of control, but I didn’t realize that you were having such a hard time? I mean, it was only an orgasm!” 
 
    She whirled on him. “Only an orgasm. Only an orgasm.” Her disdain for him was a slap in the face, and he started to realize the depth of his betrayal. 
 
    She continued into the bathroom and he managed to follow her. He closed the door while she broke into tears. 
 
    He tried to put his arms around her but she pushed him off and turned to the sink. She washed her face, disguising the tears with faucet water. 
 
    “Honey, I am so sorry! I thought it was going to be fun. I thought you were having fun. I was stupid and I’m sorry a thousand times over.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” she muttered. 
 
    She took off her blouse and wrung it out. 
 
    Jon looked at her massive mammaries and licked his lips, then remembered how contrite he was. 
 
    “Look, I know I screwed up. I didn’t mean to, everything just got out of control.” 
 
    Karen cried softly, then stopped. She had to go home. She had to get out of here. 
 
    “Go tell the others I’m all right. Tell them I had…had a seizure or something. I just need to go home.” 
 
    Jon nodded, happy to be able to at last do something for Karen. 
 
    “Okay. Just stay here.” 
 
    “No. I’ll be out at the car.” 
 
    Jon left. On the patio he explained that everything was all right, that Karen had apparently had a seizure and they would be talking to doctors first thing tomorrow. They were leaving, and, no need to come see them off. 
 
    The others, concerned all understood. 
 
    Except for Tom, who simply stood at the back of the group, his lips compressed so he didn’t laugh, and gave Jon a thumbs up. 
 
    Jon felt guilty, but he also took a small victory at Tom giving him the thumbs up. 
 
    It had been cool, after all. Even though he had screwed up, he had made Karen cum so hard she had fallen in the pool. 
 
    But he was careful not to show any trace of exultation. He just said good bye and hurried out front. 
 
    Karen was in the car, soaked and crying. 
 
    Jon started the car up and drove home. He kept apologizing and saying he was sorry, but Karen seemed to ignore him. 
 
    Finally, Jon sighed. He had screwed up, and that was probably the end of the Whizzer Bomb. 
 
    Damn. Just when it had gotten good!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    At home Karen got out of her clothes and took a shower. She soaped herself thoroughly, somehow feeling unclean, and dried herself off. 
 
    She had stopped crying, but she was still about as hurt as she had ever been. 
 
    That Jon had been so inconsiderate, so mean, was a major betrayal. 
 
    She knew he loved her. And she loved him. Just because a man screws up doesn’t undo a woman’s love. 
 
    Maybe if he was a criminal, or a drug addict or something…but he wasn’t. He was just stupid. He was like a little boy with an obsession. So she loved him, but…the scales had to be balanced. He had to learn consequences. He had to come face to face with his cruelties if he was ever going to be a fit husband. 
 
    That thought in her mind, she went to bed, refused to cuddle, and lay awake for hours. Misery has that effect on people. 
 
    The next day she awoke early and puttered around the house. Tears were done, but her hurt feelings were not. 
 
    Jon was extraordinarily quiet. He knew he had screwed up. 
 
    But, like a man, he still had a big boner. He hadn’t cum for over a week. He had been getting his sexual jollies on his fantasies, and now he was feeling the pinch. 
 
    He needed to cum. 
 
    Karen wasn’t interested in his cumming. At all. 
 
    Mid morning she called Linda and they had a long and intense conversation about men and their foibles.  
 
    “I had a feeling that was what had happened,” confessed Linda. Tom tried the same thing with me, but he didn’t get out of control.” 
 
    “I’m so embarrassed,” said Karen. 
 
    “Don’t be. It’s men. They are that stupid. And don’t worry. I’ll explain to the other girls, and, by the way, I’m going to send you an email with something in it.” 
 
    Karen thanked her and hung up. An hour later she checked her email and found the message from Linda. It had a link to the Whizzer Bomb company, and Karen almost deleted the message. But Linda had said there would be something of extreme interest to her in the email, so she forced herself to read it. Then, halfway through, she saw what Linda had sent her, and she didn’t have to force herself to read it. Now she was interested. 
 
    And she ended up making an order. 
 
      
 
    Jon walked the straight and narrow. He mowed the lawn and washed the windows. He did the dishes, something he never did, and even mopped the floor and cleaned the bathroom. 
 
    He was in a state of extreme amendments. He waited on Karen hand and foot. He did chores around the house. He even bought her a couple of boxes of chocolates. 
 
    And always, in his eyes, was the hang dog look of a man who had really screwed up and just wanted forgiveness. 
 
    Karen accepted his apologies, but not really, and waited. 
 
    She got a delivery, a small box, and she opened it up in the bathroom, Jon out mowing the lawn. She shook out another Whizzer Bomb, but this one was different. 
 
    She hooked the thing to her cell phone, then added the app. She looked at the devilish thing, and smiled. Jon could do amends until the day he died, and she would still be upset. But this little doodad was going to fix everything. This version of the Whizzer Bomb was going to teach him a lesson. 
 
    She held the new Whizzer Bomb in her hand and tapped the screen of her cell phone. 
 
    CLICK! four, little flanges extended from the sides of the Whizzer Bomb. They weren’t huge, but extended as they were, like little shelves, there was no way this Whizzer Bomb was going to come out until she decided. 
 
    Snickering. She tapped the screen and the protrusions sticking out from the sides of the Whizzer Bomb retracted. 
 
    It would go in easy, but come out hard. Iin fact, it woldnt’ come out at all. 
 
    It would be like an umbrella going up a chimney closed, but to take it out would be like pulling that same umbrella down the chimney while it was open. 
 
    She went to the dresser drawer where they kept the other Whizzer Bombs. She took the unused one out of the drawer, the one she had said was for ‘his,’ and she put the new one into the drawer. It was a close duplicate, looked the same, and Jon wouldn’t be looking at it all that closely. 
 
    Then she went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink. 
 
      
 
    A week later Jon and Karen were invited to a night out by Linda and Bob. 
 
    Karen agreed to go, which surprised Jon. She hadn’t wanted to go anywhere since the party. 
 
    “Are you sure?” he asked. He acted like a puppy whose tail had been stepped on. 
 
    “I’m sure, but there’s one condition.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “You wear the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    “What?” He prepared all the arguments about not being less than a man, but the look on her face stopped him. 
 
    “If you ever want me to forgive you…you will wear the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    He stared at her, and knew he was in a hard place. No matter if it was less than manly, he was going to have to insert the stupid thing up his own heinie. 
 
    “It’s that or divorce.” 
 
    Jon sighed and gave in. He didn’t want to. Oh, Lord, he didn’t want to. But if that was what it took to get his wife to start acting normal again…he’d do it. 
 
    That evening they got ready to go out. 
 
    Karen took her time. She soaked in the tub, put her best lingerie on, and was quite the beauty. 
 
    Jon sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the Whizzer Bomb in his hand. 
 
    Karen came out of the bathroom. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll help. Pants down and bend over the bed.” 
 
    It took a moment, but Jon did as she commanded. 
 
    Karen opened the drawer and substituted the new Whizzer Bomb for the old one. She greased it up, then began reaming him with a finger. She ran her digit around and around, slathering a thick glob of lube into his anus. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whimpered. He was scared, he was twitching at every touch, but…it felt good. 
 
    How could that be? He wondered. Why does it feel so good? 
 
    And, the terrible thought, Is this going to make me gay? 
 
    Smiling, Karen put the Whizzer Bomb to his bung hole. A simple push and it slid in. 
 
    Jon gulped and jerked. He felt his butt. It was greasy with lube and… 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    He gave a super jerk. The Whizzer Bomb had done something in his asshole! It felt…bigger! 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    He straightened up, turned around. 
 
    Karen was holding her cell phone. She was also smiling. It was not a reassuring smile. 
 
    “Well, Jon. Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She tapped the blip on her cell phone screen. 
 
    Jon jumped, and actually turned his head as if to look behind himself. 
 
    “What’s the matter, honey? Don’t you like it?” 
 
    “Unh?” he grunted as she tapped the screen, then pushed the blip up and down. 
 
    Jon’s dong was hard. It had been hard for a couple of weeks. He hadn’t even jacked off, and now he was face to face with his horniness. 
 
    “What are you…doing?” he gasped. 
 
    “Giving you a little taste of your own medicine.” 
 
    Up and down. 
 
    “OH!” He quivered and his hips twitched. “Please…it feels too good. Oh! Shit!” 
 
    And it did feel good. But the real problem was that Jon was out of control. He had no control. He was now the victim in the affair. 
 
    “Please…don’t.” 
 
    He was trembling, his knees threatened to give way, and he loved the feeling in his butthole. 
 
    Oh, God! Was he turning gay? 
 
    “And, just to let you know…” 
 
    “Yeah?” he gasped. He had his hands down at his asshole. He was grabbing the end of the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    “We’re not just going to Charley Coyote’s tonight.” 
 
    “Oh?” he managed to hold the end of the Whizzer Bomb and he started to pull on it. 
 
    A stunned expression came across his face. The Whizzer Bomb was stuck! It wouldn't come out! the flanges inside were keeping it firmly lodged. 
 
    “Yes. Linda and the girls are on their way over right now. 
 
    “Oh…what?” He kept trying to pull the thing out of himself, but all he succeeded in doing was turning himself in a circle. 
 
    “We’re going to fix you up and show you what it feels like.” 
 
    “What what feels…” he tried to figure out what Karen was saying. He faced her, his eyes open. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “There they are. Just stay here, Jon.” 
 
    Jon was panicked, but Linda put the blip up a couple of notches. He staggered, he was horny, his dick was dripping, but…he couldn’t get it together enough to hide, or flee, or do anything. 
 
    “Just lay on the bed for a moment, Jon.” 
 
    She pushed him, and he was so out of control he fell across the bed. He lay there and humped and tried to get the Whizzer Bomb out, and wondered what was going to happen to him. 
 
      
 
    Karen, Linda, Lucy and Tammy filed into the room. They all wore smirks on their faces, and Jon rolled onto his side. His mouth was open and his eyes were glazed, but he understood what was happening. 
 
    Four women. 
 
    Revenge. 
 
    The only question was…how far were they going to go? 
 
    Karen turned the blip down to one notch. Jon felt the buzz in his ass, but it was standable. He gulped and looked at his wife. 
 
    “Jon. You do what we say and I won’t have to use the Whizzer Bomb on you. You refuse and I will. If you flatly refuse I’ll just put you to the highest setting and we’ll do what we want whether you like it or not.” 
 
    Jon felt like somebody was yelling inside his mind. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, it starts with you taking a nice shower. But first, we’d like to put some body lotion on you.” 
 
    Jon looked at the four women. They were going to give him a bath? Wash him off? That wasn’t so bad! That was a fantasy for lots of men. Sure, he would be embarrassed, but four, sexy, stacked women washing him off? He could live with that. 
 
    But, he was also a bit embarrassed about taking his clothes off. 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    ZZZZZZ!  
 
    He heard it, well, felt it.  
 
    The girls didn’t hear it, but they saw the effects. Jon grabbed a bedpost and his knees gave way. 
 
    The women moved forward en masse. Since he was getting ready he didn’t have much in the way of clothes on, but they stripped his shirt and his socks off. 
 
    Karen eased up a bit and the women began slathering some sort of goop on him. 
 
    “Hey!” But when he started to resist Karen zapped him again. 
 
    For a long minute the women covered his body, then they simply stood back and began chatting. 
 
    “He’s got a nice weenie,” observed Tammy. 
 
    “I know,” agreed Karen. “If he wasn’t so stupid in using it…did you know he hasn’t cum in a couple of weeks?” 
 
    “Really?” The women were all aghast. 
 
    “He was so excited by the Whizzer Bomb that he just wanted to make me cum and he didn’t care about himself.” 
 
    “Aw, that’s sweet,” cooed Lucy. 
 
    “Sweet but stupid,” commented Linda. 
 
    “What…what are you doing? What is this stuff?” 
 
    “Just be patient, Jon,” Linda said. 
 
    They stood around for fifteen minutes, then Jon realized the goop was starting to burn. 
 
    “Time!” yelled Linda. 
 
    They took him into the back yard and hosed him down. 
 
    “Just like squirting a horny dog,” yelped one of the ladies, and they all laughed as he turned this way and that, trying to avoid the cold water. 
 
    After that he showed a little reluctance, so Karen zapped him a good one. 
 
    “Oh, look how he drips!” 
 
    They took him back into the bedroom. He was shaking, his legs felt like spaghetti on drugs, and they sat him down in Karen’s vanity seat. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Now Karen had to ride the blip. She kept raising it and lowering it, and Jon shuddered and tried to think, but he couldn’t control himself. 
 
    The women began painting his toes a bright red. If Jon tried to move he was zapped and they just waited for him to come back to himself. 
 
    Then, his toes done and dried, they put long fingernails on his hands. 
 
    “What are you doing?” sobbed Jon. 
 
    “What you always wanted,” snapped Lucy. 
 
    “I never wanted this!” 
 
    “All men do, honey,” smiled Linda. 
 
    Jon was getting tired. The continual thrusting of his body, the way his limbs locked up and he almost came, time and again, was wearing him down. 
 
    They worked on his face. They cleaned it and put primer on him. 
 
    Jon was exhausted now. His cock felt like it was going to burst, but Karen knew not to let him squirt. She kept him on an extreme edge. 
 
    They applied color to his cheeks, put eye shadow on him, mascara and eye liner. 
 
    Now he was so tired he just sat and was defeated. The only thing about him that moved was his weenie. And, man, that bobbed and jumped like crazy. 
 
    “See how he’s dripping?” one of the girls lifted his cock and chuckled. 
 
    “Oh, he’s been dripping for a week,” Karen gave him a little extra zap. 
 
    And a stunning thing happened to Jon. 
 
    All the hands working him over, the way his prostate was being stimulated and stimulated…he started to like it. 
 
    He was close to cumming, though they wouldn’t let him, and…he liked it. 
 
    That objection in his mind, that he was afraid of turning gay, it shut up. 
 
    Suddenly he didn’t care. He just lived for the energy in his groin. He just wanted to feel his dick throb, and he listened for the little ‘pip’ that sounded when his dick dripped on the floor. 
 
    The girls put a wig on him, painted his lips, then started putting his underwear on. 
 
    The made him wear a tummy shaper, and they pushed his cock down and tied it to his thigh. 
 
    Every once in a while Jon would try to brush their hands away, but Karen just zapped him and reminded him that there was nothing except total obedience to their work. 
 
    And, a dress. A pretty number, showing the edges of his nylons, tight on top to emphasize his falsies. 
 
    And, the coup de grâce, heels. 
 
    Nothing makes a woman like a set of high heels. The red toes peeking out the front, the calves shapely above the sling back. 
 
    Jon stared down at the latest accouterment. His mind was numb, and he just took it all in. 
 
    He looked like a woman. He wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. His eyebrows were plucked. His shape was held in. His face was perfectly made up. 
 
    “Let’s go, honey,” Linda and Karen each took an arm. The other girls opened the door on the way to the car, and they all piled in. 
 
     
 
     
 
    Charley Coyote’s is the hottest night spot in Los Angeles. During the day it doubles as a classy restaurant, during the night the classy people crowd through its doors, and the not quite so classy stand in line and hope they can get in. 
 
    Four sexy women…five sexy women, count as classy. They jumped the line and made their way through the bar to the patio. 
 
    Jon was starting to recover a little, so Karen gave him a few bumps. His hips twitched and even swiveled as the Whizzer Bomb did its work to his sexual apparatus. 
 
    The bummer was that the tie around his cock started coming loose. Jon was just aware enough to keep his butt pooched back and save himself the embarrassment of being a woman with a dick. 
 
    The girls hustled him back to the patio where people were still dining. At a table at the far end of the room sat Tom and Bob and Jim. They stared at Jon in shock. 
 
    Jon was guided to a chair and zapped until he couldn’t control himself and collapsed. 
 
    “Jon? Is that you?” 
 
    “Buddy?” 
 
    “Uh, hi?” He was blurry, confused, and he was so embarrassed he couldn’t think of a thing to say. 
 
    “Wow!” Tom was totally flabbergasted. 
 
    Linda looked at Tom and smiled, and the message was obvious. Better behave yourself, or this will happen to you! 
 
    Tom gulped. 
 
    Then the truth came out. The girls explained about the Whizzer Bomb. Linda admitted to using it, and it being fun. 
 
    Then they explained how Jon had gone overboard, and how he had abused Karen. 
 
    Shortly there were seven baleful eyes staring at Jon. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’ve been sorry from the moment I realized…” he trailed off. He was afraid Karen was going to zap him. 
 
    Karen wasn’t going to Whizzer Bomb him, though. She just smiled. She patted his hand. “Oh, honey. I’ve forgiven you.” 
 
    And she had, the scales were balanced.  
 
    “But don’t think that means the night is over.” 
 
    “It…it isn’t?” 
 
    Karen turned to the men. “Tom, do you feel like dancing with a beautiful woman?” 
 
    Now Tom was more than flabbergasted. Yet, the look from his wife, the way he had abused the controls of the Whizzer Bomb himself… “Uh, Jon, would you like to dance. 
 
    They all moved to the dance floor, and Tom led Jon out to the center of the parquet square. 
 
    Karen rode the controls on her cell, and every time Jon looked unwilling, or even turned to look at her, she zapped him. 
 
    The two men, looking like a man and a woman, danced, and Karen kept the rhythm going by periodically goosing Jon. 
 
    Jon jerked and twitched. Sometimes in harmony, sometimes not, and people laughed at the klutzy girl trying to dance and looked a little spastic. 
 
    Jon jerked, and his hips humped forward. 
 
    “Easy, Jon,” Tom murmured. 
 
    “I…can’t…help it.” 
 
    His hips thrust forward into Tom’s. “She’s…doing this…to me!” 
 
    Around and around they went, until finally Tom couldn’t take it any more. He was a man, damn it! And though it looked like he was dancing with a woman, he knew Jon wasn’t a real woman. 
 
    The dance ended, and Lucy moved in and took Jon in her arms. 
 
    Jon was at the mercy of whichever partner held him. He couldn’t lead, and if he tried he got zapped. 
 
    And somewhere during the dance with Lucy he realized something: give up. Submit. It’s much more enjoyable if he just did that. 
 
    Jim was next. And he suffered through the hip grinds and bumps of Jon’s twitching hips. 
 
    “Man,” Jim said, wiping the sweat off his brow. “You’re like Elvis the pelvis. Don’t you care that everybody’s watching?” 
 
    Jon didn’t care. He didn’t think about it. He was in a strange universe, a sub-land, and he just wanted to squirt. 
 
    For an hour the others danced with him, and, finally, Karen decided to end his misery. If misery it was, she noticed that his face looked sublimely happy. 
 
    She took him in her arms, whirled him on to the dance floor. 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes a bleary mess, and she pushed the blip to the top and left it there. 
 
    Jon quivered, shook, fell to his knees, and his dick finally came loose. It tented his dress and he fell backwards. His legs were folded under himself, the dress had risen up, and his prick sprang up, pointed towards the ceiling. 
 
    The dancers gasped and stood back. They pointede at Jon and laughed. The bouncers couldn’t see through the mess of bodies, and Karen yelped, “She’s a man! And he’s cumming!” 
 
    Sure enough, Jon’s cock was drooling semen. It didn’t spout up, it just overflowed. 
 
    Karen quickly moved the blip down. She didn’t want him empty. Not yet. 
 
    People laughing, went back to dancing. Another night at Charley Coyote’s. 
 
    Karen helped Jon to his feet, pulled his dress down, and led him off the dance floor.  
 
    Laughing, chuckling, enjoying Jon’s complete and total mortification, the group went out to their cars and headed out. 
 
    Karen and Jon were in Jon’s Maserati. She drove, a twisted sort of grin on her lips, and she glanced at Jon every once in a while. 
 
    Jon sat in his seat, shell shocked, and stared right in front of himself. 
 
    He had orgasmed from the Whizzer Bomb, from having something up his ass, and…he didn’t feel gay. 
 
    In fact, he felt good. His ass felt good. Sitting in the bucket seat of the fancy sports car, feeling the bumps of the wheels over speed bumps, he shivered when the Whizzer Bomb pressed against his prostate. 
 
    “So, how you doing?” 
 
    He looked at her, then muttered, “Okay. I guess.” 
 
    “Did you have a good time?” 
 
    Did he have a good time. Yes. but…he was afraid to admit it. 
 
    They pulled up to Tom and Linda’s house. All the cars were there. 
 
    Tom and Linda’s SUV, Bob and Lucy’s Acura, Jim and Tammy’s Rover. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Come find out.” Karen got out of the car and sauntered up the walkway. 
 
    Jon sat for a long minute, then sighed, opened the door, and followed her. 
 
    Everybody was waiting inside the house. Jon stepped into the middle of the room and Karen said, “Jon, would you like to remove the Whizzer Bomb from your butt?” 
 
    “Uh…” he didn’t, but he did. It felt good, but it had been a long time, and he wanted it out. Or did he. “I guess.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled. He guessed? 
 
    “What you don’t know?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    Karen took mercy on him. “Honey, we’ll removed the Whizzer Bomb, but then you have to lie over the end of the couch there.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You hussy! You’ve been slow dancing your genitals against the groins of everybody, and it’s time you lived up to your end of the bargain.” 
 
    “I don’t understand. What bargain?” 
 
    “If you’re going to tease, you got to please,” blurted Jim. He was rubbing the front of his pants. 
 
    Jon looked around the gathering. The men were all hard. And the women…what…and then he realized. Karen lifted her dress and slipped a strap on around her hips. 
 
    Everybody had a dick. Oh…fuck! 
 
    “So, what do you say, honey? Are you going to live up to your end of the bargain and show everybody a good time?” 
 
    What could Jon do? He was caught! He nodded. 
 
    Karen pressed the face of her cell phone and…CLICK! 
 
    The pressure inside his anus went away. 
 
    “Lay down, honey, and I’ll take it out.” 
 
    Jon lay down on the end of the couch. His butt stuck up, and Karen gripped the end of the Whizzer Bomb. She pulled it out, and Jon felt relief, and…emptiness. 
 
    Oh, God! He wanted it back in! He wanted to feel all filled up and full again! 
 
    “Okay, fellows, who’s first? You guys go first, we’ll make drinks, and then we’ll take over.” 
 
    Karen gave Jon a shove and he bent over the end of the couch. 
 
    Jon lay there, feeling vulnerable, but he remembered the one thing that had saved him out on the dance floor. Give it up. Submit. Let them have their way. 
 
    With a sob, but not of pain, he bent over the couch and the line formed. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. I mean, he’s cool, and he’s handsome and strong and all that, but there’s something about him that  makes me wonder.” Jean sat on the park bench, tossing popcorn to the birds. She was 23 years old, classic 36 by 24 by 36, with long, blonde hair. 
 
    Tammy sat next to her, munching on a Three Musketeers bar. She was blonde, too, and had a similar body. Her nipples tended to show through her clothes when it was cold. Or she was hot. 
 
    “So what do you guys do when you go out?” 
 
    “Oh, you know. Movies, hang out in a pool hall. Mostly talk.” 
 
    “So why is he weird?” 
 
    “I didn’t say he was weird.” 
 
    “He makes you wonder, and that’s weird.” 
 
    Jean didn’t say much to that. Tammy was right. 
 
    “It’s not what he says or does, it’s the feel of him.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I know. I’m not making sense. But when I talk to him I have the feeling he’s sitting in the back, watching, waiting.” 
 
    “Waiting for what?” 
 
    “That’s it. I don’t know.” 
 
    “How’s the sex?” 
 
    Jean smiled. “That’s the good stuff. He’s gentle, and considerate, but…” 
 
    “But what?” Tammy was starting to feel exasperated. 
 
    “I don’t know. Just the feeling that there’s something more. That he’s more than I think.” 
 
    “Or less.” 
 
    “Maybe, but probably not.” 
 
    “So why don’t you call him on it?” 
 
    “And how do I do that? Gee, Rod, tell me the thing that you don’t want to tell me?” 
 
    “That’s a good one. You could start there.” 
 
    “No. I can’t.” 
 
    Tammy sighed. “Well, how about asking him to..to…I don’t know. Do a sexual fantasy or something?” 
 
    “A sexual fantasy? Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That’s up to you, or maybe I should say it’s up to him. 
 
    Jean emptied the bag of popcorn and a thousand pigeons cooed and kept waiting. 
 
    “But this relationship is going nowhere until you get to the bottom of it. Either find out what’s buggin’ you, find out what’s weird about him, or call it off.” 
 
    “I know. But I don’t want to call it off. What if he’s the one?” 
 
    “Great, if you’re as messed up as he is. You can live a life being weird with each other.” 
 
    Jean frowned. She had hoped her friend would have some viewpoint that would help her, but…nope. 
 
    “Well, I have to go.” 
 
    “So do I. Got a date with Rod.” 
 
    “A date with Mr. Weirdo. Good luck with that.” 
 
    With that the girlfriends hugged each other and went their separate ways. 
 
      
 
    Rod met her at Charley Coyote’s, a hot spot down on Santa Monica. 
 
    “Hey, babe. How you doing?” He placed an around her, kissed her deeply, and they smiled at each other. 
 
    Jean felt that heat start up in her loins. She turned and swatted him in the dick with her hand. It was a subtle move, and he grunted and grinned. “Somebody’s hot tonight.” 
 
    “Could be. Maybe if you play your cards right you’ll get hot.” 
 
    Rod was a lithe but muscular man. He was strong, but flexible. His face was soft and he wore his hair long, and there was something hiding inside him. 
 
    They entered the bar, Rod slipping the doorman a five to make it happen, and they headed for the bar. 
 
    Rod was a bourbon and Coke man, Jean was a fruity cocktail kind of girl. They ordered their drinks and sauntered over to a corner table. 
 
    It was a hot night. The girls were wearing short latex, so tight you could see the nipples. Dancers on the floor did the vertical mambo. A bouncer broke up a fight between two young roosters, tossed those boys out and made it look easy. Then he let a fight between two young ladies go until their boy friends pulled them apart. The crowd cheered, and the party went on. 
 
    “You sound a little sad tonight,” observed Rod. “What’s going on.” 
 
    “Not much. Just thinking things through.” 
 
    “Like what kind of things?” 
 
    A girl at the bar through a drink in a man’s face. The man laughed and slapped her ass. Which made her spin angrily, then smile. In a moment they were kissing in the middle of a crowd. 
 
    “Like, I don’t know. Like…who are you, really?” 
 
    Rod chuckled. “Who am I? Hell, if I knew that I’d tell myself.” 
 
    She leaned across the small, round table and took his hand in hers. His knuckles were gnarly, hard, and she said, “We’ve been going out for months, but I always have the feeling that you’re holding something back.” 
 
    He watched her, and maybe it was her imagination, but she had the feeling that he was suddenly being careful. 
 
    “Right there. You don’t do anything, but you shut down. You stop talking and it’s like you’re waiting, watching, and not about to say anything real.” 
 
    Rod stood up and walked away. 
 
    Jean blinked. It was rude, and…and she realized he was just going for another couple of drinks. 
 
    Rod came back and handed her her drink. He placed his bourbon and Coke on the table and sat down. He looked at it, hard, then he looked at her. Still, he tried to get out of it. 
 
    He smiled. “Honey, I don’t have any big secrets. What you see is what you get.” 
 
    A moment of silence. silence for them, in a bar gone loud. 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to come clean, or we’re going to be history.” 
 
    He leaned closer to her, inspected her eyes, almost as if he wanted to make sure she was serious. Which was silly, because it was obvious that she was serious. 
 
    “So you want to know my big, deep, dark secret.” 
 
    “Right now.” 
 
    He sipped. Hard. He was going to need another drink pretty darned quick. 
 
    He placed his drink down. “But what if it’s something you don’t really want to hear?” 
 
    “Oh, rest assured. I want to hear.” 
 
    Her reassurance missed the mark.  
 
    “What if it’s something crazy, like I’m a serial killer terrorist who crosses the country looking for victims in bars?” 
 
    He had chosen his words well; he had chosen the words and concepts that were almost guaranteed to frighten people off. Especially nosy people. 
 
    Jean didn’t care. She had deep feelings for Rod, and she wasn’t about to be. scared off. At least, not until she had the real truth. 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    He blinked. “Am I what?” 
 
    “Are you a serial killer terrorist looking for victims?” 
 
    “I might be.” 
 
    She stood up. “I want to go now.” 
 
    He frowned, and she could swear she had seen his lip tremble, and he stood up. “This isn’t fair,” he said. 
 
    She turned and walked out of the bar. He followed her.  
 
    A couple dancing saw them and snickered at the looks on their faces. 
 
    Jean marched across the parking lot to his car. She stopped by the passenger door and waited. 
 
    Rod came up behind her. “This isn’t fair.” 
 
    “I’m looking for a man. Have I found one?” 
 
    “A guy is entitled to his own thoughts.” 
 
    “Thoughts, yeah, and normally I wouldn’t care.” 
 
    “But you care now.” 
 
    “If we’re going any further…then yes, I care.” 
 
    His lips were compressed, slightly twisted. He was normally so complacent, but right then she could see that his emotions were running. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He turned away and walked around to his side. He opened the doors and they got in. 
 
    The drive home was like ice cubes that refused to melt. He stared out the window, watched the road. 
 
    She watched him, and neither said a word. 
 
    He dropped her off at her apartment. He pulled up and turned to her, and just watched her. 
 
    She waited, but he wasn’t saying anything. 
 
    “Call me if you change your mind,” she whispered, almost in tears. Then she got out of the car and went up the stairs and into her apartment house. 
 
    Rod waited, the drove off. He didn’t screech his tires or accelerate unduly. He just drove, and there was, in his controlled behavior, a lot of suppressed emotion. 
 
      
 
    The next day was Sunday, and Jean did her laundry, read a book, watched TV, and was thoroughly miserable. 
 
    She hurt. Deeply. 
 
    She had been hurt before. She had cried over boys, and gotten over it. The problem was that she wasn’t crying, though she felt like it, and she had the feeling that she wasn’t going to get over her hurt this time. 
 
    She was entirely miserable. 
 
    As for Rod, he stayed home. He did guy things, watched a little porn, which was, for a change, entirely unsatisfying. He read a book, anime with no words, just weird words like ‘bonk,’ and ‘sphlatz,’ and shi-i-ing!’ 
 
    But, he didn’t understand anything. He couldn’t follow the weird words, he didn’t understand the sequence of the panels, and he sat out on the porch and twiddled his thumbs. 
 
    And was miserable. 
 
    Did he love her? He was a guy, and guys didn’t really understand things like ‘love.’ 
 
    He understood lust, and he knew that he liked being with Jean, and he wanted to be with her all the time, but…did he love her? 
 
    Sunday night was a restless night for both of them.  Jean tossed and turned and felt like worms were crawling in her veins. 
 
    Rod just couldn’t sleep. He was wired, but for no good reason…except for the uncomfortableness in his heart. 
 
    Jean had a job watching movies for Netflix. She spent her days nibbling popcorn, sipping tea, and analyzing movies. She categorized, labeled, figure out keywords, and assigned genres. It was an easy job, she didn’t even have to go in as long as she watched a couple of movies a day, and filled out a couple of forms. 
 
    This Monday she was feeling the blues. She had to force herself to watch, force herself to think, and it wasn’t fun. 
 
    And her mind kept turning to Rod. 
 
    Rod had an internet job. He wrote technical copy, and he could work whenever he wanted, and as long or as short as he wanted. 
 
    He liked the work, so he didn’t usually have trouble turning in copy. 
 
    but today…he had trouble. 
 
    He would be thinking of a description, thinking of keywords he should include, and suddenly his mind would turn to Jean. 
 
    Damn this thing called love. He had never had trouble working before, but now…” he shut off the computer after half a day and called it a whole day. He went in and poured himself a stiff one. 
 
    He tried to watch a movie, and ended up walking around the block, kicking stones and wondering what the fuck was wrong with him. 
 
    And so went Tuesday. And Wednesday. 
 
    Staring at the phone like it was a snake that was about to bite. But why wouldn’t it?” 
 
    And Thursday. And Friday. 
 
    And each of them thought: if he/she hasn’t called me by now I guess they don’t really love me. 
 
    But there is only so long that foolishness can go on. 
 
      
 
    Ring-a-ding-ding! went Jean’s phone. 
 
    She almost leaped out of her skin. She had been waiting so hard, and it had still caught her by surprise. 
 
    She grabbed for it, then paused. Don’t let him think you’re waiting for him. 
 
    No matter how much you are. 
 
    After a couple of rings, she couldn’t help herself. She tried to control herself, tried to make it sound like she had just run in from the outside or something. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Hi, Rod.” 
 
    “Uh, would you like to go out tonight?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Have you decided to come clean?” 
 
    “I want to talk.” 
 
    “Then maybe we can go out.” 
 
    Arrangements were made, then she hung up the phone. God, that was hard! She felt like she had just run a marathon and been run over by a steam roller. 
 
    On the other end of the line Rod hung up, and he sighed. His armpits were soaked and his forehead was beaded with perspiration. 
 
    Still, they had done it, and though each of them was hurting, and scared, they had managed to get through the call. 
 
    They immediately began obsessing on preparing for their date. 
 
      
 
    Rod drove up the 101, took the Mulholland exit, crossed the bridge and turned left up the wiggly hill. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Up to the observation area.” 
 
    She nodded.  
 
    They weren’t talking, but she could feel him getting ready to. 
 
    Rod turned left through the gates into the Jerome C. Daniel look out area and found a parking spot. He grabbed a cooler and Jean’s hand and they began walking up to the look out area. 
 
    It was hot, and there weren’t any people. The tourist buses usually finished in the late afternoon, and they had the place to themselves. 
 
    They sat down on a cement bench and looked out over the city. 
 
    It was lightly smoggy, and some band was tuning up down in the Hollywood Bowl. 
 
    They could hear the traffic from the 101, the endless trundle of buses and trucks. There was a very light wind blowing. Not enough to cool them off, but enough to waken their skin and liven their senses. 
 
    Not that their senses needed much livening. 
 
    Rod opened the cooler and took out cold cans of Coke. He poured half the contents out and topped them with bourbon. He handed one to Jean, and sipped his own, and prepared to pour his heart out. 
 
    Jean sipped, and listened. In her heart she knew this was a make or break point. 
 
     
 
    “You know that I’ve been to prison.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Never made a secret about it, but it’s not something I like to talk about.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He leaned back, looked at the stars, and told his story. 
 
      
 
    “I was arrested for withholding evidence. I was 23, it was five years ago, and I was fresh out of law school. And a client had told me something. The police put the screws to me. They wanted me to turn state’s evidence, but that’s not what a lawyer does. My bosses told me to stick to my guns. I held my ground. The judge found me guilty and threw me into the jug for a five year sentence.” 
 
    “But they can’t do that! You can’t reveal things that are protected by the attorney/client privilege!” 
 
    “I know that. You know that. The cops knew that and my bosses knew that and even the judge knew that.” 
 
    “So how could they?” 
 
    Rod shrugged. “The cops charged me, the DA found an exception to the law, and…five years.” 
 
    Jean was silent. This was surprising, but it wasn’t the deep, dark secret. 
 
    “Anyway, they sent me up to Central California. Soledad. 4,000 inmates crammed together in a 3,000 inmate prison. It’s supposed to be minimum to medium security, but we had some pretty violent guys. So violent that Soledad has a rep for being a violent prison.” 
 
    “And you spent four years there.” 
 
    “Four years. One year off for good behavior, which was actually they let me out because they were trying to empty the prison because of Covid.” 
 
    Jean waited. He had talked, but he hadn’t gotten to the big secret yet. 
 
    “I went in and I was a target.” 
 
    “What do you mean target?” 
 
    “Look at me. I’m slender. My face is soft. I was a target.” 
 
    Jean figured it out and held in a gasp. 
 
    “Didn’t take but a week for them to get me.” 
 
    “Get you.” 
 
    He ignored her. He was concentrating on telling his story now, and he didn’t want to be interrupted. Confronting the bad news was not something he liked to do. 
 
    “I was assigned a cell, given a job, and it was all pretty low key. The second day on the job I was told to go over to a warehouse and pick up a couple of pieces of metal for the machine shop. I went, and as soon as I stepped into the warehouse I knew I was in trouble. 
 
    “There were three of them, and they threw me over a barrel. They were big, muscular guys. All over six feet, throwing weights around, bullying people. 
 
    They threw me down, pulled down my pants, and…” Rod went silent. In the darkness Jean could see a tear in his eye. It was a painful memory. 
 
    “But it wasn’t your fault,” she whispered. She had wanted him to talk, and he had talked, and now she was almost sorry she had made him. 
 
    “No. It wasn’t. But I was beaten, and they did bad things to me, and…that wasn’t the worst part.” 
 
    “What was the worst part?” Jean felt like she was outside her body, watching the words float across to him. 
 
    “The worst part was…I liked it.” 
 
    She blinked. Her mind stopped. She didn’t understand. 
 
    I was told to go to the warehouse every few days after that. I didn’t fight it, I just…let it happen. I didn’t tell the guards, I didn’t do anything. 
 
    “Some guys fight, and are never bothered again. I didn’t fight, and I became the Soledad Bitch. They even had a name for men. The Bend Over Boy.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” burst out of her in a whisper. 
 
    “So, four years of living like that. Surviving by selling myself. At first they sold me, but I worked deals, and I got a cut. I knew I was going to get out of prison, and I knew what I wanted to do when I got out, and I needed a computer. I knew nobody would hire me, or they’d hire me for bend over wages, and…when I left I had enough saved up for a computer and six months rent, That’s all I needed. I took computer courses, I became a technical writer, and…and that’s it. That’s my story, my deep, dark secret.” 
 
    Jean sat, frozen. She had his secret, and now she didn’t want it. Some things are best left buried. 
 
    “Well, I’m done. I want to go home.” 
 
    He stood up, picked up the cooler, and waited for her. 
 
    Jean wanted to say something. She wanted to object, to tell him it was all right. 
 
    And she wanted to get over this sense of revulsion that was inside her. 
 
    She had forced him to tell her. Fuck! 
 
    He walked her down to the car and they drove to her apartment. He didn’t say a word, and she couldn’t say a word. 
 
    He let her off and even though she turned back to the car, he was leaving. 
 
    Driving off. Not even waiting to see that she got inside safely. 
 
    Yet it wasn’t her safety she was thinking about.  
 
    She was thinking about what she had done to him. 
 
    Put him on the spot. Made him reveal things he didn’t want to talk about. The pain of relieving that. The cruelty of her forcing him to an admission. Heysoos Xristo, was she a dope. 
 
      
 
    She went inside. 
 
    She threw her purse on the couch and sat down and stared at the picture window. She thought…and she had no thoughts. 
 
    She thought, and accused herself. 
 
    She didn’t think, just felt a deep, sad emotion. 
 
    The clock on the wall swung its arms slowly. Tick, tick, tick. A knell of doom. A remorseless march of time. 
 
    She thought of the hurt in his face. She felt guilty. 
 
    Two hours passed. She stood up, grabbed her purse and walked out. On the street she called an Uber and waited on the corner under a light. It wasn’t a good area, but she didn’t care. She had somewhere to go. 
 
     
 
    Rod sat on his couch and watched the TV screen. He didn’t see anything on it, he just focused his eyes and let life pass by. He didn’t care what was on TV. He didn’t care about anything. He had spoken of that which he never wanted to speak of. In a sense, he had betrayed himself. 
 
    And for what? 
 
    A girl who wouldn’t want to see him again. 
 
    Why had he told her? 
 
    Because he thought there was some hope there. He thought maybe she could forgive him. 
 
    But she couldn’t. She couldn’t because he couldn’t forgive himself. 
 
    Yes, he was a victim, but only for about three seconds. Then he had laid his bed for the next four years. Happily. Understanding that he could buy his way out of getting beaten up. And all for…having fun. 
 
    And that was what it was for him: having fun. Getting sex and getting paid for it. Getting paid first by buying people off from beating him up, and then, later, actually getting money. 
 
    How could he ever hope that Jean would understand that? How could he ever think she would forgive him, that she would get over her revulsion for his perversion? How could he— 
 
    Knock knock! 
 
    The sound was sudden and jarring and he turned, as if just turning  his body would open the door. 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    He walked, stiff legged, across the room. 
 
    Who was it? Who would be calling on him this time of night? 
 
    It couldn’t be Jean (though he had a vague hope welling inside his chest) because she didn’t have a car. 
 
    Who could it be? 
 
    He swung the door back. 
 
    Jean. Standing still, shoulders slightly slumped. Her head slightly lowered so that she had to look up and out at him. 
 
    “Jean?” He whispered. 
 
    She leaped at him, put her arms around him and squeezed. Somehow the door got closed, and she pushed him back, across the room, until the backs of his knees hit the couch and he sat down. 
 
    “Jean?” 
 
    She was on top of him, hugging him fiercely, not letting him get up. 
 
    Then he was hugging her back. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, it’s me,” he responded desperately. 
 
    “I’ll never do that to you again.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    There. He had said it. A commitment. 
 
     
 
    They made love. Slow, languorous, love. Their bodies moving in synch, creating a harmony that would last longer than just the night. He penetrated her gently, savoring the moments of wet contact. She accepted him, loving the hardness of him as he laid her bare. They just wanted to be together, to be physically attached, unable to be separated. And cumming would have separated them. 
 
    Better to just hold on, to slide flesh against flesh, to kiss rapturously, to absorb the moment of connection, of knowing they weren’t alone, and would never be alone again. 
 
    They rubbed, they slithered, they giggled and bounced. 
 
    They pressed the mattress down, strangled each other like drunken boa constrictors. 
 
    It was wonderful, glorious, and it went on and on and on…and they finally fell asleep. 
 
    Unfortunately, with his secret out, Rod’s problems were just beginning. 
 
      
 
    Rod awoke in Jean’s bed. He stretched, he yawned, and he rolled out of bed and hurried for the bathroom. He had morning wood, and he sat on the toilet and relieved himself. 
 
    Jean came to the door and leaned against the jamb. She was wearing a very fashionable nothing, and she smiled at Rod. 
 
    “You are incredible. I came three times last night.” 
 
    Rod smiled. “Glad I could help, lady.” 
 
    He finished his ablutions and stood up. His boner was straight out. It was red. A little bead of pre-cum formed and dropped. 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “Uh…I didn’t cum.” 
 
    “You didn’t.” She spoke sort of blankly. Just ascertaining in her own mind what he had said. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, do you want to cum?” 
 
    He smiled, “Does the pope shit in the woods?” 
 
    He came to her, kissed her deeply, and pushed her back to the bed. 
 
    Jean was just a touch sore. Not enough to make her complain, but enough so that Rod would havre limited time between her legs before she would be too sore. 
 
    Jean fell back on the bed and spread. 
 
    Rod was hot, but he was also considerate, and he had a feeling she might be a teensy bit sore. He moved between her legs and started performing cunnilingus. 
 
    Jean groaned and held to the back of his head. She thrust her hips up and ground her pussy into his mouth. 
 
    Rod did himself proud, and after a few minutes, her actually in danger of another orgasm, he moved up and slipped inside her. 
 
    Now Jean really groaned. Rod was well endowed, and he knew how to move. He tilted and twisted, and it was like he was trying to stir her insides with the head of his dick. 
 
    A few minutes passed, and suddenly Jean was holding on for dear life, her hips spasming, her eyeballs rolled back. Thirty seconds, and then it broke. She relaxed, and Rod kept fucking her. 
 
    “You still aren’t there?” she murmured. 
 
    “Almost, I think. Almost.”But now he was actually a little tired. He was close, he was hornier than all get out, but he couldn’t quite get over  the edge. 
 
    He dipped deep, rubbed his weenie against the lip of her cunt. Again and again. And, finally, he rolled off her. He placed his forearm across his eyes and mumbled. “Crap!” 
 
    Jean hugged him from the side, snuggled against him. “It’s okay. We’ll do it another time.” 
 
    She was sore now, but she would sacrifice herself for him if she had to. 
 
    He lay there, breathing hard. “I don’t know what’s wrong!” 
 
    “We just stayed up too late. Maybe too much booze.” 
 
    She was satisfied, talking to talk, and didn’t think anything was wrong. 
 
    Rod, however, was worried. His dick always squirted. He never had any problems. What the heck could have happened? 
 
    But, nothing to do for it, They slept a few minutes, then woke up and got up and entered the day. 
 
     
 
    Two days passed, and they tried again. And again Jean received multiple, glorious cums.  
 
    And Rod received nothing. 
 
    And he was priapic. His dick didn’t want to go down. When he dressed he had to bend it down and shove it into his pants. When he walked he had a constant bulge, and sometimes there was even evidence of drippy dick, the constant discharge of pre-cum. 
 
      
 
    At first, Jean took it as a joke. “It’s okay, honey. It tells me you love me,” and she giggled. 
 
    And she liked stroking it, even though he was growing more and more frustrated. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she soothed, rubbing his member gently, glorying in its hardness, its constant leaking. 
 
    And after two more days they tried again. 
 
    For an hour Rod tried, and Jean had cum after cum. 
 
    She was starting to like this, in spite of the occasional soreness. 
 
    He was not starting to like it at all. 
 
     
 
    Two more days, and Jean made the suggestion, “I’m getting used to this. We can try doing it every day.” 
 
    Rod nodded, but was glum. He was losing confidence. 
 
    What the hell was going on with his pecker? 
 
      
 
    Day after day he entered her, got her off, then finally withdrew. He was frustrated, had to work to control his crankiness, but there didn’t seem to be anything he could do. 
 
      
 
    A month later they went to a doctor. The doctor was female, Dr. Samantha Evers. She listened to his tale of woe, took note of the fact that Jean had a very satisfied look on her face, and set about examining him. 
 
    She listened to his heart. She took blood samples. She checked his blood pressure. She tapped his knee. 
 
    There seemed to be nothing wrong. 
 
    She had him drop his drawers and her eyes grew a bit wide at how big and red his cock was. 
 
    She gently palpated his balls, felt every part of him. 
 
    He groaned when she held his penis. 
 
    Jean suddenly felt like giggling. Except it wasn’t a laughing matter. 
 
    Then, nothing else to do, Dr. Evers had him bend over. 
 
    She applied a little lube to his asshole, then put a digit inside him. 
 
    “Everything feels normal…” she wormed her finger, feeling everything, looking for something unusual, and she felt his prostate. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Is that sensitive?” 
 
    He was suddenly breathing hard. His nipples were stiff and his legs were shaking. 
 
    “Yes,” he muttered. 
 
    She pressed on the prostate. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” Semen spurted out of his pecker. 
 
    Jean was watching, and her mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    He hadn’t cum for a month. He had been primed for a month. And here it came. He shot a gusher up on the table he was leaning on. 
 
    Dr. Evers was surprised. Not stunned, because she knew that men could discharge semen with stimulation of the prostate. 
 
    But there was so much sperm! 
 
    And he kept cumming and cumming.  
 
    And that was the point. He wasn’t just leaking, like a normal prostate massage would cause, he was spurting, in orgasm, and that wasn’t quite normal. 
 
    Yes, it could happen, but it wasn’t likely, and certainly not after a simple finger for less than a minute. 
 
    Rod collapsed on the table. His legs simply gave way and he laid his upper body down, right in his slime, and breathed hard. 
 
    “Oh…wow!” 
 
    Dr. Evers gently removed her finger. 
 
    He groaned the whole time, even grinding his hips a little on the table. 
 
    In the corner, Jean was on her feet, string in shock. She had never seen so much cum in her life! 
 
    And the doctor frowned, then hid her frown and put on a professional face. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what was wrong, but everything seems to be working now.” 
 
    Rod regained control of his body. His legs were still trembling, but he stood up. He looked at his front, all cum stained. 
 
    The doctor handed him a towel and he wiped himself off, then started wiping the table off. Then got down on his knees and started wiping the floor. 
 
    “No need for that, Rod. I’ve got nurses who clean the room after every exam.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    He was dazed. The force of the cum, the fact that it had happened at all. He straightened up, but was still on his knees. He looked up at the doctor and Jean. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    And there was something submissive, and endearing, about the way he knelt before them.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Wow! That was amazing.” 
 
    Rod said nothing, just held to the wheel and guided his car through the streets. 
 
    “I mean, you just kept cumming and cumming. I’ve never seen so much sperm in my life.” 
 
    “Yeah,” whispered Rod. 
 
    Jean was sitting in the passenger seat, marveling at what had happened. She didn’t notice that Rod was a little withdrawn. 
 
    “Well, I’d ask if you wanted to make love, but right about now you’re probably pretty empty.” Then she glanced at him, and glanced at him again. “Is there something wrong?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. And I already know all your secrets, so talk.” 
 
    “It’s just…I can’t go to the doctor whenever I need to get off.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! We broke the dam! You’re fixed. Don’t even worry about it.” 
 
    But he was worried. Once he had survived through anal sex. And he had grown, very quickly, to love it. Was that going to be a problem? 
 
    At home they went about their business.  
 
    She still had her apartment, but she had pretty much moved in with him. Once he had told her his big secret it seemed that there was nothing more stopping him, so…why not? 
 
    Except now they had another problem. 
 
    She was used to being screwed every day. She gave him a day off because of what happened at the doctor’s but then she wanted him. She woke up, rolled over, and went to work on his dingus. 
 
    She stroked, she played with his testicles, she got down and fellated him with gusto. 
 
    He didn’t cum with her ministrations, but she wasn’t thinking about that now. She was just glad that he had resumed his state of hardness, and she rolled over on top of him. 
 
    He groaned, it felt so good, and she went for a nice, long ride. A ride with several orgasms. 
 
    But when she rolled off he hadn’t squirted. 
 
    “It’s too soon after the doctors,” she smiled. “Don’t worry. We’ve broken the jinx. 
 
    But he was worried. 
 
    And the next day he was worried more. And more. 
 
    The days passed, and Jean was in heaven. She was having world class orgasms, orgasms that shook her from the roots of her hairs to the tips of her painted toes. Incredible. 
 
    But she knew Rod was having a hard time. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Why don’t I stick a finger up you?”
That was tough for Rod. But easy. 
 
    Tough because he was reminded of his time bending over in prison. 
 
    Easy because…all he had to do was bend over. 
 
    So he bent over. 
 
    She got some gloves and greased him up. She tried to make it happy. She slapped his ass and stroked his dong. 
 
    Rod liked it right from the get go.  
 
    Jean stuck her finger up, wiggled it for a while, figured out where the prostate was, and pressed on it. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She took her time, stroked him, tried to get him off, but…nothing. 
 
    “Use two fingers,” he said. He was shivering a little, but the orgasm was still avoiding him. 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I’ll go to three.” 
 
    So she did. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Disappointed, she pulled her fingers out of his ass. 
 
    Rod straightened up, went into the bathroom to wipe, and was supremely dejected. 
 
    “I thought that would do it,” he complained. 
 
    “I thought so, too.” 
 
    They sat on the edge of the bed, looking down. 
 
    “It’s harder than ever. And it’s dripping. Why didn’t it squirt?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    They took a day off, Rod was actually too sad and they wanted him to recover, but on the day after they screwed again, and Jean had four orgasms, and Rod had…none. 
 
    Day by day they screwed. 
 
    Day by day Jean was made supremely happy. 
 
    And day by day Rod grew more irritated, more frustrated, and his balls got harder and harder and his dick dripped more and more. 
 
    Finally, after a month, Rod called the doctor again. 
 
    Ostensibly to get checked out, to see if there was something  they had missed. 
 
    But in his heart of hearts Rod wanted her finger up his ass. He wanted relief. 
 
    And he got it. 
 
     
 
    The doctor pulled her finger out of him. 
 
    Rod had cum so hard that he was crying little tears. 
 
    Jean was in a state of shock. A month of her hard work had just been taken by the doctor. 
 
    “How come you can make him cum, and I can’t?” 
 
    Doctor Evers shook her head. “I don’t know.” She deposited her latex gloves in a trash can and sat on a swivel chair. 
 
    “We’ve got to do something,” said Rod, wiping his goo over his front, off the table, and finally getting down on his knees. 
 
    Dr. Evers was deep in thought. 
 
    Jean noticed how Rod was on his knees again, and something warm ignited in her. God, she loved it when he was like that. 
 
    Rod struggled to his feet, and she wanted to go push him back down, put him in that submissive posture again. 
 
    Yet she controlled her fantasies. 
 
    “I think you should see a psychiatrist.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s simply not a physical problem, and the fact that you ejaculate for me, and not for Jean…I think you should see a psychiatrist. 
 
    Rod, of course, didn’t want to. And maybe he wouldn’t have, except that Jean wanted him to. 
 
    Yes, she enjoyed her daily ravaging, but she saw how it bothered Rod, and she wanted to help him. 
 
    So under her encouragement, they made the appointment. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Jan Porter had a small office in a medical building. Third floor, a single room, and a view of the woods behind the building. 
 
    She had a tiny waiting room, and Rod and Jean waited, and she opened the door and welcomed them. 
 
    “Have a seat. Would you like some tea? Coffee?” 
 
    No and no. Jean wanted to get down to business, and Rod wanted to run screaming down the street. 
 
    After a short talk, which was more like orientation than anything else, Dr. Porter got down to business.  
 
    “I’ve read Dr. Evers’ medical report, but why don’t you tell me, in your own words, what is happening with you.” 
 
    “Uh,” said Rod, totally lost. 
 
    Jean slipped right into girl chat. “Rod can’t cum. He stays hard, I think you call it priapic, but when it comes to cumming, ejaculation, he just can’t do it.” 
 
    Dr. Porter wasn’t bothered by Jean taking over, she could see who was the dominant one in this relationship. She just glanced at Rod and gathered observations and information. 
 
    “I see that Dr. Evers was using anal stimulation. Tell me about that.” 
 
    “Well, she was checking Rod out, and she did an anal exam and he started cumming.” 
 
    “Just from the anal stimulation?” 
 
    “That’s it. He just started cumming. Came all over the place.” 
 
    Rod was looking down now. The situation had gone from terrible to embarrassingly terrible. 
 
    “Rod, Jean’s been doing the talking. Can you tell me what happened when Dr. Evers stimulated you?” 
 
    Rod thought he didn’t want to talk. He thought he wanted to hide, but now that he had the opportunity, he became quite honest. 
 
    “Uh, it feels good.” 
 
    “Yes? And does it not feel good when Jean puts her finger up your backside?” 
 
    He looked up at her. He was conflicted, he was red in the face, and what was worse, his dick was hard as a rhino’s horn in his pants. 
 
    “It does.” 
 
    “So what’s the difference between Dr. Evers and Jean?” 
 
    “I, uh, don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you have any emotional connection with the doctor?” 
 
    “No!” He was surprised and spoke vehemently. 
 
    “But you have an emotional connection with Jean.” 
 
    “Of course I do!” He seemed agitated. 
 
    “So if you have an emotional connection you can’t cum.” 
 
    He blinked. “That’s weird.” 
 
    “Have you ever had an anal experience before?” 
 
    He wanted to talk, but he couldn’t. Jean chimed in, “During prison.” 
 
    Dr. Porter nodded, “And when was that, Rod?” 
 
    Rod looked up, as if hoping for a reprieve, then he sort of sunk into himself and began talking. 
 
    “I was in prison and I survived by selling my butt.” 
 
    “What were you in prison for?” 
 
    Rod explained about the courts and evidence and the situation surrounding his incarceration. 
 
    Then they got into the nitty gritty. 
 
    “So, over this four years, how many times did you have anal sex?” 
 
    That stopped Rod for a moment, then he did the math. “Probably three times a week, 52 weeks—call it fifty—four years…600 times. but I gave a lot of head, too.” 
 
    Dr. Porter waved a hand at that. “We’re not concerned with that at this time. Let’s focus on your anal experiences.” 
 
    Rod stared at the floor. 
 
    “Rod, look up at me, please.” 
 
    Rod did. 
 
    “We don’t sit in judgement concerning how a man chooses to survive.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” he dwindled off. 
 
    “All we’re concerned with is your survival right now. What you did, the patterns you created, the experiences you had, they must be undone and a new survival mode must be established. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Jean was watching Rod avidly, and she suddenly smiled. “Is it that simple?” 
 
    “That simple, and that difficult. How does one undo that which enables him to survive?” 
 
    “But, then, what if we can’t?” 
 
    “Then we look at alternatives.” 
 
    Jean nodded slowly, and Rod stared at the rug. 
 
      
 
    They met with the doctor once a week. She would have preferred more, but during the six days in between Rod and Jean had to make love,. they had to use the tools Dr. Porter gave them. 
 
    The first week they just made love and hoped that Rod simply knowing about his condition would help. It had been known to happen. 
 
    But, it didn’t work, and the second week they practiced role playing, Jean talking like a rough and tough convict, Rod rising up and taking charge, trying to change his thought patterns concerning sex. 
 
    And the third week they tried mental exercises, Rod focusing on visualizing cumming with Jean. 
 
    Week by week, they tried different things. 
 
    Every week they met with Dr Porter and went over their progress. 
 
    Or lack of it. 
 
    Six months, no joy, and Dr. Porter was  almost out of tools. 
 
    Rod and Jean sat in her office, dejected. Dr. Porter showed no expression. 
 
    “Okay, so nothing has worked, so far.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Well, there is one thing, I’ve avoided it thus far, there are dangers to it.” 
 
    “No more dangerous than what we’re going through,” muttered Rod. 
 
    Dr. Porter ignored his comment and said, “There is a method called ‘Reliving.’” 
 
    Rod cocked his head. Everything had failed, he hadn’t enjoyed the whole thing, but this…just the word, made him feel something. 
 
    “Reliving is where you duplicate the initial experience, live through it again.” 
 
    “What are the dangers?” 
 
    “That it won’t work, that it will cause other effects, less desirable effects.” The good doctor shrugged her shoulders very slightly. 
 
    “But what other options do we have,” stated Rod, which surprised Porter. Thus far he had been backing into everything, have reservations. But now he sounded, in a vague way, excited.  
 
    Porter thought: He wants to do this. “So let’s discuss what we need to do to relive the experience.” 
 
    Shortly, she could see the underlying excitement in the young man. 
 
     
 
    Rod lived in a house with a basement, and the basement had cement walls, very similar to a prison. 
 
    He painted the walls, using the exact same kind of paint prisons used. 
 
    He made a wall at the bottom of the stairs. The wall was made of bars, and the basement looked like a corridor. At the end of the corridor was a cell, and inside the cell was a perfect mock up of Rod’s prison cell. It had a small bookcase, a narrow bunk with a thin mattress, a radio, and a notebook and a short pencil. Too short to be used as a weapon. 
 
    For her part, Jean had to learn to walk and talk like a bully prisoner. 
 
    She bought clothes and made a couple of prison uniforms. She watched movies that had a certain degree of realism. She spent a lot of time going over prison lingo with Rod, and learning how to throw her weight around. 
 
    At one point she giggled and said, “This is sort of cool.” 
 
    He smiled a lopsided smile. “I suppose.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, you’re right. I just happen to be on the wrong side of it. It’s really sort of interesting to try and make you into a prison bully.” 
 
    “Really?” Her heart was pounding. “For me it’s sort of empowering. Girls don’t get to be bullies, at least not like this.” 
 
    “Girls are supposed to be meek and mild, bow down and submit.” 
 
    There was something funny in his voice when he spoke of this, and Jean stared at him. 
 
    “Are you okay with this?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.”  
 
    But he wasn’t, but what could he do about it? He was already doing everything he could. 
 
      
 
    When the ‘prison’ in the basement was complete they began role playing again. 
 
    Rod played the part of the bully, for a change. He was gentle, and careful, but he managed to raise his voice and ‘manhandle,’ gently, of course, Jean. 
 
    He ended up fucking her, but with a dick that wouldn’t cum. 
 
    Back to the old drawing board. 
 
    They tried him being on the bottom, her being the bully. 
 
    “Get down, bitch! Spread your legs! I said ‘MOVE!’” 
 
    It was exciting, and for a while Rod thought he would be able to cum, but in the end nothing happened. 
 
    They tried tying each other to the bunk. They tried light spanking, Jean wiggled her fingers endlessly in Rod’s ass, they tried everything. Nothing worked. 
 
    Dr. Porter didn’t show it, but she was at the end of her wits. She had nothing more to offer. 
 
    At one session she finally made the statement. “You might have to resign yourself to letting the doctor relieve you.” 
 
    Rod looked at her grimly. He didn’t want to hear that. He had been going to the doctor once every month and getting his relief. It was embarrassing, and he wanted it to end. 
 
    “So, what? I’m supposed to just live a life of frustration? Never being able to have normal sex?” 
 
    Porter pursed her lips and made the most interesting statement. “Maybe you were built to have anal sex.” 
 
    That simple statement, delivered out of frustration, swept through Rod like a hurricane. He showed nothing on the outside, but things were working on the inside. 
 
      
 
    Days passed. Rod gave Jean the loving of her life. All the role playing, the psychological drama, it made him hornier and hornier. 
 
    In his mind he was like a satyr, couldn’t do anything without thinking of sex.  
 
    His body mirrored that with his always hard peeny. 
 
    He spent his days dreading having to make love with Jean. He loved her, he loved to make love to her, but he ended up more frustrated than a monk in a whorehouse. 
 
    It was almost the end of the month, almost time for him to go to Dr. Evers to get his ‘relief.’ 
 
    He decided not to. 
 
    “Are you sure?” asked Jean. 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “But what’s going to happen?” 
 
    “I’ll get frustrated. I’ll get irritated. I might even get mean. But you just tie me down to the bunk if I get that way. Whatever happens, I’m tired of it. I mean, what’s the worst that could happen? My balls turn blue and fall off?” 
 
    “But, honey, I’m worried.” 
 
    He held her then. He hugged her, and he whispered into her neck. “I am, too, but we’ve done everything we could. Maybe it’s just time to let it alone. To let things play out.” 
 
    She nodded, her hands laced through his hair, and she worried. 
 
    Rod canceled the appointment with Dr. Evers. Then he called Dr. Porter and canceled her. 
 
    Then he sat back and waited for the night to come. 
 
      
 
    At first it was okay. He serviced Jean in the way to which she had become accustomed, and lived with his own thoughts. 
 
    She groaned and moaned and thrashed and fought underneath him, and he kept pumping, bringing her gain and again to the summation of their love. 
 
    But in his head he was turning vicious, and violent, and there was a part of him that cried in rage. 
 
    He had moments of surliness, and Jean noticed, but…what could she do? 
 
    She talked, and he listened, but he was at the end of his rope. 
 
      
 
    On a Saturday night he laid her down and made love to her. Eight times. It was midnight when she had had enough. 
 
    “No more,” she gasped, her soul wrung out, her body a broken, sweaty machine. 
 
    He lay next to her in the darkness. His cock pointing at the ceiling, his heart pointing towards hell. 
 
    She turned to him, rapped her arms around him, and was in eternal love. 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    She stared at him. His face had no expression. 
 
    He walked out of their bedroom. 
 
    Puzzled, and a bit alarmed, Jean followed him. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator door and stared at the innards of the beast. 
 
    Ketchup and mayo, milk and beer. 
 
    Fuck! he thought. 
 
    “Rod?” 
 
    Rod closed the door and went to the door leading to the basement. He opened it and walked down into the darkness. 
 
    Jean followed him, turned on the light, and descended the stairs. 
 
    Rod was like an automaton. He was on an enraged autopilot, understanding nothing, yet driven to the brink of the cliff and wondering what it would feel like to jump off. 
 
    “Rod?” she followed him down the fake corridor. 
 
    He turned into his cell. He stood in the middle of the room. His hands were fists and his face was crying. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Rod? What is it?” 
 
    He turned to her. “I’ve had enough. It’s over.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    His faltering words, the rigid way he held himself, Jean was getting scared. 
 
    He turned to the little table next to his bunk. On it lay the strap on. She had worn it and made him suck her dick, but that was as far as they had gone. 
 
    Now, Rod wanted to go further. 
 
    He held it out to her. “Put it on,” he rasped. “Put it on and take me. I can’t make love like a man, so maybe I should make love like a woman.” 
 
    Jean, puzzled, fearful, strapped the dildo on her hips. It stuck out, and he dropped to his knees. 
 
    Heat surged through her. He was in that submissive position again, and her pussy was dripping. 
 
    He took her in his mouth. He made slurping noises, crying as he did so. 
 
    Then he stood up and glared at her. 
 
    “Take me, you bitch! Let’s get it over with!” 
 
    He lay on the bunk, crying, his arms bent and his hands in fists. He spread his legs. 
 
    Jean didn’t know what to do. There was too much emotion here, his demands were too great. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder. “Didn’t you hear me? Give it to me! This is what I want!” 
 
    But was it? 
 
    Yet Jean knelt on the bunk between his legs. 
 
    He fumbled forward, got up on his hands and knees. 
 
    “Fuck me. If it’s the only way…then it’s the only way.” 
 
    She dipped forward, lowered her hips, then scooped up into his rectum. 
 
    The dildo entered easily. It slid into him and he gasped. He arched his back, and she began to drive into him. 
 
    His submission had excited here, his insistence had impelled her, and now she couldn’t say no. She couldn’t back out…this was what he wanted. 
 
    This was what he had, in his own demented way, been begging for. 
 
    This was how he survived in prison, and it had become his way of surviving in life. 
 
    Take it up the butt. 
 
    Bend over and enjoy it. 
 
    This was sex the way he liked it. 
 
    And this was sex the way Jean liked it. 
 
    She gripped his shoulders and pulled him back as she thrust forward. She sunk into him, scoring him deeply. 
 
    His hands made fists and he gripped the sheets. He pushed back. He was past the breaking point; he had broken, and this was what was at the bottom of the well. 
 
    She grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. 
 
    She reached under and grabbed his balls and twisted them. 
 
    And Rod began to cum.  
 
    And cum and cum. 
 
    Great, long jerks in which he emptied his balls and his soul. 
 
      
 
    When he was done he collapsed, and Jean collapsed on him. 
 
    They lay, him on the bottom, her with her prick still deeply embedded in him. 
 
    And he was happy. 
 
    “Honey,” said Jean. “I can’t do this to you every night.” 
 
    He nodded. “It’s okay. I have to build up some juice. I have to reach a breaking point.” 
 
     
 
    An hour later they got up. They showered, and they smiled giddily at each other, and they kissed passionately. She soaped his cock, and it was limp. Empty. 
 
    “Is it okay? Us making love this way?” 
 
    She smiled. “You fuck me for a month, and I’ll fuck you once a month. I think that’s a deal.” 
 
    She frowned. “Why can you cum that way And not the regular way?” 
 
    “I just got used to taking love that way.” 
 
    “Love? From convicts?” 
 
    “Convicts are people, too. They are desperate people, and when they fuck it is a desperate kind of love.” 
 
    She thought about that, and realized he was right. 
 
    She asked, “Do you think you’ll ever be able to cum the regular way?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’ll keep trying. Every time I fuck you and can’t cum, I’m trying. My dick keeps getting harder because I’m trying. After all, at the heart of it all…I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
    They smiled at each other and kissed again. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Wonderful story, if I do say so myself. 
 
    Paul is caught cheating…and his wife hatches the perfect revenge.  
 
    Or so she thinks. 
 
    I really love ideas like the game at the end. It is so ludicrous, but it is a deep reaching fantasy. You would be surprised at how men tell me this is their fantasy. 
 
    And I know it is, and will be…until it happens. 
 
    Then fantasy and reality collide and men are left licking their wounds. 
 
    Or, as in this story…they are left licking something else. 
 
    Incidentally, there is another story I wrote some time ago that is similar to this one. It is called ‘Feminized by Gangsters.’ Make sure you like this one, first, though. Stories like this aren’t for everybody…only for special people with special fantasies. 
 
    Now…STAY HORNY 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Jen picked up the laundry basket and walked through the house. She was whistling, she was happy. Her husband was Paul Hopper, the up and coming lawyer. He had paid his dues, he was about to crack a big case, and they were on the verge of the big time. 
 
    Heck, when he busted this case he might even run for office! She’d love it if he was elected to office. That would start the gravy train to Washington. They would be rich, they would be feted, they would be elite! 
 
    And she knew the case was coming to a close.  
 
    They were so damned close! 
 
    Jen opened the door to the garage and stepped down. She put the laundry basket on the driver and opened up the top of the washer. She plucked out clothes, pants, shirts, underwear, the bra and panties she had worn the night before, a bit semen soiled, but that only made her grin and think again of how passionate they had gotten. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    She reached to the shelf beside the laundry and picked up a bag of soap pods. 
 
    Oh, crap. The bag was empty! 
 
    And she had to get the clothes done today! There wasn’t going to be any time later in the week. 
 
    She sighed, left the laundry for later, and headed back into the house. She grabbed her keys and purse and returned to the garage. in a moment the garage door was open and she was pushing her bicycle out to the street. 
 
    Sure, she could take her car, but why bother when she could get a little exercise, tone her thighs, stay trim for her hunky hubby? Besides, the store was only a half a dozen blocks over. It was probably faster for her to take the bicycle. 
 
    The day was beautiful, built for biking, and she put her ball cap on, dragged her hair into a pony tail and pushed it through the back of the cap. She smiled. She was a good looking woman. Slender with nice ta tas, her face even with full lips and light blue eyes. 
 
    She threw a leg over the saddle and popped up on the bicycle. 
 
    Down the street she went, pedaling faster and faster. Three blocks north, then left. Three blocks down the street to the big super market. She would lock the bike, saunter in and out, and— 
 
    She blinked and stared. 
 
    Just ahead of her a car had turned onto the street. It was a black Acura, late model, Paul’s car. 
 
    She grinned and raised her hand and pedaled furiously. 
 
    Traffic was normal, which meant slightly heavy, and she should be able to catch up to him. 
 
    She wondered what he was doing out on the streets. He had that big case going on, and he should be preparing subpoenas and interviewing witnesses and…and the car turned the corner right in front of her. She was about to shout, but stopped. A brunette was sitting in the passenger seat. 
 
    Jen almost stopped. A brunette? Then she smiled a sickly smile. It had to be a secretary or something. Or maybe even a witness. That’s it, he was taking a witness somewhere. 
 
    But she didn’t slow down. She was pedaling pretty fast, and when she reached the corner  she could see Paul’s car down the block, stopped at a light. 
 
    She stayed in the bike lane and held her head down. She didn’t want him to see her face. She wanted to find out who…who was with him. 
 
    The light turned and he accelerated. 
 
    Jen made the light just barely, would have lost him, but he was stopped by the next light. 
 
    She slowed down, got behind another bicyclist and kept her face down. 
 
    Another light, and another. 
 
    Normally, she knew Paul would be cursing. He hated traffic lights. He had even gotten ahold of the city engineers and tried to get the timing on. the lights changed. 
 
    But as she pulled up to the fender of his car at one light she saw the profile of his handsome face. He was looking towards his passenger and laughing. 
 
    His passenger leaned over and said something to him and they were both laughing. 
 
    the light changed, and she saw that she was in no danger of being spotted. He was too much into the woman. Whoever she was. 
 
    Now Jen was seething. Her husband was cheating! 
 
    Why else would he be out driving around? Why else would be be laughing and chatting up some sweet, young thing? 
 
    He turned into a big parking lot next to a hotel, and she felt her heart breaking. 
 
    Why else would he take a girl to a hotel in the middle of the day? 
 
    There was a small shed for the parking attendant. It was closed this time of day, and she pulled her bicycle up and peered around the corner. 
 
    Paul parked his car and got out. The woman hung on his arm and they walked into the hotel. 
 
    Jen was more and more sure. He was cheating. But she still needed more proof. She needed physical evidence, not just her feelings. 
 
    The hotel was ten stories high and built in an L shape. She could see Paul and the woman walk through the lobby and stand in front of the elevator. 
 
    They didn’t need to stop at the front desk because he must already have a key.  
 
    Bastard! she thought. 
 
    She pushed her bicycle between the shed and the next building, then ran across the parking lot. 
 
    She entered the lobby, and Paul didn’t even look at her. He just kept talking to the woman, who Jen could see was really attractive. 
 
    She had brunette hair down to her shoulders and a figure that was a knock out. She was turned slightly, and Jen could see her massive breasts. 
 
    The kind of tits that men leave their wives for, Jen thought bitterly. 
 
    She hurried across the lobby to the stairs. She managed to be behind a potted bush when the elevator opened and Paul and Miss Home Wrecker stepped onto it. 
 
    They turned, and even then he might have seen her. But he was too engrossed in the woman. 
 
    Jen ran up the stairs two at a time. She reached the first floor, cracked the door to the hallway and looked down the corridor. 
 
    The elevator passed that floor. 
 
    She ran to the second floor. 
 
    The elevator passed that one. 
 
    Floor to floor, all the way to the top. She was late on the tenth floor, but the elevator was closing, and Paul and the woman weren’t visible, so she ran down the hallway, a full sprint, and peered around the corner. 
 
    Down the hall, the last room on the right, Paul was just holding the door for the woman. The woman slid a hand along his cheek when she entered. Then Paul entered and the door was closed. 
 
    Jen turned, her back to the wall, and sagged. She knew…but…she had to know more! 
 
    Suddenly, she bolted back the way she came. She entered the stairwell, but instead of going back down she went up. She went through the door that led to the roof, and ran to the edge of the roof. 
 
    She stood at the parapet and stared at the room her husband had entered. 
 
    The drapes were open, and she could see motion in the room. 
 
    The woman was sitting on a bed.  
 
    Paul opened a can of Coke and poured a little whiskey into it from one of those small bottles hotels stock the mini fridges with. He handed the woman the can and sat down next to her. 
 
    On the bed. 
 
    Jen’s heart was pounding and breaking at the same time. 
 
    Her husband. She loved him with all her soul, and he had done this to her. 
 
    In the room her husband was on his feet again. Walking back and forth. The woman stood up and faced him. 
 
    Then the woman reached out and hugged him. 
 
    Paul held her for a long moment, then he looked out the window. 
 
    He was too far away to see Jen, but it felt like she was looking straight at him. 
 
    He let got of the woman. He walked to the side of the big window and pulled the drapes closed. 
 
    Jen turned and sat on the roof and held her face in her hands. She cried, sobbed, couldn’t stop. 
 
    Her husband. How could he? 
 
      
 
    Jen did what any sane woman would do after finding out that her husband was dipping the wick in another woman. Jen went and bought soap pods. 
 
    She still had laundry to do. 
 
    And, she had a lot of thinking to do. 
 
    She had a cheating husband, and what was she going to do about that? 
 
    She retrieved her bicycle which, fortunately, hadn’t been stolen, and pedaled back to the supermarket. 
 
    She walked in and out, barely thinking, stunned, not really aware of what was goin on around her. 
 
    She pedaled home, obeying all traffic laws, not trying to beat nay cars, not thinking of exercising, just pedaling, and thinking. 
 
    And she was blank. 
 
    She put her bicycle in the garage and walked to the washer. She place a pod in the machine and started it, then she walked into the house. 
 
    The sound of the machine a dull rumble, she took down the bourbon. She filled a glass with ice and poured in half bourbon, then some Coke. 
 
    Paul liked bourbon and Coke. Her not so much, but she needed something strong right then. 
 
    She walked out to the patio and sat down. She was dull, broken, unaware. She sat and figuratively cried in her beer. 
 
    “Hey ho!” 
 
    It was Sally, her bestie. 
 
    “Out here,” she mumbled. 
 
    Sally didn’t hear her, but she saw her. she came through the sliding door and sat down next to her. “Oh, ho! One of those days, is it?” 
 
    Jen’s response was to break into tears and throw herself at her friend. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Sally sipping her own bourbon and Coke, Jen told her of what she had seen. 
 
    “So Paul is a cheater,” mused Sally, her voice not kind. 
 
    “I never thought, of all the people…” Jen cried. 
 
    “Men are men,” muttered Sally. “They can’t resist a skirt.” 
 
    “Or a big pair of boobs,” added Jen bitterly. 
 
    “Hunh! Big tits.” Sally turned to Jen. “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve got to do something. He’s really hurt me, and…I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    Sally nodded. “I understand, and I’ve got a suggestion.” 
 
    “What?” Jen looked at her friend through red eyes. 
 
    “Get back at him.” 
 
    “How? Do what? I’m not about to go screwing men just to get back at the big idiot.” 
 
    “There’s lots of other ways to get revenge.” 
 
    “Revenge,” snorted Jen. “It sounds so petty.” 
 
    “At least it did until now,” agreed Sally. “But I’ve got an idea, it’s a bit crazy, but it will teach Paul a lesson he’ll never forget.” 
 
    “A lesson?” 
 
    “Honey, guaranteed, when we’re through with him he’s never going to want to cheat again. Ever. He will be a broken man, begging for forgiveness. Then, if you want to take him back, it’ll be up to you. Believe me, you won’t be the victim here, he will, and you’ll hold all the cards. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Normally, Jen would never have entertained such a notion as revenge. But this wasn’t normal. She was hurt, and she wasn’t thinking straight, and she leaned forward and listened as Sally put forth her idea. 
 
      
 
    Paul got home that night and was in high spirits. “Hey, honey! Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m in the bedroom.” 
 
    She was sitting at her vanity and working on her eyes. Still, she couldn’t hide the red squiggles in them. 
 
    He entered the bedroom, kissed the top of her head, gave her a hug from the rear, then sat down on the bed to change his shoes. 
 
    “Man, what a day. I had a blast.” 
 
    “On that big case you’re working on?” She controlled herself. She didn’t sniff or tear up. It helped that she was a little drunk, 
 
    “Yeah. Man. What a blast. I can’t tell you about it, of course, but…things are breaking open.” 
 
    She thought: Yeah, with your little Miss Tenth Floor Honey. Balling her all afternoon long, then coming home and acting all normal. 
 
    “So how was your day?” 
 
    That was the moment she almost broke down, but she managed to hold it together. 
 
    “Oh, nothing much, just did the laundry, took a bicycle ride.” 
 
    Saw a cheater cheat and think he got away with it. 
 
    “Well, great. Say, are you feeling all right?” 
 
    She faced him, her eyes bright and shiny. But red. 
 
    “I think I’ve got some sort of a bug. Maybe allergies. Do my eyes look red?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. they do. Do you need to take something? Should I head to the pharmacy for you?” 
 
    “No, no. I talked to the doctor. He said as long as it’s just a little redness in the eyes I should just ride it out. He even told me what to buy over the counter. I just took it.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Do you want me to order dinner or anything?” 
 
    “Actually, I just want to lay down for a while. The doctor said I might feel a little bit drowsy. You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    “You’re going to be sleeping?” 
 
    “Yeah. I just want to sleep a bit.” 
 
    “Well, I do have a client I need to see. Would you mind if I caught a little dinner and met with the client?” 
 
    Client. Right. Miss Brunette Hubby Fucker. 
 
    “No, that would be fine.” 
 
    He smiled. “You can call me if you need anything.” 
 
    “I just need a little extra rest. I’ll be okay by the weekend.” 
 
    “Excellent. That’s my girl.” He smiled broadly.  
 
    Paul finished changing clothes, and was shortly heading out. Dinner, and his second tryst of the day. Bastard! 
 
      
 
    After Paul left Jen called Sally. Not long after that Sally came by in her Jeep. She picked up Jen and they drove to the hotel where Paul was meeting with the girl. 
 
    From the street they could see the lights were on in the bedroom on the tenth floor. 
 
    They trotted up the stairs, their cell phones at the ready. They arrived on the roof and peered over the edge, but the lights were now obscured by the heavy drapes. 
 
    They stood on the roof and waited, watched, and talked. 
 
    “I talked to some people. They said they are willing to help.” 
 
    Jen nodded.  
 
    “There’s going to be a big party. Lots of people to see Paul’s undoing.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “If you can get Paul through the back door, I’ll take care of his girlfriend.” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful.” 
 
    Jen was staring fixedly at the drawn drapes. 
 
    Paul was in there, pushing his pecker into that woman. Kissing her. Feeling those big tits. 
 
    Why did he do that? What had driven him to cheat? 
 
    But for some things there aren’t any real good answers. 
 
    Maybe he was unhappy, maybe she wasn’t sexually adventurous enough for him, maybe it was a personality flaw, but whatever it was, she was going to fix him good. 
 
    With that in mind, she and Sally headed downstairs. 
 
      
 
    Later that evening Sally called a number. “I found her. I can get her to you, but I’ll need a little help.” 
 
    The man on the other end of the line listened, and spoke, and plans were made. 
 
      
 
    It was two days to the weekend, and Sally arranged everything. This thing was going to happen, and she talked to people, arranged everything, and by the time the weekend rolled around she was ready. 
 
    For those two days Jen had pretended to be suffering allergies. She had ‘slept’ a lot, had avoided Paul, and managed to avoid being intimate with him. 
 
    Paul was understanding. He waited on her hand and foot, as much as he was able, but he kept having to go out, to spend long hours on the job, and…and she knew what he was doing. He was spending time with his new girlfriend at the hotel. 
 
    But, Saturday arrived, Paul worked until the late afternoon, then was off. When he arrived home Jen had good news for him. 
 
    “Honey, I’m better.” 
 
    “Great!” 
 
    “And I really want to go out tonight. Do you mind?” 
 
    “Actually, I’m okay with that. I’ve been working all week long. It’s time to go out and have a little fun.” 
 
    They were in the kitchen, and he stepped up and grabbed her and smooched her. 
 
    For a second Jen thought she had gone crazy. The room whirled, and she was dizzy, then she realized that she had actually gone out of her body. Her mind had shut down. She had been kissed by the man who she thought she loved, but who had turned out to be a cheater. 
 
    It was surrealistic. It was other worldly. It was bizarre. 
 
    And, in a strange twist, it was enjoyable. 
 
    Not feel good enjoyable, but being a person living a lie enjoyable. 
 
    She was getting away with fooling him. If she had thought about what she was doing, right then, she might have realized a few things, and even called the night off. 
 
    After all, to think she was getting away with secrets was like being a cheater. It was heady. It was…removed from reality. 
 
    But she didn’t think, and the kiss ended, and Paul actually had the temerity to tilt his groin, with its hardened pole, into her groin. 
 
    A moment of lust, but as if with a total stranger. 
 
    And she liked it. 
 
    And, in an odd way, it made her hot. 
 
    Fuck him, she thought gleefully. Fuck him. 
 
    They got ready to go out. Paul undressed, showered, and began dressing. 
 
    Jen was watching him, and because she now had secret thoughts, she was breathless. She was a voyeur. She was a person peeping as if into the mind of her stranger husband, but was really manifesting her own peeping self. 
 
    So bizarre. 
 
    But…so horny. 
 
    Suddenly she wanted to fuck him. 
 
    She had her bra and panties on and was working on her face, and she wanted to go over and pull his boxers down and suck on his cock. 
 
    She wanted to grab his balls and pull on them till he screamed. 
 
    Screamed out his love for her. 
 
    Yet she didn’t move. She just gasped, felt an orgasm lurching in her crotch, and finished her face. 
 
    “You look beautiful tonight,” he said, as they walked out to his car. 
 
    He had his arm around her, and he had no idea of how contorted her mind was, how unbalanced her thinking was. 
 
    And how would he know? She had secrets, and they were tilting her thoughts, and…there was no way he could know. 
 
    They stepped into the car and he backed out and drove down the road. 
 
    “So where is this new club you heard about? And where did you hear about it? I thought you were sick all week.” 
 
    “Just because I was feeling under the weather doesn’t mean I didn’t talk to my girl friends. Sally told me about it. In fact, she might be there tonight. 
 
    “And what kind of a club is it?” 
 
    “Well, it’s a new idea, sort of a floor show, a little audience participation, that sort of thing.” 
 
    He chuckled. “You’d better not try to get me singing up there.” 
 
    “But, honey, you’ve got a wonderful voice.” 
 
    “Only in the shower. “But maybe we could get you to do a dance.” 
 
    “Actually, I was planning on something like that.” 
 
    “You were?” 
 
    “I was, but I need a little help.” 
 
    “Help with what?” 
 
    “Just escort me in the back door.” 
 
    “That’s all?” 
 
    The lights from the dash were illuminating his face. He seemed relaxed and happy. 
 
    “They have a little construction going on, so if you could just walk me into the back…” 
 
    “I see no problem with that.” 
 
    She couldn’t help herself. She leaned forward and kissed him. Like being kissed by a stranger. Her heart holding in her secret. Still, she didn’t equate her feeling of unfaithfulness with her own behavior. He was the cheater, dammit! 
 
      
 
    They headed up Santa Monica Blvd. 
 
    They passed through various city districts, the car running smoothly, and Jen’s heart beating like a centipede tap dancing. 
 
    She was looking extremely beautiful in the night, the passing lights flashing on her. She had chosen a low cut, body hugging dress. She was so excited her nipples were pushing the material out. 
 
    “Okay, it’s in that warehouse.” 
 
    “Wow. Doesn’t look too impressive.” 
 
    Jen didn’t argue. “It is sort of a dump. Not even any signs out, yet. It’s supposed to be better on the inside. Sally says they’ve been working for weeks, but…I don’t know. I suppose we could always leave if it turns out to be a junkyard.” 
 
    “Well, whatever. We’re here now.” 
 
    “And I did promise to perform.” 
 
    Paul showed his white teeth. “Can’t wait to see you on stage.” 
 
    They parked in a lot off an alley in the rear, and there weren’t many people. 
 
    “It’s still pretty early,” explained Jen. “But I have to be there early. You can sit around, have a drink, while you’re waiting.”  
 
    They walked up some stairs to a back door and were let in by a big bouncer kind of guy. The guy looked around, made sure it was only them, then ushered them in. 
 
    Paul could smell whiskey and marijuana, but such things didn’t bother him. He was a straight arrow, and he wasn’t interested in other people’s habits. 
 
    Sally came rushing up to them out of the darkness. She hugged Jen and then Paul, and led them to the right side of the building. 
 
    “I can’t believe this,” she groused good-naturedly. “The swankiest opening night in history, and the place isn’t finished.” 
 
    Paul chuckled. “Sort of fun, though. We get to see what’s happening behind the scenes.” 
 
    “I’m glad you’re taking it so well. I guarantee, this thing is going to blow your mind.” 
 
    Jen asked in a whisper, “Did you visit that friend of your today?” 
 
    “I did, and she’s doing well. Not having any problems at all.” 
 
    “Wonderful.” 
 
    Jen smiled. 
 
      
 
    An hour before they met at the warehouse Sally had gone to the hotel. She walked into the lobby and took the escalator to the fourth floor. 
 
    It being Friday night there were a lot of people out, and nobody noticed her. 
 
    She smiled at a drunk couple who got on the elevator, then—realizing they were going up and not down—got off. 
 
    Everybody laughing. 
 
    On the tenth floor Sally walked down the carpeted hallway. She stepped up to the last room on the right and tapped on the door. 
 
    A moment, then: “Who’s there?” 
 
    “I’ve got a message from Paul Hopper.” 
 
    Sally and Jen had discussed it, had figured that this would be the best way to get to the girl in the room. 
 
    The chain rattled undone, the bolt slid back, and the door opened. 
 
    Her name was Marcy Hanover, and she was gorgeous. Her waist was tiny and that made her her boobs look even bigger than they were. 
 
    Her eyes were wide, round, and seemingly a little scared. 
 
    But Sally figured that was just the dewy look of innocence some bimbos put on. A look that cheating, lawyer husbands liked. 
 
    “Yes?” Her red lips were trembling. She was wearing a robe that hid none of her charms. 
 
    “Paul wants you to come with me.” 
 
    “Paul does?” 
 
    “Yes. He said to give you this.” 
 
    Sally handed Marcy a note. It was official stationary right from Paul’s office, easy enough for Jen to get. 
 
      
 
    Please go with this young lady. 
 
    I’ll explain when I see you. 
 
    Paul 
 
     
 
    Marcy read, looked up at Sally, and nodded. “Let me put something on.” 
 
    “Okay. But quickly. Paul didn’t explain all this to me, but he said it was urgent.” 
 
    “Do they know where I am?” 
 
    Sally had no idea what Marcy meant, but she went with it. “I don’t know. But we’ve got to leave.” 
 
    Marcy was ready in two minutes. She swapped the gown for a dress that looked almost like a gown, stepped into some high heels, and was ready. 
 
    Sally led the way down the hallway. 
 
    Down the elevator and into the lobby. 
 
    Marcy was looking left and right and seemed a little apprehensive, so, again, Sally made the most of it. 
 
    “This way. Keep your head down.” 
 
    It was the right thing to say, and Sally got Marcy out of the hotel and into a van. As Marcy stepped into the van a hand reached forward and a handkerchief was placed over her mouth. 
 
    She gasped, struggled, but the chloroform worked quickly. 
 
    “Got her?” asked Sally. 
 
    “No prob,” grunted a large man in a dark suit. 
 
    “Okay. Keep her under.” 
 
    “Just drive, lady.” 
 
    Sally drove. 
 
      
 
    At the club Paul was led down a short hallway. There was no lighting, and he placed his feet carefully. Then a hand reached forward, around his head, and a handkerchief was pulled tight against his face. 
 
    He struggled, smelled the odor of nail polish remover and wondered…wondered…and was asleep. 
 
     
 
    Paul didn’t sleep long, but his kidnappers didn’t need long. He grunted and jerked, and couldn’t figure out where he was, or what was holding him so tightly. 
 
    He tried harder to move. 
 
    “Take it easy, fellow. Hey, some light over here?” 
 
    It was gloomy  and Paul stared straight ahead. 
 
    He couldn’t move his head, it was clamped in place. He breathed, and somebody shoved something into his mouth. 
 
    It was a tube sort of gag. The thing had leather straps and the straps were fastened behind his head. His mouth was now effectively kept open at all times. He could only grunt and make unintelligible mumbles. 
 
    Then the lights went on. 
 
    Paul blinked and couldn’t see for a few moments, but slowly shapes took form and he could see what had happened. 
 
    He was encased in what felt like a suit of ancient armor, like a knight, but the suit was made out of a grid work of iron poles. His legs were in the legs of the ‘suit,’ his arms were tied down by his sides; it felt like they were handcuffed at his waist. 
 
    “Umphgrrmmm!” he yelled, but the tube in his mouth made it difficult to talk. 
 
    Suddenly the whole contraption lurched forward, and Paul realized there were wheels on the bottom of the thing. 
 
    He also realized that he was naked! 
 
    He yelled again, but he was ignored. The two, no there were three people, working on him chatted as if he wasn’t even there. 
 
    “Ummphrrrrotto?” 
 
    “Hey, fella, take it easy,” said the man working the motors that were moving him around. 
 
    “Let’s check the bend,” said someone behind the framework..  
 
    A motor whirred and the structure actually folded at the groin. The top half bent forward and Paul was bent until his dick was pointing down and his butt was jutting up.  
 
    “Perfect. Back up we go.” 
 
    WHIRRRR! And he straightened up. 
 
    They turned the thing then, and Paul saw that he was not alone. He was in a small area, but next to him was another frame, with another person in it. 
 
    It was a woman, and she was excited and laughing. She was naked and getting into the thing all by herself. 
 
    “UHHHGRoooo!” 
 
    “There were people behind a small railing just behind the framework things, and they made quips endlessly. 
 
    “Hey! Look at that guy’s dick!” 
 
    “I’d like to be in a bozo suit behind that girl. See her tits?” 
 
    “That guy’s too short. He’s going to be bent over all the time.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes were wide open, the whites showing, and he kept trying to talk. Trying to move, however, was useless.  
 
    The metal body suit moved around, and whichever way it went he had to go along for the ride. 
 
    “Okay, check bay one. Let’s do a test.” 
 
    A man holding a control box pressed buttons and the metal suit turned to the right. In the next area a woman was in a similar metal suit. She had a dick, and Paul didn’t understand for a second, then he realized she was wearing a strap on. 
 
    He tried to look around, but his head was positioned and trapped so he could only look forward. 
 
    “Okay, bend Bozo one.” 
 
    A whir, and Paul was again bent over. 
 
    “Hold it, the head isn’t rising. Give me a second.” The man did something to a motor built into the waist of the suit. He stood back. “Okay. Try again.” 
 
    The suit went the rest of the way down, but the head rose up. Pauls’ upper body was bent over, but his head was raised so he look in front of him. 
 
    “Back up.” 
 
    Paul rose again. 
 
    “Bozo two check.” 
 
    The woman in the suit next to him bent forward, her head raised up, and…Paul realized who it was! 
 
    It was Marcy! Her eyes were wide with fear. Her breasts were exposed, and she bent over easily. 
 
    “Uhjjjiuuu!” she yelled. 
 
    She recognized him. 
 
    He recognized her. 
 
    They couldn’t speak. 
 
    “Okay, check connections for Bozo two.” 
 
    Motors spun and Paul bent forward. Marcy rolled towards him, and her dick was on mouth level! 
 
    Paul tried to scream, but her plastic peter filled the tube in his mouth and tickled the back of his throat. 
 
    “Excellent. Perfect fit. Change them up.” 
 
    Marcy backed off, the penis slid out of Paul’s mouth and Marcy’s suit spun and bent over.  
 
    Paul was straightened up and his suit moved forward. His penis was lined up with her pussy. 
 
    “Hold on. They haven’t been lubed.” 
 
    The woman who had been working on them stepped forward. She had a big jar of lubricant. She smushed the goop Marcy’s pussy She rubbed the goo around and Marcy moaned. The woman was moving gently, and it couldn’t help but feel good. 
 
    Then she came around and grabbed Paul’s dong. She put gobs and gobs of the lubricant on his rod. “Don’t worry, big boy. We’ll take regular breaks and keep you juiced up. 
 
    Paul tried to talk, tried to explain that he wasn’t supposed to be there, but she just smiled and went to his backside. 
 
    Paul jerked as she inserted a finger and started rimming him. 
 
    That was the tough moment. He didn’t want to be there, but her finger, then fingers, sure felt good. After a moment he couldn’t help but groan with the pleasure. 
 
    “Pretty nice, eh?” 
 
    Then she moved past Marcy into a third bay and began greasing up Bozo three. 
 
    “Okay, check rear connections.” 
 
    Paul panicked as the suit moved forward again. His dick went right into Marcy’s mouth. 
 
    It felt wonderful. Marcy was wide-eyed and terrified, but she had the sense to open and not bite. 
 
    Paul was pulled back. 
 
    “Check Bozo two rear connection.” 
 
    Marcy was straightened up, then her suit whirled her around and bent over. 
 
    Paul went forward, and his penis went right into Marcy’s hole. 
 
    Marcy grunted and moaned. Paul felt the heaven of her juicy snatch engulfing him, he thought he would faint with the wonderful feeling, then she was backed away and his penis popped out. 
 
    “Okay. Bozo one and two are aligned. Let’s check two and three.” 
 
    Paul watched as Marcy and the next machine went through the bend over and insert process. Then he was alone. It was relatively silent, except…he heard people talking. No. Groups of people. Voices…behind him, or at least behind the barricade that had been behind him. 
 
    Oh, crap! he thought. They’re filling the building! 
 
    He stood in the suit, not able to speak to anybody. Just standing and full of fear. 
 
    It didn’t seem like anybody was going to hurt him, in fact, it felt like they were being concerned with him getting hurt. But he had no control over the situation! 
 
    Then he began wondering about Jen. Where was she? What had they done to her? She had been close to him, and then… 
 
    He heard people talking in the distance, ‘Checking Bozo four and five. Then five and six. 
 
    So he must be in something called a ‘Bozo’ suit. And it controlled his sex, make him bend over and take it, or straight up and give it. 
 
    But who was doing the controlling? 
 
    The sound of ‘Checking Bozo nine and ten’ came to him. They were getting close, and he realized they must have gone around the room. 
 
    A few minutes later he heard ‘Checking Bozo twelve and one!’ 
 
    His suit whirled and bent and something was inserted into him. A dick. Oh, fuck! 
 
    But he was so greasy with lube that it slipped into him easily. And, horror of horrors…it felt good! 
 
    Then it pulled out and all was silent. 
 
    He stood there, waiting, and there was a movement off to the side. 
 
    Somebody was approaching, and they stepped in front of him. 
 
    “Hello, Paul.” 
 
    It was Marcy!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Ohmmmytr!” Paul said, tears coming down his cheeks. 
 
    “How do you like your Bozo Suit. That’s what these little things are called. 
 
    Paul stared at her. He loved her, but she was smirking at him. 
 
    “I know they’ve already checked your connections, so you know what they do, what they’re for.” 
 
    “Iii?” 
 
    “Why? Because I know about your little love honey down in the hotel.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes went wide. 
 
    “That’s right. I saw you, and followed you. Spending hours a day with that…that tramp! How could you do that to me? I love you more than life itself, and you cheat on me. What kind of a husband does that?” 
 
    Paul tried to waggle his head, but the Bozo Suit prevented that. 
 
    “So, now you’re going to pay the piper. The people who run this thing, they thought it was hilarious what I wanted to do. They didn’t even charge me. They just said they’d hook you up and teach you a lesson. So, are you ready for the ride of your life, my dear hubby?” 
 
    Paul tried to talk, to explain, but his mouth wouldn’t make the sounds, and Jen wasn’t in a listening mood, anyway. 
 
    “They’re going to start pretty soon. I think I’ll go up to the stands and get a beer. This is gonna be better than baseball.” 
 
    “Oiiiytbbbuuj! Iuuytrghdfghjk!” 
 
    She just laughed and turned away. 
 
    Then Paul was alone. Alone with his thoughts. Alone, and knowing that he had been betrayed in the worst possible way. 
 
    Tears flowed and he slumped in the suit. 
 
    But there was nothing he could do. 
 
      
 
    The sound of the crowd grew. Loud voices shouting. Voices selling beer, and peanuts, and other sundries. 
 
    Occasional foot stomps. 
 
    The bleachers must be right above him. 
 
    He tried to look up, but could see nothing. 
 
    Then the suit lurched. Connections clicked and the Bozo suit rolled! 
 
    It turned to the right, away from Marcy, and rolled about ten feet, then turned into a hallway. Behind him Bozo Suit twelve turned in behind him. 
 
    He was trundled up a short ramp and a wide, black door swung open. He burst into the light of a large arena. Around the floor other Bozo suits were coming out of similar halls. 
 
    Twelve Bozo Suits. 
 
    Twelve people about to be bent over and…used. 
 
    For a minute the Bozo Suits were scurrying everywhere. They would run up to the rail between the arena and the crowd and stop suddenly. 
 
    Paul was lurched back and forth, but no fucking was committed, not yet. 
 
    Then the machines all assembled in the center of the area and stopped. They were in a circle looking out at the audience. 
 
    Paul stared at the people who were whooping it up and cheering for their favorite Bozo Suit. They were oblivious idiots, and Paul hated them all. Making a spectacle of him for their entertainment. 
 
    Then he saw the small box with twelve men sitting in it. Correction, ten men and two women. They were all smiling and holding control boxes. 
 
    The men were all dressed in black, and they looked like…Paul’s mind stuttered to a stop…they were gangsters! 
 
    These were some of the very people he had been working to get into jail! And he was in their hands! 
 
    He felt faint then, and he wondered where Marcy was. Because she was a prime witness and they had been looking for her! 
 
    And now they had her! 
 
    And Paul’s only hope was that nobody recognized them. 
 
    Fat chance. 
 
    The loudspeaker bellowed out: “Ladies and Gents! Welcome! Welcome to the Bozo Butt Driving Game!” 
 
    Paul studied the people in the audience. Drunken louts with buxom babes. The lowest of the low. Common louts out to see the most vulgar of entertainment. Cock fights. Live porn. Or, in this case, people forced to fuck against their will. 
 
    The announcer continued, “For those who haven’t seen these wonderful machines, we will now have a demonstration!” 
 
    Paul’s machine lurched into action. It made a quick circle on the arena floor, then stopped 
 
    On the other side of the arena Marcy’s machine vroomed into motion. It made circles, ended up behind Paul, and Paul’s machine bent at the waist. 
 
    Paul’s ass rose up and the crowd roared its approval, then Marcy’s machine shot forward and impaled him. Marcy’s dildo shot into him and he jerked and groaned. 
 
    The crowd rose up and started stomping their feet. 
 
    Then Marcy’s Bozo Butt machine began moving forward and back a couple of inches at a time. The plastic penis kept slamming into Paul. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he yelped. But it sounded like “Oohffuuuu!” 
 
    The crowd laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    Then Bozo Butt three roared out of the pack and went to Paul’s front. Bozo Butt three was a guy—the machine alternated male and female—and Paul gaped as a big weeny shot towards him. It entered the tube in his mouth and he was forced to give head. 
 
    The crowd was stamping their feet, screaming to the ceiling. 
 
    “The point system is as follows…” 
 
    The machines kept ramming into Paul as the number of points individual actions could bring. Finally, the machines backed off, and Paul lay in his suit and gasped. then the machine unbent at the waist and he was stood up. 
 
    That was the moment he saw the gangsters in the box laughing at him. They pointed their fingers and slapped their thighs and were having a wonderful, old time. 
 
    Oh, crap, he thought. They recognize me! 
 
    Then he realized they must have known who he was before they had him put in the infernal body armor thing. 
 
    And that meant they had recognized Marcy. 
 
    The announcer was finishing up his explanation. “So you see, if you make a contestant cum, points will be doubled.” 
 
    The crowd was silent now. They understood, and bets were quietly being taken up. 
 
    The gangsters sitting in the box were now huddled together. Every once in a while one would raise his head and grin at Paul or Marcy. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, gents. You have ten minutes to make your bets. The floor is open should you wish to examine the machines, or talk to the contestants.” 
 
    Paul stood quietly, thinking madly, and coming up with nothing. 
 
    People sauntered across the floor. Men in suits and ladies in gowns. Some of them tried to talk to Paul or Marcy, but neither Paul nor Marcy could speak. Marcy didnt’ have a tube in her throat, but she had been sprayed with something that paralyzed her vocal cords. 
 
    Jen stood outside the immediate ring of people and waved a pinkie at Paul and laughed. 
 
    Bets, bets, bets and more bets. 
 
    And the buzzer went off. 
 
    “Betting is over, please leave the arena floor. The game starts in one minute…” 
 
    Another buzzer.  
 
    “The game starts in 50 seconds…” 
 
    Another buzzer.  
 
    “The game starts in 40 seconds…” 
 
    Down to ten seconds, then Paul heard the final countdown. 
 
    “Five…four…three…two…one…GO!” 
 
    The machines moved, and insanity exploded. 
 
    The noise of the crowd was truly deafening. 
 
    Machines whirled around the arena. Machines bent over. Dicks and dildos were inserted, and people in the Bozo Butt machines yelled as they were diddled. 
 
    While the other ten machines circled and squared off and vied for the advantage, Paul and Marcy simply rolled from machine to machine and gave up the advantage. They were bent over and plugged again and again, and the crowd quickly saw they were losers and laughed at them. 
 
    The gangsters, Paul glimpsed them every once in a while, were bent over with laughter, and their strategy was obvious. They were going to fuck Paul and Marcy to the end. Then, if they were still standing, they would be taken out, given cement overshoes, and dropped into the bay. 
 
    Paul groaned, and watched, when he could, the points on a large board. 
 
    Amazingly, he and Marcy were high scorers. Even though they got half the points, they were getting plugged so much they were accumulating more points. 
 
    And, it didn’t help that Marcy was having orgasms. Orgasms doubled points, and being plugged was having its effect. 
 
    Orgasm after orgasm, and the points were racked up. 
 
    There was some sort of halftime, Paul was in a daze by now and just hung in his Bozo suit and breathed. He couldn’t see Marcy, but he knew she must be having a terrible time. Then the contest continued. 
 
    The crowd had realized that the simple strategy of making Paul and Marcy victims had worked, and they started cheering, and bets were shouted with Paul or Marcy, Bozo Butt one or two, as the projected winners. 
 
    Then the gangsters changed their strategy. Maybe to allow the other Bozo machines to catch up and excite the betting, they began having Paul and Marcy penetrate each other. 
 
    Bozo Butt one and Bozo Butt two faced each other. One would bend and the other would thrust. Then the other would bend and the other would thrust. 
 
    Again and again. Taking turns impaling. 
 
    The gangsters cheering. 
 
    A glimpse of Jen laughing. 
 
    The look on Marcy’s face, and Paul…Paul saw Marcy’s face. 
 
    She was dazed, but…but when he went forward she opened her mouth, or bent over and took it doggystyle, and…she was enjoying it. 
 
    Of course. She was a victim to everybody else, but Paul was her attorney. He had been helping her. His was the only really friendly face in the place for her. And the only friendly dick. 
 
    The other contestants were just fucking and having a good time. They had volunteered for this. But Paul…and her…they only had each other. 
 
    And he realized that hers was the only friendly face for him, and the only friendly pussy. 
 
    Something in him calmed. 
 
    The machines roared and bent and plugged, and he suddenly enjoyed the wonderful feeling of her pussy, or her mouth. 
 
    And when he managed to see her face he could see what he thought was a look of relief on her face. 
 
    She was not just being fucked by strangers, but being loved by somebody who she knew, and who she knew cared for her. 
 
    After all, hadn’t Paul come to her hotel room night after night, day after day, and conducted himself like an honorable man? 
 
    Hadn’t he watched TV and played cards and just talked with her? 
 
    Hadn’t he watched over her with no concern for himself? 
 
    Hadn’t he kept himself from trying to take advantage of her position? 
 
    He had been a gentleman, and kind, and now…now he was the only dick she wanted in her. 
 
    Paul felt the connection. He felt her pussy giving a twitch, a  contraction, a movement of encouragement. 
 
    Not just to mechanically fuck, but to find a point of care and concern, of love, in this universe. 
 
    And Paul finally had an orgasm. A deep, wrenching explosion that stupefied him and made him wonder at the cosmos. 
 
    But Paul cumming wasn’t int he gangster’s plans. Seeing him lurch, seeing hsi white seed squirt, Paul and Marcy were disengaged. Then the game hit the final quarter. 
 
    Everybody, all the machines, were fucking all the machines, striving for an advantage. Trying for a final cum. Trying to eke out the last point on the scoreboard on the wall. 
 
    Paul was now more aware. And he watched as his dick entered somebody, or a dick was entered into him, and he wished for Marcy. 
 
    Not Jen, who had betrayed him, she was gone from his thoughts.  
 
    But for Marcy. Marcy who wanted only him in this last moment of ultimate chaos. 
 
    Then, just as the cock on the wall counted down the final seconds, a big boom was heard. 
 
    The gangsters all looked around. This wasn’t part of the program. 
 
    Then screams were heard. 
 
    People began pouring onto the arena floor, running in the path of the Bozo Butt machines, getting knocked over, trampled, screaming. 
 
    Paul’s machine spun in circles, then came to a stop. A few yards from him Marcy’s machine came to a stop. 
 
    Then the police could be seen, swarming down the bleachers, pushing the crowd ahead of them, herding them into the arena. 
 
    Then the police were arresting people. They seemed to have an endless supply of the plastic wrist restraints, and people were cuffed and pushed out one of the exits. Doubtless to a waiting line of paddy wagons. 
 
    Finally, the floor was empty, and the police began opening the Bozo Butt machines. 
 
    They arrested the people and took them away, but when they came to Paul they stopped. 
 
    “Hey, Lieutenant, we got something different here!” 
 
    A tall police Lieutenant came up and examined Paul. He saw that Paul was locked in, and that he had a weird tube thing in his mouth. Paul nodded towards Marcy, and the police gathered around her. 
 
    Paul was released, and he and Marcy stood together, under blankets, and told their story. 
 
    Fortunately, the cops knew Paul had been one of the attorneys working to bring the gangsters to justice, and he was not arrested, and when Marcy was figured out to be a major witness…well, let it be said there was some major celebrating in city hall that night. 
 
    Finally, Paul and Marcy were escorted out of the arena. Most of the people who had come to watch the Bozo Butt games were gone to the hoosegow. The gangsters, however, were still there, and amongst them was…Marcy. 
 
    “Paul!” she yelled. “Help me! Hey! Get your hands off me! That’s my husband! He’s in charge of this…leggo! LET GO OF ME!” 
 
    The cops didn’t let go, however. They simply trundled Jen off to a waiting wagon. 
 
    Paul and Marcy sat in the back of a police car. They held each other. 
 
    “Thank you,” said Marcy. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I could feel it…all through that…you were there for me.” 
 
    She cuddled closer to him. 
 
    Paul just smiled and held her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    The Gangsters were all given hefty prison sentences. They were all charged with such things as kidnapping, false imprisonment, and a lot of other crimes. They would be rotting in jail for the rest of their lives. 
 
    Jen’s role in the affair was discovered. False imprisonment. Kidnapping. Not a lot of other things, but those charges would still do. 
 
    Over the months Jen called Paul endlessly, until he changed his phone number. 
 
    Sally’s role was discovered; it was revealed that she had deliberately aided the gangsters in finding the location of Marcy, and she was charged with conspiracy, obstructing justice, kidnapping, and a lot of other things.  
 
    Paul didn’t bother to come to Jen’s sentencing, where she received a couple of ten year sentences…to be served successively. 
 
    Paul was a hero, but of the bittersweet variety. He was video-ed in the Bozo Games, which the press had ended up calling ‘The Bend Over Games,’ and the video ruined his reputation. He eventually quit working as an attorney completely. 
 
    But, that was okay. Marcy was by his side, and he married her. 
 
    Then he moved to Mexico, where the laws are more forgiving, and became an investor in a new sport. This sport used Bozo Butt machines, but was more of the volunteer variety, and there were lots of volunteers. Male and female, there was no end to the people who wanted to ride around in the metal suits and fuck each other. 
 
    Currently, Paul is a billionaire living in Cancun in a massive villa. 
 
    The gorgeous Marcy is by his side. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I hope you liked these little tales. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
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    21 steamy five star stories in each book! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
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    Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady! 
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    The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him! 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Here is the first part of… 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
    Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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