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He was Feminized

for his Grandmother!

It was only forced feminization

until he learned to love it!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“You’re going to inherit a hundred million dollars.”

Todd was standing in the front room facing his mother. His mouth opened, his eyes fluttered, and he fell backwards to sit on the couch.

“A hundred million dollars.”

Martha Ash was sitting calmly, watching him, gauging the effect of her words.

“I don’t understand.”

“My mother, your grandmother, has a hundred million dollars, and she wants to leave it to you.”

“A hundred million…” His eyes were glassy and his mind was thinking about all the video games he could buy. He could spend the rest of his life playing games. No bills to worry about, nobody could bug him. His arm muscles tensed just thinking of all the joysticks he could work.

Martha gauged her son’s response. He was stunned, yes, but…she frowned.

Truth, Todd was a lightweight. A snowflake. All he wanted to do was play video games with his friends and sound like Beavis and Butthead. He was a slender boy just out of high school with no plans. He had no girlfriends, he slept late and played games till the wee hours.

“Why me?” he blurted, his mind started to function.

Martha explained, “If she leaves it to me the government will get it. But if she sets up a trust she can leave it to you and you’ll actually keep most of it. She’s assuming, I presume,” her voice was drier than a cactus, “That you will see to my welfare.”

“Well, of course!” And he thought, I’ll give her an allowance, just like she gave me. So small she has to beg….like me!

“But…” Martha eyed him, “there is a problem.”

“What kind of a problem?” Todd looked at his mother suspiciously. Just like her to give him something, then take it away.

“Mother always wanted another daughter.”

“Another? But what’s wrong with you?”

“Another reason she doesn’t really wish to leave anything to me. I was the bad seed. I talked back. I ran away from home. I did what I wanted to do. That was abhorrent to her.”

Todd frowned. “So she wants a daughter that does what she wants. So what?”

“So she wants you to be that daughter.”

Todd’s mouth dropped so far open his tonsils waggled. “What?” he squeaked.

Martha was drinking a beer. She considered her son sourly. She knew he was weak, but so what? He had to get that money, and he had to give her most of it. She would give him an allowance, of course. Not a big one, he might have to beg money from her, but…that was a son’s duty. Give his mother money. Support his mother.

“So I have decided that you will be the daughter that Mother wants.”

Todd shook his head. Sure, he wanted a hundred million dollars, but not if he had to kiss somebody’s patootie to get it. A guy had principles, you know. “I’m not somebody daughter. I’m not a girl!”

“You will be,” Martha stated, giving him a gimlet eye.

“No, I won’t.”

“Yes, you will!”

Todd stood up and glared at his mother. “This is some weird trick of yours!”

Martha stood up and faced her son. She was five foot ten. In her misspent youth she had used drugs, but once she had gotten pregnant and given birth all of that went away. She dedicated herself to living right. She had become a Cross Fit trainer. She did parkour. She studied the martial arts and had become a cop.

Todd was only five foot four. He ate Weakies (Wheaties) for breakfast, with Coke instead of milk. His arms  resembled noodles and he couldn’t do a squat if his life depended on it. He lived on soda and chips and never left the couch. He had no plans and, as stated, he just wanted to play video games.

Martha said, “I’ve let you have your head all this time because I’ve been busy, because when I was young I was like you, but now I see the error of my ways. I see that you need a strong hand and discipline. You need to learn to follow instructions. So I’m giving you some instructions right now: you will be a girl.”

Todd huffed up his skinny chest and sneered. “You and what army, bitch!”

Martha eyes narrowed and she lifted her right hand. “This army.”

Todd started to walk past her. “What? You must be fucked up if you think…”

Martha grabbed his left arm, her fingers circling his upper arm easily. She spun him around and sat down, pulling him across her lap.

“This is the end of the free ride,” she said, pulled his pants down.

Todd struggled, tried to get free, but she was too strong.

“This is the start of your discipline!” She pulled his BVDs down. His cock flopped out and fell between her legs. She felt it, knew what it was, and clamped her thighs closed. He was firmly caught; he couldn’t get out unless he ripped his cock off!

Martha’s right hand descended. It was not a lady’s gentle hand, it was a weight lifter’s hand, it was used to grabbing the tops of fences so she could vault over and run the race faster than the guy next to her. It was powered by Popeye forearms and biceps that could curl a hundred pounds.

SMACK!

“OWWWWW!”

“You will do what I say!”

SMACK!

“STOP!”

“If I say you will wear dresses and nail polish…”

SMACK!

“OW!” Tears were coming out of his soft eyes.

“Then you will do so!”

SMACK!

“LEAVE ME ALONE!”

“Do you understand me?”

“I’m calling the cops!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I am a cop!”

When she was done Todd was sobbing. His long hair was in his face and his legs were kicking, but the worst thing was that he was having a reaction. His penis was hard between her legs, and this seemed like a grotesque betrayal.

How dare you. you…weenie!

She stood up and he flew off her lap. He would have fallen except that she held his arm up. She held his arm up and dragged him upstairs to her room. She pushed him on the bed and said, “I bought you clothes so you can learn. In a couple of weeks, when I think you have learned enough to be a dutiful and loving daughter, then I will send you to Mother’s and she will love her new granddaughter.”

There were several bags on the bed on the pillows. She reached into one and tossed him a pair of panties.

“What is this!” he cried.

“Put them on.”

“I don’t want to!”

“Would you like to see what this army has to say about it?” She held up her left hand.

Sniffling, sobbing, feeling ten times sorry for himself, Todd reached down and pulled at his underwear. They had almost fallen off, were wrapped around one leg.

The underwear came loose and he dropped them on the floor. He looked at the panties. They were pink, just a string of material in the rear, a little pouch on the front.

“I bought those special for you, dear.” She stood over him with crossed arms. She was looking at his still stiff cock. It wasn’t a very big penis. Just five inches long, if that. And his balls were about half the size of normal men’s balls.

He pulled the panties up tight and his dick and balls fit into the pouch.

She threw him a bra.

He stared at it in horror. “You’ve got to be kidding!”

“Put it on. Here are the breast forms. I’m sure Mother will want you to have implants, so get used to having breasts.”

Aghast, now trembling with shock, Todd figured out how to put the bra on, then slid the breast forms into the cups. With his slender body his tits looked enormous. They even had big nipples on them!

Martha nodded. “Very good. I should have done this a long time ago. Your body is slender, like a girl’s. You needed boobs. Put this on.”

She tossed him a blouse.

He buttoned it up and protested, “The buttons are backwards!”

“Girls shirts have buttons on the other side. Here’s your skirt.”

He looked at the dress. Oddly, it was a dress with two legs.

“It’s actually a culotte. I figured that would look better on you for the time being.”

“Mom, I really don’t want to do this!” His lip was trembling and more tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Yeah. And you really don’t want a hundred million dollars.”

“I don’t! Not if I have to look like this!”

She growled, “Put the culotte on. Here are your shoes.”

The shoes were three inch, cork mules.

Sniffling, he pulled the culotte up. Then he put his feet into the sandals. “Where’s the shoelaces?”

“Mules are like high heeled zories. It will help you learn to walk like a young girl.”

He stood in the sandals and stared at his feet. He had to bend over a bit, which pooched his butt out, to see over his big breasts.

His feet needed washing and his toes were ugly. His toenails needed trimming and…they were ugly.

Fine with him. Maybe his mother would realize how stupid this was. But she didn’t.

“We’ll get rid of your body hair tomorrow, and we’ll paint your nails. Heck, you’ll paint your nails. You need to learn how to be a pretty girl.”

“Mom…”

She ignored the tears dribbling down his cheeks.

“Now then, sit on my vanity and we’ll work on your hair.”

Todd, like many young gamers, wore his hair long. It was as long as a girl’s, but it was scraggly and unkempt.

Martha stood behind him and brushed at the locks. “What a tangle!” she exclaimed. “One more thing for tomorrow. We need to shampoo and condition your hair. Maybe give you some highlights. How would you like some light streaks in your bangs?”

“Bangs?”

She explained how hair was combed down in front and trimmed over the eyes.

As she talked he stared at the mirror on her vanity. Precisely, he stared at himself. He watched as she brushed, trimmed, and shaped.

When she was done his hair hung down to his neck and looked exactly like a girl’s.

“Mom…this is child abuse.”

“You can run away any time you want. But before you do…what would you like to do with your share of a hundred million dollars?”

He didn’t want to talk, but she kept pestering him, and finally he blurted. “I’d buy a super computer and load it with every game in the world!”

Surprisingly, she just nodded. She didn’t nag him, like she did when he pulled an all nighter on the video games and didn’t do his chores, she just nodded and said, “That sounds wonderful.”

His eyes squinted and he watched her carefully. He felt like he was Little Red Riding hood and he had just walked into grannies house.

Except that he didn’t like that analogy. Little Red Riding Hood was a girl.

“Do you still have an erection?”

He struggled to control his eyes.

She smiled. “I thought so. You’re one of those boys. No girlfriends. That will make this all easier.”

“What easier?”

She came around to the front of him and began curling his eyelashes and running eyeliner around his eyes. It made his eyes soft and even innocent.

“We really should have done this before,” said Martha, ignoring his question. Underneath the dirt and grime is a gentle soul. Now let’s practice walking and talking like a girl.”

The next week was terribly difficult for Todd.

On Monday, he got up and put on all his boy clothes. He walked down stairs defiantly.

Martha looked up from the breakfast table. Her eyes narrowed. “So you want to go that way, eh?”

“I’m not a girl!”

“You are definitely a girl, at least until you have inherited a hundred million dollars.”

“I don’t want a hundred million dollars!”

“Yes, you do!” Martha came out of her chair like a pit bull going to dinner. She tackled Todd around the waist and he fell over backwards.

Martha sat on him and started ripping clothes off.

Todd tried to fight, but she slapped his hands away and pulled on his shirt until the buttons all came off.

He tried to hit her and she grabbed his nipple and twisted it until he howled.

He tried to crawl away but she grabbed his pants and let him crawl out of them, then she ripped his tighty whiteys off.

“Stop it!” he yelled, suddenly embarrassed. Once again he had been revealed as having a boner.

Martha laughed and chased him up the stairs. “You say you don’t want to be a girl, but look at that sausage!”

Todd ran into his room and closed the door.

Martha hit the door like a fullback. The door blew open and Todd was tossed across the room.

“You can’t do this!”

“Sit on the bed and shut!”

He had no choice. He sat on the bed and sulked.

Martha stood over him, fists on her hips, actually breathing hard, and said, “What is wrong with you? It’s a hundred million dollars!”

“And when do I get it?”

“Your Grandmother is 85 years old. It could be any day now.”

“And it could be in twenty years.”

“So what? It’s a hundred million dollars.”

“But I can’t live like a man! I won’t be able to get girlfriends—“

“You don’t have any now.”

“I won’t be able to do things like a man!”

“And what manly things have you been doing lately?”

“Mom! You just don’t understand!”

He slumped and sobbed, and for a bare moment, maybe half the time it takes for an electron to circle an atom, Martha felt sorry. Then she gathered up all his male clothes and walked out of the room. As she left she tossed over her shoulder, “Okay. You don’t have to dress like a girl.”

He jumped up and ran after her. Naked, his erection plain to see. “Where are you going with my clothes?”

She ignored his question and continued down the stairs.

“Hey! Hey!”

She walked into the living room and tossed his clothes, underwear and shoes and everything, into the fireplace.

“Those are my clothes!”

She picked up a little tin can of lighter fluid off the mantle and squirted the liquid over his clothes.

He tried to get past her, but she just pushed him back. She threw a match into the fireplace and…WHOOSH! His clothes went up like fireworks on the fourth.

That was the moment he broke.

He had no clothes. He wouldn’t be able to leave the house. She was stronger and more aggressive than him. He stood in front of the roaring flames, felt the heat on his naked body, and his shoulders slumped.

Martha was waiting for this. As a former police officer she had seen enough perps give up. She stood back and folded her arms and smiled in victory.

Martha spent that day working on Todd. She slathered him with Nair and made him wait until he felt like a sun burn, then she pushed him into the shower.

She made him shampoo and condition his hair until it was quite clean.

He came out of the shower and she toweled him off.

Still he had that erection, and she wondered about that. Perhaps the physical wrestling around had excited him. And being forced to be naked in front of her might have something to do with it. But…she was putting him in girl clothes. Seemed like that was what was really causing his excitation.

Still, she was a good mother, and she loved him even if he did have a physical reaction.

Once he was out of the shower she handed him panties and bra.

Moving a bit lethargically, feeling a bit of shame, he pulled his panties up over his boner, put on his bra and breast forms.

He stood, looking quite pretty, his hair looked so nice and his body really was feminine.

“Okay, time to do your nails.”

He looked like he was going to object, but he didn’t. He just sat and stared as she prepped his nails.

“Not those!” he whispered as she glued long ovals onto his real nails.

She smiled, patted his cheek, and painted his nails a beautiful red.

When his nails were dry she rolled stockings up his legs and frowned.

His penis seemed to be getting harder, not softer.

“We’re going to have to do something about that.” She pointed at his groin with her chin.

“What? You want me to go jack off now?”

Without thinking she said, “Most boys would like to masturbate.”

He made a sound. He didn’t want to masturbate. He wanted to put on real clothes and play video games.

She handed him a real dress.

He stared at it, and she urged him into it.

“Come on, honey, you’ll like it once you get used to it.”

He put on the dress. It was a thin, beige material with two layers, one to his knees and one to the floor. The top had a panel that you could see through, and two thin straps. His skinny arms were completely visible. It had little fringes here and there and really was quite cute.

He stood and looked at it, and his erection poked the dress out.

Martha sighed. “I’ll get you something for that.”

“What? Gonna give me anti-viagra? You’re going to make me limp now?”

“Todd,” she asked in a low tone of voice. “If there’s anything you want to tell me, about your sexual, uh, leanings…anything…
He stared at her aghast, and his jaw dropped.

“This does not excite me!”

Yet the small but profound boner bulge in his dress made that a lie.

Martha handed him his mules. “Put these on.”

Todd slipped his feet into the cork heels and stood awkwardly. He wasn’t athletically inclined, anyway, and he looked like Goofy on roller skates. Every step he took his arms flailed and he struggled not to fall.

“Can’t I wear shoes with straps that will keep them on my feet?”

“It’s okay, honey. You’ll learn. Now sit down right here.” She put him at her vanity table again.

But he was overloaded now. “What?”

“We need to put some color in your cheeks.”

“Are you saying…make up?”

She blinked, a little surprised at his sudden resistance. “Every little girl needs a bit of make up.”

He tried to stand up, but she pushed his shoulders down and kept him in the chair.

She came around to the front and inspected him. He was very feminine looking. Yes, he needed real boobs instead of falsies, but his face actually looked soft and vulnerable under his soft and wavy hair. His body was slender and…and even sexy.

She knelt in front of him. “Honey, we have to do this. So what’s the big deal?”

He couldn’t verbalize. He was just too stunned. Make up was the ultimate girl thing. He just couldn’t!

He shook his head frantically.

Martha knew she was going to have to take this slower, talk him into it one bit of make up at a time. “Okay. You have a choice. I can wrestle you down, maybe even slap you around a bit, and you will wear make up. But if you let me just put a pale pink lipstick on your lips…almost the same color as your lips….

He stared at her, a frightened rabbit, and reason slowly percolated through his cranium.

Just a little bit.

“It’ll be like chapstick. You didn’t mind when I put that cherry chapstick on your lips that time we went to the beach, did you?”

He thought, the taste of cherry on his lips. His head jerked up and down.

“Excellent, honey. Here we go.”

She put her fingers on his cheeks and squeezed gently. His lips puckered out perfectly.

She frowned. He had good lips, but…maybe…she put the lipstick down and picked up an applicator.

“What’s that?”

“Just something to help your lips relax.”

He blinked. That made no sense.

She coated his lips.

“It will sting for a couple of minutes, then your lips will feel better. A lot better.”

His eyes went wide as his flesh felt the burn. After a minute the stinging sensation went away. His lips were noticeably fatter, and Martha smiled and painted his lips a nice pink color.

To her it was a pale pink.

To him it was like his lips were a neon sign.

He clapped his hands over his mouth.

She pulled his hand away. “Don’t mess your make up, honey.”

He sat there and tears started leaking out of his eyes again.

Martha knew she had pushed him over the edge, and she knew he had to relax.

“Would you like to go play video games for a while?”

He nodded and wiped his eyes.

“Very well. Why don’t you go down to the basement and play your games on the big screen.”

This was a big deal and Todd’s eyes opened a bit. He usually had to play on the crappy, little computer screen.

“Really?”

“Of course, honey. If you work with me then I’ll work with you. I’ll even bring you down a snack.”

Todd stood up and took a step, and almost fell. He looked down at his mules.

Martha sighed. “Okay, you may carry them downstairs, but you have to wear them while playing, and you must wear them when you come back upstairs.

With his first half hearted smile in a day, Todd took the mules in hand and dashed from the room.

Martha walked slowly from the room and headed for the computer room. She actually had an ulterior motive for letting Todd use the big screen for his gaming. She needed to get on the net and find a solution for his chest and his boner bulge.

The boner bump simply had to go it he was ever going to look like a real girl.

And his tits, while okay for normal clothes, were obvious as fakes in his pretty, little dress.

Downstairs, uncomfortable in his new dress, Todd sat on the couch. He put his feet in the mules, like he had promised his mother, and synched the computer with the big screen. The screen was 72 inches. Man! Life -sized sniping coming up!

Upstairs, Martha turned on the working computer and began searching. She typed in ‘How do you get rid of boner bump in a dress.’

She actually had no idea what search terms to use and typed in her request almost as a joke, definitely as a whim. She was stunned when Quora came up with over 20 answers. And below Quora were five pages of advice on how to hide an erection.

With a smile, she delved into the material.

A couple of hours later, solutions at hand and items ordered, Martha brought a platter of chips and dip down to Todd.

He was totally engrossed in shooting people and the screen was a pastiche of little red explosions as his digital bullets entered digital soldiers and criminals and—she blinked—innocent civilians and police!

She wondered if it was really healthy being a boy with all this violence.

Still, she had her own agenda, and she placed the chips and dip in front of him and smiled.

He moved his head to the side to see around her. His eyes were glazed and he had bit his lip enough so that his lipstick was half gone.

Fortunately, she was prepared, and she quickly painted his lips. As long as she didn’t block his view of the screen and his dying victims, he let her.

She straightened up and said, “Try not to bite your lips.”

“Unh,” he grunted, stuffing a grenade into the pants of a business man.

Martha retreated.

The dip she had prepared was very special. It was loaded with soy and tofu, both foods packed with isoflavones that imitated oestrogen. She had also added fennel seeds and a few other items.

She didn’t know if she could enhance his breasts this way, but it was a start. She simply had to do something about his boobs. She so didn’t want them to look fake.

She headed upstairs to do some more research. Halfway up the stairs she was unconsciously humming a little ditty: “A hundred million dollars. A hundred million dollars…”

When Martha’s mother had told her she wanted Todd to visit Martha had put her off. Then she had received word from Jimmy, her brother, that Mother wanted another daughter, and he had inadvertently let slip the fact that Gwen was looking for an heir.

So Martha had put her mother off for two weeks. Two weeks was plenty of time to transition her son, right?

And it was.

Of course it was difficult, too. There were so many little things to be taken care of to make a proper girl out of a boy.

The first week Martha worked on Todd’s clothes and getting him to wear make up.

It was difficult because Todd didn’t seem to care about a hundred million dollars. He just wanted to play video games.

But when Martha realized that she could use Todd’s obsession with video games as a carrot, everything got simpler.

By mid week she had gotten him a complete wardrobe, including underwear and nightgowns. She loved seeing him prance around the house.

By the end of the week she had convinced him to wear make up.

Again, she loved seeing him sitting at her table and putting his face on. He was positively adorable as he cleaned his face, prepared it, and added delicate colors. And when he rolled on his bright red lipstick Martha had almost had an orgasm.

Funny. Make up was old hat to her. But seeing her son put it on…that was downright exciting. She was glad she didn’t have a dick because she would have had a bad case of her own boner bump!

But the most exciting thing happened on Saturday. Saturday was when the chastity tube arrived.

“Todd?” Martha came down the stairs and was holding a small bag.

Todd, wearing a purple dress, short with a big bow on the side of a wide black belt, didn’t look up at her. He had just earned a bazooka and he was going down town with it. On the big screen TV people were terrorized and running from him. He moved the cross hairs around. Take out the police station? Shoot that tank? Hit that big ass twerker in the rump? He grinned. So many choices, so little time.

The screen went blank.

“What!” he looked up in shock. His mother was standing to the side, one finger on the power strip. She had just shut him down.

“I have something for you, Todd. After you put it on you can go back to your video games.”

“But…but…” But the truth was that Todd wasn’t resisting. As long as he got to play video games, it was sort of cool to prance around in a dress like a girl. It was actually giving him a king-size boner! “What?”

And, for the first time in his somewhat adult life Todd’s curiosity overcame his desire to blow up, shoot and stab people.

It was a close thing, he still wanted to shoot the big assed babe in the butt with a rocket launcher, but…but what had his mother gotten him now?

She took a little box out of the small bag and waggled it. “Something to cure your boner bump.”

Todd blinked. Man, his mother was sure obsessed on him getting boners while he was wearing a dress, but…he wondered what she had.

“What is it?”

“It’s your very own, first and official…” she opened the box and lifted a tube out. “chastity tube!”

Todd stared at the tube and the rings and the padlock. He had mixed feelings about locking up his cock.

Still, his mother hadn’t led him wrong, yet. The underwear was cool, the dresses were easy to lounge around in and gave him a sort of freedom, and he didn’t masturbate that often. And he certainly didn’t use his dick on girls. With all the video games he had to play he had no time for girls.

“Do I have to?” Yet he was curious.

“Absolutely.”

He sighed, looked at the big screen TV. “Can I play videos all afternoon.”

“Not a problem. Once you have your peeny under control…you can play all you want!”

Martha was actually quite curious. After all, people on the Internet said locking a cock up was quite exciting. Of course, she didn’t have a penis, but she was interested to see what effect the chastity tube would have on Todd.

By now Todd wasn’t embarrassed about his body. His mother had helped him get undressed, she kept talking about his cock, and…he sat up and pulled up his dress and pulled down his panties.

His cock, unfortunately, wasn’t too accommodating. It seemed to get even stiffer.

He could get the ring around his package, but the rube just didn’t want to go on. Even though he wasn’t big, when he was hard he could barely get the tube over the head of his cock.

“Sorry, mom.” And it looked like he really was sorry.

“Well, I hate to encourage perversion…but it looks like you’re going to have to masturbate.”

He looked down at his weenie. He hadn’t jacked off much, he just wasn’t into his cock. But if he had to he had to.

He began stroking himself and his mother watched avidly.

Then he noticed her and said, “Maybe I can do it better alone.”

In his mind he was wondering if maybe he should ask her to help.

“Oh, sorry, honey.” She mounted the steps and left him to his pleasures.

Todd stroked for a few minutes, but it just wasn’t going anywhere. Sighing in disgust, he was just sitting there, and he noticed one of the  glossy boxes that video games came in. He grinned, there was a picture of a girl on the cover.

He pulled up the video game, and when he chose his character…he chose a girl.

She had big, digital tits. A massive electronic ass. Lips that made Angelina Jolie’s look like pimples.

He started playing the video game with one hand on one joystick, and the other hand on the other joystick.

It was a game of golf, of all things, but by the time Todd reached the third hole his balls started to sing.

“Oh….yeah,” he grunted.

The girl with the ass and the tits and the lips swung, the ball sailed five hundred yards, plunked into the cup, and Todd arched his back and groaned. He felt the semen shoot up his shaft. He sprayed it all over the big screen TV, and sagged.

And his cock was now limp. It being rather smaller than small when limp, he tucked it into the chastity tube with no trouble. Click. He grinned, then looked at the big screen. The big assed, big titted, fat-lipped girl was in the middle of jumping up to celebrate, and a big glob of semen covered her whole face.


PART TWO

The last thing Martha said, before she put Todd on the plane, was “Make sure you take your pills.”

He looked at the vial in his hands. There was a big HRT on the label, but he had no clue what that was.

He looked up at his mother, “I still don’t understand what condition I have.”

“Gender Dysphoria,” she answered.

But he didn’t know what that was, either.

They were standing in the airport near the boarding gate and Todd was full en femme. He was wearing dull orange slacks and a sleeveless pull over. His breasts were looking pretty big on his thin body, but he didn’t care. His mother had given him permission to play video games on the plane, and wasn’t that what life was about?

So he boarded the plane, looking dainty and cute, and sat next to an old lady who kept looking at the screen of his laptop and watching him blow planes out of the air. 10 points if you blew up the plane with your shoes, 50 points if you used an RPG, and 100 points if you took it down with a laser light.

The old lady looked a little green by the time the flight was over, but she didn’t say anything to the pretty, little girl traveling to see her grandmother.

A limo was waiting at the airport, and a man in a grey uniform held up a sign, ‘TODD,’ at the exit gate.

The limo driver seemed a bit surprised when Todd identified himself, but he recovered and carried Todd’s bag out to the limousine.

Todd sat in the backseat and gazed out the window as the limo cruised through town and out to the country.

The limo pulled through a pair of staunch iron gates hinged to a massive stone wall. The wall stretched out to the sides and disappeared into the woods.

The drive from the gate wound around a low hill, into a valley, and then up a hill. The limo driver followed the road and ended up in front of a monster mansion. It was four stories tall, had a half a dozen chimneys, and a ton of pitched roofs and gables.

Todd got out of the car and stared at the huge edifice. Bricks and arborvitae. Tall windows sided by green shutters.

The limo driver, suitcases under arms, lead the way up the steps into the house.

“Your grandson, ma’am,” the limo driver announced to the old lady in the large living room. “I’ll put his luggage away.”

Todd stood at one end of a large room. Two couches faced each other over a rug held down by a coffee table. There were stand up lamps around the room, four big windows on one wall, a stairway that led upwards, desks, books shelves and a large chandelier.

But with all the furniture the room was so large it still looked a little under furnished.

“Todd!” Grandmother Gwen rose up from a Queen Ann chair where she had been doing needlepoint and crossed the room to where Todd stood.

At first she moved quickly, very spry for an old lady, then she slowed down, adjusted her glasses on her nose, and stared.

“But you’re a girl!”

“Hi, uh…Grandma.”

“Are you Todd?”

“I am.” he was nervous now. Something was wrong.

“But why are you dressed like a girl?”

“Uh…” what the fuck?

“Are you one of those people that identify with the opposite sex?”

“I…uh…”

“Well, no matter.” Grandma’s gait turned brisk again and she gave Todd a big hug. “I’ve worked for political parties for years, so that is fine with me.”

She kept her arm around Todd’s waist and walked him to a couch. “Have a seat, dear, and let’s talk.”

Todd sat for an hour, his back straight, his legs together, exactly the way Martha had schooled him, and talked with his grandmother.

She seemed a little confused, asked him what his favorite subject was in school, asked him if he did sports, and so on.

For his part, he was a little confused, too. He had never met her before, had nothing in common, and didn’t know what to say to her.

After an hour, however, the back door banged and Grandma said, “That must Lucy.” And she called out, “Lucy, dear! We’re in the living room.”

A moment later a slinky girl with purple hair and rings on all her fingers and tattoos showing on her neck entered the room. Her face was a bit pinched and her eyes a bit squinty.

“Lucy, this is Todd, your first cousin.”

Lucy blinked, but made it look natural, as if she wasn’t surprised by a girl with a guy’s name. “Hey,” she said.

“Todd, this is Lucy.”

Todd’s eyes narrowed a bit. His Uncle’s daughter, which meant she was his competition for a hundred million dollars. Well, she didn’t look much like a girl. She looked more like one of his gaming buddys with her tight black pants and the black sweat shirt that showed she didn’t have any tits at all.

“Hey,” he said.

“Now, children, it’s time for my afternoon nap. If you could go play I’ll see you for dinner.”

“Sure, Grandma,” said Lucy.

“Why don’t you show Todd his room?”

The elder lady smiled and got up. She was pretty spry for an old lady who her offspring wished would die.

Lucy took Todd to a room on the fourth floor.

“She puts us up here because she thinks kids like the view.”

Todd put his computer, which he had kept with himself, onto the bed and stared out the window.

It was a a great view, if you were into such things. He turned around and, “Hey! Hands off the merchandise.”

Lucy was opening his computer and she stared at him. This was the first time she had really heard his voice and her eyes widened. “You aren’t a girl!”

“No shit, Sherlock.”

Todd took possession of his laptop, sat on the bed against the wall and powered up.

“Why are you dressed up like a girl?”

Todd didn’t say anything. He wasn’t about to admit that his mother wanted a hundred million dollars.

Lucy waited, but when there was no response she asked “What do you do on the computer?”

“Games.”

“Really?”

She plopped onto his bed without being asked and watched him open up a shooter game. In a second they were watching as Todd began shooting innocent victims. Then she ran to her room and got her own computer. A minute later they were shooting each other.

Life at Grandma Gwen’s mansion was fun.

She called in a tutor, and that was a lot more fun than sitting in class and picking your nose.

They were allowed to play games whenever they wanted to, and the fridge was kept stocked with Coke and other soft drinks.

The only thing that was boring was when they had to sit down and eat dinner. Grandma didn’t care about breakfast and lunch, but she was a bug on everybody being on time and even presentable for dinner.

Still, it wasn’t bad. Except that she wanted to talk about old stuff, and she kept asking their opinions on currents events, and then there was the night she asked Todd if his chest was getting bigger.

He looked down at his boobs, and realized they were. “Wow,” he said.

The conversation sort of dwindled after that, Gwen realized that perhaps she shouldn’t be asking about such stuff, especially if the boy was transitioning. But when Lucy and Todd headed upstairs the real conversation started.

“Are you growing tits?”

“I don’t know. I guess so.”

“Lemme see!”

Todd stared at his chest a for a moment, then shrugged. He took off his dress and Lucy’s jaw dropped.

“What the fuck is that?”

“It’s called a chastity tube.”

“But what is it doing on your dingle?”

“It stops me from getting erections. Makes it so I don’t have a boner bump in a dress.”

“You’re kidding! You can’t have an erection?”

“Nope.”

“Doesn’t that drive you crazy?”

“Why would it?

Lucy stared at him some more, then asked, “So take out those falsies so I can see your tits.”

Todd took the forms out, which was a relief because it was getting pretty crowded in his bra. Then he took off the bra.

He had boobs. No doubt about it. And they were getting big.

Todd was naive. He didn’t understand about the pills he had been taking. Lucy, however, was more curious than an investigative reporter.

She reached out and touched his nipple. Todd shivered as pleasure shot through his chest.

She reached down and grabbed his balls. “Fuck, they’re pretty small.”

She got down and stared at his penis in the chastity tube.

“And your dick isn’t even trying to get hard.”

Really?” He shifted his boobs slightly and bent over. “That’s funny. It used to get hard all the time.”

“So are you taking medicine to do this transition?”

“Transition?” He sort of knew the word, but not really. “I don’t know. I’m taking some pills my mother gave me.

“Where are they?”

“On the sink in my bathroom.”

Lucy went in and looked at the pills and she knew what HRT meant, and she knew what such pills would do.

“Damn, dude, you this stuff is turning you into a girl.”

He said, “Yeah.”

“But don’t you care?”

“Not really. I mean, I used to. But. I don’t know.” He shrugged.

Lucy pulled her dark sweat shirt off. Her own chest was exposed.  It was flat with little golf ball sized bumps. She certainly didn’t need a bra.

“My dad wants me to be a girl, so he had me do exercises and he gave me something called testosterone.”

The two youngsters stared at each other.

“So you’re a girl trying to be a guy, and I’m a guy trying to be a girl.”

“Looks like.”

“Can I feel your tits?”

“Sure.”

Todd placed his hands on her chest. Her nipples were big. Bigger than his, and they were erect. He looked up at his cousin. “Maybe we should look on the internet?”

An hour later the two kids stopped looking at the internet and looked at each other.

“Wow,” said Lucy. “You’re going to have big knockers. How cool.”

“And you’re…you’re going to stay flat.”

“And your dick…”

“Yeah, my dick. So that’s why I’m not getting hard ons.”

“You want to stop taking the pills?”

Todd frowned. He had grown used to being a girl, even enjoyed being a girl. “I don’t know. I sort of like being all dressed up.”

“Hunh. Well, can we take off that chastity thing and look at your prick?”

“Sure. I mean, I’m not trying to get erect anymore, right?”

“Right.”

The chastity tube wasn’t an expensive one. It was made of plastic and the lock was small. The real question was getting the proper angle. Then they could cut the lock, or even the plastic.

“Does Grandma have cutting pliers?”

Neither Lucy nor Todd had seen anything that looked like tools, so they went on a hunt of the house. Floor by floor they searched for pliers, or tin snips, or even thick scissors, but they found nothing. They went out to the garage expecting to find something, but there was nothing there, either. Lucas, the limo driver must have some tools, but he stayed in the apartment over the garage and they didn’t want to mess with him.

They stood outside the garage and considered.

“No tools.”

“That’s rich people for you.”

“Yeah, they want something fixed they have somebody come in with tools. They don’t bother with fixing things themselves.”

They walked slowly back towards the house. By this time Todd actually wanted to get the tube off his cock. Not because he cared, but because he didn’t like to be stopped from doing something he wanted to do.

“Hey,” Lucy stopped.

“What?”

“Did we check the basement?”

“There’s no basement.”

But Lucy raised her hand and pointed. At ground level, below the raised floor level of the first floor, was a window.

“Holy crap!”

They walked around the house and discovered several other windows, and even a pair of doors that had been nailed shut.

“It’s got a basement, but there’s no way in.”

“Let’s check inside.”

They went through the first floor. They checked closets, pantries, everything, but there was no door to the basement.

“We’re going to have to go through one of the outer windows.

“You think Grandma’s going to mind?”

“Probably. She hid the basement, after all, so she must not want anybody to know about it.”

This was the big mystery, what did Grandma have under the house that she didn’t want anybody to know about?

“Dead bodies,” said Lucy.

“Locked up zombies,” offered Todd.

“Weapons.”

“Video games.”

They giggled.

The next day, when Grandma took her afternoon nap, they chose a window. It was behind some bushes and nobody would ever notice.

They lay on their bellies and wiped dirt off the window. They couldn’t see a thing. Lucy ran for a flashlight and shone it through the glass. There was too much reflection and too much darkness and they couldn’t see a thing.

“Well, looks like this is it.” Todd picked up a small rock and struck the glass. It broke and they looked in.

Nothing but shadows.

They cleaned the glass up, laid a couple of towels over the lip of the window and crawled in.

It was dark and dank in the basement, and the flashlight revealed stacks of crates. Many of the crates were empty, some had various things in them. Books, lamps, cooking implements, junk.

They moved slowly down the length of the basement.

“Look,” said Lucy. “There.”

On one side of the basement was a series of big, dark squares. Todd approached one. “It’s a door.”

They opened the door and looked inside. At the far end of the basement they saw a weird looking saw horse. It had a padded center plank, and platforms on the legs.

“What the fuck is that?”

“Get on it,” giggled Lucy.

Todd climbed up on it and grinned. “Do you think Grandma tied people to this and did things to them?”

“Probably. Let’s see what’s in the next room.”

The next room held a cross at the far end. It was made out of wood, and though it was dusty it looked pretty polished. There were chains at the ends of the cross.

“Wow! I think this is called a St Andrews Cross. It’s used for whipping people!”

“Really?”

When they were feeling their way out of the room Lucy’s hand hit a switch. She clicked it and yellow light filled the room.

“Holy fuck!” The walls were hung with whips and paddles, butt plugs and dildos.

They ran around the room playing ass tag with the butt plugs. After a while they headed for the next room. They turned on the lights and stared in amazement. On the floor was a V shaped saddle, and a dildo painting towards it.

“Look. You can screw yourself with this machine.”

“Or you can tie somebody up and screw them.”

Lucy looked at Todd with a twisted smile. “We’re going to have to try some of this stuff out.”

Todd considered her statement. He was a gamer, this was reality, and for the first time in his life he considered the fact that reality might be better than digital reality.

There were more rooms. Rooms with spanking machines. And cages. And all manner of devices.

And they found a pair of pliers.

“Try not to damage the chastity tube,” said Todd. “I might want to wear it again.”

Lucy mumbled agreement and snipped the padlock off.

“Wow,” said Todd, looking at his dick, free and unencumbered for the first time in months.

It was small. It had shrunk in the chastity tube, and probably because of the estrogen he had been taking. It was only two and a half inches.

Lucy held it in her hand. “Man, talk about a teeny weeny.”

“It does feel good,” said Todd.

Lucy started stroking the little thing. She couldn’t get a good grip on it, and she finally went to her knees and began sucking on it.

Todd was in heaven. He had never really gotten into playing with himself. He was too busy with video games. But with her hot mouth sucking on his cock, and even taking his balls into her mouth, he suddenly realized what he had been missing.

“Fuck! I can’t cum!” And the profound implications of sexual denial, and of what had been done to him, became obvious.

Lucy stood up, they were face to face, breathing hard, and she leaned forward.

The kiss wasn’t like video games at all. It was sweet, and hot, and Lucy knew how to use her tongue. In a short while she had him back against a wall and was humping his leg.

But, like his realization concerning the useless of his cock, she realized that she wasn’t going to cum that way. She needed a dick. She backed her mouth off and they stood there in the gloom and stared at each other.

“I think,” said Lucy, “that we’ve been deprived.”

“We can’t fuck.”

Shortly afterward, somewhat crushed as the reality of their situation became obvious to them, they climbed out of the basement. They dusted each other off, looked at the sun and Lucy said, “We’ve got to get ready for dinner.”

They entered the mansion and made their ways to their rooms.

Todd took a shower, then began getting dressed.

Lucy, wearing boy’s clothes, was a quick change, and she came in to watch him.

“Man, we got fucked.”

“And all because of our greedy parents.”

“Fuckers.”

Todd sat down at his vanity and made his face up.

“Are you gonna stay a girl?”

“I’m pretty used to it,” he said.

“Maybe I could be a girl, but…but I’m pretty pissed right now.

“So what do you want to do about it?”

And that was the moment the winds shifted.


PART THREE

“Hey Mom!”

Martha smiled at Todd. He was so pretty in his pink dress, and he was so perfectly coiffed and made up. “How have you been, honey?”

“Great!” He kept his eyes smiley and opened the door wide.

Martha entered the house and looked around. “This was going to be hers. All hers. There was no way her Mother wouldn’t leave everything to Todd, and that meant to her.

Of course she might have to deal harshly with Todd, might even have to have him committed, have herself named conservator, but…that was okay. A girl had to do what a girl had to do.

So thinking, so congratulating herself, she walked into the living room and stopped. “Jimmy!”

One could see the family resemblance between the siblings. They had the same narrow eyes, the same body structure, especially as Martha had beefed up her body.

“Hey, Martha.”

They shook hands, and in the back of their eyes was disdain.

He snickered. “I see you made Todd into a little sissy.”

Her eyes squinched. “What do you know about it?”

He moved his mouth close to her ear and hissed, “I told you Mom wanted another daughter. I was lying. She really wanted another son.”

“Like you?” Martha glared at him.

“Like my daughter.”

At that moment Lucy entered the big room. She was wearing jeans and a tee shirt, all in black, not a sign of a boob.

“You…you…” but what Martha was going to say remained unsaid. Gwen, the mother and grandmother, entered the room.

“Hello, children.”

Both Jimmy and Martha gushed over the older woman, and they didn’t notice the gleam in their mother’s eyes.

“Well, we’re all here. Let’s sit down for a little dinner and I’ll tell you why I’ve called you all together.”

The family sat down at the big table in the dining room and Gwen brought out plate after delicious plate. There were ribs and chops and chicken. There were potatoes and sweet potatoes, piled high with butter. There were vegetables and slices of watermelon and cantaloup. It was a sumptuous feast, and Jimmy and Martha dig in.

“Oh, man, this is good,” said Jimmy.

“You outdid yourself, Mother,” over agreed Martha.

Gwen smiled. “Well, we should get down to it, shouldn’t we?”

“Of course, Mother.”

“Whatever you say, Mom.”

The two offspring glared at each other in between kissing their mother’s ass.

“Well, as you know, I am getting on in life, and some day I’ll be moving on.”

“Oh, no!”

“Don’t say that!”

Martha and Jimmy glared some more.

“But before I go I should choose somebody to leave my estate to. Before I do, I have a couple of questions to ask you. Jimmy, should people lie?”

“Of course not, Mother.”

“So why did you tell Martha I wanted a daughter?”

Martha grinned a victorious grin, but she was a little premature. Gwen turned to her.

“And, Martha, is it right to give your son drugs and make him into something he’s not?”

This caused panic to shoot through Martha. “But, Mother…”

Gwen held up her hand. “So I have decided to leave my estate to…Lucy and Todd.”

Martha and Jimmy both started blinking. They looked at each other They had both won, but considered that if the other won they had lost.

“Of course, there are stipulations, and I have made arrangements for you, Martha, and you, Jimmy.”

“You have?”

“What?”

“But Grandma,” Todd broke in. “We didn’t want to inherit your house! We love you, and we want you to live a long time.”

“I know, dear, but there are accounts to be paid.”

Todd didn’t really understand that, but Grandma continued.

“Martha and Jimmy, you will be paid a monthly stipend, but you will have to beg your children for it. And I have instructions for your children to follow before they share their wealth.”

“What is this shit?” snarled Jimmy. All his plans had been undone. He was going to have to beg for money? Money that should be rightfully his? Nonsense!

“I’m not sharing, or begging. I’ll sue!” Martha growled.

Grandma looked at her children and smiled. “Do you think you can hire better lawyers than those that helped me put together my will?

Martha and Jimmy went silent at that.

“So, Todd, Lucy, here are copies of the will. Since you are both over 18 you don’t have to show your parents what’s in the will. In fact, you don’t have to do anything your parents ask. If they ask for money, however…” she smiled. “Just follow the advice in the will.”

It was dark that night, the moon had set early, and Martha entered Todd’s room. “Are you okay, honey?”

“Of course, Mom.”

“You aren’t going to pay attention to that stupid, old will, are you?”

“Did you want some money?”

“Well, I’m okay, but…maybe a little cash would help tide me over.”

“Then let me show you what you’ll have to do to get it.”

Martha and Todd exited the room and fell in with Lucy and her father. Jimmy had apparently asked his daughter for money, too. The foursome walked downstairs and to the kitchen.

Todd opened the pantry and Lucy reached in and flicked a switch hidden under a shelf. Suddenly the shelves swung back and a stairway was revealed.

“What’s this?” asked Martha.

“I’ve never seen this!” blurted Jimmy.

Lucy and Todd turned on lights and walked down the stairs. Martha and Jimmy followed them.

“When we talked to Grandma about being turned into different sexes she was pretty upset, and she took us down here. We had already discovered it, but we were surprised to find out that she loves BDSM.”

They entered the big basement. it was lit in yellow light and quite gloomy. There were two horses pushed out to the center of the room.

“Get undressed,” commanded Lucy.

“Mom, you can choose one of the horses, and Uncle Jimmy can have the other.”

“You can’t be serious,” whispered Jimmy.

Lucy said, “Of course you don’t have to do this. You can leave right now. But if you want money…”

“Todd! This nonsense has to stop.”

“Funny, that’s the sort of thing I was yelling when you first wrestled me down and started turning me into a girl.”

Martha’s lips clamped together. She was a bit ashen because what she had done was being thrown back at her.

“You want to get on the horse there?”

It took a while, but Martha’s love of money was too strong. She lay on the horse and Lucy buckled her in.

“Uncle Jimmy?”

“But, honey, you can’t do this to us!” Martha’s eyes were wild.

Jimmy lay on his horse and was strapped on. His eyes were fixed on his sister, and they weren’t friendly eyes.

Todd and Lucy went into a room and came out holding various instruments of ‘pleasure.’

Lucy snapped the whip and smiled.

Jimmy swung the paddle and hit his hand. “Ow.” Then he looked up with a grin.

“Mom, the point here is that only one of you will get money. The one that lasts the longest.”

“Dad? Do you remember when you told me I had to toughen up if I wanted to be a man?”

“Uh…”

“Well, I really didn’t want to be a man.”

WISSS SNAP!

“OW!” Jimmy yelled. There was a bright, red line on his butt.

“Mom? Do you remember when you wrestled me down and spanked me?”

“But…honey…”

WISSS SMACK!

“OW!”

Yet, under the pain, Jimmy and Martha glared at each other. They wanted the other to suffer, and therein was the nefariousness of their hatred. They would each hold out as long as they could, and suffer more and more that the other would suffer more and more.

Around and around the tables Jimmy and Lucy walked. Sometimes they spoke to their parents, sometimes they spoke to each other. Always their arms went up and down. The paddle cracked, the whip snapped, the greedy, avaricious parents glared at each other.

“I’ve been working with weights, Mom. Do I feel stronger?”

“You’re doing wonderful, honey.” WISSS SMACK! And tears fell gleefully from Martha’s eyes.

“Can a girl be as strong as a boy, Daddy?”

“Of course she can!” WISSS SNAP! And he groaned, and his tears fell on the floor.

After an hour Todd and Lucy put down their whip and paddle. “Time for a break, folks.”

“What? But he hasn’t given up, yet!”

“I can last longer than that bitch!”

“Don’t worry. We’ll be back.”

Lucy and Todd went to a room at the end of the basement. Inside was a large, comfortable bed. They took off their clothes and Lucy got on the bed on all fours. “That stuff sure makes me horny.”

“You’re not kidding,” agreed Todd, fastening the strap on around his hips. He moved up to Lucy and touched her hole.

Lucy shivered. “God. That feels good.”

“It’s about to feel better.”

Todd moved forward and penetrated her with the big dildo. It was much bigger than his own two inch weenie, and he shoved it slowly into Lucy’s cunt.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned.

She could feel Todd’s breasts laying on her back. She loved the feeling of his hands reaching around and grabbing them.

As Tod rammed his cock into her again and again, he asked, “Aren’t you glad Grandma told us about this way of having sex?”

“She’s the best,” she rubbed her nub as Todd drove into her. She wiggled her butt and felt his plastic weenie scour her insides.

For a long time they moved back and forth, in and out, and then Lucy began to cum. Todd grinned and gave it extra, and she ended up shrieking with pleasure.

They lay there then, entwined, exhausted, and satisfied.

In the basement they heard the sound of Martha and Jimmy cursing at each other.

Jimmy grinned. “Okay, here you go.” He unbuckled the strap on and handed it to her.

Lucy buckled the straps to her hips and smeared lubricant all over the fake penis. “Okay, baby, here you go.”

She drove the big weenie into him, and he lurched forward and moaned.

“Man,” he said, laying on his belly as she pumped his rump, “Why would I go back to having a weenie after this?”

Lucy grinned and reached around with her hands. One hand took his package in hand, the other hand played with his breasts. “You shouldn’t, and you’d better not.”

They both laughed, then he groaned as she penetrated him again and again.

Upstairs, laying on her big poster bed, Grandma and the limo driver watched the goings on on a big screen TV. One half of the screen showed Todd and Lucy, the other half showed Martha and Jimmy.

“Man,” said the limo driver. “Those two are really going at it.” He watched Lucy sinking her cock to the hilt time and again and smiled.

On the other half of the screen Jimmy and Martha snarled and cursed and hated each other.

“Where did I go wrong,” said Grandma.

The limo driver just grunted. “You didn’t. They make their own choices.”

“Yes, but they hate each other so much.”

“Well, you know what they say…”

Grandma looked at the limo driver. “What?”

“You always hurt the one you love.”

Grandma barked a laugh, then she pushed the limo driver’s head down and said, “Stop talking and start eating.”

END
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PART ONE

“Oh…oh…I’m almost…I’m gonna…AHHH…AHHHH…FUCK!”

Ron’s legs almost gave out as he spewed. They shook, they partially gave way, and his whole body locked into the moment of orgasm. “Fuck!” he whimpered.

He looked down, and couldn’t believe it.

Janice was holding his dick down so he spewed all over her tits.

“But…but…” he tried to speak, though it was difficult after such a violent cum. “You didn’t…swallow.”

His wife looked up at him, a twisted sort of a smirk on her face. She was a beautiful woman. Large breasts, a pear-shaped ass, a face that put Helen of Troy to shame. “Why would I do that?” she asked.

Ron gave a groan as his last bit of semen drizzled out. She wiped the head of his dick on her sumptuous breasts. Then she let go of his cock and began smoothing his semen onto her tits.

“Mmm. Lots of protein. Good for the skin.”

“But we talked about that! You agreed to swallow.”

She shook her head as she wiped his big load onto her breasts. Her nipples were large, excited, and she had yet to cum.

“Nope. I listen and you talked. I never agreed to swallow, you agreed with yourself that I should swallow.”

“But…that’s…you need to swallow!”

“Why? So I can call myself a woman?” She laughed. “It’s amazing the mythology guys build up to gauge the value of their woman.”

“I’m not judging your value. It’s just that in the game of sex women should swallow the man’s spunk.”

“Says who?”

“Says…says…it’s just the way it’s supposed to be.”

“Again…says who?”

Ron sat up as she finished massaging his batter onto her flesh. “Look, men squirt. It’s not considered a complete squirt unless it actually enters the woman. If I was fucking your pussy the semen goes inside. If I fuck your asshole then, again, the sperm is deposited. And if you blow me then the semen should be swallowed.”

“Sounds good in theory, but I’ll tell you the sad truth. If your semen tasted a little better I might consider it. But, my loving husband, your sperm is not the tasty treat you believe it is, therefore…I will not be swallowing it. Not now, and not in the foreseeable future.”

“But that’s not fair!”

Janice sat on the bed. She put her hand around the back of his head and pulled him towards her. “But that’s the way it is. So, my loving hubby…” She planted her lips against him. He kissed her, but he wanted it to end fast, and he tried to make it a peck instead of a plant.

She stared at him. “What?”

“Nothing.”

She nodded. You don’t want to even kiss me because I’ve had your cock in my mouth. Think how much worse it would be if I had allowed your little gift?”

“Stop it.”

But now she was getting irked.

“I got you off, with hands and with mouth. I expect the same from you.”

He shrugged her hand off his neck. “You didn’t swallow!”

“You expect me me to swallow, and you won’t eat me out.”

“I already got off,” he said, selfishly.

“So you’re done and the heck with me.”

“That’s…no.” He realized what a trap he had set for himself and he tried to get out of it. “Lay down, honey. I’ll get you off.”

But now Janice was officially pissed off. “No thanks. Don’t do me any favors. You don’t want to fuck me…so I don’t want you to fuck me.”

“Oh, crap. Look. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No. You shouldn’t have, and you should have cheerfully gone down on me and returned the favor. But, no. You want to be an asshole. You cum and you’re all done. And, on top of that you you want me to swallow, but… SHEESH!”

“Look, baby. I’m sorry. You’re right. Tell me what I can do to make up for it.”

She glared at him. The argument was done, but women are the more vicious of the species. She wasn’t done.

“Okay, my little Bozo Brain, you want to make up for your stupidity? Then you have to cum in me and then eat me out. Suck your own sperm from my pussy.”

“No, I mean really. What can I do?”

She gave him the gimlet eye. “That’s what you can do! Fuck me, eat me…and swallow!”

“You’re being unreasonable.”

“The fuck you say! You pull that ‘Rules for me but not for thee’ crap.”

He frowned up at her. He knew better than to start yelling; he didn’t want a fight, but there had to be some way out of this little war. He decided to try the ‘walk away’ gambit.

“Look. We’ll talk tomorrow. Right now we need to go to sleep.”

“So you start it, you don’t like it, and you try to cancel it out. That’s not the way this works, buddy.”

And now, the ‘walk away’ gambit having failed, he lay on his side and whispered, “Shut up.”

She reached across the bed and grabbed his shoulder and pulled. “What did you say?”

He snapped, “Shut up. Grow up. Before I throw up.”

Her eyes opened wide, and—somewhere in the back of her mind was a little voice telling her to back off, to go easy, but sometimes a person doesn’t pay attention to that little voice. She said, “If you don’t eat my pussy, right now, to a grand and glorious cum…then I’ll never let you in me again.”

He turned over, fluffed the pillow and ignored her.

“Did you hear me, Mr. Stinky Semen?”

He should have known better, but… “Stinky pussy.”

She grabbed her pillow and hit him.

He spun towards her, but it was too late. She was walking out of the room. She was carrying her pillow, and that meant she was going to grab a blanket out of the hall closet and sleep on the couch.

“Janice! Come on! Come back here and let’s talk!”

But it was too late for talking.

Janice awoke, and decided sleeping on the couch was a bad idea.  She had a couple of minor aches in her back. Heck, let him sleep on the couch. She giggled. She was over her anger. Still mildly irritated, and possessed of the desire to ‘get even’ with Ron, but…the day was too glorious to be really mad.

She stretched, sat up, and her big boobs needed a bra. That was the thing about being well endowed, you always needed a good bra.

She got up and padded back into the bedroom. Ron was still asleep, but he awoke while she was brushing her teeth. He came into the bathroom and hugged her from behind. “Sorry, baby.”

“That’s all right,” she said airily, “I’m going to get even.”

He grabbed her boobs and squeezed, then played with her nipples. “Wouldn’t you rather get off?”

“Nah.”

He blinked and stood back. He watched her eyes in the mirror. “A freebie, I work and you squirt.”

“Nah.”

Puzzled, he returned to the bedroom.

She came out a minute later, found a good bra and put it on. Then took it off. She found a half bra and put it on. Her boobs were really on display now. Her nipples were hard and poking out. She pulled on a tee shirt, thick enough to be opaque and thin enough to let her nips really show.

She turned so he couldn’t help but notice and wiggled a thong up her shapely legs. She snugged it into her crack, squeezed her now prominent mons, and smiled.

“Are you sure you don’t want to…” He had just cum the night before, but the sight of her presented so deliciously brought his peeny right back up.

“Nah.”

“Honey, we need to talk.”

She turned to him, gave him a full view of her stacked body, her thin waist, her pear shaped ass. “When I say that you always groan and say you don’t want to talk.”

“Well, this is different.”

She gave a loud groan and said, “I don’t want to talk about that.”

She was smiling, she was joking, but something was working inside her. She was liking this game.

The fact was that she had always been a prick teaser. She loved turning the boys on and watching them suffer. To revisit her fun loving high school personality was really a lot of fun.

She rolled some stockings up her legs, turning them this way and that, giving him a view of her stems and her not really concealed pussy. She looked up at him, smiled, and pulled on a pair of skin tight shorts.

He squeaked. Honestly, an actual squeak.

She sat down at her vanity and began decorating her face.

Ron was getting dressed, but he was slow. He kept looking at her and gulping.

She rolled on red lipstick, smacked her lips and looked directly at him. She said, “I call this color ‘blow job red.’ Unfortunately, it’s not ‘swallow red.’”

Then she stood up, slipped on a pair of high heels and sauntered past him. She slipped a hand around his cheek and blew him a kiss.

Ron stood for a moment, not moving, and felt like a moose that had just had a hand grenade go off in his antlers.

That was a fun day for Janice. They went to yard sales and looked for deals. She didn’t find anything, but she liked the attention she was getting from males. She made sure she talked to the ladies, she didn’t want to create a wave of bad feeling, and ignored the men.

Then they went to lunch. She ordered a Rueben, ate half and boxed the other half for later. One didn’t keep their svelte figure by overeating.

Ron ordered breakfast. He ate, and they chatted, and discussed yard sales, and he finally broke. “Honey? Are you still really mad at me?”

“Oh, no.”

“But I keep getting the feeling that you are, or that you are irritated, or something.”

She sipped her Coke through a straw, which made her red lips kissy. “Babe, I’m not angry or irritated or anything. I have realized, however, that I let you cum too much.”

That was a blinker, and Ron stared at her.

“I’ve decided that I’m going to change things up with you.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that I’m not going to fuck you until you swallow cum.”

Another blink.

“I don’t…look, if you don’t fuck me then how could I ever, uh, deposit the semen I am supposed to eat?”

She pursed her lips and frowned. “That is a problem, but I have a solution.”

“What?”

“Simple. I’ll milk you, then you can swallow and fulfill your quality as a man.”

He shook his head, started to speak, cleared his throat, and was having a hard time with this idea. “Uh, look, I think…”

“Honey,” she said. “That is what I’ve decided, and so it is true.”

“But…this isn’t fair.”

“Why not?

“I want to have regular sex, like a man with his wife.”

She tapped her cheek with one red tipped finger. “Regular sex. Isn’t that an interesting phrase? What does it really mean?”

“It means we have sex on a regular basis, with normal and accepted acts.”

“Is that what that means?” She picked up her cell and asked, ‘Definition for ‘regular.’’’

Her phone said, ‘Arranged in a pattern.’

She smiled, “A pattern. It seems that you have added ‘accepted acts’ to your definition.”

“But, honey—“

“But even if we include ‘accepted acts’…accepted by who?”

“Well, by society.”

“Society isn’t in my bedroom. And accepted ‘to’ me means accepted ‘by’ me.”

He shook his head. He was irritated, but trying not to show it. “I’m supposed to accept milking, but you don’t accept swallowing.”

“When your semen is a little sweeter smelling then maybe I’ll accept swallowing.”

They drove home with him in a funk, and her cheerful. He pulled into the driveway and put the car in park.

Janice swiveled in the passenger seat and asked, “Would you like to have a milking?”

“No.” He was curt and he got out of the car and stomped towards the house.

Janice just smiled. He was angry now, but as the days passed, as the weeks and maybe even months passed, he would eventually be more horny than mad. And she would be dressed provocatively and acting indecent the whole while.

Ron cut the lawn that afternoon, then he came in and had a couple of beers while he watched the game. The weird thing was that he was so damned horny.

He had just cum the night before, but being refused makes a man hungry. And it didn’t help that Janice was bopping around the house in skin tight shorts, turning this way and that and showing off her boobs.

When half time came she came into the room, plopped herself on his lap, and went to work on his mouth.

Oh, Lord, she had lips, and she knew how to use them. She placed her arms on his shoulders and pressed her lips to his. He felt the heat and the curvature of her plump mouth. Her large breasts, with those stick up nipples, pressed into him, and he raised his hands and began feeling them.

She groaned as he rubbed her nipples softly.

His pecker, already half a chub, became a raging hard on. It pressed into her bottom and she wiggled on it and giggled.

The announcer on the TV said, “And they’re lining up for the kick off.”

She pulled her head back and looked into his grey eyes. “Want to dump a load?”

Now he was caught. Of course he did. But he wanted to fuck her, not get his asshole diddled until he squirted. Besides, he knew she was going to try and get him to eat her if she even did let him into her. “Nah,” he said.

But he didn’t say it as well, and with such light hearted abandon, as she had.

“Okey dokey. Enjoy the game,” and she walked out of the room.

He looked down at his pants. Fuck. His cock was fat and hard and ready to rocket.

He sighed, ignored his cock as best he could, and turned his attention to the game.

“And…there it goes. It’s a high kick, back to the goal post, and, they’re letting it bounce out of bounds. The line of scrimmage will be on the twenty and…”

The announcer’s voice faded to Ron when Janice returned to the room. She was naked, carrying a big towel and a small bag. She laid the towel on the floor in front of the TV. She sat down cross legged and watched the big screen as she reached into the bag.

Ron stared in fascination, then realized she was taking out first a butt plug, then a vibrator.

“What the fuck?” But it was more of a breathy whisper, not as loud as the announcer on TV, and Janice might have heard it, or might not.

The butt plug was a silver one with a blue diamond on base. She gripped the plug by the base and held it up. She began slathering lube on it. She turned and asked him over her shoulder, “I’ve got another one. Would you like to join me.”

His throat was dry. He shook his head, grabbed for a beer and wet his throat.

“Okay.” She rolled over on her side, got on all fours, and slipped the plug into her anus. “Oh, good Lard…that feels so damned heavenly. A good butt plug after not cumming the night before? I suggest you try it.”

Ron got up and tried not to stagger into a wall as he walked into the kitchen. He got out another beer. He opened the bottle and returned to the TV room.

Janice was sitting cross legged, weight on the plug, and wiggling. “God, I can really feel that. It’s making my pussy so hungry.”

Ron sat down and sucked beer and tried to watch the game.

Janice took her vibrator out of the bag and held it up. It was a big one with lots of horsepower. She crawled to the base of the TV, lifting up her butt so Ron couldn’t help but see the blue jewel winking at him, and plugged it in.

She sat back down and reached into the bag and pulled out a big dildo. It was big and long with big swirly ridges down the side. She turned to Ron. “I just love this big, old pecker. Don’t you?”

He shifted his eyes back up to the TV and gulped his beer loudly.

She placed the dildo at the entrance to her pussy and began rubbing it up along her slit. She pressed it to her clitoris.

“God,” she said. “Why have I been wasting my time with real cocks. I could have been having the good, the bad and the ugly this whole time.”

She inserted the monster into her pussy. She pushed it in, groaning and wiggling, until she was full. Keeping it in with one hand she grabbed the vibrator and turned it on. She pressed it against her pussy and began rubbing.

The sound of the vibrator undercut the sound of the game on TV, and Ron was trapped. He could see her from the rear, and he could see her reflection on the big screen.

His cock was out of control. It was so hard it hurt. From squirting his brains out the night before to desperately needing to cum, and all through the nefarious intentions of his bitch wife. Fuck!

Janice rubbed and rubbed. Then she took the vibrator out and smiled at him. “I was getting too close. One should always make these things last as long as possible. Right, Ron?”

Ron said nothing. He could only watch and feel his pecker trying to rip through his pants.

Janice went back to rubbing. Then she lowered the vibrator and placed it on her diamond butt plug. She actually gave a little jump and squealed.

Ron’s leg jerked. He had forgotten about his beer and his throat was dry. He had no idea what was going on with the game.

Janice laid back, giving him an even better view. She let go of the dildo, it lay on the floor and in her pussy, but it was long enough that it didn’t just pop out. She grabbed a nipple and began tweaking it, and she moaned as she worked the vibrator over her pussy.

Ron was now frozen. He had seen his wife masturbate before, but it was usually mutual masturbation for kicks.

And he had gone facetime with her when he was on a trip and they had gotten off separately but together.

But he had never seen such a wanton display of pure sexuality in his life. He could feel her heat, he was excited by her excitement.

She look up at him, her head upside down from her position on the floor but her eyes met his. “Oh, baby. This is for you.”

She suddenly arched her back in a big spasm. She groaned so loud it might have been a shout. Her legs shook and jerked, and her hips pumped once, twice…eight times. Then she lay there, gasping, the dildo still in her. She turned off the vibrator and took out the dildo. Then she took out the butt plug. She wrapped everything in the towel and left the room. She was smiling and looked tired.

Ron sat there, electrified and frozen. Heysoos Xristo. What a show! That was almost worth not cumming, just to see that.

Janice came back into the room. She was holding a butt plug. It was coated with lubricant. She put it down carefully on the end table and sat down next to him. She cuddled against him. She said, “I really want to give you a thrill.”

He could hardly talk, he was so excited, but he managed to mumble, “I’ve tried out plugs before.”

“I know, honey,” she said, stroking his pants and feeling his hard cock. “But you’ve got me so hot and horny and I really, really want to put that little choo choo up the poo poo.”

On retrospect, Ron didn’t stand a chance. She kept playing with his cock through his pants. She unzipped him. She cuddled and kissed and even begged, and finally he gave in.

He wanted some of that crazy sexy attitude that she was emoting.

She pulled his pants down, then his underwear. He stood up and she gently inserted the plug.

“Honey,” she said, “I should probably tell you.”

“What?” He grunted as the thing seated and warm feelings began going through him. For a second it felt like he had to pee, then he just felt good.

“This is not really a butt plug.”

“Sure feels like one.”

“It’s a prostate massager.”

“What’s the difference?”

“It rubs the prostate, it’s going to make you hornier and hornier, and you’re going to love it. You’ll probably be dripping before long, and it’s going to drive you crazy.”

“Fuck,” he wheezed, sitting down and feeling the anal intruder massage his insides.

“Nah,” she said.

Surprisingly, with the massager up his rectum, Ron found himself laughing with her.

Being horny all the time is an interesting experience. Ron found himself pumping his hips at odd times, and he kept adjusting his crotch, and he felt the little thing in his butt rubbing his prostate endlessly. Just sitting was an experience, but walking caused it to move back and forth.

He took it out at bedtime, but when the next morning rolled around Janice smiled, made out with him for a while, then got him to insert the plug again.

“Wear it at work?” he objected.

“It will make the day more fun.”

And it did that. All morning he squirmed at his desk. He talked to people, other department heads, secretaries, vendors, whoever, and he was always aware that his butt was turned on, and that he was slightly flushed.

“Are you feeling all right, Ron?” asked his secretary, then she even insisted on feeling his forehead. “You do feel a little warm.”

“But not hot,” he said, totally aware of the double entendre.

He continued working.

And realized, at eleven in the morning, that he had a wet patch on the front of his slacks. He was leaking! That damned butt plug was making him leak pre-cum, or semen, or whatever.

For a moment he almost ran to the bathroom to take it out. Then he grabbed his cell and called Janice.

“Honey, I’ve got to take this thing out. I’m leaking all over the place.”

“That’s why I packed you an extra ‘sandwich.’”

He frowned and looked down at his briefcase.

“Make sure you open it when there’s a lot of people around.”

That was code to warn him he’d better not open it when there were people around. There wasn’t anybody around right then so he flipped the briefcase open.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

She laughed on the other end of the line.

Tucked in against his folders was a feminine pad.

“Just put that in your panties and you’ll be fine.”

“Honey, can’t I just take the thingie out?”

“What? Don’t you like to be horny?”

“Well, yeah…”

“Then keep it in. Maybe I can stir it around a little when you get home. Give you a real thrill.”

He was silent.

And here was the crux of the matter.

He did like being horny. Yes, he wanted to cum, and being a man he liked just wham, bam thank you ma’am, but, once started, he loved living in the excitation phase of sex.

Not that he did it very often, his wife used to keep him horny a lot when they first met, she had actually been sort of a prick teaser back then. But…man, did he like being horny. He felt the blood surge in his groin. His nipples were erect and excited just by the cloth in his shirt, and…he looked at the pad.

“Fuck,” he whispered. Then he slipped the pad into his pocket and headed out of his office and towards the men’s room.

The pad was easy to put on. He simply lowered his tighty whiteys and slapped the thing in place. He didn’t feel it at all, and in his loose slacks there wasn’t any bulge.

He returned to his office, free to leak and not worry about it. A half hour later the wet spot on his slacks was dry and there was no trace that it had ever been.

At home, Janice hung up the phone and laughed. The thought of him walking around al horny got her so horny that she had a session with the vibrator.

Man, she hadn’t had this much sex since college. And why the hell not? She loved it!

And, truth, he loved it.

So it was time to play games.

Ron made it through the day. There were a few moments when his thoughts wandered, but it was worth it. He felt so sexy, and he did have to hide his cock a bit when he walked, it was so damned hard, but…it was worth it.

Five o’clock and he was out of there.

Normally he was lackadaisical about getting off work. Normally he would drive along, listen to the radio, and just soft of think. It was ‘alone’ time, and he liked it.

But not when he was sexually excited.

He zipped along, feeling his boner, and was home in a jiffy. He walked into the house.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“Back here!” she called from the bedroom.

He walked back, entered the bedroom, and stopped.

Janice was standing next to the bed, wearing just panties and a bra, and smiling.

On the bed was a big towel.

“Honey, I know what you want.”

Ron was paralyzed. She was going to milk him. And there was nothing he could do about it.

The other night they had had an argument, and it had only taken her a couple of days to bring him to complete compliance. He wasn’t about to say no.

He had been milked before, and it was pleasurable, but it always left him hornier than before he had been drained, and harder than a brick, but unable to cum for a few days.

“What’s this?” he asked inanely.

“Climb up, honey.” She patted the bed. “I want you on all fours…I am going to make you so happy.”

He moved slowly, almost as if in a dream, but he couldn’t stop himself. His dick was doing the thinking. His dick had taken over and all he could do was obey the dictates of his dick.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered as he undid his pants and stepped out of them.

She smiled.

He tugged his tighty whiteys off, the feminine pad was soaked.

“Turn around. I’ll take your little friend out.”

He turned, was unbuttoning his shirt, and she began wiggling his butt plug.

“Oh, fuck!” he bent over the bed.

She moved it in and out, moved it side to side, angled it so it pressed directly on his prostate. Suddenly it felt like he had to pee.

“Let me go pee first.”

“Nope. That’s not pee. That’s semen trying to come out.”

He couldn’t argue, and she got him up on the bed. He was still wearing his shoes, and he looked clunky, but he was so horny he didn’t care.

Gently, very gently, she pulled the prostate massager out. His ring clung to it, then it slipped through and he groaned.

“You miss your little friend?” she cooed.

He nodded and gulped.

“Now relax, honey, this is a little bigger, but it’s really going to do the job.”

When Ron had come into the bedroom he had seen a little dildo on the bed. Only a six inches. He could handle that. He didn’t see Janice reached behind the lamp and pick up an eight incher.

She took her time, lubed him up good, and worked the big dong carefully.

To Ron it felt huge, but he just figured it was the fact that he was not used to taking things up the butt. In truth, the dildo was just big.

But it finally went in. And it went in with large amounts of pleasure and moaning.

Ron lay there, his hands gripping the sheets, and Janice pumped him. In and out, around and around, then she pulled it most of the way out and angled it down so it would work directly on his prostate.

Ron was now moving his hips, pushing back, trying to feel the tip of the dildo going over his prostate.

“Relax more,” she whispered in his ear, holding his balls and working him. “Let it happen.”

Finally, he began to drool. Sperm came out of his penis in a long stream, and Janice collected it in a cup.

It took about three minutes to empty him completely, and during that time he felt looser and looser. It was a delicious feeling. Sort of like the aftermath of an orgasm, but without the sharp explosion. It was like an orgasm, but without the orgasm.

Finally, Janice extracted the dildo and put it on the side table. It was shiny with lubricant and juices. She helped Ron around until he was sitting.

He was relaxed and even feeling a bit goofy.

She held the cup in front of his face.

He stared at it and suddenly wasn’t so lackadaisical.

“Okay, honey. It’s feeding time.”

He clamped his lips shut and and shook his head.

She didn’t argue. “That’s fine. We’ve got plenty of time. By the way, I bought you a present.”

His eyebrows lowered slightly.

“Would you like your present now?”

He blinked, then nodded.

“Okay. Just sit there. I’ll put this away and get your present. Be right back.”

Janice went to the kitchen, grinning. If not now…when? She put the cup of his semen into the freezer. She then took a small box out of her purse and returned to the bedroom.

“Here you go, honey. I think you’ll find it a good fit.” She handed him the box.

Ron opened the box, he was smiling. He had gotten out of swallowing. But when he saw what was in the box his eyes went wide. He looked up at her and said, “What the fuck?”


PART TWO

“It’s a chastity tube.”

“I figured that out, but why?”

“Because I like you horny. You’re so nice and polite. You’re like a nasty, little boy being forced to be polite.”

Ron was horny right then. Even though, and probably because, he’d been drained…he was horny.

World class horny.

But his dick hadn’t started to get hard yet. It would Give it a few minutes and he would have a raging hard on that demanded all his attention.

“But I’m already horny.”

“Honey, I know. And I want you to stay that way. This little device will insure that.”

“How?”

“You won’t be able to masturbate.”

“But…but…you masturbate!”

“This is you we’re talking about. Honey, trust me. You want to try this out. Give it a few days, and if you really don’t like it we can forget about it. But…for me…try it.”

Again, he didn’t stand a chance. She was kissing him, holding his balls, and…he gave in.

“Okay.”

A look of glee on her face she dumped the contents of the box on the bed. She picked up a ring and opened it. It was shaped funny, sort of triangular, and she put it around his whole package and closed the ring.

He stared down at his cock. It was limp. But he could already feel his cock’s interest. A little perkiness inside. A ‘what was that?’ feeling.

She took out the tube, it was only a little bigger than his limp cock, and she slipped it onto him. She hooked the tube to the ring, then slipped a lock through the loop.

CLICK!

Ron stared at his penis in wonder. He was encased. Enclosed. Imprisoned. Man, talk about weird. And he was supposed to enjoy this?

Then his cock started to jerk a little. He felt the blood rushing in, and his cock started to stand up.

And stopped.

His eyes widened. It hurt, but only a little, and…it felt really fucking good!

In an odd way it was a powerful feeling, and emasculating, all at the same time. He had a cock, but couldn’t use it. What a fucking twist!

“Heysoos,” he muttered.

Janice giggled, then she went to her knees and massaged his balls. His balls felt very exposed and vulnerable under his caged cock.

She took his cage into her mouth and sucked on him.

It was bizarre and surreal and the horniest thing he had ever experienced in his life.

She reached up and fingered his butt. She looked up with a grin. “Where’s your butt plug?”

“My, oh…it’s…”

But she had found it. She ran into the bathroom and washed it off, then she greased it up and brought it back to him.

“Turn around,” she commanded as she pulled his body around. “Bend over.”

It was like he was in a state of shock. He bent, and she inserted the prostate massager.

Oh, man. Now he was full, and contained, all at the same time.

She turned him back around and faced him, her hands on his biceps. “Oh, honey. We’re going to have so much fun!”

He nodded dumbly, he was like an animal in a trap, but the trap was his own exploding emotions and sensations.

“What now?” he asked.

“What now? What now?” She gave him an incredulous look. “Now we go shopping!”

Actually, they only went grocery shopping, but it was a grocery shopping unlike any grocery shopping that Ron had ever experienced.

Janice drove. Ron didn’t think he could. His butt was shattered, his mind was broken, and his horniness was climbing to the stars.

They walked across the parking lot and Janice held his arm, kept looking up at him and giggling.

He felt awkward. His cock wasn’t able to hang down between his legs, it actually was supported by the cage and stuck up a bit, giving him a nice looking bulge.

When he walked he was getting so much sensation from the plug that he felt totally uncoordinated.

Every step was a stroke of a super hornicized cock. Every time he bent over to look at a can or pick up a potato, his butthole exploded with ecstasy. Sometimes he even had involuntary shivers, and once Janice had to grab his arm and steady him.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I can’t do this.”

But he was doing it, and it felt so good that he wanted to keep doing it.

They went through the check out and Ron was so distracted he didn’t even know when people talked to him. They walked across the parking lot, Janice laughing out loud at him.

“You are so fucked,” she chuckled. “The look on your face, you can hardly walk. How does that old pecker feel now?”

“It won’t stop trying to get hard,” Ron worked his mouth into a gulp. Fuck, he was so messed up he wasn’t even able to let involuntary muscle actions happen.

“Think you can sleep like that?”

“I don’t think so.”

She nodded. “And we have to have you able to work tomorrow. I’ll take out the massager, but the chastity is there to stay.”

He nodded. He was okay with that. God, did it feel good. It was like a big hand was clutching his cock at all times. Controlling him, keeping him from getting erect.

They pulled into the driveway and Janice got out of the car. He was struggling to move with the plug in his hole, and she leaned back into the car. “Bring the groceries in, slave boy.”

She laughed at the blinking look on his face and went into the house.

Ron unloaded the groceries, took a couple of trips back and forth, and enjoyed the way his fanny felt. God, he had never felt so good. He placed the bags on the counter, then realized he was going to have to put things away. Janice wasn’t here.

Oddly, he didn’t think about calling to Janice and demand help, he was just having too much fun. Every step or twist or turn he took was a joy.

He put the cans away, loving it when he had to stretch up a little to reach the top shelf in the cupboard.

He put the ice cream away, almost fainting from pleasure when he bent over and arranged space for it in the freezer.

When he folded up the bags and put them behind the garbage can he groaned and actually had trouble standing back up.

He walked down the hallway to the bedroom. Janice was sitting at her vanity table. She was wearing a gown and her half bra. Her pussy was exposed and it was obvious that she had just shaved it.

She watched him in the mirror, giggling at his every step. “How’s it hanging, honey?”

“Oh, God.” He lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

Janice got up and came to the bed. She undid his pants, his shirt, undressed him. Leaning over him, her lips close to his, her breasts brushing his chest, “You have choices.”

He focused on her. “I do?”

“You can eat me out or wear the strap on. Which would you rather?”

He was having a hard time thinking, but he knew he preferred using his penis over his mouth. The trouble was, it wouldn’t be his own penis that he was using. Still, he mumbled. “Strap on.”

She got the strap on out of the lowest dresser drawer and helped him put it around his waist. She was so horny she didn’t wait for him to make a move. She just hopped up on the bed and crouched over his plastic peter.

“Oh, honey, you don’t know what this is…oh, fuck….doing to me!”

She went all the way down. She could feel his cage on her ass. She could even feel his little peeny wiggling, trying to get out.

“Oh, damn,” he whined. It was surreal. He wasn’t in her. And he was.

And the look of lust on her face. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed. Her face was flushed and she wiggled her pussy on him.

He began to hump her. He was more excited than if he had been using his own weenie.

Suddenly he flipped her over and drove into her.

She gasped with pleasure and held on.

Now he was crazy, unable to stop, driving in and pulling out. His mind was a haze of sex. It didn’t matter that he wasn’t getting any real sex, he was getting it all in his own mind.

It didn’t take long with this kind of sex, and Janice started moaning and groaning. She twisted her hips and took the plastic peter all the way. She reached under Ron’s butt and grabbed his balls.

They kissed, voraciously, like two animals eating the same piece of meat.

“GAH…AHHH…FUUU!” She blew like a champagne bottle and kept bubbling over for a minute afterwards.

Ron didn’t want to stop, he almost couldn’t stop, but he managed to.

She pushed him off and lay there, slack, fucked into stupid.

“Heysoos,” she muttered. “Heysoos.”

And, in her mind, I’m not going to let him out of chastity. Ever!

The next morning Ron got up. He was bleary and weary. He had woken up several times during the night, and then had had to run for the bathroom from the pain of a morning woodie.

Janice got up and got dressed. Put on sexy clothes, kissed Ron passionately, and said, “I want you to wear something for me.”

He was mind dead, and he asked, “What?”

She handed him pink panties.

He looked at them. He stared at them. He wondered what he was supposed to do about them. And he put them on.

A week previously he would have resisted. But now, sexy crazed as he was, he just went along with the program.

“Wait a minute,” Janice said.

“What?”

She bent him over, pulled the panties to the side and put in his prostate massager.

“I don’t think I can do this.”

“Hah,” she said, giving the plug a big wiggle to make sure it was solidly set. He twitched and jumped, and sagged.

She turned him around. “Do you want to take a day off?”

“I want to take a week off. I need to sleep.”

“Nonsense. Sleep is over rated. Besides, you need to support your wife in the manner to which she has become accustomed.”

And, it is true, sleep is over rated. By the time Ron had had breakfast he was awake. He wasn’t quick and smart, but he would improve during the day.

So he went to work, his balls now aching, super extra horny from being drained and making love to his wife without cumming, and, of course, his little butthole was singing praises to his plug.

And the day went well, although he was a little uncomfortable with the women’s panties on. They weren’t quite big enough, and the way the chastity tube held his cock his balls needed a bit of extra room. Instead, they hung out and he had to keep rearranging them.

Still, he made it through the day, and, oddly, though he was sometimes distracted, sometimes he was laser sharp. That was the first hint he had that men could work better if their orgasms were controlled.

The next day dawned. Ron awoke tired, but not as tired. As a matter of fact, he was not as tired because he was wired. He felt like he had a line of energy shooting up the center of his chest. The energy made him like a live wire at work, and it helped that he was wearing not just his plug and his cage, but panties and nylons.

Yep. Janice had put him in nylons. She had tolled him to shave his legs when they awoke, and in the morning she rolled panties up his legs.

Ron stared at his legs. Man, that was sexy. They were sleek and tight and…sexy.

He kissed Janice good bye, and she noted his energy, and headed off for work.

Halfway through the day he sent her an email that consisted of one word. ‘Milking?’

At home she chuckled. He was tumbling faster than a drunken clown. She wrote back. ‘Play. Milk this week end. If you’re a good boy.’

He wrote back, ‘I will be.’

And that was it for the day. Except for the wonderful, delicious, awesome feelings in his groin, his butt, and his whole body.

And, that evening, they played. She played with his groin, with his plug, sat on his mouth and made him get her off.

Later, taking a quick shower, Janice thought about their situation. She was getting more sex than she ever had, and he was getting no orgasms.

He was getting lots of sex, but…no orgasms.

And he was building up in his balls. The weekend was coming and she wondered how much squirt she would get out of him.

The weekend arrived.

Ron went to sleep late, he was wired and filled with energy, and he woke up wired and filled with energy.

But, God, was he horny. He tried to keep busy, and at work that was no problem. At home he didn’t have a lot to keep him occupied, so if he wasn’t careful he’d end up humping a doorframe.

And even that felt good.

Janice made him wear a sweat shirt that day, and a bra underneath.

Funny, she had sort of fallen into the feminization, something to do while she made him horny, but she loved it. To see her man in lingerie was turning her on more than she ever would have imagined.

They did their usual yard sale circuit, and he was sort of hunched, and looking around, and trying to make sure his bra straps didn’t show.

Again, Janice was driving. When they finished the yard sales she went to the trunk and pulled out two breast forms. As she got into the car she tossed them to him. “Put them in.”

He stared at them. They were in a convertible. But if he slumped then nobody would be able to tell.

And it was exciting. He was excited by the cage and plug and the underwear. In fact, he was starting to stare at Janice when she put on her make up and wonder.

What would it feel like to put make up on?

But he knew that was crazy.

In fact, in his logical mind he knew this whole thing was crazy. But it was too exciting to stop.

He looked up at her, then, almost defiantly, he slipped the breast forms under his sweat shirt and into his cups. In seconds he was…stacked.

He had a pair of boobs that would make any woman envious, and they looked totally natural under the sweat shirt.

She watched him, eyes agleam, and she said, “You need a wig. I’m going to buy you a wig.”

And he, blown out by all the sensations he was experiencing, said, “Bring it on.”

He wasn’t so confident, however, when she stopped at a drive in restaurant on the way home. His eyes went wide, and he ended up slumped over, mumbling and looking in the glove box to hide his boobs as the girl came to the window for their orders.

Another afternoon of playing with each other, then, that night, Janice had him on all fours on the bed. She fucked him with the dildo, and when she was done she showed him how big it was.

“Holy crap!” His eyes were wide.

But he had taken it, and it had felt good, so there wasn’t much he could say.

She, however, had something to say. “Would you like me get a bigger one?”

He shook his head, actually a little worried. Good feelings were one thing, but having an asshole wide enough for a wheel barrow was another.

Then she held up the cup she had used to catch his semen. It was two loads now. “Would you like to partake?”

Again, he clamped his mouth shut.

Another week passed. And another. And another and another.

At the end of two months, eight drainings, Janice called him into the kitchen.

He entered, listening to his feet go click, click, click. Feeling his wig brushing his neck. Thinking about the piercing she was threatening to get him.

“Hey, honey, what’s up?”

She indicated he should sit. When he did she fixed him a drink, and herself, and sat down across from him.

They sat comfortably for a minute.

“Starting tomorrow you’re going to go full make up.”

His eyes went a little wide. They usually did make up on the weekend. During the week he had work.

Oh, he could claim he was transitioning or something. The kind of work he did nobody gave a royal shit.

But…he had his own mind to deal with.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Yep. I want you living as a woman full time. You almost are, so this isn’t that big a step. I want you with lipstick and nails and everything.”

She pushed a lipstick across the table and eyed him.

He eyed the lipstick. He picked it up, turned the base, watched the pillar of red rise.

She waited.

He sighed. He couldn’t resist. He rolled the substance on his lips.

“You see?”

He nodded. “I’m addicted.”

“Yes, you are, and that leaves us with a real problem. Something much more serious than you just wearing make up.”

He sipped his bourbon and Coke, studied the red lip print he left on the rim.

“Should I have another drink?”

“Several.”

He nodded. He finished his drink with a couple of gulps, then got up and made two more. He placed them in front of himself. Janice still had half her first drink in front of her.

They talked for a minute, filling space, and he finished the second drink.

He said, “Old oriental saying. The man drinks the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.”

He was drinking fast and there was already a bit of a slur to his words.

“Okay,” he said. “What’s your big problem.”

“Well, honey, I’m fucking you. And it’s fun, but I’m not getting fucked.”

“I’m using the dildo on you all the time!” he protested.

“And it’s good, but it’s not enough. I would like a little flesh in my diet.”

He smiled. “I’ll use my flesh on you.”

She didn’t smile. “Not until you swallow.”

He sobered, as much as he could with two and a half drinks in him, and said, “Can’t we get over that?”

“Nope. You disrespected me. You have a double standard that I can’t abide. Now I’ve been draining you for eight weeks. And I’ve been saving it.”

He knew that. He had seen the cup of sperm next to the ice cream.

“You are going to drink that cup of sperm, or…”

“Or what?” His voice was low, and there was a bit fear in it.

“Or I’m going to go out and get myself a bit of flesh.”

His breath caught. His arms trembled.

“Honey, I…I can’t. The idea…I have thought about it, I even try to make myself, but when it comes time…I just can’t.”

“So you’re going to make me go out and get my flesh somewhere else?”

“Honey,” he was begging. “It’s just too much. If you could just disguise the smell, then I could do it. Even drunk. I’m half drunk now, and I can’t bring myself to…to…”

He hung his head miserably.

Janice watched him. Actually, she didn’t want to fuck somebody else. But she had to make this final point. Him drinking cum was what had started everything, and she had to make him do it.

“Then I will go out tomorrow night, and when I come home you will either eat me out, or I will go out again. I will go out and fuck somebody as many times as it takes.

Ron was no longer the manly stud. He lowered his head and tears fell from his eyes onto the table.

Janice was shocked. He was actually crying!

She reached forward, put her hand over his. “Ron, honey, it’s simple. Hold your nose and drink. You won’t smell anything, you won’t taste anything.”

“The texture. It’ll be like sucking slugs!” More tears fell. His back was rippling a bit as he cried.

Now Janice was caught. Push had come to shove. She sighed. “Ron. You have until tomorrow night. Tomorrow night I’ll fix myself up and head for a singles bar. Some other man will be taking what should rightfully be yours. All you have to do is close your eyes and drink.”

“I can’t…I can’t.” He was sobbing freely now. Big tears all over the table top. A puddle.

Janice had no more options. She stood up and walked out of the room.

That night she didn’t drain him. He got ready, looked at her hopefully, as hopefully as he could with his face drawn and worried.

“Honey? Aren’t you going to drain me?”

She shook her head. “I want you full to bursting when I go out tomorrow. Then, when I come back, if you clean my pussy with your tongue, I’ll drain you.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Then I won’t even drain you.”

He drew in breath, was stunned.

“Ron, if you don’t swallow you will live a life without sex. We will live a normal life, I don’t intend to do without hugs and cuddles, but your weenie will stay locked up, and you will not get sex. At all.”

Ron was back to crying.

“Now, put your chemise on. I want to go to bed.

All that night Ron cuddled with Janice. Sometimes they slept, sometimes they didn’t.

He felt her breasts, her pussy. He felt his own fake breasts. Janice had insisted he sleep with them, and she had even told him that she wanted him to get breast implants.

He didn’t mind that.

He didn’t even mind the idea of going without sex. His mind was on a plateau of pleasure all the time anyway.

But he did mind the idea of her fucking another man.

They woke up, and he was in a funk all day. He tried to smile, but he couldn’t. She smiled, but it was a heartbroken smile.

What could she do? She didn’t want to fuck somebody else? Where else could she get somebody with a pink side? Somebody who would wear what she told him, who would let himself be feminized and love it?

Yet, Ron…he wouldn’t take the final step.

Then she had an idea.

It was six o’clock, time for dinner, and Janice threw in some TV dinners. She didn’t feel like cooking.

They ate, and he kept looking up at her, hopeful, like puppy dog.

She kept a straight face.

After dinner she said, I’m going to fix myself up. Wait here.”

He did. He had a drink, cried a little, and waited.

She returned looking better than a mere movie star.

Her breasts were high  and tight, and semi revealed by a porthole dress. Her hem was high and her sexy legs clicked along in black, patent leather high heels. Her face as made up immaculately. Her hair was coiffed, French style, and a strand of tiny diamonds hung from each ear.

She asked, “Are you going to swallow?”

His mouth moved, sounds came out, but…he couldn’t do it.

“Well, okay then.”

She walked to the refrigerator and took out the ice cream. “A little desert and I’m on my way.”

The look on his face, like he had lost his best friend.

She scooped a bowl out for him. She scooped a scoop out for herself.

She watched him.

Sobbing, he nibbled at the frozen treat. He kept looking up, and she just watched him.

Finally, he was done. He looked at her scoop in her bowl. His eyes narrowed. He sniffled, “Aren’t you going to eat your ice cream.”

“That was ice cream mixed with cum.”

Everything stopped for Ron. He looked at the bowl, he looked up, he opened his mouth, nothing came out.

“I let the ice cream and the cum thaw a little, then I mixed them together and put them back in the freezer.”

“But…but…”

“You gave me the idea the other night. You said if only I could disguise the taste. Well, I did.”

She stood up. She held out her hand. “I only want to fuck you.”

He took her hand and she led him back to the bedroom. She took the chastity key off the chain around her neck and opened the lock. In two seconds he had a burgeoning boner, getting harder by the second.

He started crying. But this time they were tears of happiness.

She lay down, a beautiful woman, and spread her legs.

“I’m not wear panties, slick. Get to work.”

He did. He literally jumped on her. He pushed his cock in her He tried not to be rough, but he was so starved he couldn’t help himself.

That was all right with Janice. She didn’t mind a little rough, as long as she got to be rough back.

He didn’t last long. And she expected that, and it was all right with her. After all, this was his cum, and she would get hers later.

He suddenly arched and his squirt began. A week of pent up juices, two months of desire for the real thing.

She held her hips up and kissed his face and let him squirt and squirt and squirt.

When he was done they lay there, him still in her but shrinking.

“Thank you, honey,” he said.

“You’re welcome.”

Then he slipped out of her, shimmied down her body, and ate her out.

END
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We Feminized a Hunter!

He was big and strong,

but we made him a Bambi!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hold it right there!”

Leo froze.

“Put the deer down.”

Leo slowly bent at the knees, he placed the deer on the earth and slowly straightened up. He could see the rifle barrels following him.

“What is this?” He turned his head and squinted his eyes trying to see who was behind the barrel.

“Shut up.”

Uh oh. The second voice came from behind him. More than one, What the heck did they want?

Leo was wearing camo clothing and expensive waffle stompers.

“Remove your rifle with your left hand and place it on the ground.”

He couldn’t see who it was, he could only see shapes, but they were in the dark and he was in the light, and he made it a practice not to argue with people with weapons.

He followed directions and gently placed his Savage 220 rifle on the earth just this side of the deer.

“Back up.”

“I have a license.”

“Down on your knees and put your hands behind your head.”

Slowly, Leo complied.

“I’ve done nothing illegal. Who are you? What authority do you represent?”

“We represent the Fluffy Creatures of America.” Now that he was complying the voices spoke softer. They were women.

He wanted to turn and see who it was, but he didn’t dare. Now that he knew what to look for, however, he could make out the shape of the person in front of him. She was wearing a bulky jacket, but he could still make out breasts, and long hair.

“What do you want?”

He felt the woman moving up behind him.

The woman in front of him said, “Don’t try a thing. One twitch the wrong way and people will be able to see right through you.”

The woman behind him clicked a handcuff over one wrist, brought his arms behind him and clicked the other cuff on his other arm. She stepped back, and the woman in front of him stepped forward.

She was a looker. Long, brunette hair, but pulled back tight with a scrunchy. Dark make up outlined her eyes, and she was wearing camo make up on her face. Her body was killer. Large breasts, flaring hips,  and she was probably about six foot. A couple of inches taller than him.

He looked down at her weapon. It was a Ruger American Go Wild. A solid rifle, but not usually used for taking people hostages.

“I’ve got a hunting license. You should check it. In the front left pocket of my jacket. Check it. Then you should let me go.”

The girl behind him moved around him. She was another knock out. Good chest, pretty face with a pert nose and plump lips. And she was also slightly taller than him.

She was holding a Browning X-Bolt Western hunter. Another solid rifle. Both guns were good for hunting, but these girls, now that he could see them in better light, didn’t look like hunters.

“He’s a bit scrawny.”

Leo blinked. “What?”

But neither girl was set up for hunting. They had binocs, canteens, rifles…but they didn’t have the look. They looked more like models. Their clothes were clean, and even fashionable.

“Check his paper.”

Leo waited while the second girl moved up and unbuttoned his top pocket. She brought out the license and examined it. “Leo Tunstall. Yep. Everything is legal.”

“Excellent. Come along Leo. It’s only a short way.”

One of them nudged him with her rifle and he struggled to his feet. She pushed him down the trail with the barrel of her rifle.

“What about the deer?”

The first girl said, “I suggest you shut up before you piss me off.”

Leo walked, careful not to trip on a root, and headed for the nearby parking lot. The ground was leaf thick and slick, and he stepped into the parking lot and looked around. Two cars. One was a Jeep with a winch. His. The other was a brown van.

“Where are your keys?”

“Front right pocket.”

A hand reached into his pocket, wiggled around and actually bumped his dick. What the fuck?

“Okay, head for the van.”

He walked across the parking lot.

One of the girls must have touched a fob because the side door slid open.

“Listen carefully, Leo. Get into the van and lay on your belly. Stay in the center and put your head towards the front. You got that?”

“Yeah.”

It was awkward not using hands, and he grunted as his belly hit.

One of the girls stepped over him, he heard a ratcheting sound, then a chain was hooked into his handcuffs.” A motor, much like his winch, whirred. Suddenly his hands lifted up and he found himself hanging just off the floor. He groaned at the pain in his shoulders.

The girl outside the van stepped in  and knelt and lifted his hair. She looked him in the face. She had dark, green eyes. Her make up was heavy. He realized that these girls must have been waiting for him. Or for somebody.

“This is against the law, to hold somebody against their will.”

“It’s against God’s law to kill innocent creatures.”

“Bambi would feed me for three months.”

She slapped him in the face.

He knew, then, that he was prisoner of anti-gunners. People who believed that wildlife was sacred and man was second place on the food chain.

“If you let me go I won’t tell anybody.”

They ignored him. The girl who had slapped him got into the front seat and started up the motor. the other girl got out and closed the side door. He heard her walking away in the direction of his Jeep.

“You like music, Leo?”

For a moment he didn’t say anything, then he realized he should let these girls know he was a human being. “Country western.”

She turned the radio on and Nathaniel Rateliff came on. He was preaching about the dangers of booze and yelling ‘Gimme a drink!’

The van started up, and before they were out of the parking lot he heard the grumble of his old Jeep.

He tried to get his knees under him, but the girl had looped a rope around his ankles and stretched them out. No way he was going to stand up. No way he was going to get loose.

They wound through the countryside, and a few minutes later they turned onto the interstate.

Leo kept trying to flex his muscles and take some of the pressure off his shoulders. Every bump in the road, however, brought a shot of agony to his muscles.

The woman drove for a couple of hours. She didn’t respond to questions, just turned the music up louder to drown out Leo’s voice.

Leo was in agony. He remembered reading about John McCaine being tortured so badly he couldn’t raise his arms Now he knew what McCaine felt like.

THey stayed on the interstate most of the time, towards the end she left the freeway. For about fifteen minutes the van swayed through a series of curves, then it turned off on what felt like a fire trial, and it got rough.

Ruts, potholes, bumps and thumps, and Leo was sure his arms were going to be ripped right out of the sockets.

Finally, the van rolled to a stop. The woman turned the van off and sat for a minute. Then a glow of another set of headlights appeared and Leo’s Jeep pulled up next to the van. The girls got out of their vehicles and talked between the van and the Jeep for a minute.

Leo groaned, he tried to work his muscles, but the slightest move was bringing him pain.

Suddenly the van door slid open and light flashed in his eyes.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Aw, poor baby.”

The ratchet sound and he laid down. his arms lowered, and even that caused massive and sharp pain.

They grabbed him and pulled him to the edge of the van, then pulled him again and he fell to the ground. Body slam. Face plant. But that was nothing to the shrieking pain in his arms.

“But think how Bambi feels, eh, Leo?” One of the women muttered as they reached behind and pulled his arms up.

He rose to his feet and had only a moment to glance around.

He was between the two vehicles. He was on earth that was wet and slick. Not mud, but damped by the early morning dew. To the right, in front of the cars, was a cabin. It was made of logs and looked sturdy. Behind the cabin was a thick forest.

He managed to glance over his shoulder. A long, rutted road through more forest. A smaller car, maybe a Subaru, but probably four wheel drive.

They pushed him past the cars and he mounted three steps to a porch. On one end of the porch was a couch, besides which was a cooler. Probably beer.

On the other end of the porch was a tangle of fishing gear.

The door was opened and he was shoved into the cabin. The lights went on and he blinked and tried to see more.

A spacious living room with what looked like a hand woven rug. It was built of a variety of colors, and maybe constructed of used clothes.

A stairway leading up to the second story. Pictures of fluffy bunnies and raccoons and such on the walls. A leather couch, well worn.

A TV. Did they have cable? Or some sort of dish? Or what?

“Sit.”

He was shoved onto the couch. His arms were still in pain, but he was starting to feel things again. He hadn’t realized how numb his hands were.

On of the women went to the right and into a nook that was actually a pretty well packed kitchen. Big fridge, modern sink, coffee pot on the counter…and everything looked modern, clean and in good shape.

“We still have that veggie burger. Want to share?”

“Sure.”

The woman came back from the kitchen with two paper plates. The plates held a half a burger each and some chips.

“What is going on?” Leo asked, as the girls sat down on chairs across from him and started eating.

“You hungry, Leo?”

He said nothing.

“Bambi’s probably still back whee we left her.”

He started to say something, but stopped.

“Go on. We’re opposed to beating people on general principles…”

“Unless they really piss us off.”

“So go ahead and ask your questions.”

Leo hesitated, but since their hands were full they likely wouldn’t mistreat him. At least until they finished eating.

“Why did you kidnap me?”

The one on the right, the brunette who had first accosted him, said, “Crimes against the planet.”

“Killing a deer? I’m sorry, but I really do hunt for meat. That deer would provide food for several months.”

“You could grow vegetables.”

“Man needs protein, and fat. It’s necessary.”

The girls glanced at each other. They had tired expressions on their faces, as if they had heard these arguments before.

“Do you have names?”

The brunette said, “I’m Misty, and this is Foofoo.”

Obviously fake names, but, what the hell, it was a start. Leo had read extensively, and he had an interest in law enforcement and war, and he was familiar with the Stockholm Syndrome. People who are kidnapped will eventually empathize with their captors. But along with that was the theory that if you made your captors recognize you as a human being, if you made them empathize with you, then you stood a better chance of survival.

“Well, Misty and Foofoo. Can’t say as how I’m glad to meet you. This isn’t my idea of dinner and a movie.”

“He’s a smart ass.”

“He’s trying to schmooze us.”

“He’s pretty good, too. No panic visible.”

They spoke quickly, intelligent people.

“Can you tell me why you kidnapped me?”

“Crimes against the planet.”

“I’m guessing this is because I shot a deer.”

Foofoo gave a quick nod of her head as she scooped up chips. The sandwiches were pretty near gone and Leo’s belly hurt. He hadn’t eaten anything but a sandwich at noon the day previous.

“Does it matter that I have a legal license? That I’m shooting for sustenance?”

“Nope,” said Misty.

There wasn’t much to say to that. These girls were obviously but cases.  He actually wanted to talk a. bit more, try to get them on his side, but he doubted he could do that. They were true believers. It spurted out of him: “What are you going to do to me?”

The girls smiled, looked at each other, then back to him.

“We’re going to hunt you.” And they began chuckling.

In spite of the fact that this idea, them hunting him, was in the back of his mind, Leo was shocked.

He liked movies where people hunted people.

He had a copy of ‘The Most Dangerous Game,’ a flick starring William Holden, and probably the first movie to depict a psychotic big game hunter hunting humans on an island.

He loved versions of ‘The Island of Dr. Moreau,’ and he had a bootleg of ‘Shoot,’ the incredible Ernst Borgnine vehicle in which two groups of hunters go to war.

But that was all fantasy! He had no real desire to hunt, and especially not to be hunted.

“You’re going to kill me.”

“You might think so, but you might end up thinking death is fun.”

The girls giggled.

“I’m assuming you girls get the guns, but what do I get?”

Misty bit her lip to keep from laughing. “You get your dick.”

He blinked.

Foofoo smirked. “You ever want to shoot anything with your dick?”

He shook his head. He had thought things were resolving, that he understood what was happening, but there was something here that was beyond his understanding.

The girls finished eating and Foofoo took their plates into the kitchen and dropped them in a garbage can. She brought back two opened beers and handed one to Misty. They sat back on the couch and regarded Leo.

“I’m sort of glad he’s scrawny. The big, fat ones are harder to work with.”

“Yeah. He’s got nice eyes, soft skin. You go hunting often, Leo?”

“Once or twice a year. I need…it helps with food expenses.”

“Yes. that’s right. You kill for sustenance, not for pleasure.”

“But it does feel good, doesn’t it, Leo?”

Leo gave a slight shake of his head. “Does what feel good?”

“Pulling the trigger. Watching your victim jerk when the bullet hits it. Seeing the blood splatter.”

Leo had been leaning forward, now he sat back a little. He was actually surprised by the viciousness int he girl’s eyes. “No. I’m hunting because I need to. I don’t get any particular joy out of the act.”

“Bullshit.” The girls glared at him.

“What do you do with the antlers?”

“What about the skin.”

He protested, rather helplessly, “I don’t do anything with that stuff! I just have a butcher handle the deer.”

“What? You don’t like to get your hands dirty?”

“Get all that blood over them?”

“No! No! It’s not like that.”

The girls didn’t believe him. They glared at him.

“Look, I can see that you’re upset about hunting, but I swear I do it only for the food. Have you seen the prices of meat in the market these days?”

“You could go vegan.”

He took a deep breath. “I don’t want to be vegan. People, and I mean especially men, need a. certain percentage of protein in their body. Eating nuts and things isn’t enough.”

“It’s enough for us.”

“We’ve got different bodies.”

Misty looked at Foofoo. “Next thing you know he’s going to be lecturing us on how men are hunters and women should stay home and cook.”

“Yeah. The barefoot and pregnant thing.” she turned back to Leo. “You think I should stay home and walk around with a kid on the hip? You want to me to dress a certain way and shut up and go to the PTA?”

“What are you…”

“That’s exactly what he wants.”

“He wants us pregnant. Men!”

“And he wants to make us pregnant.”

Leo was stunned. They had been talking, and they had been angry, but how did they suddenly go off on this tangent?

“I don’t want to make—“

“Shut up,” snarled Missy. “We know what you want. You want to fuck us.”

“Suck our tits.”

“Eat our pussies!”

They rolled over each other, totally shutting him up with their complaints and assumptions.

“Look…”

“You look, asshole. Leo the Asshole! You look at us, and remember this as the day you got your comeuppance.”

“Yeah! You’re coming up.”

“But what have I…why are you getting all mad?”

“He kills Bambi…”

“A crime against the planet…”

“…and then asked what he’s done.”

“Okay! I won’t do it again! Let me go! I’ll never hunt again! I won’t even walk in the woods! Just let me go?” He felt a desperation welling inside.

The girls were silent for a second, but their faces were still twisted in rage. How two such pretty faces could look so ugly was a marvel.

Suddenly Misty unzipped her Jacket. Foofoo looked at her, grinned, and unzipped her own jacket.

The jackets came off and their very sizable bosoms were revealed. Large mountains with large, erect nipples supported by sturdy bras.

They stood up and undid their pants, stripped them off. They wiggled out of  their panties.

Leo stared, wondered what the fuck was going on.

“Misty turned and took Foofoo in her arms. Neither woman gave way, neither bent back, and there was an equality in their postures.

They kissed, a long, passionate kiss. A kiss of plump, sexy, moist lips, and their hands began to roam. They felt each others breasts. Mistty bent her head and sucked on Foofoo’s nipples. Foofoo groaned and arched her back. Misty reached down and grabbed Foofoo’s mons with a hand. She squeezed, and now Misty bent forward, put her head on Foofoo’s shoulder and groaned.

They fell on the couch and seemed to struggle for top position, but it was a friendly struggle, filled with giggles and groping hands.

Somehow, Misty ended up on top, her knee between Foofoo’s legs, pressing into the woman’s pussy.

They continued smooching, Foofoo’s breasts flattening out on the bottom, and Misty’s hanging down and touching Foofoo’s chest.

Misty slid her hand into Foofoo’s pussy. She rubbed, titillated, and finally stuck a finger into Foofoo’s vagina.

Foofoo gasped and bent to press her body upwards. Misty began finger fucking her, and was quickly up to three fingers. She ran those fingers in, creating. heat and moisture. Misty grinned and went to four fingers. Her thumb was up and Foofoo gasped and looked up at her. “Yes,” she said. “Do it.”

Misty pulled her hand half out and lowered her thumb. She moved her hand forward and foofoo held on, groaned, and wiggled her hole against Misty’s fingers.

Misty’s hand slipped inside Foofoo’s pussy. Foofoo couldn’t move, tried to hold on, but couldn’t even do that. Misty began to run her hand in and out. The sound of fapping filled the room.

Leo was caught. He was a straight arrow. He wasn’t sexually oriented, but he was heterosexual; he wasn’t enamored of Lesbian couplings.

Yet he stared, his mouth open. This was, in spite of his attitudes, the hottest thing he had seen.

He watched Foofoo began a grunting series of orgasms, Misty driving her hand in and out ruthlessly.

Then Foofoo gave way. She crested, and Misty waited a moment, then gently took her hand out.

Foofoo lay on her back, dazed and exhausted. Misty wiggled around and faced Leo. Her legs were open revealing a very, good looking pussy, and she showed her teeth to Leo. “What do you think, Leo, would you like to get some sex?”

Leo knew it was a trick question. There was no way this woman, this lesbian, was going to give him sex, and the idea of making love to a lesbian…he gave an internal shiver.

“Not your cup of tea, eh?”

Misty came off the couch and knelt in front of him. Her face was inches from his, her beautiful face.

Foofoo got up on one elbow and watched.

Misty leaned over to the end table and picked up a folding knife.

She unfolded it, careful not to break her nails. She grinned, reached up and began sawing into Leo’s jacket.

His jacket was thick, but the knife was sharp. The good news and the bad news was that Misty knew how to use a knife. With efficient slices the rendered the thin into pieces. She slid the knife up his sleeves.

Leo sat, frightened at the proximity of the knife, frightened that Misty might slip, maybe even on purpose.

She cut off his shirt next. Sliced the sleeves, removed the material in little patches and squares.

“How you doing, Leo?” she asked.

“Not too good,” he didn’t recognize the sound of his own voice.

“Oh, that’s too bad.” She reached for his belt.

He tried to bend out of her way, but she pushed him back, she was very strong, and sat on his lap. “If you fight it I might slip and make a mistake. You don’t want me to make a mistake, do you?”

“No.”

“Then hold still. Maybe I won’t castrate you.”

Leo managed to hold still. She grabbed his belt and sliced upward. the belt came loose. She pulled it out of the loops and tossed it on the floor.

“Why are you doing this?” Leo’s voice was even, but he was begging, and tears were on filling his eyes.

“For the planet.” She began slicing his pants.

Leo closed his eyes and she got off him. She moved around him, wielding the knife carefully, and within a minute his pants were shredded and all he had on was his Irish Setter VaprTrek Camo Boots.

“Nice boots,” Misty laughed, and she sliced down through the laces. She pulled the boots off easily, then left his socks on.

She sat back on the couch. Foofoo was sitting up now.

Leo sat quiet on the couch, his arms handcuffed behind him, wearing just socks, and was painfully aware that his dick was getting hard.

“Hey, look! Little Leo likes it!”

He wasn’t little, actually. He was a good eight inches.

“It’s being naked,” he whispered. He felt a deep shame to being exposed like this.

Foofoo knelt in front of him. She reached for his penis.

Leo tried to move back, but she held him firmly. “Don’t be like that, little Leo. Tomorrow you die, so today you should party. Right? Isn’t there some quote like that?”

“Some kind,” he muttered. He was embarrassed, but his eyes were open and he stared at the woman, his dick was throbbing in hr hand.

She stroked him gently. “Oh, little Leo, you are so caught. You love it and you hate it. Don’t you.”

“I hate it,” his voice gave a little sob.

“Sure you do, and you hate it. To be so powerless. To be handled like meat.

He felt it coming then. It came from Misty.

“Helpless, like Bambi.”

Leo didn’t know what to say, but he had to say something. Tears squeezed out of his eyes as he said, “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry that you killed one of God’s creatures? Or sorry that your cock is happy in my hand.”

“Please leave me alone.”

But she wouldn’t. Misty moved up next to Foofoo. She reached out and grabbed Leo’s nipple. She twisted it slowly, then harder, harder.

Tears fell from Leo’s eyes as he tried to move with the twist, to somehow lessen the pain he was feeling.

“How do you think Bambi felt when your bullet ripped into her? Like this?”

She was digging in her nails now, squeezing, twisting, and there as nothing he could do but suffer.

Then the girls both sat back. They folded their arms, emphasizing their large breasts, and glared at him.

“What else have you hunted, Leo?”

“I don’t know…things…” he was sobbing lightly and his nipple felt like it needed medical attention.

“Bunny rabbits? Little duckies? Moose?”

“No. I don’t know. Leave me alone.

Foofoo got up and came around and sat down next to him. She was turned towards him, pressing her breasts against his arm. “What if we let you go. Would you promise not to hunt again?”

Misty snorted.

“I know you said you would before, but things are getting serious here, Leo. Would you sell all your rifles? Get the Impossible burger at Burger King? Could you do that?”

He nodded slowly, tears splashing on her arm, which had snaked into his groin and was once again holding his cock.

His traitor cock, stiff and erect.

“We tried that, you know. Our first prey. We reasoned with him and he promised, and you know what he did?”

Leo shook his head.

“He sued us. Sued us! Can you believe it? And after promising us!”

“I won’t be that way,” Leo promised.

“Of course he didn’t win,” put in Misty. “All he got was laughed at. He was the big, strong man and we were the sweet, innocent, little girls.

“But it was terrible, having to go through that.”

“Fortunately, we found out where he lived, and after the trial was over and everything had died down, we paid him a call.”

“We showed him the error of his ways.”

Leo was moving his head back and forth between the two women.

“What’d you do to him?”

“Same thing we’re going to do to you.”

“Yeah. We’re going to show you the error of your ways.”

The girls sat and glared at him.

And damned if Leo’s dick didn’t just keep bobbing and throbbing.

The girls were done with him for now. A short while later they walked up the stairs, arm in arm.

“You haven’t gotten m off yet, Misty said.”

“Don’t worry, honey, I’m going to bow your mind.”

“I was sort of hoping you’d blow something else.”

They giggled. At the top landing they turned to Leo.

Leo lay on the couch and watched them.

“Nightie night, Leo.”

“Do’t go away.”

And they laughed as they disappeared from his sight.

He listened, and heard the sounds of love making.

They had turned off the lights and he was laying in gloom. There was an eyebolt in the floor and they had run a chain from his handcuffs to the eyebolt. The couch was soft so he wasn’t entirely uncomfortable, but he still had his hands cuffed behind his back. He was also naked.

It was warm in the house, there was electric heating. He lay silent, quite aware of his cock sticking out, drilling the air. Why did penises have to have their own minds?

The sound of lovemaking faded. A board creaked, settling with the seasons. He heard the far away sound of an owl talking in the night.

He was trapped. He had been kidnapped and was being held prisoner.

But what did the two girls want?

What were they going to do to him.

He lay awake for an hour, unable to stop thinking. then, blessedly, he slept.


PART TWO

“Rise and shine!”

“He’s already risen!”

Leo awoke to find the two girls laughing at him. And at his morning wood. They were both naked.

“Fuck,” he said, sitting up. “I gotta go!”

Misty handed him a pan, “Kneel, serf, and address your mistress.”

She put a pan on the floor and Leo slipped to his knees in front of it. Foofoo knelt and grabbed his cock and aimed it.

Leo peed, and it was a relief, and an embarrassment.

“Whee!” giggled Foofoo, spraying his urine around the bottom of the pan.

A minute and he sighed and was empty. But he was still hard. Foofoo saw to that. She jacked him and grinned. “Bet you like that, eh?”

Suddenly Misty sat on the couch behind him. She grabbed his neck and pulled him back.

“Suck that hog, baby!” she shouted.

Foofoo went down on him. She held his balls and fondled them as she ran her mouth up and down his dong.

“Fuck!” cried out Leo.

Misty had him bent back and she ran her hands down to his nipples. She kissed his ear, nibbled on it, as she gently raked hi nipples were her long fingernails.

For a minute Leo made sounds, protested, then he gave in. It felt good. Heck, he might be a prisoner, and they might be lesbians, but what man could resist a soft mouth on his penis? Gentle hands playing with his privates?

“That’s a boy, honey,” Misty teased him. “Just relax and let us have a good time with you.”

He gulped, and suddenly felt his cock start to throb. He was going to squirt! But he didn’t want to!

“I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

Foofoo withdrew. His cock was red and the blood pulsed through it.

“Oh, honey. You didn’t think I was going to let that bad boy spit in my mouth, did you?”

They let Leo go then. They got up and went into the kitchen. Shortly the smell of bacon and eggs wafted through the cabin.

Leo was starving. It felt like his belly button was rubbing on his spine.

The girls chatted in low voices, filled their platters with hot eggs and sizzling bacon. Slices of toast, slathered with butter and grape jelly, appeared on the edges of the plates. They filled two tall glasses with fresh squeezed orange juice. They came back into the living room and sat down in the two chairs they had sat in the night before. They ate hungrily, and Leo gulped and watched.

“Aw, poor little Leo, he’s hungry!”

Foofoo laughed. “You want some food, little Leo?”

Leo said nothing. But his eyes spoke volumes.

“I’ll bet you Bambi wants some food, too.”

“Oh, that’s right, Bambi isn’t with us any longer.”

“Poor Bambi.” There was an edge to Foofoo’s voice that gave harsh warning to Leo.

“Oh, give him something to eat,” Foofoo.

“Maybe I should.”

“Sure. He’s been a good boy.”

Foofoo stood up and came to him. She was holding her half eaten plate in one hand, her breasts were large and loomed over him. “You can eat, but if you bite I’ll cut off your balls.”

She put stepped up on the couch and, one holding the plate, she pushed him back with the other hand. She walked forward and placed her knees on the back of the couch.

Her pussy was in his face. He wanted to shriek, to cry, but all he could do was watch her hairy slit come down on his face.

“Come on, baby!” yelled Misty.

She smushed her vagina down, slid her slit onto his nose, ground her labia down and moved her clitoris all over his face.

Leo had a hard time breathing.

“Eat, you bitch!” she shouted cheerfully.

He had to eat. He had never been one for cunnilingus, but he had to eat, if only to move around and get his mouth free enough to breath.

She ground her pussy down, and he could tell she was really getting off on this.

“Please,” he gargled from underneath her.

She kept grinding her pussy onto him as she ate from her plate.

He pushed his face forward, then pulled it back suddenly. He turned his face so he could gasp a bit of air. He was lightheaded and ready to faint when she finally straightened her legs and backed off.

“He’s not bad. Pretty sloppy, but sometimes that’s a good thing.”

“Ooh, I have to get some,” and Misty moved forward.

They attached ropes to eyebolts in the far walls, then to Leo’s hands. They pulled the ropes until the were tight, then Misty undid his handcuffs.

He was sore, slow to move, and he didn’t have a chance to struggle, let alone effect an escape.

They pulled on the ropes until his arms were stretched out, then they tied the ropes off and did the same to his legs.

Misty held a spray can and began coating his arms and legs, his torso. The two girls quickly smushed the goop into his flesh. When they were done he was covered, especially the groin, but not the scalp, with the stuff, which started to foam.

Leo was trying to figure out what they were doing, and they laid a tarp under him. Then they placed a couple of buckets of water on the ground under him.

Misty had to push his dick aside when it slapped her in the face.

“Damn. The gift that keeps on giving, eh?” She stroked it for a while.

Leo grunted. He was getting close again. He wished he had some clothes. He wished he was home watching TV. He wished anything but to be there.

Suddenly he felt the heat.

“Hey!” This stuff is burning me!”

“Whee! We’re burning the bad, old witch!”

But they immediately grabbed sponges and began wiping his body.

The goop came off, along with his hair.

“What’s happening?”

“Nair, baby.”

They chuckled and kept rubbing his flesh. The hair under his arms came off, on his back, and…in his groin. He looked down when they were done and he was baby butt nekkid down there.

“Why?” he asked, totally puzzled.

“So you can be a Bambi.”

That certainly confused him. He knew these girls were nuts, but…how nuts? This made no sense!

When he was clean they began to dress him.

They wrapped a garment around him, fastened it with velcro. There was a piece hanging down, almost like a loin cloth, and the pulled it up and attached it to the belt part. He was snug inside the weird underpants, and his cock kept struggling to get free.

They brought out a gallon jug of something, and began injecting it into his chest. Injection after injection. His eyes open in horror, he saw small mounds appear out of his pectorals. The mounds grew larger and larger.

“You’re giving me tits?” he gasped.

“Boobies, baby. Breasts. And they are going to be the cat’s meow when we’re done.

“Better put the bra on him. He’s sagging pretty badly.

Misty ran a bra around his belly, fastened it in the rear, then flipped the cups up and tugged the bra up. His new boobs fit into the cups and she pulled the straps over his shoulders and ran the ends through the sliders and rings. She adjusted him until his boobs were firmly encased.

“Don’t worry. This is good material. It won’t break when you start running.”

“Running? Why would I run?”

They wrapped a dress around him. They pulled it tight so that his figure was showing. In the reflection from the front window he could see how feminine his body was. He had big boobs, his waist was cinched by the dress, his hips flared out.

“Hey, he’s pretty cute.”

“Not like that redhead we caught back in October.”

“Oh, yeah…the redhead. He was a looker.”

“She.”

I stand corrected She.”

“You’ve made men into women before?” Leo looked at them.

“All the time. Then we turn them loose, and then we go hunting.”

“”You hunt…men?”

“You’re my Bambi, honey. I’m going to hunt your ass.”

“But this is crazy! This is murder! You can’t do this!” He struggled, but he was caught and the girls just stood back and watched him, big smiles on their faces, until he was exhausted.

“Isn’t this what you did to that deer? Hunted her down and killed her?”

“It was a buck! And it keeps the deer population down!”

“I’ll bet it does.”

Foofoo took a moment to grab his dick, which was popping through the fold of the dress, and stroked it. “It’s bad to kill innocent, young things. Wouldn’t you agree?” She kissed his mouth then.

He jerked back, but she had just splatted him, then grinned. “Ever kissed somebody who just ate pussy?”

He wanted to go ‘EW!’ but he didn’t. He just stared at her as his mind ruptured and struggled to come to a level keel.

“Okay, Bambi, we’re going to do your nails now. If you move your fingers we’re going to prick you with a pin.”

“A prick for a prick,” laughed Foofoo.

They prepped his finger nails, then glued long fake nails over them. Finally, they painted them a bright, red color. He turned his head from side to side, watched them as they worked.

“Look, his dingle is donging again.”

It was true. His penis was undergoing erection.

“I can’t help it,” he blurted.

“I’ll bet you can’t. There’s a little bit of the sissy in you.”

“There’s a little bit of the sissy in all men.”

“Do you remember that big guy? The really big guy?”

“The one with the beard?”

“Yeah.”

“How could I forget! It took me an hour to shave him.”

“And he was ugly under that beard.”

“That beard was just an excuse to hide how ugly he was.”

“Bambi here doesn’t need a beard.”

“No. She’s a cutie pie.

They coated his fingernails with lacquer, and it was a weird sensation to move his fingers, to feel the long nails touching.

“We gonna do his tootsies?”

“Sure.”

They sat by his feet, pulled off his socks, and went to work. Again, he stared down at one foot, then the other. His toes became red and shiny in short order.

“Okay,” said Misty, as the girls stood up. “It’s face time.”

“Face time?”

“Got to make you pretty if we’re going to hunt you.”

“Now don’t move your face. We don’t want to make you ugly.”

Misty cleansed his pores, running a little sponge over his flesh, then Foofoo primed his skin. As they worked they joked, talking of men they had made up, of men they had hunted.

“You remember Bob? The muscle guy?”

“He was a kick. When we shot him he struggled so hard.”

“But he also learned to love it.”

Misty stopped applying foundation and looked at Leo. “What’s with it with men? We put a little make up on and…” she moved her leg and his cock was pressed to the side. It had been continually bouncing against her body as she worked on him.

Leo turned bright red. To have make up put on him. Oddly, it was more scary to have make up applied to his face than the idea of being shot.

They worked on his eyes, gave him color, curled his lashes.

Misty pulled a wig over his head. It was blonde, and she took it off so Foofoo could attach a skull cap to his head. Misty moved back in and glued the wig to a strip of material running around the skull cap.

The hair settled down over his shoulders.

Foofoo took his face in one hand and rolled lipstick onto his lips. She stood back and smiled.

Past her shoulder Leo could see his reflection  in the window.

He was a woman. As good as.

The dress material around his waist had pulled out a little, but some women do have a little chub around the waist.

But that chub was offset by his big boobs.

“What have you done?” he whispered, which caused the girls to howl in laughter.

“He wants to know what we’ve done!”

“Misty moved up to him then and in a low voice growled, “It’s about what we’re going to do to you.

Leo stared at her, and he felt fear building.

Once they were done with him, had him feminized, they went upstairs and got dressed in hunting camos. They came down carrying gun cases.

“You can’t do this. This is murder!”

“Yep. But not completely.”

“What?”

“We’re going to give you a chance.”

“A bigger chance than you gave Bambi.”

He struggled a little, but he already knew struggling wouldn’t get him anywhere.

They put the gun cases to the side and sat down on their chairs.

“Well, little Leo, we’ve come to the end of the ride.”

“What are you going to do?”

“We already told you. We’re going to hunt you down and shoot you. When we get done with you you’ll never hunt another deer again.”

They smiled happily.

Leo tried. “My life is worth more than that of a deer. I’ll never hunt again anyway. This is absolutely insane. I’ve got family! You can’t do this!”

He blathered on for long minutes, and they watched and were content to just listen.

Finally, he ran down.

Misty smiled. “I guess those were his last words.”

“I guess.”

“You can’t do this!”

“Why not? You could shoot Bambi, why can’t we shoot you?”

“I’m a human being.”

Misty turned to Foofoo. “I think he’s about to go on another rant. Shall we get on with it?”

“Yes. They day is getting on, and I’d like to get done. Maybe we can catch a movie tonight.”

“Oh, I’d like that.”

“Or we could binge watch Breaking Bad.”

“Even better.”

They turned to Leo.

“Okay, our little Bambi. Time for you to make a run for it.”

Leo was almost blubbering.

Misty unfolded a map. She held it so he could see it.

“Here’s the cabin right here,” she pointed at a red X on the map. Follow this squiggly line to a big rock. Go around the rock and there’s a trail that will lead you across this stream, down a hill, and you’ll be able to see your Jeep over here. It’s not much of a parking lot, but the keys are in the Jeep. If you make it to the Jeep we won’t shoot you.”

Leo looked at the map. “Why can’t I cut across? Why do I have to go around.”

“Oh, you could. If you don’t mind the swamp and the snakes and things.”

His eyes went back and forth between the girls.

“And you’re going to be chasing me.”

They smiled.

“Why can’t I have a gun?”

“Oh, Leo! Don’t you know? Bambi’s don’t have guns. That’s what makes them so much fun to hunt. Right?”

There was nothing he could say to that.

The girls went to the sides of the cabin. They each had a sidearm in holsters, and they took them out.

“Don’t try to get to us, Leo. We’re both pretty good shots.”

They loosened the ropes. Leo untied his hands, rubbed his wrists.

“Out the door, Bambi. Run for your life.” Foofoo’s voice was cold and hard.

He walked to the front door, turned the knob, opened the door. He turned to them.

“Did you have something to say, sweetheart?” Misty cooed with a grin.

“If I make it…”

“We know. You’ll hunt us down and make us pay.”

“Or suffer. Sometimes they want to make us suffer.”

“Suffer, pay, whatever. The sun isn’t standing still, Leo.”

Leo went through the door and the race was on.

Leo figured they would give him until he was across the clearing, but they didn’t.

He trotted across the porch and down the steps, then raced, as best he could, across the clearing.

He had no shoes and socks. He was wearing a dress and if he fell there was no protection for his hands or knees.

Still, he had to make tracks. Halfway across the clearing, however, Misty called out, “Run, Bambi! Run!”

Crap! They weren’t waiting at all. He risked a glance over his shoulder and saw they were opening their gun cases. They wouldn’t get a shot off before he was out of sight, but only if he hurried.

He ran over the clearing, lifting his feet up whenever he placed his feet on a piece of gravel or a sharp rock.

Down the fire trail driveway. He had to slow down and pick his way carefully. Those damned pebbles were killing his feet.

The map had been out of scale. Where he should have seen a big rock was just more trees. It had to be further.

He realized he had been holding his breath because of the rocks under foot and he forced himself to breath.

In spite of his frantic race, it was a beautiful morning. The air was crisp and the sun was already starting to heat up.

He crossed a dribble of a stream, had to place his feet carefully. He thought he heard voices—were they this close to him—and ran harder.

The trail went up and down slightly, not enough to wreck him, but enough so that he had to change his gait frequently.

He stopped, listened, nothing.

Okay.

Two miles further on he came to the rock. Okay. Three miles to the rock from the cabin. Maybe four circuitous miles to the stream, then two miles to the parking lot. He could do it. He had to do it.

He rounded the rock and found himself struggling up a short hill. At one point he had a view of the fire trail he had  just been on. He stopped for ten seconds to catch his breath and looked back. Nothing. No sign of the girls.

He ran on, and now he began to slow down and time himself.

He had been a runner in school. 440. Long enough to know how to pace himself. Short enough to know when to spurt.

The little trail was actually easier on his feet than expected, and there were times when he could put on a quick sprint. But there were a few parts when he had to pick his way, ouching as his feet took a beating.

He crossed the stream, and he felt better. He had heard nothing, there were no signs of pursuit, but he didn’t slow down.

Down the hill, maybe another mile or so…then he heard the sound of traffic. It was an acoustic oddity. The freeway had to be miles away, but he could hear it plainly.

As long as he didn’t hear the two maniac girls.

And, finally, his heart pounding, gasping for breath, his legs starting to shake, he came to the parking lot.

Fuck! He had made it! He was going to get away!

The parking lot was chip seal, which made it terrible on the feet. He could feel bits of tar sticking to his feet, and pebbles stuck to the tar. Half way across the parking lot he realized he should have run around the place.

Still, nothing to do but keep going. Biting his lip and trying to ignore his hurting feet, he closed the distance to his Jeep. Twenty feet, ten feet. He was there!

He exulted, looked behind him, then pulled the door handle. The door came open and he froze.

“Hello, Bambi.”

A thousand thoughts flashed through his mind. They had tricked him. Maybe they had driven, maybe they had cut across the supposed swamp with its snakes. Maybe they had a fucking helicopter.

Misty was on the other side of the car, the passenger door open. Her rifle was laid on the passenger seat and she had a perfect bead on his chest.

He was going to die. In a last ditch effort he screamed and tried to twist out of the way.

His scream was harsh, a ripping of the throat, and he heard the gun.

PHHT!

He blinked.

Phht? What kind of a gun goes Phht?

He looked down at his stomach. A feathered dart stuck out from his abs.

He looked up at Misty. “You…you…”

Misty smiled. “You aren’t going to go to sleep, Leo. You’ll be awake and aware, just unable to move. You’ll feel everything as we shoot you.

“But you just shot me?” What goes Phht?

Foofoo came around the end of the car. She moved quickly and pushed Leo forward so he collapsed on the front seat.

Lep managed to half turn a little, looked up at her, but his voice had left him. His eyes were open, however, and he watched as if from a distance.

“Poor Leo. This is just a tranq. We haven’t really shot you, yet.”

“Bu…” slobbered out of his mouth.

Misty appeared next to Foofoo. She helped get Leo out of the driver’s seat and walked him back towards the rear of the the Jeep. They placed him on the ground, his head slumped, his back against a tire.

“Leo, you are so pretty. this is going to be so much fun.”

While Misty talked Foofoo opened the back of his Jeep. The two girls pulled out a weird sort of horse. It had a wide plank up the center and little platforms for his knees and elbows. They placed it behind the Jeep and came back to Leo.

“Leo. We’re going to shoot you now, but you have to make a choice.”

“Wha…?”

The girls started to take off their clothes. They slipped out of their jackets, then their shirts. They stood exposed in sturdy bras, their large breasts swelling out of the cups.

Then they undid their zippers and lowered their pants.

Misty held up a rifle in one hand. A real rifle, not a tranq gun. “Do you want to be shot with this?” She presented the rifle. “Or with this?”

She reached down and waggled the strap on dildo jutting from her junction.

Leo tried to think…he could think…things made sense…but it was a slow process.

“This?” said Foofoo holding her rifle up. “Or this?” she waggled her plastic penis.

Leo was trying to think. he lifted a hand, it was like swimming in mud.

“This…or…”

Leo’s hand flopped down on Misty’s cock.

Leo was out of it…yet totally awake, totally feeling everything.

The girls stood him up and walked him over to the horse. They helped him onto it. He lay on the slightly curved plank and his butt was up in the air. His knees and elbows rested on the little platforms and they fastened them down with leather strips that had velcro ends.

Leo lay there, trying to think. They had tricked him. They had tricked him and trapped him, and he had never had a chance. From the first time they held a gun on him to right now.

He was a Bambi. And for the first time in his life he realized what a deer must go through. Always aware, always alert, and yet, a hunter finds her. The deer raises its head, terror, loud noise, and a bullet pierces her hide, her flesh. Terror gone…Bambi gone.

And he was nothing but a Bambi. They stalked him, and he looked at them with terror in his eyes.

He was a Bambi.

Misty drove the van into the clearing and parked next to the horse. She brought out a jar of lube and began greasing Leo up. She smushed goo into his asshole and ran a finger into him.

He was unable to move, but he felt the incredible pleasure as her fingers explored him and opened him up.

Foofoo sat down next to his head. She was drinking a beer.

“You see, Leo, my little Bambi, it is unfair to shoot something that can’t shoot back.”

He said nothing, felt Misty pulling her fingers out and putting more in. He thought she had three fingers in him now, and it felt so good.

“We tried reasoning with a hunter, but he reported us. We barely squeaked out of that one. We had to act like airheads, though, and that was sort of demeaning. Now, however, we have it down to a science.”

Misty slid four fingers into him. Her thumb was straight up. She turned the fingers and his asshole accommodated, and all his nerves were exploding with sensation.

“We catch a hunter, we show him how unfair it is, then we fuck him. I suppose it’s dreadfully emasculating, maybe it’s not, but…to have a big dick up your ass. But would you rather make love or make war?”

Misty pulled her thumb down. She had her whole hand in him now. She moved it back and forth and he could feel her fingers inside him. He was having a hard time breathing because she was taking his breath away. He had never felt anything like this.

“We actually got the idea from a blog somewhere. The blogger was saying that people should shoot wildlife with cameras, not guns. But we took it a step further. We shoot them with our dicks. Oh, we thought about shooting them with cameras, but where’s the lesson? Where’s the embarrassment and emasculation.

Misty pulled her fist out of him and he finally felt the tip of her dick nibbling at his rectum. She held it with her hand and rubbed it against his button, then she slid it into him. Even though he was mostly paralyzed he gasped.

Foofoo smiled. “Isn’t that fun? Of course, you will be ashamed for awhile, but at some point you’ll get over that. The paralysis of your muscles isn’t long lasting. By the time I fuck you you’ll start fucking me back. That’s a good sign the tranq is wearing off, when you start pushing your ass back and trying to get more dick.

Misty slid in and out, in and out. She corkscrewed him, and he felt the end of her pecker rolling around inside his rectum. She reached under him and began massaging his balls in time with her thrusts.

Leo groaned.

“After we fuck them for a while we turn them loose. You would be surprised at how many come back.”

Leo’s eyes raised sightly towards her, and she saw it. “Oh, yes. We actually have a reunion of sorts. We try to schedule if for a long weekend. We have hunters from all over coming back to be hunted. And we even have a group like us who can’t do this full time like Misty and I. They volunteer to come out on the long weekends and lend their ‘expertise’ to the festivities. I tell ya, it’s a real blast. We’ll put you on our mailing list if you want. We only charge a hundred bucks, and you get a whole long weekend, but you do have to bring a lot of beer. Everybody likes to drink beer.”

She leaned down and looked into his eyes, pulled his cheek down so she could look into his eye better.

“Hey, Misty?”

“Yeah,” Misty grunted, pounding into Leo’s asshole.

“He’s starting to wear off. You want to give me a turn?”

“Sure.”

With that Misty pulled out and Foofoo went to Leo’s backside.

In an instant Foofoo was plastic balls deep in his asshole, pumping and humping. She was fresh rested and Leo’s asshole woke up and celebrated.

Misty sat down and opened a beer. “Can give you any alcohol, not with the tranq in your system. But I’ll enjoy it for you.”

Leo was able to move enough to watch her guzzle the beer.

She lowered the beer and smiled at him.

“So now you’re a Bambi. How does it feel?”

“Unh…unh…”

“Oh, sorry. Give it another few minutes.”

Foofoo had a hold of his hips now. His dress was over his back and she screwed her dildo into him like there was no tomorrow.

Misty reached under him and grabbed his penis. “Okay, Bambi. It’s not all torture. Sometimes there’s good with the bad.”

She jacked his cock, slapped his balls, and Leo instantly felt the urge surge. He needed to cum.

“I know, Bambi. Let it out. Once you’ve cum with a dick up your ass it’s all over for you.”

The feeling got closer and closer. Misty’s hand flew up and down. She squeezed his balls and even kissed him.

“Oh!” He shouted, his first intelligible words since being tranqed.

“Fuck!”

He began to shoot. Misty grinned and kept stroking him. Foofoo kept pounding his ass, and the semen came out, and out, and out. Big squirts, a series of dribbles, then he was done.

Foofoo gently pulled out of him and he lay on the horse. He was conflicted. He liked it. He liked getting his ass fucked.

But he was a man, and he had some adjusting to do.

“Okay, honey, we’ll get you out now.”

They released the straps and helped him off the horse. He stood on quavering legs and looked first at one, then the other.

“Well, Leo, how does it feel to be a Bambi?”

Leo didn’t say anything for a second, then he gulped and nodded slowly. “Pretty good.”

The girls yipped and high fived.

“Another convert!” yelled Misty.

And Foofoo looked at Leo. “All right. Come on, Bambi. Let’s go get some dinner and put you on the mailing list.”

“Maybe we can even fuck a bit. Would you like that?”

Once again, Leo nodded.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Dishonest Dick!

He cheated and she feminized.

He’s on the receiving end now,

and all is good!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Let’s go.” Dick’s voice was rough, no nonsense. He was in a hurry and Linda better get her ass in gear.

He came out of the computer room, walking briskly, eyes hard.

“Okay, let me just grab my purse…”

“You should have everything ready,” he grumbled.

She had everything ready. She had laid out his suit, fixed his breakfast, gotten herself ready, and just had to pick up her purse.

He walked through the kitchen, grabbed a piece of toast and ignored the rest of her hard work.

She sighed as she followed him out to the garage. She always had to have a complete breakfast ready, and it irked holy heck out of her when he just grabbed a piece of toast. She would come home later and throw a breakfast in the garbage.

It was a waste, and she was not a wasteful person.

He was holding his computer and briefcase with his other arm and he waited for her to open the door. “”Come on,” he muttered half under his breath.”

“Sorry, sorry,” Linda squeezed between the washer and drier and opened the back door.

Dick, a sour look on his face, slid into the back seat and opened his computer.

Linda drove slowly. She didn’t like driving the big Lincoln, but Dick said it was part of his image.

“Drive faster,” he commanded from the back seat. I’m going to be late.

She sped up, and she thought: It wasn’t always like this. Once she had been a knock out babe with big boobs. She had her choice of suitors, and she thought she had chosen wisely. Dick was a stud, smart, and obviously going to be a success.

She remembered those first few years fondly, they lived cheap, but fucked in every room, and even over the backseat and on picnic benches in the park. Any place there was a horizontal space it ended up with Dick’s semen on it.

“Are you slowing down again?” he looked at the rear view mirror.

“Oh, no,” she replied, goosing the pedal just an ounce so he would think she was driving faster.

Back to her thoughts: the dream of her as a princess and him as her prince ended when he started his own company.

RichBiz. Richard’s Business. They had laughed at the idea of calling it DickBiz. It was a start up that worked. And it worked for an odd reason, he insisted on the human touch.

In a world controlled by Google and Twitter and Facebutt, a world where the tech corporations didn’t want to speak to human beings, RichBiz was structured so his people had to answer the phone. And he demanded that they solve problems in human terms, not just hop onto the corporate script.

“Linda, I’m going to be late!”

“Sorry, dear. It’s the traffic.”

Not that he gave a holy shit about traffic. The holy Dick Johnson, who once dined on such viands as Top Ramen, and Mac and Cheese, and was glad of it, felt that the world should bow down to him. The traffic should part like the Red Sea parted for Moses.

Oh, what she would give to have that fresh-faced boy she had married back. Instead of this strident tyrant.

She delivered him to his building, the one with the big ‘RichBiz’ in huge red letters on the top, and when he got out she got out and followed him into the building.

Dick frowned at her.

“Bathroom,” she said.

“You should plan ahead,” he stated.

She didn’t go into his place of business often. She didn’t like the way he looked at her, the snide remarks he might make. But when ya gotta go ya gotta go.

She could have gone to his personal ‘executive’ bathroom, but she opted for the one at the end of the hall.

She entered through the swinging door and took the stall on the end. She was sitting, listening to rather indelicate plopping sounds, and…the door opened and voices entered the bathroom.

“Oh, you should have seen him! I had him on his hands and knees. I made him kiss my patent leather heels, and even suck the spike. God, I wanted to spank him, but he had board meeting.

The other girl giggled. “When are you going to make him leave his wife?”

“I don’t know. I mean, it’s fun having a sissy slave, and I love all the presents he gives me, but do I really want a milk sop under foot?”

Linda had a rueful smile on her face. She peeked out the crack of the stall door and saw a buxom redheaded putting lipstick on. The lipstick was bright red. ‘Blow job lipstick’ she had heard such a color referred to.

She thought about the. girl. No problems. In charge of her life.

“I’m going to go give him a morning blow job right now,” she smacked her lips at the mirror.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. He just came in with his dowdy wife, and I think I’ll give him a big blow job when she leaves.”

That was the moment Linda lowered her brows. Dowdy wife? And it clicked in her mind. Board meeting?

Dick? Could it…could it…

The girls were giggling again, then Linda heard the click, click, click of the redhead’s high heels on the tile floor. She heard the door open and close.

She burst out of the stall. The other girl was still there and she whipped around in surprise. Linda grabbed her blouse with one hand and pulled her face close. She snarled into her face. “Is she fucking Dick?”

The girl’s face was ashen. And knowing.

Linda actually growled in the secretary’s face like a tiger. “Is it Dick.”

The girl looked like she wanted to be anywhere else but in Linda’s grip, but her face nodded up and down.

Linda grabbed her neck with the other hand. The girl could feel Linda’s red nails at her throat. “What’s her name?”

“Elizabeth,” gasped the girl. “Liz.”

Linda pushed the girl away, back against the counter, glared, then spun and headed for the door.

She walked down the hallway and saw nothing. Her vision was clouded at the edges and she just focused on the world directly in front of her.

But she wasn’t so focused she was stupid.

She stopped in front of Dick’s office. She reached into her pocket for her cell phone. She began recording video. Holding the phone so it could record anything she saw she placed her hand on the knob of Dick’s offices and turned.

Dick’s offices consisted of a board room on the left, his office in the center, and a bathroom on the right. The bathroom was accessible from both the secretary’s area and Dick’s office.

Linda pushed through the door and Dick’s secretary looked up in surprise, then she reached for the intercom.

“Touch that and you die!” Linda advanced on Martha like a bear about to rip somebody a new face for messing with her cubs.

“But…he’s in a meeting.”

Linda reached across the desk and gripped the wire to the intercom. She ripped, and the wire popped out. She grabbed Martha’s bathroom key.

“I’ll check your cell phone on the way out. Have the history ready.”

Martha actually nodded. The look on Linda’s face…that was a look that could murder kittens.

Cell phone recording faithfully, Linda went to the right, unlocked the bathroom door and entered.

It was quiet. Peaceful. Not like in her mind.

She walked, not making any noise, to the door to Dick’s office. She gripped the knob and pushed.

Dick had her back to her, but he was very accommodating. He spun, showing his erect, lipstick smeared penis. And he stumbled over his swivel chair, which moved him back so Linda got a perfect shot of Liz on her knees, mouth opened, shocked.

And, if that wasn’t enough, Dick was cumming. He gripped the arm of his swivel chair and a rope of semen shot out and across his desk.

Another spurt, another spurt…

His face was red and panicked.

“I can explain!”

Liz stood up, wiped her mouth, which smeared lipstick and semen across her chin.

Linda advanced, cell phone working.

Liz sobbed, turned, and ran out of the office.

“I can explain! Wait!”

She hit him in the mouth. His lipstick smeared mouth.

His eyes showed a terror she had never seen before, and something clicked in Linda’s mind.

On his hands and knees.

Sucked my spike.

Wanted to spank him…

And the terror in his eyes, and his blubbering excuses…

She now knew what kind of a man her husband was. A bully. And underneath the bully was…a scared, little boy.

But she was mad, so when he reached up for his mouth, after she had punched him, she kneed him in the balls.

Dick folded, and she pushed. He and the swivel chair fell over. The chair was on its side and Dick was sprawled.

“I’ll see you at home at five o’clock.” Her level eyes left no doubt.

She turned and walked for the main door, where Martha was standing with her hand over her mouth and eyes as big as pies.

She stopped right before the entrance, turned and snapped. “Fire that bitch. Now. And get yourself a fucking Uber to get home.”

He stared up at her from the floor. One hand on his balls, one hand on his mouth.

Then she was gone.

Linda drove slowly through town. Her mind was distracted and she could have been in Afghanistan for all she knew.

Her husband…the cocksucking bitch…On his hands and knees. Sucked my spike. Wanted to spank him…

He cheated on her.

Tears came, and her mind turned back over the years.

She was a freshman and he was a senior, BMOC. He dazzled her, a slender tennis star, and out of all the girls on campus he had picked her.

He was so kind and polite. Opened the door for her, bought here presents. When had Prince Charming become Rumpelstiltskin?

Somebody honked at her and she realized she was driving too slow. She sped up, but couldn’t keep her mind from going back…back…

He had graduated, worked for a tech company for a year, then proposed.

He had dreams, they had to live low on the hog, but…she had left school and hooked her wagon to his.

They were poor, but he worked 18 hours a day, and they christened all the furniture in the one room apartment they lived in.

God, the money had been tight. He had quit his job and was starting RichBiz. She had laughed—her belly so empty her belly button kissed her spine—and told him he was arrogant, and that was when they laughed about calling it DickBiz.

But she loved it. They were two against the world.

Then the money came rolling in, tons of it, and he rented his first office, and…his first secretary.

That was when he changed.

Somebody honked at her again. Too slow. She pulled into a parking lot, crying, and started pounding on the steering wheel.

Back then, the first RichBiz office, he had hired a stacked blonde…that was when he started to change, and that meant, all the way back then, he had been cheating.

Fucking his secretary, then coming home and acting like he was too tired. He was working too hard, he claimed. Yeah. Working hard at putting his dick into a big titted blonde’s pussy.

Time passed and she emptied out, calmed down, dried her eyes and looked in the mirror.

Tap tap.

She jerked in surprise and looked up. A security guard was standing next to her car. She rolled the window down.

“You all right, ma’am?” He was a young man, probably working his way through school, or just starting out, and he cared.

She nodded her head. A sort of a sob escaped her, but she tried to stifle it.

“I can call someone if you want. Would you like me to call someone?”

“No…no. I’m okay now.”

“Well, okay. But you’ve been here a while and…you’re sure?”

“I’m sure. Thank you.” And, a thought: “Thank you for caring.”

He stood back and she gave him a wan smile and pressed the pedal.

Back out on the road, but now she wasn’t driving blindly. She figured out where she was, and headed for home.

She felt guilty. She had crying jags. She spent the day cleaning the house, and she couldn’t stop thinking.

On his hands and knees.

Sucked my spike.

Wanted to spank him…

How many times during their ten year marriage had he cheated on her?

She thought of parties they had been to. Times he had smiled a little guiltily, times he had come home and said he was too tired.

And she fallen fallen right in with it, feeling sorry for her husband who ‘worked too hard,’ giving him back rubs and fixing special meals, doing everything she could to make him feel better.

But every time she did that it fed his cheating personality.

About four o’clock she sat down at the computer. She typed in: ‘How do I stop my man from cheating on me?’

Be willing to initiate sex…

Be open to experimentation...

Take care not to become controlling...

Make sure he knows how much you appreciate him.

She snorted. Bullshit. He cheats and you should give him loving, get kinky, don’t stand up for yourself, show your love…what a crock of shit. Had to have been written by a man. A cheating man.

Her own items would have been…

cut off all sex…

kick him in the balls…

make it so he couldn’t have sex again…

And, actually, when she thought about it, she didn’t feel like having sex with him, she had kicked him in the balls, and…she had to make sure he couldn’t have sex again.

She had to stop him from diddling Elizabeth or whoever he took an urge to. She had to stop him from taking some young thing into a closet and screwing her.

God, if she could only stop him from having an erection!

She typed in ‘How do I stop my man from having an erection?’

What came up were pages of how to deal with erectile dysfunction.

She snorted. He had erectile dysfunction, all right, in the truest sense of the word!

She clicked her way through the net. She was somewhat calm now, a bit tired, and she was just glancing, meandering, no real purpose…and she froze.

She focused.

She looked at what had come up and…she smiled.

Dick arrived home at five fifteen. Right on time.

Linda watched from the kitchen window as he climbed out of the Uber and walked up the walk. He was holding flowers and looked appropriately guilty.

“Honey?”

He stepped into the kitchen and held the flowers out to her.

As if a bunch of dead plants were good exchange for trampling on her love.

She looked at him. “I uploaded the video to the net.”

His hand went slowly down.

“I talked to a lawyer.”

His hand was now at his side, the flowers dangling. His face was as pale as snow.

“He said I could get the house, and lots of alimony, and I already own a half interest in RichBiz.”

“Look,” he tried. “I’m sorry. It was a one time thing and—“

“Get down on your knees.”

He blinked. “What?”

She tilted her head, curious as to what his responses were going to be.

“Get down on your knees.”

“I’m not—“ he started to bluster.

She picked up her phone and showed it to him. “This number is my lawyer. You do what I say or I tap his number.”

“This has gone far enough!”

She tapped.

“Wait! Stop!”

She looked down.

He went to his knees.

She tapped her phone to stop the call.

“You will do everything I say. I am now in charge. Take your clothes off.”

His mouth opened.

“Now.”

Now he was struggling to comprehend. She wasn’t asking him to take his clothes off so they could have mad, passionate love…so what was going on?

He took off his jacket, his shirt, his slacks. Item by item he became redder in the face. Sure, she had seen him naked, they had run naked through the house many times, but this wasn’t amorous. This was…what was going on?

He knelt naked.

“Turn around.”

Puzzled, he did.

He hadn’t noticed the ping pong paddle on top of the fridge and she took it down. She pushed his back and he fell to all fours.

WISSS SMACK!

“OW! What the fuck?” He was on his feet, rubbing his ass, looking angry. But what was most telling was the fact that his penis had instantly become hard.

She stepped up to him. She grabbed his penis and stroked it. “Your first secretary. The stacked blonde. Her name was Diane. Did you fuck her?”

“Honey, you can’t…don’t…”

“You ever want to get in my good graces? You’re going to have to be honest. Did you fuck Diane?”

“No!”

“On your knees.”

“Hey!”

She picked up her cell phone. “On your knees,” and her finger hovered over the phone.

A look of panic on his face, he knelt.

She lifted the paddle, “Turn around.”

“Linda! you can’t do this. “Turn around.”

A strangled sound in his throat, he turned.

She pushed.

WISSS SMACK!

He didn’t get up this time. He just turned on his knees and rubbed his butt. his butt was quite red.

“I like you on your knees when you talk to me. Now then, did you fuck Diane?”

“For Christ’s sake no!”

“Turn around.”

It took a half an hour. And even then she had to point out that 1) she already knew, 2) she wasn’t recording this, and 3) this was his time to be honest.

when he did finally fess up his butt was redder than Rudolph’s nose and swollen. He cried as he admitted, “Yes! I did! Okay? Are you satisfied now?”

She smiled. “Nope. But it’s a start. Order Chinese, then come see me in the bedroom.”

Again, he blinked. Bedroom?

She walked down the hall and he stared at her back. And her ass.

His cock had been hard for the whole half hour of his paddling. And it had been super hard when he admitted his affair.

Staring down at his traitor cock, he picked up his cell and ordered Chinese, then walked slowly down the hallway. His ass was incredibly painful, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to sit on it tomorrow.

He stepped into the bedroom. She was sitting on the bed, flipping through a magazine. She looked up at him. “Normally, around the house, you will be naked from here on out.”

“Why?”

She lowered an eye. “Speak in a gentle tone of voice. Be respectful.”

He lowered his voice, but couldn’t keep the bitterness out of it.

“Why?”

“Get rid of the bitterness.”

He opened his mouth to complain, but she picked up her cell phone.

It took all his will power, but he managed to ask “Why” in a level tone of voice.

“Better, but you’re going to have to work on it. Have you ever heard the phrase ‘Clothes make the man?’”

His eyes narrowed very slightly. “Yes.”

“You haven’t behaved like a man. You will therefore not be allowed to look like one, except when I deem it necessary. Work and stuff.”

“You can’t stop me from wearing clothes!” he sputtered.

“Come here.”

He walked over to the bed, and was aware that his cock was bobbing and throbbing.

She extended her hand and wrapped her slender fingers around him.

He couldn’t help a groan. The pain he had just endured made the pleasure all the sweeter.

She swung her legs around and faced him squarely. As her soft hand moved back and forth on his shaft she reached under his dick and fondled his testicles with her other hand.

“Dick, Dick, Dick. You are so silly.” She spoke to him like he was a little boy. “You cheat on me and think there are no consequences. Don’t you understand?”

He understood the pleasure in his penis. He gave a light groan.

“Now, you have made me very unhappy. I have proof, I have a lawyer, and you are about to learn how to be a man. Do you really want me to be unhappy? With all I have on you?”

“But…”

She leaned forward and took his penis in her mouth. Her eyes were were looking upward as her red lips slid over the length of his dong.

His eyes were closed as he enjoyed her moist mouth. He put his hands on the side of her head and she took her mouth off him and slapped his hands to the side.

“You don’t touch me. Not unless I ask you to. And then you touch me only in the way prescribed.”

“But you’re my wife?” he cried.

“I’m in charge.” She slapped his balls, hard, and he fell on the floor. “Now, your clothes for this evening, so you can get used to the attire, are on the chair over there.”

He moaned and held his balls as he got to his knees. He knee walked to the two paces to the chair and looked, and his eyes went wide.

“I can’t wear that!”

She smiled. “Put it on. I’m not sure if I’m going to suck your dick or spank your balls, but put it on before you find out.”

He didn’t want to. His whole being wanted to run out screaming. but…he couldn’t.

“Panties first. I want to see your hard cock loving sissy clothes.”

“Don’t say that.” He was speaking in a very low tone of voice.

“Sissy clothes. Now. Put on your panties.”

His face was expressing fear as he stepped into the panties. He looked at the bra.

Linda touched his panties, throbbing penis, and he jerked. “My, you like this.”

“No!” But it was a classic case of him protesting too much. It was in his voice. And from what Linda had read on the net…all men liked wearing female underwear.

“Put the bra on,” she rubbed his groin, feeling his hard dick through the thin material of the panties.

He groaned and put the bra around his waist and attached the ends. He then circled it and flipped it up.

“You’ve done this before.”

“No!”

She grinned. “I’ll give you a day to think about that answer…before I spank the truth out of you.”

“I’m not lying! I just watch you put your bra on.”

Hmm. He could be telling the truth, but…nah. He was a confirmed liar.

She let go of his crotch and sat back. “You will answer the door dressed like that.”

“No!”

“I don’t like that word. If you say no to me again you won’t sit down for a week.”

He huffed a sigh.

“My, you even like that.”

“What?”

“Your cock twitched when I said that. You like being spanked. You like me being in charge.”

His cock twitched. He moved to try and hide his twitching, but she just laughed.

DING DONG!

“There it is. Go get it.”

“Let me get a robe—“

“As you are.”

He stared at her His voice was a whisper. “No. You can’t.”

“I can’t, and did you just say no?”

“No! I mean…I didn’t!”

DING DONG!

“Go.”

He walked down the hall. The panties and bra were white and that made his red, blushing fanny, and the rest of him, all the redder.

Linda followed him. Click, click, click. She was fully dressed.

He stopped at the end of the hallway and turned around he was crying. “Don’t make me do this!”

“Do it.”

His shoulders slumped, his face blazing, actually giving off heat, he stepped into the foyer and opened the door.

He tried to stay behind the door as he took the bags of food. But he was sure the young girl saw his bra strap.

Behind him Linda put her hand on the door to keep him from closing it. “Give her a tip.”

“I’ll put it on the credit card.”

“Real cash.”

His face was a mixture of shame, embarrassment and humiliation. He looked back out at the girl and said, “I’ll get you your tip.”

The girl outside smiled, but a little uncertainly. She knew something was going on, but she didn’t know what.

Dick ran into the kitchen where he had left his clothes. He dug for his wallet and came up with a fiver. He turned to the foyer and stopped.

Linda had the door open and was talking to the girl. “I remember when…oh, here he is. Come on, honey, give Shiela her tip. She’s waiting and you’re costing her time.”

He couldn’t move.

Linda chuckled, “He’s a little embarrassed Sometimes he doesn’t want people to know that he’s a sissy.”

She reached out and grabbed his wrist and pulled him into the foyer.

The Grubhump driver was maybe twenty, in college, and frozen at the sight of a man in panties and bra.

His face burning, Dick held out the five dollar bill.

Then, to make everything worse, a giggle seeped out of the girl.

Linda looked at the five dollar bill and said, “Is that all? God, honey, you’re a cheapskate. Go get more money.”

She let go of his wrist and he stumbled backward, almost fell back into the kitchen.

He picked up his wallet and returned in time to hear Linda say, “He’s not very smart. He doesn’t realize that people who work for a living need to feel appreciated. Oh, here you are.”

He stood, his dick throbbing, and the driver looking down at it, and his face so red he thought the blood vessels might pop, and took out his money.

Linda plucked the money out of his hand and handed it to the girl.

The girl’s face showed her shock. She could see twenties, and fifties, and even a hundred. She took the money with both hands and clutched it.

“That’s…that’s—“

“Not enough?” asked Linda. “Did you want to write her a check?”

He shook his head. He had over four hundred dollars in his wallet. He had planned to play poker that night.

“Okay,” Linda turned to the delivery driver. “Well, that’s all for now. Hope to see you again.” She closed the door. Outside the driver stumbled away, unable to believe her good luck.

“Mmm. Smells good. Let’s eat in the living room.”

He took the bags into the living room and set up two TV trays. He opened the bag, looked at her, and took out her portion and placed it on the tray.”

“I’ll take a Coke. You may have water.”

He went to the kitchen, returned with the drinks, and found that she had folded up his tray and put it away. His plate of food was on the ground.

He looked at her. “What…”

“You didn’t think you would be allowed to sit at a table and eat like a man, did you?”

He stood, confused.

Linda forked some orange chicken into her mouth, chewed, swallowed, and said, “What are you waiting for?”

Slowly, he knelt, then he looked up at her. “There’s no fork.”

“You didn’t think you would be allowed to eat like a man, did you? Oh, my gosh! You did! No…no. Get on all fours and eat. Do not use your hands. And if you spill any food on the rug…well, you really don’t want to.”

Dick knelt, gazing at her reproachfully. He put his hands down, bent his neck, and began eating.

Linda picked up the clicker and turned on the TV. “Oh, goody! The Kardashians!”

Dick groaned. He positively, absolutely hated the Kardashians.

“What’s that? Turn it up? Of course I will!” She turned up the volume. “Maybe Bruce will be in this episode. I’ll bet you love Bruce. Or, what’s her name now? Oh, yes. Caitlyn. Caitlyn Jenner.”

“Can’t I get a fork?”

“Lord, no, honey. You need to learn how to use your mouth. Eating like this will be good practice for what I’ve got planned for you.”

Mortified, Dick ate slowly. His cheeks were covered with orange sauce, his nose had gone into the pile of noodles, and he felt like crying.

“You see, just because you’re going to do without sex…well, that actually makes me horny. So you’re going to learn how to eat me out.”

“Do without…?” He couldn’t bring himself to say the last word.

“Of course. After all, I don’t know where your dick has been. We have to send you to the doctor and get tests. And then, just to make sure, we’ll retest you in a year or so. That will give any STD time to show up.”

“A year?”

“Or so.”

“But…I can’t go without…sex. Not that long!”

“Sorry, honey, you’re going to have to. But the good news is that while you won’t be putting your penis in me? You’re going to get lots of sex. I’ll suck you and stroke you, maybe make you fuck a jar of mayonnaise. You just won’t get to cum.”

“But, honey…I’ll never cheat again, and I am so sorry!!”

“Oh, look! There’s Caitlyn.”

Dick couldn’t help himself, he glanced at the screen. Caitlyn Jenner was talking to one of her daughters.

“Now, you pay attention. Caitlyn has such a wonderful sense of fashion. You could really learn some things.”


PART TWO

Dick went to work the next day…in an Uber. Linda just laughed when he asked for a ride. Damn. He had gone without two cars for years because he didn’t want the expense. Even though he could easily afford a second car he was just too cheap.

He was wearing panties and a bra under his clothes, and he…liked it.

That was the weird thing. His package kept falling out of the panties, but that just reminded him that he had a package, and made him think of his cock all day, and…that made him horny.

The bra was tougher. He couldn’t take off his jacket because somebody might see the shoulder straps. Still, it felt sort of good, like he was being hugged all day long.

Now he knew why women wore the things. It didn’t have anything to do with supporting boobs, it had to do with feeling all huggy.

He entered his offices and said good morning to Martha.

Martha had seen the debacle the day before, so he was going to have to get rid of her. Too bad. She was pretty efficient. But maybe he could get somebody younger, with bigger boobs.

Maybe he could get Liz to come up and be his secretary. He grinned. That would sure make getting blow jobs easier. Any time he needed a little he could just hit the intercom.

He entered his private office and sat down on his swivel. He frowned when he saw the semen stains on his desk. Damn. He hadn’t wiped that stuff off right away, and apparently it ate right through the polish and did a number on the wood itself.

Well, he would pass the desk down and get himself a bigger one. And while he was at it, he needed to replace the keys to the bathroom, and make sure that he was the only one who had keys to his office. He—

The door opened and he turned white.

Linda waited until Dick was gone, then strode out to the Lincoln. She had fixed herself up. She was wearing a half bra under her blouse, and her nipples were feeling very proud. She wore a navy blue pencil skirt, and a short jacket. She could open the lapels of her jacket and show off her tits, and nipples, at a whim.

She took off her high heels to drive the car. She normally didn’t like doing anything with just bare nylons, but she was going to be doing some serious shopping that afternoon, so why not?

She pulled into the parking lot just as the Uber that had picked up Dick left. She smiled. He would be going upstairs, getting into his routine. Probably even thinking about getting a blow job from Liz.

Liz with the ‘blow job lips.’

She parked the Lincoln in the CEO slot and exited the car.

She sashayed through the front office, taking her time. She greeted people she knew, chatted briefly, smiled a lot, and stepped into the elevator.

Out of the elevator and down the short hall, then into the admin offices.

Martha had a box on her desk and was taking things out of her desk drawers and putting them into the box. She turned, saw Linda, and took in her breath.

“Martha? What are you doing?”

“Uh, Good morning. I’m, uh, getting ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“Well, uh…”

“Speak up, girl. I don’t blame you for Dick’s indiscretions.”

“He usually fires his secretary when something like this happens.”

Linda blinked. “Like this? Has his wife caught him cheating before this?”

“Not his wife…not you, but…he has had more than one woman show up at the same time, and, uh…”

Linda took in a big breath and let it out. “Martha, would you like a raise?”

Martha’s turn to blink. “What?”

“I understand the pressure you have been under. Can’t talk, has to watch this…this circus happening. Did you know I own half the company?”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. We structured RichBiz that way back in the beginning. It was cheaper than a will in case anything happened.”

Martha was holding a little statuette of a girl petting a dog. Very cute. And she was listening.

“So I will be taking a very active stance in the future. I would like to keep you on. Is ten per cent okay?”

Martha nodded.

“The proviso, of course, is that you keep me informed of everything. He tells you you’re fired, or demoted, or anything, you call me and I’ll put him in place.” Linda smiled a big, toothy grin. “I do have a degree of control over him.”

“Ten per cent?” Martha breathed out. “And I just have to call you if anything happens.”

Linda nodded.

“Ma’am, you’ve got yourself a deal.”

“You will address me as Linda, okay?”

“Yes, ma…Linda.”

“Excellent. And don’t bother to announce me…ever.” Both women smiled knowingly as Linda reached for the doorknob to the inner office.

“What are you doing here?” blurted Dick.

“Checking on you, looking after my company.”

There wasn’t much he could say about her checking on him, but he frowned and said, “your company?”

“You may have heard of it. RichBiz. Very successful tech company. I own half, and I have decided to be the more active partner.” She spoke as she walked around the desk. “Get into the kneehole.”

He went blank.

“Under the desk, where the knees go.”

“What do you—“

“Get into the kneehole, facing out.” She stared at him, and he turned red. This was his sanctum, she couldn’t bully him here…could she?

She could. Under her gaze he finally broke. He knelt on all fours and scooted back into the kneehole.

She sat down on the swivel, circled once, and pushed the swivel under the desk.

Dick was scrunched, pushed back, and in shock as Linda parted her knees.

She wasn’t wearing panties. The smell of her womanliness washed over him. It was boner time.

“Get busy.”

He couldn’t help himself. He leaned forward, nestled his face into her pussy.

It was sweet as she had douched before coming. It was moist, as she had been looking forward to this. He licked up her labia and munched on the clitoris.

Linda leaned back and enjoyed the sexual pleasures running through her. Then she reached forward and hit the buzzer.

“Yes, sir?” Martha asked out of the little box.

“It’s Linda.”

“Yes, Linda?”

“Do you know if Dick fired Liz?”

Martha knew exactly what was happening. “I don’t believe so. At least no orders went through me.”

“Excellent. Please have her report to me immediately.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Dick had slowed down his eating and was listening.

Linda moved her knee and knocked him in the cheek.

“Ow!”

“Get going. I want an orgasm before Liz gets here.”

Dick redoubled his efforts. He wanted to be out from under the desk before Liz arrived. He wasn’t successful.

“Liz is here, Linda.”

“Send her in.”

Dick’s head jerked back, he hit his head on the bottom of the desk, then Linda kneed his cheek again. “Eat.”

He ate, but half heartedly.

The door opened and Liz entered the room.

What a change. From a ball busting bitch men slavered over, to a timid mouse thinking she was going to get fired.

Linda smiled. “Have a seat, Liz.”

Liz blinked at the good cheer emanating from the woman who’s husband she had tried to steal.

Hesitantly, she sat in a red chair with arms.

While Dick ate and tried to listen Linda said, “Yesterday I ordered Dick to fire you. I realize that was a little quick. After all, you’re just a woman trying to get by, am I right.”

“Uh…”

It was a poor statement concerning her intention, but Liz was not in a position to complain.

“Would you like a raise?”

There was a bumping sound from under the desk and Linda shifted her position.

“OW!”

Liz looked down at the desk. She looked up, and realized what was happening. Linda confirmed her suspicions.

“I understand why my husband wanted his morning blow jobs.” She sighed, gave a moan, then continued.

“We need another receptionist to help Martha. You would be reporting to me, of course. I own half of this company and I intend to take a hands on approach. How long has Dick been demanding oral sex?”

Now Liz was caught. Was this a trap? Was she being set up? oddly, she didn’t think so. Call it women’s intuition, but, what was happening under the desk… “He…a couple of years.”

“Pretty much every day?”

“Pretty much.” Liz licked her lips.

“Yes?”

“There was a girl before me.”

Dick had really slowed down now, she could almost feel his ears wiggling against the inside of her thighs.

“And what happened to her?”

Liz threw caution to the wind. Either she was in or she was out, and if she was out…what the heck.

“Rumor has it that she got pregnant, that Dick fired her, and then I…I was called upon.”

Linda hit the intercom. “Martha, who was giving Dick blow jobs before Liz?”

Under the desk Dick was turning scarlet. His blood was pounding in his head. The odd thing was that the blood was pounding in his pecker, too.

“That would have been Samantha. Before her was Shiela. I don’t think there was anybody before that.”

“And how long did each of these women work here.

“Samantha was three years, Shiela two. I’ll check with records to…”

“Don’t bother. Thank you, Martha.”

“No problem.”

No problem. Linda smiled. She liked that acknowledgement better than the official ‘yes, ma’am.’

She ended the intercom call and faced Liz again. She tapped her toe into Dick’s crotch to get him going again and said, “So you were two years, Samantha was three years, Shiela two years, and that brings us back to our original secretary, a top heavy blonde name of Diane. That’s a full ten years he’s been getting free blow jobs. And sex. No consequences. And you were just the latest. How does that make you feel?”

Liz was embarrassed, but there was also a tinge of anger. Put in those terms she sounded very shoddy, indeed. “Not too good.”

“Well, that’s okay. The past is past. Time to look to the future, yes?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Call me Linda. Ten per cent raise for your new position, as long as you keep a close watch on Dick. It’s time to bring that horny, little boy under control. Wouldn’t you say?”

Liz blinked. “Uh…”

“And, it goes without saying that if you ever want a little oral stimulation…Dick is good for it.”

“He…uh…yes.”

Linda looked into the kneehole. Her husband’s face, so red it showed in the gloom of the under desk, looked back at her. He was mortified. She felt his crotch with her toe. He was hard.

“Now, last thing before you go, you said something the other day that intrigued me. Specifically, you remarked that you liked it when Dick was on his hands and knees. That you made him suck the spike of your heels, and that you wanted to spank him…

Liz knew she was safe now. In fact, she had an ally, and she suddenly wet her lips, her eyes gleamed, and she leaned forward. She began to speak, and under the desk Dick groaned and had to be reminded to keep eating.

Dick eventually got out from under the desk, but not until Linda had spoken to several department heads and apprised them of her new role in the company.

She received a couple of quizzical looks, but Dick had built the company well.

Except for his sexual excesses, of course.

By noon Linda was done. She stood up, lowered her dress, and sighed. She had had three wonderful orgasms.

Dick crawled out of the kneehole. He was hot from his confinement, sweating and disheveled. He combed his hair with his fingers and straightened up his suit. He adjusted his bra straps and straightened out his package in his panties.

“Well, dear. I’m off. You may take over, but be very careful. I’ll be checking your decisions tomorrow.”

Dick stared at her glumly. With both Martha and Liz on duty there was no way he was going to get a blow job.

And he badly needed one.

Eating pussy all morning had made him unbelievably horny.

“I wouldn’t be thinking of jacking off when I’m gone,” she warned.

“I don’t jack off,” he lied.

“Good. I’ll be checking the state of your cock tonight, and if you can’t get a boner, or cum, then I’ll be very upset with you.”

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Work out. Shopping. Maybe I’ll push some poor helpless clerk into a changing booth and take advantage of his penis.”

“What?” Alarm flooded into Dick.

“You’ve had ten years of blow jobs and fucks. Even if that was only 250 working days a year, that would be 2,500 squirts. You owe me, bitch.”

“I…but you can’t—“

“Of course I can. How does it feel with the shoe on the other foot?”

He just stared at her.

Linda spent a couple of hours at the gym. She normally didn’t go to the gym, she always had to pick up and drive Dick around, or do errands for him. Those days were over. She had a good body, and she was going to put it in world class shape.

After the gym she went shopping. If she was going to have a killer body she would have to package it accordingly.

She was on her way home when Martha called.

“He’s going to buy a car.”

“Thank you, Martha.” She smiled and sent Dick a text message. “I’m buying a car. You will drive the Lincoln.”

There was no answer.

She called Martha.

“My, God! He is pissed!” Martha whispered. Linda could hear him in the background. She couldn’t tell what he was saying, but his voice was loud and mean.

“I’ll take care of it.”

She texted Dick, “When you get home I want you to choose a switch from the apricot tree and bring it inside. You are NOT allowed to talk roughly to Martha or Liz. Acknowledge this message now.”

Five minutes passed. Linda thought she was going to have to go back to work and say harsh things, then her phone dinged. It was from Martha. ‘Thank you.’

And, a minute after that, her phone dinged again. ‘I apologized.’

Linda smiled and opened up the computer. She had to pick out a car.

Dick arrived home at five fifteen. He walked into the house and stopped.

Linda stood in the foyer glaring at him.

“Where is the switch?”

“But…you didn’t really…” he stuttered and turned red.

“I did. Take off your clothes. You may leave your panties and bra on.”

Dick was near broken now. He had no control, and the things she was making him…he took off his pants and jacket.

“And the shirt.”

He took off his shirt, went to the door and looked out.

Linda came up behind him and pushed him. He suddenly found himself standing on the porch, exposed in only his panties and bra.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! he thought. Then he ran for the apricot tree. He pulled a branch and the leaves stripped off, but the branch didn’t come loose. Apricot branches, when they are suitable for switches, are flexible and a bit green. He tried to stay behind the tree as he worked the bending wood and tried to make it break. Finally, the switch came loose and he ran for the house.

The door was locked, and he had to stand and ring the door bell.

The door lock clicked and he was able to open the door. He stepped into the house and Linda took the switch from him.

“Come along,” she led the way into the living room.

He didn’t want to go into the living room. It had a big front window and the drapes were never drawn.

Linda sat down on the ottoman and motioned to him. “Lay down.”

He didn’t want to. He was embarrassed. But he lay down and Linda pulled his panties down. His cock immediately popped out and thrust between her legs.

She laughed at how hard he was, then began switching him.

WISSS and a little smack. Again and again. The thin switch cut into his rump, and his thighs. He howled and kicked, but she had one hand on his back and his cock trapped between her legs.

Outside, on the sidewalk, he could see Charlie Rosen, his neighbor, goggling as Linda striped his bottom.

“Stop! Please! Stop!” Tears ran down his face as he kicked and howled.

Linda let him up. “If you ever talk harshly to Martha or Liz you will think this has been a picnic.

He stood up and felt his bottom. He could feel the lines of swelling, and his ass burned like it had been lit on fire. He turned and saw Charlie laughing, so he stepped back out of sight.

“There is a little box on the bed. Get it and come back here.”

Tears running down his cheeks, Dick went to the bedroom and found the box. It was only six inches by six inches by six inches, and he returned to the living room.

Linda took scissors out of the drawer of the end table and opened the package. “Come here.”

Looking out the big picture window, his heart dropping, he stepped in front of her again. Behind him Charlie and the other neighbor were pointing and laughing. They could see his red striped ass easily. Charlie called to somebody up the street.

Linda took out a ring and a tube. She looked at his cock. She looked up at him. “Did you jack off today?”

He shook his head.

“Then you should be able to cum easily.”

“What?”

“Right now. Masturbate on the coffee table.”

“But I can’t—“

The look on her face, the way she twisted her lips and looked at him and showed she didn’t believe him.

“Now.”

He put his hand on his penis and began stroking. His penis had been so hard under the female underthings, and the way he had been treated, and his switching…he was excited.

“Faster. Grab your nuts with your other hand.”

“It was kinky, it was unbelievable. He was shamed, knew people were watching him through the front window.

His hand flew, and he could feel the surge of urge. “Fuck,” he whispered. He was going to be able to do it.

“Turn sideways.”

He did, looked out the window, ten neighbors were standing on the front lawn, crowded right up to the window.

He opened his mouth to say something, but Linda used her open hand to smack him right on the ass.

His hips moved forward and his penis erupted. The neighbors cheered as they white hot feeling came over him and his semen shot out over the coffee table.

“AHHH!”

Squirt…squirt…squir-r-rt. Ropes of semen, a huge load, went across the table.

The neighbors gave a huge cheer.

Dick felt like crawling into a hole and pulling the dirt in over him.

“Very good, honey.”

Linda reached out and grabbed his cock and pulled him back to her.

She waited while his penis finished dribbling and began shrinking.

Neighbors talked outside, and a couple of them shouted encouragement. But they shouted to Linda, and not to Dick.

When Dick was soft, the crowd watching, Linda placed the ring around his package. She slid the little tube over his penis until it clicked into the ring, then she placed a padlock through the loop.

Click.

Now a super cheer rose up from the front lawn.

Dick lowered his head and looked away. Talk about emasculation!

Linda stood up and turned Dick towards the crowd. His penis, unbelievably, started trying to get hard again. He had just cum, but the humiliation, having his cock imprisoned…his dick surged against the inner walls of the chastity tube.

He whined, and Linda stood to one side and held her hands as if to present his caged cock.

The crowd, there were about fifteen now, started clapping. Then Linda pulled the lapels of her jacket aside and showed her nipple hard tits.

As the crowd laughed and pointed and goggled she went to the side and pulled on the cord. The drapes slowly slid shut.

“What are you doing to me,” Dick’s head was bowed and he could only whisper.

“Treating you the way you treated me.”

“I never treated you this way!”

“You got blow jobs in the office, this morning so did I. You blustered and bullied, and today so did I. You used women for your sexual pleasure, and that’s what I’m doing.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Honey, come with me.”

She reached for his cage and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He pushed his hips forward so she wouldn’t pull his manhood off. He ran behind her, trying to keep up.

She entered the bedroom and pulled then pushed him towards the bed. “Lay across the bed. Panties down.”

He stared at her, and she opened the bottom drawer of the dresser and took out a strap on. She began fixing the straps around her hips.

“You’re not going to do that to me.”

“I can do it to you in the courtroom, or I can do it here and you’ll still have a company. Turn around.”

He felt like he was in another world as he turned. She pushed his back and he fell forward over the bed.

She said, “Would you prefer lube?”

“Lube?”

“I can shove it in dry, but that might be painful. I suggest lube.”

He nodded.

She took out a tube of lube and squirted it on her penis. She used her hands to smooth it over her cock, then she began pushing lube into his anus.

“Fuck!” he wheezed.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“How do you know how to do this?”

“Internet.”

She moved up behind him, touched the head of her fake dick to his brown star. “You know, there’s pleasure and pain, and a person needs both to appreciate life. All pleasure and you lose appreciation for it. All pain and…well, that’s no good, either. But if you can find the right balance of pain and pleasure, then…then life is good. How does this feel?”

She stuck a finger in his asshole and reamed him, felt the ring and stretched it, drove all his nerves wild.

“OHH!” He pressed his hips down. It was the most sensuous, glorious feeling he had ever had.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Ohhhh.”

“This is going to be your life from now on.”

He looked over his shoulder at her and his face showed half terror and half gratitude.

“During the day you’re going to be eating pussy. We’ll get you a dildo and maybe you’ll even get to fuck someone. But you won’t cum. And when you get home I’ll be waiting, ready with my big dick to show you how good life can be.”

“I can’t…please don’t…”

But she had two fingers in him now, and he was corkscrewing his hips around and around, trying to get the most out of her fingers.

“You’ll be the company plaything, we’ll dress you up, put make up on you, and I’ll make all the important decisions…”

She had three fingers in him now. Shoving them in and out, loosening him up, and he was starting to move his hips back, trying to get more into his butt.

“Oh, I’ll still love you, but I might take a lover. After all, making me wait while you give out 2,500 orgasms…I don’t deserve that.”

She pushed her hips forward and her plastic dong slid into him. His mouth went open in a perfect O. He showed the whites of his eyes.

“Is your cock trying to get hard?”

It tried to be, but the chastity tube stopped it. And the more his cock was stopped, the more it wanted to get hard.

“Please…please…” but he had no intention in his protests. He might have been saying ‘please, pass the apples’ for all the intention in his voice.

For a long minute she fucked him, and he ground his ass back, felt the rippling ridges of her cock as it slid back and forth within him.

Then she reached under and grabbed his balls and squeezed.

He was horny, in spite of having jerked himself off, and, unbelievably, another load started dribbling out of his cock.

She noticed and smiled. “I’m pressing on your prostate, and that is going to get every last bit of squirt out of you.

He began to feel goofy, almost like he had taken drugs, and happy. He was draining, and all that was left was a happy feeling.

But no orgasm.

After a few minutes there was no leakage and Linda pulled back. She wiped her dick on his ass, then took off the strap on. “Clean this good. Soap and water. Then come to bed.”

He managed to get up, though he felt so weak and satisfied. He washed the dildo, standing over the sink, and he knew he had been changed.

He came back to bed, didn’t say anything, just got in and lay there.

Linda smiled. She knew she had broken him.

Well, not broken him so much as changed him. Made him more accommodating.

“How you doing, honey?”

“I’m okay.”

His voice was even, he was examining himself from the inside out.

“And what do you think of your new life?”

Dick lay there, his head turning over his new status.

He had been used like an object. He was nothing but a dildo for women. He had been forced to have oral sex…and he had no doubts that that was going to be his lot from her eon. On top of that…he wasn’t even allowed to have a boner.

What did he think of his new life?

What did he think of having his sex controlled, of being used, of what had happened to him?

He answered with what was in his heart.

“Thank you.”

Linda smiled and went to sleep.

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.

The Feminization Games


Broken Dick!

Feminization and a loving wife saved him!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“What’s this big fascination with the asshole?”

Jim and Anna Hudson were sitting at their favorite table. They had just finished their steak and lobster. They looked over the rail as they sipped their drinks. He was bourbon and Coke and she was wine cooler.

“You know,” he answered honestly. “I don’t know. I mean, I’ve heard about anal sex, some guys say the rectum is tighter and better, and I just sort of keep thinking about it.

“So you wanna put your choo choo up my poo poo.”

They were both drunk, and he laughed. “It does sound sort of stupid, and it’s not one of those critical things that a marriage depends on…it’s just…aren’t you curious?”

“Nah.”

“The feel of the old squirm of the worm to the point of no return?”

“Are you saying sperm?”

“I’m not saying germ.”

“Better reconfirm.”

They were playing the rhyming game. They simply picked a word at random and rhymed it until one couldn’t think of any more rhymes, and the winner had the last rhyming word.

“Better take that full term.”

They laughed and rhymed and stood up and walked down to the patio below the restaurant proper. A thick stream of water ran past the patio.

It was a slow night at the restaurant and they had the place to themselves. They left the patio and walked along the shore until the shadow of trees swallowed them, then they stopped and held each other.

“Oh, baby,” Jim muttered. He felt her heavy breasts with one hand, ran his fingers over her nipples, and she shivered and held on to him as he explored her body.

The river gurgled at their feet. She leaned back against a large slanted rock and he lowered his hand to her pussy. He snaked his hand under her dress, into her panties, and began diddling her clit.

“Fuck, you tease.” She whispered hoarsely.

He moved his digit slowly, kept flicking her little girl penis, and her legs started to shake.

“You’re the tease.” He reached his hand in all the way and placed his thumb on her pussy and his middle finger on her star. Her panties were stretchy and he began to work his hand, feeling the fabric as he fingered her.

When he was done she went down on her knees and unzipped him. His big, flesh rocket popped out and she began sucking on it for all she was worth. Her lips felt like wet velvet and her tongue slithered under the head of his penis.

“Oh, god! What you’re doing to me!”

Then they found themselves taking an intermission. Leaning on a rock that projected over the stream, arms around each other.

“You know?” Anna said.

“What?”

“I’ve got some lubricant in my handbag.”

Jim grinned. Her little purse was sitting on a table right behind them.

“And what did you want to do with your lubricant?”

“I kind of thought it would be fun to fuck. Sort of.”

“That would be…what do you mean ‘sort of?’

“Well, you’re interested, and I’m the kind of girl who likes to experiment.”

“So you’re not just talking vagina?” He was surprised, but pleased.

“All your talk has done to this to me. I mean, what if I’m missing out on one of the great fucks of life?”

“Yeah?” he agreed, his teeth showing white in the night. “You could be missing out on all the fun!”

“So if you wanted to play around a little…”

“Oh, yeah.”

She pushed him back and pushed her panties down.

He kissed her then, and he started really working over her vagina. He used his fingers, went down on his knees and used his mouth, and she got hotter and hotter.

Then, she pulled him up and reached for her purse. She was flushed and breathing hard as she took out the tube of lube and squeezed a glop into her hand.

He waited, his cock sticking straight out. It was a total meatpole and he stroked it while she grinned at him and slathered the lube over her butthole.

Then she wiped her hand on his pants, giggled, and bent over the picnic table. She was face down, her butt up, and he moved in behind her.

“Okay, baby. Get ready for the big boy.”

“I’m ready, honey.”

He was holding his cock with one hand and he positioned himself so his cock was touching her asshole.

“Take it slow.”

“I will.”

He gently rubbed the head of his cock over her button.

“That does feel pretty fucking good,” she said with a groan.

He tried to push it in, but couldn’t.

“You’re too tight.”

“Oh, crap. Now I really want it.”

“Maybe if I use my fingers a bit.”

He backed off and she turned around. They kissed, and he bent his knees so he could put a finger to her bunghole.

This time he managed to get it in, and she gasped.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh…oh, yeah.”

“Feels good?”

“Fuckin’ feels great!” She wiggled her butt on his hand.

For long minutes he worked first one finger, then a second finger, and finally a third finger into her.

Anna moaned and pushed her butt back. This was better than she had ever imagined. She knew she could take him now, and she began to squirm her butt around. “Come on, baby. Let’s do this.”

She turned to the face down position and bent over the table.

He had full access to her heinie now, and he used his fingers, pushing them in and out. She was loose. The lube was properly smushed into her, and he moved behind her again.

“Oh, yeah,” she said.

It was easy. Properly played with she had loosened up, and his penis slid right into the dark hole.

“Fuck!” he exclaimed, and he didn’t move. He just stood there, up to his balls, and the feeling was sensational.

It was true, a hole is a hole, but there was something unique about the back hole. It was so tight, and his cock was gripped as if by an iron hand.

She was frozen under his weight, and marveling at what she was feeling.

“Oh, God,” she moaned. “I fucking love this! Why haven’t we done this before?”

“I don’t know, but we’re going to be doing it again.”

They laughed softly in the darkness, and felt the true intimacy of their merging.

Still, they hadn’t moved.

She said, “Honey. Do me. Do it gentle. Make me love you.”

He began to thrust slowly in and out.

The more he moved the more she loved it, the hotter she got.

She reached under and began fingering her pussy.

He began to move harder, and the harder he moved the more she liked it.

Her hole griped his cock fiercely, harder than her pussy, and it was strange to feel such hard, rigidity.

“Are you going to cum?” she gasped.

“Fuckin’ A!”

“Then do it, baby. I want to feel you shoot deep inside of me.”

He was so close, and her words were a spur, he jammed hard into her, felt the heat in his balls, semen began to pulse up his shaft, and—BANG!

The picnic table collapsed. It was old, unable to handle their combing, thrusting weight.

Her ass was so tight that when they fell his dick was bent, bent hard, and he heard—Crack!

“Fuck!” he yelped in a high pitched voice. His cock felt like it was in two pieces now.

“Ow!” Anna cried, and she tried to crawl out of the mess of bodies and boards.

Her movement caused him more pain and he literally squealed in pain. “Stop!”

But the movement was started and she slid out from under him. He rolled to the side, not caring about splinters or nails. All he cared about was the sharp pain spiking through his dick. He was crying helplessly and his world was taken up by the agony in his penis.

“Jim?” Anna crawled out of the wreckage of the table and looked back at him.

He just laid in the broken boards and cried. Actually, more like screamed.

“What’s wrong?” she knelt over him on all fours.

He clutched his groin and couldn’t even talk.

She touched his shoulder, tried to move him, and he finally rolled over enough for her to see his groin.

“Oh, no…” she whispered.

“What? What?” he howled in anguish.

“Your penis…it’s…it’s broken.

In the gloom of the night she could see his white shaft. It was bent almost in double.

Jim lay on the table and felt happy. The table was slightly slanted and they had shot him full of drugs. But, drugs or not, his penis was in bad shape.

Dr. Davis was bent over and examining his penis closely. Anna was on the other side of the table. His penis was bent and bruised and blood was seeping from his hole, forming little drops which fell to the cloth covering his groin, or were sopped up by the nurse.

The nurse was young and, thank God, seemed more interested in helping the doctor than laughing at his crooked dong.

Dr. Davis was speaking: “You’ve broken the tunica albuginea, that’s the membrane inside the penis and under the skin. It’s rubbery and is designed to expand and contract so that you can have erections. You’ve also severely damaged the corpus cavernosum. That’s the spongy tissue inside the penis.

Anna was leaking tears slowly down her cheek. “Is it…what can you…”

“A complete recovery is possible,” he reassured them. “However, we need to get you into surgery, and fast.”

“Surgery?” asked Jim. He was loopy, but he also knew that slicing a person’s body with sharp tools was drastic.

“We need to put stitches in. If we don’t then your penis will stay bent, look like Frankenstein’s, uh…you know. And you may have trouble urinating, and making love, as you grow older.

Anna was unable to stop a sob from escaping.

“With surgery you may have scars. Normally you wouldn’t, but I haven’t seen injuries this severe…how did you do this?”

Jim blurted. “We were screwing on a picnic table and it collapsed.”

The nurse glanced at him, but there was nothing in her glance. The doctor nodded.

“Okay.” He looked up, “I’d like to schedule surgery. It’s actually a simple surgery and we can do it in the next hour. As I said, speed is important here if you are to retain full use of your penis.”

Jim and Anna looked at each other and nodded.

“Okay, one other thing you should know concerning recovery,” and Dr. Davis went on to describe drugs Jim would have to take, their effects, and the length of time needed, and so on.

The operation was simple, but Jim needed to be put out. Even with a screen obscuring his sight the idea of somebody cutting into his dick was so traumatic in itself that the doctors preferred he be unconscious. So he went to sleep, didn’t dream, and woke up in a hospital bed.

Three hours later Jim found himself wandering through the wonderful corridors of his mind, thinking of girls he had made love to, and slowly coming out of his drug induced haze.

“Jim?”

“Mmm. Are the monkeys peeing gravy?”

“He’s coming out of it. He’s fine, I’ll be right over at my desk if you need anything.”

“Jim?”

Jim lazily opened his eyes and smiled. He felt as right as he had ever felt. He wanted chocolate cake.

“Is it my birthday?”

Anna giggled, but sadly, and Jim started to realize what was going on.

“It’s done?”

She held his hand and nodded. She was still bright-eyed with tears.

“So now I’m bigger and better than ever,” he teased, trying to lighten the situation. She snorted a little laugh and sniffed.

His head was propped up and he said, “Can you pull the sheet down and show me?”

She did, and there wasn’t much to see. Just a huge swatch of bandages. It did look like he had a monster cock hiding under the bandages, though.

“Well,” he smiled up at Anna, “Think you can still handle that?”

Now she was smiling and the tears were starting to disappear. To hear him laugh and joke after such a traumatic experience, that helped ease the trauma in her own mind.

“I asked the doctor to add a few inches, a few pounds. Can’t wait to try it out, can you?”

“No,” she burbled.

He went home the next day. The big bunch of bandages replaced by a splint and an ace bandages.

The splint was a bent metal thing, very similar to the splints they used for broken fingers. Under the Ace bandage was a small bandage, and he had instructions on cleaning and dressing.

And he walked funny.

Of course, he didn’t know he would be walking funny until he got out of the wheel chair they trundled him out of the hospital in. Then he stood for a second, looked down at the bulge in his loose pants, and groaned.

“This is obscene.”

Anna smiled, and the nurse just hid a grin.

He had to walk bow-legged, like he had a huge pair of balls, or had just gotten off the fattest horse in the history of man.

“Fuck,” he whimpered as he got into the car.

It wasn’t painful, it was just awkward, and there was a certain amount of trepidation in his attitude.

Anna thanked the nurse and ran around to the other side and got into the car. In moments they were heading through traffic towards home.

Jim sat and looked out the passenger window. “This is weird,” he said.

“What?”

“I’m supposed to be driving. Just sitting here and doing nothing…it’s weird.”

“You couldn’t drive anyway. Your dick is so big it would probably get in the way of the steering wheel.”

He looked at her. “Is that a joke?”

She giggled. It was.

“So here I am, on death’s door.”

“You aren’t on death’s door!”

“My penis was, so it’s the same thing.”

She snickered. “Your penis wasn’t on death’s door.”

“It was so, standing right on the porch and ringing the bell, and my wife is making jokes about it.”

“I’m not joking about your…broken penis.”

“Are so.”

“Are not.”

“You’re a snot.”

He caught the start of their rhyming joke right away.

“You say that because you got caught.”

“You can’t say that a lot.”

“Wot?”

“Ha! You lose.”

“No, I didn’t!”

And they joked all the way home.

He didn’t have to pee for three days. He had a catheter all the way to his bladder and the pee just seeped out to a collection bag. He was gladder than glad to have the doctor tell him to just slide the catheter out on the fourth day.

And then he wasn’t so glad.

“Oh, fuck!” Jim stated, sitting on the porcelain throne.

“Are you okay?” asked Anna from the bedroom. Then she leaned past the door to peek at him.

“It’s burning. I’m trying to pee and it’s burning.”

“Didn’t he say it might hurt the first time?”

“Yeah. Hurt. Not burn.

Back to the doctor they went.

Dr. Davis carefully unwrapped his penis and didn’t frown. But Jim knew a ‘non-frown’ when he saw it. He knew when somebody was covering something up.

“What’s wrong, Doc?”

“You’re penis needs to be stretched. The tunica albuginea stitches aren’t holding properly.” He looked up. “This is not a real problem, but you are going to have to wear a brace.”

“Not a splint?” asked Anna.

Dr. Davis rolled his swivel stool to a drawer and took out a box. He opened the box and took out a metal framework in the shape of a test tube. At the end of the test tube, however, was a small circle.

“We put the head of your penis through here and stretch your shaft. It will be uncomfortable.”

“What about erections?”

“What about them?” the doctor raised his eyebrows. “You’re not supposed to be getting them.”

“Well, I am, sort of I don’t get hard, but I get sort of halfway between.”

“We’re going to have to put you on different medicine. Especially in this brace you need to be held motionless.”

“Different?”

“Stronger.”

“How much stronger?”

The doctor put the penis brace away and chose his words carefully.

“The medicine is called leuprolide acetate. Full disclosure, this is actually a drug used to castrate sex offenders in prison.”

Jim’s mouth dropped open and Anna silently mouthed ‘no!’

Davis put his hands up. “Not to worry. It is a temporary drug. Doses can be adjusted to three months, six months, a year…whatever. Full function comes back then.”

“But I’m going to be castrated!”

“Temporarily. But it’s that or, the way your penis is responding, a full penectomy.

Jim did a blink and gave a shake of his head.

“Get temporary castration…or lose my penis.”

The doctor held his gaze and nodded.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Anna.

After the second operation Anna drove him home. Seemed like she was doing all the driving these days, and Jim missed having his hands on the wheel.

“So, The Return of Frankendick,” Jim tried to joke.

“Do you feel anything down there?”

“Actually, I do. But he said I’d have full feeling, there just wouldn’t be any danger of getting an erection.”

She tried a weak snicker. “So your erection is dangerous.”

He smiled ruefully, but didn’t laugh.

And they drove quietly.

Still, when they got home and had a chance to settle in their good spirits returned.

“Man, I had him make it even bigger! You should see it! It’s a damned baseball bat! The next time you see me I’ll be standing at home plate in Dodger stadium, knocking out the home runs with my superbat.

“Lord, honey, you’re going to be so big I won’t be able to screw you.”

“Well, can you rent me out? Maybe find me some women with big pussies who are disappointed with small cocks and need a real man?”

“Maybe. Do we charge by the inch or the yard?”

“Both.”

And they laughed.

A week passed. Jim lolled around, watch TV, read books, and learned to love boredom. Then he had a thought. 
Anna?” he called.

Anna was doing the dishes. She dried her hands and walked out to the den where Jim was comfortably ensconced in a couch. “Yeah, hon?”

He looked her right in the eye. “What are you doing about sex?”

She blinked. “I’m…what am I supposed to be doing? You’re laid up, it will be a couple of months.”

“You haven’t masturbated?”

“Of course not,” she lied.

He fooled her then and said, “Then do so.”

“What?”

“Masturbate. Jack off. Jill off. Whatever. Do it.”

“I’m not going to—“

“Why not?”

“Jim—“

“You had a high sex drive before, and I’m supposed to believe you haven’t gotten yourself off? Those late nights while I slept? On the couch? Watching porn?”

She turned red, which confirmed what he already knew.

“So, I can’t get off, and I don’t want to move around much and risk my dick, so you’re going to have to do it yourself.”

“No!”

“Come here.”

She knelt next to him and he hooked her neck with one hand and drew her to him. He kissed her tenderly. He tasted the warm moistness of her mouth. He traced the curve of her lips with his own, and when he stopped, her breathless and wide-eyed, he said, “If I had a dick now it would be hard.”

She sank into his arms. Careful not to hurt his cock.

“Now…jack off.”

“Now?”

“Yes.”

“Here?”

“Fuck,” he blurted. “Just fucking do it! I want to watch!”

“But won’t that be…disturb you?”

“I’m more disturbed by the idea of you not coming. I need you to stay in practice if you’re going to be able to fuck my superdick in…how long is it?”

“Two months, eighteen days, seven hours and forty-three minutes.

“Yeah.”

She got up and went into the bedroom. She came back with the big vibrator, the one that worked on a cord and not some sissy battery. She took off her clothes and sat in a chair next to him. She spread her legs, felt her pussy with her fingers, then began to move the big-headed vibrator over her cunt.

Jim couldn’t fuck, or even get an erection, but sex is in the mind. He watched avidly, and even caught a bit of drool seeping out of the corner of his mouth.

He watched as she groaned and slid the head of the vibrator up and down between her labia. The drool started when she stimulated her clitoris and gave out a big groan.

Her eyes were closed, and she started to hump her hips convulsively. She stopped briefly, frozen in position, then shivered, then the orgasm hit her full force. She jerked her hips and her thighs closed and she rolled to the side. She lay there, breathing, coming back to the real world.

“Damn,” he whispered. “If I had a dick that worked I’d jack it. Right now.”

She opened her eyes. “What a sweet thing to say. Then they both laughed, and sighed. Then she got up and lay in his arms for a while.

The splint, or cage, or whatever you wanted to call it, was six inches long. He could see his penis stretching within. The head was firmly caught, and the stitches were easy to see.

He had a bump on his cock, not a small one, on the underside of his dick. That was good because he couldn’t see how ugly it was without a mirror, and he tended not to keep a mirror handy so he wouldn’t see it.

There were two sets of scars. He had had to have stitches both on the front and the back of his dick. When the stitches came out he still had the raised flesh where the stitches had been.

“What the hell is that going to feel like?” Anna stared at the ugly zig zag of scars hungrily. She might be jacking off regularly for Jim, but that didn’t stop her from wondering about what it would feel like to have his dick in her again.

“I’ll let you know when I can feel again.”

Jim was a little morose now. Sitting and doing nothing, not even the joy of seeing Anna cum could buoy him up.

She applied an ointment to his penis, painting it on so the skin would remain flexible and resilient, then wrapped the ace bandage around it.

“I have tits.”

Anna looked at him.

He opened up the top of his bathrobe, which is what he usually lounged in, and  showed her his boobs.

And they were boobs.

Dr. Davis had warned him that something like this might happen. The chemical castration was a very advanced form of leuprolide acetate. It raised his estrogen levels and lowered his testosterone at the same time. While this didn’t always create boobs, there were certain cases in which it did. Jim was one of those cases.

Anna giggled and hefted one of his boobs. It was probably a b cup. “I sort of like it. You’re like the younger sister I never had.”

He frowned at her.

She opened her blouse, pushed a cup down and hefted her own boob. She she moved forward and touched her nipple to his.

He blinked. He didn’t feel sexual urgings…in his body…but his mind went electric.

“You like it?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

She bent forward and took his nipple in her mouth.

His dick didn’t do a thing, but he felt the electricity in his nipple. It swarmed out and it was definitely a horny feeling.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

Then she did something unexpected. She reached down and cupped his balls.

His balls had started to shrink a bit, but the doctor had said they wold grow back, so he wasn’t worried.

But he did like the feeling of her hand fondling his most vulnerable part. It made him feel sexy. No dick, but still a certain sexiness invaded his mind and took over.

He kissed her, and couldn’t stop. He had lust…but his pecker just laid in its cage and did nothing.

She moaned and moved up so he could diddle her.

He finger fucked her. It had been long enough that he didn’t have to worry about jiggling his wrapped up cock and cage around, and he really loved the feeling of his fingers in her snatch. He moved them around, hooked her G spot, rammed and jammed, and shortly she was humping his hand.

Finger after finger, until she was humping his fist.

And she came. A violent explosion that wracked her body and deprived her of senses.

They lay there, once again each other’s arms, and she said, “You know what I want?”

“What?”

“I want you to finger my asshole.”

He moved his head back and stared at her.

“Why not? Before we broke your ding dong I was loving it. I was so stuffed and filled. I want your fingers, and, eventually, I want your cock.

He said nothing, though his mind was racing.

“What? Scared I’ll break you again?”

He smiled. “Anna, the girl whose pussy is so strong it can break a boner.”

“Yeah.” she sighed again and returned to her place in his arms. “I think…the next time we do this…I’m going to want you to explore.”

“Can do, baby. Can do.”

A while later they fell asleep, entwined and in love.

The cage came off. The stitches were holding, the tunica albuginea and the corpus cavernosum were strong. Of course he couldn’t get a hard on, the castration chemicals had to wear off, but that was okay.

They made love every day. He would finger bang her, in both vagina and anus, she would use her vibrator, and one day she said, “I think it’s time for me to do you.”

“Ha!” he muttered a bit bitterly. “You’re going to fuck the man without a dick?”

“Are you a man without a dick? Or are you a man with boobs?” She sucked on his nipples and caused him to groan. Then: “But I’m not talking about all that.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’ve been reading about assholes.”

“Don’t bring up politics,” he said, and they both laughed.

“No, I’m talking about your bunghole.”

“My who hole?” he asked in a surprised voice.

“Your pit where the sun don’t shine. Your back alley. Your devil’s mouth.”

“You want to fuck my asshole?”

She shrugged. “Why not?”

“Well, uh…”

They were laying on the couch. They had just diddled her silly, and she was wanting to return the favor.

She turned and got onto her knees and placed her hands on his shoulders. “I read on the internet that men have a P spot. A prostate. And when that is stimulated the man puts out the juice.”

“The juice?”

“Semen.”

“I can have an orgasm?” Man, that idea tickled his fancy.

“Well, not really an orgasm. But…”

“But what? First you say I can have an orgasm, then you hedge. What is going on?”

She moved around and sat next to him. She fondled his testicles with her right hand as she spoke.

“First, nothing might happen. Second, you might get drained. Your semen might come out. Maybe without an orgasm.”

He opened his mouth to speak and she placed a finger against his lips to stop him.

“Don’t object yet. Men on the net saying cumming without an orgasm is actually really cool. But there is a chance you can have an orgasm, but…it’s not really an orgasm.”

“Then what is it?”

“It’s called a…don’t get riled up over this…a ‘sissygasm.’

“What?”

“Men who take the choo choo up the poo poo have a form of an orgasm. I don’t know how much it feels like a real orgasm. Some people say exactly, some people say it’s different. Some people refer to it as a prostate orgasm. But since you’ve got tits now I thought you’d like the ‘sissygasm’ label.

“You did, eh?” But he was thinking. He had liked being up her butt…until his dick broke. And more important, she had liked it. And she really liked when he diddled her rectum now. So why couldn’t he experience the same sensations?

Could he have an orgasm, of some sort, by being stimulated up the butt?

“Okay. How do we do this?”

Anna brought out a towel and he lifted his butt and she placed it under him. She giggled because his boobs jiggled when he moved.

“You’re going to need a bra.”

He frowned.

“Oh, get over it. You enjoy me sucking on them, there’a nothing wrong with having them, and they look really, really cool.”

“Okay,” and he tamped his irritation down.

She put on a pair of rubber gloves and began tamping lube in to his butt.

“That’s a weird sensation,” he muttered.

“But good?”

“Well, it does feel pretty cool.”

“Just wait,” she smiled, and she put two fingers into his rectum.

He shivered, and his whole body twitched.

“I think he likes it.” She began to move her fingers in and out. She hooked them a bit and rubbed directly on his prostate.

He gasped.

She went to three fingers.

“It’s pretty obvious that the more relaxed you are the easier it is.” She had her hand between his legs and her fingers jacking. She had one hand on a boob and was kissing him.

Jim’s dick did nothing, but it was the kinkiest, most incredible feeling of sexuality he had ever experienced.

Heysoos. Who needed a dick when they had a butt?

For long minutes she massaged him, worked him, made him relax, then she picked up a dildo and put it to his asshole. Smiling up at him, she pressed, and the dildo went in….and stopped.

“Ow?”

“That’s okay. We just need to play with you a bit more.”

She went back to fingers, and he moaned and groaned, and finally, without talking, she just picked up the dildo and put it in him.

He gasped as he felt it running up into him. He could feel the fluted slots on the sides of the dildo as she worked him. His eyes were open and his hips humped and he couldn’t stop making groaning sounds.

She worked it, and he twitched and pushed back, and he felt the odd sensation of his limp dick flopping around.

And he felt a warmth, a tingle, and a desire to pee. Then the semen started coming out. It trickled, a slow stream of silvery liquid.

“Come and get it, baby,” whispered Anna. “Hot off the grill.”

He came and he came, and he didn’t experience the big bang, but he did feel a sensation of languor coming over him.

He lay back and just indulged in the feeling of being happy, then she was done. She pulled the dildo out and asked, “No orgasm?”

“Does it matter?” And he stretched, smiled, and laid back and closed his eyes. in a minute he was sleeping the sleep of innocent, little lambs.


PART TWO

Before the castration chemical, leuprolide acetate, wore off Anna started making Jim wear female clothes.

“Here, put this on.” She tossed him a bra.

He was sitting on the side of the bed, yawning. He hd just gotten the brace removed from his pecker the day before. He caught the article of clothing and looked a tit.

“Why?”

“Because you’re sagging. Would you like it if I walked around with boobs down to my waist?”

“But mine aren’t as big as yours!”

“Not yet, but…” she shrugged. “Besides, I want to see how perky we can make you look.”

He laughed and tried to figure out how to get the bra on. “Perky, eh?”

“Here, let me help.” She pulled it into place, fastened it and adjusted the shoulder straps.

He looked down. What had been little mounds that hung a bit were now real car bumpers.

“I can’t wear these!”

She giggled. “You talk like they’re not part of your body.”

“Well, I didn’t mean…”

“You can wear the sexy bra around the house. I’ve got a couple of bras that will really flatten you for outside.”

“Oh.”

That night they were sitting and watching TV, and she told him to sit down in front of he and she’d give him a back rub. He did, and she did, then she started playing with his hair.

“Look! Braids!”

“I haven’t had a haircut for months.”

Anna’s eyes gleamed and she got a hairbrush and some hair spray and started styling his hair.

He didn’t notice until he was getting ready for bed, then he look in the mirror and saw the way she had fashioned his curls. “I can’t comb my hair like this!” He stared at the mirror in horror. He had very female looking hair.

“You can for me,” she reached around and cupped her hands over his breasts.

He groaned at the feeling of her playing with his nipples.

She pushed her hips into his butt and said, “Do what I say, sailor, and you might just get lucky.”

“Fuck!” He turned and took her in his arms.

He had no boner, but his mind was a boner, and his nipples radiated, and his asshole…that was tingling with desire.

“Heysoos,” she breathed, “I love you like this.”

“Like a girl?”

“With a more feminine look.”

He stepped back from her. “Are you saying you want me to look more like a girl?”

Her lips pursed for a moment, then she blatantly admitted. “Yes.”

“But I’m a guy?”

She grabbed his penis and smiled, “Are you?”

He was stunned.

He actually just let go of her, turned around and went to bed.

She, wisely, didn’t say anything. She just climbed into bed next to him and wrapped her arms around him.

He couldn’t sleep.

He blurted, “Do you want a Lesbian?”

“Nope.” She snuggled her head against his neck.

He lay awake and just thought.

What is a man? What is a woman? There were two answers. One was biological, and the other was choice.

It was hard to argue with the biological, no matter how hormones or surgery one might endure. But the choice…one could argue with that all day.

“So you want me to be a woman?”

“I want you to be yourself. But I like you with tits. I love the look of you. And what is fashion but the whim of people through history?”

He went silent again. The room was silent, she breathed softly against his flesh.

“You don’t want my dick to work again,” he accused.

“Are you kidding? I want your dick so bad…I want it in my mouth, my pussy, and, most of all, I want it in my butt.”

“But…”

“Shut up.”

It was so late it was early before he drifted off to sleep.

He awoke, she was still asleep; he was wired.

She wanted him to dress like a girl.

He liked the bra, and the material on girl’s dresses and things was so much softer than a man’s clothes.

He slipped out of bed and went into the bathroom and stared at his hair. It was still curly.

She appeared behind him, hugged him, and grabbed a brush and worked his hair. When he was soft and wavy again she pulled him into the bedroom.

“Try these on.”

He pulled a pair of panties on. With his limp dick they fit perfectly. His small penis and small balls fit perfectly and with no need for a pouch.

He looked down, over his burgeoning breasts, at his package.

What package? He still had almost two months of castration chemical before everything returned to normal.

She put a bra on him again, then she slid a dress over his body and took him into the kitchen for breakfast.

They sat and looked at each other over the table, sipping OJ and eating waffles.

“You’ve got some things to do to really look like a woman.”

“Oh?”

“You need to shave your legs, moisturize your skin, and learn to move the right way. Your package is quite hideable and we can get you a gaff if we want to go whole hog.”

“Going whole hog on my hog makes it look like there is no hog,” he mused.

She smiled. “It’s just for a couple of months. Then we’re going to have to adjust everything all over again.”

“What if I keep the tits and have big, old, Frankenstein boners?”

“Honey, if you do that then I’ll start renting you out. Do you know how many women would want to experience that?”

“No!”

“Oh, absolutely. Here’s a girl secret for you. Women are intensely interested by what they don’t have, which is a cock, and they are dying to touch, to feel, to fuck any cock that looks different, and every cock looks different.”

“I know you’re kidding me.”

“Scout’s honor.” She held up her middle finger.

“Is that the official Girl Scout salute?”

“Not official, but recognized as the real.”

They both chuckled.

“Now, I’m going to get you a few things, and over the next few weeks you’re going to be living as a girl. I know you won’t want to go outside, but two weeks and nobody will be able to tell that you’re not a real female.”

“You’re…not you can’t.”

“Can. Want to bet?”

He shook his head, and realized that in refusing to bet he was acknowledging that she could do as she said.

“Okay, are you ready to get started?”

He held his breath for a long moment, then gulped and nodded.

First he got undressed, then he applied Nair to his body. He was careful of his scalp, but put the stuff on his chin. He was surprised to find out that there were Nair products he could buy that would enable him to soften and virtually eliminate his beard.

Anna sat him down on a rocking chair and placed one foot, then the other, in her lap. She prepped his toenails, and he watched, fascinated, as she colored them and lacquered them.

Then his hands, and she picked out semi-long ovals and glued them on.

“How will I wipe my butt?” he asked.

“Very carefully,” she answered with a grin.

Nails bright red and shiny, panties and bra on, she had him put on a garter and nylons.

He rolled the nylons up his legs, and his legs looked so sleek and shiny. “I’ve said this before, but if I had a dick…”

“You will, honey. And I’ll fuck it til it breaks again.”

“Please, no!” He looked up at her, and she laughed merrily.

A dress. Tight. With a porthole to showcase his boobs. With the push up bra and the porthole it made his boobs look like they were huge.

“You are getting big,” Anna observed.

Jim said nothing. He knew.

“Okay, the secret to high heels is to walk on a line. Don’t do anything, and your booty will sway perfectly.

He took a few steps, and she applauded, then she pointed him to her vanity table. “Keep the shoes on, I want you to get used to them, but sit here and I’ll paint your face.”

Jim never knew how much work make up was, but he learned that morning. Liquids and powders. Primer and foundation. And the amount of focus and attention it took to decorate his eyes was daunting.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’m showing you, and there are tips on the internet. By the time you turn back into a man you’ll be a perfect woman.”

The look he gave her made her laugh.

Finally, she was done, and the lessons began in earnest.

‘Sit like this!’

‘Get into a car like this!’

‘Don’t spread your legs!’

But the one that got to him the most was how eat while wearing lipstick.

The precise way women pulled their lips back, and the size of their bites…it was too much.

Anna was showing him as they ate a small lunch, and she shrugged. “Use knives and forks then, and make sure you cut everything into super small bites.”

He just shook his head. “I think I’m going to be eating at home.

Living as a woman was a challenge. Over the days he learned balance in shoes, talked style and read magazines, and couldn’t believe how intricate a woman’s life was.

And his boobs got bigger. Even the doctor was surprised.

“I think you’re having a reaction,” he stated.

Jim thought about that. He was having a reaction, and maybe it was because he was just prone to boobs.

He thought about babies and growing up, how their bodies shaped. Were they following strict guidelines of DNA? He didn’t think so. There were just too many people that seemed to grow different from their parents.

He had grown different from his own parents; His father was tall, large, well built. He was slender, shorter, and had softer features. And, the surprising thing, he wasn’t taking after his mother.

Yes, DNA was strong, but the way a person’s mind developed, that had a lot to do with the shape of their face, their build, even how they held themselves.

But, DNA or not, he looked like a woman, and he realized that Anna was right. He could go out and pass for a woman. If he held his neck just right the Adam’s apple was negligible. The long, red nails made his hands look longer and feminine, and not masculine.

“You ready to go out?” Anna asked one day.

He gulped and nodded, and that night he had a wonderful time. They drank, they danced, and he avoided any requests from lurking males to dance. He wasn’t quite there, yet.

And time passed.

“I feel my dick.”

Anna looked up from her hamburger. They were sitting in Wendy’s on a nice afternoon. “Really?”

“Yep. It’s not getting hard. Not yet, but I feel things inside, and it feels…sort of…”

“Yes?”

“Like it’s pressing out.”

She reached across the table, put her hands on his and was truly happy.

He wasn’t.

“What am I going to do about dressing like a girl?”

“What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know. I like being a girl. And I really like anal sex. But…I’m also really looking forward to getting an erection.”

“We should just go with it and see what happens. Whatever you decide is fine with me.”

He smiled, “So you’ll give me a good dicking in the ass if I get a boner?”

She laughed. “Can’t wait.

Day after day the sensations in his cock surged. His penis began to get bigger, and his balls started to swell.

And his penis was a monster.

Oh, it wasn’t a bigger type of monster, but it was…different.

From the base it was normal, but after an inch he had a slight bump, and the scars became prominent. The skin zigged and zagged and was raised. There were little indentations were the threads of stitchings had gone through the skin.

Anna was absolutely enthralled by his meat. They would be sitting, watching TV, and suddenly she would spin and lift his dress and pull down his panties.

He moaned as she handled his half hard meat. He loved the way her gentle fingers traced the ridges of scar tissue.

She gave him a blow job, ran her mouth over the scars and tongued his head.

He couldn’t cum, not yet, but it was getting close.

“Am I a shemale?” he asked.

She sniffed. “You’re a you.”

“Am I a woman with a cock? Or a man with boobs?”

“You’re my sexy lover.”

And his inner reservations came forth at the weirdest times.

“Fuck me.”

“I don’t know if I can.”

She looked at his meat. It was hefty, thick, mean looking. It looked like the pitbull that had lost, but, man, what a fight!

“I want that in me!”

“But what if it’s too soft?”

“You can fuck me a little soft. I don’t care. I just want that mean assed bitch in me.”

They adjourned to the bedroom and he started to take off his clothes.

“Don’t bother,” she stopped his hand from unbuttoning.

He looked askance.

“You’re going to learn one of the benefits of being a woman.”

“Oh?”

“You don’t have to take your clothes off, just lift your dress and drop your panties.”

She matched actions with words, pulling his dress up, pushing his panties down with her thumbs, and kissing him so forcefully he fell back on the bed.

She pulled off her own panties and clambered on top of him. She took his maimed member into her mouth. She could feel the scarred tissue, she loved it.

He groaned, loving the feeling of a dick that was 90% hard.

She squatted over him and lowered herself.

His dick, though a trifle soft, remained hard enough that it slid into her pussy.

Her eyes opened. “Oh, fuck!”

“What?” Jim was alarmed at the look on her face.

“I can feel the stitchings. I can feel that big bump near the base.”

“Oh.”

She moved carefully, settled on him, squirming, and began rocking. Shortly she was doing everything she could to rub her pussy against the results of his operation. She slithered up and down and took advantage of his scars. They rubbed against her soft tissue like nothing ever had, and she found herself not just fascinated by the sensations, but overwhelmed by them.

Jim was doing okay. Being a woman for the past weeks had taught him a different way to move. He was gentle now, and he moved with care and attention.

Now, more sensitive, he was enjoying his cock like he never had before. And he was enjoying her pussy like he had never imagined.

“Fuck, honey,” she gasped, twisting her hips and feeling his scars rake her innards, “You’ve really got something here.”

“Oh. Good.”

He flipped her over and began pounding into her. His cock felt great, but he wouldn’t have cared if it didn’t. He was feeling the urge, he wanted to cum. He wanted to shoot his baby batter out by the gallon. He needed to cum.

After three months of not having a real, manly orgasm, he wanted to. All the smaller orgasms, the prostate orgasms, the ‘sissygasms,’ they were fine. But not he was on the edge of a manly orgasm, and he wanted it. Badly.

Anna was surprised at the sudden show of force. She was used to his gentle manner. But what woman can withstand it when a man goes manly on her? Even if he is dressed like a woman?

Or, maybe because he was dressed like a woman.

He twisted his cock down, deliberately running his scars against her velvety pussy walls.

She groaned and bit his shoulder. She wasn’t thinking any more. She was enraptured by the feel of the ripples and ridges stimulating her pussy. She couldn’t stop and think, all she could do was want more.

She began to cum…and cum…and cum!

He was a man again. And he wasn’t.

Some days he dressed as a man, wore a tight bra, combed his hair back, and fucked like a man.

Some days he dressed as a woman, wore a push up bra, or even a half bra, and presented his charms to the world. And fucked like a woman, using his man pussy as it was designed to be used.

He didn’t think in terms of himself as man, woman, shemale, lesbian, homo, or any other label. He thought of himself as a person.

Sometimes he was confused, and happy.

Sometimes he was certain of himself, calm and confident, and happy.

He ignored any strange looks he received—and there were a few now that he was in ambiguous land—and lived as he wished to.

He was happy.

But he was also broke.

Three months of working, the various medical bills, he and Anna had gone through their savings, neither had a job, and they were starting to receive the first notices in the mail.

‘You are in arrears…’

‘You must pay NOW…’

“Foreclosure is imminent!’

Night after night they looked at the bills and worried.

They were happy, but with such actions nibbling at them happiness was starting to wane.

“Is there somebody we can move in with?” asked Anna.

“I don’t know. My brother’s across the country, and he’s not doing well.”

“My sister, but I sent a picture of you as a female and she chewed me a new one.”

“Hunh.”

So the days passed, the bills mounted, the notices were stacked up on the kitchen table, and hopelessness began to set in.

“Honey, I need you to dress up tonight and come with me.”

“Where to?” asked Jim.

“It’s a surprise. But I need you looking your best.”

Jim spent some time making himself beautiful, and they left the house at seven.

Anna drove mostly these days, Jim just never got back into the habit, and she drove them into Beverly Hills.

“Where are we going?” Jim asked again. They didn’t know anybody in Beverly Hills.

“Just sit tight, honey.”

She drove into a large estate, wound through a garden that was a miniature African jungle, and stopped in front of a three story mansion. To the side of the house was a monster pool with dolphins designed in tile on the bottom. At the head of the pool was a statue of Zeus, lightening in hand and furrowed brows.

“Angry looking fuck,” mentioned Jim, as Anna pulled him up to the front door.

The door opened and a women stared out at them. She looked at Anna. “Anna?”

“Yes.”

“Come in.”

The woman was maybe 40, maybe younger. She looked like a model and walked like one, too. She was dressed immaculately.

“Please,” she motioned to a couch and Jim and Anna sat. The lady sat down on a chair opposite them.

“I’d like to see the merchandise.” She wasn’t haughty. She was intrigued, and even anxious.

“Jim. Please stand up.”

Curious, going along with it, Jim stood up. His figure was slender with the big boobs. His face was perfectly made up. He was beautiful, but he was not of model quality.

The lady sat back and inspected him. “He is not very prepossessing, is he?”

“Jim, please lift your dress and show her your penis.”

Jim turned to her and stared.

Anna’s eyes were begging. He understood where this was going, but he was having a rough time dealing with it.

“Please, Jim.” Her voice was low and desperate.

Jim turned back to the lady and lifted his dress. He pulled down his panties and the lady leaned forward.

She gasped.

She slowly reached out and took his penis in hand.

It took everything Jim had to just stand there.

“This…this is the most marvelous…I’ve never seen…” she looked at Anna, “Feel these ridges. That must feel incredible.”

“It does.”

She looked up at Jim. “And how does it feel to you, young man?”

It felt good having her hand hold him, and he was erect. He wasn’t huge, but with his penis so ugly it didn’t have to be huge.

“I fucked John Wayne Bobbit, you know,” she murmured, though apparently not to anyone. “He was so exciting, and it was different, but he was nothing like this,” she close her grip slightly and shook Jim’s cock.”

She looked at Anna. She licked her lips. “I must have it.”

Jim opened his mouth to speak, but Anna beat him to it.

“How much?”

Jim gawped.

“A thousand dollars.”

Anna shook her head.

The lady frowned. “Five thousand.”

Anna snorted.

“Ten thousand.”

Anna heaved a breath, then said, “That is a ridiculous price, but if you can recommend two customers I will let you have him.”

The lady looked up at Jim. “Does he cum?”

“Sometimes. Not guaranteed. But if he doesn’t cum you may drain him.”

The lady stared at Anna and Jim could feel her raw, heady excitement.

“Ten thousand, three friends, and I drain him no matter what.”

Anna nodded. “I think we can live like that.”

Again, Jim opened his mouth, and again Anna beat him to it.

“If I may talk to my husband first?”

“Of course. I will be upstairs and return briefly with a check. What is his name?” She said it like ‘what is its name?’

“Jim. Thanks you.”

The lady smiled, arched an eyebrow, then left.

Jim looked at Anna.

“Anna?”

Anna didn’t wait. She knew what his response would be to the situation. She jumped up and grabbed him by the front of his dress. “We’re broke. We have something to sell. Do you want to live on a tent on the street?”

“No, but—“

“Then you will do this. No complaints. No bullshit.”

“But—“

“Porn stars do it. All society is obsessed with sex. You have a unique chance to…to…save us.”

“Whores do it.”

She paused, but only for the briefest of moments.

“Then you’re a whore. But you’re also a rich whore who lives in a beautiful home and drives a…didn’t you say you wanted to own a Tesla?”

“You can’t compare—“

“You do this…I’ll have your Tesla in a month. If you don’t want something better.”

He opened his mouth…and shut it. He stared at his wife.

“This is sex. It has nothing to do with love, except for maybe the fact that you’ll love your new line of work. You will spend the night here and I will be the one that suffers. I’ll be dreaming of you, jealous beyond my wit’s end, but I will go through this for you, because I love you, and because this is what we have to do. Got it?”

Jim stood silently. He was conflicted. He was torn. His cock was sticking out from his dress and throbbing. His ugly, ruptured penis. His broken manhood. His three months of living as a eunuch, and finally learning to love life as more than a single personality.

He was man, he was woman, he was somewhere in between, and…he was a whore.

The lady came down the stairs, his skirt swishing, a smile upon her beautiful face. She crossed the room and handed Anna a check.

Anna smiled as if she had forgotten about Jim and took the check. She turned to Jim. “I’ll pick you up tomorrow morning. Nine-ish.”

She smiled at the lady and turned on her heel and walked out.

Jim watched her. He was hurt, but he was also feeling the strange feeling of hope.

He turned to the lady and put a gentle smile on his face.

She took him upstairs. Sometimes she talked, sometimes she was silent, all the time she was curious. She kept feeling his dick, and she took pictures of it.

She laid him on her super-sized bed and undressed him. She kissed his breasts and stroked his penis. She suggested he get tattooed.

Jim went along with it, and he it got easier as he went along.

She was beautiful, and under the cold exterior she was passionate. She used him, she fucked him, she sucked him, she fucked him.

She had a voracious appetite that lasted through the night. At one point she asked him, “Can you not cum?”

“Lady,” he said, he didn’t know her name, “I can try, but you’ve got to know how beautiful you are.”

She smiled. It was the right thing to say.

“Well, tell me when you are close, if you can. I will help you stop.”

And she did. When he got on the edge he blurted out how close he was and she would get off him, grab his penis. Kiss him madly while he surged helplessly under her grip.

The moon fell, disappearing from the big arched window. Now it was dark and desperate, and she was ready. She had cum several times, marveling at his tortured loooking penis, and she had kept him from cumming. She turned him over and put on a strap on.

He was okay with that. He liked anal diddling, and he groaned as she sunk into his firm buttocks.

For long minutes she screwed him, and finally he said, “I’m going to…it’s going to…”

She pulled back, got him on his hands and knees, and prepared to finished him off. She took the dildo off the harness, laid under him, and pushed it back into him.

He groaned and the semen started to leak out. Not an orgasm, but it was almost as good as an orgasm to feel her sucking on him, drinking from him, satisfying her deepest and most wicked carnal urges on him.


EPILOGUE

Jim was silent when Anna picked him up. He was holding another check for five thousand dollars. A tip. He handed it to her.

“Oh, my God!” She stuffed it in her bra and drove down the winding road.

After a minute of him sitting silently, she asked, “How was it?”

He sighed, heavily, and turned to her. “I’m going to like this. Can you handle it?”

“As long as I love you I can handle anything.”

“Then we’re good.”

She smiled, and a minute laster asked, “Was she a good fuck?”

He smiled. “Honey, have I got some things to show you!”

Anna pumped her fist up and exclaimed, “Yes!”

And their car went down the street.

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

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

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

Too Tough to Feminize


Role Reversal Romance!

MTF and FTM,

but it was more than that!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, honey!” Jan pulled Bo into a closet.

“No! Not here!”

The sounds of the party came through the thin door. Jan was clawing at Bo, trying to pull his belt loose, trying to get his pants down.

It was the hall closet and they were stuck between shelves, just enough room for both of them…without the fuck.

“Why not?” she hissed, managing to get her hand into his pants. She grabbed his cock and began stroking as fast as she could.

“We did it last night, this is a party, I don’t feel like it.”

“You don’t feel like it.” She twisted her hips and managed to bend her knees. She gobbled his penis voraciously.

“Please, honey. I don’t want to!”

She grabbed his balls and palpated. She moved her head back and forth. He was hard, but still protested.

She rose up, pulling her panties off and raising her skirt. She used his body and the shelves behind him to climb up, then she tried to lower her pussy on his cock.

“Come on, baby. A little monkey love. I want it, so you must want it, too.”

“Just because you’re horny doesn’t mean everybody’s horny.”

“Of course it does,” she shimmied and turned and his dick was going further and further into her. “Anybody who says they’re not horny when I’m horny is a damned liar.” She was firmly on him then. Her pussy gripped him and no matter what he did she wasn’t going to let him go.

“Fuck!” he whimpered helplessly.

“Come on, now.” She rode him, pulled herself up and down, used the shelves for footholds and leverage. She twisted her hips and humped and pumped and did everything she could.

In truth, she was frantic. She liked sex. She wasn’t a nympho. At least that’s what she told herself, she just needed a heaping helping of sex.

And while Bo liked sex well enough, he wasn’t ruled by it.

She wanted it anywhere and anytime.

He wanted it in the dark of the night, warm and secure in their own bed.

“I saw them go back here…” a voice waxed then waned.

“Shhh!” giggled Jan, placing her hand over Bo’s mouth and stopping her fucking. “They’re looking for us.”

“Get off me!” He tried to grab her buns and lift, but he couldn’t get her weight up.

The voices came back down the hallway.

“That’s funny. They must have come back and gone out back.”

“What’s this room?”

Bo grabbed the doorknob and held it.

A hand twisted and a voice said, “That’s the closet. Nothing in it but sheets and stuff.”

Bo held the knob steady. Jan giggled into his neck, trying to smother her chortles.

“It’s locked.” The hand stopped trying to turn and let go.

“That’s funny. There’s no lock on that door.”

“Well, it won’t turn.”

“Here, let me try.”

That second voice was male, and a stronger hand gripped the knob.

Bo burst into sweat and willed strength into his hand.

“Hunh. That’s funny. Let me go get a wrench.”

The voices faded and Bo struggled.

Jan let herself be lifted, then they burst out of the closet, stuffing body parts back into clothes, her laughing hysterically and him just trying to be presentable.

They closed the door and hurried back down the hallway. Just before they reached the foyer they heard the voices around the corner. “I probably shouldn’t be trying to fix something during a party…”

Bo cursed quietly. They were caught.

Suddenly Jan grabbed his arm and half turned him, in a semi-loud voice she said, “I just saw them go down the hall…”

Bob and Lettie stepped into the hallway and Jan turned around. “Oh, there you are.”

Bob was holding a big wrench and Lettie smiled. “We were just down her looking for you.”

“We were out on the patio.” Jan looked down at the big wrench in Bob’s mitt. “New sex toy?”

They all laughed, and Bo tried not to be obvious as he wiped the sweat off his face.

“Nah. The closet door is jammed. Just gonna take a quick look at it.”

“Oh. Well, we’re going now and we just wanted to say good bye.”

Hugs and air kisses were exchanged, and Bob and Lettie walked over to the closet door. Bo and Jan turned the corner and Jan plucked his sleeve and stopped Bo. “Hold on.”

“What?”

She was listening to the sounds of Bob trying to fix the door. The door that wasn’t broken.

She heard the wrench slip off the knob and Bob cursed and said. “Damn! That thing was stuck! I’ll swear it.”

Laughing, Jan pulled Bo to the front door, waving good bye to people, shaking hands and air kissing, then they were on the front walk.

“Damn, that was close.” Bob reached into his pocket for the car keys.

“Hold it! I’m still horny.”

“I’ll do you at home. Come on.”

“But we could step behind the bushes and…” her eyes were bright with anticipation.

“No!” he groaned, pulling her down the sidewalk.

“But I’m hor-r-rne-e-e”

“And I’m Bo. We can do it at home.”

He managed to get her in the car and they started for home.

“I don’t see why you are such a party pooper all the time.”

“Jan! We fucked before the party. We fucked at the party. And now you want to fuck after the party. I like fucking, but there’s only so much I can take!”

Jan folded her arms and sniffed. “Prude.”

“You know that’s not true!”

“You had your dick in me and I didn’t get to squirt!”

“Just because you have orgasms all over the place doesn’t mean I do.”

“Okay. Okay. I’ll give you this one…if you’ll do one thing for me.”

“What?”

“Drive out around the lake.”

“That’s the long way home. I thought you were in a hurry to get home and fuck?”

“Yes, but it’s so beautiful. And it’s only a little extra time…”

Bo sighed and took the turn off for the lake. In ten minutes they were driving around the lake.

The water was calm and flat. They could see a perfect reflection of the moon on the surface.

Bo visibly relaxed. He loved nature, and nothing was better than being all alone in the world and seeing the trees, the mountains, the lake.

“See?” Jan said.

He glanced at her and smiled. This was more like it, he thought.

He took the cut off and headed through the park parking lot. The windows were down and the night wind came up, soft and balmy.

Jan reached a hand down to his crotch and stroked him. “I’m sorry I was so out of control,” she said.

Now that they weren’t in danger of being discovered, and being made calm by the peaceful night, Bo relaxed and let her stroke him. She unzipped his zipper, took him out and moved her hand over his head.

He sighed, loving it.

“Honey?” whispered Jan.

“What?”

“SEX BREAK!” she screamed. She grabbed the keys and tossed them out the window.

The car stopped and she was lifting her dress and trying to get onto his lap.

“No!” he yelped.

It was too late. She was on his cock, all the way to his balls. He was stuck behind the steering wheel and couldn’t get her off.

She held his neck and kissed his face madly, all the while going up and down, twisting on him, and laughing in between.

To her it was like a carnival ride.

To him it was unexpected, and he—bright lights lit up the car from the rear. Red and blue flashing lights went off, and they both sat up straight in shock.

“What the fuck? Get off! Get off!”

She slid off him, his cock slipped out of her pussy. It was slimy with her juices, and he had a hard time, no pun intended, getting it back in his pants, and then the flashlight shone on him.

“What do we have here?”

Bo looked up at the cop. His hand was full of shiny cock and his face was red and sweaty.

A light shone in from the other side. Jan was decent, but disheveled.

“I can’t fucking believe it! I have never been so embarrassed in my life!” Bo threw his keys on the counter and went to the liquor cabinet. They hadn’t done much drinking at the party, only a couple of beers, and that was hours ago. He needed a drink.

Jan’s lips rippled as she held a grin in.

He took  down the Maker’s Mark and poured a glass. Then he added ice cubes and sipped. Technically, he was supposed to pour the bourbon over the ice cubes, that he did it backwards showed how pissed he was.

Jan selected a smaller glass, added ice cubes, poured the bourbon over the cubes, then—heresy of heresies—she topped the glass off with Coke.

Bo stared at how she was making her drink and made a ‘bleck’ face.

She laughed, sipped, and said, “That was fun.”

“It’s fun getting caught fucking in the middle of the road?”

“It was a parking lot.”

“It’s fun getting lectured like a school kid?”

“He was laughing on the inside.”

“Sheesh!” Bo upended his sipping whiskey and glugged it. Definitely mad.

“Okay, okay. Stop your whining. You got talked down to, but you didn’t get a ticket. Isn’t it time you stopped crying and fucked me?”

“AHHH!” Bo walked out of the kitchen, hands up in disgust.

“I’m going to jack off!” she shouted after him.

He didn’t care.

He went to the bedroom and threw his clothes on the floor and climbed into the shower.

Jan shook her head, followed him into the bedroom and got out her vibrator.

Bo showered, tried to bring himself under control.

Jan lay on the bed, her head supported by pillows, her knees up and legs spread, and turned on the vibrator.

Bo soaped his package, got inside the creases, and kept muttering to himself.

Jan moaned and pressed the vibrator to her clitoris, ran it up and down her labia. She rubbed her nipples and felt the good feeling go through her body.

Bo rinsed. He shampooed, he conditioned.

Jan felt the big ocean come up and throw her at the ceiling. Her world became a white hot orgasm. She shivered and moaned, pulled the vibrator away and rolled on her side.

She could hardly think.

Bo stepped out of the shower. He was calm now. He didn’t see the humor in getting pulled over for having sex in a public place, but he was okay now.

He dried off, dried his hair, and walked into the bedroom.

The lights were off and Jan was laying in bed on her side.

He smiled. After the night of half fucks and dick titillations he was finally in his own bedroom. And now, excitement finally penetrating him, he wanted a little.

He slid into the bed and snuggled up against Jan. “Honey?” he whispered.

“Lemme lone.”

Oh, crap, had the boat sailed?

He tried again, his penis pressing between her buttocks, he pressed up against her soft skin. “Don’t you want to make love?”

She reached back to him, in her hand was her vibrator. “Put that away.”

He looked at the vibrator. His face distorted with frustration. He almost said something, then didn’t. He turned his back to her and went to sleep. With his big hard on it took him a while to drift off.

“Honey, we have to talk.”

Jan looked up at him from the newspaper she was reading. “I’ll say. The whole country needs to talk. Biden is making no sense, gas is up, and Kamala is in the wings.

“No…no,” he said.

He popped a couple of waffles into the toaster, got out the butter and  syrup.

“Two for me, please.”

He added two waffles, started the toaster, then sat down opposite her.

“We need to talk about your desire to have sex anywhere and everywhere.”

“Isn’t it cool?” She put the paper down and looked at him. “You have a sex fiend for a wife. That’s something most men would give their nuts for, if they could still make love after losing their nuts.”

“Well, truth, I think you need to calm down.”

“What?” her voice squeaked. “Give up the beast with two backs? Stop rump humping? Are you nuts? You’re right! We really do need to talk.”

“Jan, we were close to getting arrested, or at least getting a ticket, last night. That can’t happen.”

“I know what this is about. You didn’t get off last night. There I was, all horny, and you insist on throwing a hissy fit. Well, too bad, Mister. If the train leaves the station it’s your responsibility to be on board.”

The toaster popped. Bo sighed and got up. He put the waffles on plates, put the plates on the table, and they began putting butter in the squares, then pouring syrup over everything.

“I want you to see a doctor.”

Her head jerked up. “You want what?”

“Look. Women don’t act the way you did last night. You might have a hormonal balance or something.”

At first she was pissed. Stupid son of a bitch was too dumb to know where to put his pecker and…then she calmed down. She didn’t care about the sex stuff, that was just fun, but it was time for both of them to get check ups.

But, he was being an ass about it all. Okay, so what could she get out of this…

“All right. One condition.”

“Okay,” relieved that she wasn’t fighting this.

“You wear the chastity tube.”

“What?” Now his voice squeaked.

She waited while he summoned up his arguments.

“We’re talking about your hormonal balance! Why should I wear that stupid tube?”

“Because your lack of sex drive makes me suspect that you have a hormonal imbalance.”

He blinked. Her argument was so perfectly crafted and presented that he didn’t have a response.

She smiled. “That’s my price. Take it or leave it.”

He blustered, “I’m concerned with your health!”

“I’m concerned with making you horny enough to fuck me whenever I want.”

He was dour, she was cheerful.

She said, “Or we can argue for a few hours, until you realize you could easily get your way if you just go along with me.”

He frowned.

“Tit for tat, baby. Take it or leave it.”

He huffed, and he puffed…and he gave in. He didn’t like to fight, and it wouldn’t hurt him to wear the stupid thing for a few days. Then he said, “Some day I’ll get you back for all the grief you’ve put me through.”

She laughed.

“Yeah. I’ll wear a chastity tube to keep my pussy under control.”

That was weird, but not bad weird, so he laughed.

But he didn’t really feel that things were right between them.

Two weeks later they went down to the doctor’s office. They had their blood drawn, their chests thumped, their eyes and ears and noses and throats looked into.

They got dressed, chatted with the doctor, and left. Nothing wrong with either of them, apparently.

Nothing wrong at all.

Then they got the phone call.

Bo sat on the left and Jan on the right. They were holding hands and chatting when the doctor entered his office. He walked behind his desk and sat down. Behind him his certificates showed how smart he was.

Jan smiled. “How’s it hanging, Doc?”

He just smiled.

Bo groaned.

Jan laughed.

“We have a few things to discuss this morning.” His name was Dr. Harvard. Really. Harvard. But he had gone to Yale. He was a bit short, bald, and wore thick framed glasses.

“Like what?” asked Bo.

“Your blood work has presented several…oddities.”

They stared at him and he continued. Jan, your estrogen count is low. Bo, your testosterone count is low.”

“Can’t you just give us some pills?”

“It’s not that simple. I think you might have prostate problems, Bo. The readings are all over the place. And, you, Jan…are you having regular periods?”

“Nope. I rarely have periods.”

“Look, I could talk your ear off, lay out the medical jargon until you plug your ears, but in the end there is one simple thing I want to do.”

“Yes?”

“Yeah?”

“I’d like to take X-rays.”

“But isn’t that…”

“Don’t you…”

Bo and Jan’s voices tumbled over each other, then they looked at each other, and Jan took over. “From blood test to X-rays. Doesn’t sound quite right, Doc.”

Doctor Harvard nodded. “Okay, let me go into the medical jargon. No plugging your ears now.” He smiled.

A half hour later he had presented the science, and Bo and Jan were forced to agree to X-rays.

“When you’re done I want to glow in the dark. I want to be able to read without using light bulbs.”

Dr. Harvard chuckled dutifully and made appointments for them.

A couple of days later they reported for X-rays.

And, for the next month life was normal. They lived, they ate, they fucked.

Not as much as Jan wanted, but more than enough for Bo.

Then, back to the doctor’s office for the results.

Again, they sat in the same chairs. They looked around the office while they waited. Looked at the weird painting of impressionistic seals swimming in different directions. And Dr. Harvard walked in. And he was not looking cheerful.

Oh, he was smiling, but there was a seriousness, an undercurrent to him, and he sat down and pursed his lips.

“Have you ever heard of Hermaphroditism?”

Bo blinked. Jan chirped. “Sure, that’s where somebody is born with both sexes. He…” she frowned, chose her words, “or she, but definitely not it, is born with plumbing from both sexes.”

Harvard nodded.

Bo assumed, since he had initiated their check ups, that Jan was the subject here. “Are you saying Jan was born with both sexes?”

“Hey!” She turned to him and glared.

“Well, not exactly.”

Jan laughed. “Ha! The shoe is on the other foot now.”

Bo looked alarmed. He mouthed, ‘me?’ and pointed at his chest.

“Actually, you were both born with this condition.”

“What!”

“Say who?”

They stared at him like he had three heads, and two were cross-eyed.

“It is extremely rare to be born with both sexes. People born with this condition are sometimes referred to as ‘intersex.’”

“I’m an intersexual?” Jan blurted.

“There’s a mistake,” pronounced Bo.

Dr. Harvard got out two X rays and put them on the light board.

“We’re talking extremely rare. The occurrence is .02%. That both of you would have this condition, well, it’s like winning a lottery just to enter another lottery, and then to win that one, too.”

Both Bo and Jan were starting to get a little pale. Jan reached for Bo’s hand and clutched it.

“I contacted your birth hospital and had them send records, and you can see in these X-rays that—“

“Whose are those?”

“These are yours, Bo. And you can see your male sex organs are here. But if you look underneath, this area right here, this is a complete set of ovaries, and your vagina has been—“

“I’ve got a pussy?” The room was whirling around Bo.

“Are you okay? Would you like a sedative?”

“No…no.” he waved the doctor off. Let me just breath for a moment. I’ve been a man all my life…and to be told I’m a pussy.”

“You’ve got a pussy,” corrected Nan.

“Got a pussy…I…it’s a bit much.”

“I understand.”

Harvard reached into a small refrigerator next to the credenza behind him and took out two cold bottles of water. He pushed them across the desk. Both Jan and Bo opened and drank, and wished they were drinking whiskey.

The doctor took the X-rays down and put another X-ray up. “I couldn’t find an earlier X ray for you, Jan, and the hospital you were born at probably never knew. But you can see your vagina here, and this shaded area…you have a distinctly developed penis and testicles. And this, little area right here…you have a prostate.”

“A prostate? Like a man?”

“Yes. Totally functioning. And I would suspect that your periods are extremely light, but they do occur.”

Jan’s eyes dazed for a few seconds, then she came out of it.

“So both Bo and I are both man and woman.”

“As I said, extremely rare, but a psychiatrist might conjecture that that is one reason you were attracted to each other. On a subconscious level you both knew, and you…well, I will leave that opinion up to a psychiatrist.

Jan, for once out of jokes, asked, “What do we do?”

Dr. Harvard started the next part of their long conversation off with: “You have many choices.”

“What the fuck,” whispered Bo, taking the Maker’s Mark down. He poured two drinks, then observed them, then added Coke to each one. He explained. “I think I’m going to be doing a lot of drinking, and I want to have a chance at staying sober.

They went out to the den and sat on the leather couch.

The den was sunken a step, and they had a complete entertainment center set up. There was also a sliding door to the patio and the pool. They did most of their recreation in this room.

They sat down and stared into space. Occasional sounds of sipping. Sighs. And their heads were dazed and confused by what they had learned.

“I’m a boy,” whispered Jan.

“And I’m a girl.”

“But we’re both.”

“What the fuck.”

“What a fucked up world.”

“We could have lived our whole lives without knowing.”

“But we had to go see the stupid doctor.” It was a mark of her intelligence that she didn’t blame Bo for the doctor’s appointment.”

She turned to him. “So what are we going to do?”

For a long time neither said anything, they just stared at each other.

Finally, Jan said, “We need to get operations. We need to set our sexual selves free.”

Bo, as usual, was more conservative. “We could continue as we are. I’m happy being a man. And you seem to like being a woman.”

“Yeah, but I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a package. To be able to just stand up and pee.”

“I don’t want to sit down to pee,” he commented.

“Choice is a bitch.”

After a couple of hours of talk, Jan made up her mind. “I’m going to do it. I’m going to get the operation.”

“But what if I don’t want to make love to a woman with a…a penis?”

That set off another hour of discussion, but Jan had made up her mind.

“Well, I want to think about it before I butcher my body.”

“You mean ‘free’ your body, don’t you?”

He eyed her sourly. “Once the horse is out of the barn you can’t go back and lock it up.”

“Well, you could. I could have the doctor chop off my…my package, if I didn’t like it.

“But I can’t just put a cork in a new vagina.”

She giggled at the idea. Having made up her mind had returned her to her cheerful self. She turned to him. “You could…you could get a hysterectomy, but—“

“I’m afraid to hold you,” Bo blurted.

Jan’s turn to blink. “Honey…” she stopped. She suddenly understood the enormity of what was happening to them. “Okay. This is what we’re going to do. “We’re going to get another drink…and then we’re going to sit here and hold hands for a while. Then we can have another drink and I’ll snuggle up to you. You can put your arm around me. And then—“

“I’ll get the drinks.”

A moment later they were sipping fresh drinks, and Jan moved in and snuggled. The hell with the hand holding.

They sat, quiet for the first time that afternoon, and turned events and possibilities over in their minds.

“We’re about the same size,” Jan observed.

“So?”

“So we can wear each other’s clothes.”

Bo started to speak, stopped, then just sighed. “Yeah. I suppose.”

The idea of wearing his wife’s clothes was so bizarre.

“But I don’t want to be a crossdresser.”

“We could make new clothes. Male on the right and female on the left.”

He snorted. “Or male in the front and female on the rear.”

“I would prefer female on the top and male on the bottom.”

“What? Why?”

“I could show my tits and hide my boners.”

“Oh, fuck,” Bo blurted.

“What?”

“I just visualized you with…with a cock.”

She smiled. “Was I hung?”

“Just a flash, but I saw you lifting your dress and exposing yourself. And, yes. It was a big cock.”

She sighed and snuggled closer. She placed her hand on his package, and it was the first sexual contact they had risked. “You’ve got a big cock.”

“Will I have a big hole?”

“Maybe. The doctor said my dick was tiny…”

“But it might grow. I mean, he’s talking about operations and taking drugs…”

“Hormones. To balance our hormones.”

“But are we man or woman?”

“We’re both.”

They stopped talking and sat quietly again.

Jan rubbed Bo’s penis.

“That feels good.”

She unzipped him and his pecker popped out. “You’re not a woman now.”

He smiled, and he realized something was different in his mind.

She went down on him. Her mouth absorbing his cock head, her hand stroking his shaft. Her other hand fondling his balls. And she realized that he might have a pussy an inch from her hand.

He reached down and began fondling her breast. He was thinking about how he was different. And he thought he knew.

“Oh,” she murmured, “Keep doing that.”

He knew that in knowing that he was of both sexes, possessed both sexes, however you wanted to say it, something in his mind had loosened up. He had always been a tight ass—he admitted this to himself—but now…now he was more accepting, and the world made more sense.

She unbuckled him, and he turned to her and began pulling her dress off.

They looked at each other and smiled, and it was a pure smile, a knowing smile, a ‘this is all right’ smile.

They stood and took off their small clothes. Her breasts were large. She wondered if they would shrink if she started taking testosterone.

He cupped her mons and squeezed.

She groaned and held to his arm.

He kissed her, and drew back. “Am I kissing a man or a woman?”

She smiled. “Does it matter as long as it’s me?”

He grunted a laugh.

He picked her up and carried her into the bedroom.

“Will I get male muscles? Strong enough to carry you?”

“Will I get boobs?

“Oh, you’ll get boobs. Big boobs. Giant boobs. Double-sized boobs.”

He laughed. Normally he would have frowned and been serious, but this thing that was happening to them….

He laid her on the bed and climbed up next to her.

“You want a really weird thought?” Jan asked.

“Weirder than what we’ve been talking about?”

“A lot weirder.”

“Sure.”

“What if we both got operations. Could I stick my penis in your vagina, and you stick your penis in my vagina…at the same time.”

“Ho!” he laughed. “That’s scary.”

But they were too horny, and growing in happiness, to be scared.

Bo put his mouth on her nipple and sucked.

She arched her back and jacked his cock, her hand tight and squeezing.

“Too hard,” Bo whispered.

She whispered back, “I could rip it off and you’d still have a sex organ left.”

She guided him to her hole and gasped when he shoved it in.

They moved slowly, more aware, more sensitive, and it was good. In fact, it was better than anything they had ever done. There was a freedom to their coupling. They were both man and woman, so there was no collision.

“It’s the same.”

“But better.”

“What’ll it be like when I fuck you?”

“Heaven.”

“I guess we better forget about that chastity tube.”

“Ha! Maybe when you get your operation we can put it on you.”

“Suddenly I know why you don’t like it.”

They giggled. They felt like they had just gotten out of prison.

He began to pump harder. They kissed harder, their mouths seeking, sucking, searching.

She broke the kiss. “Will I be able to orgasm like a man? Will I be able to fill you full of seed?”

“The doctor said everything should work.”

She rolled him over, sat on him and grinned. “Fuck you.”

He laughed, went along with it. “Fuck me.”

“And fuck me.”

“Fuck you.”

Then they started laughing, and laughing, and laughing. Then they stopped laughing, got serious, and pumped.

She came first, she usually did, and that might have been the man in her.

Then he came, a mighty outpouring of semen, his back arching and his eyeballs rolling back.

She stared up at him, saw how there were certain feminine characteristics to his squirting.

He collapsed, and she lay on him, and they felt their hearts beating through their chests.

For two separate people, with two separate sides within, they felt very ‘one.’


PART TWO

Jan got her operation on a Monday morning. She woke up feeling weird, and out of it, and waited for the effects of being drugged to dissipate. An hour later she was chipper.

Bo sat and read his cell phone. He had discovered some great stories by a chick name of Grace Mansfield, and he was into it.

Jan lay in the hospital bed and looked out the window. She was numb down there, but the doctor had taken pictures. She stared at a close up of her vagina and brand new penis and balls.

The penis was red and curly, and the balls were purple and small. Underneath her balls was her pussy.

Oddly, she thought her ugly dick and balls were beautiful, and her pussy, which she had lived with her whole life, was ugly.

And she felt good. She felt truly out in the open. In a way, she knew how people who came out felt. Happy because they were revealed as who they were for the first time.

“How’s it feel?” asked Bo, looking up.

“I feel great, but I’m numb down there and don’t feel much. Would you like to see the pictures?”

“Sure.”

She handed them to him and he perused them with a bland face.

“What do you think?”

He raised his eyes to her. “I can’t wait to see the flesh.”

“Is my pussy ugly?”

He smiled. “I make it a rule not to judge people. Beauty or ugliness is in the eye of the beholder.”

She smiled wanly. “Asshole.”

“But I do think it’s beautiful.”

“Now we’re talking. What about my dick.”

He nodded. “It’s a lot to take. If I didn’t know I had two sets of sex organs I would be weirded out.”

“Instead of just weird?”

“Instead of just weird.”

He got her some ice chips and went back to reading.

She drifted off to sleep.

Two days later they sent her home. Her groin was swollen, and she had stitches, and a list of instructions to follow that was daunting.

“Take a hundred pills, wash your pussy with salt water. When do I get to whip it out and explore my hubby’s ass?”

“My ass?”

“Figure of speech. We’ll start off with your pussy.”

“Start off?”

She grinned. “Any port in a storm.”

“I may file a restraining order.”

“You do that and you’ll be wearing that chastity tube.”

They chuckled at their byplay.

They ate an early dinner, Mac and Cheese with hot dogs sliced into it. Cheap, and who cared how healthy it was.

He gave her a body rub, staring at the bandages on her groin, and they went to sleep.

A week passed and the stitches came out. They went to the doctor and he snipped and pulled and she had her first look at her double package.

It was a dick and balls, just like Bo’s, but smaller.

“And it’s going to grow?”

“You’re still on medicine, and we have to balance your hormones, but yes.”

“How big?”

The doctor smiled. “Time will tell.”

“What are you grinning for?”

“Forgive the analogy, but you’re like a child with a new toy.”

She laughed. “You’re spot on, Doc.”

Then the balancing act started. Every week she went to give blood, and they adjusted how much testosterone, how much estrogen, accordingly.

Bo thought about his own situation.

And he thought about how he wasn’t getting any sex.

The doctor had said they were able, but Jan wasn’t interested.

She was just interested in touching her cock, feeling her balls. It was like her vagina was a forgotten child.

“When do you think you’ll be ready to make love?”

Jan frowned. “Any time, I guess.”

“When you feel the urge?”

“Exactly. How are you doing? Sexually?”

He nodded. “It’s funny. I was the one who backed off, now I understand.”

“Can I give you a hand job?”

He bit his lip. “Not yet. Let’s wait and see.”

Then the doctor overcompensated with a dosage and Jan felt the burning need.

They ate dinner that night, and she kept smiling at him.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m horny.”

“How horny?”

“Real horny.”

“Are you fucking me horny?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely.”

They pushed the plates away and headed for the bedroom.

She undressed. She had almost no soreness from her operation now, and she hopped onto the bed and spread her legs.

He had seen her pussy and balls and thing over the weeks, but now he wanted to look again. To look with his boner up and ready.

“Can I look?”

“Yep.” She felt the heat of horniness roaring in her. It was a delicious feeling.

He looked, and her cock was erect. It was now about five inches, good for sex, if he had a pussy.

“I’m going to touch it.”

He put his hand around her dick and looked at the head.

He looked up at her, and she looked avidly back at him.

He stroked her, slowly, and her eyes opened.

“I tried that myself, but it’s different when somebody else does it.”

He said nothing. He stroked, and then he put a finger under her balls and lightly traced down the length of her labia.

“Oh…oh…” Her eyes were glazed as the intense sensations washed over her.

He inserted his finger and began hooking and turning. “You’ve got a prostate. Where?”

“I don’t know? Where’s yours?” She was having a hard time talking.

“Probably here.” He rubbed a little bump on the wall of her vagina and she gasped. “I’ve felt that before, but now it’s bigger.”

“It’s bigger feeling,” she stuttered.

“I’m going to suck your cock.”

“For God’s sake! Just do what you want!” She was clenching her fists in frustration and horniness.

He put his mouth on the head of her cock and began sucking. He tried to remember what he liked and did that, and it worked. She actually pounded on the bed with her fists and cried out, “Can you fucking fuck me?”

He moved up between her legs. He lifted her penis out of the way and touched the end of his dick to her hole.

She gasped and shivered and looked at him with a look of desperation.

He slipped into her, and it was as he remembered.

But he could feel her prostate on the top of his dick.

And she was warm, moist, clutching.

He began to go in and out.

“Jack me while you’re fucking me,” she begged.

He did, and shortly found a rhythm. He pushed in as he stroked up, and pulled out as he stroked down.

Jan’s eyes were blank, no thought was there, and he knew she was lost in her pussy and balls and dick.

He accelerated his movements, and she started hunching and whimpering.

He wished he could suck her while he fucked her, but he didn’t bend that way.

Finally, she began to cry out, the first shivers ran through her frame, and the first tremblings of orgasm started to shake her.

Bo redoubled his efforts. He wanted her first dick cum, her first cum with extra sex organs, to be good.

He focused on letting his hand slide against her shaft, rubbing the under part of her head with his other hand, and jamming in harder and harder.

Her tremors grew larger, and suddenly she opened her mouth and said nothing, just arched. Her eyeballs rolled back until he could see only whites, and she locked into place. For a long minute she was frozen, almost in catatonia, then it broke. She inhaled and fell back.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!”

And Bo let loose. He felt his brain stop functioning and turn white hot. Semen poured up his shaft and he squirted.

It wasn’t as violent as her cum, but it was awfully good.

“Are you cumming in me?”

He nodded as he rutted, feeling his juices fill her.

“You fucked a boy,” and she laughed.

“You don’t feel…” he grunt, “like a boy.”

They they were done, and Bo had reached a decision.

Bo had his operation on a Tuesday. His operation consisted of a few cuts, some cosmetic work, and voila, he had a vagina.

Unfortunately, though his procedure was simple, he had to spend a couple of days in the hospital before release. When he was released he had a small bandage underneath his penis, and that was all.

Jan laughed. “Look at that sissy bandage. And you call yourself a trisexual!”

That was the term they tended to use, be it incorrect, between themselves. Not hermaphrodite. Not homo or lez, or bi or other labels.

But they did occasionally refer to themselves as ‘in between,’ or ‘intersex.’

“A small bandage because I’ve got a nice, tight hole. Not a big, sloppy hole that’s been overstretched by a certain someone’s extra large pecker.”

They both laughed, and gazed at each other hungrily through the week. They couldn’t have sex two weeks.

During that time, however, they had other fun.

Jan liked to experiment with male clothes, and now that she had a dick she began to see the reason for certain things.

“So that’s why men have pouchy pants,” she exclaimed, pulling on some underwear. Which underwear lasted about a day before she went back to panties. But even then she began shopping for sissy underwear on Amazon. She wanted the woman’s material, but with the man’s comfort.

And it freaked her out when she actually had to learn how to walk.

“Good Lord!” she groaned one day. “My balls keep bumping between my thighs.”

“And now you have to cross your legs  differently,” Bo snickered.

“Not funny!”

Bo, on the other hand had discovered woman’s wear.

Panties felt so cool, and he even put up with no pouch until they could get him some sissy wear.

And his pectorals were bulging! He was growing breasts! which meant he had to wear a training bra.

“I hate it…and I love it,” he said. It’s like a big hand holding you together, and it’s cool, but after a while those straps start cutting into your shoulders. And those underwire things are pure torture.”

“Poor boy,” laughed Jan, then, “Want to learn about make up?”

“Is my hair long enough for me to try and look like a girl?”

“With a little styling, or we could use a wig until your hair grows out.”

“Well, let’s see how I look.”

Jan sat him down and did his toes. Painted them a bright red and laughed at the look on his face.

“And this is only the ground floor. Wait until we hit the penthouse.”

He smiled rueful, had weird feelings of upset stomach, and continued with the transformation.

She gave him medium long ovals for his fingers, and she painted them a bright red. He held them up and was positively fascinated. “Wow. And I have to live with these.”

“You ‘get’ to live with these,” Jan corrected.

She went to work on his face then, cleansing his pores, priming and preparing, foundation, and then the color.

“I feel like a clown,” he said.

“That’s just relatively. You are turning out quite attractive. Leave a tip in the jar.”

“I’ve got a tip for you in my pants.”

She sighed and stood back. “Soon, lover. And I can’t wait.”

She colored his eyes, made them dusky and sexy, and then matched lipstick to his nails.

“Wig or a stylistic trim?”

“Wig for now. I need to see where this is going.”

“A wig it is.” She put a skull cap on his head, applied glue to the front strip, and pressed the wig firmly into place.

“There we go. Take a gander.”

He looked in the mirror and was stunned by what he saw. Except for the very small boobs, and a slight bulge in his panties, he had a woman’s body. His face was totally feminine.

And then the fun started.

“Try on the blue dress.”

He did. then he tried on the red dress. And he Naired his legs and tried on nylons and garters. He put on tummy shapers, a corset. Skirts, blouses, and even experimented with scarves and hats and jewelry.

She pierced his ears and he found himself rubbing the piercings constantly. He just wasn’t used to the pull of tinkly metal on his lobes.

And Jan began wearing more boy clothes. She wore loose jeans and sneakers. She loved jackets, and hoodies, and she even started wearing a tighter bra so her chest wouldn’t stick out so obviously.

“It’s amazing,” she said. “I always liked wearing sweatshirts, but in the full male style it’s different.”

She began wearing no make up and combing her hair back. She didn’t cut it off, she liked being able to switch her sex on the whim, but for daily living she preferred the simplistic male mode.

“You know why you like the male look, don’t you?” commented Bo.

“Why?”

“Because you’ve had a lifetime of being a woman. Every day you have to fix your hair, your make up. It takes you longer to dress, and you have to pay more attention. To go male is to free yourself from all that activity.”

“And you like all the femininity because you’ve had a life of male simplicity.”

He nodded. “It’s a whole new world.”

They were in the bedroom at that moment, and she said, “So who’s in charge?”

“What?”

“If you’re the woman and I’m the man…we’ve reversed roles, and I, being the man, should be in charge.”

He narrowed his eyes. “And what does ‘being in charge’ entail?”

“Simple. I make the decisions. I drive. I go drink the beer with the guys and you stay in the kitchen and cook with the women.”

He countered: “And you have to mow the lawn and fix the car. Give up those lovely digits for grease under your stubby, bitten male nails.”

She didn’t like that. “And you have to clean the house, cook the meals, do the dishes, and wait on me hand and foot.”

He fought back. “And you have to drink straight bourbon and we’re missing a shingle on the roof, and if the toilet needs unplugging…it’s you, bozo.”

She stood up to him, bound chest to burgeoning boobs, and they stood for a long moment, gritting their teeth. But it was all in fun and they smiled. “Or we could share.”

He grinned. “Yep. But, and here’s a big one…”

“What?”

“When we argue you can’t use tears to win the argument.”

“Coises!” She imitated Dishonest John. “Foiled again!”

After three weeks Bo took his bandages off and had to deal with a pussy in his pants.

Vaginas require different care.

Yes, the labia close up and protect the innards, but for a man not used to wearing female undergarments things didn’t always work out as planned.

He would think he was all set, then realize he had dressed with his labia not arranged correctly, and have to deal with rough cloth on soft pussy. And the day he went to the beach was misery incarnate, and he ended up picking sand out of his folds in the car on the way home.

Jan laughed all the way home.

“So, who fucks who?” she asked, when they drove into the driveway.

They had gone to the beach as females, and since neither had staked out the male mode neither had a claim on top position.

“Me. Traditional man.”

“But I haven’t tried out your pussy, yet.”

He stopped with an open mouth. Closed it.

“But I’m a virgin.”

Bo started to laugh and had a hard time stopping. Finally she blurted, “We’re all virgins once.”

“Yeah, but…I’m saving myself for somebody special.”

Again, Jan snickered, then snorted, then chortled, and burst into laughter.

“You certainly don’t want a slob like me putting his penis in your hole.”

“I certainly don’t. Why, that big thing…you might hurt me.”

“Oh, I’ll try. But…there’s another way.”

“What?”

“I can do your anus.”

Bo blinked.

“That way you won’t get pregnant and…” she stopped talking and they stared at each other.

“Can I get pregnant?”

“I don’t know. Have you had anything that resembles a period?”

“No.”

“Without a period you can’t get pregnant.”

He thought about it, then said, “But what if I drop an egg—assuming that I can make an egg—and you fuck me…and I get pregnant before I can have a period?”

“I don’t…well. Do we wait until we can talk to the doc?”

“Will I have to be celibate…as far as my pussy goes…for my whole life?”

“That won’t work.”

And he knew it wouldn’t work, too. He had a pussy, and for all his blather he wanted to use it.

He wanted to feel what it was to be penetrated, to have a woman orgasm. He wanted to be a woman all the way.

They headed for the kitchen and the booze. Alcohol made decisions easier, and Jan was developing a real liking for bourbon. Before she had been okay with wine coolers, tequila, rum, even (choke) vodka. But there was such a big, bullying, male mystique around good, old sipping whiskey, and she was loving it.

They sat at the table, wearing underwear only, and a bit of make up, and stared at each other.

“Well it looks like I can’t get pregnant, or I would have.”

“But that was before you started taking hormones. What if your hormones being balanced means you can get pregnant?”

Jan heaved a sigh. “Yeah.”

“Do you want to get pregnant?”

“Not really.”

“And I know I don’t.”

“If your body even rolls that way.”

“If.”

They sipped.

“But we like the baby making process.”

“Absolutely.”

“And we can’t give that up.”

“No way.”

“So what if one of us gets pregnant? Do we get an abortion?”

“We could try the withdrawal method, pulling out before sperming.

“Yeah, but…I want it all. I want to be in you and feel myself coating your insides and watching your eyes. And I want to feel you…coating my insides.”

They sat silently and sipped some more.

“Then I guess we’re going to have to risk it.”

She nodded. “And that brings us to the original question. Who gets to be the man tonight?”

“Or who gets to be the woman?”

They looked at each other.

“We could flip a coin?”

“Nah. No whim. Let’s be in control. I nominate me for fucking and you for receiving.

Bo nodded. “Okay. Tonight I am a woman.”

“Tonight. You finally get your cherry popped.”

And they clinked glasses.

They had dinner, both fixing it.

They had more drinks.

They went out to the pool and dipped their bodies and played with each other.

They each had cocks and cunts and testicles, so there was a lot to play with.

They sucked and stroked and poked their fingers, and even played with each others assholes.

There would come a day…

But right then they were just building up their desire. Getting ready. Bo was about to lose his cherry. And Jan was about to pop it.

They entered the bedroom at eight o’clock. The sun down, fever in their eyes.

Jan helped him get ready. She dressed him in good lingerie, made his tits look big, put him in make up.

He sat on the bed, wearing lingerie like it was a wedding gown, and waited.

She put on slacks and a shirt, her breasts were bound. She pulled her hair back and took off all make up.

She finally turned to him and smiled. “All right, honey, I’ll be gentle.”

She turned on some soft music, Sade, The Sweetest Taboo. They danced through the song, silent, but filled with anticipation.

She led him to the bed and laid him down.

He was trembling, scared but determined.

She soothed him, and kissed him, and ran her hands over his body.

She stroke his cock, then held it up with one hand and used her other hand to massage his hole. She was careful, gentle, and used lube.

He found himself shaking, then laughing, and almost crying at how stupid this was. Couldn’t they just get it over with?

But first time lovemaking—and this was first time in the greater sense—deserved celebration.

She bent over him and massaged his breasts, sucked his nipples, kissed him and kissed him and kissed him.

He was breathing very hard when she placed her knees between his legs and unzipped her pants.

Her dick had grown since her operation. It was a full six inches, and her balls were no longer shrunken.

Her hormones had been balanced and she had a hard erection.

She held his cock up out of the way and gently inserted her penis into Bo’s snatch.

He gasped, pushed his hips away for a moment, then grabbed Jan and held on.

Jan calmed him down. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.”

She began to move, sliding in and out.

Bo felt her flesh slither against his in the most sexual manner possible. He felt his excitement kindle and burst into flames. His pussy reached out for more, clutched and held on, and he began to pump his hips.

It was weird, it was awkward, as he had never pumped his hips from the other side, but it was also intuitive.

They fucked, and his fear became a joyous, wondrous, amazing desire.

Jan smiled, seeing his transformation.

Bo had always been the one to cum first, and he managed to orgasm first once again. But it was weird. He couldn’t push and make the orgasm happen, he had to relax, and let it happen.

But he understood this, and he was used to coming first, so he did.

Then Jan came, her cock suddenly taking over her, surprising her, and she spurted into his pussy.

Then they just lay there, intwined, her still in him, and wondered at life.

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER…

“This is going to be weird.”

“You’re right.”

They were in bed, exploring, loving, partaking.

And trying something they had thought about for what seemed like ages.

“Move over here, and let me…yes.”

They both grinned. They were in position. A strange position, but a position of ultimate workability.

“Okay, let’s move together.”

“Careful.”

“Wait.”

“Okay, there.”

“Again…”

They shifted and adjusted, and, finally, they slipped their dicks into each other’s pussies at the same time.

Their eyes lit up. There was something downright magical about what they were doing.

“Do you think anybody has ever done this before?” Bo asked.

“I can’t imagine anybody doing this.”

They were crotch to crotch and slightly twisted. It was strange, but not uncomfortable.

“Okay, let me do the moving.”

“Wait…wait! I’m falling out.”

“Okay, I’m back in. We’re going to have to do this together.”

“And we have to move in small motions.”

They tried again, and their dicks slid in and out at the same time. It was double the fuck, and double the pleasure.

“Oh, yes. I’m getting close.”

“Hold on, I’m on the runway…”

“Okay…together now. Easy…easy…”

Small motions, they each made a small motion and together they made a big motion. The room filled with the sound of their pubics slapping, but gently, barely.

“Okay, I’m back on track.”

“I’m getting close…come on…”

“Hurry…okay. I can go if you can go.”

“Unh…” Bo grunted, using his male muscles to force the issue.

“Unh…yes!”

“Yeah…it’s…it’s…

“Yes!

“OH…FUCK!” screamed Jan.

They were both locked up, both spewing, and both of their cunts were gripping, pulling, sucking in the semen.

Twice the fuck, twice the semen, and twice the orgasm.

Bo thought his heart was going to stop. He swooned as his penis emptied into Jan’s vagina.

And Jan thought she would just stop existing, the way the orgasm whirled over, swallowed her mind, and kept on swallowing.

For a long minute they were locked in embrace, their cocks emptied, and then…then it was done.
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Run Like a Girl!

Feminization makes a runner into a better man!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can help you win.”

Jesse looked up at the woman standing between him and the sun. She was a dark silhouette and he shaded his eyes and tried to make her out.

Obligingly, she moved to the side, blocked the sunlight so he could see her face.

She was slender, but with moderate boobs. Her ass was not round. She was sexy, in a way, but she was also stringy muscles.

He knew by the way she held herself that she was a runner.

“And who are you?”

“Somebody who knows how to give you the edge.”

Jesse soughed. “I need more than an edge.”

“I can give you more than an edge.”

Jesse had just finished running the Crestwood 100. Over the course of a day he had run 21,610 cumulative feet up to Mt. Baden-Powell at 9,210 ft. Then he had run 26,700 cumulative feet down to Johnson’s Field in Pasadena. Ninety miles of rugged trail, only ten miles of comparatively smooth Angeles Crest, and two miles of pavement.

He was a noodle. His muscles felt like over stretched strings, strings near to breaking. His feet, surprisingly enough, didn’t hurt. Too much. He was dehydrated, starved, whittled down, and felt like a bag of thin bones.

Jesse smiled ruefully.

“I don’t know if you noticed, but I didn’t end up finishing in the top.” he figured that would end it.

Funny thing, he knew all the trainers, and he had never seen this one before. She was awfully good looking for a trainer. The trainers he knew were ex runners themselves, suffering the effects of too much sun, of pushing themselves so hard their faces turned into raisins.

“Mind if I sit?”

“It’s a free log.”

They were sitting on the edge of the finishing area, which was rimmed by thick logs. He was holding a big bottle of Gatorade and sipping slowly. He didn’t really like Gatorade, but they did replenish electrolytes, and, baby, did he need electrolytes.

She sat next to him and watched a runner straggle over the finish line. He was wobbly, beat to crap, but he had finished.

He glanced at her. She was wearing a vest over a tee shirt. She middling tits but great nipples. They stuck up under tee and he thought maybe she knew it.

“You finished in 25 hours.”

“Barely.”

She chuckled. “You’re modest. That’s good, but we need to talk reality.”

He watched her. She had a pert nose, full lips, and really pale, blue eyes. She really was quite beautiful.

“So talk.”

She turned to him. “I’ve been watching you.”

“Lady, if this is a pick up…” He really didn’t want a groupie.

She grinned. “And I’ve been watching every other runner. For a year. You were the best.”

He snorted. “Twenty-five hours is adequate. It is not a winning time. By a lot.”

“Would you like to win the Badwater?”

“I wouldn’t mind winning the lottery, either.”

She pivoted on the log, sat on it cross-legged. “You’ve got the most potential and the best chance.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“I want to back you. I’ll train you. The Badwater is in six months. That’s enough time for my methods to show results.”

He didn’t believe her, he was thinking she was crazy and he was waiting for one of the runners to come up and yell ‘Gotcha!’ But he was also intrigued.

“This was 100 miles. The Badwater is 135. The Badwater is  from Death Valley to Mt. Whitney. The lowest point to the highest point in the United States. Below sea level to 15,000 feet. It is so hot it melts shoes.”

“I know all that. I also know you’ve actually qualified. You’re one of 100 very special people.”

“I may have qualified, but I don’t have a large support crew, and I barely scraped together the 1600 bucks entry fee.”

“I’ll back you. I have investors. We’ll sponsor you, we’ll see to your expenses. The provision being, of course, that you turn yourself totally over to us. I am your trainer, you will do what I say, and we’re talking 24 hours a day for the next six months.

He was now wired. Like he had just won a lottery. But it was surreal and he was having trouble believing it.

“What’s the joke. Who put you up to this?”

“Nobody. It’s your lucky day. If you have the guts.”

“I do nothing but run for six months. Train. You pay all the bills. What’s in it for you?”

“Satisfaction. Proven theories. A kick in the pants.”

“Doesn’t seem like much.”

“Then just consider me a fanatic. A crazy person, and if you don’t take advantage of this opportunity you will be officially stupid.”

He smiled ruefully. “Lady, I don’t know if you know it, but anybody who runs an ultra marathon is crazier than a bed bug in an air mattress.

“So what do you say? Want to give it a whirl?”

He started to say no, but yes came out of his mouth. Surprised the heck out of him.

She smiled. “Excellent. When you feel strong enough to change we can get started.”

“Now?”

“Six months isn’t long.”

“Wait a minute…”

“What?”

“What…I should have asked, what are your training methods?”

Now she grinned, showing sparkly, white teeth. “The latest in sports medicine, kinesiology, all that stuff…and sex.”

He blinked.

She laughed, stood up and walked away.

It was a few hours before he was changed into street clothes and strong enough to move around. At that, he walked like an old man. A crippled, old man. He was a snail, a turtle, a sloth.

He had friends who had been part of his crew, and he talked to them, taking breaks between putting on his pants, buttoning shirt, or having them pull his socks on. He simply couldn’t bend over.

He thanked them, they hugged him, and were surprised when he said he had a trainer.

A trainer for a contest that had no prize money was somewhat unusual.

But after several hours he said his last good byes, waved to his friends and competitors and stepped into a Tesla.

It was cool in the Tesla, the AC worked just fine, and he sat back and just sagged in place.

“You know,” he said as his new backer drove the sleek car through bumpy curves, “I don’t know your name.”

“Leslie.” She had a no nonsense look on her face as she turned the wheel and worked the brakes.

“Oh. Thank you.” And he slept.

He was beaten. His muscles were all severely damaged from the demands of the most grueling foot race in history. He snored and she drove, and he was bleary and uncomprehending when she stopped and helped him out of the car.

She wasn’t a tall person, but she was wiry strong, and she helped him through a modern house, and into a bedroom in the back.

He wavered as she filled a bath tube and add epsom salts.

He blinked and stared at here in wonder as she undressed him and helped him into the tub.

And, he couldn’t help himself, tired or not, he got a boner from all the attention of the pretty Miss Leslie.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered when her arm brushed against his stiff cock.

“Not yet, you’re not.” She laughed and sat down to watch him.

The tub was large, and he started to slid down. She kept his face above water. It was awkward, he was getting water all over the place, and she finally took her clothes, folded them neatly, and slipped in behind him.

He was half asleep, dazed, but aware. He watched with open mouth, but no complaint. He was so out of it he wouldn’t have complained if an elephant shit on his head.

He felt her soft flesh sliding down his back. Not big tits, but okay. But those nipples were world class, stiff, scoring his back as she entered the water. Then he felt her pussy pressing against his lower back as she put her legs outside of his body.

He had the quick image of turning around and burying his weenie in her, but he was too crippled up to do more than think about it.

He put his head back, was aware that he was resting on her shoulder, that their heads were close, side by side, and slept.

He woke up in bed and didn’t know how he got there. The sheets were clean and fresh smelling. The drapes were closed and he could see  sunlight seeping through the edges.

Normally, he would throw the blanket back, leap from bed, and start exercising.

Today he just lay there and extended his senses.

It was a nice house. He remembered that.

He could hear a mutter of sound from far away. Not outside. Sounded like music.

After a while he moved his legs, and almost cried.

He was so incredibly weak and wasted. But he had known that it would be like this. He had run enough ultramarathons to know what condition he would be in.

He struggled to sit up and put his legs over the side of the bed. He looked around and didn’t see his big, over-sized gym bag.

He stood up and wavered for a second, then stumped across the room to a dresser. He opened a drawer and frowned. Women’s underwear. Panties on the left, bras on the right. Damn. They had put him in some girl’s room.

There was a bathroom to the side, and he staggered into it and took a large, fluffy towel from a rack. He draped it around himself and began hobbling towards the door.

The house was very modern. Now that he could take the time, and had the mental facilities, he appreciated the vibrant earth colors, the way the track lighting made everything comfortable and happy.

He stood in the living room, looked at the leather couch with the slanted, wide arms. Excellent for sitting back and watching TV. The drapes were closed by the big, picture window. Probably to keep the AC in the house. The carpet was light brown and thick.

He heard the sound of music from a short hallway to the right and headed for it.

The short hallway was the back way into a large kitchen. On the other end of the kitchen was a large doorway to a dining area. There was also a door shoe horned into a corner that led out to a back area. Or front area. Having entered the house during dark of night and being out of it he wasn’t sure how this house was situated.

Leslie was sitting at a table, chatting on a cell phone. A small boombox on the counter had classic rock seeping out of it. The smell of bacon permeated, and his mouth watered. After running through the desert for 24 hours he was feeling like his belly button was scraping his backbone.

“He’s awake. Talk to you later.”

Leslie smiled as she tapped the phone closed. She stood up and indicated the table she had been sitting at. “Sit. I’ve got your yogurt and mushroom salad ready.”

His mouth dropped a little.

She laughed. “And you believed me.”

As he took his weak steps to the table she stepped to the stove. “Don’t worry. I’m not that crazy. You’ll be eating regular food, though in moderated portions and GMO free and cage free and hormone free and all that stuff. Well, relatively hormone free.”

He sat, feeling like he had taken a thousand pounds off his poor feet.

The kitchen was nice and clean. Very bright with the sun coming through the tinted windows. The latest appliances were sharp and shiny and the refrigerator was a big, double door commercial affair.

“Relatively hormone free?” he asked.

She smiled and eyed him. “We’ll be giving you massive transfusions of estrogen to build up your stamina.”

Now his jaw dropped again, and his eyes opened wide.

She laughed merrily. God, you are so easy!”

He was blinking and trying to keep up, but he wasn’t that mentally recovered yet.

She placed a plate in front of him. Bacon, perfectly done, crisp with the fat bubbles dripping. Eggs. Pancakes, and the butter and syrup were at hand.

“There is a God,” he muttered, gripping silverware like a samurai might grab a sword.

She placed a big glass of orange juice in front of him and sat down on the other side of the table.

He ate. He made himself eat slowly. He didn’t want to sick up because of too much food too fast.

“We’ll be adjusting your diet once you’ve got your strength back. And once we’ve measured your body.”

He nodded, chewed, swallowed, and didn’t care that he was making sounds like a pig rutting. “The first meal after an ultramarathon…” his appreciation was obvious.

“Couldn’t find your underwear?”

“Uh, no.” He didn’t mention the fact that his underclothes had been taken out of his bag and disappeared.

“It’s in the drawers.”

“The only underwear I saw was female.”

“It’s specially designed. You’ve got female fabrics and some design, but everything has been adjusted for the male body.”

“Why?”

“You’ll find that female fabrics treat your body better than male fabrics.”

He nodded.

“I know, you think it’s kinky. But it’ll get worse.”

He stopped, fork halfway to his mouth, and stared.

“No, I’m not joking now. Let me explain something about my methods. What are the differences between male times and female times on the ultramarathon.

Jesse began mental juggling. “I think Herron did it in 13 hours, and guys…I think we’re about twelve hours.”

“Close enough,” she said. “Now, what are the differences between male and female bodies? Size and weight and all that?”

“Lord, I don’t know that. I know that smaller runners have better times.”

“We’ll go over specifics later, but you can figure 40 pounds and 6 inches between male and female.”

“Okay,” He drew out the word, not sure where this was going.

“So with a 30% difference in such factors, why is there only one hour difference between male and female times? And the figures I am using come from runners of your caliber. Not the best, not the worst, and there are no outliers. That’s almost a ten per cent different. From 30% to 10%. Why?”

He actually stopped eating. His mind was suddenly filled with concepts of male bodies vs female bodies. Male times vs female times. fat content, training regimens, eating habits.

“Well, that’s…logically, it doesn’t make any sense. But I’d have to go over a lot of…” he stopped. It was obvious she had already gone over a lot of things.

“I’m your competition.”

“What?”

“I’m a runner. Done a few ultras, more than my share of regular marathons, and I’ll be training you, and then running against you. You don’t mind that I’ll be implementing my theories at the same time as I train…as I run alongside you.”

“Men and women don’t compete. They have separate classes.”

“We’ll train together. Sometimes, once you’ve started adapting to my methods, I’ll have to cheat. You do have certain advantages in body structure. But once the real race starts you’ll be on your own.”

“Man. You’ve got me confused now.”

It’s simple. I’m going to train you to run like a woman. If you can get rid of 20% of that 30% difference you should be able to win your ultramarathon.”

“And running like a woman involves wearing kinky underwear.”

She smiled. “That…and more.”

“Oh, Lord,” he muttered, starting to eat again. “I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I.

He was being sarcastic, she wasn’t.

After breakfast it was time for another soak in the bath tub. Feeling stronger, Jesse managed to get in the tub without help. He was surprised when Leslie stripped off her clothes and stepped in.

it was a big tub, more of a hot tub, and she slid in and relaxed. Then she noticed him staring at her.

“What?”

“I’m not used to naked women.”

“Ha. Well, you’ll get used to it. We’re going to be doing a lot of things together, and I’m not about to change my habits because you’re a freak.”

“Isn’t a freak supposed to be the weird one?”

“I resemble that,” she said, miming Curly Joe Howard. “But when you think about it, freak’s are the so called ‘normal’ ones. They get flustered and embarrassed and act all weird. And, by the way, you are allowed to look, not touch.”

“Okay.”

She rode right over his acknowledgement. “I, however, can and will touch as much as I want.”

“What?”

She moved over to his side, sat next to him, and grabbed his penis with one hand.

“AH!” he jerked at here touch.

“Calm down. It’s part of my method.”

“Jacking me off is?”

“Jacking you is. There’s no ‘off’ involved.

“There isn’t?”

She laughed. “You sound hurt.” She stroked him slowly, running her thumb over the head of his penis every once in a while. Fondling his balls every once in a while.

“I’m sure you’ve heard that boxers aren’t supposed to have sex before a match?”

“Uh…”

“Same goes for ultramarathons. BUT…we need to stimulate you, keep you on the edge. Get you into the excitation phase and keep you there.”

“Why? That…” He was going to say it was frustrating, then thought about saying it was silly, and finally settled for nothing.

She just said, “I will be doing this to you regularly. The clothes you wear will keep you excited. And I will show you exercises to help you keep your energy, transmute, save it. Sound looney?”

“I wasn’t going to say that.”

“But you were thinking it, eh? And that’s another problem with men.”

“What?”

“You hold things in.”

“Like sexual energy.”

“Holding sexual energy is fine, but holding your tongue, not complaining when you’re upset, that’s stupid. If this is going to work then you’re going to have to unlock your tongue and say what you think.”

“What if you don’t like what I think?”

“Tough bananas for me. And I’ll unlock my tongue and give you a piece of my mind.”

“That sounds like a dangerous arrangement.” He was having trouble framing his thoughts. Her hand was so educated on his manhood.

“Yep. We can yell at each other all we want. As long as we stick to the program.”

He pursed his lips and thought.

“Let’s practice, okay?”

“Practice what?”

“Practice insulting each other.”

“I’d rather not.”

“Okay, I’ll go first. You’re a stupid shithead.”

He blinked.

“Your turn.”

“What?”

“Say something nasty to me.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You sure have a small cock.”

He sighed heavily.

“So I’m going to have to get down and dirty, eh?”

“I think I’m done soaking.”

“Nope. You know you need to soak for three days. You’ve got to recover, get rid of the soreness, and this is the best way. You really fucked up when you passed that girl at 67 miles.”

Running an ultra marathon is a grind, but small incidents are there forever. He remembered the short-haired girl. Her name was Joan and passing her had provided a deep feeling of satisfaction.

“She was in the way.”

“That’s a fucking lie.”

He looked at her. Their faces were close. Two inches between lips, and he was struck by how incredibly kissable hers were.

“I had 33 miles to go. I didn’t want to wait and slow myself through a short downhill before passing on the flat.”

“So you ran around her, slanting your foot on a slab of rock when your muscles and ligaments and every other part of you was tired and waiting to fail.”

“I made it.”

“You were stupid.”

He faced away from her, focused on the way her hand was wrapped around his cock. It felt so good.

“Stupid, stupid, stupid!”

“All right!” he snapped, turning back to her.

“There we go. An honest statement. In this case an honest acknowledgment.”

“I chose to pass her and that was a right decision.”

“Sure. But it was a risk you didn’t have to take.”

He said nothing. He glared at her.

She wasn’t bothered by his emotion, or the near hate he was projecting through his eyes. “Okay. We’ll work on honestly expressing ourselves later. Why don’t you sleep and recover.”

She let go of his cock, climbed out of the tub and rolled up a towel. She lifted his head and placed it behind him. “Put your head back.”

He did, and wasn’t surprised to find out that he was tired.

She got back in the tub, this time facing him. Then she placed a foot under his package. I won’t let you slide. Close your eyes and go to sleep.”

He looked down through the water at her foot. Yes, she could support him, at least stop him from sliding. But his cock was fully erect and not feeling like sleeping.

He looked at her reproachfully. “You’ve got me too erect to sleep.”

“Oh, poor boy. Try.” Then she closed her eyes and leaned her own head back.

He wanted to say something, to chastise her, but…she was done talking. So he focused on relaxing, and breathing, and tried to ignore the foot pressed against his perineum.

“Wake up.”

His eyes snapped open.

“Time to get dressed. No exercise, but we need to walk you, make sure your muscles remember what they’re supposed to do.”

She helped him out of the tub. He didn’t really need help, but she gave it.

She dried him off, even took a hair drier to his hair.  She was standing next to him, her boobs very noticeable as they brushed against him, and fluffing his hair. “You’re going to look pretty in a couple of months.”

“What?”

“No haircuts until after race day.”

“Why?”

“Hair is an insulator. We need your head to stay cool under the sun. Also, I’ll shave your body, that’s a given, you need to be comfortable in your running togs, but your hair will grow so long I could style it.”

He frowned.

She reached into a drawer and pulled out a pair of panties. She put his hand on her shoulder and held them so he could step into them.

He put one foot into the panties, then the other. She pulled the panties up until they were snug. She ignored his growing cock.

Jesse blinked.

“See?” she giggled. “They are comfortable.”

The crotch rode tight, but his cock was comfortably packaged, in spite of being half erect.

“You can put your dick up or down. The fabric is a bit stretchy, but will keep you up or down as you prefer. Which do you prefer?”

“Down.” His voice sounded a bit strangled.

She reached into his panties and pushed his cock down. “Okay?”

“Ow,” he blurted, but he nodded. His cock, courtesy of being handled, was getting harder.

“Don’t worry about erections. The panties will accommodate them.”

“Oh.”

She reached into the drawer and pulled out what looked like a bra.

“What’s that?”

“It is for measuring your body.” She pointed to a little pocket that would hold some sort of electrical box, if the box was no bigger than a box of matches.

“That’s a bra!”

“Yep. In a manner of speaking. And it’s not. Watch your pro sports figures and you’ll see they train with them on all the time.”

His face was dour as she helped him into the garment.

It was stretchy, but tight, and it looked exactly like a big, sturdy bra.

She stood back and nodded. He was wearing a bra and his penis was pocking out his form fitting panties. “You look good.”

“Okay, shoes.” She handed him a pair of running shoes and a pair of socks.

Nothing compromising about that, so he put the socks and shoes on and stood up.

She smiled. “Now you look like a runner. come on.”

He followed her through the house. The salt baths were working because he could actually walk okay.

She led him to the drapes, stepped through them and opened the sliding door.

They were on a patio, beyond the patio was a desert. Beyond the desert was more desert.

Cactus, hard pack, tumbleweeds, a harsh wind that dried the lips instanter, and it felt like they were a million miles closer to the sun.

“Where are we?”

“Death Valley. The edge, really, but there’s not much difference. We need to get you sunglasses. They walked along the side of the patio, past boxes with desiccated shrubs, a table with a large umbrella—which was down because of the wind—and around a corner.

To the next corner, and into a garage.

Just two minutes in the heat and he was feeling it.

The garage was stocked. It was three cars wide, but only had two cars. The third garage had stacks of bottled water. Cartons with clothes in them, a work bench. Boxes of shoes. Running gear that he was familiar with, and running gear he wasn’t familiar with.

Which was odd because he thought he knew everything about running gear.

She handed him a pair of sunglasses and floppy bush hat and told him things he knew.

“Protect your eyes at all times. You can shoo away flies just by tilting your head. They don’t like the brim. Now then, hold still…”

She plugged a thin line into the bra thing and ran it to a battery, which was about the size of a match box. She put the battery into a little pocket on the bottom of the bra thing he was wearing.

She had been carrying her cell phone, and she called up an app, tapped it a couple of times, then smiled. “There you are.”

Her cell phone showed wavery lines crawling across the screen. It was just like the machines in a hospital, but so much smaller.

“Heart beat, blood pressure, everything a coach needs to know. Once we’ve got some readings we can make adjustments.”

“What kind of adjustments?”

“Training routine. Food. Rest. Everything. This is the latest technology. Want a Snickers bar?”

“It tells you I need a Snickers bar?”

“Yep. And you need one.”

“Does it have GMO, preservatives, food coloring and everything else?”

“Absolutely.”

“Can I have a Three Musketeers?”

“No!” She looked horrified. then she grinned. “The Three Musketeers are mine. Oh, hell.” She opened a refrigerator in a corner and tossed him a cold Three Musketeers. “They’re in here whenever you get the craving.”

He smiled.

They ate their candy bars, absorbed the sugar, and when they were done she handed him a mylar blanket. “Wrap this around you.”

“What for?”

“I’ll tell you as we walk. Come on, now.”

He opened the blanket. The material was thin and light. He had used them before, but for sleeping.

They walked out into the hot air and the blanket immediately turned into a sauna.

“Heysoos!” blurted Jesse. “This is worse than a sauna.”

“Excellent.”

They stepped off the path that led around the house and headed into the desert.

Running in the desert is an adventure in itself. Sometimes the ground is packed hard, showing cracks from some ancient rainstorm. Sometimes it is an up and down that taxes the thighs. Sometimes there are potholes and little mounds, boulders and rolling rocks, and, always, little spiky cactus that grip and rip.

They wound their way along a meandering path that looked like animals had made it and he asked, “So why the blanket?”

“We’re going to acclimate you to the desert. We’re going to get you so used to heat that air conditioning will feel like you’re in the arctic.”

He thought about that. The Badwater was pretty damned hot. He could use the blanket for nights, it was light and could help him through the adjustment from normal 70 degrees to 120 degrees.

He could feel sweat running off him inside the blanket. Two minutes and he was drenched. And the Badwater could get as high 135 degrees.

“Why aren’t you wearing one?”

“I will. Right now it’s all about you. I need to check my readings, and if you collapse I’m going to have to haul you back.”

“I already feel like—“

“We’re going back.”

“But I didn’t even finish what I was saying?”

“Your readings said it for you. Finish that bottle of water. We’ll get another one in the garage. Then we need to feed you, and then back into the tub.”

He was okay with that.

“It’s funny,” he said.

“What?”

“I just finished a 100 mile ultramarathon and I have no stamina.”

They had only walked for five minutes and he was done. He was now hurting, and knew he was feeling the start of heat stroke. He was that weakened.

As if he didn’t know it, Leslie lectured him. “Running an ultra marathon will cause actual, functional changes in the heart. You’ve got electrical changes in thee cardiac nerves, and you may even have damage to your heart tissue.”

He was now so weak he was struggling, and he said nothing.

She helped him onto the path around the house and back into the garage. He sat on a stool, shoulders slumped, and sipped water. She gave him another Three Musketeers bar.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry you just ran a race that only one in a million people can run?”

“Sorry I’m so weak.”

“You’re weak because I was getting base readings. That won’t happen again. Oh, I’ll run you into the earth. You’ll feel fatigue like you’ve never felt it, but once you’re recovered I won’t endanger you.”

He snorted a half a chuckle. “That’s like a mugger saying ‘I’ll only beat you up a little bit.’”

They were silent for a minute, ate their bars, then he asked the million dollar question. He looked at her: “Why me.”

She sat on her own stool, sipped her own water. “Mile 67.”

“When I passed Joan?”

“Yep.”

“But you said that was stupid!”

“It was. Incredibly stupid, but you showed me something.”

“What?”

“The fact that you don’t want anybody in front of you. You showed me your competitive spirit. You showed me that even when you’re beat to shit you won’t quit.”

Funny. H had never thought of himself in that way. He knew he was competitive, but…there was only one thing he could say to that statement.

“Toss me another Three Musketeers.”


PART TWO

After a week he began cross training. No running, not for another week, but he was okay for that big no-no after racing, static stretches.

She started him off easy with yoga. Simple poses that required little twisting or deep stretching. She also adapted some of the movements more for calisthenics.

“This is silly,” he said.

“That’s because you’ve never done yoga. The purpose of yoga is to enable the body to train the mind.”

He gave her a light gimlet eye.

“Hold a painful pose, feel the pain, go through the pain, and your mind will become more capable in going through pain. And what is an ultramarathon?”

“Pain,” he nodded dutifully.

“We’re not going to do the full Lotus Posture for a few weeks, so just sit Indian style.”

She sat in the full lotus and watched him.

He struggled to sit, made it, and slumped.

“Back straight.”

“Oh, God.”

“Would you slump during a race?”

He straightened his back.

“Is that all the stretch you’ve got in your hips?”

“And every bit hurts.”

She frowned. “We’re going to have to do something about that.”

He was facing a wall, and there was nothing on the wall. No pictures, no clock, nothing.

Except…a piece of paper with a single word printed in large font.

WIN!

He focused his gaze on the word and began practicing deep breathing.

For the next seven days he still soaked, but only a half hour every day. He began doing simple things, calisthenics like squats, but he only did half stretches.

He was allowed a lot of free time, and found Leslie had a room filled with lots of good books. Not surprisingly, there were a lot of books on feminism.

He worked his way through The Golden Notebook, The Bad Feminist, Women Who Run with Wolves, and, of course, The Handmaid’s Tale.

The Handmaid’s Tale was interesting, but…bizarre. He liked it for the sexuality, profanity, suicide, violence, and he wasn’t put off by the anti-Christianity. It also led to a shouting match between him and Leslie.

She was pro-choice, he was pro-life, and she got right in his face with her choice and he felt like he was going to have to fight for his life. She ended the argument by saying, “When you have a baby, when you even have to worry about a baby, then you can talk about what I should do with my body. Until then shut your fucking mouth.”

They were in the kitchen, dinner was finished and they had been discussing tights vs bare skin when, somehow, the discussion had segued into The Handmaid’s Tale.

He stared at her, was angry, was put off by her illogical last statement, that he couldn’t have an opinion unless he had the appropriate biology, and he suddenly blinked and it spurted out of him. In his mind it was logical. The thought that a woman might turn into a Lesbian because she was afraid of having sex with a man. He blurted: “You’re a Lesbian.”

Her eyes widened. She didn’t have that bit of ‘intuitional logic’—now there’s an oxymoron if ever there was one—so she couldn’t follow how he could have come up with that. Her mouth opened like she was going to blast him, then she just started laughing. And laughing and laughing. And hearing her laugh, he started laughing, too. Then they wee both roaring, laughing hysterically.

That was the first night she came into his room.

He had just gone to sleep. He had discovered a batch of Grace Mansfield books and read late, then fluffed his pillow and turned off the lights. Almost immediately the door opened and a shaft of light shot across the room then disappeared.

“What?”

“Shhh.”

She lifted the covers and slid in next to him.

Tell the truth, him being a man, with all the vivid imagination that entails, he had expected her to come to him. He dreamed of it. Not because he was in love, but because he was a man.

He moved to kiss her, but she pushed his face away and reached for his penis.

He was naked, but she was clothed. She snuggled against him and stroked him.

A man, he was helpless in her grip, but didn’t know it.             

He tried again to kiss her.

“Stop that, or I’ll squeeze too hard.”

A couple of minutes passed. He was breathing hard, feeling her hand stroke him. His cock was hard in her hands and the slither of her grip brought a shiver to his hip.

“What are you doing?” he gasped, wanting to cum.

“Building energy. Use your yoga, discipline yourself. Store that energy.”

Another couple of minutes passed. Every time he started to get close, to move his hips, she stopped and waited.

“This has to do with running,” he wasn’t sure if he was asking a questioning or confirming something in his mind.

She said: “Woman do this automatically. We’re on the inside. You’re on the outside. We have to internalize you in this manner so you can save up your energy.”

“Like a woman.”

“Yes.”

He was twitching and moaning, wanted to cum in the worst possible way, when she stopped.

“Oh, please!” he begged.

“Do not jack off.” She kissed his forehead and got out of the bed.

“Oh, fuck!”

The door opened and closed.

He lay there, his hard penis pushing up the sheets, and thought about jacking off.

He wasn’t supposed to.

He needed to.

What possessed him, he didn’t know, but he got up and headed for her room.

She lived upstairs and he walked through the house, up the stairs, with his boner sprouting out in front of him.

He walked down the hallway, then stopped at her room. He finally realized what he was doing. Though infected by his stiff status, he yet retained a slight function of mind. Then he heard her.

Behind the door the slight buzz of a vibrator could be heard.

He was frozen. He should leave, but he had to listen. He put his ear to the door and held his breath.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

He reached down and gripped his cock.

“Uh…uh…uh…”

She had changed her sound slightly, and her moanings were coming a little faster.

“Unh…unh…unh…”

He stroked himself to the time of her, to the tune of her, but he didn’t cum. Not yet. He wanted to cum with her.

“Yes…oh…yes…”

He held his balls, he stroked, he controlled his breathing so she wouldn’t hear it.

“FUCK!” she groaned and he could hear the bed bouncing, the rustle of sheets as she thrashed on the bed.

He was determined to spurt, but stopped.

He looked down at his cock. It was hard and beautiful in the darkness. It was dripping. But…the training…he had promised…

He would always wonder if he was becoming kinky then, or was somehow remaining true to the promise of the program.

Whatever, he took his hand off his cock and tip toed back down the hallway.

The next morning, at breakfast, him looking worn and her looking fresh, he said, “I heard you masturbate last night.”

“What were you doing outside my room?” She didn’t seem mad.

“After what you did to me…I was hoping.”

She snorted. Then said, “Good. Now translate that into storing energy.”

They silently for a minute. then, “Why do you get to jack off and I don’t?”

A slight grin appeared on her face. “Because I already store energy. I’m a woman. I internalize. You’re a dope that needs to learn.”

He said nothing. Focused on his slice of cantaloup.

He began to run.

A good runner doesn’t only run in one style. That would be like wearing out a groove on a record. He ‘cross runs.’

One day he will work on sprints.

Another day he will run mid length.

Another day he will do the distance.

A good runner doesn’t run a marathon every day. He paces himself for the long term.

And, Leslie’s training methods followed the same concept.

Light yoga almost every day. Different calisthenics on different days.

She alternated certain types of foods, and he could never figure out if she was providing sustenance on whim.

She said not, that she was feeding him according to his readings.

Whatever. She was a good cook and he had enough to eat, so he wasn’t bothered on that point.

He was bothered by the mylar blankets.

At first he ran short distances with the blanket wrapped around him. Very short. A few steps in that hellish material and he was sauna-ed out. A mile and he staggered back and fell in the tub.

But she was intent on making him ‘heat proof.’

One mile turned into two. She focused on his readings. He drank water…and learned to hold a pebble in his mouth.

“It’s an old Indian trick,” she explained.

He had heard of it, but had never bothered with it. He was surprised when it worked.

The yoga became harder. He could feel his muscles changing. He was surprised when he found a new expansiveness in his body.

The mylar made him more able to endure heat:  if it doesn’t kill you. it makes you stronger.

The nightly sex sessions gave him, after he became used to it, more energy. That was one of the bigger shockers of her program. He never figured on that.

She began running with him after a month. She wore tights, which she explained as giving a compression to her muscles that was necessary. He didn’t try to understand it because it didn’t apply to him. But then she was a lot further along in her own training, her own methods, than he was.

She was a good runner. She was like a rabbit, able to corner better than him. He actually had a hard time keeping up when they went through tight corners.

On the long runs they were pretty even.

Then his suit arrived.

He had a constant hard on, it seemed. And he should.

She came to him every night and stroked him. On one day, when he was especially tired, she sucked on him, and that had finally started the energy kicking in him.

So, big hard on sticking out, which she ignored during the day, she handed him a suit made of mylar.

He unfolded the thing. “It looks like a space suit, or a haz-mat suit.”

“It’ll keep all your cooties on the inside.”

“I thought only girls had cooties?”

“They do. You have the inferior ‘male cooties.’”

They chuckled at the byplay, and he stepped into the suit.

It was, for a thin bit of aluminum, pretty tough. Metal, you know.

And it was a new degree of hot.

He was up to three miles of running with the blanket wrapped around him. But it was awkward, and the blanket was inefficient. The heat seeped out, and he even opened the blanket every once in a while, ran with his naked body, his cock bouncing, feeling the heated air of the desert cool him off.

Leslie, of course, told him not to do that.

“You’re wasting heat! Let it build up! Learn to suffer!”

Easy for her to say.

So he wore the suit and followed her through the desert. He watched her buns, tight and sexy, shifting. She was bound, so he never caught much bounce from her tits, but he could see those fabulous nipples.

God, he hungered for her.

But he had to stay with the training program.

So he followed her, and his competitive nature began to assert.

He had been beaten down enough with the super heat training, but now he was staying with her, and he wanted to pass her.

She knew it. On the runs where they had some distance and a flat opened up she would glance back at him. Grinning. Daring him.

And he would try. Lord, he would try. But she would scamper in front of him, even laughing, and he began to feel a hunger inside. He needed to pass her.

She came into his room.

He had finished Girl Decoded and The Witches are Coming and Whipping girl. He had turned off the light and waited, his cock throbbing.

She slithered under the sheets. She grabbed him, and he lay, dumbed down, wanting only the feel of her hand stroking him.

“You did well today.”

“Thank you.”

“But you didn’t pass me.”

He frowned. He wanted to pass her so bad.

“What the hell is wrong with you? We’ve only got three months left. You should be passing me every day.”

He was silent and she went down on him. She had a glorious mouth. Soft and hot and moist, and her tongue wrapped itself around the lip of his head and slapped the underside of his cock. She took a long slurp and he shivered uncontrollably.

“I’ve got a surprise for you.”

“What?” he asked, hoping for a fuck.

“Before I tell you what it is, I need to tell you that your yoga sucks.”

He groaned. Part sexual, and part knowing that his lotus position was not getting there.

“It’s in my hips. I just can’t stretch that far.”

“I know. You’re a man. You’ve got all sorts of inadequacies.”

“All right,” he said sourly, even though she was joking.

She ran a finger under his balls and touched his ass. To be precise, she massaged his anus.

“Fuck!” He jumped in surprised.

“Don’t move. I’m not going in tonight. I’m just acquainting you with your asshole. Do you know how important your asshole is?”

“I know that without it you’d be full of shit.”

She laughed, and it felt like she was poking her digit a half inch in.

“Your asshole is connected with your nervous system. If we can loosen up your asshole we can loosen up your nerves. If we can open up your nerves you’ll get more stretch. If you get more stretch you will run better.”

“I’ve always wondered,” he was breathing hard, trying to ignore his asshole even as it became all consuming, “Why the sideways muscles of the lotus position are necessary for the forward and back motion of the runner’s legs.”

“The tail bone is connected to the hip bone,” she answered. The hip bone is connected to the thigh bone.”

“Yeah, yeah. It’s all an interconnected mess.”

She massaged his balls as she rubbed his asshole and he had never felt anything so delicious in his life.

“I’m going to cum,” he blurted.

She gripped his cock and his body went through a series of jerks and twitches. He felt the semen struggling to. come up the shaft, but her hand wasn’t letting it go anywhere.

Heysoos! She hadn’t even been touching his cock, just his a-hole and rectum, and he had almost squirted.

When he had calmed down she laughed. “Lord, I didn’t know you were an asshole man.”

“What? I’m not—“

She put a finger to his lips and shushed him. “Not an asshole, just a person who gets off on his asshole.”

He grunted, tried to show his disgust for such an idea, but…he did like the way she had touched his asshole.

The sun was hot. The desert was silent. All animals had hidden under rocks. The only thing that moved were two humans. Silly humans.

One of the humans was female. The other was clothed in silver.

They rounded bounders, avoided cactus, adjusted gait for up or down, and came to a flat spot.

Leslie spurted, and grinned, and looked back. Mistake.

Jesse was pumping. His eyes were focused. He was beyond sweat and pain. There was only the space between him and Leslie. A space he had never been able to close.

Now it was closing. An inch at a time.

Leslie’s eyes narrowed. He was closer than she had thought, and she dug in. A hundred yards ahead the trail narrowed. Only room for one. If she could beat him to that…

But Jesse was not to be put off. He had adapted to the heat. It was his own. And now his hips were stretched. He lengthened his stride, matched her step for step, and finally he came nose to nose with her.

Twenty-five yards.

She gave it everything she had. She sailed, soared and sprinted…and he still pulled ahead. One inch, two inches, and, finally, he was ahead. The trail narrowed he led the way.

For a moment Leslie felt a flash of anger, then she let it go. Hell, this was what she wanted, right?

So why be angry?

And she knew, in her heart of hearts: because she was getting personally involved with him.

She had thought about this. She had girded herself, controlled her emotion, but…it was happening.

She fell in behind him as they angled through the desert on a big curve, then headed for home.

“This is a bra,” she said.”

“It is,” he said, staring at her.

“Put it on.”

“No electronic bio readers or whatever?”

“Plain old bra.”

He felt so damned awkward, but he put it on.

She handed him two breast forms.

“And what is this supposed to do?”

It was two months until race day, and she said, “You’ll find out in a couple of weeks.”

Running with tits was an experience and a half.

First, it was extra weight, and that was bad enough.

Second, it changed his body balance.

Third, he jiggled. Well, he didn’t jiggle so much as his fake boobs shifted in the cups.

He brought this up and she said. “Don’t worry”

“You’re making me wear this because I finally beat you, and you want revenge.”

“If I wanted revenge I’d let you cum.”

That weirdism shut him up.

So he ran with boobs, and in spite of the extra weight and awkwardness he was starting to seriously pull ahead.

Well, not actually pull ahead, but running was easier and easier in the heat, and it showed up on his bio monitor, which he still ran with, but which was hooked into his regular bra.

She made him wear high heels every couple of days. “It stretches your feet. She also made him wear bizarre shoes with a raised ball of the foot.

His feet and ankles and calves were really getting the stretch.

She sat on him when he was doing yoga, or pulled him. Or pushed him, or did whatever she could to get him in position, then she yelled at him if he broke that posture.

He felt like his back was going to break, or his legs twist out of their sockets. But when he ran he felt looser, stronger, almost like he was running on a cloud.

She entered his room without waiting for him to put his book away. She told herself it was because he needed more training. She knew it was because she couldn’t wait to be with him.

“Roll over and spread.”

He did so, and experienced nervous trepidation. She was opening up his hips…from the inside.

She had a small tool. He thought it might be some sort of dildo, but he didn’t object.

It felt too good to object.

She spent a half hour working it in him, and she had to stop and grip his weenie several times. He was on edge.

And he was building energy, storing it.

He felt like he was an exalted being.

One month, and she gave him ‘The Bra.’

The Bra had special cups. The cups were bladders that held water.

Now he understood. He walked with the bra and he jiggled. Like real tits.

“Can I do this?”

“Yes. Not only does the Badwater have a history of strange inventions, I called the officials and told them I was arranging a device for a runner to carry more water with him.”

He jumped up and down. Again his balance was off, but now it was off and jiggling back and forth.

“It’s going to be worse when I run.”

They sat down in the garage workshop and went over how he should run.

“I know you’re going to be wanting to drink the water right away,  to get rid of the weight, but you need to run to a point, then rid yourself of the weight gradually.”

“Do you know how much of an advantage I’m going to have.” Suddenly he blinked and jerked upright. “You’re going to sell these. There’s your profit.”

“Right. And books. And you’re probably going to be appearing on talk shows and telling everybody what it is like.”

“Holy fuck,” he brought his hands up and hefted the ‘water boobs.’ “The man who wore a bra. Nursing on the Badwater. This is an advertising wet dream.”

She nodded happily.

They ran. Now he wasn’t seriously ahead of her. He could sprint and push it, but the water slowed him down.

But, as he had acclimated to the extra heat, to wearing high heels and all the other little things she had him doing…he acclimated to the shifting burdens on his chest. And he began to seriously outdistance her. And she began to ride a quad to keep up with him.

RACE DAY

He stood on the starting line, at the bottom of Death Valley and looking up towards Mt. Whitney. He was wearing regular running gear, and he was actually a little cold. Death Valley and he wanted clothing. Or to run and build up some heat.

He was used to heat. He needed heat.

The other runners looked at him and snickered.

It was the bra.

That and the fact that he had female long hair which, in a moment of inspiration, Leslie had fashioned in a female cut.

“Let them think of you as weaker. When you pass them it’ll hurt more.”

And it was true. He wasn’t a world class runner in their eyes. He might be one in a million, but there are distinctions even in that classification.

They would see him as no threat, a joke when he barely kept up with the leaders, even fell behind a bit.

“One of the other leaders had asked him, half seriously and half jokingly, “Are you entering the female division?”

Another fellow had asked if he was transitioning, and it was obvious that he wondered if Jesse was going to pull a ‘compete in the woman’s division as a trans.’

He just smiled.

“Go!” And he set off.

He felt like a million dollars. He felt like he could run a cheetah into the ground, but he held himself back. Just barely within sight of the leaders.

Still, he was pulling away from the people that he usually grouped with.

Running the Badwater is a grueling experience for the runners, and a frantic experience for the support team. 135 miles, and the support team has to get to the ten mile check up posts and be ready. They had extra clothes, shoes, food, snacks, and lots of water. They had to drive cars quickly to get ahead, then scramble through the wilderness, then pack up and do it over and over. Runners would be running 24 hours plus, and the support teams had to keep up with them.

Jesse didn’t have a big support team. Just a couple of people who carried in back packs. They’d feed him, massage him, especially his legs, check his readings, and slap him on the ass.

“Got get ‘em!” Was what they said.

And he did.

Up and down, slowly climbing the difference between the lowest place on the American continent and the highest point on the lower forty eight states.

People spread out, dropped back, surged ahead.

The people in front of him didn’t surge so much as travel at a high rate of speed. They knew better than to waste themselves.

The people behind him, for all their surges and games, games which he had once played, fell further behind.

The third check out station. Thirty miles into the race. He was breathing easily. His legs felt good. His support crew put him on a blanket and rubbed him briskly. “How ya doing?”

“I’m good.”

They were women, and Leslie had filled them in on his training. They nodded and grinned and filled up his bra with fresh, cool water. A bit of protein and vitamins in the water.

Some of the leaders were taking a break, and he waited until almost all of them were up and running. Two were left, and he got up and hit the trail.

Around cactus. Watching for sharp rocks. The heat was seeping up his legs. It was well known that it is hotter closer to the ground, and he was running through 110 degree temp that was 130 for the foot above the ground. He blessed high heels, because his feet felt strong and powerful.

The two world class runners who had left the station after him passed him. They both gave him strange but appraising looks. Whether it was because he was still staying with the leaders, or because he was wearing a bra, he didn’t know.

He picked up his pace very slightly and stayed behind the second runner to pass him.

He dropped off a bit when they caught up to the leaders.

Fifty miles. He was tired. That was two marathons. But he was good tired. Not beat tired.

Yes, his body was breaking down. But it wasn’t breaking down like the other runners. They would wobble, slow to a fast walk, change their gait so they could rest their muscles.

He could pass them, but he knew better than that. He wondered how many percentage points he was better than them. Had he covered the 20% difference between a woman and a man? And how had that really translated in man to man?

Seventy miles. He wondered, as the heat sucked his soul, how Leslie was doing. She had qualified, and he hadn’t seen her since the start, when they had hugged and wished each other good luck.

He grinned and wouldn’t have been surprised if she suddenly zoomed past him and slapped his ass.

But she wouldn’t have wasted herself, and she had taught him not to waste himself, either.

He passed a runner vomiting on the side of the trail.

“Go,” said the vomiter. That was the spirit of the race. Past a certain point the runner realized that this wasn’t a race against one another, but a race to see who could survive.

Survive…and move the body from point A 135 miles to point B.

100 miles. He lay on the blanket. He could feel his legs now, but the heat wasn’t bothering him. After six months in the deep desert it was like he was part of the desert.

The girls filled his boobs with water. Fed him snacks carefully.

“I’m okay. I won’t throw up.”

“Okay.” But they were still careful.

When the lead runners started off he went with them.

He received some looks, but they were mindless, blank looks. Of all the runners only he was still self aware to any real degree.

He stayed with them. A long line of ten people chugging along, moving arms and legs and gasping for breath.

One fell back, clutching his stomach. He would run, he would complete, and he would still complete before the pack. And there was no shame. There was only dogged persistence and game determination.

Another one dropped back.

Eight people and Jesse. Fighting the heat, the soil underfoot, the air that grew thinner as they climbed.

At 120 miles, five more to go, there were only six. Jesse and five others. They lay on blankets. They ate. They couldn’t pee because they were dehydrated.

Jesse stood up and went to the starting line. He was suddenly the focus of stares.

“Go!” And the timekeeper clicked the electronic stop watch.

Jesse was hurting. But he was not hurting like he had for any other marathon or ultramarathon. Now he was only hurting a little. He wasn’t in danger of puking. His feet and legs were strong, and he began to pick up the pace.

For the first time in the history of the Badwater, in the mind of one man, it became a footrace.

Not a death march.

Not a grueling trek into hell.

A footrace in which he tried to reach the next station as if he was running the 440, and not a 135 mile killer.

Two of the runners got up and followed his example, but they weren’t able to catch him, and he disappeared into the brush and the cactus and the unrelenting heat.

A runner runs alone.

A runner runs with the limits of his mind and soul.

Ultimately, a runner races against himself.

Jesse was in another world. A strange land where critters ran and hid, his muscles strived to stay loose, and his mind…where was his mind?

On the next step. On the next breath.

He kept his vision focused on a distance. He would pick points and aim for them.

The next breath. The next pounding of the heart.

130 miles, and he was rested and gone before any other runners arrived.

He saw evidence of people. People staring and pointing. People waving. Then shouts of encouragement. People taking pictures. People stepping out and actually patting him on the back, wanting to touch the winner.

Now the miles passed as in a dream, his feet became light, and he saw the finish line.

A crowd. Trainers and support crew. His own support crew. Everybody cheering for him.

He crossed the finish line and stopped. His legs started to shake, but it was okay. People surrounded him. Photos and videos. He was held up and moved along, It was fifteen minutes before the next runner crossed the finish line.


EPILOGUE

The support crew drove them back home. Then hopped into their van and left.

They staggered into the house. Their bodies were nearly destroyed by the ultramarathon, but only ‘nearly.’

They stepped into the big tub and sat down to soak. They sat opposite each other and grinned.

Leslie had finished fourth. Better than she ever had before. But she was racing against women, and they all trained like women, so all she had expected to do was better her time. Which she had.

“You set a record,” she said, placing a foot against perineum to keep him from sliding. Tired or not, he had his usual big boner.

“I had people asking me about my training methods, my hair, the bra.”

“And?”

“I gave them your number and told them to call in three days.”

“They’ll probably start calling tomorrow.”

The phone started ringing in the other room. They looked at each other and laughed.

“Now, we have something to discuss.”

“Oh?” She knew what he was going to say. It was all over his face.

“It’s time for me to divest myself of this erection.”

She nodded, and with a straight face said, “So you’d like me to finish you off with my hand.”

He shook his head.

“Oh? You wanted to do it yourself?”

He shook his head again.

“Then what do you want?”

He slid around the tub and sat next to her.

She tilted her head and smiled like she didn’t know what he wanted.

“It’s pretty obvious that I’ve fallen in love with you.”

“It is? You have?” She acted surprised. It never would have fooled another woman, but he bought it.

A little red in the face, he blurted, “Do you think…I don’t know how you feel, but I was thinking of…of real sex.”

“Real sex? Like a penis and vagina sexual act.”

He nodded, and there was a desperation in his nod.

“You and me?”

He could hardly speak, and he nodded again.

She struggled to her feet, was careful not to slip.

“Well. Never in my life!”

She stood over him, hands on hips, then she lowered herself. She pushed his legs down and his cock stuck straight up. She sat on that and slithered down him.

“Oh!” he gasped.

She kissed him, and rode him, and the water sloshed back and forth in time to their movements.

He felt her pussy holding him, and he had never felt anything so good.

“We shouldn’t be wasting our energy,” she whispered into his ear.

“Huh,” his balls were full and he felt excitement gathering in his groin.

“We should probably just shake hands and part.”

He was caught, enraptured. He smothered her with kisses and tried to get more traction. She kept him down with her weight, though, and he struggled.

And the struggle made it all the more intense.

“Oh…I’m going to…”

“So soon?” she giggled.

“Oh…GOD!”

Finally, after the brutal training, the unbelievable race, he let loose inside her. Semen filled her hole and she held him, snuggled into him, enjoyed every last drop of him.

After a minute he gulped.

She said, “Is that all you’ve got?”

“No, he said. “Give em a chance. This is just one of the check points stations.”

“Well, as long as you understand that we’re in this for the ultramarathon.”

He kissed her tenderly, and said, “I do.”

END
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Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world.


The Femwood School!

Where feminization is the favorite subject!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“But it’s the only job I could get!” Tom followed Shiela into the bedroom. “You tell me for months that I need a job, and I get one, and now you don’t like it.”

Shiela sniffed, turned to her husband and said, “It’s not that I don’t like you working, it’s the kind of job you got. I mean…a janitor?”

“It’s a maintenance position, and it’s at a very prestigious school.”

“One that I never heard of. Femwood Valley Preparatory Academy.”

“It’s a job!”

Shiela sniffed again. She took off her blouse and tossed it to him. “Dirty clothes.”

He put the blouse in the hamper and turned back to her, just in time to get slapped in the face with her bra.

He stared at her lush body, her mammoth tits. She had been so upset with his lack of employment that he hadn’t been getting any, and, man, he needed some. His cock instantly became a world class boner.

She wiggled out of her skirt, causing her beautiful jugs to jiggle and bounce. She threw the skirt at him. “Clothes.”

He hampered the skirt and prepared for her panties, watching her tits hang low as she bent over.

Now she was only clad in garters and nylons. God, she was beautiful.

He caught the next garments and swallowed loudly.

She looked up at him.

“Uh…now that I’ve got a job…do you think…maybe…”

“Hunh! You get a low paying, low class job and you expect me to fall on my back and spread my legs? Not a chance, buster.”

“But, honey!”

She walked past him, brushing her skin against his, turning him on even more. She adjusted the shower and turned to face him while it warmed up.

“When you start bringing home a man’s wages…then maybe you’ll get to do the things a man does.”

“But we’re married!”

The shower door closed and he listened to the sound of water spraying over her luscious body.

He sighed and took his own clothes off. He went to the shower and waited for her to finish; she didn’t like two people in the shower at the same time.

He heaved a breath and looked down at his boner. It was throbbing, hurting for her. It had been months since he had worked, and that whole time she had refused him. If only she—

She interrupted his thoughts by stepping out of the shower. She passed him the big fluffy towel. “Dry me off.”

He gulped again, louder. He was touching her body, at last, but only through the folds of a thick towel.

“Honey, I really think we should make love. Maybe if I had something to inspire me…maybe then…”

She turned and placed her hand on his weenie.

He gasped.

“Is this what you want?” She stroked him, her face was inches from him. Her green eyes inspected him and her sultry lips were curved and plump.

“The problem is, little Tommy, that you’re not a studly, strong, knock the world on its ass alpha.”

Her hand moved faster, and the other hand gripped his balls. He was so horny from the months of denial it wouldn’t be long.

“The problem is that you just aren’t man enough for me.”

He groaned, his hips thrust forward, but at the last second she let go. His penis throbbed and jerked and the semen was right there, ready to go. A couple more strokes and…

She walked away from him. “And don’t you dare jack off!”

He wanted to. Lord, he wanted to stroke himself to heaven.

But it would have been too embarrassing. Shiela would just laugh at him, point out that he had no self-control.

He put one hand on the bathroom sink to steady himself. His shaking legs were ready to buckle.

“Now take your shower and come to bed. And make sure you dry yourself thoroughly. I don’t want to get wet when you give me my back rub.”

Tom nodded glumly and took his shower. He soaped every square inch of himself, rinsed, spent tome time shampooing, and then conditioning, and when he thought he was clean even by Shiela’s standards he got out and toweled himself off.

“Did you shave your legs?” She asked from the bedroom.

“Yes, dear.”

“Good. Last night you were a little scratchy.”

“Yes, dear.”

When he was thoroughly dry, and had even used a hair drier to make sure his long locks were dry, he walked into the bedroom.

“It’s about time,” Shiela spoke from the bed. “Honestly. I think you should go to bed before me, properly prepare yourself for when I come to bed.”

She was lying on the sheets, the covers pulled back, and he stared at her body hungrily. Her breasts were so big, and her nipples so hard. Sometimes she would let him suck them. He really loved that.

But mostly she just had him massage her.

She was very vocal in her criticisms, wanting to make sure he was doing a good job. He hoped he could make it through the massage without getting a correction.

She sighed as he held himself above her buttocks. His dick touched down between her buttocks as he leaned forward to place his hands on her back.

She giggled. “Got a stiffie, eh?”

“I do,” he murmured.

“Well, keeping hoping. You do a good enough job and maybe I’ll stroke you off.”

“If I do a good enough job,” he asked as he swirled his hands down her back, “Can we have sex?”

“Real sex?” She looked back over her shoulder at him.

He nodded.

“Well, who knows. Maybe. I mean, I doubt it, but miracles do happen.”

He pressed his fingers into her flesh, sought the knots and massaged them out, stimulated pressure points and worked every inch of her voluptuous body.

She sighed and relaxed.

He spend 15 minutes digging, soothing, knuckling and calming. Feeling her glorious flesh and loving it.

Then she turned over.

His breath caught as he held himself, skin brushing skin, over her thighs.

She looked up at him with those lazy, contemplative eyes. His penis poked against her body, pulsing, pressing into her warm and soft flesh.

He gripped her breasts and worked them, paying special attention to her nipples.

“Oh, yes,” she soughed. “This is what I needed.”

He went up and down her body. He rubbed her legs, massaged her torso, and couldn’t take his eyes off her tits. Her nipples. He wanted to suck them so badly.

“I think I should get off tonight,” she whispered. “What do you think.”

“Oh, yes,” he agreed. He loved to make her cum. He was not allowed squirts himself, and his only source of pleasure was in watching her cum.

He slid off to the side and placed one hand at her junction, the other on her far breast. He lowered his mouth to her closer breast and took the nipple between his lips.

He moved his hand up and down, her slit. He cupped her mons and squeezed. He tickled the clitoris gently.

At the same time his hand grasped and squeezed and palpated her far breast, and his mouth sucked gently on her nipple.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “Oh, God!”

She was close, she always was, and he doubled his efforts. His hand a blur in her crotch, his fingers inserting briefly and jacking, he sucked harder on her nipple.

She arched her back, groaned, then her hips rose up and engulfed his fingers.

“Oh, yes…oh…oh…oh…”

He timed his finger thrusts to her voice, and that timed him to her hips. He could feel her muscles tighten up and grasp his fingers. He sucked harder on her nipple. Almost hard enough to hurt, but really just enough to drive her over the edge.

For a long minute she pressed her hips up, had spastic movements, then she sank back down. She lay there and just felt the moment.

Tom didn’t take his fingers out of her. He stopped sucking, but he didn’t take his mouth off her.

Finally, she opened her eyes and smiled. “That was good.”

“Then I can…”

“Oh, Lord, no!”

She turned on her side and he moved the blankets over her. She liked to hog the blankets, and he lay down next to her and had only pieces of blanket left to him.

But that was okay. He had satisfied her, and wasn’t that what it was all about.

On Monday Tom reported for work at the Femwood Preparatory Academy. He reported to the office and punched in, then he headed for his little room. It was  the size of a classroom, but it was stuffed with mops and buffers and shelves with chemicals and a battered desk in the back area. On one wall was a counter with a sink, and next to it a slop sink. He also had his own bathroom.

He was changing his clothes when the door opened and the headmistress walked in.

Her name was Mrs. Tollivar, and she was a curious combination of battleax and sexy. Her body was killer with large boobs, her face was smooth and she wore granny glasses. But those boobs, there was nothing granny about them.

“Good Lord!” she blurted. “Dress in your bathroom after this.”

He hurried to pull up his pants, but she had a full view of his erect cock.

“And what is that?” she asked, looking at his boner. “This is a girl’s school and you had best not be bringing that with you.”

“I’m…I’m sorry,” he blushed and buttoned his pants.

She looked at his chest.

He was a slender man, and he had spent a lot of time trying to bulk up. Some people, however, did not bulk well. All he had succeeded in doing was making his chest a little larger, and then when he stopped working out his pectorals sagged.

She reached out and touched one and he shivered. She appeared about to say something, but he pulled his shirt over his head, then pulled the coveralls up over his shoulders and started buttoning the front.

“I have come to discuss your behavior with you.”

“Oh, okay.” He looked confused. He thought he was just there to fix plumbing, wax floors, and do maintenance duties.

“Please sit down.”

He sat down behind his desk.

She pointed at a little elementary sized chair that had somehow snuck onto a high school campus. “There.”

He quickly shifted to the chair. His knees poked up and he was uncomfortable.

She sat down behind his desk in the wooden swivel and face him.

She sat with her legs half spread and he could see…was that bush?”

He was glad his knees were up because she wouldn’t see his cock pulsing under the coveralls.

“As this is a school preparing young ladies for a glorious future, it is imperative that you help prepare them for the way people will treat them.”

He wasn’t sure what she meant, but he listened avidly.

“I chose you, from all the other applicants, because you seem to have an innate understanding of how a man should act around women. When you pass a young lady in the hallway give way. Stand to the side and lower your head. Do not look them in the eyes. That would be very disrespectful. A working man conducting himself as if he were equal to a modern princess. Humph!”

“Step to the side. And bow your head. If one our girls deigns to speak to you, you will always keep your eyes cast downward and acknowledge her with ‘yes, ma’am,’ or ‘no, ma’am,’ or in a manner appropriate to the question, but without any undue display of pride. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He practiced lowering his eyes, and he caught a glance of her nodding in approval.

“Those are the most important rules, of course, but let us go over examples and possibilities so that you will be fully indoctrinated as to how to act while on campus and…I suggest…in your life off campus.”

So she lectured him, and there were a lot of little rules, certainly enough to make him wish he had a pad to write them all down on.

When she was finished she stood up, and he stood up, and she frowned at his crotch, which exhibited his excitement in a very gross way. “I will bring you something to help you with that problem,” she sniffed. Then she was gone.

Tom groaned, bent a bit at the groin and squeezed his package. His balls were on fire. Funny, something burning and they were blue. Then he straightened up and looking at his assignment clipboard.

Oh, crap! He was supposed to report to the gym to discuss cleaning out the lockers.

Mrs. Peavy was tapping her foot when he knocked and entered.

Keeping his head slightly lowered, careful not to meet her eyes, “I’m sorry. Mrs. Tollivar was talking to me.”

Mrs. Peavy made a sound of disapproval and led him out of the office.

The gym was in chaos. Tall, slender girls with large boobs were showering. they were toweling off and spritzing themselves with perfume. He tried not to stare as they pulled up bra and encased their charms, as they wiggled their butts into thongs and panties and made themselves presentable.

“As you can see,” said Mrs. Peavy, “there are lockers without locks. These lockers must be inspected, throughly scrubbed and made presentable.”

Half naked young girls brushed past them, often giggling, checking out his bulging crotch.

“You will ignore the young ladies and clean out these lockers. I want it all done today.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She opened one of the lockers and stepped back.

Tom stepped forward and peered into the little cube.

It was disgusting. Somebody had left a pair of period panties in the locker, and bacteria had invaded and made a mess of the whole locker. The panties were literally glued to the back, adhered to the metal, and the stench made him gasp and think about giving up breathing.

“You see what you will have to deal with. Good day.”

Mrs. Peavy walked back to her office. Her heels click, click, clicked on the locker room tile floor. Her ass swayed, and Tom had to force himself, after a quick glance at those wonderful, swaying globes, to pay attention to the locker.

And the girls giggled at him.

He turned to leave and one of the girls sort of accidentally pressed her hand into his crotch.

“Unh!” he grunted, and she laughed as she continued by. When he turned out of the gym caught sight of her talking to two other girls. All three were laughing, and one of them snuck a look at him. He quickly lowered his head.

That first day was brutal. Tom wasn’t used to hard, physical labor, and his muscles groaned as the day went on. He had clean lockers high and low. He had to pry out whatever was stuck to the walls, use hot soap and a bristle brush, and finally dry the thing out and spritz it with bacterial spray, and a sweet smelling perfume type of spray.

Hour after hour, and the girls passed by him, naked, bouncing, laughing.

They looked into the bucket he was putting stinky, rotten panties in and held their noses. “Whew! Smells like my last boyfriend’s butthole!” exclaimed one very sexy child.

And he didn’t find just panties. He found rags, and bras, and even a jockstrap.

By five o’clock he still had a row to go, and since this was his first day and he wanted to make a good impression, he continued to work.

At last, at six thirty, he was done. He took off his coveralls, in his little bathroom, of course, and stared at his hard cock.

It had been hard all day.

At home he was hard a lot, but surrounded by young girls showing off their breasts and their butts, his boner had never gone down.

He touched it, and was surprised when a big drop came out.

Damn! He was horny to the point that he was over flowing!

Dressed, he went to the office to punch out, but when he entered Mrs. Tollivar was there. “I punched your time card at five o’clock. We do not allow overtime here.”

“Oh,” he said, and then, because it seemed appropriate, he said, “Thank you.”

“And, Tom…”

“Yed, ma’am?”

“You should consider wearing Depends.”

He looked to where she was staring, his groin, and there was a splotch of seeping semen on his front.

“I had to clean out the grossest lockers today,” he said while he served Shiela her mashed potatoes and a steak.

“I don’t want to hear disgusting things while I eat,” Shiela observed.

“Oh, sorry.”

“And why are you looking down like that?”

“Oh,” he looked up at her. “I’m practicing. I’m not supposed to look anybody in the eye while I’m working.”

“Hmm. That sounds like an excellent idea. You may continue to look down.”

He did, and he explained about the school, and the people that he had met, and then he explained that he was going to need to go to the store. “I need to buy some Depends.”

“Nonsense,” said Shiela. “We don’t need the extra expense.”

“What’ll I do then? I can’t go around with my…my semen leaking out. Unless maybe you wanted to, uh, relieve me.”

Shiela snorted. “You can wear panty liners.”

“Will that work?”

“Unless you cum more than a menstrual cycle.”

After dinner he tried to put a pad in his BVDs, and it didn’t work.

“I’m sorry, honey. But the pad doesn’t exactly fit.”

Shiela sighed, then strode back to the bedroom. She reached into her underwear drawer and took out a pair of Fleur du Mal panties. “Try these.”

“But that’s women’s underwear!” he protested.

“I’m sure women everywhere will march and protest if you wear them.” She grinned as she made fun of his attitude.

He took off his BVDs, showing his stiff erection.

“Lord, you really are dripping.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He pulled up the panties. They were blue, lacy, see through with a delicate design on them. They were also soft and stretchy and they formed to his cock and balls. Which means they stretched out in front of him to contain his rod.

“Excellent.”

“But they’re not quite—“

“And here’s a pad.” She pulled his waist band out and slipped a pad into the underwear. A female pad for female underwear, they fit perfectly.

“Oh,” he said in surprise.

He looked in the mirror and was surprised. They actually looked right on his slender body.

Shiela sighed.

“Yes, dear?” he turned to her.

“Well, that is part of a set. Here is the bra.”

“I can’t wear a bra!”

“And I can’t wear just the bra without the matching panties.”

“Can’t you just put them in the hamper?”

“Too much washing is bad for the fabric.”

“But—“

“You’ll just have to wear it.”

He stared at her, aghast, and she held the bra out on one finger and tilted her head slightly and raised an eyebrow.

He took the bra.

“But I’m a guy!”

“It’ll do you good. Let you know what we women have to do to be sexy.”

“Oh, but…”

A few light arguments later, he was figuring out how to snap the bra in the back. Shiela helped him.

“You should do some yoga to get more flexible. Then you could reach behind and fasten the bra yourself.”

“I don’t—“

“You can start this weekend. I’ll get you a leotard and everything. You’ll be cute.” she patted his cheek. “Now look in the mirror.”

He looked in the mirror, and his body looked very feminine. He touched the cups, which were empty, and said, “I wish you had a flatter bra.”

“Hunh! And I wish you had a bit more breast.”

He looked at her in shock.

“Oh, get over it,” she chastised him. “Some men have boobs. They call it gynecomastia. There’s no reason you shouldn’t. It would make that bra serve a purpose, and it would look better, too.

“Here,” she crumpled up a stocking and stuff it into his bra. Another stocking for the other cup.

She smiled. “Yes, that’s a lot better.”

He was definitely feeling a little weird, but Shiela liked it, so that was that.

Tom stood in the little bathroom and took off his street clothes. He was naked, except for the panties and bra, and he was about to step into his coveralls when the door opened.

“There you are.” Mrs. Tollivar entered the room and looked him up and down. She adjust one of his shoulder straps and looked down to where his cock was straining at the panties and pad. “Excellent. your wife’s idea?”

“Yes.” His face was a bright red. His breathing was hard, and he wanted to run, but there was no where to run in the little room.

She nodded in approval. “I brought you something to help out with your little problem.” She tapped his groin and he groaned.

“Take off your panties.”

“But..but…”

But she was the headmistress. She could hire or fire him. Best to do what she said.

He stood with his head slightly bowed. She handed him a little box.

“What is it?”

“Open it.”

He did, and gaped at what he saw. It was a chastity tube. “What’s this?”

“Put it on.”

“But…”

“We can’t have you running around like a sex fiend, showing your excitement. So you will wear this while on campus. You’ll probably want to wear it off campus, too.”

He took out the pieces and stared at them. A ring and a tube. A lock.

“Go on. Put it on.”

He looked down at his boner. “I don’t think I can.”

“Masturbate if you have to, but I want that tube on you now.”

He took hold of his cock and took a few strokes. He was humiliated, especially at the way she was staring at him. He let go. “My wife doesn’t allow me to masturbate.”

“A wise woman. Well, there are other ways.” A ruler was on a shelf and she picked it up with one hand. She took his cock in the other.

WHAP!

“OW!”

“Quiet down. Do you want one of the young ladies to hear you?”

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

It didn’t take long for the ding to go out of his dong. Quickly, Mrs. Tollivar put the ruler down and placed the ring around his package. Then she slid the tube over his limp cock. At that, she was just in time.

She frowned as she locked the lock. “I expect you to have this on at all times. If you don’t, then you may grow to enjoy your little spankings. If you are going to be at this school you will have a disciplined penis.

“Yes, ma’am.” He stared down to where his chub was fighting to become erect. There was a little pain, and he knew he was going to have to control his thoughts.

But how do you control your sexual thoughts when you are immersed in a school filled with large, succulent breasts, red, kissable lips, and the knowing looks of women who wanted sex?

“Now then, finish dressing, then report to room 203.”

She turned and walked out, and he was left to put his panties on and his coverall.

It was strange walking down the hall with the chastity tube on his cock. The extra weight, the constant struggle as he tried to get erect, it was very distracting.

At least he didn’t have a boner anymore. Of course the chastity tube caused a bump, but with the pad and the tube he would be under control. No more wet spots on his coverall.

Mrs. Jansen was in room 203, and the class had to do with hair styling.

Tom walked in, kept his head down, and waited to be addressed.

“I see our model for the day has arrived. Come up to the front of the class, Tom.”

Tom walked, and tried not to look at the girls smirking at him as he passed them.

“I saw Tom in the hallways yesterday, and he is perfect for today’s lesson. He has longish hair, a bit unruly, and his nails are short and stubby. In fact, he needs a complete make over, but we will be satisfied fixing just his hair and his nails today.”

Tom blinked and raised his head. He looked at her and opened his mouth, but the look on her face warned him and he lowered his head. “Tom is about to complain that he is a man, but we all know that men must be brought to heel. The best way to accomplish this is to enforce discipline. Make him take care of himself. When we’re done, Tom, I expect you to maintain your person. Once a week we’ll inspect you to make sure this is happening.

“But—“

“We at the Femwood Preparatory Academy do have certain standards, and you will adhere to them. Is that understood?”

There was no nonsense in her voice, and. Tom blurted, “Yes, ma’am.”

The girls attacked Tom. He was placed in a beauty salon chair and two girls worked on his hands, prepping the nails. Two other girls actually took off his shoes and worked on his toenails.

He looked down at his feet once and one of the girls working on his hair pulled him back, by the hair, and giggled.

He smelled the peculiar odor of nail polish as the two girls began painting his toes. At his hands they were discussing what type of nails they should affix to his digits.

“I say coffin,” stated a blonde with blue, innocent eyes and a mammoth chest.

“He’s a man, he won’t know about the square edges,” argued a brunette.

Finally, they voted, and began attaching ovals.

Then they broke out the polish and the smell of toluene once again filled the room.

Meanwhile, his hair had been washed and was being trimmed.

“Not too much, girls. Yes, layer it like this. We can discuss extensions if you’d like.”

They did like, and Tom found himself scheduled for the class in a week’s time.

Tom walked out of the classroom with his hair combed out in a bubble fashion. His fingernails were bright red, and he imagined his toes were…were red.

He walked back to the janitor’s closet, and wasn’t there but a minute before Mrs. Tollivar arrived to inspect him.

She fluffed his hair, she examined his fingernails with a magnifying glass. “Wonderful, wonderful,” she murmured. Then she looked up at him.

Tom’s cock was going crazy. The way all the women seemed to brush against him, the way they looked at him, the way they treated him…he was horny.

And he knew he was dripping. He had had to change his pad when he came back from room 203, and it was soaked. And when he was putting the other pad in his sperm was forming at the head of his cock.

Mrs. Tollivar didn’t help.

She grabbed his groin, felt the chastity tube, and smiled. “Very good.”

She was standing close to him. Her red lips occupied his vision. He couldn’t look up to her scintillating, blue eyes because he was enraptured by her red, plump lips.

“Now, make sure you maintain your appearance. All girls are required to at this academy, and I’ll be checking on you daily. Also, if you chip or break a nail you must immediately let Mrs. Jansen know.

Tom nodded.

At home Shiela blinked and stared at him when he walked int the door. Then she walked around him, examined him minutely. She felt his hair. She held his hands and looked at them.

And she nodded.

“Wonderful. At last you are starting to look like something.”

Tom wondered: Yeah…but what?

“Did they do your toenails, too?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. And you realize that you are going to have to keep up appearances?”

“So I’ve been told.”

“I’ll help you if you break a nail, but I expect you to learn how to fix your own nails. Is that clear?”

He nodded.

And gulped. “There’s something else.”

“Oh?”

Tom undid his pants and pulled them down. Shiela could see the bulge of the chastity tube behind the pad.

“What is that?”

“It’s a chastity tube. Mrs. Tollivar insisted I wear one.”

“And why would she insist?”

“Because…because…my boner was pushing my pants out and everybody could see.”

“Tom! You had a boner at school?”

He hung his head as he nodded.

“Shame on you!” Then she smiled. “And thank goodness that Mrs. Tollivar is taking you in hand.

“But there’s another problem?

She frowned. “I didn’t plan on listening to your problems all day. But what is it.”

“I can’t stop dripping.”

She looked at his panties. She felt them, and she felt the moisture seeping through them. “Oh, Lord. Can’t you control yourself?”

He shook his head miserably.

“Well, then it’s time for you to graduate. We’re going to have to put you in full napkins.”

She took him down to the hall closet and took out a box of napkins.

“I haven’t worn these since I discovered pads, but I’m glad I didn’t throw them away.”

He held the napkin and looked at it sorrowfully. It was five times thicker than a pad, and it was bulky and awkward.

“Do I have to?” he whispered.

“Of course you do. Appearances, Tom. It’s all about appearances. And we certainly can’t have you walking around with your pants dripping.”

He sighed heavily.

“And I’m telling you right now. If you don’t get yourself under control you’l be wearing double thickness Depends.


PART TWO

On Wednesday Tom refinished the gym floor. It was easy work, no mystery to it, but it did take all day.

On Thursday he was outside, working on the grounds. There were a million plants to be trimmed, and vast lawns to be cut. Still, it wasn’t especially hard.

At home Shiela appeared to be happier. She didn’t mind the chastity cage touching her when he rubbed her back, and she thought it was cute.

Though she didn’t like his constant dripping.

“Honestly, Tom. When are you going to control yourself?”

Tom had no answer.

On Friday morning two things happened. The first was at breakfast. Shiela put a couple of pills in front of him. “Take these.”

“What for?”

“What?” she glared at him, and he quickly swallowed the pills.

Then he asked: “Could you tell me what they are for?”

“Tom, you’ve been doing well since you started your job, but I want to make sure you have enough energy. I bought you some pills to help you out.”

“Oh.” But he felt funny. He didn’t have any lack of energy, so…?

But, regardless, from then on he was commanded to take his two, little pills every day.

The funny thing was that he didn’t feel any particular perk of energy. Oh, well.

The second thing that happened was sort of a double whammy. First, while he was dressing Mrs. Tollivar burst in to inspect him. He stood, his cock trying to bust out of the cage, while she checked his nails. Then she fluffed his hair and looked into his eyes.

“You do need a bit of color,” she observed softly, then she let go of his skin and stepped back. “On Monday I understand you will be getting extensions.”

“I believe so.”

She nodded. “This afternoon you will report to Mrs. Jansen.”

“But I already had my nails done!”

She ignored him. “And I would like you to wear the new school uniform.”

She handed him a plastic wrapped fold of clothing. It was scarlet and blue, the school colors, and he took it out of the package and held it up.

“You’ll find that your movement will be less restricted, and you will fit in better.

Fit in better? By wearing a dress? He lowered the dress and looked at her.

She smiled.

“Now get dressed, and report to Mrs. Jansen directly after lunch.”

The morning went slowly. He spent a little time arranging his room, and more time washing some windows. He wondered what Mrs. Jansen had in store for him. A part of him was nervous, even leery. Another part of him was feeling nervous excitement.

He knew he was changing. His cock locked, working with long fingernails, and wearing a dress.

Actually it was a culotte, but it looked like a dress. It was surprisingly comfortable. the one thing he wasn’t prepared for was that the uniform was cut to allow for breasts, and he actually had some.

His own weren’t big, just flabby pecs, but Shiela had bought him a pair of breast forms and he was wearing those.

The culotte bottom and the tighter top made it look like he had rather sizable boobs. And that made him gulp nervously and wonder how other people saw him.

Anyway, after lunch, precisely at one, he went to Mrs. Jansen’s classroom, 103, and presented himself.

The girls giggled at the sight of him. A couple of them made remarks about how cute he was in a dress. Mrs. Jansen told them to hush and led him to the front of the class.

“Have a seat, Tom. I must say, your hair is looking wonderful. The girls are really looking forward to adding extensions.”

Tom smiled nervously as he sat on the salon chair.

“Now then, girls, Tom will make an excellent subject.” As she spoke she lathered his face with some white foam. “Please don’t touch your face, Tom. And girls, what I am doing is using some very strong depilatory chemicals to rid his face of hair. You’ll be glad to know, Tom, you won’t have to shave for  three months, and then your beard will be very light. The next treatment will last six months, and the one after that will last the rest of your life.”

Tom blinked. He wasn’t a fan of beards, but…it was sort of manly to have to shave. Now he wouldn’t have to. He wasn’t sure how he felt about that. Mrs. Jansen continued lecturing the girls.

“Sally, what would you use to soften his skin, to make it less male?”

A girl in the front. row thought about it, and said a name that Tom had never heard. It had to be a female product.

“Exactly. Marsha, what should we use on his lips, before applying lipstick?”

Lipstick? What?

“Did you say something, Tom?”

“Lipstick?”

“Yes, and thank you for volunteering. The girls will learn so much from working on you.”

“I—“

“What should we use? Marsha?”

Marsha was sitting to one side, and she said, “I would use Nourishmax.”

“Why?”

“Hyaluronic filling spheres and vitamin E. It’s smooth to apply and has best plumping results.”

Tom didn’t know what ‘plumping’ was, let alone this ‘hyalueric’ whatever it was. More female stuff that he didn’t understand. He was starting to realize just how little he understood about females.

Suddenly he started to move his hand to his face. Mrs. Jansen must have been waiting for such a move, however, and she caught his hand.

“It’s burning!”

She smiled and began wiping his face clean. Tom didn’t have a heavy beard, but he could feel the little stubbies with his palm. After she was done cleaning the foam off his face he felt no stubbies. His face was smooth as a baby’s butt.

“Okay. Girls, come feel his face. This is what a face should feel like.

The young girls all crowded around him and ran their soft hands on his face. He felt their hand son his arms as they balanced on him, and he felt their boobs brushing against his arm.

He felt his cock spurt, actually spurt, a bit of cream inside his cage. He hoped the sanitary napkin could absorb that much squirt.

“Okay, who wishes to cleanse his pores?”

Two girls took tiny sponges and began scrubbing his face. He was astounded as the little sponges turned black.

“Is that me?”

“Yes, Tom. The girls are getting deep in your pores. When they're done your face will be cleaner than it has ever been.

He felt his face and marveled. It had a different feeling, and the skin felt softer. Almost like they had wiped off his tan.

“Okay, girls. Primer. Who’s up for it.”

Several girls took turns on his face. They applied a cream, and smoothed it in. Two of them used brushes, and the other two used their fingers.

Mrs. Jansen held a mirror up to his face. “You see, Tom? Without the maleness you really have lovely skin.”

The girls took turns, and he constantly felt their boobs as they hovered over him. A couple of times he felt hands resting on his crotch, but Mrs. Jansen didn’t seem to notice.

Or maybe she just didn’t care.

“Now that we have made his face into a canvas, it is time to apply our colors.”

They put blush on his face, emphasized his cheekbones which, now that he wasn’t looking quite so male, needed the color.

Then the girls began working on his eyes. And here they leaned even closer, pressing their tits against him. They applied eye liner, the little points of their pencils dangerously close to his eyes. They curled his lashes and applied mascara. Then they shaded his eyes darker and plucked his eyebrows.

Finally, they began to paint his lips. First, they used the Nourishmax, and it burned. Then, when the burning was done they painted his lips bright red. He couldn’t see what they were doing, of course, and he wondered what he was going to look like.

When they were done Mrs. Jansen held a mirror up to his face. “Haven’t they done a fine job, Tom?”

Tom was stunned. His face was totally transformed. His features, which had never been really strong, had been male. Now they were soft and feminine. And his lips, so red, and big. Now he knew what the plumper had done. He looked exactly like a girl.

“Uh…”

“Girls, let’s thank Tom for being such a willing subject.”

The girls burst into applause.

Tom kept blinking, the world transformed by the make up around his eyes.

“Thank you, girls. And Tom, we’ve used some long lasting make up on you, here’s a little kit so you can keep yourself fresh looking. I’m sure your wife will be glad to help you, and we’’ll be here…Oh, you’re coming for your extensions on Monday, so we’ll see you then. We can repair any problems with your make up then.”

Tom stood up, and his knees were actually a little weak. Not from physical conditions, but from the turmoil in his mind.

He was wearing a dress…and make up. He had long hair and bright, red lips. How could he live like this?

Yet, in his heart of hearts, he was feeling an excitement that was overwhelming, and it was probably this, rather than simple self image, that caused his weakness.

“Have a good weekend, Tom, and we’ll see you on Monday.”

Tom walked unsteadily out of the classroom.

“Well, I think it’s beautiful.”

Shiela walked around him. She fingered the material of the culottes and smiled. She touched his boobs, and though he couldn’t feel much, it looked like she could. At least, she looked excited when she cupped his boob.

“But it’s…it’s make up!”

“And quite well done. We’ll have to make sure you look good when you go back to work. I must say, Tom, I find this transformation rather exciting.”

“You do?”

“Of course I do. You’re so much prettier to look at, and you seem much more disciplined in your movements and attitude.”

“Scared is more like it,” he murmured.

She just smiled. “I’ll tell you, Tom. You look so good, it’s actually causing me some heat.”

He brightened up. “Can we take this chastity tube off me and…”

“No…no. But I think a little oral sex might be in order. I can’t wait to feel those red lips of yours on my clitoris.”

“Oh.” Yet he managed not to show dismay. The idea of eating her out was always exciting.

That weekend he took his pills, and he began his yoga training. Shiela had bought him the cutest pink and black leotard, and it felt really good stretching over his skin. And it seemed, the way he felt all compressed by the material, that he was actually thinner, and his boobs felt bigger. Of course, that was ridiculous. Tits didn’t grow. And especially not on a man.

The only fly in the ointment was the amount of semen he was exuding. He was a dripping faucet and he started going through napkins. Every couple of hours he had to excuse himself and change his napkin. He would take the used napkin out and wring it it out over the toilet. It was like squeezing a sponge. He was producing semen at an extraordinary rate.

“Good Lord, Tom,” remarked Shiela at one point. “It’s like you’re having a period.”

A white period, instead a red one, and Tom could only keep changing his napkins.

Tom showed up at school in his culotte bottomed uniform on Monday. Shiela had worked with him, and he actually felt a degree of pride. His uniform was clean and pressed, his make up was impeccable, and she had even worked on his nails.

His hair, however, was getting a bit messy. He had to figure out how to sleep with female hair, and how to properly take care of it.

Mrs. Tollivar, when she checked on him in the morning, was quite happy with him. She congratulated him on his attention to detail. “If you can scrub the floors as well as you take care of your appearance then you will have a job for life.”

Tom felt that tinge of pride.

The morning went well. He replaced a window, painted over some graffiti on the outside fence, and managed to do everything without breaking a nail or raising a sweat.

To all appearances he was just another woman.

Of course, he was a low level woman, because he was doing work that no woman would be caught dead doing, but, after all, he was a man underneath.

At one o’clock he presented himself at room 203. The girls all welcomed him, and he was starting to feel warm and happy whenever he saw them.

They put him in a chair and began weaving extensions into his hair. Mrs. Jansen walked around, being critical of the girls, but surprisingly nice to Tom.

Tom remembered when he had first started. Everybody had treated him differently then. Then he was a ‘man,’ and that wasn’t all a good thing. Now he looked the woman’s part, and that was a good thing.

An hour later, his hair now hanging down his back, he left room 203. He left feeling like a hero, and with complete instructions on how to care for his now long hair.

He went back to his room and Mrs. Tollivar was there.

“Tom, you’ve been doing well, but I’d like you to take these extra vitamins.”

“I’m already taking vitamins.”

“These are very special vitamins. I will expect you to take two of them every day. And you may take four home for the weekend. Don’t forget now.”

“Okay. “He took the pill bottles and put them on a shelf above the sink.

“Excellent. Now, let me look at you.”

She inspected him minutely. She placed her hands on the sides of his hips. She fluffed his hair. She looked at his make up, and she even hefted his boobs.

“There’s only one thing wrong,” she finally said, stepping back and frowning.

“What’s that?”

“You may have noticed that we at the Femwood Academy wear nylons.” She held out a small bag. “I took it upon myself to get you some nylons and a garter belt. Off with the shoes and socks, and dress.”

“Can’t I put them on later?”

“Nonsense. I’m here, right now. I’ll help you.”

So Tom removed his clothes and she helped him with the garter belt and rolled the stockings up his legs. She showed him how to attach the garter snaps and he nodded as he absorbed the information.

He felt funny.

These were like tight socks, compression socks, but all the way up to his groin.

“Now then, one final surprise,” when he was dressed again.

“What’s that?”

She held out a pair of high heels. “Congratulations, Tom.”

Tom took the shoes. Surprisingly, there was just a trace of moisture at the corners of his eyes. He quickly wiped the moisture away and sat down to put on his new shoes.

The shoes changed his life. Now he was taller, even more commanding. His feet hurt at first, but then he grew to enjoy the sound of his heels clicking down the hallways. He grew to enjoy the looks men gave him when he walked into the outside world. Most of all, he enjoyed the satisfied expression on Shiela’s face when she looked at him.

It had been January when Tom had started his new job, and the days, and weeks, and months, passed quickly.

He learned to care for the school much as a mother would care for a child. He became competent at putting on making up, and he began to assemble a feminine wardrobe at home. Shiela was quite happy with this, and helped him much.

Of course, he wasn’t let out of chastity, and he was constantly dripping, but he was starting to lose his desire to have sex.

He grew used to having his cock locked up, and…he loved the nervous excitement he now possessed.

All that sex energy was focused in him now, and he worked longer and harder, got more done, and had more time to perfect himself as a woman.

The interesting thing, however, was that his body was changing. He had had no idea that wearing heels and make up would change his body, but it was true.

His chest was getting bigger. Not in a manly way, thick and muscled, but in a feminine way. He discarded the breast forms by April and still had boobs. And by the time summer rolled around he had big boobs.

His hips also started to flare out. They became round, and his ass even started to jiggle a bit, especially when he was striding somewhere in his heels.

His facial skin became smooth and soft, and he probably didn’t even need the second depilatory treatment. They gave it to him, anyway. After all, the girls were students, and they needed to learn these things.

His hair, his own hair, grew longer and longer. And it changed texture. He eventually had no need of extensions, which disappointed the young students greatly.

All these changes happened, and happened fast, and if he hadn’t been working so hard he might have noticed it. But he didn’t notice it, except to enjoy the new feelings passing through his new body.

“So, graduation is tonight.”

“Tell me about it. I’ve scrubbed every floor, every window, put up decorations…everything.”

“Well, it is a big deal.” Shiela smiled. At first she had thought that Tom’s decision to be a janitor was silly, but the way he had changed…it was a dream come true.

“Are you going to come see the graduation?”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’ll tell you, Tom. You’ve become quite the source of pride. I love the way you’ve changed.”

He smiled, then he had a thought. Oddly, it was not a hard thought, just a light whim that came out of him sort of automatically, impelled not by great desire, but by having been a regular voicing over the months. “Do you think that we might…”

“Oh, Lord, no!”

He didn’t feel the compulsion he had felt six months ago, but he was interested. “Why not?”

“Tom,” she put her hands on his boobs and hefted them, causing a shiver to run through his body. “Why would you want to ruin something that has turned out so well? I’ll tell you, once I started refusing you sex you found a job, you became a different person. Why would I want to spoil that?”

“Well, I don’t know. It’s just that we are married. We’re man and woman, and…”

Shiela started giggling.

“What?”

“Oh, Tom. I have a confessions to make.”

His gaze narrowed. “What?”

“You know those pills I’ve been giving you? For extra energy?”

“Yes.”

“They’re not for energy. They’re to block your testosterone and increase your estrogen.”

“You’ve been what?”

He was alarmed, but he was also dazed.

“So you see, honey, you aren’t really a man anymore. I mean, you’ve still got a penis, but it doesn’t struggle in your cage much anymore, does it?”

“Well, no.”

She paused and pondered. “Although I do wonder why you keep leaking so much semen.” Then she shrugged it off. “Oh, well. The point is that you are now more woman than man.”

Tom was stunned. He walked into the other room and sat down.

Shiela followed him. She had a quirky smile, and when she saw how hard he was thinking she poured him a bourbon and Coke. She sat down and put her hand on his nylon clad knee.

“It’s for the better, Tom. You weren’t much of a man, anyway. I like you like this much better. In fact, I was waiting for after graduation, but I’ll bring it up now. Have you ever considered having your penis and balls removed?”

Tom’s mouth opened, his jaw dropped, and his mind went into what could only be called ‘overspin.’

The graduation was huge. Femwood had over a thousand students, and every one of those students brought a couple or four relatives, and often a boyfriend, and the ceremony was begun.

Mrs. Tollivar spoke, and was cheered and applauded by all.

A couple of teachers took the podium and said nice things. The valedictorian gave a lengthy speech about responsibility in the future.

And it was over. Simple, sweet, and just long enough. Now it was time to celebrate.

Boyfriends showed up and a dance was started in the gym. Parents went home and only the teachers, as chaperones, remained.

Interestingly, Shiela and Mrs. Tollivar got along gangbusters. From first handshake they were thick as thieves. They chatted in a corner and looked very intent.

Tom didn’t care. He was behind the punch table ladling out drinks.

Punch. Though he saw some of the kids with half pints.

The teachers turned a blind eye to half pints, however. The girls had graduated. They were adults, and supervision was lax and even non existent. For show only.

Finally, the party started to wind down.

Tom had stopped serving punch and had put the bowls and glasses and everything away. He sat in a chair and watched the last few kids dancing, and waited for Shiela and Mrs. Tollivar to end their intense discussion.

Finally, at one in the morning, all kids gone, all teachers gone, there was only Tom, Shiela and Mrs. Tollivar.

Tom had his head back against the wall and was dozing.

“Ahem.”

He opened his eyes, then jerked to his feet. “Sorry. I was dozing.”

The two women studied him, and they had slightly twisted smiles on their faces.

“Tom, it appears that, in our desire to do our best for you, we both gave you testosterone blockers and estrogen.”

“What?”

“Yes,” acknowledged Mrs. Tollivar. “I had no idea your wife was giving you pills, and I was giving you pills…” she shrugged.

“That’s why you changed so fast. You were getting a double dose, so your fat redistributed quickly, your boobs grew very fast, and…sorry.”

“Yes. Sorry, Tom.”

“But don’t you think you should have told me what the pills were in the beginning?”

They both looked blank.

“Why?”

“Why would we do that?”

“So I could have choice?”

They both chuckled, and they turned and each took an arm. “Oh, Tom. We knew what you wanted. The way you acted, your manners…you were dying for somebody to come along and change you.”

“Well,” he groused, “you might have asked.

But they ignored that statement and led him up to the administration offices.

Tom didn’t ask where they were going. He figured Mrs. Tollivar was going to get a coat or something. But when they entered the admin building and headed into the back area, where he had never been, Tom started to wonder.

“Where are we going?”

“Tom, it’s your graduation night tonight, too.”

“It is?”

His eyes narrowed.

Mrs. Tollivar led them to the back of the building, opened a door and led them down to a basement.

“We used to use this quite a lot when the school taught both boys and girls. Since we now teach only young ladies…I’ll be glad to see the fungeon.”

“Fungeon?” asked Tom.

“Yes. That was the name for it back in the day. Teachers would bring unruly students here and that was the last time they misbehaved.”

She flicked a switch at the bottom of the stairs and Tom gaped.

It was painted black and it had chains on the walls. There were a couple of St. Andrews crosses against the walls, a couple of small cages, just big enough for a young man or lady to bend over in.

Against the far wall hung an assortment of belts, whips, paddles, and such.

“Lord, we used to have so much fun down here. And the young men and ladies learned to love it. I’ll tell you, every school should have a fungeon. We would be a much better behaved society if they did.”

“But…you…you beat children here?”

“Not children. They had to be 18 before we brought them down here. Although I’ll tell you, rumors got around and we had a few times when children would lie about their ages and try to get down here. Fortunately, we were very accurate in our record keeping.”

Tom and Shiela walked around the room and examined some of the apparatus.

Finally, Tom blurted, “So why did you bring us down here?”

The ladies stood next to each other now and faced Tom.

“Tom, you have a decision to make.”

“What kind of a decision?”

“As I said, it is time for your graduation. You have become quite the young lady the last few months, and it is time to see if you would like to move up in the world.”

“And how do I do that?” He was suspicious.

“Simple,” said Mrs. Tollivar. “You can have a spanking and return to being a janitor. Or, you can let us fuck you, and you will become a teacher. Possibly gym. New teachers can usually handle that until they are more properly trained.

“A spanking or a fucking.”

“Yes,” Shiela said. “When June explained what your options are I said of course, you would love to be fucked.”

Tom hadn’t even known that Mrs. Tollivar had a first name.

“But what if I don’t?”

She looked blank at that.

“But why wouldn’t you? You’re already a woman. This is just the icing on the cake.”

“And you both have to fuck me?”

“Well, I don’t, but when June explained the procedure I just knew I had to. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Well, uh…”

Tom faced his situation. He was a second class citizen. A janitor. And a man.

Or he could be a first class citizen. A teacher. And a woman. In fact as well as dress. Once he took it up the butt, he knew, he would never be the same again.

“Say yes, Tom. You know you want to.”

He thought back over the months. Hard work painting and sanding and stripping and waxing and moving furniture and…and he considered the future. Helping young ladies achieve their potential. Respected.

And he thought about sex, oddly enough. He knew, now, that he would likely never get sex again as long as he lived.

And, did it matter?

He was getting more joy from being kept in chastity, at being kept in the excitation phase of sex. Did her really want to lose that?

“Tom?”

He gave a nod.

Mrs. Tollivar smiled and led him over to a bench. She had him bend over it and she handcuffed his hands to the other side. She then spread his legs and cuffed them to the legs of the bench. He was spread eagled and accessible.

“What do you think, Tom?” Shiela was looking in a drawer at dildos. “Would you like a monster cock? A funny shaped one? What would you like for your first time.”

“I’ll leave it up to Mrs. Tollivar.”

Mrs. Tollivar smiled and picked out an eight incher with big veins on the side. “This is the one the students loved most. I’m sure Tom will find it lovely.

The women then began disrobing. They took all their clothes off and strapped on harnesses. There were two dildos of similar size and shape and they screwed them into the harnesses.

Tom lay on the bench and focused on breathing.

Mrs. Tollivar lifted his dress, thank goodness he had worn a dress tonight instead of his uniform, and pulled down his panties.

Tom’s manhood, a bit shrunken hung in the cage. At the removal of his panties, and napkin, his cock immediately began drooling. He had a long silvery string of semen elongating to the floor.

Shiela began pushing lubricant into his asshole and smushing it around.

Tom groaned. He liked the feel of her hands on him. He especially liked it when she pushed two fingers into him and began reaming him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

The ladies giggled, and Mrs. Tollivar take a position behind him.

Tom’s eyes widened as she pushed forward. She was gentle, let him accommodate. After a minute his anus relaxed and he nodded.

Another inch, and another inch, she began to explore his insides, feeling for his prostate, stirring his deep innards with the end of her cock.

Tom was amazed, and smitten. He had never tried anal, but he knew it was all he was going to want from now on.

His asshole was a pussy, and it sang hymns and praises.

Shiela came to the other side of the table and smiled at him. “Pretty good, eh?”

Tom nodded.

Mrs. Tollivar went in and out. She corkscrewed him. She went in low and then stood up to press his prostate.

Tom’s semen started to pour faster under the pressure on his prostate.

And he began to cum. A female cum. A prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. Whatever, it washed over him, through him, and he moved his hips back and accepted her dick…and his new station in life.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


The Feminization of the Control Freak!

When a woman has had it up to here!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Because I’d like you to wear the blue one.” Sam frowned at her.

Sam was a good frowner, and Jen always gave in. But she really didn’t want to wear the blue dress. It was a little too tight, and it had a big porthole in the front which really emphasized her boobs.

“But this is a just a Women’s Club mixer. We’re just going to meet and greet a few people, and there’s a speaker. We’re not going to a party and there’s not going to be a lot of drinking…”

“Honey, I always want you to look your best.” He was focusing on her. Overbearing without being unduly loud, it was like his will was overcoming hers. She felt smaller, and the more she resisted the smaller she would feel.

“But how about the yellow dress? It’s cute and—“

“My wife is beautiful, not cute,” he said, pointedly. He took the yellow dress out of her hands and pointed towards the blue dress on the bed.

She sighed while he hung up the yellow dress.

He hadn’t always been this way, but the more successful he became the more strident he became. Everything had to be done his way. Everything had to be just so. Somehow he had become a control freak.

He wasn’t mean. He was just focused, and she had seen him do it to others. At first he had been the control freak when his company started getting bigger. She watched as he had put in a dress code, made all his secretaries look like Barbies.

Then his salesman all had to look dapper and dashing, and even had to special ties. They had to smile the right way and follow specific scripts, and Lord help them if they didn’t. And Lord help them if they didn’t make sales using those scripts.

After his company came his home life. He started demanding that the house be a certain way. He bought furniture that she didn’t particular like and threw out stuff that she loved.

“We’ve got to be professional,” he would say.

“But this is a home!”

“I’ll be bringing clients here. We’ve got to look the part.

The part was a strict idea in his own mind.

Sometimes she felt like sneaking anti-psychotic drugs into his coffee. Which coffee had to be a precise mix of beans that he had decided was the ultimate and only blend they would drink. Maybe a little something to offset the OCD, Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, he was manifesting.

Finally, he had began demanding that she look a certain way. If she was cleaning the house in a dress he deemed a bit too shabby he would start frowning, and bring out the dress he felt was more appropriate to the task.

In the beginning she argued, but his manner became more and more overbearing and she started losing ground.

These days she was almost ashamed of her perfect, overly made up appearance, but fighting him was like fighting an overly polite whirlwind that just…wouldn’t…stop.

He came out of the closet and eyed her.

She gave up and picked up the blue dress.

She wasn’t big on club meetings. She had been a member of the Women’s Club for years, but she limited her activities and only attended certain meetings.

Sam, however, thought it would bring him more standing in the community. He started watching the Club Calendar and insisting that she attend meetings. And when they had a function requiring husbands he was always there, dapper and smiling, his perfect, little wife on his arm.

This meeting, as Jen had pointed out, was merely a meet and greet for new members. More of an excuse to have a meeting, really.

There was going to be some sort of special speaker. Amy somebody or other. She had become a very important person in the larger organization of the various connected Women’s Clubs that existed in every town. Apparently she had methods that straightened out problems and caused Women’s Clubs to flourish.

Sam was a little leery of such people, to be truthful. She already had one control freak in her life, no need for another one.

“Hello!” Sam began greeting people effusively as they entered the hall. He pumped hands like a politician, remembered people and worked them.

Nothing to gain, just his obsession with knowing people who might be clients some day.

Sometimes he’d pass out business cards. Sometimes he would just chat for a minute, then move on. He seemed to have a one track mind in the kind of people he isolated and talked to.

Amy greeted a few of her friends, and wasn’t pleased when he guided her away from them. He wanted her on his arm, the good, little trophy wife.

The meeting began, a few announcements were made, then the guest speaker came to the podium.

Her name was Amy, and she wasn’t a bad speaker. She told clever jokes, seemed down to earth in her manner, and was generally entertaining.

She didn’t, however, seem to be any kind of powerhouse. She just talked, and there were a couple of ladies that worked behind her, going through the Club member records—that was weird—and a husband who worked in front of her.

“If you could pass out the fliers, Tom.”

Tom was a handsome man, smiling, pleasant, sort of a trophy husband, if that made sense. He would hurry through the aisles passing out fliers, handing out pencils, collecting filled out forms, and so on.

Jen smiled. She wished Sam could be like that. A little more helpful, rather than overpowering.

At the podium Amy finished her speech, received a polite round of applause, and moved to the tables set up behind her. The two women who were working there handed her several 3 by 5 cards and she looked at them. She nodded and sat down, and studied the cards.

Then there were a few other things, announcements about upcoming events, and the official part of the meeting was over. The men put the chairs away and the mixing part of the meeting began.

Jen stayed with Sam as commanded. Once he asked her to freshen his drink, and she did so. But for the most part…she was decoration.

And she blushed when men stared at the porthole in her blue dress.

She couldn’t wait to get out of here and take the damned thing—

“Pardon me, Jen?”

Jen turned to see the speaker, Amy whoever, touching her arm.

Sam noticed, and frowned. He didn’t like to let Jen out of his sight.

“I’m Amy and I was wondering if I could have a word  with you?”

“Of cou—“

“I’m sorry, who are you?” Sam cut in.

Any had no backoff to rude men, but what she said would change Jen’s life forever. She looked him straight in the eyes, smiled, and said, “You need to go to the bathroom.”

“Oh!” A surprised look crossed Sam’s face. He smiled nervously, glanced around quickly, then, “Excuse me.” He walked away. Towards the men’s rooms.

Jen stared after him in stunned surprise. She looked at Amy, who was watching her with pursed lips twisted in a slight smile.

“What did you…how did you…”

Amy took Jen’s arm and turned her towards the entrance to the building. “Let’s take a walk.”

Jen, free of Sam, was now being overpowered by Amy. But this was an overpowerment that she didn’t mind. If only she could handle Sam like that…but how did she do it?

Outside Amy guided her to an oak tree, lots of shade and a bench.

They sat down and Jen asked, “How did you do that?”

“Before I tell you I want to know about your life.”

“But…”

“Is your husband a bit overbearing? A bit of a control freak?”

“Well…I don’t want to speak ill of…”

Any waved her hand. She was such a pleasant person. Powerful without being really overpowering. She took control, but without being a control freak. “My girls examined the records, and we’ve been in town for a few days. We’ve talked, and Sam has a reputation for being a bit of an overbearing ass.”

Jen blinked. She was supposed to defend her man, but the forthright and honest manner of this woman, the polite and kind way she conducted herself…she found herself giving a little snort.

Amy smiled. “I have a history of dealing with people like that. They usually aren’t bad people, but they’re like dogs that need a muzzle.” She grinned and Jen laughed.

“We shouldn’t be talking about—“

“Why not? We’re not insulting somebody to observe the truth about them, are we?”

“Well, no, but…”

“So your name came up, and Sam’s name became quite prominent. He’s a powerful businessman who wants things his own way. Has he always been that way?”

“Oh, no. He was the most kind person in the world, then he became obsessed with his business and turned from Jekyll to Hyde on me.”

They talked for a while, Amy asked questions and led the conversation, but at a certain point she nodded and seemed to have made up her mind about something.

“Jen, would you like to take control of your husband?”

“What do you mean?”

“If you could make him go to the bathroom when you wanted, would you manage to remain kind and not abuse your power over him?”

Jen said, somewhat bitterly. “I’ve seen a control freak, thank you, and I don’t ever want to become like that.

Any nodded. “I know. I can see what kind of person you are, but I always have to ask.” She chuckled. “We know what kind of person you are, but there’s still a form to be followed.”

Jen tilted her head and looked at the other woman curiously.

Amy reached up and took off her earrings. They were pretty earrings, and she held them in one hand, and Jen’s hand in the other.

“I don’t need these anymore. After a few months of their empowerment you won’t need them either. At that time you must return them to me. You must.” She emphasized ‘must’ and looked Jen hard in the eye.

“I don’t understand.”

“Do you know what a motor is?”

“Sure, like a car motor.”

A motor has two poles. These earrings, when you wear them, will create two poles, and your mind will be between them, and it will be enhanced. You will find that you have power. Great power. But you must not abuse it.”

“I still don’t…”

“And, sex is a great facilitator. He might be resistant in the beginning, but if you use the power of these earrings in conjunction with his sexual desires he will be that much more amenable. Do you understand now?”

“I understand what you’re saying.”

Amy placed the earrings in Jen’s hand.

“When you put these on you may hear a lot of voices. Don’t panic. Keep wearing them and the voices will go away. Your mind will learn how to filter the excess out, and you will find that you are able to hear your husband’s thoughts. When you do so, don’t be surprised at what you are hearing. Even if he cheats, take a day or two before responding. Learn how to control your thoughts and emotions. If you have difficulty doing this then call this number.” She handed her a card with a number, and nothing else, on it. “This is our hotline and there will be somebody manning it at all hours.

Jen was confused, but she took the card and nodded. She looked at the earrings in her hand.

“Go on. Put them on. I’ll be here for you.”

“Just…” she looked up at Amy, and for a second she had a thought: What if Sam doesn’t like them?

Then she giggled. It wouldn’t be the first time she had disobeyed Sam. Of course he might notice and tell her to take them out. But…she reached up to an ear and put one earring on. Reached up the other ear and pushed the pule through the hole in her lobe and…she heard voices. Lots of voices, and her hand stalled

Amy reached up and clicked the earring shut.

Voices. Lots of voices.

What a bitch!

Sure would like to be out of her…

Sure would like to get a piece of that one!

Those were male voices, and they were mixed in with female voices.

I love her dress.

She sure shows off her tits!

Jen know that somebody was thinking about her.

For a second she felt nauseous, the voices were too much, and she reached up to her ears to take the earrings out, but Amy stopped her with a gentle hand. Her very real voice intruded over the voices in her mind.

“Breath. Take it easy. Just listen. Your mind will start to filter.”

She sat, breathing hard, panicked, but…but it did seem that the voices were getting softer.

Then she heard a distinct strident voice in her mind. Man, this is driving me crazy. I can’t wait to go see Tammy.

Jen’s eyes opened wide and hurt came into them.

“He’s cheating on you, isn’t he.”

Jen started to cry. Amy hugged her and let her cry. She whispered into her ear. “Men all have thoughts. Powerful men tend to act on their thoughts. But you can’t get mad. You can make him stop if you want. You might not want. Take a couple of days. Don’t fuck him. Or do fuck him. Get used to working with his mind. If you decide to you can get rid of him. But there was love there once, and likely still is, and if he is no longer a cheater you might want to keep him.”

At the moment Jen didn’t want to keep Sam. Her heart was broken, and on one hand she wanted him back, the old Sam, and on the other hand, she wanted to beat him to death with a high heel. She also wanted to beat to death this Tammy person.

She stopped sobbing and looked at Amy.

Any saw the rage behind the hurt, and she shook her head. “You must not use the earrings in a mean manner. You must not abuse other people. Make your decisions about who you want to be around, who you’ll help, but never hurt men.”

The rage was still in Jen’s mind.

“Men aren’t bad. They are just victims of their cocks. After you’ve listened to enough men you’ll understand.”

“There you are! Where have you been!”

Sam came striding across the lawn. His face, while not showing anger, poorly disguised the irritation he was was feeling.

“Tell him to calm down,” whispered Amy.

Sam stopped in front of them. “Well, it’s time to go.”

Jen looked at Amy, who nodded, then at Sam. “Calm down.”

Sam’s face was suddenly erased of hidden anger. He smiled.

“Tell him to go get the car.”

Jen felt almost giggly. “Go get the car.”

“Tell him to untie his shoelaces but watch his feet so he doesn’t trip.”

“And untie your shoelaces. But watch how you walk so you don’t trip.”

Tom bent and pulled his shoelaces loose.

“And you’ll drive.”

“I’ll be driving us home.”

“Oh, okay, honey.” He cheerfully turned and headed for the parking lot.

Jen turned to Amy. “Oh…my…”

Amy nodded, a big smile on her face. Then she sobered. “If you abuse your man we will take the earrings away. Period.”

“I won’t, but…”

Amy patted her arm. “You’ll figure it out. Now go home and have him eat you out for an hour or two.”

They both giggled then.

Jen walked into the bedroom and took off the blue dress. Oddly, she didn’t dislike it as much as she had. Being in total control, feeling her power as a woman, she realized that she should stop denying herself her own weapons.

She had driven home, and it had been disconcerting at first. She heard Sam thinking, and some of his thoughts weren’t the nicest. He was critical of her shape. Thought she needed to work out more. And…he wanted her to get implants!

Her mind was working, however, and by the time she was home she had managed to listen selectively.

Heck, if she didn’t learn how to filter everything she would never sleep again.

“Hang the dress up, Sam.”

He was right behind her, a puppy dog, and he picked up her dress, smoothed it out, put it on a hanger and hung it in the closet.

By then Jen was naked and lying on the bed.

She didn’t want to fuck him, but, in spite of her hurt, she didn’t want to hurt him back. So she settled for Amy’s idea.

“Eat me,” she said.

Sam happily lay down between her legs and began suckling her pussy.

She put her arms behind her head and stretched a bit and enjoyed the feeling of his mouth on her hole.

“Use your tongue more.”

He obliged, licking up and down her labia.

“Put your hands under my buns and lift me up little.”

He slid his palms under her and cupped her buttocks. God, it felt good when he lifted, caused her back to stretch a little, and slurped mightily.

She pumped her hips into his face, feeling an orgasm coming on.

“A little harder,” she murmured.

Sam pressed his face into her and his tongue laved her insides.

“Oh…yes. Finger me.”

He used his fingers, and that was all it took. Jen was blasted over the hill, fell into the ocean, and exploded like the sun. It was truly one of the best cums she had ever had in her life.

“Stop,” she commanded. Then it burst out of her. “Go stand in a corner.”

Sam got up and stood in the corner.

Jen began crying. Large tears poured from her eyes and her body was racked with sobs. She cried for a long time, then she calmed down, was somehow cleansed, and she looked at her husband standing in the corner.

“Go get me a bourbon and Coke.”

“May I have one, too?”

That surprised her. She felt that he should be able to talk back. Obviously there were going to be things going on with him, too. She was going to have to figure this out. “No.”

Sam went into the kitchen and got down a glass. He was frowning. He was wondering why he was behaving…erratically.

Why was he doing whatever she said?

Who did she think she was?

Still, he was compelled, and in spite of his inner thoughts, he returned to the bedroom.

Jen wasn’t there.

That irritated him, but he controlled his irritation and went through the house and found her on the patio. Naked. Watching the garden.

He handed her the glass and said, “Why aren’t you dressed?”

It surprised her. That was the old Sam. Pre-earrings. Overbearing and commanding.

Her eyes narrowed, and she said, “Sit down.”

The earrings were too powerful, and he sat down. Her mind was enhanced, and his was the same old same old.

“Sam, why did you cheat on me.”

Sam felt surprise blasting through his mind. How did she know? He was compelled to answer, “I don’t know.”

“Don’t you love me?”

“I love you with all my heart.”

“So why do you cheat?”

“I can’t help myself.”

Then she surprised herself. “Should I keep you?”

“Oh, please!” Panic in his eyes. Hurt in his eyes.

He did love her, but he had a problem.

“Who is she?”

“She’s one of my secretaries.”

“The blonde one with the big tits and the vacant eyes.”

He nodded. He wanted to laugh at her expression of Sally’s ‘vacant eyes.’ that was a true and observant description.

Jen nodded. She was silent, thinking, listening, trying to decide what to do. In the end, she decided to follow Amy’s advice and let things be. She needed to understand more about her new abilities before she changed the world.

Then, surprise, the old Sam emerged. “Go get me a drink.”

She stared at him. It was like there was a bubble in his mind, trying to rise up, come to the surface. And the bubble was control.

“Finish mine,” she said, and she stood up and walked into the house.

He grabbed her drink and chugged it, then stood up to follow her but she whirled on him and said, “Stay out here for exactly 39 minutes and 4 seconds.”

He smiled and sat on the lounger.

Jen needed the time to think. He was compliant, but he was also resistive. She had the feeling that he wouldn’t try to resist Amy, but Amy was more experienced. Her brain was probably super enhanced.

So she could keep commanding him, until she became more powerful, powerful enough to squash him. Or she could…hmm.

She tossed things back and forth in her mind.

She had the power now, but she didn’t want to abuse it.

He was her toy, but that demanded responsibility.

And, how much did she want to subjugate him?

She had the feeling that if she started pushing him all the time, like he had pushed her, that eventually he would lose those qualities that made him Sam.

She didn’t want that.

Still, she didn’t know how far she could go.

39 minutes and 4 seconds later, without having a time piece, Sam walked through the patio doors. He was smiling, but she could feel a weird sort of rage bubbling in his depths. He didn’t like her being in control.

“Clean the house, dear,” she suggested. She still had a lot more to think about, and she didn’t want to be bothered by his resistance. “And don’t be so angry.”

“Yes, dear.”

Three days later Jen was at her wit’s end. Sam did everything she suggested, and she could control his emotions so he didn’t show anger, but his anger kept rising up, refusing to be quelled.

And she had to keep repeating herself.

But that rage underneath his normal behavior actually seemed to get bigger and bigger.

Finally, she broke down and called the number Amy had given her. She didn’t want to, she wanted to be self-reliant, but she was smart enough to know that people who had been through what she was going through might have the answers she needed.

“Jen!” came the cheerful voice on the other end of the line. They had her number in their system and were expecting her call. “I’m Samantha. How’s it going?”

Jen sighed, and it was good that Samantha was so nice and polite, because it took some doing to explain the situation, and how upset she was.

“So no matter what I say…he eventually starts fighting back again. It’s actually become a battle between us.”

Samantha listened, and when Jen finally ran down she said, “This is no problem. Please be assured. This is not a difficult thing. I’ve read the file on Sam, and he is what we call an obsessive alpha. His desires to control are very deep rooted. Tell you the truth, we half expected this behavior with him.”

“So what do I do?”

“Stand by, smile, take a deep breath, and we’ll have a specialist come out and talk you through it.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. You think we want any man being an uncontrolled idiot? No way!”

By the end of the conversation Samantha had Jen giggling. She hung up with a decidedly happy frame of mind.

At that moment Sam burst into the room. He was resisting to the max. He was filled with some sort of rage. He opened his mouth and—

“Shut up.”

He shut.

And Jen laughed.

Men. Hunh!

“Hi, Jen. My name is Martha. I’m a counselor, or an intervention specialist, or some other silly word.” The woman was Jen’s height, buxom, and chirpy. Jen immediately liked her.

“Now let’s take a look at this idiot you call a husband.”

Jen thought she should object to her calling her husband an idiot, but Marsha’s demeanor was so humorous all she could do was laugh.

“Sam?” she called.

Sam, a bit surly, entered the room. “What do you want.”

Marsha smiled and lifted one eyebrow. “Take off your clothes.”

Sam didn’t even hesitate. He stripped his clothes off like a monkey pulls off a banana peel. In a trice he was naked, standing in front of Jen and Marsha, breathing hard. His cock was erect and throbbing.

Jen stared in open mouthed wonder.

“What…what…”

“Jack off, but don’t let yourself cum.”

Sam began to stroke himself.

Marsha turned to Jen and grinned. “The mistake most newbies make is that they don’t understand that the single most important thing in a man’s life is sex. When you think about it, sex is the center of their bodies, and their bodies are only good for toting their dicks around. I’m sure Amy told you that powerful men cheat. It’s their sex drive. They can’t help it. Shall we have some tea while Sam gets himself in the right mood?”

A minute later Jen and Marsha were sitting on the couch, sipping tea while Sam’s hand blurred.

“Oh, fuck..oh, fuck…” he whimpered softly. His eyes were dazed as he tried to get to an orgasm, but was denied.

“Do it silently,” commanded Marsha.

Nothing but the sound of harsh breathing.

“And don’t breath so loud.”

Sam controlled his breathing and kept pounding his pud.

Marsha turned to Jen. “Now then, where were we?”

Jen couldn’t help but laugh.

“Oh, yes. Sex is a man’s main thought, so if you align sex with your commands he will become much more manageable, and he will even, eventually, lose that rage inside.”

“Do all men have that…that anger?”

“Lord, no. Most men fall in line and…I’m getting ahead of myself. You’re going to have to do two things.”

“Yes?”

“First, have him do everything naked, and it will help if you’re dressed. Then, if you decide to emphasize your commands you have the option of adding nudity. That will really frizzle his pork chop.”

“Frizzle his…”

Marsha grinned. “What kind of sexual habits does he have?”

“Well,” this puzzled Jen, “He pretty much does it missionary, and blow jobs. That’s what he likes.”

“Okay. We need to open him up. You need to do things that make him embarrassed. And you don’t have to be gentle about it. When he shows his underlying problems you simply ask him to do something that is kinky, that will embarrass him. The fact that it is sexual will compel him, and that anger won’t be able to show itself. He’ll be too embarrassed to be angry. Eventually he will not be such a control freak.”

“Really? It’s that easy?”

“Like falling off a log while wearing roller skates. Now give him something embarrassing to do.”

“Well, uh…”

“I know. You’re not used to such things. Tell him to go put on a pair of your panties.”

“Sam. Go get some panties out of my drawer and put them on.”

“Than come back,” Marsha whispered.

“Then come back.”

Sam went out of the room.’Marsha and Jen sipped their tea, and Sam returned. He wasn’t wearing panties, however, he was holding them. And a tinge of anger reddened his cheeks.

Jen looked down and was embarrassed by her husband.

Marsha smiled and whispered, “Watch this.”

She stood up and approached Sam. Sam glared at her.

Marsha began taking off her dress. She didn’t do it suggestively, no bump and grind, just did it. When she was clad only in panties and bra and put a hand to Sam’s cheek and patted it.

“Sam. I really need you to put on your bra and panties.”

Jen’s eyes opened. Bra? A bra?

Sam ran out of the room holding the panties and stroking himself.

Marsha turned to her. “Notice how I spoke in a sexual manner? He had to believe that there was sex at the end of the rainbow. You don’t have to give him any, but he has to believe it. In fact, many men actually don’t want sex, they just want to want it. They get it and they become temporarily difficult to control.”

“So as long as I promise sex I don’t have to deliver?”

“Being a good prick teaser is a woman’s greatest weapon.”

Sam returned to the room. He was wearing Jen’s pink bra and panties, and he was stretching the material by having his hand inside and moving rapidly back and forth.

“Oh, my God! I can do that to him?”

“Honey, you can do anything you want to him. As long as he thinks of sex…he’s yours. Your problem, and it’s every newby’s problem, is that you get carried away with commanding him and forget to do it with sex.”

“Oh, my God!”

Sam grunted. He looked like he was close, but couldn’t quite fall off the cliff.

“But isn’t that…isn’t that abuse?”

“So that’s what’s been hanging you up.” Marsha laughed. “Sex is not abuse. You can suck him, spank him, anal-ize him. You can make him put his dong in a meat grinder, if that so pleases you, although having him crank his dick into dog food would be abuse. Feminization is a wonderful way to start, and that can lead to all sorts of sexual acts. You can fuck him and tell him not to cum. You can beat him, and if he thinks it’s sex then it is. You can do absolutely anything you want, as long as he sees the sex behind it…he’s a happy camper. And he’ll be quite amenable to anything…anything…you want.

Now Jen started to understand. It was power, but it was responsibility. It was a life of command, as long as she pressed the right buttons in a naked manner.

“Oh…my…God!” came out of her.

Marsha smiled. “Well, it look like my job is done.”


PART TWO

It was the ultimate carrot, and she used it like a stick.

As soon as Marsha departed Jen told Sam to mow the lawn.

Sam’s eyes narrowed, and Jen took off her blouse. “If you do a good job maybe I’ll let you see more.”

Bingo, the resistance was gone, the struggle to control was gone. He was hers.

Jen poured herself a soft drink and watched Sam push the mower. The cheapie, though he insisted on the most expensive things for himself, he usually made Jen mow the lawn, and without the benefit of power. The old mower had to be pushed, and the catcher emptied, and it was long and hot work.

But not for her, not no longer, and she chuckled.

When Sam was done he came in, eager to see more.

She said, “Sam, I want the silver ware polished.” For an experiment she didn’t remove anything. She just sat on the sofa fully clothed except for the bra.

She felt it, that little worm of resistance. It might have been resistance because he wanted more, but it came from the same place as his full resistance did.

She smiled and said, “Maybe I’ll let you see more.”

Nope. The tiny bit of resistance was still there.

She said, “you may stare at me and stroke yourself.”

The resistance was still there. Interesting, his thoughts were a bit of a muddle. He was still coherent, but there was a lack of definition. It was like he was driving a spike, but the spike was bending.

He stroked.

She sighed, and wiggled out of her skirt.

He smiled. His mind a happy nothingness with no trace of resistance.

He got out the silverware and the polish and went to work.

Jen went to the gym. She was always so busy waiting on Sam, and running errands, it was nice to do a little exercise, feel the flesh perspire, work the muscles.

She inspected her body in the big wall mirror.

Hunh! No wonder Sam had taken a girlfriend. She was downright dumpy.

Well, not totally dumpy, but she had lost a lot of luster.

She immediately signed up for a trainer.

At home, Sam had finished the silverware and was pacing. Where was she? Wait until she got home! She had responsibilities!

He heard the car pull in and he ran to the garage.

Jen sighed. She could feel him coming. She could feel the big blob of resistance he had built up.

He opened the door, opened his mouth, and she got out of the car and pulled one side of her blouse open. A couple of buttons ripped and a small tear appeared.

He stared at her boob, everything in him stoppered and stunted.

Boob, he thought.

So beautiful.

She giggled. To have so much power. It was wonderful. She wiggled a strap off her shoulder and freed one tit. She walked towards Sam, who backed up and gulped.

“Suck my nipple.”

He bent his head to her and fit his lips around her nipple. They were hot lips, and moist, and his tongue gently slithered around the nipple.

Then, feeling a bit horny from her work out, she suggested, “Lay down.”

He did, and she sat on his face.

He went crazy. She could feel his mind going crazy with lust. But it was his face he was using, not his dick.

But he was so close to her pussy he didn’t understand the difference.

“Do you want to cum, Sam?”

“No,” he mumbled up from the folds of her cunt.

But she saw into his mind, she could see the preoccupation with getting a cum.

He wanted to work for the cum.

“Do you enjoy cumming?”

“Oh, God!”

But he didn’t answer, and she could sense the conflict in his mind. He wanted to cum, but cumming…it was a disappointment. It was a disappointment because once he had cum what else was there?

He wanted the chase, not the attainment. He wanted to feel the excitement of pursuing, and he didn’t really want that excitement to end.

That realization brought  Jen to the peak. A fierce lance of orgasm shot through her. She placed her hands on the kitchen counter and held on as the brightness exploded through her. She closed her legs and spasmed, squeezing Sam’s face.

He loved it. He enjoyed her cumming more than he did his own orgasm.

She stood up, leaving him gasping, his head raised up to pursue her wet flesh.

She laughed and stepped over him and walked to the bedroom.

He followed her, of course.

“Go clean the kitchen,” she suggested.

He was so excited she didn’t need to encourage him further. He was so close to her having orgasmed that he couldn’t mount any resistance at all.

Feeling him humming happily in the kitchen, she took off her clothes. She looked at her blouse sadly, it was one of her favorites, and it was now missing buttons and slightly ripped.

Then she had a thought, and grinned.

She finished undressing and took her shower, and it was a glorious shower. Now that Sam was under control she felt a wonderful sense of peace.

And she didn’t even have to fuck him!

She frowned. But did she want to fuck him?

There was a twinge inside her.

Then she smiled, the water streaming over her, and thought: he’s not the only fish in the sea.

She walked out to the kitchen, naked and holding a fluffy towel.

Sam was scrubbing cabinets like the Energizer Bunny. His hands moving as fast as his hands moved when he jacked off. He looked up at the sound of her and stood up. His face was hungry. She could feel horniness emanating from him like heat from a radiator. A hot radiator on a cold day.

She giggled, then sobered.

“Pour me a Coke, honey.” She watched his mind. No resistance. She had blasted that out of him, at least for the time being. Man, sex really worked.

She also saw that he could do with a Coke. A little reward for pressing his pussy scented face into her crotch.

“Pour yourself one, too.”

They sat at the table, him clothed, her naked, and sipped, and he wanted her so hard. His cock was like an iron rod in his pants.

It seemed that the more she denied him the more he wanted.

“Honey, I want you to be honest. Don’t answer what you think I want to hear. Tell me the truth.”

The churning excitement in his mind insured that he would tell her the truth.

“Do you love me?”

He nodded. Quickly. Almost violently.

“And what about this girlfriend of yours.”

“I’m sorry,” he started to burble and she held a hand up.

“I won’t ask why, I think I understand, but have you had girlfriends before.”

He wanted to lie, it was the first sign of resistance in him.

She sighed and placed a hand under one of her boobs and hefted. “How many?”

He named a dozen girls. Mostly secretaries.

“What did you do when you were done with them?”

“I gave them money and they went away.”

Jen pursed her lips in thought. That simple. So men wanted sex, but…what did women want? It seemed that women were more complex creatures. They wanted sex, but they also wanted money. Or, perhaps not money, but the things money could buy.

Were women, at heart—and it sounded almost sexist to think this—all nest featherers? And woman who sold their bodies just perverted nest featherers?

Well, it was something to think about, but not now.

“So when were you planning to get rid of this one?”

“I’m done with her,” his face was open and his eyes were almost innocent.

“Why?”

“Because I only want you.”

She smiled. “But you’ve cheated on me, Sam. Why should I want you?”

She didn’t feel resistance then, but sorrow. He was actually feeling remorse. No, not remorse, he was just hurt at the question.

“What if I fucked somebody else?”

He went totally blank. He was overloaded. The concept was too great, too powerful. He actually started to stutter into pain and silence.

“Sam,” she reached across the table quickly and touched his hand.

He responded to the touch of her instantly, grinning as if no betrayal, or even the thought of betrayal, had ever been.

“If I decide to take a lover it will make you happy.”

“But…but…” he frowned. They were so deep into what motivated him now that resistance flared.

“You want me to be happy, right?”

He stared at her breasts. “Yes.” There was no doubt.

“So if somebody else makes me happy, that will make you happy.” There was a drive to her words that arrowed into him. She suddenly realized how important it was to have a lot of intention when you spoke to a man who was…who was…and she wondered what he was now.

His will had been distracted, his prime driving force had been focused on her, and…how much free will did he have left?

But she looked at his mind and gauged his happiness, what made it, what hurt it, and she was satisfied that she was doing a good thing.

“If I fuck somebody should I tell you?”

He nodded. He couldn’t help himself. It was pure, raw jealousy, but it was something else, too. It was the desire to know every little thing about her. He had his own life, but it was now depending on her. It was as if she was his surrogate for life itself.

“Sam, stroke yourself, while I think.”

For a long couple of minutes they sat at the table, then she realized that his drooling, focused mind was a distraction. She had to keep him busy. She smiled.

“Go get the blouse I ripped earlier.

He jumped up and ran through the house, stroking his cock. He returned to the kitchen with the torn blouse.

“I bought that at Nordstrom’s. Go get me two like it. And get me some…” she stopped talking as a great heat burst over her. She was making him buy female things and it was making her hot. My, God!

“…get me some nylons, two pair. And I want red nail polish. No get me a nail polish kit. And…and…”

Heat was flowing through her. She was flushed with excitement.

Her excitement was as powerful as the excitement Sam felt at being denied.

“…and stop and get me some Tampons. A big box.”

Sam didn’t blink. He was in her thrall, he was mind fucked into subservience, and now she was feeling a terrible, horny heat, not from commanding him, at controlling him, but from making him buy female articles.

What the fuck?

He grinned and ran for his wallet, and was out the door in seconds.

When he was gone Jen almost collapsed. Then she jumped up and ran for the bedroom. She had just cum, but the feelings of power running through her were so powerful she wanted to cum again. She took out her largest dildo and went to work.

Jen was calm when Sam returned. She was also sexually exhausted. But one look at Sam caused her excitement to flare again.

He was feeling resistance. He had been away from her for too long.

She smiled, like the spider must have smiled to the fly.

No longer was she the victim of her husband’s control freak personality. Now she was a woman of the world.

“Jen?”

“In here, honey.”

Sam stomped into the bedroom and stopped. The look on her face, it confused him. He was used to her being simpering. Now, she exuded a confidence that rocked him.

“What?”

He summoned up his irritation. “Things have gotten a little out of control here, and I want…”

She let him blather for a minute, then she snapped her fingers.

That, the snapping of the fingers, more than any mental command she might have been thinking about, stopped him.

“Honey, you’ve been talking harshly to me. Do you know what that means?”

“Uh…” He was suddenly feeling so confused.

“Go get the stuff you bought me.”

He walked away, his cock suddenly surging, and wondered what had happened to him.

Jen could still feel his irritation, almost anger, but it was receding under her firm control, and her sexual presence.

She knew that he was picking up on what she was planning.

He returned to the bedroom and placed the bags on the floor. And, Lord help him, he tried again. “Jen…I need you to—“

“In my drawer are pink panties. Put them on.”

Suddenly helpless, he took out the panties. He undressed, pulled on the panties, and started to dress again.

Jen felt heat surge through her. “You’re not done.”

“Huh? What?”

“Take everything off.”

“What? But I just—“

“I’ve got some Nair in the cabinet. I want you to use it on your body. Every part of your body. But not your head.”

His resistance was dissolving into alarm. “What? But…”

She held her breast and said, “If you ever want to kiss this again.”

He was officially gone now. He went into the bathroom and rubbed Nair on over his body. On his butt, in his groin, he contorted and covered every square inch below the neck..

Fifteen minutes later he stepped out of the shower, and he was a different man. He was a cowed man, but he was also a horny man. He had never been so horny in his life.

Jen tried something out. “Go limp.”

His cock whistled out the stiffness. It flopped and was nothing but a worm.

“Stay horny.”

He looked at her hungrily. His cock didn’t work, but he felt hornier than he ever had in his life.

“Now then, put on your panties and bra.”

Dazed, a look in his eyes like an elephant that had a grenade go off in its trunk, he stared at her, couldn’t take his eyes off her, and put on his panties and bra.

He had no trouble putting the panties on now.

She withheld a giggled, just gave a sort of smirk, and said, Get hard, but don’t touch.”

His cock poked out obscenely in the pink panties.

“All right. Let’s see. You need nylons. But…no. You need to paint your toenails, first.”

“I need to…”

“I love a man with red toenails. They make me want to make love.”

Sam smiled.

“They make my pussy so wet…paint your nails, Sam.”

It took some doing, he had an innate male clumsiness, but he managed to paint his nails.

He was sore from contorting, and he had had to remove and repaint certain tootsies again and again, but in the end he did it.

Jen nodded. It wasn’t a bad job. A little more practice and she would let him do her nails.

She had a momentary vision of herself laying on a massive sofa, all bloated from chocolates and looking like Jabba the Hut, Sam wearing a silk gown and painting her nails. It made her laugh.

“Okay, honey, time to let the pros show you how it’s done. She had been laying on the bed, but now she stood up and sat in her chair at her vanity table. “Put your hands here.”

She prepared his nails, sanded them and pushed the cuticles back. He watched avidly, and she could see a wet spot on his panties. He was actually dripping!

She applied medium length ovals. She thought about squares, or even stilettos, but he would probably have too rough a time using his hands then. Better let him get used to nails before she went whole hog.

The aroma of polish filled the room as she stroked the nails evenly, from cuticle to tip. Three coats, then lacquer. And all the time her pussy, which she had so recently abused to the point of thinking she wouldn’t need any sex for a month, was pulsing.

She was wet. Transforming Sam was doing it. She was making him into a woman, and it caused excitement to flame through her body. She was lit up like an atomic candle on the inside.

She stood back and inspected her work.

He was gorgeous. A hunky man man with red tips. Oh, heavenly.

“Put on a garter and nylons.”

He did so, and she could feel the pleasure emanating from him. He felt like an atomic bomb that just kept exploding and exploding.

“I would have you to wear the blue dress,” she said, “But you don’t have boobs.” She sighed. “Oh, how I wish you had tits. Big, old honking tits.”

It was in her mind, and she was unaware of how much intention she had behind the wish, but she felt something. A click, a tick in his personality. Something had changed.

But it was so subtle, and she was still exploring, and she paid it no attention.

“So let’s put you in a summer dress. Get the pale pink one out of my closet.”

He did so, and he stared at it as if it was an alien spacesuit. Which, in a way, it was.

She helped him into the dress, and he didn’t look half bad. He was flat, unfortunately, but…she could order him breast forms. With Amazon overnight they could be here by tomorrow.

“Okay, let’s put some make on you.”

He sat at her table and she worked her magic. She cleansed and primed, smoothed her fingers over his skin. Foundation, then she plucked his eyebrows and worked on his eyes. Finally, bright, red lipstick to match his nails.

“Okay, honey,” she said, adjusting the wig on his head. “Go put on my old pair of black heels.

He did so, stretching the leather a bit, it was a tight fit, but…he stood and was several inches taller.

“Oh, Lordy,” Jen let out a long breath.

She felt it well up from inside, a warmth that sort undulated through her, rippled out of her pussy, then she was clutching the bedpost and her hips were jerking.

“Oh, fuck!” She had just cum. After all the cumming of that afternoon, she had managed to cum again.

Jen guided Sam through the weekend, then had him take a couple of extra days off. She showed him how to walk, worked on his mannerisms, how to wear his new breast forms.

She had a lot of extra clothes, so she gave him some, and she ordered more. The closet in the spare bedroom was getting a bit packed, but that was okay. He was more like her sister, a sex giving sister, than a husband.

She realized that though she loved him, that love was taking a twist.

She found herself thinking about the trainer she had hired at the gym. She daydreamed of him stuffing it to her. Of coming home and showing Sam the juices dripping form her pussy. Heck, he would probably want to lick her clean.

But, despite all daydreams and gender transformationing, it was time for Sam to go to work. As he was.

It was the ultimate humiliation, and Jen was going to be by his side, enjoying every second of it.

“Good morning, Mrs. John—“ Rosie, the girl in reception stopped talking and her mouth opened in shock. “Mr. Johnson?”

Sam looked like a woman, but if you know somebody then you know somebody, and Rosie had seen him under the feminine accoutrements.

“Hi Rosie.” Jen smiled. “Sam has something to say to you. Sam?”

Sam was bright red, but one couldn’t tell underneath all the make up. “I should have given you a bonus last Christmas and I didn’t. I was spending all my money to buy off my secretary?”

Rosie could barely function at the sight of him, but she managed to blurt, “Tammy?”

He nodded. “And I apologize.”

“Oh…oh…” that was all she could manage, she was so surprised.

They continued into the big building.

They stopped in the sales section where Sam gave everybody a one per cent raise and thanked them for standing by him when he was so obviously a bully.

Then, into the secretaries’ area.

Jen called them all together. She could tell that Sam, even in spite of her commands, was having a rough time talking.

Sam stood in front of the secretaries. He was wearing a pencil skirt and a red, satin blouse. Earrings dangled from his lobes, and his ankles looked wonderful in his high heels.

The secretaries were in various stages of gawp, unable to believe their eyes.

“I’d like to apologize to all of you. I was fucking Tammy,” there was a huge gasp and everybody turned to stare at big boobed, blonde Tammy, who looked like she wanted to sink through the floor.

“I’ll be paying Tammy off though, and I’d like to give you all a one per cent raise.”

Jen cleared her throat.

“Two percent.”

She projected her thoughts into her head. That was a new one, but the more he fell under her sway the better she could actually just think at him and have it done.

“Three per cent.”

Jen clapped her hands once. “Now, if we could all get to work. Barbara, I’d like to see you, if you’re free.”

If she was free. No more, get your butt in here…now it was, if you’re free.

Barbara was in charge of legal, and she drew up the papers which signed 100% of the company over to Jen. Her eyes were wide as she witnessed the signing, then it was done.

“You can tell everybody that Sam will still have a role, but that I will be the ultimate authority for the foreseeable future. Sam, go check the toilet paper in the bathrooms.”

Barbara almost fainted as Sam scampered out to do Jen’s bidding.

That night Jen was quite happy. After she ate the delicious meal prepared by Sam she called him into the den. He stood in front of her and waited.

“Sam, you are a big, powerful man, but you have abused that power. Would you like to get it back?”

He didn’t. He was happy serving her.

But Jen wasn’t about to waste somebody.

“Well, you’re going to have to. You put the company together, and though I own it, you have a responsibility to it. So as soon as you prove that you’re a woman, and understand what women need, then I will end the endless stocking of the bathrooms and start to utilize some of your business talent. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She mused, “Underneath it all, I think you’re a good man. You just became a power freak, and you got out of control. Go get us a couple of drinks. I’ll meet you in the bedroom.”

Two minutes later Sam entered the bedroom, and almost dropped the drinks he was carrying. His beautiful wife was facing the dresser, her back to him, but she was finally naked. He couldn’t believe it! She hadn’t let him see much of her body,  but now…now…

She turned around, and his eyes went down to her junction.

She was wearing a harness, and out of the front plate extended a cock.

“What?”

“It’s a strap on, honey. It’s time to take you all the way.”

Sam’s mouth opened, but he said nothing.

“Now hop up on the bed and get what you’ve always wanted.

Stunned, his mind garbled, he climbed up on the bed. He was crossways on the bed with his butt facing her.

She walked up behind him and slapped some lube into his ass.

He groaned as she worked it into him with her fingers. The cold of the lube gave way to the heat of her fingers and he started grinding his ass back, trying to get more and more of her fingers into him.

She said, as she massaged the lube into him, “Women are superior, Sam, and men know this. That’s why they try to control them. And because they are physically stronger they sometimes get away with it. But this, what I’m about to do to you, is the truth, Sam, and it can’t be denied. Do you want me to do this?”

“Oh, yes,” the truth poured out of him. There was no irritation or resistance in his mind. There was only a sense of nervous happiness.

“And would you like to be a woman?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Very well. But you’ll be sleeping in the guest room.”

That made Sam sad, but the happiness of what was about to happen couldn’t be denied. He, with her mental willpower helping, accepted what she was saying, and he became very happy.

She gently slid the big plastic boner into his rectum.

He gasped, and immediately began pushing back. He loved the way the long, big-veined thing corkscrewed into his man pussy. He felt light headed. He felt like he was being opened up like a Christmas present. He was like fireworks on the fourth. He was so happy.

“I’ll be taking a lover, Sam. There’s a trainer at the gym that I would like to sample. Then, depending, maybe there will be others. You won’t mind?”

It was a rhetorical question, and, in truth, he was already prepared for it.

He understood that he had been a bad boy, and that bad boys must eventually face the consequences of their actions. He had fucked up and betrayed her, and now it was come back to him.

He gulped, and gasped as the big boner drove into him again, and he nodded.

“Excellent, Sam. Now, when you think you’ve had enough pleasure you may release your semen. Do not have an orgasm, just release your semen. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

For long minutes she sawed into him, and it was a glorious feeing. It was the summation of her taking control over him. It made her feel so powerful and sexy. She knew that doing just this, with no penetration, would eventually result in her own orgasm. But she wasn’t looking for this right now. This was his first time, and she wanted to make it good for him. She had talked to Amy’s people on the phone and they had guaranteed her that doing this, taking him anally, would erase all trace of his control freak personality.

So she fucked him, and she felt his balls and reached around and massaged his nipples, and she did everything she could do to make him feel like a woman.

“I’m cumming,” he blurted.

She smiled. “Let it come, Sam.”

For a long minute a stream of semen leaking from his cock. It was like silvery drool, and he felt himself emptying out.

Finally, he sagged. “God, that feels so good.”

He was dazed and lazy, a little goofy even.

She pulled her penis out of him.

“There you go, baby. Now you are a woman.

But…it wasn’t totally true. Not yet.


EPILOGUE

“Hello, Amy.”

“Hi, Jen, how’s it going?”

The two women hugged and air kissed and Amy entered Jen’s home.

“My, what a nice house.”

“Sam keeps it spotless. He runs the company and cleans the house and does everything. He’s really a charm.”

Amy smiled. “Wonderful. I knew you were the ones to wear the earrings.”

“Speaking of which,” Jen took the earrings off and placed them in Amy’s hands.

“If he shows any sign of back sliding…”

“Not to worry,” Jen got a momentary far off look in her eyes. “I can still feel him.”             

“Excellent, and…tell me about his growth?”

“He’s actually developing boobs. His cock is shrinking. I think he’s becoming a real woman.”

“Can you call him in?”

“Of course.” But she didn’t say a word. She just smiled, and Sam hurried into the room.

“My, you are good,” Amy congratulated Jen. “Most women need the verbal to aid the mental. You just do the mental command.”

“It helps that Sam is a very powerful man. That makes him more receptive.”

Sam was standing, waiting. He looked very pretty in his dress.

“Sam, could you show us your tits?”

Sam quickly undressed. He was smiling and proud as he took off his bra and revealed his breasts.

Amy examined them, felt them, and asked many questions.

“And your penis?”

Sam dropped his drawers and Amy leaned forward and handled his package.”

“He’s an inch shorter, and his balls seem to be shrinking. It might take a while, but I think he is actually physically transforming.

Amy smiled, “This is actually quite unique. That men can be made to spontaneously change…it shows what we women are truly capable of.”

Jen smiled happily and looked at Sam. “Best be about your duties, dear.”

Radiating happiness, Sam hurried out of the room.

END
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The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever!

Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy.

The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass.

Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one.

The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz.

What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for?

A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!


Accidental Feminization!

The only solution was to transition from male to female!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

She was a looker. Five foot five and large jugs. She was brunette and had scintillating, blue eyes.

Dan Fitzgerald, the youngest member of the House of Representatives, caught her looking at him. He smiled in a pleasant way, not a flirtatious way, and looked away.

Being young and handsome he had to be careful. He was diligent in avoiding any situation. That was the latest political maneuver, entrapment by sex. Several of his colleagues had already been compromised and lost their seats, and he didn’t want that to happen to him.

So he was careful, never met with a woman without somebody in the room and open doors.

But that woman was a looker so he risked another glance.

Great chest and round rear end, all encased in a tight purple dress. Yummy.

Hey, he was a representative, but that didn’t mean he didn’t enjoy perusing the female anatomy. As long as he was careful.

The woman wasn’t looking at him, but when she turned her head he turned his. Nobody was going to entrap him.

He walked down the long boarding hall and entered the plane. As a representative he usually flew First Class. Sometimes he would fly Business, but this night he was tired. He wanted to sleep all the way home.

He placed his bag in the overhead, took a seat near a window, and stretched out.

Lord, he was tired. He closed his eyes, wondered if he could sleep through the take off, and heard a voice.

“Is this seat taken?”

He opened his eyes to find the woman in the purple dress smiling at him.

“No…no.” He straightened up and made sure he was in his own space.

She sat down, and he could smell her. She was fresh washed with a light, lavender scent. She had white teeth and red lips.

In spite of his intention to remain free from scandal, he found himself becoming erect. He shifted his jacket to hide his growing groin and started to turn away from the woman.

“Is this your first trip to Washington?”

“No,” he smiled wanly and started to close his eyes.

“I’ve never been there, but I really wanted to see the White House. Have you ever been to the White House?”

He wanted to sleep, but this woman was pestering him. He opened an eye, politely said, “Once or twice.”

“Really?” she almost squealed with excitement. “What’s it like?”

“Oh, it’s a house.”

“Did you see the President?”

“Uh…”

“You did! What’s he like?”

“He’s nice enough. I don’t mean to be rude, but—“

“Stewardess? Could we have a couple of glasses of champagne?”

He groaned inside. He didn’t want to drink. He wanted to sleep.

At that moment the plane jerked into motion and Dan had to straighten up and put on his seat beat. As he buckled it the woman next to him chattered on.

“I saved up for a year for this trip. I’m a school teacher, and I want to see everything.”

For a school teacher she seemed a bit excitable, and Dan sighed. Still, she was a voter, and he couldn’t be rude. He answered her questions, told her to make sure she visited the Smithsonian, and he was almost ready to make his escape, to excuse himself but he really was tired, and the champagne arrived. And what was worse the stewardess addressed him by title.

“Here you go, Representative Fitzgerald.”

“Oh, no…I can’t…” he tried to refuse the champagne.

“Oh, my gosh! You’re a representative.”

“Just a servant of the people. I really have to…”

“Let’s toast. I’ve never met a real representative before. Here’s to the United States of America.”

Oh, crap. He had to toast. If he didn’t toast and sip the headlines would read that he was a communist tomorrow.

He sipped and smiled, and started to put the glass down, but there was really nowhere to put it.

“So have you written any laws?”

“Oh, no…”

“Why not? How does it work?”

A minute later he was involved in a virtual speech. Other passengers leaned in, some asked him questions, and he sipped a bit more, and didn’t even notice when the second drink arrived. Shortly after that, courtesy of a little white pill that the lady in purple managed to drop into his flute, he was gone.

“Representative Fitzgerald, we’re here.”

He yawned and came to. He felt a little sluggish, opened his eyes, and realized he was alone. All the other passengers had already debarked.

“What?” He sat up, bleary-eyed, trying to figure out what was going on. He felt so weird. This was not his normal way of waking up. What was wrong with him.

The stewardess handed him a glass with an Alka Seltzer fizzing in it.

“Oh, thank you. I really slept.”

The stewardess grinned. “You partied, then you slept.”

“I partied?”

“I don’t remember serving you more than a couple of champagnes, but you were dancing on the ceiling.”

“Oh, no! I didn’t make a fool of myself, did I?”

“No, no. You were friendly with everybody. Everybody was laughing right along with you. That joke about  Kermit the Frog’s finger smelling like pork almost did me in. Where did you ever hear such a thing?”

The stewardess was helping him up and he said. “I don’t remember.”

The stewardess laughed. “Well, thanks for flying with us. Hope to see you again.”

He was out the door and staggering—yes, staggering— down the hallway. He stopped, blinked, did a few squats, a couple of jumping jacks, and focused on walking without falling.

He walked through the airport, and thank God nobody saw him. He still felt drunk. How odd. Two glasses of champagne had never done that to him before.

He took a Taxi out to Ashburn and felt ill all the way. His stomach was upset and he asked the driver to stop once so he could buy a bottle of water. Finally, he arrived home.

He lived in a farmhouse that he was remodeling. Well, his wife was doing most of the work, but he helped when he could.

The farmhouse was ten rooms and in poor condition, but its condition helped make it a good investment.

It was on an acre of land, very private, with lots of foliage, and he and his wife loved it.

It was twelve at night when the taxi pulled into his driveway, and he got out, tipped the driver, and headed for the house. Across the lawn it was well lit and he realized that Ann must have been waiting up for him. Lugging his big bag in one hand and his carry on in the other, he opened the door and entered.

“Honey,” he called out softly, figuring she was sleeping on the couch.

No answer.

He put his bags down and walked quietly into the living room and…froze!

“Oh, fuck,” he blurted.

Helen was sitting on the couch, her legs tied, a gag in her mouth and her hands tied behind her. Her eyes were wide with fright.

“Hello, Dan.”

His head jerked to the side. The woman from the plane, the good looking one who had given him champagne was there. Champagne, which he suddenly realized must have had some kind of drug in it.

She was holding a gun, as were the two women next to her.

“You.”

“Do you remember my name?” Her face was cold but her eyes were amused.

He was blank for a moment, then it came to him. “Mandy.”

“Give the man a big cigar.

Right up his ass,” blurted one of the women next to him. The other two women were attractive, but they weren’t in the same class as Mandy.

Dan crossed the room, intent on releasing his wife.

“Just sit down, Dan. Leave her be.”

He had been reaching for the tape on Helen’s mouth, but he stopped.

He looked at Mandy.

She waggled the gun. “It should be pretty obvious that we mean what we say.”

He sat.

“We’ve been showing Helen the video of our little plane trip. Would you like to see what we have on you?”

He remained mute.

“Sandy?”

One of the women aimed the remote towards the entertainment center. The big screen came on, and shortly after that he watched himself on the plane.

That hadn’t included footage of him trying to say no to a drink. They just focused on him lifting the flute and sipping.

“He’s a delicate drinker, isn’t he, Helen. But I persuaded him to drink a little more.”

The second drink.

“I slipped the powder in there, Dan. You were so busy ogling my boobs you never saw it.

He didn’t see it on the screen then, either.

A minute later the party started.

Dan watched himself carousing. Singing and dancing. Have a gay old time.

He told jokes, made saucy comments, and even told the joke about the guy with no arms and legs who rang the doorbell.

On the surface, he looked like a slightly out of control comedian. Not bad, but needing a filter or two.

But it might not weather public opinion.

“Oops! End of career, Dan.”

Dan was ashen. Helen stared at the screen.

“They drugged me.”

“That’s right, Helen. We drugged him. And filmed him, and we have the ability to end his career. But we don’t want to do that.”

Helen’s eyes went back and forth between Mandy and Dan.

“No, what we want to do is talk about Roe v Wade.”

“What? This is all about a bill?”

“Yep. You took away our right to control our bodies, and now it’s time for the consequences.”

“But I didn’t…are you talking about my vote?”

“Yep. You were the key vote.”

“I was the last vote!”

“You voted to take away our rights.”

“I voted that abortion rights should be decided by individual states!”

“No. You didn’t. Oh, on the surface, but the result was another year before we can get the bill up again.”

Dan realized that Mandy was insane. Nuts. Crazy.

“Look, I agree with you on the abortion, but it’s a matter that can’t be settled by federal legislation.”

“Of course it is, and if you had voted the right way then we wouldn’t have to bother with 50 individual fights.”

For a moment nobody said anything, then Dan blurted, “What are you going to do. Ruin my career with that video?”

“Yep. But that’s only the start.”

Dan didn’t want to know what was after the start. He was under the gun, his wife was hostage, he said, “Look, what if I change my vote?”

“Too late for that.”

“But like I said…I’m on your side. Next year comes around and I can craft a bill that addresses the matter directly. I can get the legislation that will work!

“Too late for that, Dan. Besides, you’ve already shown your colors. We can’t trust you.”

“Wait…wait. Don’t you see how unfair it is for you—“

BANG!

A sledge hammer struck his groin. He bent over, fell curled up on the floor. He lay in the fetal position and knew that he had been damaged. He was holding his groin, blood poured out between his fingers.

The other two women gasped, they hadn’t expected her to shoot him. They thought it was a little blackmail, change a representative’s mind. Then she got wound up and…and had shot him!

Mandy said, “See ya, Dan.”

He blacked out.

From blackness came whiteness. He was aware that he was, but everything was white and hazy. He heard white noise. His eyes opened and everything was white. Then the whiteness began to take on definition.

The white noise became voices murmuring.

The white world became the white walls of a hospital.

He began to see things on the walls. Light switches, pipes, a curtain pulled back. A TV like machine to the side, green screen, lines wiggling on it.

“He’s coming around.”

A shape suddenly looming over him.

He felt his hand. His hand…somebody was…he looked to the side, his head feeling like a football that had just been kicked and was sailing towards the goal posts…Helen.

“Helen?”

“I’m here, honey.” She squeezed his hand. She was holding it with both of her hands.

“How are you feeling, Mr. Fitzgerald.”

“He likes being called Dan.”

“How are you doing, Dan?”

Dan looked up and the blob resolved enough that he could see it was a doctor. “What happened?”

“It’s okay, honey. Everything’s going to be okay.”

“Let us do a couple of tests and we’ll get all your questions answered.

Something on his chest. the world was focusing better, and he realized the doctor was pressing a stethoscope to his chest.

Then looking into his eyes, his ears.

“What happened?” His voice was getting stronger.

“You were shot, Dan. Snake shot. Do you know what that means?”

Dan’s mind fumbled through concepts. “I was at a party…”

Helen made a sound that might have been a sob.

He looked at her, and his eyes were focusing on his beautiful wife.

“Snake shot is used for hunting small game. Rats, snakes, birds.”

Dan focused a bit more and looked at the doctor. He saw that the doctor was a narrow fellow with glasses and a large nose. The eyes seemed kind enough. “I know what snake shot is. Was I shot?”

The doctor nodded.

Dan began to remember coming home, talking to…to a girl named Mandy. He remembered the loud sound of the gun that was aimed at his…at his…

“Where was I shot?”

“In the groin.”

Dan felt faint. He realized that he had not only been shot, he was on drugs, and it felt like a lot of drugs. He wasn’t alarmed, but he was able to be intensely concerned.

“Oh, Dan!” Helen leaned forward and hugged him.

The doctor was holding his wrist, feeling his pulse. He had a beeping machine that could do that, but he was holding Dan’s wrist, anyway.

“How bad?”

“It was…it damaged your reproductive glands.”

“How bad?”

“We weren’t able to repair your penis and testicles.”

“Oh…” was that him talking? Then, in spite of the drugs, everything whirled into some kind of netherland.

He had lost his manhood.

“It’ll be okay, Dan.” Yet she sobbed. Deep, racking sobs. And she held to his arm.

Dan lay propped up in the hospital bed. He could see out the window, which was pleasant. The room was drowning in flowers. So many flowers that he had asked any more flowers be given to other patients.

Sometimes people walked past his door and looked in. One fellow in a wheel chair was a regular. Peering in and even waving cheerfully.

He was no longer a man.

Mandy had hit the target perfectly. He had no damage, other than scratches and bruising, to his legs or torso. It was just his manhood that had been hit.

Mandy. A beautiful woman with a less than beautiful mind. She had maimed him. Castrated him. Made him other than a man.

Helen was dozing. She had been in the hospital 24/7, watching over him, waiting on him, calling nurses and doctors at the slightest burp in his condition.

Dozens of senators and representatives, and even a supreme court justice, had called on him.

Have courage…have faith…hang in there. Might as well be farting in a storm. They weren’t the ones with their manhood shot to hell and gone.

“Oh,” Helen stirred and sat up and smiled at him.

He looked at her. He didn’t seem to have much emotion or expression, just a dire helplessness and despair, but she maintained the happy face for him.

“Hello, Representative Fitzgerald.”

Two men entered the hospital room and introduced themselves as agents Forsythe and Johnson. FBI.

“We wanted to talk to you about your attacker.”

They spent a half hour going over Mandy, her appearance, the way she talked, no visible scars, her behavior. They had gone over the plane, checked flutes, searching for the one she had drunk from. Nothing. They had gone over his house, and they found a trace of DNA, but she wasn’t in the system so it wouldn’t do any good unless she was caught.

They were going through the FBI database, searching through groups, especially militant groups, for a woman, and her two friends, who was unstable and might be capable of violence.

There didn’t seem to be much hope, however.

The agents told him he would have a detail assigned to him.

He thought: after the cow is gone the barn door is closed.

“Do you think she’ll be back?”

“Normally, no. But we’re not dealing with a sane person here. She might be transferring all her rage to a specific person…you.”

“I want a permit to carry a gun.”

“We’ll make that happen. You can even visit Quantico, take advantage of the shooting range. We have seven ranges, access to twelve, and you can play with just about any weapon you choose.” He smiled, “Even, uh…irregular weapons.”

He meant illegal weapons.

Dan nodded.

Shortly after that, the doctor came in, the FBI left, and the real conversation started.

“Dan. We’ve talked about reconstructive surgery, and I wanted to know if you had any questions.”

Dan sighed. He felt like somebody was picking at his brain with a chisel. “You can give me a fake package.”

“Yes. A prosthesis. To look at you nobody would know that you have been shot. Not to be indelicate, but you would have a bulge in your pants that was very realistic, and you would be able to create erections with a hand pump in one of the testicles.”

Dan took a deep breath. He looked at Helen. He looked back at the doctor. “I don’t want to do anything for a while.”

“The surgery would be easier right now. You’re still in a state of repair.”

“I understand that, but I don’t know what I want, and I need time to think it through.”

“I understand. If you have any questions…I’ll be around.”

“Thanks, Doc.”

The doctor left.

Helen pulled her chair closer and held his hand. “Did you want to talk about it with me?”

Dan stared at her. She was achingly beautiful. She was blonde with a frowzy Marilyn Monroe type of hair style that really worked. Her features were even, with full lips that he loved to kiss.

Did he want to kiss those lips now? With no hope of becoming excited?

Yes. Because he loved her.

He still felt sexual excitement for her, but it was all in his mind. His package was gone.

“Honey, it’s time I told you the truth.”

She blinked. She had never even considered that Dan might not tell the truth, that he might have some sort of secret.

“What truth?”

It took a moment for Dan to speak, he kept gulping and taking breaths, but he finally said, “One of the great joys of my life is cross dressing.”

Now her eyes were wide. Her mouth opened slightly. God, she was sexy.

“I began cross dressing when I was a teenager. My mother’s bra and panties. My grandmother’s tummy shaper. I even snuck into a neighbor’s garage once and stole a corset and a huge bra.”

Helen was blinking continuously now. She was stunned by what she was hearing. Her straight arrow, representative husband was a…a transvestite?

“I had a collection of underwear and clothes by the time I was in college, and I would dress up and…and prance around, and pretend…”

He stopped talking for a moment and asked for water. He was actually perspiring, he was so nervous.

“When I graduated from law school I put that all aside. All but the yearning. I wanted to dress up so many times, but I refused to. I knew I wanted to be in politics, and I didn’t want to risk anything.”

“And then Mandy shows up and…”

“And she gives me drugs and everything is at risk, anyway. Has the video appeared on the news?”

“It’s all over the news. Half the people want it taken off, say it is not an unfair portrait, that you were drugged—everybody seems to accept that. The other half of the people, the other party, say they’re sorry you lost your manhood, but the video is proof that you weren’t fit to be a representative, anyway.

“Hunh. Politics,” he stated rather obliquely. He gazed at her. “So I’m no longer a man. But what am I?”

“You are a man!”

“Born one, yes. And there is argument that I might still be one, just minus a reproductive system, but…but should I hold on?”

“Hold on?”

“My package has gone on a rather permanent vacation. I am left with a certain amount of illusion. Should I hold to that illusion? Walk around with an inflatable dick? Or should I complete the process that Mandy began?”

It was an eye opening confession, and possibility, and they talked it over for a long time. And knew they would be talking about it in the foreseeable future.

“Are you talking about a full transition?

“I can cry about what’s happened to me,” he said, “Or I can consider it an opportunity.”

“To be a woman?”

He shrugged.

“With breasts and…and a reconstructed vagina?”

“I think it would be constructed, not reconstructed,” he remarked wryly.

“And how would the voters take it?”

“At this point I don’t think I care. Yes, I would love to finish out my term, even run again, but this is really between you and me.”

“It’s your choice.”

“And I base my choice on you. Do you think you could make love to a woman?”

Talk about life defining moments.

“I don’t know. I know I will stand by you, no matter what. So, yes…I can make love to a woman. If it is you.”

She went through a whole life change in her conversation, and it was a mark of her ability to think and change on the moment. She was a powerful woman.

They caught Mandy a week later. One of her friends turned her in. It was that simple.

The next morning a team of FBI agents stormed her apartment. They threw her, screaming and foaming at the mouth, on the floor and cuffed her. They picked her up by the arms, not caring that it might be a bit unpleasant for Mandy. They walked her out of the apartment complex and put her in an SUV and drove her off to the local hoosegow.

Dan watched on TV. He had no expression on his face as they hustled her from the SUV to the jail.

He had less expression, if that was possible, when the hair heads  on television started talking about the poor Miss Mandy.

Her name was Mandy Lindquist. She had gone to Mount Holyoke College and graduated with the obligatory liberal arts degree. Women’s studies. She had been fired from several jobs, then found a home in NOW.

She had not, however, been obvious as a potential trouble maker. She fit right in, but…she was searching for like minded souls and not mouthing off.

She found them. A half dozen women that focused on stopping violence towards women.

Ironic. Dedicated to stopping violent, and they had chosen a violent solution for the problem of one Dan Fitzgerald.

Other women disavowed her. Claimed they always knew she was a bit off, they stood against what she had done, but if men hadn’t created a world where bad things happened…

“You ready for this?” Agent Forsyth held the door for Dan.

It had been a few months and Dan was on his feet. He found it was different walking without a package between his legs.

He had never thought about it, but balls caused a man to walk differently than a woman. Now that he was dealing with it he called it the ‘bow-legged’ effect, and he was learning to place his feet differently, to transfer his weight differently, and to deal with a different concept of balance.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” he said.

“You don’t have to see her, you know. She’s been DNAed, her accomplices have pointed their fingers at her, your wife has identified her. There is no doubt.”

“I understand.” He explained further, “It’s one of those ‘I have to get back on the horse’ things.”

Forsyth nodded, and Dan entered the room where Mandy sat.

She was no longer beautiful She was bedraggled, and the bright gleam in her happy eyes was now showing as a fierce glint of accusation.

She said nothing when she saw Dan.

“Hello, Mandy.”

“What the fuck do you want.”

Dan suddenly laughed. He felt like his heart was suddenly a hundred pounds lighter.

“I had dreams about you, you know.”

“Fuck you.”

The matron standing behind her had no expression on her hard face. Dan had the feeling the woman was going to trip Mandy when they left, and let her fall on her face.

Just an impression, mind you.

“How’s the prison jumpsuit?”

“Orange is the new black.” She looked down at the garment in disgust. She missed being able to dress up.

“I understand they’re charging you with attacking a government official, maiming, assault and battery, kidnapping, blackmail, and a dozen other things.”

She snorted.

“My lawyer says you will serve time consecutively, that you’ll be eligible for parole in 50 years.”

She stared at him with hate filled eyes.

“They want to throw the book at you. They want to discourage any copycats.”

“Fuck you.”

Back to that.

“Well, there is really only one other thing I wanted to say to you.”

She looked at him, her eyes narrowed and her hate plain.

“You’ve convinced me that women shouldn’t have abortion rights. I’ll make sure no legislation ever happens. I’ll do everything in my power to make sure that women are never able to control their own bodies again. And it’s your fault.”

Her hands were cuffed, and the links of the cuff went through an eyebolt fixed to the table. She lurched, and the chains strained and her eyes went wide.

“You motherfucker! You can’t…how dare you…you piece of shit…”

Dan smiled and walked out of the room.

Walking down the hallway, Forsyth at his side, Dan said, “I apologize.”

“For what?

“I would never let a psycho influence my vote. I’ll be interested in seeing legislation, I might even propose it myself. Please forget what I said back there.”

Forsyth didn’t say anything for about twenty feet. Then he chuckled.

He patted Dan on the back, now laughing, and said, “You have my vote.”

Dan walked out of the jail feeling happy. Relatively happy. At lest, happier than he had been since his balls were shot off.

Dan and Helen sat in the doctor’s office. The doctor came in, greeted them, and sat down. “How’s it going, Dan?”

“Pretty good.”

“And have you decided to pursue reconstruction?”

“Well, yes and no.”

The doctor tilted his head, showing curiosity.

“Yes, I want surgery on my groin. But not the surgery you proposed.”

“What kind of surgery were you considering?”

“Gender transformation.”

The good doctor, to his credit, didn’t blink. “There is a procedure in place for gender reassignment. It involves psychiatric counseling, living as a woman for a year. There might be other considerations. You’ll have to talk to a specialist to get all the facts, legal and otherwise.”

“We’ve researched this, and I’ve set up an appointment. Certain things, because of my office, I will be able to make move faster. My question now is who do I get to do it?”

The Doctor faced Helen. “And you’re fine with this?”

“I’m more than fine,” she said. “I’m 200 per cent behind Dan.”

The doctor nodded. “I have some names and recommendations. But…if I can ask?”

Dan raised his eyebrows.

“I’m not a politically savvy person, but…what effect do you think such a surgery will have on your political future?”

“That is something to be considered,” answered Dan. “And I’m not sure.”

“I am,” stated Helen firmly.

They looked at her.

“Whatever the vote, it is time a transgender took a grab at the brass ring.”

The doctor nodded, and Dan took his wife’s hand in his and squeezed.

“Okay,” said the doctor. “I’ll get you those names, you do your part, and we’ll take this thing a step at a name. Okay by you?”

“Yep.”


PART TWO

Dan was back at work, and it was strange.

First, he had nothing between his legs. That changed everything about the way he moved. What had started as a little shift in thinking, balance, and that sort of thing, became a complete overhaul. His legs closer together he had to use different parts of his muscles and he went through instances of tremendous soreness.

Second, the people treated him differently.

In the House of Representatives he was welcomed back, and people made a point of shaking his hand, but…they viewed him differently.

The men were polite to the point of breaking, and the women tended to gush.

The men were trying to deal with a man that was no longer a man, and the women were trying to, in essence, welcome somebody to their ranks.

Everybody knew he was going to transition. He made no secret. He even talked about it on TV.

And he was popular on TV.

In an oddity, he knew that people didn’t view him as a ‘pervert,’ or one of those other labels people put on the sexually adventurous. He was a man, a victim, of violence, and that put him outside the normal range of circumstance.

So how did they view him? They were confused and feeling their way. And some of it was good, and some of it was bad. Senator Thompson made a cutting remark when he thought Dan wasn’t listening. “Well, we know he ain’t got no balls now.”

It was stated meanly, and the people surrounding the senator looked a bit nervous, realizing he had stepped a little too far.

On the other hand, Representative Smith cornered him, said if there was anything he could do…just ask. And he was obviously sincere.

Many weren’t.

Many were confused.

At a mixer one night a lobbyist was asking if his condition was going to change his voting patterns, and he was so blatant and rude Dan wanted to hit him in the face.

Fortunately, Helen was with him, and she slapped the lobbyist in the face, then proceeded to rip him a new one.

Dan was laughing on the way home. “Good slap, but you’d better let me do my own fighting from here on out. People will say I’m hiding behind your dress.”

She looked at him wryly, “As opposed to saying you’re wearing my dress?”

He chuckled. “That’s a good one. Try not to spread it around.”

He was driving their old truck with the bench seats in the front. He had restored it and loved driving it. Besides, with his condition it felt more comfortable than sitting in the bucket seat of their Lexus. He usually had her drive when they took that car.

The bench seat had a certain convenience to it, and she slid over and snuggled up against him. They rode in silence, watching the night, the coming cars, listening to ‘Desperado’ on the CD player.

“Dan?”

“Yes?”

“I do have a problem.”

“Only one?” he quipped, and she smiled against him.

“What do we do about my…uh…desires.”

He looked at her and sobered quickly. “Oh, shit.”

“I haven’t said anything, we’ve been getting through this, and…”

“I’m a dope. Call me self-centered.”

“You’re self centered.”

“Okay. Do you want to take on a lover?”

“No.” She sounded firm in that statement.

“What do you want?” It was obvious he hadn’t thought about her needs at all.”

She hesitated, he pulled into the driveway, and she said, “I want you.”

“But I don’t have a functioning…you know?”

“You have other gifts.”

He knew what she meant. His mouth. His fingers. She was just worried about how he would react to giving pleasure without receiving pleasure.

He smiled. “I better start doing finger exercises.”

“And tongue exercises.”

“How about toe exercises?”

They were laughing now, and she was giddy. She felt like a girl on her first date.

The truck now motionless in their driveway, he turned to her and kissed her.

Since his accident they had kissed, but perfunctorily. Politely. Avoiding the concept of love making because he had no equipment.

He still had no equipment, but the subject had been breeched, and he rose, figuratively, to the occasion.

Her lips were soft in the quiet of the night, and he remembered how he loved to feel the plump curve of them. Her mouth was one of his favorite of her body parts.

She responded, and he could feel the instant heat.

He was stunned to feel his own heat. He was horny, but without the erection. He felt the excitement as if he had sex organs, and realized a truth: sex is in the mind.

Helen was horny. She climbed on his lap and groaned, but she stopped herself from grinding down on him.

For a long minute they chewed on each other. His hands came up and undid buttons. He reached inside her blouse and rubbed her nipples, held her breasts.

She felt excitement exploding in her. It had been so long. Everything in her screamed to grab his cock, but she had to ignore that scream and just focus on the touch of their hands and mouths.

She realized that in ignoring the focus of the cock it made her even hornier.

It was a pure love, with no hope of consummation, and they wallowed in the pure headiness of sex without sex.

He opened the door and slid out.

She came with him, dragging her purse and yet holding on to him.

One arm around her, stopping every few steps to kiss, they did a circling, spiraling sort of sex dance up to their house.

Inside, past where the couch he had been shot on, but was now thrown away, a victim of blood stains and memories.

Up the stairs, working on removing her clothes. He bent his head and sucked her nipples.

“Hard,” she whispered, “Give me a little pain.”

He bit, and she shrieked and laughed and hit his back with a small fist.

He laughed and picked her up, and was stunned to find that he had lost strength.

Of course. His testosterone was dwindling. Testosterone built muscle, and lack of testosterone canceled muscle.

Down the hall to their bedroom. She unbuttoned his shirt and threw it aside. She placed her hands on his chest, and realized that he wasn’t as muscled as he was.

Neither of them said anything about his loss of musculature. They knew changes were going to happen, they accepted them before the fact. They were lost in the moment.

He tossed her on the bed and she wiggled out of the rest of her clothes.

Standing next to the bed he took off his clothes, and stopped when he reached his underwear.

“What?” She saw the look in his eyes.

“I’m…it’s a scar down there. With a pee hole.”

She felt his embarrassment, his sudden chagrin. She laughed. “Ooh, goody. I love scars. I always wanted to fuck a man with a scar Take those fucking panties off.”

Bullied past his embarrassment, he pulled his BVDs off and stood before her.

His groin was changed, and that was for sure. He had a smooth front, almost like a woman’s. There was a ridge of scar tissue right down the center, and he had a little pee hole right in the center.

“How do you not piss just standing there?”

“The prostate controls the pee.”

“Oh. Can I touch it?”

He was nervous, fighting trembles, but he nodded.

She reached forward and cupped his mons, and it was surprisingly female like.

“It’s like a pussy,” she murmured, staring at her hand, feeling his smooth, except for the ridge, flesh.

“I knew it would be. When the doctor told me what had happened I had a sudden vision of myself with a pussy looking groin area.

“And it doesn’t hurt?”

“Nope.”

“Can I squeeze it harder?”

“Go for it.”

She watched his eyes as she slowly closed her hand on him.

He liked the sensation. It was the groin area, after all, and he closed his eyes and smiled.

“Does that feel sexual?”

“Yes, but it’s not very strong.”

She let go and rose up to kiss him again. Both hands holding the sides of his head, she pulled him down and he slithered onto the bed.

For a long minute they lay, side by side, and loved. Then he reached down and grabbed her mons. He grabbed it like she had grabbed his, but there was a difference. Under the skin she had sex organs.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “You have really got me turned on.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, baby.”

He pushed her back, he still had enough strength for that, and suckled her breasts and inserted a finger into her.

“Oh…oh…” she sounded surprised.

He took his time, knowing that this was for her, and eventually inserted two fingers into her.

She held on to him as he reamed her pussy. She had already been moist, but now she was very moist.

He slid his fingers in and out of her, hooking them slightly to rub against the wall, trying to find her G-spot.

“Oh, God!” She jerked and bit his shoulder.

“Is that all you got?” he whispered, and he closed his hand tightly, his two fingers digging into the spot that had made her jerk.

“FUCK!” Her hips humped violently and he grinned.

“Okay, baby, we got you now.”

Dan began rubbing and poking and making the most of her G-spot.

She began squirming and muttering things like, “Oh, God…yes…hunh, hunh…Oh…no…no…NOOOO!”

She came like Mt. Vesuvius. A terrific blast that blew the top off, then tons of sexual lava poured through her.

Dam smiled and kept rubbing the spot, but lightly. She had cum hard, and now the trick was to keep her cumming.

For long minutes Helen lay and jerked and twitched. Her eyes had rolled white at first, but now they were closed and she started trying to close her legs. “Please…please…”

Dan very slowly disengaged.

She just lay there, gasping, dazed, and finally she opened her eyes and said, “There isn’t anything like fucking a dickless man.”

He laughed. The residual man in him took pride in taking her to the moon.

The operation was on a Friday. He was prepared and looking forward to it.

It had only taken him four months to get the okay for the medical procedure. He had influence as a representative, and his situation was so unique…no problem.

Helen, of course, bit her nails in the waiting room. When the doctor came out, smiling, and told her the operation was a success, she almost fainted.

Dan came out of the drug induced haze, and it was a lot better than the last time. The last time he had been a victim of a violent crime, and that had to be effecting him on so many levels.

This time he was not a victim. He knew what was going to happen, and his mind was fine with it.

His mind was actually looking forward to it.

He didn’t want to be sexless, and being a woman…that was something he had always thought about.

In the back of every cross dresser’s mind is the awe and wonder of femininity.

He smiled and stretched. There was a little pain in his groin, but it wasn’t too bad. The drugs helped. What was more interesting was his chest. He had the feeling of weight, and the jiggle of movement. He had always had sensitive nipples, and now they felt even more sensitive, being pushed out and rubbed by the relatively rough material of the hospital gown.

“Hello, honey,” Helen was sitting next to him, watching him.

He understood the white noise and the white walls this time, and they quickly fell away to reality.

“Oh…” he said. Then, “Did it work?”

“The doctor said the operation was a success.”

Dan closed his eyes and smiled. He didn’t have much feeling down there. Not yet, but he knew what had been done.

The implants for his chest had been simple. Pick a pair.

For his vagina the doctor had used flesh from Dan’s own body. It would be fully functioning, even to the point of having sex. Nerves had  been rerouted, he had a clitoris. It looked like a real vagina.

The doctor had even told him there was a chance he could experience an orgasm.

Dan lay in the aftermath of the anesthesia and thought about sex with a vagina.

What would it feel like to be penetrated? Then he had a thought. It was a strong thought, and he wondered why he hadn’t had this thought before. He opened his eyes and turned his face to Helen.

“I was wondering what it would be like to have a penis inside me.”

She smiled. “It’s really quite wonderful.”

When he kept looking at her with the same concerned expression, she asked, “What?”

“You don’t have a penis.”

“Is that all,” she laughed. “I have fingers and mouth. And…I have a dildo.”

His eyes widened slightly. “A dildo.”

A strap on dildo. When you feel like it, if you feel like it, I’ll be glad to show you what it feels like to have a penis in you.”

He nodded thoughtfully.

He went to Mandy’s sentencing. She looked worse than ever. The knock out beauty was gone. Her skin was sallow and her hair even had traces of grey in it. Her killer body was being reduced to slovenliness by prison food.

She stared at him. He was wearing male clothes, but hormones had helped him drop weight and his chest was obvious. She would have sneered, laughed at him, but he looked so happy…

“Is there anything you’d like to say, Mr. Fitzgerald?” the judge asked.

Mandy was still a fanatic, but her edges had been blurred. She had discovered that there was more to life than an ism. She looked at Dan and then looked down.

“Nope. I just wanted to watch.”

The judge scrutinized him, then turned to Mandy.

“The prisoner will rise.”

The judge read off the charges, the decisions of the jury, and pronounced, “Having been found guilty of all crimes, and this court not feeling particularly lenient, the prisoner will serve 47 years. No parole.”

Mandy began to sob. Once she had been belle of the ball, a leader, a woman of beauty that men wanted and women envied. Now she was a drudge, doomed to make her home in a small cell. She would be surrounded by violent and unforgiving creatures and experience almost nothing in the way of love and compassion.

Dan smiled and sauntered out of the court room.

“We need to put nails on you.”

Dan had just stepped out of the shower. Nair had left him hairless. The hormones had made his body hair finer, and now it wasn’t at all.

“What?”

“I don’t now.”

“Hey! You were the cross dresser. You wanted it. Come on.”

Helen led him back to the room she used for a closet and make up area. She sat him down and began prepping his nails.

He watched, fascinated, and was surprised to find he was a little embarrassed.

She kept looking up at him and smiling. She was enjoying this.

“You’re going to have to show me how to do this.”

“Not a problem. But I should do everything the first time. We want you to look beautiful before you start doing this stuff on your own.”

He chuckled. She was right. When he had crossdressed it had most been the clothes. He didn’t know anything about make up.

“What kind of nails would you like?”

“What kind are there?”

“Coffin, oval, stiletto,” she went through the list of nail styles.

“Oval would probably be the easiest for me at this point.”

“You want long or short?”

He didn’t know. Tell the truth, there was a bit of fear in him. Once he had been a cross dresser, comfortable in being hidden. Now he was out in the open.

“Medium?”

“We can do that.”

She applied glue to his nails, then pressed the fakes on. “These have built in glue, but real glue will really hold. If they start to lift we can easily redo them.”

She hummed for a while, concentrating on her work, then she smiled and turned on the house music system. “I chose a particular song for your transition, she said.

Holly came from Miami, F.L.A.

Hitch-hiked her way across the U.S.A

Dan chuckled, and began humming along.

The nails were red, beautiful, and Helen quickly painted his toenails to match.

“Wow.”

“Let’s get you dressed.”

It was several weeks after the operation and he was wearing a robe. Helen had still not seen the finished pussy, and when he opened the robe she stared.

He noticed, and turned to face her.

His pussy looked exactly like a pussy. Scars had been hidden, he had labia. The labia were closed.

“Can I see your clitoris.”

He opened the flaps and she stared at the little peeny thing.

“Wow. Is it sensitive?”

“You tell me,” he laughed.

She giggled, had that giddy feeling, and reached forward. She touched the clit and he groaned and his knees shook.

She grinned up at him. “Oh, baby. I can’t wait.”

“Then you better hurry up.”

She handed him underwear and he slipped it on. The panties, of course, went on easily. The bra was a little harder, but he remembered how women fastened it in front then slid it around and pulled it up. He pulled it up and the cups held his boobs perfectly.

“Whoa,” she said.

“What?”

“Sexy.” She was breathing harder.

“Life isn’t all about sex,” he lied, holding in a smile.

“Bullshit.”

She handed him garters, then helped him put on the nylons. As she knelt in front of him, rolling the sleek material up his stems, he felt a surge of love for her. She was so beautiful. And she was helping him through this. What a woman.

A dress. She had demanded that he wear a tight one, one that was a little low cut and showed off his charms.

At first he hadn’t wanted to, but she kept chipping away at him and he had finally given in.

She pulled a satiny, blue number over his head. His hair was getting longer now, and she pulled his hair up and zipped him.

It was tight, and he thought he might need a corset, but he was okay for now. Besides, the way the hormones were working he might not need a corset at all.

The dress had a high collar, which would hide his Adam’s apple, and a large exposed area dipping to his cleavage.

He looked in a mirror and was impressed. He was starting to look better and better.

“Okay, honey. Sit down again.”

He sat and watched as she worked on his face. She talked as she worked, and he watched in wonder as she cleansed his pores and put on the primer. She used brushes and occasionally her fingers, and his face turned white. Then she applied foundation and began coloring his eyes. An hour later, fully mascara-ed and lipsticked, eyebrows plucked into a sexy arch, she was done.

“Okay.” She stood up, lifted his arm, and they stood in front of the big mirror.

“Wow.”

“You’re a woman.”

“There’s no arguing that.”

She handed him high heels and he slipped them on. He had been working on heels for the last couple of weeks, so he had little trouble with balance.

She held his hand and they kept looking at each other as they descended the stairs.

“Have a seat. I bought a little bubbly for this occasion.”

Dan sat down on a Queen Anne chair. He crossed his legs at the thigh and tried to look ladylike.

He succeeded.

Helen brought out two flutes. The light gold liquid showed the rise of strings of small bubbles. She handed one to Dan.

He placed his lips on the glass and sipped, and stared at the imprint his lips had left.

Helen laughed at the look on his face.

“It’s funny,” he said. “The last time I had champagne was on that flight.”

They stopped smiling and thought about it.

“I was drugged. You were mugged, tied up.”

“And you were shot.”

He nodded.

They sat, music playing softly, and considered.

“Are you sorry?”

“About what?” he asked.

“About being shot? About the operations…at how everything turned out?”

He nodded. “I’m sorry. I would that it had never happened. I’m sorry that, in away, I was robbed of choice.”

“But you never would have transitioned if it wasn’t for Mandy.”

“That’s true. But, regardless, your body is your own. You should have choice, and sometimes I feel like choice was taken from me.”

It was a solemn moment, and Helen broke it by saying, “Well, you made the most of it.”

He grinned. “Want to dance?”

She did, and they rose, held their flutes as they put their arms around each other.

The music soothed them, lifted them, and they swayed gently in time.

“It feels so weird to feel your boobs pressed against mine.”

“You know,” he responded, “When the hormones have had their full effect I might have bigger boobs than you.”

“I’m jealous,” she held him, snuggled against him.

She handed him his empty glass. “Hold this.”

He did, but was puzzled. She was up to something.

She laughed, his hands were full and she reached down into his dress, pushed the material down and lifted his boob up.

“Oh, fuck!” He couldn’t push her away because his hands were full. Not that he wanted to.

She held his tit and sucked it. She pulled his other one out and palpated them with her hands as she pressed her lips to his.

He stood there, happily helpless, while she ravaged him.

Then she stopped and said, “I bought a strap on.”

“Gulp,” he said.

“I think it’s time to show you how the other side lives.”

“You are scaring the shit out of me.”

“Good.” She giggled and took the glasses out of his hands and put them down. Then she put a hand around his waist and began walking him up the stairs.

He went, and he actually felt a little faint.

“Walking with your boobs out like that. Have you no shame?”

He jounced with every step on the stairs, and he said, “Hey! you took them out!”

“No excuse.”

They went to the bedroom and she went to the dresser and pulled out a brand new harness and dildo. the dildo was average sized, six and a half inches, and had thick veins on the side.

“Holy Heysoos in a sawmill.”

Helen fastened the harness in place, then screwed the penis, it was a mottled brown color, onto the face plate.

“Do we make sweet, slow love? Or wold you just like me to bend you over and get to it.”

Dan was gulping loudly. “Do me, bitch.”

She nodded, turned him around. “Bend over the bed.”

Dan followed her instructions. She lifted his dress, then pulled down his panties.

He was naked to her, vulnerable, no balls hanging down, no trace of the man he once was.

She fingered his pussy gently, and he shivered. “I’m going to use a lot of lube.”

“Good.”

She pushed her finger into him, gently but firmly. She began to ream his hole.

He felt her finger, and the cold goop she was putting on him, in him. He groaned.

“I’m going to use two fingers.”

“Okay.”

He could feel the difference, and the slight expansion gave way to great pleasure.

He pushed his butt back and she took her fingers out and stepped up to him. “All right, honey. Here we go.”

Moving slower than a sloth on downers, she inserted the fake penis into his hole.

He groaned, pressed his body against the mattress, yet his butt lifted.

“Oh…oh…”

She smiled behind him. She remembered when she had first lost her virginity. The awe, the wonder. And now she was able to give the man, or woman, that she loved the same experience.

Wonderful.

She pressed deeper, and he felt the ridges of the veins sliding through his pussy. He couldn’t believe how much he could feel.

“Okay, honey. I’m in.”

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “This is unbelievable.”

“Believe. I’m going to start moving now.”

He was showing no pain, so she began sliding back and forth, filling him up, emptying him out, filling him up, emptying out.

He gasped in time to her efforts.

She reached around and grabbed his breasts. She cupped them, let his nipples slide out between her fingers. Then she moved her hands so the nipples were stimulated between the sliding of her fingers.

He groaned, humped her back, and the minutes passed in a haze of delirious sex.

She held him, loved him, penetrated him, fondled him, and, finally, he felt the beginnings of an orgasm.

“Oh, my God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to cum!”

“Do it!”

She kept up the pace, sliding her penis into him, and suddenly he began to sob and jerk his hips.

She held on to him, controlled him, kept him going.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” he kept muttering, and he worked his vagina around her penis. He really got the most out of his first orgasm.

When it was done they just lay there, her in him, and he said, “Want me to do you?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” She grinned as she pulled out of him.


EPILOGUE

“You know me, and you know what I’ve been through.”

Dan was facing the assembled representatives in the House of Representatives. Hundreds of faces watched him. Cameras focused on him, and he was speaking to the whole country.

“My choice over my body was taken away. In proposing this abortion bill I have tried to find a common ground. I don’t believe anybody should ever take choice away from a woman.

“But when does the fetus become sentient? When does the union of the sperm and the egg result in awareness? At what point does society become responsible for protecting the second life, regardless of the woman’s wishes? As a legislative body we are perhaps not the best body to be making that decision. But here we are.”

His fellow representatives watched him, gauged him, thought about what he was saying.

“So, as we vote on this bill, I have only one thing to say. Vote with your own voice, make your choice, and remember that as you have choice, you must protect that choice in others…even the unborn.”

He was done so abruptly that everybody was caught by surprise, but they rose up and applauded.

Agree or disagree, they all knew he had spoken from the heart. And isn’t that what every person is supposed to do?

END


Author’s Note

I have had many requests for more Silithia stories.

If you are late to the program you may find her personal story in the book titled, ‘Silithia.’

She is also featured in the tome, ‘Womanland.’

And in a few short stories.

You may find out more at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever!

The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz.

Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?


Crossdressing Feminization!

He was caught wearing her panties,

so she transitioned him from a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

It was while Lucy was away that Ryan made his discovery.

Lucy was supposed to be gone only for a week, her mother wasn’t feeling well and Lucy went to help out. Then Lucy’s mother turned out to have COVID, and now it was a month.

Ryan wasn’t much on housework. He figured he would just let it build up, then when Lucy came home he could clean everything the day before.

Magazines were strewn about, the dishes were dirty in the sink, the lawn hadn’t been mowed, the bathroom was a smudgy mess, and, of course, he hadn’t been doing the laundry.

At first, knowing that he had to keep up appearances, he had half heartedly gathered up a few clothes and washed them. But that was time consuming and, let’s face it, porn was a lot more exciting that doing the laundry.

So he did his clothes as he needed. Just threw them in a pile in the corner of the bedroom, and when they needed to be done he would throw a bundle into the machine and forget about it. Until he was out of clothes and really needed something to wear.

On Saturday he received a call from Binnie Jones, one of his old classmates in college, and he suddenly found that he was out of clothes. And, since Binnie was only passing through, he was also out of time.

Ryan screwed up his face in distaste and looked at the pile of clothes. Sheesh. Seemed like every time he looked at it it got bigger.

He searched through the pile for the least dirty underwear he could find, but, oh crap, it seemed that he had already turned every tighty whitey he had inside out already. Maybe even three or four times.

He looked at the clock. He had to meet Binnie in a half hour. No time to do the laundry.

He sat on the bed and sighed.

He looked at the pile, then he looked at his dresser with the empty drawers, and his eyes passed over the hamper in the corner.

The hamper.

He hadn’t put any clothes in there since Lucy had gone to her mother’s. Maybe…just maybe…

He ran to the hamper and opened it up.

Crap! Nothing but his wife’s panties. He started to close the lid, then stopped. He looked at the panties.

Hmm.

He had never done such a thing…men weren’t supposed to wear women’s things, but…he was desperate.

He picked up a dainty under thing. The material was light and stretchy. There was no pouch, but he could handle that for a night.

He looked inside. In the stretch of material where his wife’s pussy would be there was a stain.

Oh, fuck! His dick trembled.

What if he wore them?

Was there a smell?”

He hesitated, then brought the panties to his nose. He sniffed.

There was a light odor of pussy, and…it was delicious!

It had that nice, lusty odor that turned him on.

Now his dick wasn’t just trembling, it was rising up.

He could wear her panties this once. She would never know, and he would do the laundry tomorrow. All of it.

He thought about walking around with his cock against her dried vagina juices.

He was throbbing now. He had never felt so hard in his life!

He toed his shoes off, slipped out of his stinky underwear, then headed for a quick shower. As the water sluiced over him he couldn’t stop thinking about his wife’s panties.

“Mmmm,” he hummed, thinking of his wife’s pussy. He missed it so much, and those panties…they would remind him of her all night.

He got out of the shower, dried off, and slipped the panties on.

He was a slender fellow, and the panties went on easily. Almost like they were made for him. His cock was hard and it pushed the panties out. Nothing he could do about that. He pulled on some jeans and the boner was pushed down a bit.

He smiled.

He finished dressing and headed out the door.

He was wearing his wife’s panties, and he had never felt anything so sexy in his life.

He met Binnie at Charley Coyote’s, and they hugged and headed for the bar.

When they hugged Ryan was careful not to let his hips come close to Binnie’s. He didn’t want his friend to think he was one of those people.

Charley Coyote’s was the hottest hot spot in LA. There was a small parquet floor for dancing, a thin rug, then a ring of small tables. Outside was a patio, but that was mostly for dining.

“How ya been, buddy?” They sat at one of the small tables in a. corner and chatted over the music.

“Great! How’s work?”

“Boring. Say do you remember that girl in our sophomore year? The one who got breast implants?”

“Do I? Man, she was a babe, and…”

The night rolled on and they drank bourbon and Coke. Then rum and Coke. Then Tequila and Coke.

Who says you shouldn’t mix your drinks?

And somewhere in between guzzles and gurgles, drinking Spirytus Vodka, and comparing it to 100 proof Wild Turkey, Ryan sort of forgot everything.

He was still functioning. Heck, he probably could have solved calculus problems, but…he would never remember solving them on the morrow.

“Unh…” he heard somebody groan.

He heard curious echoes and metal clangings.

He was lying on a vary hard surface and there were voices. Official voices.

CLANG!

“Ryan Smith!”

He opened his eyes and the ceiling began to spin.

A ceiling made of tiles. His eyes floated down…walls made of tiles. A cement floor.

Somebody shaking him. “You Ryan Smith?”

“Unh…yeah.”

“Come on. You been bailed.”

“Wha…wha…”

Hands pushed and pulled him to his feet, held him up as he staggered out of the cell.

“Unh…BLAH!” He let loose. Chunks in the corridor.

“Oh, crud.”

Laughter.

Then he was pushed through a couple of doors and found himself in a big room.

He looked around, bleary-eyed. Wondering where he was, then he focused on the woman standing on the other side of the counter.

“Here he is, ma’am.”

“And there are no charges?”

“It was the other fellow who was driving.”

“Thank you, officer.”

The cop guided him through a swinging gate and a hand grabbed him, steadied him, and he looked at the hand, up the arm, over the shoulder, and… “Hello, dear.”

Ryan wore a puke splattered tee shirt, pants issued by the jail, and one shoe. He sat in the passenger seat and put his head back. He wanted to sleep.

“So, did you have a good night?”

“Uh…” he turned his head and looked at Lucy.

Lucy was his babe wife, and she was home. She had large breasts which he found very succulent, a tight waist, and a round ass that swayed with a wiggle when she walked.

Her face was kind and intelligent, with even features offset by very blue eyes that seemed to look right through people.

Her most amazing feature, however, was her sense of humor.

Ryan was still drunk, trying to figure things out, but he didn’t see the hint of a smile at the corners of her mouth.

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry…” he tried to reach across the console and put his arms around her.

“Ew…sorry!” she pushed him back, then looked at her hand. Yuck! Puke.

“I didn’t mean to get drunk but Binnie came to town and he wanted to party and then we started drinking and I lost track of things and…” he babbled on, sometimes making sense, and sometime making nonsense.

Lucy listened, and she was actually chuckling on the inside.

She thought it was stupid to get this drunk, but men sometimes didn’t show a lot of sense. Most importantly, nobody had been hurt. Well, Binnie would get hurt when he went before the judge, but somehow Ryan had managed to skate.

Lucky man.

Then she frowned.

Too lucky.

He had been stupid, and though there was no harm, he needed some kind of time out so he could see the consequences.

She looked over at Ryan. He had gone to sleep, drooling against the window.

He was a good man, always tried to do the right thing. He was slender, handsome, and his face was a little soft, but she liked that. She didn’t want a bully boy for a husband.

Still, what could she do to remind him to be more responsible in the future?

They arrived home a few minutes later, and Lucy left him sleeping in the car.

She wasn’t about to wrestle a puke stained drunk through the house and put him in their bed. No let him sleep in the car. He was sitting up so he wouldn’t vomit and choke, he wouldn’t make a mess, and…he was sort of contained.

She entered the house and went to the bedroom.

She smiled, thinking of when he awoke and realized where he was.

She slipped off her clothes, it had been a long flight and she needed an hour rest.

She glanced at herself in the mirror and was pleased. Mom was over COVID, she was back home, and…what was she going to do about Ryan?

She slipped into bed and slept on it.

A couple of hours later Ryan awoke to sounds outside the car.

He still felt like crap, but he was no longer drunk. Now he was hung over. And, oh, God, it was a world class hangover. It was like a pack of wild dogs were bitting his brain, and his stomach felt like a cement mixer filled with Coke and Mentos. His eyes looked like a road map with all the red lines squiggling all over the place. His breath smelled like King Kong’s farts.

He looked around. The garage was spinning a bit, but Lucy was home, she was doing the laundry.

Everything rushed in on him then. The messy house he had intended to clean up. The wild night with Binnie, and…he had been in jail!

OMG! Jail! Had he been charged? Why wasn’t he still in jail? He had weird memories of sleeping on hard tile, of men laughing at him. Why had they been laughing at him?

He belched, and almost puked.

Lucy turned to him. She gave a half smile, a rueful smile, a sad smile, all in one. “Well, Sleeping Beauty is awake.”

Ryan opened the door and half fell out of the car. He staggered to his feet. He looked down at himself. Fuck. A tee shirt with puke on it. And where did he get those prison pants?

“My shoe,” he whispered. “Where is it?”

“Gone with the wind, my love. Come with me.”

She led him out of the garage and onto the front lawn. She placed him in the center of the lawn and picked up the hose. She began spraying him.

“Hey! No!”

He tried to run, but he fell over. She walked around him, spraying him with cold water.

His head hurt worse. He started shivering.

Eliza Jiggins was walking by, holding her little pooch on a leash. She turned and stared, “What on earth are you doing?” her scratchy, little voice pipped.

“Ryan got drunk last night. He needs to clean up a bit.”

Ryan was sputtering. He couldn’t get footing on the slick lawn, and when he did Lucy just pushed him over and kept spraying him.

He began to shiver, and he finally curled up in a fetal position.

“What kind of pants are those?”

“I think he got him them in jail.”

“Is he a felon?” Eliza was petty aware for an older person, but sometimes she made unconnected observations.”

“No…no…” Ryan take off your pants. I want to clean you all the way.”

He muttered ‘no’ and shook his head.

“Come on, honey. We need to do this right.”

She let go of the lever of the hose nozzle and the spray stopped.

Ryan sputtered, and she grabbed the bottom of his prison pants and pulled.

They were a loose fit, and they came easily, and Lucy stood up and stared.

“Ryan?”

Ryan looked up at her, then he looked down at himself.

He was wearing her good panties.

“Oh…OH!” He scrambled to his feet and ran for the house. His hangover was forgotten, replaced by mortification.

Lucy began to laugh, and Eliza stared after Ryan and adjusted her thick glasses. “What is he wearing?”

“Panties, Eliza. My husband is wearing my panties.”

Lucy laughed, and Eliza looked confused.

“But…why?”

Ryan sprinted through the house, suddenly sober, and went into the bathroom. He got into the shower and turned on the hot water, and his shivering body began to feel warm again.

He stood, leaning against the tiled walls, his head against the tiles, and tried to figure things out.

He had left the house in a mess, he had gotten drunk and gone to jail, but the worst—the positively worst and most horrible thing was—he had been caught wearing his wife’s panties.

Hot water sluiced down his body and bits of barf swirled down the drain.

Finally, he stepped out, and onto the puddle of wet pant he had been wearing.

His face was red and he had never felt so humiliated in his life.

Caught wearing panties.

But worse was to come.

When Lucy stopped laughing she found herself possessed by a wicked idea.

Ryan had been wearing her panties. And from the condition of the house, and the amount of clothes she had to wash, he was just wearing them because he had run out of clothes.

Of course, he could be a full blown crossdresser. Men did do the strangest things. That was a possibility, but she didn’t think so. She would have noticed something before.

But, now that he had opened the door, and from the humiliation on his face when caught—she had never seen such a vibrant color of red on a human face in her life—she had an idea as to how to make him suffer the consequences of his actions.

She followed him into the house and tracked him to the bedroom. She listened to the shower for a second, then smiled.

She gathered all his underwear and headed back to the garage. She removed everything else from the washer and put in the underwear, all his shirts and tighty whiteys and everything, then added a gallon of bleach. Grinning, she started the wash cycle.

While Ryan showered she went to work in the kitchen.

Lord, he had dirtied up nearly every plate and utensil in the house!

She filled the washing machine and started that. Then she began scrubbing the cupboards…and stopped.

What the heck was she doing?

Ryan had done this, and this was part of the consequences that he must face.

She went into the living room and put on the Kardashians. Ryan hated the Kardashians, but he was going to learn to love them before he was done.

She was sitting in his recliner, the Kardashians talking soap opera nonsense, when he walked passed the living room and into the kitchen. He was wearing her tatty, old bathrobe.

She knew he was going to be avoiding her for a while, hoping this would all pass, but she couldn’t have that. Best to strike while the iron was hot. She stood up and walked to the kitchen door, leaned against the jamb and considered him.

He looked at her, and his face, it defined ‘crestfallen.’

“Uh…hi.”

She nodded and eyed him. She kept her face light, but emotionless.

“I see you got home.”

“I did.”

He was going through the dishes still remaining in the sink. He found a bowl and washed it off, then dried it.

“Having breakfast?”

“Uh…yes.”

God, his face was like a tomato. So red, and plump, and…embarrassed.

“Thanks for keeping the house clean.”

“Oh, uh…about that. I wasn’t feeling well and I thought…I put it off, and…”

“Oh, that’s okay.”

He looked at her, then opened the fridge and took out milk. The cereal was on top of the fridge and he took the Raisin Bran down and poured himself a bowl.

“You’re not…not upset?”

“Upset? Why would I be? I fly all night just to find a house that looked like a demolition derby had been held in it. Then I go get my husband out of jail, that was a pleasant experience. And, to top it off…”

He looked up at her, he knew what she was going to say, and the look on his face was pleading. But she wasn’t going to show any mercy.

“…I find my husband wearing the most adorable panties. My favorites. Of course now they are all wet, and…did you puke on those, too?”

She was smiling when she said this, and that was good. If she had screamed, or even just nagged, he would have shut down. This way he had no way to justify not listening.

“I’m sorry, I ran out…”

“Oh, honey! You don’t have to explain. I know that men have these tender, little urges and just can’t control themselves.”

“No! It was because I ran out of clothes.”

“Oh, that was just an excuse you made up in your mind so you could wear my panties. And, you know…I’m sort of glad.”

“You are?” If anything, his face was even redder.

“Of course. A husband and wife should be honest with each other. Now that I know what you really want I can help you out.”

“Help me? What are you—“

“And, to tell you the truth, it is sort of hot.”

“What is?”

“You prancing around in your little panties. Did you wear my bra, too? Oh, don’t bother…I know you must have. A man like you, your secret little desires…just think, married all this time and I’m just discovering that you’re a crossdresser.”

“I’m not a crossdresser!”

“The panties you were wearing proves otherwise. And is that my robe you’re wearing?”

Ryan was now totally desperate. His very manhood was being savaged, and there seemed to be nothing he could do about it.

“It’s sort of cute.”

“What?”

“Cute. Seeing you with those panties stretched across your butt. What do you do with your package? Where do you put your balls? Do they sort of flop out the sides, through the leg holes, and bounce around and make you all horny. Oh, my God!”

Lucy pointed at his crotch.

Ryan felt like he was an inch tall. An inch tall but six inches wide. His cock had gotten hard and was poking out the front of her robe.

Look at that! Just talking about you crossdressing and you get a boner!”

“No! No! It’s just walking around naked and…oh, please, honey. You have to believe me!”

Ha! She held the snicker inside and said, “Oh, I believe you. I believe you are a crossdresser. Your dick proves it. By the way, your cereal is getting soggy.”

Lucy turned and went back to the bedroom. She put a coupe of pairs of panties in his drawer, along with two bras, a tummy shaper, and…let’s see…nylons! Yes! He had to have nylons.

Then she went out to the garage and threw his socks into the congealing mess that used to be his underwear. What else…what else?

But that was about it.

She thought about throwing his pants into the machine, and his shirts, but it was a it too early for that. This was going to be fun, and she had to do it carefully, one step at a time, and…she stopped and stared into space.

Oh. My. God. It wasn’t going to be fun, it was fun.

She was getting off on destroying his clothes and setting him up for hers.

Did she want him to be a crossdresser? Did she want to…to transition him?

For a brief moment the thought flared in her: I’m as sick as he is. Then she laughed. Sick or no, this was fun, and…it was making her a wee bit horny.

Now, what else could she do?

Ryan ate his soggy cereal and was totally miserable.

And he was erect and throbbing.

What was up with that?

He remembered having a big, old boner the night previous, when he had first put on his wife’s panties. That had been kinky, but…what was happening to him?

Or, if his wife was correct, what was coming out of him?

He had never worn women’s clothes. Never thought about it. Had even laughed at the idea and made jokes.

He had generally held in disregard such things as transvestism.

But now…look at him!

He look at the tatty robe he was wearing. His dick erupting from between the folds.

Did he actually want to put on women’s clothes?

He sat at the table, spooning the sloppy cereal into hsi mouth and began thinking about it.

He wasn’t, he couldn’t be, one of those soft men. He didn’t want to walk down the so called ‘pink path.’

He was a man, dammit! So he was going to have to take a firm stand, make his wife know that he was more cowboy than cowgirl.

He finished his cereal and felt a little better, though his face was still the color of a fire engine.

He looked at the sink and realized he couldn’t wash the bowl. There were too many dishes there already. He placed his bowl and spoon in the pile and headed for the bedroom.

Lucy was waiting for him, and she had the grandest plan in the world. It was so good she was almost laughing out loud.

She was naked, she lay on the bed with her legs spread, her vibrator in hand.

She heard the rattle of his bowl in the sink, then she knew he was padding down the hallway. She visualized when he was close, and she flicked the vibrator on and jammed it into her crotch.

Ryan stepped into the doorway and froze. Heck, his whole mind went into paralysis. His wife was rubbing her pussy with the big vibrator.

His mouth opened as she groaned and rubbed the head of the vibrator against her clitoris.

His eyes opened as she reached a hand up and began pulling on a nipple. Then she lowered her head and began sucking on her own nipple.

Oh…fuck!

“Oh…yes….yes…”

She had thought she would have to fake an orgasm, but she didn’t. The idea that Ryan was watching, that he was helpless, was making her so horny she almost immediately felt the sexual electricity radiate out from her pussy. Her heart beat harder, she suddenly felt incredibly sexy.

She was fucking herself and her man wasn’t involved. He was forced to just stand there and stare.

Her hips began to hump and she pushed the vibrator onto her pussy harder and harder.

Oh, fuck, she didn’t know it was supposed to be like this. She figured she was going to have to fake it, but suddenly the waves of a gigantic cum washed over her. She arched her back, her eyes rolled back, and she gave a groan that was almost a shout.

Then, as hard and fast as it had come, it was gone. She lay on the bed, gasping for breath and totally satisfied.

Why hadn’t she done this before?

Because her husband’s crossdressing situation hadn’t happened.

Well, now that she knew…her sexual excitement was one more reason to keep him going.

“Lucy?”

She opened her eyes and looked at Ryan. He was red-faced, bonered up, and walking across the room.

“That is so hot!” He reached for her, but she pushed him away.

“I’m done, baby. Besides, that robe doesn’t do it. I want you in full regalia before I fuck you again.”

“But…but that made me so horny.”

“The same way your crossdressing makes me horny.”

He stood there, lusting after his wife’s fantastic body, brought to a fever pitch by what he had just seen. He wanted her in the worst possible way. But he knew she wasn’t going to make love to him. Not today, and now he was worried. Would she on any day?

“About that,” he mumbled, unable to take his eyes off her. “That was an accident. It was a mistake, and I’ll never wear your panties again.”

Her eyes narrowed. He wasn’t going to get off that easy. If he didn’t see the consequences of getting drunk and going to jail…

“I apologize, but…that’s it.”

She came off the bed. She grabbed him by the lapel of her robe with one hand. The other hand went for his dick. She grabbed it and throttled it. Hard.

He gasped and fell to his knees. She was forced to bend with him so she didn’t rip his dick off. She stood over him and shook his lapel and his dick.

“AHHH!”

“Now you listen to me, you fucking bozo. You might have made a mistake, but you’re going to see the consequences of your actions. From here on out you will get no—I repeat, NO!—pussy. And you are not allowed the pleasure of jacking off. Only I can do that. Now, you can think about that while you’re vacuuming and mowing and polishing and doing all the things that you should have been doing for the last month. And you can do it naked…unless you want to wear my panties and bra. And as for this…” she let go of his dick and grabbed her robe with both hands. “It’s mine and I want it back!”

She pulled, and he literally came loose. He was still feeling the effects of his over drinking and he had no balance, and the way she pulled on the material he was spun around and fell out of the robe.

He stared up at her. Then he looked down. His damned traitor dick, of course, was harder than a petrified tree trunk.

She saw where he was looking. “HA! More proof! Now get out of here while I get dressed. Unless you want to get the panties I put in your drawer earlier. But I’m telling you now…if you wear those panties you have to wear the matching bra!”

He started to get to his feet, but she caught him halfway and pushed him with her foot.

“Hey!” he blurted as he fell towards the door.

She pushed him again, and suddenly, without really understanding what was happening, he was going out the door.

Behind him, feeling like a million dollars, a million dollars backed up by gold, Lucy chuckled. The look on his face, his panic, and she had actually managed to manhandle him.

Man, that was a thrill. Like most women she always thought of men as stronger, but now…she had actually forced him out of the room. As if him crossdressing hadn’t made her giddy, she was now officially wet. She could feel the moistness between her thighs. She turned, felt the top of her thighs sliding easily against each other under her natural lubrication, and headed for her dresser.

He might not want to wear women’s underwear, but she sure did.

She dressed slowly. Ryan had disappeared from the doorway after a minute, and she took her time, felt the fabrics as she slid into them, enjoy even the feeling of pulling her bra up over her rather large boobs.

She had manhandled him.

She had no illusions about being able to do that al the time, or to beat him in a wresting match or something, but he had been so surprised, and…and she realized that him having a boner made him weak.

Wasn’t that funny? The symbol of a man’s strength, when aroused, distracted, and that strength suddenly was a weakness. Loss of balance. Loss of coordination.

She was going to have to keep him horny, off balance and distracted. If she could do that, then she could manhandle him again.

She put on a garter and nylons. She didn’t have to go anywhere, but she wanted to look good. She wanted him lusting after her.

But he better not jack off. She frowned. She knew he would. All men did, but if he did he would, in an odd way, get his power back. Without a boner to distract him he would be so strong she couldn’t do as she had done.

Okay. Don’t give him sex. Don’t let him relieve himself. Make him dress in women’s clothes. Heh. That would surely cause him to see that there were consequences to his actions.

She had a broad grin now, showing her white teeth at the vanity mirror, it was fun. It was all so much fun.

Ryan went out to the garage and opened the top of the washing machine. He stared down into a swirl of slushy underpants and coming apart socks.

He picked up a pair of his underpants. What the hell? they were coming apart?

Then he smelled the bleach. Oh, fuck! Lucy had done this…and on purpose!

He dropped the mess. He stood, hands on the edge of the washing machine, and his mind felt as slushy as his underwear.

What was he going to do?

He couldn’t let her do this to him!

He was a man!

Wasn’t he?


PART TWO

Ryan wore nothing.

It was the next day. He had had a full night’s sleep and had eaten. He was recovered, and felt sort of good. Except for the deep humiliation he was suffering. He was so embarrassed it felt like even his bones were blushing.

“I need some clothes,” he said, now feeling somewhat manly. If a little naked.

Lucy smiled at him. “And I’ll go get you some. But you need to clean this house.

Damn. The house was filthy, and it was his fault, so…he was going to have to clean the house.

“I can do some of the things, but I’ve got to have clothes if I’m going to mow the lawn.”

“I’ve got a dress you can borrow,” Lucy giggled.

“And you have to knock that stuff off.”

“What stuff?” she looked at him with big eyes.

“You know…you…ahhh!”

Ryan wasn’t much of a man for nudity. He never walked around naked, and even when he wore a bathrobe he wore underwear underneath.

Now, with his dick sticking out and all his flesh exposed, he was feeling particularly vulnerable. And he really wished his dick would stop poking out and pulsing.

“Honey, we need to talk.”

Ryan groaned. That was his least favorite expression in the whole English language. When Lucy ‘needed to talk’ it meant that he had to listen while she pounded him on the head with her argument.

“Take that look off your face and sit down. I’ll get you a drink.”

A drink? He perked up.

He sat, his boner bobbing and hitting the underside of the table, and she went to the fridge and got out some Coke.

She then put ice cubes in a glass, added some Coke, and topped it off with bourbon. Mmmm.

She put the drink in front of him and sat down.

He sipped and she studied him.

He was naked and aroused, and she was clothed and aroused.

But the real truth was that he was aroused by what he wasn’t getting, sex, and she was aroused by what she wasn’t giving. Sex.

Heaven in a hellish trap. Heh.

“Okay, honey, you’ve been bad. You got drunk, which I don’t care about. Then you got arrested and thrown in jail and I had to come get you. Since you weren’t charged with anything…I still don’t care. Then you ruined my favorite panties. That I care about. Now I’m not going to ask you what compelled you to wear my underwear because we all know that you couldn’t help yourself. But how do we stop you from crossdressing in the future, and ruining all my clothes in the bargain.”

“But that was just a circumstance! I was out of clothes and needed some underwear. It’ll never happen again!”

“If only I could be sure of that, but I’ve been reading up on fetishes on the internet and your particular fetish has no cure and only gets worse.”

“But I don’t have a fetish!”

“Prove it.”

“What?”

“Prove it. Wear my underwear. If you wear my underwear for a month and can then stop, that will be proof.”

“I don’t want to wear your underwear for a month!”

She smiled. “Do you have an erection right now?”

“But I’m naked!”

“And talking about women’s underwear. I rest my case.”

Ryan glugged down the rest of his drink. This was getting out of hand.

“So my wearing underwear is supposed to prove that I can not wear underwear.”

“Exactly.”

“ARGH!” He threw up his hands and walked out of the room.

Days passed. Days in which Ryan went naked, except for her tatty robe, all time.

His cock, of course, was out of control. Not a moment passed when it wasn’t throbbing.

Oh, it went down a little every once in a while, but then…right back up, stronger and stiffer than ever.

“I think I’m priapic,” he said at one point.

Which made Lucy very happy.

And Lucy did her part to keep it stiff. Now she had unfettered access to his groin at all hours, and she made the most of it.

Ryan would be dusting the chandelier and she would come up behind him, reach around him, and grab his weenie.

“Oh!” He almost fell off the chair, stumbling and getting the floor as quick as he could.

She would kiss him, stroke him, grab his buns and pull his cock tight up against her fully clothed body.

He was horny, he couldn’t say no, he couldn’t struggle, he was just fucking desperate.

Then she would let go and saunter off, leaving him holding himself up with a hand on the table. His cock near purple and dripping. All he could think about was sex, putting his peeny in her.

He had blue balls, and was amazed to find out that his balls actually did turn blue. Actually, more purple.

He could’t sleep at night. He lay with a hard dick poking towards the ceiling, trying to rest. If he did manage to sleep he would be woken a short time later by his surging penis.

Lucy, of course, loved it.

She read on the internet how men loved the NMCF scene, were trapped by their own lust, humiliated and loving it.

And it was a mark of his infatuation: the more he walked around naked the more he stared at her. Imagined her. Wanted her.

After a week the house was clean. He was done, and now had nothing to do.

“You should mow the lawn,” Lucy suggested.

“I need clothes for that.”

“You can do the backyard, you can clean the pool.”

So the backyard started looking good, and Lucy realized something: The more she denied him the more energy he had.

But, it was all going to come to an end, and she knew it. There was no way Ryan could keep this up, getting hornier and hornier, without masturbating. No matter what he said, no matter how much she told him not to, it was only a matter of time.

At first she thought the trick was going to be in catching him. Then she realized it didn’t matter if she caught him. If he was suddenly limp, if he stopped gazing at her with lust in his heart, then he had jacked off.

So she waited, and she made plans.

It took two weeks. Two weeks of him running around the house naked. Two weeks of intercepting Amazon shipments of clothes. Two weeks of his bouncing, bobbing Coke, of her fondling it and sucking it and bringing him to the edge.

Ryan was in the backyard cleaning the pool. The hedges were trimmed, the bit of lawn was spiffy, there were no weeds, and he was scooping leaves out of the pool. When he was done he jumped into the pool.

He hung on the side of the pool for a while. He swam back and forth feeling the currents of water sliding past his erect penis. He lay with his feet on the edge, face up and floating, and his cock pointing towards the sun.

Nobody was home. His cock was erect. Lucy had gone out for groceries. Nobody home.

His penis felt so delicious, just poking up at the sun.

He reached down and touched it.

Oh, fuck!

It throbbed in time with the blood pulsing to his brain. He was desperate.

He held it.

Mmm.

He stroked it.

How long since he had cum?

His wife had been at her mother’s for a month, it had been two weeks since she got back, six weeks!

Fuck, he needed relief. He needed to rid himself of his load. If he didn’t he felt sure that he might have medical problems. Get stopped up, never be able to cum again.

He built this scenario up and stroked harder. And faster.

He felt his full balls bouncing against his flesh. They ached with the need to empty. All that semen stored up…it couldn’t be good. Had to be bad.

He reached down with both hands now, one hand stroking his cock, the other hand feeling his balls and squeezing them.

On the surface of his mind he was just telling himself he was going to play a little, then let go. In the depths of his mind, however, he was a gone goose.

He knew.

He needed.

With a groan he suddenly arched in the water. The sperm shot up the shaft and spurted into the air. After six weeks without release he was full up and ready. Huge globs fell on his chest.

His head dipped under the water, and he tried to not breath in water, but it went up his nose. Gasping, choking, he flailed about, and the orgasm was short changed.

Still, that first pulse. that was good.

He rolled over, swam, and washed himself off.

And smiled.

And didn’t feel a bit of guilt.

Yet.

Lucy knew, as soon as she saw him, what he had done.

He was sitting in a chair, relaxed, no urgency, watching a game on TV. He looked up and smiled. “Hi, honey.” And went back to the game.

“Where are the Kardashians? You know I want the TV always on the Kardashians, at least until you start wearing the proper underwear.”

“Yeah, about that. Have you been intercepting my clothes from Amazon?”

She sighed. Okay. He wanted to play it that way. And she said the words he dreaded to hear, “Honey, we have to talk.”

He was so relaxed and drained that he didn’t even mind that. He got up and sauntered into the kitchen. He sat down at the kitchen table.

Lucy poured him a drink and sat down opposite him. “You jacked off.”

Instant guilt. “Well, uh…I…”

“You know you’re not supposed to jack off unless I’m there. We do it together, or at least I watch, and that’s the rule.”

“But I was so horny…” he started to whine.

She put her hand up.

She poured him another drink. She poured herself some Coke so she could drink with him. This might take some time.

“Being horny doesn’t justify pleasuring yourself without me.”

“But you jack off!”

“I jill off, and that’s different. Women are different. We don’t cum as much, so we do it as we can. But you…you just wasted our semen.”

“What do you mean ‘our semen?’”

“Community property. That includes all sperm.”

“That…that’s bullshit!”

“That’s the law…” she poured him another drink.

As he sipped she continued. “You won’t take responsibility for being a drunken lout who gets arrested. You wear my panties…”

“That was two weeks ago! Don’t you ever forget?”

“How can I forget that you have a problem, an addiction to women’s underwear!”

“But I haven’t worn any underwear for two weeks, doesn’t that prove that I’m not addicted?”

“Your addiction runs deep. If you want to prove that you aren’t a crossdresser then wear my clothes for a month, then put them aside. That should satisfy any urges you have, and you will be done!”

“That’s bullshit!”

They weren’t yelling, but they were each talking forcefully, trying to make their point.

But the truth was that Ryan wasn’t yelling because Lucy wasn’t turning up the heat. She was speaking forcefully, but calmly, so he didn’t have anything to react to.

“And now you’re masturbating! Cheating on me! Wasting our semen! Semen that should rightfully be conserved and placed in the proper receptacle.”

“Your pussy being the proper receptacle.”

“Exactly!”

“But I haven’t seen your pussy for over six weeks! How can I ‘deposit’ my semen—“

“Our semen.”

“Whosever’s semen in your cunt?”

“You can fuck me when you are properly dressed!”

She poured him another drink.

She was giving him the drinks fast now. And he was starting to feel it. His eyes were wild and he slurred a couple of words, but he still had a ways to go.

“Properly dressed means wearing your panties—“

“And bra and garter and nylons and maybe even a dress.”

“What?”

“And full make up, and your hair is long enough to style now.”

“I’m not going to do all that!”

“Then you’re going to be a man who has to jack off instead of using his wife’s wonderful pussy. And since you’re not allowed to jack off…” She shrugged.

He stared at her. His eyes were a little dazed. He was almost there.

“I will jack off. If you’re going to deny me spouseful rights, then I have to jack off. I need to relieve myself. I need to shoot the juice, Bruce.”

“Okay. You’re right.”

Everything stopped. He stared at her. “I am?”

“Of course you are, honey. Let’s go make love.”

He stood up. Swayed. Grinned. “I’m right. That’s the first time that has ever happened.”

She smiled, “Let me make you a drink, first.

A glass, an ice cube, and the the rest of the drink was pure bourbon. He was drunk enough not to perceive what  she was doing.

He sipped the drink as he walked down the hallway, her arm around his waist to steady him.

“Sit down, honey.”

He sat on the bed and sipped the pure bourbon. He was happy. He had won an argument. He was going to get laid.

Lucy went to the dresser and faced away from him. She knew he would be staring at her body, he hadn’t really seen it in over six weeks. She set up her cell phone so it captured the bed, and turned the video record on.

She turned and grinned, and disrobed. She took off her blouse, and Ryan started hooting. He was  like a drunk at a nudey bar.

She slipped out of her skirt, and he gazed fondly at her round hips, her thin waist. Those big boobs bulging out of her bra.

She took off her panties, and he stared at the little landing strip.

“Oh, fuck! he gushed.

And she took off her bra.

He stared, stunned into silence, nothing but appreciation for her perfect cones, those amazingly large nipples, so erect and ready.

“Come ’ere,” he blurted, losing a bit of his ability to speak.

She came, and he put his mouth on a nipple, and hand on her pussy, his other hand on her other breast.

“Oh…” Lucy wheezed. Fuck! This was good. She had been jacking off, but that doesn’t cut it. That’s just a stopgap. She needed the real deal. She needed cock. Lots of cock. Big cock. She needed Ryan’s cock.

She pushed him back and he fell easily.

She clambered up on him and sank down on his dick.

“Oh, yeah,” he gasped.

It felt so good, his hard shaft poking up through her so sensitive flesh.

She moved her hips in a circle and he groaned. Then she tilted back and forth, and he grabbed her tits and squeezed.

Damn! That almost put her over the edge right then!

She kissed him, pressed her mouth to his and chewed on his lips.

He was drunk, and she wasn’t fond of kissing a drunk, but right then she was so damned horny, finally getting the real thing after weeks of fake dicks…she reached down and played with his balls.

Ryan wanted to cum. He was desperate to cum. After weeks of being naked, of being teased, of being sucked until he was on edge then left high and dry…he was ready.

Unfortunately, he had already cum. He had jacked off.

But that didn’t mean he didn’t keep trying. He tried even harder. Desperate, grunting, rutting like a rabbit in a bunny whorehouse.

Lucy began to cum. And cum…and cum…and cum.

It was rare for her to have multiple orgasms, but the situation, the incredibly horny scene she had been playing these last weeks, she came harder…and harder…and harder.

Finally, she pushed him off her. “Fuck! Enough!”

“But I didn’t cum!” he wailed.

“That’s because you’re a hopeless masturbator.”

“I am?”

“Oh, honey. You’re a hopeless pervert. You wear women’s clothes, and you jack off…what are we to do with you?”

“Well, I…I don’t…”

And here it was, the moment of truth, the pinnacle of Lucy’s little plot.

She had thought she was going to have to get the video, say something and have him repeat after her. He was certainly drunk enough.

But she didn’t have to. He was so drunk he fell into her trap almost without prompting. It made her wonder, in the months and years afterwards, whether her husband had a sense of what she was doing, and wanted what she was going to propose.

She would wonder if all men felt that way.

She whispered into his ear, “If only we had a chastity device. Then we could be sure that you wouldn’t cheat.” Then she sat back so he would have to speak louder. The video would pick up his words, but not hers.

“Oh, yeah,” he burbled, drunk as a skunk and responding like a drunk might. “I need a chastity tube. I’d love to have a chastity tube. Lock my cock up and never let it get hard.”

And she wondered if maybe he was being sarcastic, too.

But there was no way to tell.

“I’ve got a chastity tube. Would you like me to put it on you?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Then his eyes started to close. He went to sleep—well, passed out—and his dick began to shrink. And shrink and shrink.

Lucy smiled, went to get the chastity tube she had bought. She placed it on his now limp cock and locked it. And thought what a pity it was that he didn’t hear that wonderful, little ‘click.’

Then, the video still recording, she gave him a subtle shake, then she pinched his ear, hard, and he came to. Just momentarily, it was long enough.

“I put your chastity tube on, honey. Doesn’t that make you happy?”

“Oh…yeah. Yeah. Good, old chastity.”

Then, in his last moment of awareness, she pushed it. She asked, “I bet you can’t wait to wear my underwear.”

“Yeah…yeah.”

“And we can get you breast forms so you have real tits.”

“Yeah. Tits. Real tits.” he looked at her chest in a dazed manner. “Like yours.”

“Like mine.” she paused as he lolled about. “Would you like implants? Breast implants?”

“Oh, yeah.”

And he slept.

Lucy went to her cell and stopped the recording. Perfect. And she wouldn’t even need to edit.

A few hours later Ryan awoke, and Lucy heard his scream right away.

“What the fuck? What the fuck!”

The neighbors could have heard him.

Lucy kept her face straight and listened to the stomp of his footsteps through the house.

“What the fuck is this?”

Ryan stood in the doorway to the living room. He was holding his encased package up and glaring at her.

Lucy took her time, putting down her magazine, staring, frowning, then, “It’s what you asked for.”

“I didn’t ask for my cock to be locked up? Where’s the fucking keys?”

Lucy picked up her cell phone and turned it towards him.

Ryan’s jaw dropped, inch by inch, as he saw himself ask for chastity so he could  stop masturbating.

“But…I didn’t…” he stared at her. “You got me drunk and made me say that.”

“That’s not what everybody on Facebutt will say.”

“Face…fuck! You are not putting it on Facebutt!”

“Not if you get with the program and prove you’re not a crossdresser.”

Ryan was beside himself. He was at the ‘bash himself in the face and pull his hair out’ stage.

“You can’…you can’t…you can’t…” he turned around and walked into the kitchen. He stopped chanting and stared at the whiskey bottle.

Lucy wondered if she had pushed him too far, but he sighed and just stood there. He spoke in a very low tone of voice. “What do you want me to do?”

“Come on, honey. I’ll help you.”

She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. He fellowed with bowed head. His thoughts were shattered. He didn’t know what to do…except to follow her instructions.

She coated him with Nair, talked softly to him, handled his cage, and after fifteen minutes she pushed him into the shower.

Ryan was so broken he just stared at the drain as his hair washed away.

She pulled him out and toweled him off, then handed him a pair of thongs.

He pulled them on and tucked his package into the little, non-existent pouch. Oddly, being in a cage made it fit in better. But he did have to pull it up tight, which made the little string rub against his button in the sweetest manner.

All the time he kept whispering a curse….wait a few seconds…another curse.

She handed him a bra, and when he had trouble putting it on she showed him how to fasten in front, slide it around his mid section, and flip it up.

“This is stupid,” he said. “I don’t have any tits, so why should I wear this.”

He might as well have been talking to himself.

Lucy just smiled and slipped a couple of breast forms into his bra.

She was wet. She had won, she had bullied her husband and won, and it wasn’t bad. It especially wasn’t bad because his cock was trying to get hard in the cage. He kept grabbing it, shaking it, then dropping it.

She put garters on him, then rolled nylons up his stems.

His legs were sleek looking. His slenderness made his figure look very feminine, especially with the big, fake boobs.

“We’ll take it easy this first time,” she said. Here’s a simple skirt.

The skirt was short, just to the knees, and made of thin, material with white birds floating on the blue surface.

She put a blouse on him, then began brushing his hair.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

“What is crazy is that you make a better woman than I do.”

That was actually true. Oh, he needed the make up and stuff, but as she fashioned his hair, put it in a modern style, he did look pretty damn sexy.

“Bullshit.”

“No shit. You want to get out of this mess?”

He looked at her hopefully.

“Let me take you to dinner.”

“Dinner? One dinner?”

“One expensive dinner, maybe Charley Coyote’s. We can drink and dance, then we can come home and I’ll fuck you.”

His eyes lit up.

Solution.

One dinner.

Drinks.

He said, “You pay.”

She smiled. Hook, line and sinker. Heh.

“I’ll pay. But if you don’t want to be mistaken for a man you’re going to have to let me put full make up on you.”

He calculated, and he nodded.

“With fingernails and pierced ears.”

His eyes opened up.

“The holes will close as soon as you take the earrings out. That’s my price.”

He watched her, considered, and, finally, nodded. “Okay.”

Lucy felt so wet and warm, she actually thought she was going to have an orgasm. She had never thought, in a million years, she would feel this horny about anything.

Ryan’s face was already a bit soft, and she made it softer. She colored his eyes a light dusky color, she painted his lips as red as his fingernails.

She let him wear flats. She was going to wear her highest spikes and tower over him. Oh, be still my aching vagina.

He drove, and she watched him from the passenger seat.

He was beautiful. He was gorgeous. If he had asked her to drive home and fuck she would have gone for it. She was that wet.

Charlie Coyote’s was the same as when he and Binnie had gone there. This time, however, they went out to the patio and started ordering drinks.

Jose, the waiter, kept them in alcohol, and they ordered steaks and dug in.

Lucy watched Ryan. She gave him tips on how to eat and drink without losing too much lipstick. She schooled him on how to handle utensils with long, fake nails.

Midway through the meal, getting a little drunk, Ryan had the realization: this is fun.

That was a shock to him. That blew him away. How could he be having fun dressed like a woman? And, for the first time, it seeped into his cranium what Lucy had been telling him the whole time. Was he really a crossdresser at heart? Was he doing this, enjoying this, because of some subconscious motivation.

They finished their meal and Lucy took him into the women’s room to repair him. Other women passed by and didn’t give them so much as a nod.

Ryan’s cock was hard inside his cage, as hard as it could be. It was a little painful, but at this point he was translating everything into sex.             

As they came out of the bathroom Lucy asked, “Do you still doubt?”

He was silent.

“I can prove it,” she said.

“How?”

“Let’s have a couple of more drinks and I’ll take you home and show you.”

They drank, they danced, and she held him like a man holds a woman and controlled him.

His eyes were wide. He felt his cock talking. What was happening to him?

They entered the house and Lucy led him back to the bedroom.

Ryan was silent. And he was fair drunk.

He had been tossed in jail for being drunk, but now being drunk was looking good. Things were happening to him.

“Do you like it?”

“What?”

“Everything. Being a woman. Wearing sexy clothes.” She kissed his red lips tenderly. She kissed him from her high heeled platform, bending his head back, making him feel like the lower person, the submissive person.

He could hardly breath. the world was spinning, and she said, “I’m going to fuck you.”

There was more to her words and he tried to figure it out.

“I’m going to fuck you like a man fucks a woman. I’ve got a strap on and I’m going to open you up. When I’m done you’re never going to want to be a man again.”

Breathless. Stunned. And…he gave a nod.

Lucy put on the strap on. The cock was eight inches, big veined, and black.

Ryan stared at it. “You’re going to put that in me?”

“Eventually. But we have to warm you up, first.”

She took him to the bed and bent him over it. She lifted his dress and pulled down his thong. There it was, his brown button, the thing that men loved to have penetrated. Their own little, man pussy.

He was just drunk enough not to be scared, and he gasped as she rubbed lube into his hole.

“Feels good, eh?”

She reamed him with two fingers, spreading the lube out, pushing it in, turning him on more and more.

He grunted and nodded. There was so much pleasure back there. There was more pleasure in having his hole played with than with his dick being played with.

Three fingers, and he was relaxing more and more. He closed his eyes and sighed, which sigh became a moan.

Lucy smiled. Four fingers. He was open enough. He was relaxed enough.

She took her fingers out of him and put her cock to the button. She gently inserted.

Ryan flattened out against the bed. In spite of her taking her time with him it still hurt a little, then she was in, and he was in a state of wonder.

“Oh…my God!”

Lucy smiled and began screwing him. She went forward, angling her dick to press against the prostate, then angling the other way to saw on it on the way out.

He gasped and pushed his hips up a little, tried to get more sensation, to take more dick inside him.

“I want you to get real tits. Hormones, implants…I want you to get it all.”

He gulped, but couldn’t speak, the pleasure was too great. At this point, feeling what he was feeling, he couldn’t object.

Lucy was enraptured by the possibilities of what she could do. Words flowed out of her without thinking. “Just think how it will feel to have your own boobs, bigger than mine. The hormones will make your dick shrink, but I’ll fuck your ass whenever you want it.”

She was pounding into him now, relentless, opening him up. His chastity tube was dangling and banging around between his legs. She reached down and grabbed it and pushed her dick to the hilt.

“And sometimes I’ll want you to use the strap on on me. And if I really need a big dick, I can get a boyfriend.”

He didn’t care. He just wanted a resolution to the hot burning in his hole. His balls felt full, but his cock wasn’t hard. Yet he felt like an orgasm was coming.

“Maybe I’ll let my boyfriends fuck you.”

“AHHHHH!” It was way different than a male orgasm. It was a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm, and it was more female than a dick orgasm.

“AHHH!”

It felt like his dick was exploding as little dribbles of sperm came out of the head. She felt the liquid in her hands and she pumped him a few more times.

He wasn’t cumming a lot, the orgasm was centered in his ass, but he was getting some sperm out.

“AHHHH!”

She slowed down. He was done. His dick was still dribbling, but she could feel that he was done. There was no more pushing of his ass. No more grunting. He was relaxing.

“Okay, honey. You’ve been emptied. Drained. I’m going to pull out now.”

He didn’t want her to. He wanted her to stay in, to keep giving him pleasure.

But she pulled out slowly and kissed him gently. Then she helped him crawl into bed where he went to sleep.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


Scared of Girls?

Feminization is the cure!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Rod Parker was a horn dog. He knew it, and he knew his friends, few though they were, knew it. He went out with a few girls, but they must have figured it out fairly quicky, because they never went out with him again.

He thought it was grossly unfair.

Here he was, a handsome fellow, maybe a bit thin, and maybe his face was a bit soft, but he was handsome and he treated women right, and…why wouldn’t they go out with him?

But, no. Once people found out he was horny all the time they didn’t want to be around him.

‘Sorry, Rod. But I want to go out with somebody who’s not obsessed with sex.’ That was what they had to be thinking in their minds when they refused him.

So he lived a lonely life. A one room apartment, a good car (because he didn’t spend much money on women), and lots of nights spent in front of the computer watching porn.

But what’s a guy to do when the world rejects him?

And his life would have continued in that vein except that one day he heard a noise under his apartment. Doors opening and closing, voices, laughter.

But that apartment had been empty all summer! The student who had rented it had graduated and gone home.

Rod stopped lusting after Lisa Ann and stroking his meat and pulled up the computer’s calendar. Holy fuck! It was September already! How could that be? Just a few days before school had ended and the apartment had gone empty and…had he really spent the whole summer doing nothing but watching porn and jerking off?

Stunned, he realized that he had.

He pushed back from the computer, yawned, realized that he was going to have to do something. He couldn’t spend his whole life locked into the computer searching for a sexual thrill. Could he?

Unfortunately, he probably could. The way his love life was going, the way girls looked at him after they found out what a horn dog he was…crap!

He got up and went to the fridge. He took out a Coke and opened it, sipped. He put his nose to his armpits and sniffed. Gah! He needed a shower. He had been so locked into the internet porn show he couldn’t remember the last time he had washed.

Heck, he could have headed down to the community pool and jumped in. That was good enough for a shower, but…his train of thought was interrupted by motion outside his window, down below on the back parking lot.

He moved to the window and looked out.

Old Mrs. Grinstead was showing the new tenant the parking and dumpster arrangements.

Old Mrs. Grinstead was an ancient wreck of a woman. Two chins, a cane, a sizable butt that waddled so much she could actually touch both sides of the hallway downstairs.

The girls she was showing the apartment to, however, were WOW!

They both had nice, large, sizable, suckable bosoms. One was blonde and giggled. The other was brunette and laughed delightedly.

Freshman, no doubt.

The blonde was wearing shorts and a cut off sweat shirt that showed a narrow waist and accentuated her boobs.

The blond was wearing a skirt and a halter top.

And it was a toss up as to which one was the more well endowed.

Rod stayed back so they couldn’t see them. His pecker was hanging out, he hadn’t bothered to zip up after stroking to Lisa Ann, and he started stroking it again. His imagination began running, and he could see himself with the blonde, down between her legs, eating voraciously. Or maybe the brunette, her spanking his balls while he sucked on her beautiful knockers.

Or, heck, both of them together, with him tied down as they made love on top of him, stopping their Lesbian scissoring only to slide their delicious pussies over his hunk of burning love manhood, and…he moved back further. Mrs. Grinstead was pointing up at his window.

He watched, wondering what she was saying, then she laughed and the girls giggled and they all peered up at him.

They couldn’t see him, but it felt like they could, and it looked like they were laughing at him.

He could imagine Mrs. Grinstead talking about him. ‘Oh, he’s a horn dog. Don’t bother with him!’

He almost sobbed with the embarrassment.

Then Mrs. Grinstead and the two girls moved towards the building, out of sight, and a minute later he heard them in the apartment again.

The sound of the toilet flushing.

The sound of the garbage disposal.

They were kicking all the tires and slamming the doors.

Then the front door closed and it was silent.

And Rod had an idea.

He ran out into the hallway and sprinted to the front of the building. Mrs. Grinstead was walking down the walk towards the front office. The two girls got into an old VW bug and drove down the street.

He smiled, and ran for his apartment.

The former tenant, Billy Thorn, had once given him a key. He was going home for a week and wanted somebody to water his plants and feed his gold fish.

Rod had tried to tend to the plants and goldfish daily, but the porn had eventually got to him and the goldfish died.

But the point of all this was that he still had the key to the apartment.

And there were going to be nekkid girls down there!

Rod found the key and ran down to the apartment. He knocked. He opened. It was empty.

He ran upstairs and got out his Black and Decker 12 volt power drill.

He went to the corners of his bedroom and drilled a tiny hole in the corner.

He drilled another hole for the other bedroom, and then for the living room.

He ran downstairs, swept up the little bit of sawdust that had dropped from the ceiling, and ran back upstairs.

The summer before he had worked for an electronics store. During which time the owner had decided to throw out a half dozen pin hole cameras. Customers had brought them back, he couldn’t restock them, so into the trash they went.

And out of the trash and into Rod’s pockets.

Pinhole cameras. Teensy weensy. And wireless. They would hook right up to his computer.

Rod fed the little wires into the holes he had drilled.

The apartment below was still empty, so he went down and checked the cameras. They were just dots on the ceiling, You could look directly at them and think they were nothing.

He made sure they were perfectly flush with the ceiling, then went upstairs and wrapped duc tape around the wires to keep in place. Then he ran back upstairs to his apartment. And this time he was just in time. As he ran up the stairs the sound of a Volkswagen bug and a cargo van could be heard on the street.

He looked out the front window. Yep. The girls were back.

He chortled as he closed his apartment door. He laughed as powered up his computer. He felt like dancing on the ceiling as he connected the cameras to his computer.

He watched as the girls entered the apartment. Moved furniture in. Unpacked boxes. Put dishes in the cupboard.

Then they were gone.

He was so excited by his cleverness that he took a shower. And, of course, pleasured himself.

He was going to have a whole year, and maybe longer, of watching real, live girls. Girls in their natural habitat. Giggling and putting on make up.

Then he squirmed. He didn’t want them to have boyfriends. Already he was thinking of them as his. He wanted them to remain pure and unsullied.

They couldn’t have boyfriends! Could they?

The girls came back and brought in bags of groceries. He watched as they put the Raisin Bran on top of the fridge. He stared as they put milk inside the refrigerator. He could almost read the labels on the cans they put in the cupboard, the cameras were that good.

All afternoon he watched the girls, and he fell in love, and he wanted to spend the rest of his life just watching them.

Watching them undress, brush their teeth, shower, put on their clothes…their dainty underthings.

He sighed, and, the oddest thing…he didn’t have a boner.

But he always had a boner!

But the truth was that, for the first time in his horny life, he was experiencing a pure love.

Look…but don’t touch.

Watch…but that’s all.

The days passed, the weeks passed.

Instead of watching porn Rod would watch his neighbors. Hour after hour. Sometimes nothing would happen. He would watch them eat their breakfast, he would watch them watch TV. He would watch them go to and from classes and study.

He would sometimes awake in the middle of the night and watch them sleep.

The blonde was Cynthia. She was a farm girl from Iowa. Gorgeous with a pert personality that made everybody smile.

The brunette was Chloe. She was from Omaha. She was subtle, a jokester at heart, but gentle with people.

Interestingly, though he probably spent more time watching the girls than he had ever spent watching porn, Rod’s own grades began coming up.

Pre-‘The Girls’ his grades were just managing to skate by. A month in and he had passed tests and it looked like he might get up to a C average.

After The Girls he found that though he was obsessed, he wasn’t out of control. When they ate breakfast he would eat his own cereal. When they drank wine and chatted he would sip a Coke and lean forward and listen to them. and watch them. When they studied…he would lay his books out in front of the computer and study, too.

In short, though he was the perv, they were a good influence on him.

The weeks passed, the months passed.

By Christmas he was definitely a C, and it was looking like he might actually be a on line for a B.

He started keeping a journal.

He would listen to them discuss something, list the points of their discussion, then, like a father—well, more like a helpful brother—he would offer advice, his own opinion.

And his own opinion being aware of how males would act, was frequently good.

When they came to the same conclusions as he did he rejoiced. When they chose another path he would almost cry.

Didn’t they understand?

But, they didn’t.

They had visitors. A lot of females, fellow students, and they would have little coffee chats and discuss fashion and boys and classes and boys and work and boys.

Each of the girls had a job. Cynthia worked at a pizza parlor. She would come home and he would imagine her smelling like dough.

In his mind he would lick her fair skin clean. Burrow his head into her pussy. Give her hours of joy.

Chloe worked in a warehouse. She would come home and he would imagine her smelling of forklift fumes. He would give her a bath, wash her body, her hair, and then take her to bed where they would snuggle under the blankets for hours.

And they had boy visitors. He called them boys because he could see they were just horny, little boys. Grinning and trying to be clever as they tried to get into The Girls’ pants.

He hated the boys, and rejoiced when The Girls put them off.

And he about died when a boy would spend the night.

Didn’t the girls see what he saw?

He wanted to tell them, to run down the stairs and pound on their door and scream at them that Joe was a jacker, Henry was a creep, Billy looked at their backside in a lewd manner when they weren’t facing him.

And he knew because he had been them. These were the boys who spent time watching porn and jacking off.

But, of course, he could say nothing. He could only watch and groan…and occasionally cry.

Yes. His was a love that was pure.

And it was a trap of his own devise.

They went home for Christmas break.

He watched them load up their bug and drive down the street, and he sorrowed for his lost hours. He wanted to watch over them. He wanted to guide them. He wanted to live and suffer with them. But not love with them.

He was pure, too pure, and he didn’t understand that he was manifesting a fear.

He visited their apartment while they were gone. He walked through the apartment, examined their clothes, their dainty underthings. He imagined what it would be like to be the slip that lay upon the warm skin. He wondered what it would be like to wear their lipstick.

He went back upstairs and cried.

He knew that he was bad, what he was doing was wrong. He was a pervert, a creep, and he could never deserve The Girls.

He pined for them to come home. He wrote about his feelings in his diary.

One day in January, the semester having started, Rod went to the mail box. It was one of several rows of boxes, and he fiddled with the key and opened the door and peered in.

Junk mail. Not even a bill. He closed the door and—

“Hi.” Cynthia had come up and was opening their box.

“Uh…”

He was terrified, and kept a calm face. She must never know, they must never know, that he watched over them.

“Funny we haven’t met, but I’m Cynthia and we live…” she looked at his box, “Oh, gosh. We live right below you. I hope we haven’t made too much noise.

“Uh…no.” Was his face red? Would she notice?

She stared him, staring at her. “You’re one of the silent types, aren’t you?”

“Uh…I don’t…I guess.”

“Well, don’t worry.” She linked her arm in his! She was walking him back to the apartment! He could feel her warmth, her breast was actually touching his arm! He felt faint! “I know that some people aren’t talkers like my roommate and I.”

He smiled, a rictus of panic, hoping she didn’t perceive the lock of his facial muscles.

“We’ll have to get acquainted. You’ll have to come down and see us.”

She chattered a bit more, seemed unaware that he was dying a slow death, and they arrived at their apartment house.

“Well, see ya,” and she headed down the hall, leaving him to mount the steps.

His arm felt like it was glowing. He was afraid to move it, to move away from the way she had touched him. His heart was pounding.

And, thank God she hadn’t noticed his cock pressing his jeans out.

He moved up the stairs in a dream. He entered the apartment and sat down at his computer and called up The Girls feed.

“Hey, Chloe, I met the guy who lived upstairs.”

“Really?” Chloe was wearing pajamas. “What’s he like?”

“He’s nice, but I don’t think I’ve ever met anybody so shy. He was actually blushing just from me saying hi.”

“So you grabbed his cock and had a quickie?”

“Girl, you are so-o-o-o bad!” She threw a couch pillow at Chloe, and the fight was on.

Rod stared at the screen, still dazed, as the girls fought and laughed and rolled about. Then he wrote about The Great Mailbox Encounter in his journal. And how he loved how free the girls were, wrestling and laughing and joking.

When he was done he put his head down and sobbed.

January passed, and February. Talk of Christmas gone became talk of Spring Break.

The Girls studied, made plans, and spring sprang. Well, March trudged through and the first shoots of greenery assaulted the world.

Rod was on line for an A average. He couldn’t believe it. he was starting to understand his subjects. He watched the girls outlining their study plans, and when they studied, he studied, and he was gaining more and more confidence. In studies. Not in The Girls.

Of The Girls he was still terrified.

And made note of that terror in his little book.

His little book was not big, but it was succinct. And it detailed how he felt, his love for the girls and how they made him a better person.

He wished he could be like them.

The pages had little warp drops caused by tears.

Spring Break came and went, and now the big study was for finals.

Rod was definitely on track for an A average. He couldn’t believe it. He wanted to run downstairs and thank The Girls.

Of course, he couldn’t.

And that was when Axel Blaze made his appearance.

Rod didn’t think that was his real name, and he wasn’t a nice fellow. A little too much grease in his hair. A subtle way of bullying people without them realizing it. A sly way of looking at girls. His eyes judging their flesh and canceling out their spirit.

But, as is so often, girls are fooled by The Bad Boy. They think he is cute, and they don’t see his way of fabricating, misleading, hiding his true persona.

Rod saw him for what he was at the first glance. And his opinion was backed up when he watched Axel go through Cynthia’s purse.

He didn’t take anything, but he did something with her keys. It would be a while before anybody realized that he had made a clay impression of her house key.

Axel grinned in a slimy way and visited the girls often.

When they weren’t looking he checked out the apartment, walked over to a screen and examined it. Looked for security measures. Felt the doorknobs, and Rod felt sure he was wondering if The Girls locked their bedrooms at night.

The Girls talked about Axel. They giggled and considered him as viable fodder in their daily search for boys.

He wanted to scream at them. To warn them. And he wrote of his concerns in his diary.

But there was no way to warn The Girls. Not without exposing himself. And the thought of that was impossible.

Without The Girls he would have no life.

May Fifth fell on a Monday, and after school there was much partying. It was Cinqo de Mayo, a Mexican holiday, but college kids party on any holiday.

That day students wore serape’s, and the liquor stores experienced a run on Tequila, and the party started.

There was a small party underneath Rod. The Girls invited a half a dozen friends over and poured libations. “To the Battle of Puebla!” they shouted, toasting the Mexican victory over the French.

The liquor in the bottles disappeared, slid down throats and erupted in happiness and the wonderful stupidity of being drunk.

Rod watched from above. He wanted to be down there, but he couldn't be. He was a creep. A pervert, and he knew it.

He was a horn dog, and the girls of the world were not for him.

And the night passed with him sipping Coke and wondering what would happen to him.

He would never marry. He would live a sad life of frustration, knowing he wasn’t good enough.

He made a few notes in his journal, but stopped. His hand was shaking and he wanted everything to be neat in his sacred tome.

The noise died down.

People left.

Cynthia and Chloe talked for a while. They turned out the lights and watched TV for a while. Then they went to bed.

Rod sat in front of the computer. His notebook was open, his heart was crying, and just when he was about to shut the computer down he stopped.

Below him, in the silent apartment of The Girls, the front door opened.

Rod half stood up. Maybe The Girls had left the door open…but, no. He had seen them lock it.

The figure was dressed in black. He was wearing a black ski mask. He held a key, which would turn out to be hand carved from an impression in a chunk of clay.

He walked like a cat, making no noise. Rod could feel that the intruder was hardly breathing.

Rod was standing now, his chair pushed back, his hands in fists.

“No!” he said.

But he was a silent fellow. He rarely spoke. He didn’t yell.

The black shape underneath him looked into Chloe’s room.

Rod could see him from the spy cam in the living room, and from the spy cam in Chloe’s bedroom.

“No!” He was afraid. He didn’t want to wake The Girls! He couldn’t wake The Girls! Nobody must know about him!

The intruder moved to Cynthia’s room.

Rod watched him. He watched him take out a length of rope.

“No!” He had to do something. He had to! but he couldn’t. nobody must find out…but The Girls…he had to…

He watched as the intruder crossed Cynthia’s room.

Sat on her back.

She awoke and his body weight stopped her from screaming. He began tying her hands.

No! echoed in his mind as Rod ran across the room, opened his door and went down the stairs.

No! he was crying as he turned the corner and headed for The Girl’s front door.

No! The front door was ajar, probably for a quick get away.

In spite of the struggles on Cynthia’s bed Chloe hadn’t woken up. she had had too much to drink.

Rod ran across the living room, into Cynthia’s bedroom, and launched himself at the invader.

Rod had a momentary advantage, he punched and punched, but the other fellow was strong.

He managed to get Rod off him, flipped him over, and he punched Rod. Again and again, and then he stopped and fell on Rod.

Rod was hurting. He wasn’t much of a fighter, and in spite of the first advantage, he was beaten and bruised.

He managed to push the man’s body off him and he sat up.

Chloe was standing there with a broken vase in hand.

Cynthia was underneath him, crying.

“It’s okay,” Rod said. He undid Cynthia’s bonds and used the rope to tie the attacker’s wrists, then his feet. The girls were crying, holding each other. “I saw him…he was going to…”

He took the man’s mask off. Axel Blaze.

In that moment The Girls lost all illusions concerning bad boys.

And they stared at Rod in a most disconcerting manner.

The police came.

Axel groaned and came awake, and the police called an ambulance. Axel wasn’t hurt, but that was the procedure.

Rod was hurt. He had bruises on his face, his ear was swollen, he had a cut lip that was swelling rapidly.

He sat on the couch and talked to the police while the medics worked on him. Chloe was sitting in a kitchen chair listening to his story. Cynthia had gone outside to talk to the cops.

“I heard noises from upstairs. I came down and found the door open. Then this guy came out of the room. He beat me up pretty good.”

“You did fine, son.” The cop smiled. He looked at Chloe. “You got a hero on your hands. The guy who broke in was bigger than him, and…” he turned back to Rod. “You did all right.”

Chloe started to say something, but stopped.

Cynthia re-entered the apartment.

Rod finished his tale and the police were done with him. The medics were also done with him.

As the policeman walked out of the apartment Rod made to follow him, but Chloe grabbed him. “Wait,” she said.

Rod waited, and he was terrified. The apartment door closed. The two girls stared at him.

“I’ve got to go…I have a class…” he stuttered a bit as he tried to make his getaway.

Chloe, with the help of Cynthia, pushed him towards the couch. “Sit down.”

“But I’ve got to…” she stood in front of him, blocked him, and kept him seated.

“You said you heard noises. But there was no noise.”

“Well, I had a feeling, and I didn’t think the cop would believe me so I said I heard.”

Cynthia had stepped next to Chloe, and she said, “You said the guy was coming out of my room. But he wasn’t.”

“I was confused.”

Then Cynthia lowered the boom. “You left your door open. I went up to close it and saw your computer on. I could see this apartment on the screen.”

Now Rod was beaten. The Girls were going to call the cops again. Now it was his turn to go to jail.

“I read your journal.”

“Oh…uh…” his face was red. He was destroyed. He was beaten.

“Journal?” asked Chloe.

“Yes. Rod here has been watching us. He’s got some sort of spy cameras in our ceilings, and he watches over us.”

“What?”

“Come on. I’ll show you. You better come, too, Rod.”

Rod didn’t want to return to his apartment. He wanted to run away, hide, dig a hole in the wilderness and wait for the snows to bury him.

They walked up the stairs. Cynthia holding to his arm, like she had the first time he met her, but this time it wasn’t so agreeable.

This time she was stopping him from running away.

He could feel her boobs, her warmth, and he was so scared.

He didn’t want to go to prison.

First he was a horn dog, and he had turned into a perv, and now…now he was caught.

They entered his apartment and Chloe went to the computer.

Cynthia held on to Rod.

Chloe stared at the screen, saw the three views.

“You can hear everything.”

Chloe looked at Rod, and he could feel her condemnation.

“Should we call the cops?”

“Read his journal.”

Chloe looked at the open book, turned the pages, and her face slowly changed.

Not condemnation. Worse. Pity.

Pity for a weirdo who peeped and jacked.

“Oh, my God.” She finally looked up.

“Tears your heart out, doesn’t it.”

“That’s why he’s so shy.”

“He’s scared of being found out.”

“But did you see how his grades went up? Did you read how he watches over us? How he wants to help us but he can’t? Did you read about how he overcame porn?”

“He involved himself with us.”

“He saved us.”

“He risked his life, tackled a bigger man and took a beating, but wouldn’t quit.”

Rod started to cry. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

His tears were so heavy he couldn't see through them. His shoulders shuddered and he buried his face in his hands.

The girls watched him.

“He’s so soft.”

“Not like any boyfriend I ever had.”

“No.”

Chloe closed his book and stood up. “What are we going to do with him?”

“I don’t know. Grab his journal. Let’s take him downstairs and talk about it.”

Chloe picked up the journal, held it in one hand.

Cynthia was still holding his arm. Chloe linked her arm through his other one.

“Where are…where are…”

“We’re going to our apartment. And you’re coming with us.”

“But…”

“We want to keep an eye on you. They way you’re scared you’d run away at the first chance. We’re not going to give you a chance.”

“But…I’m sorry. I’ll never…I’ll take out the spycams. You can burn the journal.”

“This?” Chloe laughed. “No way we’re letting go of this. This is the gold.”

More tears flowed over Rod’s cheeks. He knew they wouldn’t burn it. It was evidence. And if they hadn’t been holding him he would have run away.

His face was burning, he felt weak and scared. They walked him into their apartment and sat him on the couch.

Cynthia took the journal and began reading it in detail.

“Do you want a drink?” she asked Rod.

“I don’t…drink….much.” He was having a hard time talking.

She mixed him a bourbon and Coke. She handed it to him. “Drink it. All of it. You need to relax.”

He sipped the drink and tried to stop crying.

Cynthia read fast, skimming through the pages.

“Hunh! He thinks he’s got a reputation as a horn dog.”

“Look at him. He’s not brave enough to be a horn dog.”

“I think it’s mostly in his mind. He’s condemned himself through his own imagination.”

“You say girls wouldn’t go out with you.”

He shook his head slowly, afraid to look up at her.

“I think they gave up because you don’t talk enough. A girl’s got to have some communication, you know.”

“I…I…know.” He gulped loudly.

“And then you watched porn and beat off.”

He didn’t say anything, just looked down at the floor. He had never been so mortified in his life.

Chloe lifted his chin. Made him look at her. She had such beautiful eyes.

Cynthia then said the most interesting thing. “You think you’re a horn dog. Heck, we’re all horn dogs. Everybody jacks off, looks at porn, thinks about the opposite sex. Drink some more.”

He sipped and Cynthia kept reading.

“You keep saying you love us, that we’re helping you, and…you want to be like us.”

He wasn’t used to whiskey, and the drink he had imbibed was already affecting him.  “You’re brave,” he explained. “You talk to people. And…and…”

“What?” asked Chloe.

He stared at the floor again. A whisper: “You’re so beautiful.”

Cynthia finished reading the book. She put it on the side table. She looked at Rod. “So what are we going to do with you.”

He shook his head.

“You’re a hero, you saved us, and reading your journal…still waters run deep, but they run pure.”

“Yeah,” he says that,” observed Chloe. “He has a pure love for us.”

“Can you let me go?” he begged.

Cynthia sat back. She and Chloe were wearing robes, and Rod had a glance of her legs, of her bare breast under the fold of material.

“Let you go? Not a chance!”

Chloe smiled. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

“Absolutely.”

And The Girls grinned.


PART TWO

That night The Girls made Rod sleep in their apartment. Between them.

Nothing happened, they just wanted to make sure he didn’t run away.

Rod was pretty badly beaten. He woke up alone in Cynthia’s bed. He smelled her. And Chloe. Their smell had gotten all over him.

His boner was sizable, to say the least.

He got out of bed slowly, feeling his aches and pains. He wondered if The Girls had gone to class. When he went into the living room Chloe was sitting at the table. She had a big plate of bacon and eggs ready for him, and a pitcher of cold OJ.

“Come on, hero,” she called to him.

He looked at the front door

“Don’t even think about it.”

Her admonishment, and the smell of breakfast, convinced him. He went to the table and sat down and she dished him up a plate.

“Where…where…”

“Cynthia had a quick errand to do.”

“I need to go home,” he whispered.

“What? You’d rather look at me on the computer? Instead of talking to me in the flesh?”

If it was possible, he turned a brighter shade of red.

She put her hand on his wrist. “Like it or not, you have become our pet project. Horny or not, and it looks like you are,” she glanced down at his groin and grinned, “we are going to save you. We are going to help you slay the dragons in your mind. And the first thing we must do is talk about why you think you’re perverted.”

He ate slowly, remembering to chew, and she asked him questions.

“Why do you think you’re obsessed with sex?”

It took her long minutes to dig it out of him. And then she had to piece together his halting conversations and whispered words.

“Because…because I’m….erect…all the t-t-time.”

She laughed. “I’m horny all the time. So what?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Nu…nu…yes. Have you ever dreamed of running down the street and grabbing every man you could find by the crotch?”

He stared at her.

“Yep. I think about that sometimes. Wouldn’t it be cool to be that free. But like you I am held back by what I think in my mind. But what I think is just stupid, what you think, withholding yourself from life just because you get boners…that’s bad.”

He ate. Was afraid to ask anything, to respond, but that didn’t matter. As she had said, they were making him their private project, and she kept the conversation going, kept asking him embarrassing questions, and didn’t laugh or get shocked no matter what he said.

“Hello?” the door closed and Cynthia walked into the living room. She arrowed over to the kitchen table and plopped herself down.

“How’s lover boy?”

He looked down quickly.

She laughed. “Still shy, eh? Well, we’ll take care of that.”

Chloe smiled and said, “He thinks he’s a pervert because he jacks off a lot and has lewd thoughts about women.”

“Ha! I jack off a lot and think lewd thoughts about men.”

Rod sat, ears burning, but inside his cranium he was starting to wonder. A spark of question was eating at his soul. He was starting to question the way he thought about himself.

“Well, I have the early shift at the pizza parlor.” Cynthia. went to her bedroom and came back out a minute later holding her uniform. It was a one piece dress. Drab. With a picture of a slice of pizza on the back and her name tag on the front.

She stood next to Rod and unbuttoned her blouse. She grinned and he wanted to shrink into a speck of dust and blow away.

“Come on, Rod, you’ve seen me dress and undress lots of time. Now look at me and enjoy the real thing.”

Chloe reached across the table and turned his head and made him watch. She had to do this by standing behind him and putting her arms around his neck. Her large boobs were against his head.

Cynthia tossed the blouse away, then shimmied out of her shorts. Rod was compelled to stare at her panties, the pussy with the little landing strip barely concealed.

“That’s it, lover,” cooed Chloe. “It’s a pussy. Want to touch it?”

His mouth was open, his brain was in shock, he wanted to, but…but…

“I’ve got to get to work or I’d make you touch it. Maybe even make you eat it. Now help me into this stupid uniform.”

Chloe grabbed his ear and made him stand up. Cynthia handed him the uniform. Their hands guided him, he felt their flesh, his arms brushed against Cynthia’s boobs, and he helped her put the green work dress on.

“Thanks, stud.”

Suddenly Rod jerked. Chloe had put her hand right on his crotch.

“It’s working. He’s hard.”

“Yippee for hard ons!”

Then the girls dragged him to the front door and walked out.

They each grabbed one of his arms and pulled him across the campus. Every once in a while they would encounter one of their friends.

“Hey, Marsha, this is Rod. We had a rapist break into our apartment last night, and though he was bigger. Rod beat him up. Wailed heck out of him. See his bruises?”

Rod was almost dead of fright.

“The problem is he’s awfully shy. But if you see him without us, make sure you talk to him and help him get over his shyness. Okay?”

And the friend would agree, and smile at Rod, and then another friend would come along.

They crossed the campus, turned down the street, and headed for Binkie’s Pizza. Rod was introduced to half a dozen girls, then, when he entered the pizza parlor, Cynthia yelled, “HEY EVERYBODY!” And she told everybody, even complete strangers, what a hero he was.

And while she talked Chloe held onto his arm tightly, and whispered for him to relax in his ear, and her soft lips even brushed against his ears.

He had to lean forward to hide the hard bulge in his pants.

Cynthia went to work and Chloe walked Rod back to her apartment. On the way she chattered. She talked about classes, and she asked him questions, and when he didn’t answer she didn’t seem to mind.

Inside the apartment she pulled him into her room.

“Wait…wait…”

“Why…why…” she giggled and she kissed him. Just put her arms around him and kissed him. Her soft lips pressing against his, his eyes open in shock.

She pulled back. “Whew. I like the taste of you, but we have to work on your kissing method. First, close your eyes, don’t squinch them shut, just let them close, focus on the lips, and it’s okay if you move your lips and sample mine. Let’s go.”

She kissed him again. And again. And again.

His boner, of course, was world class.

“Man, you’ve got a real stiffie here.”

She reached down and grabbed his dong. Right through his pants. And squeezed. she looked into his eyes and said, “I think we need to get a little more comfortable.”

She reached for the hem of his tee shirt and lifted it.

He wanted to object, he was afraid, but he was also caught.

Pervert or not, what man doesn’t allow himself to be undressed by a beautiful woman?

And being a pervert actually helped.

She kissed him, and undid her blouse, wiggled out of it without breaking the kiss.

She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. She unzipped his pants and pushed them down.

Rod was frozen. He stood, lips engaged, hands full, pants around his ankles, and a big boner touching Chloe’s belly.

She backed up a little, smiled, and said, “Undo my bra.”

She had to reach around her, and his flesh brushed against hers, and his penis hit her belly again. He stopped.

She grabbed his dick and held it. “The bra.”

He could hardly breath. He was faint. He unfastened her bra and felt her large tits fall against his chest.

She kissed him again and again, then slid down his body and took his penis in her mouth.

Rod was faint, all his dreams come true, and he struggled to comprehend.

Chloe moved her mouth on him. She reached behind and touched his asshole. He jerked.

“Easy, lover. You’re going to like this.”

He did. Her digit wiggled into him, felt for his prostate, and between that and her voracious mouth…he began to shoot.

She stayed on her knees and drank every drop of him.

He shuddered and shivered, and was empty.

She rose up, opened her mouth to show him, then swallowed. Then she gave him a light kiss on the mouth and said, “We need to shower.”

She lead him into the bathroom.

Cynthia came home to find them in bed. She immediately took off her clothes and joined in the fun.

The girls chatted over him, took breaks to kiss him. Fought over who got to hold his dick.

He lay between them, reacting, unsure of himself, but learning.

Then, right in front of Chloe, Cynthia rode him. And Chloe lay on her side, head propped up by one arm, and offered advice.

“Tilt your hips Yes…that’s it. See how she hangs on and shudders? Excellent. Now would be a good time to raise your head to her boobs.

And though he had just cum that morning, Rod found himself curling his toes and rolling his eyes back.

He was a pervert, but it was okay.

Life had changed for Rod.

He walked to classes and girls came up and walked with him. They smiled and held his hand and his arm. They talked, and didn’t mind when he didn’t have much to say. They even kissed him before they pushed him into his classes.

During the night, when he wasn’t down in The Girls’ apartment, he watched Chloe and Cynthia on the computer. They walked around nude a lot, and they grinned and waved at his cameras.

But they made sure he spent most of his time in their apartment.

He was making progress. He didn’t turn beet red when a girl merely looked at him. But he still didn’t talk much.

The Girls, of course, decided that that had to end.

“You’ve got to pick up your end of the conversation.” Chloe pointed out.

“You’ve got to learn how to initiate a conversation.”

“When they asked how you’ve been say something, then ask them a question back.”

“But…what kind of question?” He no longer stuttered, but his voice was so very soft.

“Anything. How’s the weather. How’s class. Does your pussy smell.”

He turned red and The Girls laughed hysterically.

“To start a conversation just say hi and ask them something.”

“I…I don’t…”

“Ask them if they understood the latest assignment. Or, if they aren’t in your class, ask them what class they are in.

“Well, I guess I could.”

“Of course you can. Just look them in the eye and blurt it out.”

Unfortunately, though he was learning, he just couldn’t seem to get the  ‘conversation’ bit.

He tried, but he fumbled, and he died away. And it didn’t even help that the girls on campus were so willing to be with him and talk to him.

On a Friday afternoon, the end of finals week, with three days of nothing to do, not even work, the girls had reached a breaking point. They sat Rod down and began talking to him.

“Rod. We’ve had it. We’re going to sit here for the next three days and you are going to initiate every conversation we have.”

Rod went into lockbrain.

“I…I…”

The girls threw up their hands, and…knock knock.

“Come in!” yelled Chloe.

Sandra Bingham entered the apartment.

Sandra was a knock out gorgeous babe who had taken a deep interest in Rod. She sat down at the table with everybody and asked, “What’s the haps?”

“We’re trying to get Rod to initiate conversations. He’s doing well in everything, but he tends to fade away and drop his end of the communication.

“Rod! Do you do that?”

Rod nodded.

Sandra laughed. “That’s an easy one to cure.”

“What?” The Girls looked at their friend.

“Look, he’s afraid of women, and the reason he’s afraid is that he doesn’t understand women. We’re a mystery to him. So what’s the easiest way to make a man understand what a woman is?”

The Girls looked blank.

“You simply have to…” and she outlined the process.

Mouths opened. Everybody was learning something new here.

Cynthia turned to Rod. “Are you willing to try?”

Rod nodded.

Sandra said, “ But remember, you have to take him all the way through it.” She looked at Rod. “Are you willing to do everything?”

Rod nodded.

Heck. These girls meant so much to him, and they had helped him so much…he had to try, not just for his sake, but theirs.

“Okay. When do you want to do it.”

“We’ve got three days off. Let’s get everything we need tonight, and we can start tomorrow.”

And so it was agreed.

On a Saturday morning everybody met in The Girls’ apartment. Sandra was there, and a few other girls had heard and wanted to be part of the great transformation. At nine Chloe went up and retrieved Rod.

She brought him down in a bathrobe. He had used Nair and was bare of hair. She sat him down at the kitchen table and the girls went to work.

Over the course of an hour they painted his toe nails red, gave him fake fingernails, and painted them red.

Rod was no longer eternally blushing, but he did blush a but as they worked on him. He was naked amongst seven girls. He was sitting down fully exposed, and they ignored it, except to comment on how beautiful it was.

They giggled, they talked, they discussed his transformation.

Then they had get rid of his hard on, and they played an endless game of rock, paper scissors while Rod waited. Finally, a girl named Jenny outlasted the others, and right in front of everybody she hopped on to his lap and started grinding. the rest of the girls started hooting and shouting equal parts insults and advice.

When Rod took his time on cumming one of the girls reached under Jenny’s buttocks and started playing with his balls. It wasn't long before he spewed into Jenny.

She kissed him, said he was good, and hopped off.

“This is called a gaff, baby,” Sandra started pulling an extremely tight pair of underwear up his legs. “Cross dressers use them to keep their ding dongs down.”

She tucked his penis back between his legs, actually shoving his balls up into the cavity from which they came, and pulled the panties tight. He was stunned. He didn’t know you could do that with balls.

“How do you know about this?” he asked, finally initiating his first conversation.

To the side Chloe and Cynthia smiled at each other.

“I used to date a guy who dressed like a girl. Man, did he know his way around a pussy.”

There were chuckles at that.

“Now try to control yourself. It doesn’t feel good to get a hard on when you’re all bound like this.”

He nodded. As if he could control his cock. Ha!

“Okay, boob time.”

Two girls put a bra on him and Chloe stepped forward with a pair of large breast forms.

Rod gulped on seeing them. “Those are huge!”

“Got to match your dick, lover.”

Then nylons and garter. He stared down at the sheen of his legs. They looked very sexy, and very female.

They helped him into a summer dress. It was very light, yellow with stripes of blue and red. He marveled at how his new tits jutted out in the dress.

“We’ll put shoes on later. Put a couple of towels around his neck and we’ll do his make up.

They primed him and put on foundation. They worked on his eyes and made them into little caves from which glinted sexy lights.

They plumped his lips and he was stunned to find how swollen they were.

“This is the good stuff,” one of the girls explained. Better not put it on your dick.”

Everybody laughed at that, and several of the girls asked, ‘why not?’

They put a wig on him. Glued it to a tight, little skull cap, and he suddenly had long tresses.  They pierced his ears and hung a couple of hoops from them.

“Let’s pierce his nose,” quipped Sandra, and they all laughed at the expression on his face.

Then they were done.

The girls took him out for lunch. They went to a nice place on Third Street, and before they went in Chloe asked him to open his mouth and say ‘boogety boo.’ When he drew in his breath to say the phrase she spritzed something into his mouth.

He coughed, burped, then said, “What did—“ He stopped. His voice was an octave higher.

“It’ll last about an hour,” Chloe explained. “Let’s go have lunch.”

They ordered salads for the most part. Rod got a chicken salad with Blue Cheese dressing. He nibbled, and listened to the girls talk around him. He still wasn’t expressing himself. Then two boys walked into the restaurant.

“Hey, guys!” One of the girls recognized them.

The guys pulled up chairs and started chatting. Just like that.

Rod was envious, then he was curious, then he whispered to Cynthia, who was sitting on his right. “Do you like those guys?”

“Oh, they’re hunks.”

“Jim there is just in it for sex. Dan is a creep.”

“How can you tell?”

“First, it’s the feeling I get. Girls know girls, but guys know guys. Look at Dan’s eyes. See how they’re close set? It gives him the creep look. It doesn’t have to, but with the feeling…”

“So all I have to do is look for something off in their face…then trust my feeling?”

“Every time.”

She looked at him and frowned.

“What?” He was unaware that he was initiating all sorts of conversation. This was just common sense to him.

“Can you do that with girls?”

“No,” and for a moment he shut down. Totally shut down. His face a blank.

Cynthia touched his forearm. “Why not?”

He stuttered, he whispered, he tried to speak.

“Look at Jenny. Her eyes are too close together. What would that be on a guy?”

He looked at Jenny, came out of his shell, and said, “On a guy that might be not quite bright. But you can’t bet it all on one feature.”

“What other feature would you use to read her?”

He pondered. “Her ears.”

“Why?”

“They stick out a bit.”

She didn’t pursue it. She knew that he was feeling a little funky. The girls were his friends and he didn’t want to get into making judgements on them. And the type of observations he was making could easily become judgements.

“Okay, what about our waitress.”

Their waitress was an older woman.

“She’s tired. She’s worried about her son, or daughter. She’s eating too much, probably because she’s worried.”

Cynthia watched Rod closely. “I know her. Everything you said is spot on. How do I read the guy at the register.”

Rod talked, and she listened, and they started comparing notes. Fifteen minutes later, done with the meal, the other girls were listening avidly, getting his analysis of guys, and sharing their own about girls. Rod was totally unaware that he had broken through. He had finally been engaged and was fascinated. He talked and talked and talked.

From the restaurant they went shopping. They went through the mall, girls asking him about guys they saw, discussing dresses and make up, and having a great time.

At one point Cynthia asked one of the girls to ask him about classes. She wanted to see if Rod could sustain the breakthrough to other subjects.

He could. He became involved in a long discussion concerning the philosophy teacher, the value of philosophy, grades, and whether it was unethical to hack the system and change grades.

The consensus to this last question was that it depended on whether the techer was really fair or not.

One of the girls made the interesting point that in politics, and other fields, lying and cheating was expected.

But they all knew that.

Finally, dinnertime, and they picked up some wings and headed for the apartment.

Rod sat in the circle of girls and licked his fingers and they discussed everything under the sun.

They asked him about cars. He asked them about which nylons were best and how to size a bra.

The night went on and booze reared its ugly head.

Interestingly, Rod wasn’t much of a drinker, but the girls all were. They began making different drinks and trying them out on him, laughing when he made a face, and nodding when he grinned.

It was near nine o’clock when the party came to a peak.

“Well, girls,” said Sandy, including Rod in her gaze. “We have met the enemy and he is ours.”

“Hey!” Rod protested, but was laughed down.

“And the real reason for our gathering tonight is to take Rod on the final step, to welcome him completely and utterly to the sisterhood of girls.”

“Here, here!”

Catcalls.

Congratulations.

One of the girls kissed Rod on the lips and had to be pulled off.

“So, who wants to be the first to deflower Rod?”

Rod was now embarrassed again. But he could now handle it. He had known this was coming, and he was mentally prepared, and he had made it through the day as a girl. It was time for the final step.

“Rock, paper, scissors,” suggested Jenny.

“Draw from a hat,” came another suggestion.

Sandy looked at Rod. “Who do you want?”

Rod shook his head. “There’s no way I can choose. I love you all so much…I don’t want any hint of choosing one over another.”

“Fair enough.” She looked at an aquarium that had been prepared for a fish, but which fish had not been bought yet. “Cynthia, six white stones. One black.”

Cynthia picked out the stones. They were all polished and perfectly round. There was no way to differentiate by feel.

Sandra put them in a small box and rattled it and held the box up.

“Just so there’s no hint of scandal, I’ll go last.” She held the box up and girls began reached up and in. They held the stones tightly in their hands and waited until everybody had one. Then they stood in a circle and opened their hands at the same time.

Groans, and one cheer.

Chloe had the black stone.

She smiled and looked at Rod. “Since I am about to be the male in this relationship, lover, let me tell you how it’s going to go.”

Rod gulped. His face was once again blushing. But that wasn’t bad. What virgin doesn’t have a few emotions upon being deflowered?

“We’re going to throw you over the back of the couch. The other girls are going to want to play with you while they’re waiting their turn. Got it?”

Rod got it. And he didn’t have to wait long until he really got it.

The girls ganged him, laughing and pulling him along, and they threw him over the back of the couch.

Chloe walked into her room and walked back out a minute later. She had a strap on harness and a big dick protruding from her junction.

This was the point at which Rod truly learned what sex fiends girls were. the girls were all laughing, excited, and feeling his body parts. His dress was up over his back and his gaff was pulled down and off. Two girls were playing with his balls and dick, and one girl was laying on the couch, head up, kissing him madly.

Cynthia stood behind Rod and began pushing lube into his bottom.

Rod groaned. He had been frightened, but it actually felt good. His cock was getting quite large at the way his asshole was being handled.

Chloe stepped up behind him, her fake penis pointing out and aimed right for his brown button.

“All right, lover. Are you ready for your final lesson in how to become a woman?”

Rod couldn’t talk, he was being kissed, but he raised a hand and waved.

Chloe stepped closer and Cynthia held her cock and helped guide it into Rod’s hole.

Rod groaned, breaking his kiss, groaning right into the girl’s mouth who he was kissing. She giggled and  kept right on chewing on his mouth.

Chloe was balls deep in a moment. Rod was tight, but he was ready, and the lube worked extra well.

Rod’s eyes were now open, and the girl he was kissing was laughing on his mouth.

Chloe began going in and out, going up on her toes and back on her heels. Rocking as she plumbed his depths.

Rod couldn’t help it. It felt so good and he began to involuntarily shiver.

Cynthia put her hands on his ass and stopped him from wiggling. She didn’t understand that he was trying to wiggle back, to take more cock, and not to wiggle away and escape.

Behind Chloe Jenny was putting on her strap on. She stroked lube onto it and waited her turn, eyes flashing with desire.

Chloe tired and stepped aside, Jenny stepped in.

Somewhere around the fifth girl Rod felt his semen leak out. It was like pissing, and the girls actually fought over who got to suck him at that point.

By the seventh girl he was done.

He was satisfied. He had had a bunch of tiny, little explosions, which one of the girls had said were mini orgasms. Rod didn’t know a man could orgasm from taking it up the ass, and he was surprised when it happened. He looked forward to more.

The last girl pulled out of him.

All the girls were sitting on the couch and at the kitchen table. They were sipping the last of their drinks, discussing this, that and everything…and especially how good Rod’s ass was.

Rod rocked back over the back of the couch and found his feet. He felt awkward, like his coordination was off, but considering that he was gaping that accounted for that.

He walked around to the kitchen table, picked up the last of his drink, downed it, and then went pushed his way onto the couch.

If he had been a man the girls would have pushed him away. But since he was now a girl they accepted him. And when they finally all departed he was left on the couch, a blanket to cover him, and having the best dreams of his life.

END
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The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man.


My Stepsister Feminized Me!

Feminization was just the start of his problems!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Jimmy, come in here.”

Jimmy froze, turned red, and looked around. He was 18 years old, ready to graduate and go to college, but the sound of his stepsister’s voice paralyzed him.

He was in Target, walking down an aisle. She was standing to the side, next to the changing rooms, a fierce, triumphant look in her eyes.

Nobody was around and he sidled up to the door and whispered, “I’m not coming in there! I’ll get in trouble!”

“You won’t get in trouble. We’re brother and sister. And I need your help.”

“Well, you won’t get it. I’m not coming in.”

Jimmy sat down on a chair nearby. He didn’t trust his stepsister. She was always making fun of him, daring him to do things, trying to trick him and make a fool of him.

Janet opened the door and peered out. She was a pretty girl with shoulder length hair and make up that made her look older than she was. She had large bosoms, and she was constantly needling Jimmy, asking him when he was going to develop his own tits.

As if a boy could grow breasts!

“Jimmy, if you don’t get your butt in here then I’m going to tell Mom you‘ve been smoking.”

Jimmy’s mouth dropped. “But I haven’t been smoking!”

“I put some half smoked cigarettes in one of your shoes in the closet. When she sees that she’ll hit the roof.”

“You can’t do that! It’s not fair! It’s…it’s cruel!”

“I can do whatever I want. Fair or cruel or whatever. And I will unless you get your butt in here.

“But this is a girl’s changing room! If I get caught I’ll be in the biggest trouble of my life! They’d call the cops! I could get arrested.”

“So get in here before you get caught. Come on, are you a big sissy or something?”

Jimmy’s face was bright red. He hated when his sister called him chicken or something. Still, he had no intention of going into the girl’s changing room.

“I’m not!”

“Then get your butt in here.”
“No!”

She had the door open a few inches and she showed him her cell phone. You get in here or I’m going to call Mom.”

“Go ahead.”

His heart was now pounding. It seemed like he had been in trouble all year. And it seemed like it was his sister that was causing all the trouble!

Janet poked the speed dial and he heard the phone ringing.

“Hi, Janet. Is everything all right?”

Jimmy, face redder than a baboon’s butt, sprinted for the changing room. He pushed the door open and slid past his sister, who was stifling laughter.

“Sure, Mom. I just wanted to let you know I’ll be a little late for dinner. Is that okay?”

“Sure, honey. As long as you let me know so I don’t worry. Is Jimmy with you?”

“He’s around here somewhere. I haven’t seen him, though.”

“Well, keep an eye out for him. I swear, if he gets in trouble one more time…”

“Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll keep an eye out.”

“Thank you, honey. If only he could be as well behaved as you.”

Jimmy was turning purple. It was Janet that was behind his troubles. It was her that managed to cause the trouble and get him blamed. And here she was considered Miss Innocent.

Janet hung up and turned to Jimmy. She smiled, and it wasn’t a pleasant smile. “I need you to try this on.” She held up a fancy looking one piece pant suit.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked.

“I said…try on this suit.”

She thrust it at him and he grabbed it instinctively so it wouldn’t hit him..

“I’m not going to wear this…this thing!”

“I need to see it on a body, and we’re about the same size, so I want to see how it looks on you.”

“Put it on and I’ll take a picture.”

“Pictures don’t cut it.”

“Well, I’m not going to put it on.”

She smiled that sly smile of hers.

“PLEASE, DON’T TOUCH ME!”

“Oh, my God!” he whispered. “Don’t do that. Somebody will hear!”

“DON’T PUT YOUR HANDS ON ME!”

“Oh, fuck! You’re going to get me arrested!”

“And Mom will disown you. She’ll send you to a psychiatrist…molesting your own sister.” She giggled. she opened her mouth to say something else, loudly, and Jimmy put up his hands.

“Okay! Just…be quiet!”

“Take off your pants and shirt. I don’t want any bulgy stuff under the dress.”

Jimmy, his face redder than a spanked tomato, unbuttoned his pants and shucked them off. He unbuttoned his shirt and started pulling on the dress.

This wasn’t the first time she had blackmailed him into wearing a dress, and but this was the weirdest dress she had ever made him wear. It was more like a leotard with flaring legs. The material was very sturdy, guaranteed not to rip, and he could feel his balls all smushed up inside the thing.

“Stand over there and face the wall.”

He stood in a corner and showed her the back of the outfit. His body was perfectly showcased, his buns were plain to see under the tight material. “Okay? Can I get back in my own clothes now?”

Then he heard a weird sound, sort of like a dull clicking. He looked over his shoulder and gasped. Janet was taking his picture with her cell phone!

“Stop that!” he hissed. He reached for the phone, but she wiggled away and worked the phone, then she handed it to him. “Here.” She was grinning broadly.

He deleted all the pictures, then handed the phone back to her.

“I uploaded it.”

“What?” Was that his voice? He felt faint.

“You’ve heard of the cloud? Well, all those beautiful pictures of you are up in the cloud.”

“They aren’t.”

She worked the phone, then showed him. There he was, the picture he had just deleted, wearing a woman’s garment and looking back over his shoulder. She hadn’t just clicked pics, she had recorded a small video. Him grabbing for her, the look of panic on his face.

His face turned ashen.

“So, little brother, let’s have some fun.”

He couldn’t think. He was stunned. He didn’t know what to do. He parroted her, “What fun?”

“You stay here.”

While they had been struggling over the cell phone she had maneuvered his little pile of clothes in front of the door. She opened the door and kicked them out as she exited.

“Hey!”

She giggled, closed the door and hung an ‘occupied’ sign on it.

“Don’t go away now.”

He saw her hands pick up his clothes under the bottom of the door, then she was gone.

Jimmy was now officially terrified. He was a boy, in a girl’s changing room, wearing a dress, and his mother would kill him if she found out.

He stood next to the door and held the doorknob. She might have hung a ‘do not disturb’ sign on the door, then again, she might not have. No way to be sure so he held on to the doorknob as if his hand was glued to it.

Long minutes passed.

Somebody tried the knob and he held tight.

Knock, knock. “Anybody in there?”

Jimmy tried to speak in a higher pitched voice. “Just a few minutes, please.”

He waited longer.

The doorknob jiggled again and he held. And he was holding his breath. And…

“Let me in!”

He opened the door and his grinning sister slipped through the door. “Hey, sis. How’s it going?”

“I’m not your sister,” he whispered, his voice altered by terror.

“I brought you some more stuff.”

“No! No more stuff!”

“Yes, more stuff. Unless you want your video to be all over school tomorrow. My brother, the sissy. All the girls will love it. Of course you’ll be a laughing stock, but…meh?” She shrugged her shoulders.

“Please! You’ve done enough.”

“Not nearly enough,” she said. She tossed packages down on the bench on the back wall and said, “I want you to put all this stuff on.”

He looked at the packages. There were panties, nylons, a bra.

“What the…I can’t do this!”

“And I can’t let you not do this.”

“Don’t you understand how sick this is?

“Hey, I’m not the one in the dress. Well, I mean I am, but it’s you in the dress that we’re talking about. Now, put that stuff on before I raise my voice.”

The way she looked at him he knew she wasn’t fooling.

Slowly, his heart sinking, his brain turning into a sort of grey mush, totally disheartened and confused, he took off the pant suit thing.

Janet looked at his dick, which was hard, and snickered. “Looks like you like wearing a dress.”

He didn’t say anything. It was bad enough that she saw him naked, but to have her make such a cutting remark totally shamed him.

He pulled on the panties, put on the bra, and rolled up the nylons. Then he put on the pant suit again.

Janet stared at him. “God, you are sort of feminine. You should wear a female clothes all the time.

“Are you done? Can I get back in my clothes?” His voice was dull, and he was mortified.

Janet considered him. This had started out as a joke, but now it was becoming something more. Seeing him naked…putting him in a dress…this was getting better and better. The funny thing was that she felt totally flushed as she studied him.

“Janet?”

“Not yet. Stand on the bench.”

Jimmy stood on the bench. The door was high enough that nobody could see him, but he felt like everybody could look right through the walls.

Janet looked at him as if she was examining his clothes.

“Okay, just stand there, I want to try something.”

She stood next to him on the bench. She reached behind him and fiddled with the back of his clothes. He figured she was just adjusting it, but suddenly she put her hands under his arms, tight against his chest, and lifted.

She was a strong girl and she managed to lift him four inches, and that was enough. The back of his pant suit caught on the clothes hook and he was suddenly suspended in the air, hanging by the back of the garment. His feet were four inches above the bench and he was unable to touch the bench, or to press against the wall enough to get off the hook.

“What the fuck!”

Now his testicles were totally mushed up by the material. He tried to adjust himself, but it was impossible with his weight hanging in the thing.

“Get me down!”
Janet was doubled over with laughter.

“It hurts! You’ve got to let me down!”

“Oh, no.” She began taking pictures. “I’m sending these to my friends. In fact, I’m going to ask a few of them to meet us here.”

Jimmy was light headed, his nuts hurt so much. On top of that…she was going to get other girls over here?

His life was officially over. If he had a choice of hanging here or jumping off a cliff he would have cheerfully chosen the cliff.

“Don’t go away now,” she snickered. She went out the door and he could hear her on the phone. “Patty! You have got to…yes, he’s here, right now. You’ve got to…”

Her voice faded as she moved away.

Jimmy hung from the clothes hook. His manhood was going to be boyhood if he didn’t get down.

He tried to call for help. “Help!” But his voice was squeaking because of the tightness to his balls. “Help!” But nobody would hear that.

He tried to kick the wall and somehow push himself away and fall off the hook. All he succeeded in doing was making a loud thumping noise. He tried to bounce, but that almost caused him to pass out.

He tried to reach up with his hands, but the material wouldn’t let him.

“Oh, God,” he whispered. “Please…”

Faint, the lights starting to go out, he heard a voice. “Oh, my God! How did you…” then everything faded.

Janet couldn’t stop laughing. Man, she had finally managed to play the ultimate joke. She didn’t like her stepbrother, and now she had him where she wanted him, trussed up and hanging like a sissy.

Suddenly a man with a big medical kit ran past her…towards the dressing rooms!

She closed her phone and walked out to see…Oh, my God! He was heading for the dressing room!

She quick walked after him, trying to appear nonchalant, all while panicking in her head.

The man turned down the row and arrived at the dressing rooms. He bent down out of sight.

She sidled up as close as she could and managed to see what was happening.

Jimmy, clad as she had left him, was laying on the floor. His eyes were rolling and the man quickly gave him oxygen.

Several people were standing around Jimmy, and one of them was taking pictures on her cell phone.

This story was going to be all over town in a matter of minutes!

Janet realized that she was now in trouble. Jimmy would tell everybody what happened, and Mom would ground her forever. Longer than forever.

What to do? What to do? She had to get out in front of this. She had to get things pointing away from her.

She pushed through the crowd. “What did you do to my brother?”

She knelt and grabbed his hand.

Jimmy was really out of it.

“We need to get this thing off him.”

One lady, a tall woman in her forties, started controlling the situation. “Okay, we need some space here. If everybody could move on with their shopping…

“Jimmy? Jimmy?

The medic pulled and tugged, and finally took out a pocket knife and started cutting the pant suit off Jimmy.

Jimmy’s balls were black. What the fuck?

What was Janet going to do?

“Are you his sister? the manager asked.

“Yes.”

The sound of a siren.

“What was he doing here?”

He was just waiting for me. I don’t know why he was here.”

The store manager frowned. The medic stood up and moved to the side with her. That left Janet crouched over Jimmy.

“You say one fucking word and you’re dead.”

Did he hear her? Was he still out of it?

Suddenly a pair of EMTs pushed a gurney into the row of clothing. They bent over Jimmy and went to work.

Janet stared at his balls. Man, they looked messed. Still, there was a little pink to them. He hadn’t been up on the wall that long.

Jimmy came to in a hospital room. Everything was white, machines were beeping, and he felt truly out of it. He realized that he was on some pretty powerful drugs.

“Jimmy, this is Mrs. Morgan. She’s the manager of the Target store you were at.

Jimmy’s stepmother was a quite beautiful woman. She had large breasts, long brunette hair, and a face that would have made a model envious. She had married Jimmy’s father three years previous, when Jimmy was 15. Jimmy’s father had died two years later in a car accident. That left Jimmy in her care, and it was an awkward situation. Jimmy was going through the last stages of puberty, he was a bit resentful, and the fact that his stepsister despised him didn’t help the family dynamic.

“Uh…” he said.

“Jimmy, you are responsible for destroying a high end outfit…what were you doing on the wall of the dressing room? How did you get up there?

Jimmy was beyond mortification. He was not beyond the threats Janet had been whispering in his ear. ‘You’ll die. Everybody will hate you. I’ll stab you with a knife while you’re sleeping.’ And those were the mild ones.

And it didn’t help that he was on heavy meds.

He said, “I don’t know.”

“But you must know! An 18 year old boy just doesn’t hang himself from a clothes hook!”

The drugs helped. He tried to ignore his mother and Mrs. Morgan.

For a moment the two women talked, then they stepped back from the bed. Both Jimmy and his sister, who was sitting in a chair and making sure Jimmy didn’t spill the beans, could hear them.

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Morgan. We’ll be responsible for the outfit Jimmy ruined, of course.”

“That’s okay. I’ll just write it off, Besides, I think you may have a situation on your hands.”

“I do. I just don’t know what to do about it.”

Mrs. Morgan took a breath. “I have a nephew who has this problem.”

Jimmy’s stepmother looked confused for a moment, “He hung himself from a clothes hook?”

“No. But he identified with being a female.”

“Jimmy doesn’t identify with…with…”

“He was wearing female clothes, and to try to hurt himself. It’s only God’s grace that he still has testicles.”

“Then you think…”

“I think Jimmy is calling out for help.”

“But he…that couldn’t be!”

Mrs. Morgan noticed that Jimmy and Janet could hear her, so she pulled their mother out into the hallway and kept talking.

Janet moved closer.

“Okay, brother dear, you’re going to get through this. As long as you don’t say anything. If you want to keep your stupid nuts intact…keep not saying anything.”

Jimmy looked at the monkey standing on her shoulder. He had had dope before, not much, not a lot, but it had not been anything like this morphine stuff.

“Hey, Jimmy, you’re going to look good in a dress,” the monkey said.

Jimmy wondered why Janet couldn’t hear the monkey. She seemed totally oblivious to the fact that he was perching on her shoulder.

Eventually Mrs. Morgan left, and a doctor came in. His nameplate said, ‘Dr. Jones.’ He stood over Jimmy, studying his chart. Jimmy’s mother took a position next to the doctor, and Janet curled into the chair and hoped nobody noticed.

“Well, Mrs. Stern, I’ve got good news.”

“Yes?”

“It looks like Jimmy will retain his testicles. They should be fully functioning.”

“Oh, thank God!”

“We will have to give him medicine while he recovers.”

“What kind of medicine?”

The doctor almost looked embarrassed. “Jimmy is not to have any erections. We’re going to give him an anaphrodisiac called leuprolide acetate. He won’t be able to have an erection for six months. After that he should be fine. There are a couple of side effects that you should be aware of.

“What kind of side effects?”

“Leuprolide acetate inhibits testosterone and increases Estrogen. He will take on a more feminine appearance, his skin will become softer, that sort of thing, but when the drug treatment is discontinued he should return to normal.”

“He’ll be more…feminine?”

“Just temporarily.”

Sally’s mind started to work. Jimmy had a problem, and this might be a God send. If he really did identify with being a girl, then…hmmm.

“When will he be able to go home?”

“I would say tomorrow. Now he will be on painkillers for a while.  Until the swelling in his testicles reduces. He’ll probably be confused, maybe even have a bit of problem remembering short term, but he’s young and healthy. I’m sure…”

The doctor went on with his diagnosis, but Janet had heard enough. She almost laughed. So Jimmy was going to be more feminine. Ha! She would have to see what she could do to help aid that process.

On the bed Jimmy watched the monkey jump down from Janet’s shoulder. It swaggered up to him and spoke into his ear. “They’re going to get you, bucko. You better hold onto your ding dong because they’re going to get you.

Jimmy stared at the monkey and didn’t understand.

Jimmy came home the following day. They took him out of the hospital in a wheel chair, helped him into the car like he was an invalid, and his mother drove slowly across town.

Janet sat in the back seat and listened, tried to make sure she wasn’t in danger of any implication. The drugs they had given Jimmy, however, seemed to have stunted his brain. He wasn’t saying much of anything.

Being home was weird. Everything was moving in slow motion and he was having trouble getting any energy. He stayed in his room the first couple of days and watched the monkey climbing his walls like a Gecko.

‘How’s it hanging, Jimmy?’ And the monkey would snicker and chortle and eat a banana.

His stepmother kept checking on him. Making sure he was warm in bed, setting up the small TV so he could watch.

He watched The View, and wondered, in a far off corner of his mind, how people could be so stupid. It was ironic that he was on drugs, dumbed down himself, and yet he was still smarter than them.

He watched the Kardashians, and that was weird. They talked about the ‘Curse of the Kardashians,’ which was why all of their men went crazy.

He was a little surprised at that. Didn’t these crazy people see that men didn’t go crazy unless women drove them to it?

Apparently not.

And he was fascinated by Caitlyn whenever she put in an appearance. A guy who had been driven crazy by women was still smarter than the women who drove him crazy.

Sheesh!

The next day Sally had to go to work, and that left the ‘Jimmy watch’ to Janet.

He expected her to come in with a hatchet and chop him into little pieces. But she didn’t.

She just watched him with level eyes and told him to keep his mouth shut and everything would be fine. Then she looked at his balls, which were all discolored and swollen to the size of grapefruits, and couldn’t stop laughing.

That didn’t bother Jimmy. He was so stoned the Pope could have roller skated on the ceiling and he would have thought it was normal. Didn’t all Pope’s skate on ceilings?

The next day was a Saturday, and this was the day that would prove pivotal to Jimmy.

“How are you doing, Jimmy?” His mother brought him some orange juice and watched him take pills.

He didn’t want to take pills. He just wanted to sleep and…get over this hazy daze that was all over him.

“I’m fine,” he answered, gulping.

“Excellent. Now, Jimmy, there are going to be some changes around her, and you’re going to be involved.”

“There are?” He didn’t care.

“Yes. I understand why you wore women’s clothes and why you tried to hang yourself in the women’s dressing room.”

“You do?” Funny. He thought it was Janet who had tried to kill him by hanging him in the changing room. He frowned and was confused. She was saying one thing, his memories were saying another thing, the drugs were making his thinking fuzzy, and Janet kept threatening him.

“Yes. You don’t have to try and explain anything. I understand. And I’ll help you.”

“Oh, thank you.” The monkey was standing on one leg and scratching its butt. No. It was putting a finger up its butt.

“Yes. I’ve bought you some clothes, and it’s time we helped you dress the way you want to. Are you ready to get up?”

Get up? Why? But his mother leaned forward and helped him sit up.

He looked at her breasts. “You’ve got nice titties.”

Sally was shocked. To hear such language. But she knew he was on drugs, and…and after the shock was over she smiled. Who doesn’t like being appreciated?

“Okay first things first. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She got him to his feet and helped him walk to the bathroom.

Jimmy felt like he was on a cloud. And he liked the way she was so close to him.

He looked down at his dick.

It was small, shrunken, half its normal size. What was weird was that his balls were so big. He didn’t remember them being so big.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes, it’s just that my balls…”

They entered the bathroom and he leaned against the counter.

“Are they okay?”

Concerned, Sally squatted down and put her hands under his nuts.

He groaned, it felt so good. Even through the drugs he could feel her soft hands.

“Oh!” She let go, afraid that his groan signified that she had hurt him.”

“No…no…”

She was confused, but the point of all this was to get him in the shower.

She pulled him upright and put him in the shower.

He staggered and almost fell. She caught him. “Oh, no. Can’t you stand up?”

He nodded, shook his head. Watched the monkey do flips on the shower head.

Sally quickly took her dress off. Clad in just panties and bra she turned on the shower.

Jimmy sighed. It was warm and good. And the way his stepmother was holding him…he could feel her large breasts pressed against him.

He rested on her and reached a hand down to her groin.

“Oh!” Sally blurted as his hand cupped her mons. “Stop that!”

“But Jimmy didn’t stop, and she felt flushed and heat weakened her legs. Nobody had touched her down there since Jimmy’s father had passed.

She tried to push his hand away, but it just kept coming back. She finally tried to ignore it, though it felt so good, and began soaping him and rinsing him.

Jimmy, all morphined up, enjoyed the wonderful cloud of shower. He wanted to hold his mother. And his balls…they were so big.

Sally shampooed his hair, then conditioned it. She was having trouble standing, his hand kept squeezing her pussy. She was glad that she hadn’t made him get a hair cut. It would be easy to style his locks.

Finally, shower over and Jimmy dried, Sally put him on her bed while she changed her panties and bra and put on her dress. She couldn’t believe how wet she was down there. This was going to be visit the vibrator night for her.

She walked him back to his bedroom and sat him down.

“I bought you some new underwear and clothes,” she said, putting a big bag down on the floor in front of him.

He smiled and looked at her with his head on a slant.

She took out panties and put them on him. Then she took them off. “You’re too swollen for that.”

“Oh. That’s what the monkey says.”

Sally frowned, then pulled out a training bra. “All young girls wear these.”

Even through the drugs Jimmy didn’t want to wear girls stuff. He pushed her hands away, again and again.

“Janet? Could you come give me a hand?”

Janet entered the room and stared. Jimmy was naked, with those weird, big balls, and his penis was the size of a peanut. A long peanut, but still a peanut.

“What do you need?”

“I need to get this bra on him.”

Janet was stunned. She had heard her mother talking about this, but…she was really going through with it?

Janet moved in and controlled Jimmy’s hands and Sally managed to get the bra on him. She pulled it up and it emphasized his pectoral muscles. Visually, he had tits, though the leuprolide acetate hadn’t effected his hormonal balance, except for his limp weenie, and given him any little mounds on his chest.

Jimmy looked down. He had struggled. He was tired. He was wearing a bra, but…so what? The monkey sat on his mother’s head and crapped a big turd.

“Okay, let’s put some nylons on him.”

They slipped hose up his legs, pulled them tight.

“He’s not going to wear panties?”

“Not until the swelling goes down.”

“Oh. you know, a corset might be better.”

“What?”

“He’s a little think in the middle. We need to control his shape.”

Jimmy’s stepmother considered her suggestion soberly.

Janet kept a straight face and couldn’t believe she was pulling this off.

“Okay, can you lend him your pink dress?”

“The one with the white bows and the little daisies around the hem?”

“That’s the one.”

“Sure.” She didn’t want to, but this was too juicy.

A minute later Jimmy was sitting a pink dress.

He looked at it. It was actually comfortable. He looked up at his mother. “I don’t want to…”

“I know,” she said when he stuttered off. “I know you don’t want to be a boy any more. And we’ll handle that. We’re going to take care of you from here on, Jimmy.”

Jimmy blinked. He wondered where the monkey had gone to.

Sally styled his hair, giving him a light curl and flipping the ends down in a light bubble cut.

Jimmy stared at the mirror.

Both Sally and Janet worked on his nails. Janet talked her mother into giving him ovals that would extend his fingers a quarter inch. It wasn’t much, but it was a start.

Janet was having a wonderful time. She finally had complete and total control of her brat brother.

Sally was have a hard time. What she was doing was…weird. But it had to be done. But what really made it hard was that it was exciting her.

After his nails were done, and the prettiest pink, they got out the make up kit and went to work.

Janet cleansed him and primed him. “We need to pierce his ears.”

“Really?”

“Of course, mother. You want him to be stylish, don’t you?”

“Well, I guess so.” Why was her pussy feeling so moist?

They worked on his eyes, gently rubbing color, outlining his eyes and applying mascara.

Then they did his lips. Pink. A bright pink. Very girlish. Not an attempt to be sexy. But…

“Go get some earrings,” said Sally. She got out her needles an alcohol and quickly pierced Jimmy’s lobes.

Jimmy said “Ow” dully. Then he was the not quite proud possessor of little strands of diamonds.

“Okay, Jimmy, pose in front of the mirror for us.” They helped him to the front of the mirror and he stared at the girl in it.

She was pretty. Jimmy wondered who she was. It felt like the monkey was howling in the back of his mind.

“Is that me?” he realized.

“Yes, honey. You get to be a girl at last. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“But I…but…”

Janet pinched his butt.

“Ow,” he said.

“You’re so pretty, honey, and you get to look like this for the rest of your life.”

Jimmy blinked, watched the slow shutter of his eyes, and wondered how long life was.


PART TWO

On a Monday morning ten days later Sally took Jimmy to school. He was wearing a yellow dress with a spattering of blue bows, Mary Jane shoes, and a light touch of make up.

His balls were finally back to normal, but his penis was teeny weeny.

And, most important, he was given his final dose of morphine.

Jimmy and his stepmother sat down with the principal and discussed Jimmy’s situation.

“Jimmy identifies with being a girl, so he is a girl.”

The principal want to say something, but he couldn’t. School board has decided that there were more than two sexes, and enlightened educators needed to accommodate all genders.

“I see.”

“Will there be any problem using the girl’s room?”

“Uh…no.”

“And he will, of course, be eligible for girl’s sports.”

“Of course.”

“And if any boy picks on Jimmy then I will call my lawyer.”

“No need for that.” There had been too much of that lately. The principal had had enough of that.”

“Excellent. My daughter, Janet, will watch over him and report to me daily.”

“No problem. We are an enlightened school and it is perfectly okay for boys to be girls and girls to be boys.”

With that reassurance Sally stood up, smiled at the principal, and led Jimmy out of the office.

Jimmy attended his first class, and everybody stared at him.

That was okay. He was still on drugs.

Second class, and everybody whispered about him.

“That was okay. He still had 80% of the drugs in his body.

Third period, and everybody was laughing at him.

And it wasn’t okay. It wasn’t bad, he was still a little stoned, but…he could feel the situation getting worse and worse. And after lunch he was suddenly almost totally sober, and the humiliation set in.

He was a boy. Not a girl. He didn’t really understand what had happened. The memories of the episode in the changing room, and the last week, were all confusing. He remembered things, but he couldn’t figure out the what or the why behind those things.

And it didn’t help that the leuprolide acetate was really kicking in. As his testosterone was lowered, and his estrogen was elevated, he began to feel emotional.

During sixth period, study hall, he began to cry. Being dressed like a girl, everybody staring at him and snickering, it was too much.

He sat at his desk in the back row and tears began to slide down his cheeks.

A couple of the guys started laughing at him, and they whispered snidely.

“What’s the matter, little girl? Lost your dolly?”

He sniffed, tried not to cry, but…

“Are you all right?” It was Jennifer Hansen, the prettiest girl in school. Jimmy had had a crush on her from day one. But for her to see him like this…he would never stand a chance with her now!

But Jennifer fooled him. She took out a handkerchief and started dabbing at his eyes. “Don’t cry,” she said. “You’ll ruin your mascara.”

Jimmy tried to stop, but he was a gone goose.

Jennifer stood up and took his hand. She walked up to the teacher, Mr. Pinski, and said, “We’re going to the bathroom.”

Mr. Pinski nodded. He had heard about Jimmy going sissy, and these girls were always going to the bathroom together. Kid was probably having his first period.

On the bathroom Jennifer began working on Jimmy’s face. She cleaned it, then began applying make up. And this wasn’t the soft, pink stuff. This was drop dead gorgeous stuff. Jimmy gained more color around his eyes, and his lips plumped up and turned bright red.

“You can’t let those idiot boys bother you,” she lectured him kindly. “They are always so rude, and you’re so pretty. How come you never told anybody you wanted to be a girl?”

“I…I don’t.”

“You don’t? You could have fooled me.”

Now off drugs, his mouth and mind able to work, he blubbered out the tale of how his sister had bullied him, and dressed him, and finally hung him up from the clothes hook in Target.

Jennifer just smiled ruefully. “She’s always been a piece of work,” she said of Janet. “I’m sorry this has happened to you.”

He sniffed.

Jennifer brightened, but…I’ll tell you what you should do?”

“What?”

“Make the best of it. It won’t be forever, so go ahead and enjoy it.”

“I don’t think I can.”

“Sure you can…if I help you.”

“You’ll help me?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“But you’re the most popular girl in school.”

“Huh! That doesn’t count for much. People always look at you and judge you, and you feel like the smallest mistake is a disaster of Herculean proportion.”

Jimmy was surprised to hear her talk like this.

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope. You want to join the girl’s volleyball team?”

“Me?”

“Sure. I’m the Captain and I’ll get the girl’s to go along with it. We’ll probably win some games for a change. Until you go back to being a boy, that is.”

“Play volleyball,” he mused.

Jimmy was an athlete. He liked all sports, and he was good at them.

“Well, if you think it’s all right.”

“I do. And…I’ve got a confession.”

“What’s that?”

“Well,” she put her make up away and faced him. She was inches from him, and he could feel her breasts against his chest. “I like boys…but I like girls, too.”

“You do?”

“I do. I don’t think I’m a Lesbian or anything, but looking at you, so pretty, so hot…well, I think you’re nice.”

While she was talking her face was getting closer to his. Real closer, and then she pressed her lips to his. Just for a moment. Then she backed off and giggled. “We’re going to have to do this some more. Come on, let’s go to volleyball practice.”

Jimmy left the girls’ bathroom holding hands with Jennifer, and he felt like he was on top of the world. He was smiling, and he even felt pretty.

He didn’t see Janet staring at him, frowning, her eyes getting mean.

Sally fixed Mac and Cheese and lamb chops, it was Jimmy’s favorite meal, and listened as he gushed.

“I was up front and I kept making save after save. The girls all said they were really proud of me.”

Janet listened with a carefully happy face. She wanted to kill her stepbrother.

“That’s wonderful, honey. Are you going to be a permanent member of the volleyball team?”

“I don’t know. They want me to, but…I’d like to…”

“Then do it. Isn’t it wonderful having friends?”

Jimmy thought about that. As a guy he had friends, but it was different. All they did was grump about school and brag about video games. The girls were a lot more fun. The girls talked about everything in the world, and they even included him in their conversations. It didn’t matter that he didn’t know about being a girl, they were willing to teach him.

And, so it went. Jimmy gave up baseball and started going to volley ball practice.

Oh, the guys on the baseball team didn’t like it. Jimmy was their star third baseman, and he could hit long balls regularly. But what could they do about it? If they complained or treated Jimmy badly they suddenly found themselves the target of every girl in school. They were treated ten times worse, and that was enough to discourage them from treating Jimmy badly.

The girls loved it. They began winning games, though that did cause some hard feelings with the other teams. Girls on other teams began saying the nastiest things to Jimmy, calling him names and saying that he wasn’t really a girl.

They, the girls from the other teams, quickly ran right into the girls of Jimmy’s team.

Jimmy wondered about being a girl. His dick, for some reason, wasn’t getting hard. And it was so fucking small!

But he didn’t have a vagina.

But he could feel the changes in his body. The emotions, the softer skin, the feminization of his face.

As an 18 year old he still had the soft skin of youth, and now it was getting softer. And his hips sometimes felt awkward, and even a little fat.

And, to top it off…he started growing breasts!

He noticed it one day when he was getting undressed after a volleyball game.

He dressed in a room at the back of the girl’s locker room. the principal had set it up for him, and nobody seemed to care, and he didn’t care, but now he stared at his little buds in the mirror over a desk.

He opened the door and looked around for Jennifer. “Psst!”

Jennifer trotted into the room and he closed the door. “Look!”

She looked, and saw the growth, and smiled. “Oh, baby! That’s great! You have little titties.”

“Yeah, but…I’m a guy.”

“It’s pretty obvious that you were a guy. Now you’re a girl.”

At the look on Jimmy’s face Jennifer went to the door and called some of the girls from the team in.

He was embarrassed, but they clustered around him and actually started feeling his little tits.

“Wow! They’re cute!”

“I think they’re going to end up being big!”

“That depends on his dick. If his dick is small his boobs will be big.”

The girls laughed and teased each other, then Jennifer asked, “Can we see your penis?”

“It isn’t too big,” he tried to talk his way out of it. “Not since the…the accident.”

“Did you really hang yourself from the clothes hook in Target?”

“I heard you were wearing an expensive dress.”

“I’ve seen a video…”

Everybody looked at the girl who had said that.

She took out her cell phone and showed them.

Jimmy knew, right away, that Janet had taken the video. He saw her hand in front of the screen, and a quick pass by a mirror revealed the back of her head.

“Hey, it’s okay.” Jennifer whispered to Jimmy. “Do you want to tell them how she hung you up?”

He shook his head.

“But why not?”

“I…I don’t know.”

But he did know. He didn’t want to change anything. He didn’t want to lose Jennifer’s friendship, her sweet kisses. He didn’t know what to say.

The girls finished watching the video. “Wow. If I had nuts I wouldn’t want them to get messed up like that.”

Other girls made similar remarks, then one said, “We want to see your testicles.”

“And your penis.”

“What do they look like now?”

Jimmy explained as he pulled down his panties. “They’re giving me medicine. I can’t have any erections for six months. Not until everything is back to normal down there.”

The girls ooh-ed and ah-ed, and one of them asked, “Can I touch it?”

“I guess.”

The girls took turns fondling his small penis, marveling at how teeny it was, and they all agreed it was cute, and that it was nice that it wouldn’t hurt like some of the boys’ penises did.”

Then they felt his balls, gently squeezing, and he groaned. He might not be able to get an erection, but that didn’t mean that what they were doing didn’t feel good.

Finally, the girls tired of feeling him up and started heading back into the locker room. At last, Jimmy was alone with Jennifer.

“Gosh, all those girls feeling you, and I never have.”

“Well, go ahead.”

Jimmy was flushed and though he wasn’t getting erect down there, it certainly felt good to have his manhood, such as it was, fondled.

Jennifer stepped in front of him, just like she had that day in the restroom. Her eyes were slightly closed and she was breathing hard. She reached down and took his penis in hand. With her other hand she massaged his balls.

Jimmy was in heaven, nothing could get better, and then…it got better.

Still holding him she leaned forward and kissed him. And this wasn’t a little peck on the lips. This was a scorcher that blasted the lipstick off of his lips and made his toes curl.

Then she stopped kissing him, stared at him, and bent her knees. Lower she went, then lower, and suddenly she was holding his teeny penis in her mouth.

Jimmy groaned. No, he wasn’t hard, but it felt so amazing.

For a long minute she sucked on him, and played with his balls, and then she rose up and faced him again. “How big is it going to get? When the medicine wears off?”

“I don’t know.”

“How big was it before?”

“It was…I don’t know.”

“Bullshit. Every guy measures his dick. How big was it?”

He looked down, embarrassed. “It was only eight inches.”

Her eyes widened. “Only eight?”

“I know. It wasn’t even big before this.”

“So how big are dicks supposed to be?”

“Well, all the guys on the team say they have ten inches.”

Jennifer laughed. “They’re lying. Honey, you have a bigger dick than all of them.”

“I do?”

“Yes. Once it starts growing again, of course.”

He stared at her, his hole world adjusting to what she had told him.

“I really have a big dick?”

“Yep.”

“Wow.” Then he frowned.

“But, confession time…”

“What?”

“I like being a girl. The other girls treat me nicely, better than the guys treated me when I was a boy.”

“So you can have a big dick and dress like a girl.”

“I can?”

“Sure. Of course you might have to wear some special underwear to hide your package, but…sure. Why not? But I’ll tell you what I’m thinking.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m wondering if there’s a way we can make love before you get your big dick back.”

“I don’t think it’s possible.”

“Got to be. Leave it to me, I’ll do some research and we’ll come up with something.”

Walking home that afternoon Jimmy was whistling. He wondered what Jennifer would come up with. He couldn’t imagine how they could screw if his dick was soft, but—

“Hey, queer face!”

Jimmy turned and the three boys hit him at the same time.

Jimmy hadn’t been paying attention, and they had snuck up on him. He was knocked back and fell on the ground.

He knew the three boys, but he didn’t know their names. They had come over from another school and it looked like they were deliberately laying for him.

Jimmy tried to roll way, but the boys followed him, kicking him, pushing him, and they finally jumped on him, held him down and started punching him in the belly.

Maybe if Jimmy was still a boy he could have fought them off. With the hormones in his system, however, he didn’t stand a chance. He was losing muscle, redistributing fat, and they were simply stronger than him.

They ripped his dress, punched his belly, slapped his face, and laughed meanly the whole while.

He tried to kick, even to bite, but they laughed and—

“Let her up!”

A woman stood at the fence next to them. She was recording everything on video.

The boys jumped to their feet, then turned and ran.

“Come on, dear,” she helped Jimmy to his feet. “Can I call your mother?”

“Nu…nu…no. I just need to go home.

The lady gave him a worn coat to wear over his torn dress, and he made his way home.

The next day the news of his ‘attempted rape’ was all the talk. Another video had made its appearance, and Jennifer showed it to him. He watched himself knocked down, rolled over, and was ashamed.

“I didn’t fight back.”

“How could you?” Jennifer was pissed off. “There were three of them! There was nothing you could do.”

But there was enough male left in him to think that there was something he could do. Even if he didn’t know what it was.

“What I want to know is who took the video?”

“What?”

“Somebody took the video. Somebody is releasing these things on Facebutt. So who?”

Jimmy knew. “Janet took the first video. She’s got videos on the cloud.”

Jennifer frowned. Janet. Again. Seemed like she was the source of Jimmy’s problem.

Jimmy was removed from the volleyball team because of complaints. Parents of the kids form the opposing team were behind it, but that was okay with Jimmy. He was still a boy, somewhere under the soft dick and balls, after all.

Besides, he he had just been playing volleyball until he could go back to baseball.

Of course, there was a problem.

His tits were growing. He even needed a bigger bra, and he wondered if he could play baseball with big tits.

He’d have to be careful, not slide on his chest without extra protection, but…and he realized that he was falling in love with having tits, and he didn’t want to get rid of them.

How weird.

He began to wash them extra special, feeling them in the shower.

And he picked out clothes that would emphasize them, show them off.

Sometimes, laying in bed at night, he would feel them, especially the nipples. He still wasn’t having erections, but it felt so good.

Months passed, and graduation was close. There was a lot of talk among the girls as to which college they were going to, and he was actually getting excited.

Imagine, him getting excited about school.

He was changed, and he knew it. He studied with the girls, went to the mall with the girls, and called the girls on the phone…and his grades had picked up and he was actually thinking about college.

And, it turned out that he had a huge advantage. Where Janet had to go to a community college, he was getting extra consideration because he was a sexual minority. Who would have ever thought?

On the last day of school there wasn’t much studying, kids were doing pretty much what they wanted, and Jennifer finally figured out how to have sex. During lunch she pulled Jimmy aside and explained it to him.

“A dildo? Up my…my…are you serious?”

“Very serious. I even bought something called a strap on. When do you want to try it out?”

“I don’t know.”

“Come on, Jimmy. This is going to be fun.”

“Are you sure?”

“If screwing the butt wasn’t fun then so many people wouldn’t be doing it, right?”

“Well, uh, I guess.”

So they went to Jimmy’s house that afternoon.

Jimmy’s mother wasn’t home, and there was no sign of Janet, so they locked the door and undressed.

Jimmy was excited by seeing Jennifer’s body. He had felt her tits, and he had even kissed them. But now he was seeing everything.

Not that he could do anything about it. His dick still wasn’t working.

She put the strap on on. A big cock stuck out from her junction, and they looked at it in awe.

“Now you can really be the girl,” giggled Jennifer. “Come on, get down on your knees and take me in your mouth.

Jimmy found it a heady thought, and he kissed her, then he knelt in front of her and began sucking on her big penis.

It felt good. It even felt natural.

She put her hands on his head and fucked his throat. They really got into it and she started instructing him as to how to deep throat her.

You’ve got to relax everything, tell yourself not to gag.

He tried, taking his time. She didn’t move and inch after inch he swallowed her. Her cock was eight inches, and he didn’t get the whole thing, but he got probably six inches. It was a lot, and he felt it slide into his throat.

“Oh, wow. This is so fucking hot.”

Jimmy looked up and her, then pulled back.

“Come on, turn around and bend over. I want to do you.”

Jimmy followed her directions, but when she tried to put her plastic penis up his hole it hurt.

“We need lube,” she said.

He ran for the bathroom, found some lube, and ran back.

Jennifer lubed him up. She smeared the goo into his asshole, and Jimmy found himself groaning. Fuck, this felt good.

Then she stood up behind him and gently slid her pecker into his rectum.

Jimmy gasped. The feeling of being expanded was too much. He put his hands on the bed and supported himself.

“Lean on the bed,” she said.

He moved, her walking with him, keeping her cock embedded in him.

He lay on the bed, awkwardly, but she stayed with him, and now that he was supported and not in danger of falling down she could really go to work. She began pumping into him, and he humped his rump up at her. He could feel the wonderful sensation of her opening him up. Suddenly it didn’t matter that he didn’t have a working penis. This was far better than a penis.

For ten minutes she screwed him, glorying in the power, the sex, the feeling of completing another person.

Then she pulled out.

He groaned, and she had to help him up. When he was standing on shaking legs again he looked down at the bed, there was a big cum spot on the edge of the bed.

“I came? But, how?”

“Wow. I read about it, but didn’t expect…I stimulated your prostate, and that let all the semen in your balls out.”

“So I came.”

“You did. Did you feel anything?”

“No. But I feel so darned good right now. I feel like after an orgasm, all empty and warm and almost goofy.”

“I’m going to record this. She picked up her cell phone and clicked it to video and aimed it at the puddle of sperm.

“That’s—“

“What do we have here!”

When Jimmy had gone for the lube he hadn’t locked the door, and Janet stood, leaning against the jamb, that mean look on her face.

Jimmy started to stutter. “Please…don’t tell—“

But Jennifer wasn’t cowed at all by Janet. She hadn’t been picked on for years, and to her Janet was just a stupid bitch. She lowered her cell phone and faced Jimmy’s nemesis.

“Well, if it isn’t the bitch herself.” She took off the strap on and began putting on her clothes. All the while making sure the cell phone was aimed towards Janet.

“Who’s calling who a bitch? Bitch!”

“I know what you did. I know that you’re the one who hung Jimmy up in the Target dressing room.”

“Fuck you!”

“You’re responsible for all his problems. I’ve heard the mean things you say at school, I know you release the videos, and…who were the three kids who beat Jimmy up?” She was almost dressed now, and she put the strap on in her purse. Except she didn’t. She held the purse open higher on one side so Janet couldn’t tell what she was doing and dropped the dildo between Jimmy’s wall and bed.

Meanwhile, his face red and panicked, Jimmy pulled on his panties and bra.

“Those guys? Ha! That was Biff and his brother and friend. They were glad to beat up a sissy.”

“So I was right. You arranged it. What did you give them to make them do it?”

“I blew their cocks, all of them. Something that my dear brother seems to be learning about.”

Jimmy pulled on his dress and stood uncertainly. Janet had been running roughshod over him for so long—to hear her stood up to, it was…

“Hello!”

“Up here, Mom! You need to see this!”

Though there wasn’t much to see.

“You think she’ll believe you when you pretend Jimmy and I were fucking?”

“She believed me when I told her Jimmy was a trans and wanted to be a girl.”

“What’s going on, girls?” Sally was at the top of the steps and coming down the hallway.

Janet stepped into the room and pointed at Jennifer. “She has a dildo, and she was fucking Jimmy!” Her voice was triumphant and her eyes flashed in victory.

Sally stepped into the room, her eyes lowered, looking confused. “What is this?”

Jennifer didn’t say anything.

“Look in her purse. She’s got a dildo, and she was shoving it up Jimmy’s butt!”

Sally stepped to the bed and looked in the purse. there was nothing in it but make up and a wallet. She looked at Janet. “Janet? What’s really going on?”

“Mrs. Stern, could you please listen to this?” Jennifer held up her cell phone and pressed play on the video app.

“What do we have her?” Janet’s voice was small, but unmistakeable.

Janet turned whiter than a bleached sheet with snow covering it.

“Don’t listen to that!” She tried to move forward, but Sally pushed her back.

From the cellphone came the full confession.

A mumble from Jimmy, but low and hard to decipher. Then: ‘Who’s calling who a bitch? Bitch!’

‘I know what you did. I know that you’re the one who hung Jimmy up in the Target dressing room.’

‘Fuck you!’

‘You’re responsible for all his problems. I’ve heard the mean things you say at school, I know you release the videos, and…who were the three kids who beat Jimmy up?’

Sally’s mouth opened, and stayed open, and when the recording was done she turned to her daughter. Her face was thunder and Jimmy had never seen a person so pissed off in his life.

“You arranged a mugging by…by giving blow jobs? And I’m going to believe you? Like I did when you said he wanted to be a girl.”

Janet backed up, her hands out as if to ward off. Sally followed her, backed her into her room, and then the yelling started.

Jennifer retrieved the strap on from behind the bed and grabbed Jimmy’s hand. They tip toed past the room where Sally was blowing her top and then ran, giggling, for the front door. A minute later they were walking down the street, holding hands.

“So you’re free now.”

“Thanks to you,” Jimmy answered.

She smiled. Never had she felt so happy.

“So now we’ve made love.”

“Yep,” he grinned.

“So how long do you think it’s going to be until your dick starts working again?”

He became silent.

“What?”

“I sometimes wonder if I even want my dick to work.”

“What?” She stopped walking and they faced each other.

“Let me use the dildo on you.”

“But don’t you want to get your dick back  and screw me?”

He sighed. “It’s funny. At first all I wanted was for my dick to work again. But now I’ve been a girl, and I see how the other half lives. And I like being the other half.”

“So you don’t want your dick to work?”

“I don’t know. I know I love you, and I loved it when you screwed me, and I want to give you that…but not at the cost of losing who I really am.”

They stared at each other for a long minute, then they turned and continued walking down the road. They were hand in hand, and of like minds in so many ways, but…giving up his dick?

They had a lot to think about.

END
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The Man Who Abused a Woman ~ A tale of sexual crime and punishment, a man beats his wife and faces the consequences. A cautionary for any man who raises his fist to a woman!


Too Big for Her Bra!

Husband faces role reversal and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Roger kept the big, huge grin off his face as he drove home. This was going to be the coolest thing he had ever done. Man, when this happened, it was going to be better than sex.

And it should be, for it was going to be nothing more than super cool enhanced sex.

He was on the freeway, his exit coming up soon, and he looked down at the little bottle on the passenger seat. Man, that had cost him a chunk of change, but it was going to be worth it. The pills inside were brand new, not even tested, but the fellow Roger got them from said he knew they worked, so…man, this was going to be great.

He slowed down for the exit and the pill bottle rolled across the seat.

He came to a light and had to wait, so he picked up the bottle and read the ingredients again.

Metoclopramide and domperidone. Two chemicals used to induce lactation in women. But these weren’t your common, every day household drugs. These were super enhanced. Instead of taking 3 to 6 months to work, they were guaranteed to work in one week. And they didn’t just make the boobs lactate…they caused a growth spurt so there would be extra milk!

Roger slapped the wheel and chuckled. The light turned and he followed cars through the intersection. A few blocks later he was turning into his neighborhood.

So, finally his wife would have big boobs. He had been after her for years to get implants, but she wasn’t interested. Which was odd because she was a PA, a Physician’s Assistant. She knew all the tricks, could get the surgery done for extra cheap, and yet she didn’t want bigger breasts.

“What’s wrong with these?” Amy would smile at Roger and hold up her boobs. And they were okay, but she was a slender girl and her boobs weren’t all that big. Maybe 34 C. Roger wanted her to have double Ds. Or Fs. Or, God, wouldn’t it be great if he could make her expand to Gs? or even Hs?

And the little bottle of pills rolling on the passenger seat would do it.

All he had to do was sneak a pill into her wine and, voila, instant boob!

Well, not quite instant, but a week or two would do it, so it might just as well be instant.

And she would even start lactating! That was a real bonus! He had always been a boob man, and now, to be able to help his wife be the woman he always wanted…it was a dream come true.

He turned on his street and cruised towards his house.

Roger and Amy lived at the end of the street in a split level. It was a nice house with a big backyard and a swimming pool. He pulled into the driveway, tucked the bottle of pills in his pocket and got out.

“Honey! I’m home!” He entered the kitchen and opened a high cupboard and slid the pills back so she wouldn’t see them.

“Back here!”

Roger went through the house and came out on the patio. There were a dozen women sitting n the patio.

“Hi, honey. This is LSS Women’s club. We’re having a little meeting.”

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Roger grinned and gave a wave. The ladies all gave him the once over, and they smiled and greeted him.

And Roger felt a slight creepy feeling.

He shrugged it off and said, “Go ahead, I’ll be in my office. Nice meeting everybody.”

A minute later he was sitting in his office pursuing his favorite sport: boobs.

He called up site after site and clicked on categories like ‘Big boobs, Lactating breasts, Megatits,’ and so on.

His desk faced the door so he could close all the windows with the click of a button if anybody came in.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and enjoyed the feeling of his cock throbbing as he checked out Ava and Julia and Lisa. Then he looked for Trueblonde. she had been around for years, but had the best lactation videos in the world.

And, over all was the nervous anticipation of knowing that he was going to help his wife have boobs like the girls on the net.

He thought about the pills in the cupboard and he felt downright giddy.

He imagined his wife suddenly growing bigger boobs. She would need new bras, and new clothes. And then to produce milk on top of that…heavenly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of soft voices and the shuffle of shoes and the click of heels. Sounded like the LSS whatever club was ending their meeting.

He closed the tit windows and pulled up some spreadsheets. He took another gulp of whiskey and smiled.

Oh, baby. You are going to be so proud when your big, old boobies come in.

The front door closed and he heard the click, click of his wife’s heels in the hall. She entered the room. “Hey, Roger,” she came around the corner of his desk and gave him a big smackeroo of a kiss. Then she looked at the screen, saw the spreadsheets and gave him a smile, “Always working. You’re such a good boy.”

“Well, got to keep the money coming in.”

She tilted her head and studied him. “You have got a smile on your face.”

“I do?”

She laughed. “You look like the cat that ate all the canaries. What’s going on?”

“Oh, nothing,” he lied. “I’m just having a really great time. You know, it’s like the world is just going the way I want it to.”

“Well, that’s wonderful!” She sat on his lap and kissed him some more. She could feel his dick poking up under her. “Uh oh. Somebody has a problem.”

“Nothing a little loving can’t handle.”

“Well, I don’t know. I’m a little scared that that big cock of yours is going to do bad things to my delicate, little pussy.

He laughed. “And I’m looking forward to it.”

“So how about I mix us a drink and we toast our good health and see what happens?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

He stood up, lifted her up, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him in a ferocious display of monkey love.

He walked her out to the den and tossed her on the couch. “Wait here, babe-a-roonie. “You want a little whiskey tonight?”

“Sure.”

Roger went into the kitchen and got out a pair of glasses. He put ice cubes in them. Cold would help dull any taste of the pills, although there wasn’t supposed to be any taste.

He poured a third of a glass of bourbon for Amy, and half a glass of bourbon for himself. He paused and listened for the sound of Amy’s footsteps. Nothing, so he grabbed the pills, opened the bottle and shook out one. He put the pills back and grabbed a spoon out of the drawer. He crushed the pill thoroughly. Made it into a powder, then put it into her glass. He added Coke, looked at it, sniffed it, and was pleased.

He carried the two glasses out and handed her hers.

They sat on the couch and sipped, and he watched the elixir pass her sexy, red lips and slide down her throat. They talked, and she did most of the talking. He was feeling so incredibly nervous. His wife was going to have big ‘uns. She was going to produce milk. She was going to have the most perfect boobs in the world.

And they were going to be everything he had ever dreamed about.

He smiled, controlled his nervousness, and sipped his drink.

Roger owned his own real estate business. He had a staff of 20 and it had made him an easy million the previous year. His agents all made a 100K on the average, and he made about 50K for each one. It was a good business, and he liked it. He especially liked that it gave him lots of time off.

The next day he told his staff that he had some important dealings to take care, and that they should be more self sufficient. In other words, do your work and don’t bug me.

The reason he did this was so he could spend more time at home.

The first couple of days nothing happened. He worked at the realty and took long lunches with Amy, but that was about it.

On the third day, which happened to be a Wednesday, she called and said she didn’t want to go out for lunch, she wan’t feeling well.

“What’s wrong, babe?”

“Nothing. I just feel sort of…squirmy. And my upper body feels a little sore.”

Roger exulted. Upper body. Which more than likely meant boobs. The pill was working. “Well, take it easy. I’ll come home early and make you some chicken noodle soup.”

“Okay, honey. Thank you.”

Roger hung up and was so elated he actually jumped up and clicked his heels. His secretary looked at him, but he just grinned at her.

He came home at three in the afternoon. Almost four hours earlier than usual.

Amy was sleeping. He peeked into the bedroom and listened to her soft breathing, her light snores, and grinned.

He tip toed out and headed for the computer. He spent a couple of hours tracking down boobs on the net. He salivated over Plenty Uptop, and he chuckled at Claudia Marie. He sighed. So much boob, so little time.

He heard Amy stirring, so he closed the windows that were open to boobs and pulled up his spreadsheet. Then he headed down the hallway.

Amy was laying in bed, her eyes open, and she focused on him. “I don’t feel so good,” she whispered.

He came in and sat next to her and rubbed her shoulder. “What’s going on?”

“My chest hurts and my throat is sore. My head feels all logy. I’ve se[t a; day and I just want to keep sleeping.”

He moved his hands over her flesh, wishing he could see under the covers, and said, “You don’t think it’s COVID, or that monkey pox thing, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t feel like anything…the symptoms…they don’t match any illness I’ve ever heard of.”

“Let me go make some chicken noodle soup. How about some Ginger ale, too?”

“Oh, thank you.”

Roger headed for the kitchen. He heated up a can of Campbells and poured a glass of ginger ale, then hurried back.

No hurry, she was asleep again.

He put the soup and soft drink on the side table and top toed out of the room.

Roger slept on the couch in the den. He was close to her, but didn’t want to disturb her. He woke up at seven and stretched, then went into the bedroom.

Amy was sleeping.

He wanted to turn her over, rip the covers off of her.

Did she have big boobs yet?

He wanted to see.

No way to see.

He called into the office and said he would be taking a couple of days off, and he had already warned them, so he didn’t anticipate any problems.

He tooled around the house all morning. He cut the front lawn, read a bit of Realtor Magazine.

He spent an hour on the computer. With Amy temporarily out of commission he was getting horny, so he played with himself and thought about jacking off.

Somehow, it seemed a bit bit sleazy, what with Amy passed out and in the middle of a pubertic growth spurt.

Maybe tomorrow, and he sighed.

Amy woke up and came down the hallway. She looked into the computer room and said, “Hi, honey.” Her eyes were red and she looked a bit pale. Her hair was all over the place. She was carrying the cold soup and flat ginger ale.

Roger entered the kitchen as she emptied the bowl and the glass. “I’m sorry. I went to sleep.”

“That’s okay, honey. You’ve just got some bug and you’ll get over it.”

“I’ve gotta call in. Could you fix me some more soup? And ginger ale? I promise I’ll eat.”

“No problem.”

She headed for her cell phone, which was in the den, and Roger fixed her lunch. He added a slice of cantelope and sliced open a croissant and added thick slices of butter. He walked into the den and Amy had passed out.

He frowned. This was a lot of sleeping.

He put her legs up and froze. Her gown was open and he could see her tits. Were they bigger? They looked bigger.

He turned his head this way and that, compared in his mind. Wanted to touch and feel, but—

“What are you looking at?”

He physically jerked in surprise. “Oh, nothing. Here’s your lunch.”

She was dazed and didn’t pursue the matter. She swung her feet back to the floor and dug in.

For a sick person she had a big appetite. She sucked the soup down like she was a sponge. She drank the ginger ale and ate the cantelope, and when she looked at Roger he just smiled. “Good appetite. I’ll get you some more.”

He brought her more soup. She was done with the croissant and looking out the window. And she was rubbing her chest.

“Are you okay?” he asked as he put the bowl and glass and a plate with more croissants on the coffee table in front of her.

“I am. I just…my breasts hurt. And I think they’re swollen. this is the weirdest flu I’ve ever had.”

“But it’s not COVID?”

“No. I feel dazed and confused, and sore, but I don’t have any of the symptoms. I’m so tired, though.

Of course you are, he thought. Your body is growing.

She ate the food, didn’t leave any, then just smiled at him and lay down on her side on the couch.

Now her boob was plainly visible. He took out a blanket and placed it over her, and got a good look at her tit.

It was bigger. It had to be. He smiled and tucked her in, and she smiled at him and closed her eyes.

Amy woke for dinner. Again, she was a little dazed, but she had an enormous appetite. Other symptoms, such as headaches, upset stomach, and so on, were absent. She did keep rubbing her chest, however, and she remarked on how sore her nipples were.

“God, it’s just like puberty in a way.”

She wasn’t wearing a bra and she refused to put one on. Her breasts hurt too much. All of which tended to obscure the fact. that they were noticeably larger.

Noticeable to Roger. To Amy they were just sagging unduly, and since she usually wore a bra this was understandable.

She stayed awake for a couple of hours and they cuddled on a couch and watched the news.

She kept yawning, and Roger had to withhold himself from feeling her tits. Now that it was happening, now that she was getting bigger boobs he wanted to touch them, handle them, kiss them.

By eight o’clock she was dozing. Roger picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. She partially awoke and smiled. “Thank you, honey. Thank you for taking care of me.”

The irony of that remark passed right over Roger’s head. But right about then anything and everything was passing him by. He was just obsessed with her growing breasts. He wanted to just sit down and stare at them. It would have been about as exciting as watching paint dry, but to him that was the whole thing.

She awoke the next morning at six o’clock, and now she noticed that her boobs were getting bigger. How could she not? They had gone from a C to a D in less than two days.

She frowned and hefted them. “Are my boobs getting bigger?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

Roger was quick to answer, “They’re just a little swollen. Nothing to be worried about.

He fed her, and kept feeding her. She ate a half a dozen eggs, four pancakes, and half a package of bacon. She ingested a half a pitcher of OJ.

Roger marveled. How could such a slender body hold that much?

When he walked her into the TV room he could feel her body heat. She was burning up. She was so hot that any perspiration would evaporate.

Yet she was happy. It was like the hormones that were raging through her body were acting like dope, but in a good way. She was sort of loosy goosy, lazy and dopey, and just feeling good.

She even laughed about how big her breasts were getting.

“I’m going to be bigger than Dolly Parton if this keeps up.”

Roger got an instant boner from that remark, and he wanted to make love in the worst way.

But he had to wait. She was so sleepy he knew she might go to sleep while he was screwing her.

The day passed, and Amy slept for two hour blocks, and ate like a pig, a pig with big tits, when she was awake.

Roger had to run to the grocery store and pick up more groceries. Lots more. Amy was eating them out of house and home.

A WEEK PASSED.

And on the seventh day the major changes had happened and Amy started to come to herself.

She awoke, it was a Monday and she realized: “Lord, I’ve been sleeping a lot.”

Roger smiled. “Some kind of weird sickness. You said you just wanted to sleep it off so I didn’t bother calling a doctor.”

“I’m a PA, and maybe I shouldn’t have been diagnosing myself.”

“Oh. Would you like something to eat?”

She was laying in bed, blinking a lot, yawning, too. But the yawning was more of the coming awake variety, not going to sleep.

“I’ve been eating like a pig, too.”

“You needed nourishment to fight off whatever bug you had.”

“You’re so good to me. I don’t deserve you.”

Roger grinned.

Amy started to sit up and stopped. She frowned, and looked at her breasts. “What?”

She sat up the rest of the way and looked down at her girls. They were big. Real big. It was like she had gone to bed with C cups and woken up with H cups. Triple H cups.

They were huge, swelling out and dropping out of sight.

“What the fuck?”

Roger played his part perfectly. “Oh, my gosh! What happened?”

“My boobs…” she put her hands under them and lifted them. She studied them, felt thebig,  stiff nipples, and looked at Roger.

“Did you notice…”

“Honey! They’re so big! I was so concerned for you, and you slept most of the time anyway…how did this happen?” He was having a hard time not showing his glee. He actually bit his tongue to keep himself from smiling.

Amy struggled out of bed. She had to hold her boobs with her hands when she walked to the mirror.

“But how could this…they aren’t this big…what…”

Roger was right with her. “Did you take anything when you were at the hospital? Breasts don’t just grow like this…” His eyes were bright and he was giddy. His dick was pulsing and throbbing and pushing out against his pants.

He tried to control his dick, but that was impossible.

“I need to talk to somebody about this.”

“Gosh, yes.” He was worried, he didn’t want any medical person examining her. He was worried about the drugs still being in her system.

Holding her breasts with crossed forearms Amy walked out of the room. She found her phone and sat down at the breakfast table. She placed her boobs on the table and dialed the phone.

Henry Pilkins showed up a half hour later. He was her doctor and didn’t usually make house calls, but this sounded very strange. Amy had grown big breasts? That was something for the medical journals, though he initially doubted her words. After all…things like this didn’t happen. It was probably just a little swelling.

Roger opened the door for Henry and the doctor entered the house. He was a well built man with even features and wavy hair.

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom, down the hall.”

Henry carried his satchel down the hall and knocked on the side of the door. “Amy?”

“In here.”

The drapes were drawn and she had no lights.

“What’s happening.”

“This. Look at them.”

Henry peered, and…gasped. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t professional. I need some light.”

Roger had followed him and he flicked the light switch next to the door.

Henry stared in shock.

Amy was holding her tits with her hands and pointing them at him. Her boobs were as big as footballs, big fat, footballs. The nipples were as big as his thumbs. Her face was distraught and tears were leaking from her eyes.

Henry pulled her vanity chair over in front of her and started asking her questions. He took her temperature, her blood pressure, and listened to her body with his stethoscope. In between him listening to her heart  and looking in her eyes and ears she answered his questions.

“I fell sick a week ago. I slept a lot, then I ate a lot, but it’s all sort of hazy. I was really out of it.”

Henry done with the initial examination began to feel her breasts. He felt for lumps, or any oddities.

Roger stared from the door. He envied Henry being able to feel his wife’s breasts so freely. He wanted this medical charade to be over so he could take her to bed. He had wrapped an Ace bandage around his cock and looped between his legs and up to the back of his belt. He had the belt tightened an extra notch and his shirt hung down to cover the sag of his belt in the back. Nobody was going to notice how hard this made him.

The doctor didn’t feel anything out of the ordinary, and he finally took his hands off Amy’s boobs.

Roger sighed.

“We need to do some tests. When can you come to the hospital?”

“Right now.”

Roger linked. He didn’t want her to leave. He wanted to screw her. He wanted to convince her that big boobs were the blessing he knew they were, but…he had to stop this.

“Are you sure you should be moving around in your condition?”

“Honey. I know you’re concerned, but the hospital can give me tests and diagnose me. We can find out what happened. Don’t you want to find out?”

No! He already knew!

“Well, uh…”

The doctor took out his cell phone and made a call. “This is Dr. Henry Pilkins. I’d like an ambulance for transport at 4325 Parkinson Lane.”

He finished talking, smiled at Amy, then began making calls to the hospital. He wanted everything ready when Amy got there. She was one of their own, after all.

Roger listened in dismay. He turned to Amy. “Are you sure? I mean, I can care for you right here.”

He licked his lips and looked at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. You’ve been so good to me, but I have to do this. What if this is just the beginning of a serious condition?”

“I know…it’s just that…”

She patted his hand, then she leaned forward, and her monster boobs fell forth. “Ow!” She grimaced and put her arms under her boobs. “I just wanted a hug.”

Roger leaned forward quickly. He wanted a hug, too. A long one that led to multiple bouts of sex.

He held her, and tried not to appear desperate.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

“For what?” he asked, holding on to her, feeling her big breasts squashing against his chest.

“For everything. I can’t figure out what happened, but it’s not your fault, and now you get saddled with this…this…situation.”

“Hey, baby. We’re in this together. You know that.”

She cried and held to him, pressing her breasts ever harder, exciting him ever more, and said, “I don’t deserve you!”

The Doctor came back in the room. “The ambulance will be here in fifteen minutes. I told them no siren, and we’ll try to make this as easy as we can.

Amy let go of Roger and moved back. Roger cursed the doctor, he had been about to feel her boobs.

“Okay, let’s talk about some of the procedures we’re going to do.

“Uh, wait.”

Amy looked down at her breasts.

“What is it?” asked Roger.

She looked up in shock. “I’m lactating!”

But Roger had already seen that. He could see the little white dots on her nipples. Then the dots grew bigger, into beads, drops, and suddenly a spray of milk, just a little line of white, spurted from her right boob. Within a minute the left one was squirting.

Within five minutes she was gushing, holding a towel under her tits and crying.

A WEEK PASSED.

Amy suffered every conceivable medical test in the world. She was poked and prodded and turned on her belly and poked and prodded again. They took what seemed like gallons of blood out of her. She was hooked to machines, nurses came in constantly, and it seemed like every doctor and nurse in the hospital wanted to come by and commiserate.

Roger sat in a chair by her side the whole time.

He watched as the nurses filled bottle after bottle with her breast milk. It was a never ending gusher. Old Faithful, but on a larger scale.

Inside, he was pissed. They should have been home, with him balls deep in his now super endowed wife. Instead, he had to sit there and listen to the medical drivel as the idiots put forth theories and talked about arcane medications.

Hell. He knew what had happened. Of course, he couldn’t tell them. But…damn! He was horny!

So he sat in his little chair, slept in it, and his dick kept trying to rise up and be heard.

Huh! No chance of that!

He watched as the bottles were filled and taken away. To be disposed of. Wasted. Why didn’t they hand him a bottle? He’d show them what to do with fresh milk.

“Amy, all tests are negative.” Doctor Pilkins stood at the end of her bed, chart in hand and two interns at his elbows.

“What could have caused it?” Amy asked.

Roger sat up, hoping that she was going to be released.

“All we know is that for some reason you have high levels of estrogen, very high levels. It’s almost like you’ve been taking lactation drugs, and these caused growth and lactation.

Amy was feeling a bit emotional. She sniffed. “I’m a freak.”

“Nonsense, honey! you’re just well endowed.”

“Well, I might be, but, Henry, I need a consult. I’m going to want a breast reduction. And I need to dry up all this stupid milk.”

Roger felt panicky inside. Damn! He had just gotten her these big bazoombas and she was planning to get rid of them?

Henry pursed his lips, frowned. “Well, we can do that. We’ve got medicine that will stop your lactation, but I don’t want to do anything for a month or two. I know it will be difficult, but we need to make sure your body has stopped changing.”

Amy nodded. “That’s okay. I’ll just stay home and Roger can take care of me.”

Roger nodded, concealed his happiness at something finally working out his way.

“So when are we going to release me?”

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was hurting. His dick was tired of being tied down, and he wasn’t getting any sex.

Amy just wasn’t interested.

Amy just laid in bed, or watched TV, and sulked.

She was pleasant enough, she didn’t take her condition out on Roger. But she didn’t have any interest in sex.

But, time passes, and it was obvious that Roger was hurting.

“Honey, I know I haven’t been very forthcoming in the sex department, and I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” Roger lied. “You’ve got bigger things to worry a—sorry. Guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.

Amy giggled. After weeks of sadness and despair and feeling that her own body had betrayed her, she needed a chuckle. “That’s okay. But it’s about time we talked about your needs.”

“Oh, I have needs,” he blurted.

She laughed. “Tell me about it. You’ve always been a horn dog.”

She looked down at her boobs. She was wearing a super-szed bra. It had flaps so she could drain her milk whenever she wanted.

She hadn’t been pumping her milk, and that was causing the flow to go down.

Which was killing Roger. He wanted to suck. He wanted to taste some of that delicious nectar.

But this was his lucky day.

She looked up at him. “If you don’t mind the milky mess maybe we could do a little in and out right now?” She smiled.

In truth, she was feeling like an ugly cow, and she desperately wanted to be held and appreciated. Those hugs with Roger weren’t enough. She needed some pokey poke.

Roger grinned to bust his jaw. His eyes lit up like a little boy’s at Christmas. “Well, I guess we could…”

She laughed at the eager expression on his face. “Oh, my little horn dog. Come here.”

Roger crawled onto the bed. His cock was pulsing, and he felt her boobs. “Can I?”

“Of course, honey. What’s mine is yours.”

He kissed her boobs. He looked up. “Can I…would you mind…”

“You want to suck some milk?”

She felt a little strange, but…this was her Roger. He loved her. He helped her. And it was only milk.

She nodded and he bent his head and began suckling.

She liked his mouth on her, so hot, and it did help to drain the milk from her boobs. She moaned and held his head. The sensation of being suckled…she had never imagined. Her pussy started to heat up.

Roger squeezed her tits and moved his mouth back and forth between them. He sucked her milk like it was a milkshake. It was delicious, heady, and he couldn’t wait to put his penis in her. He moved one hand down to her vagina and began stroking the labia.

“Oh, Roger! I needed this…but I think I’m going to cum too soon!”

Roger redoubled his efforts. She didn’t usually cum fast, so he wanted her really primed when he put his peeny in her.

Suddenly he felt a wave of golden happiness wash over him. It felt so good, and it lasted for about thirty seconds, then he was done.

Meanwhile, his hand was working over time. He wasn’t going to be able to play the piano after this, but he couldn’t before, and who the fuck cared? He was about to get into his wife’s juicy pussy. While he sucked on her massive milk producing jugs. He had never been happier!

Or more turned on!

Amy was grunting now, and her hips were humping his fingers. He had two fingers inside her and was reaming her, penetrating her, and her hips began to lurch.

Quickly, Roger undid his pants and pulled out…it was soft!

“What the fuck?”

Amy opened her eyes, stared through her haze of lust…”Fuck me. Please, Roger…”

“My dick?”

Her hips were gyrating frantically.

“Yes, your dick. Put it in me.”

“But…it…it…” he looked down, into his pants, and saw a huge puddle of cum.

He had gotten so excited the cum had just leaked out of his dick!

No big O! No unbelievable, mind blowing, golden orgasm. He was done.

“It’s soft!” he exclaimed.

“Then use your fingers, but for goodness sake…do me!”

Stunned, his mind a blathering mess, Roger moved his fingers back to her vagina. He had never felt her so wet, and he inserted his fingers and began finger banging her.

It didn’t take long, Amy suddenly thrust her hips into the air, they spasmed, then she closed her hips, his hand trapped in her pussy. She rolled on her side, and he had to move with her. She kept jerking and jerking, and it was obvious that this was the biggest orgasm she had ever had in her life.


PART TWO

Poor Roger, Amy thought. Yet the thought made her giggle. It was so ironic. He had blown his load without the big eruption. No orgasm for him. And he wanted his orgasms so badly.

She was wearing a super duty, industrial strength bra. By the end of the day her back would be hurting, but that was okay. She had the morning to clean the house and do chores, and a couple of months from now she would be rid of the ghastly mountains on her chest.

She puttered through the kitchen, wiping down surfaces, working, and feeling more human than she had for weeks.

She moved a chair over to the fridge and climbed up and started wiping dust off the top. She was still wondering why her breasts had suddenly decided to start growing. Puberty was long past, so…why?

Her hair was dropping down in front of her eyes as she scrubbed a spot, and when she moved her head to get the hair out of her eyes she caught sight of a bit of white. It was in an upper cupboard, one of the ones she couldn’t reach. The door was slightly ajar and…what the heck was it?

She climbed off the chair and moved it to the other side of the fridge. She climbed up on the chair, then knelt on the counter and opened the cupboard all the way.

There was nothing. Then she felt behind the bar between the two doors and…a small bottle of pills fell over. It rolled off the shelf and she managed to catch it with one hand.

She got back on the floor and looked at the bottle. There was no label, and…she got the scary feeling that Roger was taking drugs.

But…no. He didn’t display any of the signs. He was of an even temperament, his eyes were always normal. So what could these pills be?”

She opened the top and looked inside. Pills. Could be anything. No distinguishing marks. just…pills.

She held them over the counter and emptied the bottle. A little piece of paper fell out.

Hey Roger,

get ready to suck!

So they were for Roger. But…what was the meaning…why…?

Roger was gone to work, so she couldn’t ask him. Besides, there was a bit of drawback to asking him. If he was addicted to something she wanted to know before she confronted him.

She got dressed, wore a coat that would hide her breasts a bit, and headed across town.

As a PA she knew, and had access to, all sorts of labs. She pulled up in front of a nondescript brick building. This wasn’t one of the big ones, but she knew the fellow inside, and he was the best.

She walked in and waited for him to notice her.

A WEEK PASSED.

It had been a strange week. Amy felt guilty about not asking Roger about the pills. They had always been honest with each other, and to have a secret like this…

Still, she managed to keep the secret, guilt or not, and she was anxiously awaiting the results of her lab man’s investigation.

She was sitting on a lounge chair in the backyard, sipping wine, and thinking.

Roger was at work, and they still hadn’t made love. Not because of any lack of desire, but because Amy had her period. Getting over the big sickness had been followed by a whammer slammer of a menstrual bleed.

And, she hated to admit it, but she felt so weird withholding from Roger about the pills, and making love with that kind of a secret was really holding her sex drive down.

So she was horny, and Roger hadn’t had sex since the great ‘leak’ his pecker had done, and—

Doot da da doo te doot doot.

She picked up her phone.

“Mrs. Wells?”

“This is she?”

“Hi, Mrs. Wells. This is Barry from Genius Labs. We’ve finished our examination of those pills you brought in. Can you tell me where you got them?”

“They’re not illegal drugs, are they? Like cocaine or something?”

“No. No. They’re not anything like that.”

“What are they?”

“Tell the truth, I’ve never seen anything like them. They are a curious blend of two main chemicals, metoclopramide and domperidone.”

Amy’s mind clicked. Her mouth started to open in shock. She was a PA and knew a lot about drugs.

On the phone Barry was still talking. “These chemicals are used to increase lactation. There are some additives, and—“

“What do they do if a woman takes them?”

“The additives enhance the procedure, or maybe I should say growth. If a human being takes them they will result in that person lactating. A lot. And there may be some breast growth, too.”

Barry said more, and Amy listened in a far off sort of way, but she knew. All the pieces clicked in her mind.

Roger wanted her to have bigger breasts. She thought he had given up on that idea, he hadn’t mentioned anything about it for a while, but now she knew he hadn’t given up.

Little things about his manner, his behavior. Watching over her. Things he said. The way he looked at her.

The way he almost attacked her boobs the previous week, asking to suck them, with the desperation of a man who ran out of water in the desert.

But, most of all, the note.

Get ready to suck.

Somebody had prepared those pills for Roger. And that meant that Roger had ordered those pills, and he had given her one, or more. Roger was why her breasts suddenly tripled in size.

Roger.

Women are considered the more vicious of the species. Hidden under the pink froth and dolls and polite ways, women could lay waste to the world.

If they wanted to.

Suddenly, Amy wanted to.

She had. been betrayed. He had made decisions for her body without talking to her. He had risked her life for his own horniness.

Amy went to the phone and picked it up. She tapped a number.

“Hello?”

Amy began to talk.

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger came home early on a Friday. He was tired of work, and he was getting a little impatient. Except for that one failed attempt at lovemaking he hadn’t been getting any. And this in spite of the fact that Amy had the biggest, most beautiful tits in the world. Smokin’ hot tits, and he wanted them.

Heck, her milk was starting to dry up, and he was afraid her boobs were going to shrink.

He was even thinking about giving her another pill.

“Hello?” he called when he walked into the house.

“Back here!”

He frowned. ‘Back here.’ It seemed like she was even a little cold to him the past week. After all he had done for her, taking care of her while her boobs grew, and seeing that her boobs grew in the first place. Well, he was going to have to have—

Roger stopped. There were a dozen ladies on the patio, sitting in a big circle. One of those stupid LSS women’s clubs things. He put on a smile.

“Hi, ladies.”

“Roger?” Amy was sitting at the far end of the circle of women. “Could you come here?” She was wearing a dress, and her boobs were positively enormous. For once it looked like she was showcasing them, instead of hiding them.

Puzzled, Roger walked amongst the ladies. He felt a little weird, vulnerable, as it were, but he approached his wife.

“Yeah, honey?”

She put a flat sort of smile on her face and held out her hand. In the palm was…the bottle of pills.

Panic ran through him, but he stifled it. “What’s that?”

“I think you know.”

“Well, I don’t.” He frowned, showing his displeasure.

“They were in the cupboards, and they are a designer drug. They increase breast size and cause lactation.”

Roger tried to ignore the eyes staring at him. He kept his attention on Amy.

“Increase breast…and lactation? They must have been what caused your…situation. But how could you have taken them? Did you want to take them?”

His excuse was well thought out, his defense a form of accusation.

Amy ignored his excellent script and said, “Roger, you betrayed me. You gave me a drug that caused me discomfort, maimed my normal shape, and put my life at risk. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“Hey! You’re not putting this on me! I didn’t do anything. If you decided you wanted big boobs and then changed your mind I can’t help it.”

The ladies sitting in a circle were leaning forward, almost predatorily. Amongst them were blondes and brunettes, redheads. All color of eyes. Different hair styles. But their eyes, the look in their eyes…that was the same. They accused.

He stepped back. “What is this? What are you trying to pull?”

“Admit it, Roger. Admit it and I will let you live. I will even let you live here.”

He scoffed. “You’ll let me live?”

“Your fingerprints were on the bottle. It won’t take much to find the person who made these. Admit it, Roger.”

Roger was caught, and he knew the jig was up. So…why not. “Of course I gave you a pill. You needed one. You weren’t even a woman with your flat chest. I needed to bring you around to yourself.”

There, let them smoke on that. He turned and started to walk back into the house.

PHHHT!

“Ow!” Roger felt a pain in his right buttock. He spun and put a hand down there. A dart! He had a fucking dart in his ass!”

He pulled it out and lifted it up.

The ladies were watching him.

“What did you…what did…” Roger slowly crumpled. When he fell one of the ladies put her shiny, black high heel out and his cheek landed on it.

Roger smiled. He was having a pleasant dream. Something with big boobs in it, but he wasn’t sure…he just—

He blinked his eyes open.

He was in his bedroom. Naked. He groaned and tried to sit up. He was so tired. And his chest hurt. Hurt bad. He rubbed his chest and his hand just rubbing over his nipples felt like somebody was trying to gouge them out with a knife.

He managed to sit up.

“Hello, Roger.” He turned his face to the right. His bleary, red-eyed face. A woman was sitting next to the head of the bed. She was a chunky matron type. Hair starting to grey, a little short, fierce green eyes staring at him.

“Who are you?” he stumbled over the words.

“My name is Matthilda. I had heard that the Ladies’ Sissy Society was administering punishment and I came to town to oversee that punishment.”

“What punishment?”

Roger swayed, but forced himself to stay awake.

“Tell me, Roger, if a person does something bad, should he get away with it? Maybe a pat on the shoulder and a ‘Gee, that’s okay.’ Should that happen?”

“I don’t understand?”

“I don’t suppose you would. so let me ask you this: Do you think the punishment should fit the crime?”

“I suppose.” He lurched to his feet. The bathroom was across the room. He needed to pee.

So if a person hits somebody they should be hit in the same fashion.”

He looked at her blearily as he crossed the room. He knew he was naked, but he was also dazed, and things like nudity seemed pretty small potatoes. they had done something to him.

“I suppose.” He yawned, stood in front of the toilet for a second, then gave up. He was too out of balance. He turned and sat down on the toilet. His dick hung between his legs, and it seemed awfully small.

Matthilda followed him, leaned against the door jamb. “And if somebody steals from you then you should take their money away. Let him know how it feels to be violated.”

Roger frowned. Yawned. There seemed to be layers to whatever this bitch was talking about.

“And if somebody murders somebody then society should level punishment by murdering him.”

Roger was wasted. He was swaying on the toilet seat. He heard his piss tinkling in the bowl, and he said, “Lady, what the fuck are you talking about?”

“Roger. What you have done is being done to you.”

“What are you talking about?” But he was falling. He hit the wall and slid down. He heard Matthilda calling for help, then he was back in his dream world, dreaming of big, mountainous boobs. Voluptuous volcano boobs that, when they erupted, erupted thick, sludgy milk. And the milk flowed over him, and he drank, and it was like drinking hundreds of milkshakes at the same time.

Roger awoke, and he was hungry. And his nipples felt like somebody was sticking pins into them. And his chest hurt.

He lay in bed and groaned and rubbed his chest.

His chest was swollen, and memories came to him. This is what had happened to Amy. This was what she had felt.

But why hadn’t she liked it? A woman was supposed to like big, healthy jugs! What was wrong with his wife?

He rolled over, and it felt like his chest shifted after him. He felt again, and realized he had mounds on his chest. Not big mounds, but…tits.

He opened his eyes.

A young girl was sitting in the vanity chair to one side, watching him.

“Who are you?”

The young girl lifted a little walkie talkie thing and spoke into it. “He’s awake.”

“What’s going on?”

He felt so slow in his thinking. If somebody had asked him what two and two was he would have taken a year to answer, and probably would have given the wrong answer.

Amy entered the room. Matthilda, he remembered her talking about crime and punishment or something, was right behind him. “Hello, Roger. Are you hungry?”

“I…what is happening?”

“We gave you the pills. Would you like something to eat?”

He felt the pain in his belly. He was empty. “Yeah.”

Matthilda was watching from the door and she turned and yelled down the hallway. “Yes!”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

The girl in the chair stood up and moved to the side. Amy sat down and said, “Why did you do it to me?”

“Because big boobs are beautiful, and every woman needs them.”

“In your mind, maybe. But in my mind I liked myself just the way I was.”

“But women aren’t really women unless they have big boobs.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“That’s a fact! Everything in society supports me! You look at advertisements. Movies. Clothes. A woman isn’t a real woman unless she has big, old honkers.

There was a sound from the doorway, it sounded suspiciously like a snort, then Matthilda cleared her throat. “Excuse me.”

Roger looked back at his wife. “I want you to let me go.”

“You’re free to go.You might even make it out of the house before you fall asleep. Remember, Roger, I’ve been through this. I know how you feel.”

Matthilda stepped to the side and another woman, this one a blonde with a happy smile, brought a tray in.

Roger began eating. He was thinking. He had to get away, but to get way he needed strength. There was no way he would let these biddies do this to him.

But, in spite of these thoughts, he fell asleep with a forkful of eggs laying in his mouth.

Amy gently took the fork out and placed it on the tray. She picked up the tray and walked towards the door. Matthilda put her hand on Amy’s arm. “Are you okay?”

Oddly, she was. “I am. I just…”

“Yes?”

“Now that justice is being served, real justice, without male judges and a rigged patriarchal system…I’m okay. But if I hadn’t agreed to this…if I had just sat there and taken it…I wouldn’t be okay.

Matthilda nodded. “Are you going to keep him?”

Amy sighed heavily. “I don’t know. At first you couldn’t have made me keep him. But now…now that he’s learning…I mean, when we get through with him he’s got nobody else. And I do love him. Well, maybe it’s ‘loved,’ but…I don’t know.”

“Take your time. Think it through. If you decide not to keep him we can take him, but we’d rather not. He’s not really deserving, you know.”

“I know. And it galls, but maybe it’s my duty to make sure he is deserving.”

Matthilda patted Amy’s cheek and motioned with movement of her head that she should pass.

On the bed Roger gave a light snore.

Roger awoke periodically. The first couple of times he was dazed and confused, after that he was just sort of loosy goosy happy.

And he was hungry. He had a fever, his body was burning up, but it wasn’t a fever of being sick. It was the fever of his body rebuilding.

He would eat, sometimes a lot, laze around, and pass out for a while.

He was not surprised or shocked, because he had seen Amy go through this same scenario.

When he finally came out of it he was surprised at the mountains on his chest. He went out to the patio and sat for hours and examined himself.

At one point Amy came out, handed him a drink, and sat with him.

“How you doing, Roger?”

“As well as a guy with tits can, I guess.”

She nodded. I should probably let you know that I sold your business.”

He looked at her. I’ve signed your name so many times…you can take me to court, but…” she shrugged.

“Also, I took everything out of our account and put it all in my account.

“What about the house and cars?”

“The house is under both names. If you want your half we can sell and split. You can have your choice of cars.”

The breath went out of him. He was like a blimp deflating. Everything just seemed to keep going…going…but she wasn’t done.

“If you decide you want to stay in the house there are a couple of conditions.”

He looked at her bleakly.

“First, everything goes under my name. Except one car. You can leave whenever you want.

“Second, you will not live like a man anymore.”

“What does that mean?”

She leaned forward. “It means that you’ve got tits. Your body is sort of slender. You tried to make me ‘more woman, so I’m just returning the favor. I’m going to make you a woman, more and more.”

“But what if I don’t want to be a woman?”

“I didn’t want to be a freak, but you decided for me. Now I’m deciding for you.”

Again, a long and soulful sigh, and then Roger said something that Amy didn’t expect.

“I love you.”

She stared at him. For the past month she had hated him so much, and now she had had her revenge, and now…he said that. It jerked some strings deep inside her and she found herself giving an involuntary gasp.

A WEEK PASSED.

What Amy had neglected to tell Roger was who she had sold the business to. He was surprised to find out that she had merely sold it to herself.

He wondered about the laws. And he wondered whether he could sue her and win alimony, or half of the property back.             

In spite of the fact that when you sue somebody nobody wins but the lawyer, he thought about it. Then discarded the thought.

Living day to day with a pair of big balloons on his chest was changing him.              Amy left him alone for the most part. she went to work and managed his company. She did well, but she wasn’t all that happy.

After all that had happened, to have him profess his love for her had messed with her head. She went to work just to have something to do. But there was a hollow place inside her.

She missed being a wife, having a husband, being part of a team. And deep inside she knew that having a company wasn’t much in the way of a substitute.

Roger started doing housework for the simple reason that he had nothing else to do. The ladies of the Ladies’ Sissy Society had gone home, the house was dirty, and he would finally just do the dishes. Do the laundry. Do whatever needed doing.

It was the only way to keep his mind off his situation.

As the weeks passed he began to enjoy the feel of his breasts. They became a part of him, and he liked how they swayed when he turned, how they jiggled if he walked too fast.

One day he opened his underwear drawer and found that his underwear had ben replaced. He was already wearing a bra, a good, sturdy bra, all the time. So wearing panties were no big deal.

One day found a bottle of Nair on the sink in his bathroom.

His bathroom. He no longer slept in the big bedroom, but down the hall.

He picked up the bottle of Nair and considered it, then used it.

It was a strange feeling to be hairless. One would think that hair is like like antennae, feeling things. But his skin felt a lot more without hair. As if the hair had been holding sensations away from his skin.

One day he found a pair of nylons and some high heels on his bed.

He tried them on and was amazed. He immediately fell in love with being higher and having sexy stems.

Of course he was clumsy, but as he watched Amy walk in the heels he figured out things. Place the feet on a line, let the heel click, let the hips move.

And different parts of apparel showed up over time. A night robe, a tummy shaper. A chemise.

He liked sleeping in his chemise. And he liked that his hair was getting longer and longer. He began his first attempts at styling.

Amy smiled at his efforts, and she offered some advice, and even showed him how to use curlers.

And he liked cleaning the house in his female clothes.

One day he went to Amy. “Uh, Amy?”

She was eating cereal getting ready for work.

“Can I go to work?”

She blinked.

“For you?”

“Go to work,” she mused, her mind trying to figure out new dynamics. “Why?”

“I like real estate. I know real estate. I can make you money.”

Amy thought about it.

Having him in the office. As a female he might not be so bad. And if he got out of control she. could always fire him. Hmmm.

She called him into the den one night and explained what he would have to do to be accepted as a realtor. She finished her demands and explanations with the advice, “You can always go to work for somebody else, but you’re still going to have to learn make up, and you’re going to have to get rid of your residual maleness and embrace your true femininity.”

“But…I have to do it your way? Isn’t there any other way? Isn’t my attitude sufficiently…female?”

“Clothes don’t make the female, Roger. Only having a pussy and using it make a female.”

Okay, she was exaggerating a bit, but it suited her purposes.

A WEEK PASSED.

And he agreed.

On a Friday she came home from work early. She had stopped off and bought a few things, and now she brought them back to the back bedroom.

“Roger?”

“Coming.”

He knew what was going to happen. He had accepted it. He was cultivating a more submissive frame of mind.

He walked into the room and waited.

Amy laid out clothes on the bed, make up at her vanity, and turned to him.

“Let’s get you sexy.”

Roger showered and used shampoo and conditioner. She helped him style his hair, putting him in larger curlers.

Fresh washed and smelling good, Roger put on the panties and the bra. They were much sexier than anything he had, and they felt wonderful against his sensitive skin.

Amy watched him, pursed her lips, and asked, “You don’t get erections any more.”

“No.”

“Probably the result of too much estrogen in your system.”

“Probably,” he agreed. He didn’t seem to have any emotion about that.

He put on nylons, pulled a skin tight dress over his frame. It was black and gold and went down to his knees. It was hard to walk in the tight dress, but then he wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

He slipped into the shiny, black heels. His red painted toes were visible through the open toed front of the shoes.

He was getting adept at doing his nails, and Amy had even let him do hers. Now he was wearing half inch long ovals. Quite sexy.

She began painting his face by first cleansing it. All trace of dirt left, and she primed him.

Amy was good, and she applied foundation, blush, and did his eyes.

He was quite aware that she was working right next to his eyes with a sharpened pencil.

She painted his lips a bright red, to match his nails, then she took the curls out of his hair and he was almost done.

“Ow!” he said as she pierced first one ear, then the other. She hung silver danglies from the lobes. A string of tiny circles, ovals and squares.

He looked at himself in the mirror and gasped. This was the first time he had ever seen himself as completely en femme, and he was stunned.

He looked like a woman. Not a man, not even a mannish woman. He had never had large hands, and he tried to control his gulping so nobody would notice his Adam’s apple.

“Okay, honey,” it was the first time she had called him that since she had found out about the pills, “Up on the bed while I get ready.”

He got on all fours and watched over his shoulder.

She put on a strap on, then snapped a big dick onto it.

He had felt the nervous sensation of butterflies in his belly for the last hour, now it felt like the butterflies were bats, and they were going crazy.

She smiled at him. Smiled like she used to.

“So when I give you an order at the office I want you to remember who’s in charge.”

She moved up behind him and started putting lube on his ass.

“I will,” he gulped, giving a little shiver.

“I know you will. Because if you don’t then I’m going to be fucking you again and again until you do remember.”

She put lube on her cock, then moved up and touched it to his asshole.

“Honey, I expect you to make me lots of money. And I expect you to keep the house clean and cook meals. Do you understand?”

He nodded, and she inserted her penis into him.

His mouth opened wide and he fell forward.

She went with him, driving her penis deep inside him.

He lay there and felt her sawing in and out of him. And…it was wonderful. The feel of her fucking him, the way she reached around him and grabbed his tits. She knew the women’s perspective, and she knew what a woman wanted.

He began groaning, and he pushed back up on his hands and knees and began moving his ass back towards her.

She smiled and tilted her hips and cork screwed him. She was feeling very sexually satisfied by this, and that was something she hadn’t expected. She thought she was going to have to do this and feel apart from it, but this feeling of power that was overwhelming her, it was very like sex. She even felt that, with a little practice, she might be able to orgasm.

Roger felt the big penis rubbing against his walls. He could feel the the veins twirling against his rim, making him hornier and hornier.

Suddenly he grunted, and froze, and a vast orgasm shook him. He began to shiver, and again he collapsed, and he experienced his first anal orgasm.

Amy was stunned. She had read of prostate orgasms, but to actually have her husband experience one…it made her think.

He didn’t need his dick. She could make sure his estrogen levels were always high, and his dick could be limp.

But…what about her? Was using a dildo on him enough for her?

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was doing well at work. He was also having fun with the secretarial side of his duties. As a boss he had understood them, but he he had never taken the joy in them that he was taking now.

And he enjoyed talking with the other secretaries.

Amy, on the other hand, enjoyed talking with the male sales people. She had a lot more in common with them than with secretaries.

That night they came home. They drove separate cars, but they pulled in about the same time.

Amy went in to look at spread sheets. Roger broke out the vacuum  and the duster and went to work.

Roger fixed dinner and they sat and ate in a companionable silence.

“You know, Roger…”

“Yes?”

“You can sleep in the big room again. If you want.”

“Oh, thank you.”

The truth was he was spending so much time in there now…he was asking for sex almost every night.

“But you’d better keep your regular room, too.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” she frowned. Studied him. “I know your dick doesn’t work, and I know you prefer anal sex. Unfortunately that doesn’t meet my demands.”

“I can use the dildo on you.”

“And you will. But there will be times when I want a real penis. There will be times when I want a real man to make me feel like a real woman.”

“Oh.”

He looked crestfallen.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “But don’t worry, honey. I’ll still always love you.”

Roger stopped sniffling and gave a troubled smile, and he said the thing that all well trained men must say. “Yes, dear.”

END
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Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.


Cock Sure!

Two arrogant men are taken down a ‘peg.’

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“The drugs today are ten times more powerful than the drugs we grew up with.”

John spoke with authority. Tanya, Biff and Sara, his friends and his wife, considered his words.

“I don’t know,” said Biff. “When we were kids…you remember Maui Wowie?”

“And my father talked about Windowpane acid,” put in Tanya.

“Those were pretty strong drugs,” agreed Sara.

The two couples liked to get together at least once a month and have dinner and a few drinks. Right then they were in Charley Coyote’s, a steak dinner past and a few drinks to the wind.

“You’re talking twenty years ago, and forty with that window pane stuff. That’s a long time for the scientist to work on new and improved chemistry.

“You want to do an experiment? Find out for yourself?”

“This sounds suspiciously like a bet,” Biff grinned.

“Naw. No bet. Just…if you really want to find out how strong drugs are…put lip plumper on your dick.”

The girls looked at each other. Biff frowned and blurted, “You’ve got to be kidding!” He turned to his wife and said, “Isn’t that some sort of lipstick thing?”

Both girls nodded. Tanya said, “It’s applied like lipstick. It makes the lips larger.”

Biff turned back. “Well, it’s interesting, but I’m not going to put lipstick on my dick.”

“Not even for science?”

Biff made a scoffing sound.

“You’re not chicken, are you?”

“Uh, oh, guys.” Tanya pushed right in. “We are not going to get into the bawk bawk contest.”

“That’s right,” agreed Sara. “The last time you guys got into it I didn’t get any sex for a month.”

John looked at her. “But that was a contest to see who had the most cum. This is different. Heck, if Biff puts plumper on his dick and it gets bigger then you are the one who’s going to win.”

“Doesn’t matter. I’m not willing to take the risk.”

Biff snorted. “Plumping your dick. Right.”

“Biff! Shut up,” snapped Tanya.

But it was too late. Once started the boys went into the ‘who could crow the loudest’ mode full tilt.

“Of course, you’ll never know. Your wife has told you no.”

“John!” Sara slapped his hand. “Don’t you even.”

“So you’re saying if I put plumper on my dick it’s going to get bigger?”

“You get the best plumper and your dick might grow to a whole six inches. You know, like double in size?”

Both girls tried to shut them up, Sara even tried to put her hand over John’s mouth, but it was working.

Biff: “I don’t want to lose three inches.”

“Dreamer.”

The girls kept snapping at them, and they finally pushed their chairs back and eyed each other.

Sara griped, “Why does this always happen.”

“Because John is an idiot.”

“John is an idiot? And not Biff.”

“Biff would never even think about making his dick bigger if John didn’t bring it up.”

“That’s ‘cause Biff is a limp shrimp,” John laughed.

“What?” Tanya’s mouth was tight lipped and her eyes were glaring.

“John isn’t the only idiot here! In fact, he might even be the idiot at all!”

“Are you calling my man an idiot?”

“You started it!”

“My cock is eight inches! I don’t need plumper to please a woman!”

“That’s telling him!”

“If the woman has a big enough mouth you might need a bigger cock to plug it up.”

Suddenly Jose, the waiter, appeared at their table. His hands were up and he placated with palm down motions. People were starting to look at their table.

“Senors…senoritas. Maybe you would like a free drink to calm down?”

The two couples were sitting on the edge of their chairs, breathing hard, glaring, and suddenly John chuckled. “Superior intellect has spoken.”

The other three, feeling the plug being pulled, started to relax. They all sat back in their chairs.

Jose wiped his forehead with a towel and whispered, “Madre de dios. Mucho gracias. Let mee compliment you with thee house Margarita. Uno momento.”

He headed for the bar like a rocket, and Biff chuckled. “I guess we were getting carried away.”

“Yeah, sorry to all for my intemperate remarks.”

Tanya chuckled. “I hope my mouth isn’t that big.”

They all laughed. What had been said in anger was now repeated in jest.

A minute later big glasses of Margaritas appeared, a thick lip of salt on the rims, the best tequila in the slushy delight. They all sipped gratefully.

“You know, if I can speak without riling everybody up…what do you base this ‘plumper theory’ on?”

The girls glanced at each other, but the big argument was done. Now there was interest.

“I met a chemist on the plane. He was telling me all sorts of stuff. People used to do all sorts of things. They’d put Tiger Palm on their nipples, on their dicks, and the burn made them hornier.”

“But you’re actually talking about an increase in size.”

“I know. It’s far fetched, but…what if it’s true.”

John smiled. “Is it worth finding out about?”

“Guys,” Tanya butted in. “Speaking for us girls, it’s not worth finding out about.

“No,” agreed Sara. “It’s not.” She turned to John. “Your dick is the perfect size for me.”

John soughed. “Weren’t you telling me, just the other night, that all girls want to experience strange cock?”

“But that was just because you were telling me that all guys wanted to experience strange pussy.”

“Really?” blurted Tanya.

“Yes. He said that, but when sauce for the goose became sauce for the gander he backed up.”

“I did not!”

“Oh, so you do want strange pussy?”

“Well…” he grinned. “I wouldn’t turn it down.”

“You beast!” Sara smacked him on the arm.

John yelped a fake ‘Ow!” Then added, “My lawyer is going to hear about this!”

“Bring him on, I’ll slap him down, too.”

They all laughed. The good mood was established, the Margaritas were delicious, and then Biff said, “I’ll try it.”

Tanya put her head in her hands. “Oh, no!”

John: “What?”

“Here we go,” Sara groaned and shook her head.

“One month. We put plumper on our dicks. We see if they really do get bigger.”

John stared at him.

The girls pleaded.

John smiled.

The girls groaned.

“Got a dollar bill?”

“Sure.”

Biff brought out a dollar bill and laid it on the table. John put one next to it.

“Okay. These are about exactly the same size. We lay our dicks on a table next to the dollar bill. That’s the standard. We can use a measuring stick, too.”

“Why not just measure it?” asked Tanya, hoping to throw a monkey wrench into the works.

“No. John’s got a good idea. We don’t have to carry measuring sticks around. We just lay our pricks on a table, right next to a bill, and take a pic. We can compare to each other, and we can compare to previous pictures. It’s a good idea.”

“And the winner gets the two dollars.”

“No betting!” Sara was adamant.

“Honey, this is a buck. It’s not like the time we bet our jet skis against each other.”

“Yes, but…”

Sara shook her head. “Let them do it. If it keeps the bet down then I’m happy with it.”

And so it was decided. As soon as they got home they would take a picture of their dicks compared to equal sized dollars. And measuring sticks if they were handy. And then it was plumper time, and may the biggest dick win.

John and Sara drove home slowly. John was a little high and he didn’t want to risk a ticket.

“Are you really serious?”

“You mean about the plumper? Sure.”

The lights from the dashboard lit her face as she turned to him. She was a beautiful woman, long, brunette hair, a figure that was svelte, but with a little extra in the boob department. Her green eyes were intense as she studied her husband. “You realize that putting strange chemicals on your favorite pal might be a little dangerous?”

“You put that stuff on your lips. I would say that if it was really dangerous…” he shrugged.

Tanya took out her phone, pressed the button on the side and asked. “Is Tiger Balm dangerous.”

The smart phone being incredibly stupid, she had to ask the question numerous times before she got an intelligent answer. All the while John was grinning.

‘I found the following answer on the internet. Is this what you wanted?’

Sara read from a chat room: “I have applied tiger balm in large quantity to my penis 2 hours before intercourse. After 2 hours of foreplay my penis hasn't become erect, and I was not able to have sex. It’s been 3 days, but my penis is still not getting fully erect. What can I do to can regain full function? This is the first time I have done such a thing and my penis is still numb. What can I do?”

She looked at John. “You want to risk that?”

“There’s a big difference between Tiger Balm, which is designed for external use, and a product designed to be used on the lips, which is the doorway, if you will, for the internal part of the body. Besides, he used a large quantity. And, remember, Tiger Balm is an old formula. Lip plumper is not old, and it benefits from the latest discoveries in chemistry.”

Sara threw up her hands. “So you’re going to risk our love life for a two dollar bet?”

But John was gone. He had bet, he was convinced, and she wasn’t going to be able to ‘unconvince’ him.

“Okay. But I’m on record as thinking this is one of the stupidest things you’ve ever done. Don’t be expecting to put your big, plump dick into my tight, little love hole.”

“Why,” he snickered. “Afraid your pussy will start getting bigger.”

“We’ll see how much you’re laughing when your dick falls off!” She folded her arms and looked out the window.”

On the other side of town, going in the opposite direction, Biff and Tanya were having a similar conversation.

“I don’t want you putting anything on your dick.”

“Aw, honey. Don’t be a spoilsport. You know how much I love winning bets from John. You like riding on his jet ski, don’t you?”

“Yes, but you’re putting your dick on the line. You know your dick is my favorite body part, and I don’t want anything to happen to it.”

“Come on. Lip plumper? Get real. You girls put it on your lips, and I would think that that would be a lot more dangerous than putting it on Mr. Studly.”

Like Sara, Tanya spoke into her cell phone, “Is Lip Plumper Dangerous?”

After going through the normal stupidity of the smart phone she read: “…my boyfriend began to shift uncomfortably while discreetly ‘readjusting’ himself. He started to aggressively wipe his mouth and guzzle water. I realized that my lip gloss was one of the Kylie Jenner level extreme plumping variety, and I had just kissed him and given him a blow job.”

She looked at Biff and frowned. She was an enormously attractive girl, and she did have very sexy lips. Not to mention a killer body and sandy blonde hair. “You want to suffer a little discomfort?”

“Come on. That’s one case. How many girls give blow jobs with lip plumper on…and that’s the only thing you can come up with?”

She started to say something but he interrupted with a grin, “Besides, I would be more than willing to trade a little temporary discomfort for one of your blow jobs.”

She closed her mouth. He had said the right thing, but still she pouted. At last she blurted, “Okay, buster, But don’t expect me to fuck you. there’s no way I want a foreign chemical inside my pussy!”

Biff just chuckled.

At home, John headed straight for Sara’s vanity table. “Is this it?” He held up an applicator with the label ‘Dior Lip Maximizer.’

“I’m telling you again that I don’t want—“

“This is it,” he grinned and headed for the kitchen.

Sara followed along. “John, for the last time…please, don’t!”

He put the dollar bill to the edge of the table, then stood with his dick next to it. The thought of what he was doing, the anticipation of having a giant dick, he was hard.

He placed a ruler next to the dollar bill and measured at six and seven eighths inches. He took a picture.

“Heysoos, John. I’m begging you…”

John just grinned and pulled out the applicator and coated his dick with lip plumper. “How long do I have to wait?”

“It works right away. So take your stupid picture and wash your penis off.”

He read the back of the bottle. “Says it’s supposed to tingle. How long do I have to wait for that?”

Sara said nothing, just looked away.

“Come on, babe. I’m going to find out anyway. You might just as well help me.”

“Fifteen minutes,” she growled.

“All right. Hey, you want to make a drink while we’re waiting?”

She didn’t, they had had enough, but she fixed him a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him anyway. “Here.”

“Thanks, honey.”

John sipped the concoction and sat down and waited patiently.

Biff, like John, raided Tanya’s vanity table and came away with something called ‘Nourishmax.’ It was supposed to work instantly, so he headed for the kitchen where he laid his dollar bill and his dick and tape measure down.

“Seven inches,” he muttered, and he took a picture of his erection.

Both men had slightly larger than average penises, but Biff acted like he was a giant.

“Biff. I will not fuck you if you do this.”

“Oh, come on, babe,” he murmured as he focused his cell phone. “You know you will.” Click. He looked up and grinned. “Once I hit ten inches you won’t be able to keep your hands…uh, your pussy off my dick.”

She made a sound of exasperation and actually stamped her foot.

Suddenly his cell phone dinged. He opened the message from John. He grinned. “Only six and a seven eighths inches. What a piker!”

He sent his own picture, gloating that he was an eighth of an inch bigger. “Ha!” he said as he coated his penis with Nourishmax. He made sure he used a lot, and Tanya watched him unhappily.

The tingling started right away. No fifteen minutes for him. He chuckled as the light burn made his cock wake up and start to burn.

Ten minutes later he figured his wanger was as big as the lip plumper was going to make it. It still stung a little bit, and it wasn’t entirely comfortable, but when he laid his penis on the table it measured seven and an eighth inches.

“Ha! It grew a quarter inch! And that’s only one time.”

“You aren’t going to do this again?” Tanya protested as he clicked a pic and sent it off.

John was sitting, sipping, and the burn started. “Ow!” And he started to sweat.

“I told you!”

“It’s only a little burn. I’m okay.”

“John…” Sara’s face was white. “This is dangerous.”
“Only a little bit. Any effects will wear off.” Though, in his heart of hearts, he hoped that if his peeny got bigger the effects would never wear off.

Ding!

He looked at Biff’s picture and twisted his lips in displeasure. “Hunh! We’ll see.” He coated his dick a second time.

Sara objected, but he ignored her.

Sara picked up her phone and called Tanya. When Tanya answered she blurted, “I’m going to say it. Both our husbands are bone brains.”

Tanya frowned, she couldn’t disagree. “Big bone brains.”

“So I wanted to say this in front of everybody. Is Biff listening?”

Biff gave a thumbs up, which caused Tanya make an unhappy face. “Yes. The bone brain is listening.”

“Then you bone heads listen to me: I’m not fucking my husband until this is over.”

John quipped. “Hell, that’ll just make me harder, and I’ll get even bigger.”

Tanya: “Argh!”

Sara snapped back: And if your dick goes limp then you have to wear a dress for a month.”

“What?”

Biff could be heard laughing on his end of the line.

“What are you laughing for? The same goes for you. And if you don’t dress up like a woman for a month then no sex…ever. You have to wear full make up. If you’re not going to be a man then you have to be a woman.”

Now Biff was irritated.

“Don’t talk that way to me.”

Sara raised her voice and said, “And the same goes for me, John. You risk your manhood and if there are any—I say ANY— adverse effects and you will wear a dress and full make up for a month.”

Sarah picked up the thought, “That means fake fingernails, your hair gets styled, everything!”

Everybody was silent then. Breathing hard, but silent.

But the boys were pissed, and Biff snarled. “You’re on! You with me on this, John?”

“Absolutely. If the girls are going to be bitches about this then…then…”

“We’ll see how you feel when your penis falls off and your balls shrink to marbles.”

And now the bet was really on.

The bet being on, John woke up in the morning and put plumper on his dick. At lunch he snuck off to the bathroom and applied the plumper. Come dinner time he was in the bathroom putting on the stuff. He even slathered it onto his balls. He figured that if his dick was going to grow then his balls were going to have to keep up.

Each day, three times a day, his dick burned, and he bit his lip and said nothing. He was not only going to beat Biff, he was going to show Sara.

Telling him what he could do or couldn’t. Threatening him with a dress. Ha! He’d show her!

And each day he measured his penis. He was not encouraged by the results. Sometimes it seemed like he grew a little, only a little, maybe a quarter inch at most, but he was aware that he was pressing his hips against the table. His flesh was being compressed by the table and that made his dick stick out a little further. He began to think of other things he could do.

Biff was already doing other things. He wasn’t going to lose this contest no matter what.

First he researched the various types of lip plumper. He bought some Sexy Mother Pucker XL, which was put out by one of the Kardashians. He didn’t remember which one, but, heck, they all had big , old Baby Huey lips, right? So he figured this would do it.

It did it, all right, it burned like a mother fucker with his hair on fire. He almost washed his penis off, but he was determined, so he made it through three applications a day. He cried, but…he was willing to sacrifice.

But, after three days of this torture he realized that it wasn’t working. He got an eighth of an inch, and it seemed to be staying, but…he wanted more.

So he started looking at the ingredients, and he started making his own lip plumper. Heck, all he had to do was use the finest ingredients in generous proportions.

The first time he did this was on a Wednesday, and he gathered such things as capsicum frutescens fruit extract, palmitoyl tripeptide, and portulaca pilosa extract. He also included a lot of vitamin E.

The solution worked surprising well. He didn’t grow much in length, but his dick got sizably bigger around.

When Tanya saw his penis her mouth dropped. “Oh, my God!”

“Pretty cool, eh?”

“But it’s bigger around, not longer!”

“If it comes to a tie then fat will win.

Tanya shook her head and called Sara.

“Biff has gone overboard, he’s bonkers. brain damage.”

“Talk about it. John is researching lip plumper and ordering them through Amazon. He’s starting to experiment with using two and three types of plumper at the same time.”

“That’s nothing! Biff is buying ingredients and making his own plumper!”

The girls were silent for a moment, then Sara said, “I’m going to up the game on my part.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. I’m not going to fuck my man, but I’m going to fuck with his head. Do you know what edging is?”

“Of course.”

“Well I am going to dedicate this next month to edging him, never letting him cum.”

“Thank you. That is a great idea.”

Both girls felt satisfaction when they hung up. At last, they were taking positive action. They were fighting back.

“Oh, baby! That feels great!” John moaned and tried to move his hips. They were laying in bed and she was stroking him, feeling his plumper coated balls. kissing him passionately.

“Excellent,” she whispered, and she let go and rolled over and went to sleep.

Tanya didn’t wait for bedtime. She stroked Biff, using a slithery scarf to protect her hand from whatever he had on his cock.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. “You got to get me off!”

“Nope,” she said, when he was starting to pulse. “And if you jack off you might cause a little shrinkage.”

Biff looked down at his dong. He was horny, frustrated, and the thought of masturbating was hot and heavy in his mind.

But…he might lose the bet.

“Oh, crap!” he blurted.

Tanya just laughed and walked away.

Biff called John. “Is, uh, Sara working you?”

“What do you mean working me?”

“Is she, uh, teasing you and making you all horny.”

“Oh, God! Yes. She’s driving me crazy.”

For a minute the boys were silent. Then John said, “But I realized, the hornier I get the bigger I’m going to be. So I’m going to have to just take it.”

“Really?”

“Oh, crap! I just gave you an idea!”

“Thanks, buddy. “I’m going to go get my dick stroked.” He laughed and hung up.

The first week passed. There might have been gains, and there might not. Any gains had were less than a quarter inch, and suspect. The boys’ dicks were not keeping the extra length, and it didn’t help that they were both feeling a little irritated.

They met at Charlie Coyote’s for dinner and drinks, and when the food was done they placed their cell phones next to each other and examined them.

“It looks like you’re leaning against the table.”

“Fat doesn’t make long.”

“If it’s a tie it matters.”

They glared at each other, and the girls groaned and ordered drinks, and by some fortunate circumstance the boys managed to cool off.

In the end, with all four examining the cell phone pics it was agreed that Biff won by a hair, and John grumbled.

But Sara shoved more alcohol into his mouth and the moment passed.

“Well,” said John. “Next week I’ll be the winner. And there’s nothing you can do about it.

John perused the net relentlessly in search of a way to get a bigger cock. He came across scams galore. Potions and rubs and all manner of methods promised that he would be 16 inches within one year, or six months, or three months.

But he couldn’t wait. This had to happen now!

So he made a long list of contenders, and finally decided that Jelqing offered the best chance of increasing his dongage.

Jelqing was a method of stroking the dong, making the circle of your fingers smaller and smaller, forcing blood down the length of the shaft. This was supposed to make the cock bigger and stronger.

John ordered a video on Jelqing off the internet and started to work. He followed directions, and pulled and squeezed. And, when he was done, he added plumper.

It hurt more. His skin was stretched out and seemed more susceptible to the effects of plumping, but the burning sensation was almost unbearable.

Still, he had to win, so he jelqed in the morning, added plumper. Applied plumper after lunch. And jelqed and plumped again at dinner.

Day after day he followed this routine. He groaned at the pain. And when he was done Sara moved in and started edging him.

All this focus on his dick was driving him crazy. He had never wanted to cum more in his life. But…he was determined.

“Ooh, you’re getting so big,” chortled Sara one night.

“I am?”

“NOT!”

Then she wrapped her hand around him and brought him to the edge.

And stopped.

Kissed him until he thought his lips were going to fall off.

Then edged him.

Again and again and again.

Sara grew to love this routine. Not because she liked what John was doing, but because it made her horny. The more John got horny the hornier she was. Poor John, however, didn’t have the ‘after edging’ technique she did.

She would leave him on the bed, gasping, crying, sobbing, and go to a chair and sit down and take out her vibrator.

The first time she did this John watched in horror.

“No!” he whispered.

She smiled. Not an evil smile, just a happy smile. He was getting what he wanted, and she was getting what she wanted. Her orgasm was absolutely incredible!

Heh.

On the other side of the town, the competition had his own method of lengthening his cock.

Biff bought a pump.

Day after day, multiple times a day, Biff would put his cock in the tube and start pumping. His cock started to expand, it filled the tube, plumped up against the plastic walls, and he counted the seconds till he could release it.

It didn’t feel good. And the first few times he put plumper on his dick and pumped it he thought he was going to die.

“Are you alright?” asked Tanya.

“Unh….yeah…fine…” His face was red and strained looking. His cock felt like Oprah was rolling his dick with a ten ton rolling pin.

Still, when he was done his dick was BIG!

The problem was that he couldn’t really tell when it was big from being hard, or just big from being pumped up.

Tanya knelt in front of him and washed his cock with a cold, wet rag.

“Oh, fuck!” he shivered. “Please…”

“What? Let you cum?”

“Yes! No! I don’t know! It’s driving me crazy!”

“Well, I told you. You do this stupid bet thing and you can forget about what my pussy feels like.”

“Oh, fuck!”

And his dick became so sensitive that it actually hurt if he tried to jack off.

But Tanya played with his balls and kissed the head of his dick, lightly, so as not to get any residual plumper on her own sweet lips.

“Is it really worth all the pain?” she asked.

“Oh, God! Yes! I’m going to beat that son of a bitch! My cock is going to be the King Kong Ding Dong.”

The, taking a page out of Sara’s book, Tanya lay down on the bed, right next to her suffering, hip jerking husband, and used her vibrator.

“Oh!” she moaned as she placed the tip against her pussy. She moved it around,  searching out extra sensitive spots. Her hips twitched as she ran it over the clitoris. “Fuck!” she whimpered, her mind becoming a mass of pleasure, her body twisting on the bed as she raped it.

Biff stared at her, and tears came out of his eyes. She looked so hot, and yet his dick was now so sore from his multiple times daily routine he couldn’t touch it.

He could feel the puddle of semen residing deep within his balls, waiting, wanting, and yet…he had to control himself. If he went ahead and did it…he would lose!

Then Tanya would insert the tip just a little. way into her pussy. The vibrations shook her to the core and she felt that massive wave of orgasm start to build.

“Oh, God! Honey! I’m going to cum!”

Her hips were twisting and humping on the bed. Her sweet face was turned to the side, watching him.

Desire was in her eyes. Lust was in her soul. Her body was quivering like a guitar string about to send out the sweetest note.

Desperation was in Biff’s eyes. He watched, and was haunted by his own need.

Yet he was determined…he was not going to…he had to win…

“FU-U-UCK!” wailed Tanya, giving in to the tsunami of sensation that was an orgasm. It went on and on and on, her eyes rolled back and her legs clamped over the vibrator. Finally, she rolled on the side and jerked the vibrator out of her cunt.

“Oh…oh…oh…” she murmured, then she opened her eyes and looked at Biff.

He was laying on his side, his artificially enhanced penis looking like a red baseball bat. Little drops of white seeping from the slit in the head.

He had never wanted to fuck so bad in his life.

Tanya sighed, and the breath left her in a long sigh. And she said, “I sure wish you could have been there.”

Then she rolled over and went to sleep.

An hour later Biff drifted off into an uneasy sleep. He dreamed he was chasing a big bright donut shaped light. A cosmic pussy. He ran, his arm outstretched, his fingers trying to touch, but the pussy floating just in front of him and stayed just out of reach.

He would awake sobbing.


PART TWO

The days passed in a frenzy of horniness.

The boys were playing with their cocks regularly. They coated their penises with lip plumper, then concoctions made of lip plumper ingredients.

Still, their cocks showed little in the way of growth.

John was a seven and a quarter, and Biff was at seven and an eighth, which gave John the win. At this point 20 days had passed and the boys were growing desperate. so much work and such little gain.

They each decided to up their game.

John sat in front of the computer and considered. How, how, how? He had to have the biggest dick. He had to win this contest. He searched the internet for answers, and finally came up with an idea, and it was so simple he wondered why he hadn’t thought of this before.

Cock ring.

He had passed over the idea dozens of times. He had seen men wearing cock rings in videos and their cocks stayed harder, had more blood trapped in them, and along with the jelqing, this was going to work.

He expanded his routine. Lip plumper, jelqing, and he wore a cock ring.

Actually, it was more like a cock ‘band.’

It was made of leather with snaps that resulted int three sizes.

The first day he walked around with the biggest size, which squeezed his cock until it hurt.

But within days he was snapping it to the tightest size. The pain went away then, thank God. It was replaced by numbness. He didn’t worry about numb, however. It was only a few more days and this would be over.

And, tell the truth, he was glad. Making your cock bigger was hard work!

“What is that on your dick?” Sara blurted, seeing the leather band squeezing his dick.

His penis was now getting super sized. It was red and not super hard, but sort of squishy. It had stopped dripping and was turning purple.

He grinned. “This’ll do it. I’ll make Biff look like a midget on a pro basketball team!”

Sara was part horrified, and part fascinated. She shook her head. “You’re going to damage something.” She was starting to really worry. It wasn’t natural for a cock to be so big and plump.

He laughed. “You’ll be singing a different tune when I take you out to dinner on that big buck I’m going to win.”

She just walked out of the room.

John looked down at his big sausage. Man, it was getting big, but only a few days remained. Still, it felt a little squishy, but if it came down to it the fatter hog would win.

“Okay. If you’re so worried I’ll go see a doctor.”

Tanya bit her lip, and her fingernails, and worried.

His cock was gigantic. And it had stopped dripping and just looked…ominous.

“That would be good,” she murmured.

Biff just smiled and made the appointment. Since the doctor was one of his golfing buddies he was able to get an appointment for the end of the week, and that was perfect. He’d see the doctor and then blow John out of the water. Biff had a plan.

On Friday morning Biff walked into Doctor Samuel Hansen’s office. “Hey, buddy, got that slice fixed up?”

“Now it’s a hook,” Sam groaned.

“New clubs. That’s my advice.”

“You see the rocket propelled club on Youtube?”

“What?”

“Yeah, really. They hooked a little jet motor to the head of the club and…”

The two men sat for a minute and bullshitted, then got down to business.

“So what I do for you, Mr. Healthy?”

“I want to win a bet.”

Sam listened as his friend outlined the bet and, wise doctor that he was, he didn’t offer any opinion as to any risk in their bet.

“So what do you want me to do? I’m fresh out of dick transplants, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Actually, I was looking around on the net…”

“Uh oh.”

“And I came across some videos of guys pumping up their dicks with saline solution. They just injected the saline, their weenies were big enough to win a bet, so I want that.”

Sam did a slow blink.

“I’m not fond of such a procedure, Biff. Sure, I can do it, but…what if something happens?”

“I’ll sign a release.”

The two men discussed the operation for a half hour, and three things happened.

One, Sam couldn’t talk Biff out of it.

Two, Sam liked operating on a wallet, and this definitely had the bucks in it.

Three, Biff signed a release.

“Okay, Biff. Why don’t you take off your pants and stand right here.”

Biff watched as Sam stuck a needle into his dick, then his balls, and his package swelled to immense proportions.

Talk about surreal.

Biff gingerly pulled his pants up, paid the doc, and waddled out of the room. He had to waddle, his manhood demanded it.

“Hey, John…we meet at my house tonight. I’ll supply the booze and we’ll drop our drawers and settle the matter.

John held a big snicker in. Man, was Biff going to get a surprise. His hog was county fair sized. Biff would look like a peanut next to a cucumber.

“You got it, buddy.” Biff was laughing on the inside. Poor John. His friend would feel like a toothpick next to an ax handle.

The two men hung up and turned to their wives.

“Let’s go, babe. We’re about to be a dollar richer.”

On the other side of town, “Poor Biff is going to be cryin’ in his whiskey tonight!”

An hour later John and Sara walked into Biff’s house.

Biff welcomed his friend, then glanced down and was immediately worried. John was in shorts, and he was packing a considerable bulk behind his bulging zipper.

John eyed his friend’s package dubiously. Man, that looked downright sizable, and Biff was walking so funny, like he was straddling some kind of wicked horse. What the hell did he have in his pants?

The girls hugged each other, air kissed, and then looked at their men.

“Okay, you bozos. Let’s get this over with so we can enjoy the night.”

“I’ve got drinks ready in the kitchen,” chimed in Tanya. “Along with dollar bills and a ruler. We can do the grand finale in there.”

The girls led the way, chatting merrily.

The boys followed. Both of them were walking funny, and they eyed each other and were worried.

“Okay, visitors first, show me the meat!” Biff chortled and rubbed his hands together.

Gingerly, he was sore, John lowered his shorts. He hadn’t worn underwear because any underwear he had was way too tight for what he was packing.

Everybody gasped. His dick was big and purple, fully engorged with blood. It was hard to see the cock ring under the bulge of skin.

Grimacing, he placed his cock on the table and everybody gathered around.

His cock was exactly seven inches long. But it was fat. It was plump like an overstuffed sausage. A little drop of white fluid seeped out of the tip.

“Biff was worried, but he was game. He blustered, “I think I got you beat.”

He stepped up next to John and lowered his pants. Like John, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and his cock was a monstrous, fat, big, swollen monster.

It was thicker, like a squash next to a cucumber. And his balls were the size of grapefruits.

From gasp to silence the group went.

Tanya blurted, “They’re exactly the same length. They are both exactly seven inches.

“Touch me, honey,” groaned John to Sara.

“What?”

“Stroke me. Make me harder. I’ve got to win.”

“I’m not—“

“Do it!” His voice was tortured, the look on his face desperate.

“You can’t do that! It’s unfair,” Biff complained. He was feeling a bit dizzy.

But Sara was fascinated. She had never seen such a big sausage in her life. And she remembered conversations of the past. Women were fascinated by odd cock. They would fuck anything that was bigger or gnarlier.

She didn’t know about that, but she found her hand going forward, and she placed it on top of John’s swollen member.

Biff gasped. “Tanya…stroke me.”

“Reach under, tickle the spot under my head,” John demanded.

Like a person hypnotized, Sara reached under and stroked.

His cock surged, but it surged weird. It was more like it jiggled as a tiny bit of blood moved around into his ‘boner.’

Tanya, like Sara, was mesmerized. She reached down and felt Biff’s cock. “It’s squishy.”

“Oh, fuck!” moaned Biff. He was so horny, and he grabbed her hand and tried to push it on his dick. He wanted more sensation. He was getting a bit numb, and…Tanya’s finger nail touched the skin.

Tanya had beautiful nails. She was proud of them. For this night she had opted for long stilettos. When the tip of her sharp nail touched her husband’s cock it…well…it didn’t exactly explode. But saline solution spurted out of his cock where she had touched it. Then, as if released, a dozen, little seepages occurred. All over his cock little sprays of saline shot out.

“OH MY GOD!” screeched Tanya, withdrawing her hand.

Biff staggered back, his pecker spraying out fluid in thin streams. He waddled into the living room, fell on his knees, then leaned backward until he fell over. He lay on the floor, his pudgy cock spraying out solution in all directions.

John, moved gingerly because of his own package, knelt on the floor next to his friend, and that motion squeezed his own cock, and little beads of blood appeared at various points on the sides of the shaft.

“Oh, fuck!” He passed out from the sight of his own blood. It was only by the grace of God that he didn’t fall on his dick, but fell backwards like Biff. If he had fallen on his cock it might have literally exploded.

The girls started screaming. For a long half minute they screamed, then they stopped and looked at each other. They were going to have to do something.

Tanya ran for a couple of wet rags.

Sara grabbed her cell and called for two ambulances.

On the floor the men drifted in and out of semi-consciousness, and their cocks slowly shrank back to their original shapes, and then…smaller.

John and Biff were placed in the same room. They lay under their white sheets, and the sheets were supported to make tents over their very sensitive cocks.

They still had their cocks, but ‘big’ was no longer in their vocabulary.

“Hey, studs! How’s our ‘cock sure’ hubbies?”

Tanya and Sara walked into the room. They were carrying large shopping bags.

“Yeah. Still feeling a bit little cocky?”

Tanya remarked. “Emphasis on ‘a little bit.’”

The girls laughed hysterically and the men grumped and looked away.

Sara: “Not such big men now, are they?”

“They’ve been taken down in size,” rejoined Tanya.

Biff muttered, “Hardee har har.”

John: “About as funny as a broken leg.”

“Two broken legs,” added Biff.

The girls looked at each other and giggled. They sat down on the edge of the beds.

“How about a hand job, honey?” Tanya asked.

Biff groaned.

“I’m ready to suck your weeny, babe,” put in Sara.

John looked ready to cry.

In fact, both he and Biff had cried almost the whole day before.

“It’s bad enough without you girls picking on us.”

Tanya grinned. “You haven’t seen bad, yet, honey.”

“That’s right. We saw Sam on the way in, and he explained your treatment to us.”

“Six months of anaphrodisiac drugs.”

“That’s right. Leuprolide acetate. Normally used to chemically castrate criminals. No boners for six months.”

“Maybe a year.”

The girls went back and forth, chuckling and chortling and having a grand, old time.

“You don’t have to rub it in,” groused Biff.

“Sure we do,” his wife patted his leg. He jerked in fear that she might go higher than his thigh and inadvertently touch him. “After all, if you bozos had the sense of a ground hog…”

“A retarded ground hog.” put in Sara.

“…then you wouldn’t have bet your dicks  and risked our happiness.”

There wasn’t much the men could say to that, so they just glanced at each other and looked down.

“Aw, poor boys are feeling sorry for themselves.”

“They should be feeling sorry for their poor wives.”

“I know! They should be feeling sorry that we’re having to use big, old gigantic dildos to replace their little weenies.”

“You know, I have the most wonderful twelve incher. I never realized how much better bigger is.”

“Me neither. Did you know I took out an ad on Facebutt?”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. I want to find a man with a sizable…and workable…cock. I need a man who, though he has a gigantic member, thinks with the right head, and doesn’t deprive me.”

Sara turned to John. “How about it, honey. Should I find a lover who can please me?”

John just groaned and looked away.

The girls laughed, then Sara opened up her shopping bag.

“We shouldn’t be so mean. In fact, I bought you a present, John. A bunch of presents, actually.”

She lifted out a dress. It was silky blue, designed to stretch around his frame.

“What?”

“Remember the bet, John? If you end up limp you wear a dress.”

“But we were just talking! It wasn’t a for real thing!”

“The bull shat, baby, and you stepped right in it.”

Tanya lifted out articles of dainty underwear. “Thank goodness you boys are a bit slender. These will fit you like gloves. Very sexy, little gloves.” She held up a purple dress, very stretchy, and like Sara’s blue dress it had room for cleavage.

John looked at the panties and bra. “I guess I could wear the panties,” he sighed. “But don’t you think the bra is a bit much?”

Biff: “Yeah. We don’t have any tits. So why should we wear a bra?”

John: I don’t think we should wear anything. We already feel bad enough.”

Sara leaned right into his face and snarled, “You will keep your bet, or I will keep the house and the car and a ton of alimony.”

“Double for me, Mr. Limpit,” Tanya added.

The two men looked at each other. they were caught. There was nothing they could do. Air whistled out of them like a punctured tire.

“Besides,” pointed out Tanya, “By the time you leave this hospital you will have boobs.”

The men looked at her. There was something in her voice…

“What do you mean?” asked Biff, his voice dripping with suspicion.

“Are you aware that as wives, with you incapacitated and unable to make decisions, we have been put in charge of  your medical treatment?”

“Yes,” explained Tanya. “You boys were too out of it to think coherently…”

“As usual.”

“…so we had to make decisions. It’s like power of attorney, but for your medical treatment.”

John and Biff sat and stared. Biff’s mouth opened slightly. John blinked.

“What have you done?”

At that moment Dr. Sam walked into the room. He was smiling. “Man, when you guys do your betting you go all out.”

“What?”

“I mean, to actually get vacation boobs. That’s a big step.”

“What do you mean ‘vacation boobs.’” Biff asked.

“It’s much like the procedure I did with your penis, injecting saline into your body. The difference is that vacation boobs are a solution that will hold their shape for a couple of months. Then your body will absorb and everything goes back to normal.

“Hold…”

“Vacation…”

Both men were rendered incapable of intelligible speech.

Sam looked at their charts, didn’t notice their expressions, and said, “You know, I really have to respect you. To follow through with a bet like that. You guys are about the most honorable men I have ever met. Certainly more honorable than any politician.”

He put the charts down and smiled. “I’ve scheduled your procedures for two days from now. You’ll be ready to leave then, and you’ll be the proud possessors of some truly world class bosoms.”

“Uh…”

“Yes, Biff?”

“Isn’t that dangerous? You told me my injections might be dangerous. I…uh…”

“This is different. Totally safe. Women all over the world are getting ‘vacation boobs.’ It’s a good way to see what it’s like to have bigger boobs before you get the serious implants.”

He grinned. “Believe me, you’ll love ‘em.”

Sam patted John’s leg on the way out of the room, and the men stared at their wives.

“No!” whispered Biff, aghast.

“You can’t to this to us!” blurted John.

Sara leaned over John and spoke intently. “You assholes played your little game. You worried us to death. And there could still be complications for your stupid dicks. Not only can we do this…we’re going to! And there is NOTHING you can say about it. You got that?”

“But—OH!”

Sara reached under the tent and grabbed his balls. He was limp, but he had sensation, and his balls were still filled with semen and extremely sensitive.

“You want to argue about it?” she growled into his face.

On the other side of the room Tanya eyed Biff, and Biff shrunk under the force of that gaze.

Three days later Dr. Sam entered the room. A nurse pushed a tray behind him, and another nurse started prepping the patients.

John and Biff watched as the nurses shaved and slapped on the antiseptic. Then Sam made little marks around their chest. and the procedures started.

John lay back, put an arm over his eyes, and held in a moan. He felt the long needles puncturing his chest. They didn’t really hurt, but he could feel them. He could feel the needle sliding through the flesh, worming its way to deeper tissue. And he felt the spurt of fluid that caused his skin to stretch, the mountains to grow on his chest.

Biff watched in fascination, but when Dr. Sam turned to him he, like John, covered his eyes with a forearm and felt the intrusion and the expansion.

The girls showed up a few hours later to take them home.

John and Biff were unusually silent. They spent the morning just looking at their boobs. They felt them, and they felt weird.

The girls laughed at the looks on their faces and helped them get dressed.

Both men’s ball were normal now, be it a little sensitive. Their teeny cocks hung like grapes from a vine. Just dangled, and swayed with the motion of their bodies. They could feel their cocks, but those instruments that had once laid waste to the maidens of the land were now bereft of the ability to stand up.

They just…hung there.

Which caused the girls much merriment.

“I’ve been having so much fun with my dildo,” confided Sara to Tanya. “At last I have a partner who knows what he’s doing.”

She pulled up Biff’s panties and put the bra around his chest.

“Isn’t that the truth. Plastic men are much better than the real thing.” Sara dressed John, “We’re going to have to shave your legs. Are you ready to get your nails done?”

“Can’t we go home to get that done?”

“Don’t be silly. The girls on this floor can’t wait to see you. You don’t want to disappoint them, do you?”

At the thought of all the nurses seeing him in a dress John turned beet red. He didn’t get embarrassed when they changed his bed pan, or gave him a sponge bath, but to be seen dressed like a woman? That was downright humiliating.

Sara pulled the purple dress over Biff. He stood and had a very stupid expression on his face.

Then the girls sat down and did the boys’ nails. They prepped, and pressed fakes on, and painted them bright red.

“Do they have to be so red?” whined Biff.

“Of course they do. Don’t forget…you’re a woman now.”

Finally, they applied make up, using plumper on the boys’ lips, of course, and did their hair.

When they were done the boys definitely looked more like girls than boys. They had slender figures that were made more slender by the bulge of new tits. Their hair and faces were immaculate. Their long fingernails accentuated their femininity, and nurses arrived to roll them out of the hospital in wheel chairs.

Except they didn’t make it out of the hospital in wheel chairs. It seemed like every nurse in the hospital had heard of their ‘coming out’ party, and the floor was packed with men and women cheering and yelling.

Patients came out of their rooms and stared in stunned wonderment.

Biff and John lowered their heads and blushed fiercely. The looked like a pair of sun burned tomatoes.

On the ground floor, in front of the hospital, John and Biff stood up in all their refinement. Except for an overt sexiness, people didn’t look at them.

Except for a few males, who checked them out and caused John and Biff even more embarrassment.

“Can’t we hurry up?” asked John.

“If you want to run in your high heels go ahead, Sara responded sweetly.

As they walked into the parking structure Tanya and Sara’s heels clicked, and Tanya started giving them advice on how to walk.

“Place your feet on a straight line, let your hips go. That’s it.”

By the time the foursome reached Biff’s car the boys’ heels were occasionally clicking. Which, they sort of agreed, was sort of neat.

“Makes you feel powerful,” observed John, focusing on setting his spikes down the right way.

They took Biff’s car and headed for Biff and Tanya’s house.

“Are you going to drop us off?” asked John.

“Not yet,” Sara answered. We still have a couple of things to do.”

John and Biff didn’t say anything. They just wanted to get to their homes and hide.

Tanya pulled up in front of her house and everybody got out.

“Shall we get the boys some whiskey?”

“Absolutely,” smiled Sara.

Two minutes later the kitchen was resounding with the sound of ice cubes and glasses. Maker’s Mark and Coke was mixed evenly for the boys, and the girls put a quarter of the potent bourbon into their drinks. Then they all adjourned to the den where they sat on the couch and the two recliners and sipped their suds.

“Man, this is embarrassing,” said John, looking at the imprint of lipstick he had left on the rim of his glass.

“I’ll say,” agreed Biff.

“You boys are just starting.”

They looked at Sara.

“Surely you didn’t think wearing a dress qualifies you as a woman.”

“Oh, no,” said Tanya. “You still have to clean the house, do the dishes, the laundry, mow the lawn.”

“Wait a minute! If I’m going to be a woman, then I don’t have to mow the lawn. Men mow the lawn.”

He glared triumphantly around the little circle.

“You’re right,” said Tanya, surprising him. “But until you are completely a woman you’re still a man, too. “

Biff frowned. “What do you mean ‘completely’ a woman?”

“Simple. You have to do everything a woman does.”

“Sure,” agreed John. “We do the dishes and the laundry, and if we need to do the lawn, too…”

“And make love like a woman.”

If there ever was a blank spot in the universe it was right then. John blinked. Biff tilted his head. Confusion, thou art a bitch.

“What do you mean?”

Sara laid it on the line. “As a woman I have to lay down and accept a penis.”

“Full penetration.”

They were still confused. Biff was really confused, and he said, “But our dicks don’t work! And they won’t work for a while! How can we…” he stopped as the dawn broke in his skull.

The girls smiled.

“Oh, no.” John sat up straight.

“I find this quite interesting,” observed Sara. “John’s been begging me to do the choo choo up the poo poo for years, and now he’s got a chance to…”

“So he’s willing to talk the talk, but not fuck the fuck?”

“Exactly.”

“We’re not doing that,” said Biff.

The girls smiled. “Have you seen our latest video?”

Frown lines appeared across the boys’ foreheads.

Sara held up her phone and played a video.

It was a complete record of their contest. In included them talking, bragging, making plans. It was punctuated with pictures of their dicks in various stages of…’plumpness.’

And it was ended with a shot of their dicks exploding.

They turned ghastly white. Whiter than a polar bear in a snowstorm at noon.

“I was holding my cell phone when we measured your dicks, and that final time, silly me, I forgot to turn it off.”

The boys staggered out of the kitchen, flopped onto the floor, their dicks spraying saline and dripping little drops of blood.

“You can’t…you won’t.”

“Honey,” said Sara sweetly. “We told you not to do it. But you ignored us.”

“You even said I had a big mouth,” grinned Tanya.

“We pled with you, begged, and you showed utter disregard, even contempt….”

“Definitely contempt…”

“So now you have to pay the price.”

“But…but…”

“Uh…”

It took an hour and several drinks, but finally the boys were taken into the back room. They lay on their bellies and the girls lifted their dresses and pulled down their panties.

There was an excited energy in the air, and the girls were feeling the heat. The boys felt the heat, too, but their dicks just hung down.

Sara put on her strap on and greased up her dick. It was eight inches of heaven. She had used it on herself, and now was going to use it on John.

Tanya had nine inches. It was black with a big head.

The boys were a little sloshed, and they begged helplessly.

“You’re going to hurt us!”

“This is perverted!”

“How can you do this to us?”

“Easily,” observed Sara, sliding her dick into John’s back hole.

John gasped and arched his back He wanted to move away, but he was against the mattress and couldn’t.

Next to him Biff gave a groan and flopped forward.

Behind them the girls giggled and began pumping.

Now that it was happening, the good feelings started. After the initial pain both John and Biff realized that this felt good. Their butt holes were singing, and they felt the plastic peters run against their nerves.

Behind them the girls stood side by side and pumped into their husband’s rumps.

“This is fun,” chuckled Sara.

“I’ll say. And it’s going to be good for them.”

The boys were both groaning now, and they were starting to move their hips, trying to escape or trying to feel more, they didn’t know.

“How so?”

“We put enough pressure on the prostate and they’ll leak their cum. That way their systems won’t get stopped up.”

“That is a great idea.”

“Not only that, but they might actually be able to have an orgasm.”

“Really?”

John was crying with the pleasure. He had actually reached over and gripped Biff’s hand and was holding it.

“Oh, yes. It’s called an anal orgasm, or a prostate orgasm. It’s supposed to be quite female in nature.”

“Wow!”

The boys were now not trying to escape, but were pushing back fiercely. They groaned and moaned and moved their hips around, trying to get more and more cock into their heinies.

“You know,” observed Tanya, “I see what men see in this now.”

“I do know. Standing here, fucking our submissive, little sluts…it’s quite a head trip.”

“A real power trip.”

Sara slapped John’s ass. “You hear that, lover? From now on this is the only way we fuck. And you’ll take it and love it. Got it?”

John’s mind was like a big bowl of mush. He heard Sara’s voice. He knew what she was saying, and he found himself nodding desperately.

Tanya slapped Biff’s ass. “And if I want a taste of real dick it won’t be yours. Got that, honey?”

Biff just sobbed and closed his fists around globs of sheet.


EPILOGUE

The four girls sat around the patio table at Charley Coyote’s and sipped whiskey. They were body shaved, toenail painted, coiffed, and wore sexy lingerie and tight dresses. Their lips were bright red and they sipped slowly.

Around them other patrons drank their drinks, headed for the dance floor, and enjoyed the pleasant LA night.

Conversation had covered much area. There had been much joking, and serious talk, and now the speech waned.

Suddenly Biff said, “You know…I think my breasts are just a touch bigger than yours.”

John blinked and looked at his friend. “I think you’re mistaken. My boobs are definitely bigger.”

As the argument began, as the bets were made, Sara opened her mouth to object, but Tanya touched her arm and shook her head.

“Let them,” she whispered.

Sara understood and smiled and said, “When they both lose what do you think we’ll get?”

And both girls started laughing.

END
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PART ONE

Call Me Madam!

“Hey, mom!” Danny hugged his mother. “Hey Dad,” his father came down the stairs and shook his hand.

“Thanks, Danny. I know it’s not a great way to spend your summer vacation, but…thanks.”

“Heck, you guys have been talking about Europe for years. And I don’t mind spending my summer house sitting.”

His mother latched onto his arm and smiled at him. “Now you be a good boy.”

“Always.” ‘Never,’ he mouthed at his father, who chuckled.

“Grab a suitcase, Danny.”

Danny did, and the two men sauntered out to the curb. The airport shuttle was due any minute. His mother followed along, checking her purse, checking things off in her mind, trying to remember all the things she’d forgotten.

“You’ll have to clean the pool, and cut the lawn. I let the service go for the summer. And, uh…oh, there’s lots of beer in the basement, and if you don’t drink it all…” His father winked and Danny laughed.

“I’ll do my best, Dad. Security code is the same?”

“Yep. 3141. The outside key is still under the potted plant at the corner of the house, let’s see, what else…” Then he grinned. “Try not to look through the hedge on the Johnson’s side of the yard.”

“Oh?”

“They moved out and a divorcee moved in, and…” he looked around to make sure they were alone. “Woo!” He shook his hand.

Danny grinned. “I may catch a bad case of peeping eyeball this summer. Is that what you’re saying?”

His dad whispered, “Don’t be surprised if your eyeballs pop out. Just put them back in and keep looking.”

They both chuckled, and Danny was intrigued. A good looking babe on the other side of the hedge? Heck, between peeping and porn this might turn out to be a great summer.

“Here comes the bus, Harold.”

Danny and his father turned, and here came the blue shuttle.

The bus pulled up and they loaded luggage on it, and his father said, “Call if you need anything, and keep your eyes open.”

That last remark went right over Danny’s mother’s head and he grinned.

“Will do. And you and Mom say hi to the Pope for me.”

A minute later the shuttle was trucking away. Danny waved, then turned back to the house.

The house was two stories and a basement. The fridge would be well stocked, and his father had already told him about the beer. He smiled. A summer in luxury. Just what the doctor ordered. He thought he was going to have to stay in the dorm for the summer, but then this house sitting offer came through, and they even offered to pay his gas across the country and back.

Good, old Mom and Dad.

He sauntered up the walk, a worm was on the side of the walk and he stepped around it.

Live and let live.

It was cool inside the house, and the drapes were all closed. He walked through the sunken living room, up a step to the dining room, and a hard left into the kitchen. He opened the fridge and bent down to see what was what.

Lots of food. But the food was mostly shoved back, and in the front of the main shelf was a single can with a note on it. He picked up the note and looked at the can. It was a picture of a monkey with too many hands and an eyeball in the middle of its belly. ‘Golden Monkey.’ Belgian Triple. With the triple spelled tripel.

He opened the note, “Take two cans and call me in the morning.” A picture of two eyes and a smile, one of the eyes winking.

Danny smiled and opened the can. Might just as well figure out what the deal was.

He sucked the suds. It was good. More fruity than he liked, but…it had a kick to it. He wondered what he was going to feel like after a can, let alone two cans.

He sauntered down to the basement. The basement ran the length and width of the house. It had been rebuilt a couple of summers ago, and the house was now supported by metal poles and metal girders. No earthquake was going to shake this baby down.

He went to the end of the basement, past the door that was always locked, and looked into the room reserved for beer and wine.

Racks of wine stood attention, and a whole pallet of beer was in a corner. Golden Monkey.

A whole pallet! that was 100 cases.

Of course it was minus two cases, but…that was a lot of beer for the summer.

He picked up a case and brought it back to the kitchen. He tossed out the broccoli and squeezed the case into the fridge.

There! No warm beer for him!

He walked out of the sliding doors and inspected the pool. His dad must have let the service go within the last couple of days, because the pool was clean and sparkling.

He finished his beer and put the can down. He kicked off his shoes and doffed his pants and socks. He staggered a bit at one point, that Golden Monkey did have a little kick in it. Then, tossing his shirt to the side, he jumped into the pool.

Oh, heaven!

He sliced through the water, and his cock stood up and enjoyed the rush of water. He rolled on to his back and put his feet on the side ledge. He floated, watched the palm trees waving high above. He could make out the shape of a monkey with big biceps in the towering clouds. His cock was busy trying to get a suntan.

He heard splashing.

He raised his head and looked towards the hedge.

He could see flashes of flesh through the hedge as the person, hopefully the babe his father had warned him about, dove off the diving board.

Not making a sound, he moved through the water. At the side of the pool, right above the water outlet, he could see through the bottom of the hedge. He propped himself on his forearms on the side of the pool and stared through the little triangular hole.

A woman came into view, and Danny caught his breath.

She was statuesque, perfect 36 by 24 by 36. Big cups on the 36. She was stacked.

Forcing himself to take his eyes off her sexy frame Danny studied her face. Full lips, green eyes, even, happy features.

Oh, man. Boner city!

She toweled off and sat down on a lounge chair. She was naked and he could see every inch of her. And she was kind enough to spread her legs, giving him a full view of her pussy.

Oh, God! He hadn’t had any for a month. Not since his girlfriend at the Triple Pi sorority house had dumped him.

And with finals he hadn’t had the time to jerk off.

He had a full load, and this woman was stimulating him like no other.

He sighed softly, and watched as she lay back, her large breasts thrusting up into the air. He could even see that her nipples were erect.

Down below the jet of water was shooting into the pool, and it was striking him right in the groin.

God. She was hot, and the water sluicing his manhood was getting him extra hard.

He started pushing his dick into the stream of water. It was a gentle stream of water, like a blow job from a girl with a tooth ache. It felt so good.

The woman picked up a magazine and started reading it.

Danny was in heaven. He could spend all summer just staring at this lush beauty.

Now his cock was close. He pushed it closer to the jet of water, and felt his tip actually touch the water outlet.

He pushed against it a few times, he was going to cum. He was going to…his cock slipped into the hole.

His eyes opened, and suddenly the pressure on his cock died. Of course. It was stopped up and the flow would go to other water outlets.

He eased back, then stopped. His cock wasn’t coming out!

He pushed back a little and stared through the clear water.

Just the tip of his cock, and maybe an inch, were all that were in the outlet, but…he couldn’t get out.

He wiggled his hips, tried to loosen the connection. Nothing. He reached down with his hand and pulled. He pressed on the side of his cock and tried to edge his finger into the hole.

Nothing.

That was the moment he started to panic. How the fuck had this happened! How could he get loose? What was he going to do?

Okay…okay. Calm down. The solution is simple. His dick just had to go limp. It was stuck because it was too big, so make it small.

He put his head down and breathed. He tried to think of other things. He tried to forget that his cock was caught as if in a bear trap.             

Baseball. He should think of baseball.

Except that baseball had balls in it. And a bat. And his cock just wouldn’t take a hint and relax.

He struggled some more. Pulled until he thought the roots of his cock were going to snap and he would be left without a dick.

Nothing.

His dick was lodged in the outlet so firmly it might as well have been glued!

What could he do?

He had images of himself being found in the fall. His parents would come out and see his skeleton floating in the pool.

Then, staring at nothing while his imagination ran riot, he saw the solution. It was right on the other side of the hedge. It was that gorgeous babe with no clothes on.

He opened his mouth to yell, then stopped.

If he yelled at her when she had no clothes on she might bolt.

Okay. Just yell help. Don’t scare her. Just yell help, and when she came to see what he needed he could talk to her. Okay. Great.

“Help!” he yelled.

The lady ignored him. Kept reading her magazine.

“HELP!”

She read, and one hand went up to adjust her…earplugs! She was listening to music.

“HELP!” He screamed.

She took one ear plug out and looked around.

“Please, lady! Help me!”

The woman on the other side of the hedge looked at the hedge, but she couldn’t see through the little triangular opening. “Who are you? Where are you?

“I’m on the other side of the hedge! I’m your neighbor.”

She peered at the hedge, took the other ear bud out and stood up.

She was incredible. Her breasts pointed at him, jutting out, the tips like eyes.

“Yes! You’re look at me! I’m in my parent’s pool on the other side of the hedge. I…I need help!”

She had no expression on her beautiful face as she rounded the pool. She walked along the hedge and when she passed the little peephole Danny yelled, in a lower voice, “Yes. Right here. I’m stuck in the pool.”

She went up on tip toes and tried to look through the leaves.

“No, look through the bottom.”

She lowered herself, squatted, and he could see, for a moment, the gape of her hole. She was shaved bare, her lips spread a bit and he could see the pink of her. Then she was looking at him.

She had the most amazing green eyes. Sparkling, scintillating, perceptive.

“Well, well.” She smiled, her lush, red lips curving to show a slice of even, white teeth. “Are you a peeping Tom?”

“No! No! But I’m stuck. I can’t get out.”

Danny was holding himself up with his arms folded on the cement, he couldn’t move up or down.

She tilted her head slightly. “I’ve heard of people so fat they couldn’t get out of a bath tub…but a pool? And you don’t look all that fat.”

“Look, look…” his voice was sounding a bit ragged now, having to explain his situation. “I was swimming and I rested here for a moment, and…and I got stuck in the water outlet on the side of the pool.

“You got stuck.” Her perfectly plucked eyebrows raised up in disbelief.

“Yes! I swear, I’m not making this up. I’m Danny, Harold’s son. I’m watching the house while they’re in Europe. I’m really stuck and I don’t know what to do.”

She studied him, her tongue flicked out to lick her lips quickly. She said, “What part of you, exactly, is stuck?”

Talk about red faces, Danny could have put a tomato to shame. “My…my….it’s…my penis.”

“Your penis is stuck in the water outlet,” her voice was even.

“Yes, oh, God. Please, I’m sorry…I don’t know how to get it out.”

For a long minute she studied his torture face.

“Well, Danny, son of Harold, I don’t know if I believe you. I mean, here I am, all naked, and a strange man is trying to get me into his yard.”

“Please! I’m sorry! I know it sounds crazy, but…” he blathered on and on, and little tears appeared at the corner of his eyes.

She sighed. “I should call the fire department.”

“No! No!” That was too embarrassing to think about.

“Well, what do you want me to do?”

“I…there’s got to be something. Please.”

“Well…I suppose I could at least inspect the situation, but if you’re just trying to get me within reach, you better know that I’m bringing a baseball bat.”

“Okay. Okay.” He sobbed openly.

She rose up and he heard her walking away. She was wearing cork high heeled sandals, no click, but he could still hear the padding sound she made.

A minute passed, then he heard the side gate opening. She came up the side yard. She was wearing a robe that looked more like a chemise and carrying a short Louisville Slugger. He looked at her and gulped. Up close she was even more gorgeous. Her skin was fine and slightly tanned, her hair sparkled in the sunlight. Her red lips looked moist and…and kissable!

“Thank you,” he blurted.

She sidled up along the edge of the pool, eyes watching everywhere.

“So how are you stuck?”

He straightened his arms out, holding on with his hands and she moved forward and looked down.

“You weren’t kidding.” She sounded a little awed, yet there was a bit of humor at the corners of her plump mouth.

“No! I’m sorry…I…”

“So how did a healthy looking young man manage to put his dick in a hole?”

Yes. She was laughing. Not obviously, but he caught her attitude.

“I just…I…”

She got down on her hands and knees and looked back through the hedge. She nodded and grinned. “So you are a peeping Tom.” She looked at him. “Admit it. You were looking at me.”

He had to admit it, the proof was there. “I…just for a second. I happened to notice and…and I just got too close to the side of the pool.”

“I’ll bet you did.” She sat on the side of the pool, her legs in the water, the edges of her robe getting wet. He could see right through the front of the robe and gulped again. Her tits were astounding. So perfectly shaped.

She didn’t seem to care that he was looking. In fact, she grinned wider when she saw him noticing.

“So what am I supposed to do?”

“I don’t know. Pull me out?”

She chuckled. “Trying to get a hand job. That’s lame.”

“No! How about getting some sort of oil and trying to get it in there?”

“Well, I suppose that’s a possibility. But I’d still have to touch your cock.”

“Oh, God!”

“Well, I can see that you’re a bit worried. Maybe your cock will have to be amputated. How old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

“So young. Too young to have his cock taken off.” She sighed. “Do you have some sort of oil?”

“I don’t know. Maybe kitchen oil will work? Olive oil?”

She rose up. “Don’t go away.” She sashayed around the pool. He watched her walk and groaned. Her ass was so lush and perfect and it swayed so suggestively.

She tossed a grin at him, as if knowing what he was seeing.

It made his cock even harder, and that meant he was lodged even firmer. Fuck!

She disappeared into the house, then came out a minute later She was holding a bottle of cooking oil. As she walked along the side of the pool she didn’t even seem to care that her robe hung open. He had a full view of her pussy and her tits, and she just grinned.

He realized, at that moment, that she was a cock teaser.

But, cock teaser or not, she was his sole hope.

She knelt down, opened the bottle and held it out. “Open your hand.”

He did, and she poured a glob of oil into his palm.

He reached down and tried to push oil into the outlet. His dick, of course, was in the way, and the water rinsed the oil off. He got almost nothing into the outlet.

He looked up at her, the expression on his face like a hurt puppy dog’s.

“Oh, stuff,” she muttered. She slipped the robe off her shoulders and let it fall on the cement. She stepped into the pool, went down quickly and rose up.

She shook her head and blinked. “Well, I always wondered if this waterproof make up worked.”

She reached for the side of the pool, hoisted herself half up. She was next to him, and his cock was harder than ever. She was breathtakingly beautiful.

She poured a glop of the cooking oil in her hand, grinned at him, and dunked down.

He felt her hands on his legs, holding herself in position. She tried to get her hand in from the side, but that wouldn’t work.

Thirty seconds of trying and she surfaced. She held on to the pool and poured another bit of oil into her palm. She smiled at him. “You’re much too big to be playing around with small holes.”

He started to say something, but she gulped in air and descended.

She went between his legs this time. She hooked one arm around his leg and he felt her tits on his flesh. Her other hand went under his balls, and he gasped, then he felt her trying to push a slender finger between his cock and the wall on the inside of the outlet.

She was careful, but it pinched and he tried not to yelp.

After thirty seconds of trying she rose up again. This time she held onto his shoulder, and now her large breasts were pressed against his arm and side.

“Lordy. Either that hole is too tight, or you’re too big. Which is it?”

He stumbled over words and she laughed.

She hung onto him then, and just took in air.

Suddenly she ducked down again. She didn’t get any more oil, she just ducked down, and he suddenly felt her handling his balls, feeling the base of his cock, the shaft of his cock.

He whimpered. It felt so good, but it was probably just sticking him in the hole harder.

She rose up, held on to him. Her face was close to him and he could feel her nipples brushing against his body. “I’ve got an idea.”

He looked at her hopefully.

“It may seem a bit odd, maybe even uncomfortable, but I think it will work.”

“Okay.”

She transferred her hands to the side of the pool, and he instantly missed the warmth and feel of her hot flesh.

She poured the oil all over her fingers, grinned, “Here goes nothing,” and ducked down.

Again she slithered down his body. Again she examined his balls, then he realized she was just getting them out of the way. She grabbed his cock with one hand, and put the other hand to his crack, and…SHE STUCK HER FINGER UP HIS ASS!

Danny cried out. It didn’t hurt. It actually felt good. But to be invaded like that, without any warning.

Then he felt her finger moving around inside him, and she began pressing on something. Rhythmically. And he felt the sudden urge to pee.

“Oh, fuck!” His voice sounded very alone in the backyard.

She rose up, gasped for air, but managed to keep her finger in his anus.

“What are you…”

Too late. She ducked down again.

And moved her finger around and found that little bump inside. She pressed it and pressed it and pressed it. And Danny suddenly felt a goofy lassitude assail him.

She surfaced, breathed, went down again. And pressed into his ass harder. That spot. Pressing. And he felt lazy and sort of good, and everything was right. Didn’t matter that he was stuck in a hole in—his penis popped out.

She surfaced, laughing. “I knew it!”

She climbed up the side of the pool and reached a hand down for him.

He felt so lazy, he just wanted to lay there and float, but he took her hand and she lifted, and he helped, and he came out of the pool.

His cock was slack now.

He was yawning, like after a good masturbatory session, and he said, “What did you…how did you do that?”

“I’ll tell you in a second. First, let’s look at this poor abused member of yours.”

She knelt down and looked directly at his cock. He gasped as she grabbed his balls with one hand and touched his half soft cock with the other.

“Yes. It is big. And it looks bruised.”

She looked up at him, and he was struck by how she looked like she was about to suck his cock. But she didn’t. She just said, “Let’s get you over to my house and see about some first aid.”

He blubbered something, he wasn’t sure what, but she grabbed his arm and walked him along the side of the pool. He would have resisted, but who in their right mind would resist the most beautiful naked woman in the world leading him somewhere?

“I suppose I should consider it a compliment, that you would get so excited you would try to get your penis in such a tight hole.”

They went through the side gate, two steps behind a front hedge, and into her yard.

“But it was very foolish. You really should take better care of your cock.”

Cock. Like it was dirty, but beautifully dirty.

“I know…I, uh…”

They walked up the side of her house. Her breasts moved back and forth on his arm.

“Don’t you want your robe?”

Stupid, Danny, he chastised himself. She’s naked and you want her to get dressed?

I can get it any time. What’s important is to take care of your poor, bruised penis.

Actually, it didn’t feel all that bruised. Maybe a little sore, but…

She led him across her patio and through her sliding doors.

It was cool in her house. And it was nice. She had a comfy pair of sofas longwise, so two people could lay on them and watch the big screen over the fireplace.

“You know,” she said, as she led him up the stairs, “A young man should always take care of his dick.”

Penis, dick, cock. She used different words in different ways and it kept him off balance. Was she being crude? Medical? Polite?

She led him into her bedroom. It was large with a four poster bed and a pink canopy. It smelled of her gentle feminine products. Perfumes particular to shampoos, to make up, that made him think of his cock.

His cock was fully limp now. In spite of what had happened.

“How did you get me loose?”

“Here, sit on the bed.”

He sat on the bed, and gloried in sitting on the place where she slept, where her bare body wrapped itself in sheets and slumbered. It felt similar to feeling her underwear, smelling her delicate aroma on her dainty underthings.

She kept talking as she went into the bathroom and brought back a bottle. “I know it was invasive, but I pushed on your prostate. That releases semen, and then you got smaller.”

“Oh.” That was a new one on him.

“I hope it didn’t hurt. It’s supposed to feel good when a woman does that to a man, but considering your situation…”

“Oh, it was…yeah.”

She smiled at him and lifted up his cock. “Then it felt good?”

“Uh, well…”

“It’s supposed to feel good. Did it feel good?” She sprayed his cock with something and looked up at him.

“Well, uh…yeah. It did feel pretty good. Especially at the end.”

“That was when you leaked your sperm out. But I warn you. Losing your sperm like that…it will make you very excited…let’s call it what it is—horny. For the next few days you’re going to be feeling very frisky. Lay back.”

He lay back on the bed, and his cock was limp, and…it felt numb.

“I don’t feel anything down there.”

“You’re not supposed to. That’s a numbing spray. Now hold still.”

He held still, and though his dick was numb, he knew she was handling it. He felt something stiff bump against his balls, then it felt like she was holding his package in the ring of her fingers. She did a couple of more things and he heard…CLICK!”

“There we go. You can sit up.”

He sat, and looked down, and his mouth opened.

“It’s a chastity cage. It will stop you from getting erect. We certainly don’t want you getting erect after hurting your poor, little ding a ling.”

He looked up at her. “But…this…”

“Oh, it’s okay. I’ve got the key around here somewhere. When the bruising goes down we can take the cage off. Until then, it may be frustrating, but at least you won’t be able to get hard.”

He was flabbergasted, stunned.

“Now then, we do need to give you some medicine. And it may be a bitter pill to swallow, but you really need it.”

“Medicine?”

“Old medicine, like they had in the pioneer days. Come on.”

She took his hand and they walked out of the room.

She pulled him along, giggling, and he kept staring down at his penis. It was locked away. In prison. No way to touch it.

His balls hung free below it, but…it was weird walking.

He looked at her, completely naked, and now in no danger. He couldn’t fuck her if he wanted to.

Oddly, though he had just cum in the pool, and though his cock was locked away, he wanted to. Her body was just so unbelievably perfect.

She led him down stairs and across the big room to a small wet bar. She opened an upper cabinet and got down a bottle with a red label. It read ‘Weller Antique 107 Bourbon.’

“You ever have hundred buck bourbon?”

He shook his head. “That’s the medicine?”

“Yep. And it’s good medicine. $129 a bottle. Let’s try a straight sip, first, to loosen up your throat.”

She poured a finger in a shot glass and handed it to him, then poured her own shot glass.

“Here’s how,” she murmured, and put the shot glass to her lips.

He watched, fascinated, as the amber liquid passed over her sexy lips. She held it in her mouth for a second, then swished it around, then swallowed. “Woo!” she shivered in appreciation. “Well?”

He raised the shot glass and, like she had done, poured it into his mouth. He closed his lips and felt a prickly, stingy hot sensation in his mouth. His eyes watered and he swished, then gulped. It burned all the way down his throat. Yet…it burned good. It didn’t hurt, but woke him up, and his stomach suddenly felt happy.

“Fuck,” he croaked.

She laughed. “That’s a toast I like.”

“Now, we could take shots like this, or we can ruin a perfectly good blast of the tonsils by mixing it with Coke, or some other disgusting additive.”

“Coke,” he suggested.

“Wise.” She brought out a couple of tall glasses, scooped ice out of a small box in the refrigerator under the counter and filled the glasses. Then she filled half the glass with bourbon, took a couple of cans of Coke out of the fridge, and topped the glasses off.

“Here’s when,” she held a glass up.

He took his glass from her hands, and he felt the brush of her long fingernails on his skin. They clinked and sipped.

“Oh, man, that’s the best of both worlds.”

“Both worlds? Are you speaking of heaven and hell? Come on over here. Sit down next to me.” She crossed the room and plopped down on one of the sofas.

Danny followed her, suddenly a bit self conscious. He was naked, but that damned thing between his legs…he sat down, and left a space between them.

She grinned, noting the distance between them.

“Well? Are you speaking of heaven and hell as the worlds we are between?”

“I guess.” He took another sip.

“I’m a fan of both of those worlds, and I really think they need to be joined.”

“What?”

“What if heaven and hell were the same?”


PART TWO

Danny sort of blinked on the inside. From medical emergency to first aid to talking about heaven and hell. And the thought percolated through his cranium. Is she nuts?

But she didn’t act nuts. She acted happy, and she moved an inch closer to him.

“What if heaven was hell, and hell was heaven?”

“That’s…I don’t see how that is possible.”

“Isn’t that the fun of it?”

He looked blank.

“You don’t think something is possible, and then it dawns on you, and suddenly the world is totally different.’

She sipped, he sipped, and he was unaware that she was taking smaller sips than him. He was also unaware that it was like yawning. One person yawns, then the next person…and she was sipping, and he was glugging.

She moved an inch closer to him.

“You know, Danny, your father told me you would be house sitting this summer, and I wondered when I would finally meet you. Isn’t it propitious that you stuck your cock in a hole for me?”

“Well, it’s sort of embarrassing.”

“But you’re not embarrassed now, are you?”

“Well, no.” And the thought crossed his mind that she was trying to get him drunk.

She moved an inch closer to him, was close enough to put a hand on his thigh. “I’m glad you’re not embarrassed.”

Danny finished his drink, then said the stupidest thing he had ever said in his whole life. “Well, I should be going.”

She didn’t remark on how stupid it was. She just smiled, and when he started to rise she reached right between his legs, grabbed his packaged package, and pulled him back down.

“”Thee’s no hurry. We’ve got all summer, and…would you like a another drink?”

Then he said the smartest thing he had ever said in his life. “Sure.”

She stood up, turned to him and leaned to take his glass. Her breasts hung down, mesmerizing him.

He watched her walk over to the bar. Her ass would take second place to none. It was so round and perfect. It was a globe of heaven.

She hummed as she mixed another bourbon and Coke.

She turned, held the drink in one hand and swayed back across the room towards him.

Now it was obvious. The sex in the room was like a fog, slanting all light, and Danny found himself staring at her breasts.

She handed him the drink. “Do you like my breasts, Danny?”

He nodded, gulped.

“Would you like to touch them?” She sat down on him. Right on him. Facing him. His caged cock touching her ass.

He started to nod, but she didn’t wait for him. She grabbed his head and pulled it forward. His mouth opened instinctively and suddenly he had a big mouthful of the most delicious boob in the world.

She held him, enjoyed him as he pulled on her nipple, slapped it with his tongue.

Then she stood up, took her own drink in hand, and sat down a foot away from him in the cross legged position.

He gulped, and the room spun a bit. Her legs were spread so wide he stared straight at her vagina.

“Face me, Danny. Sit like this and face me.”

He pulled his legs up, swiveled, and crossed his legs Indian style.

They were now inches apart. Their knees touching, their faces could touch with the slightest of leans.

“I’m going to tell you a story, Danny. Would you like to hear a story?”

He nodded.

“Once upon a time there was a beautiful girl. She was just a girl, young and impressionable, and she actually met a Prince charming. He was lithe, slender, and had the most powerful joie de vivre. He was famous and rich and the world loved him, but he had love only for this innocent, young girl. Do you think that’s nice, Danny? That he would love only one girl, forever? Do you think people can be soul mates?”

There was a gleam in the corner of her eye that might have been a tear.

He nodded. He was hypnotized. He could only watch her eyes as they sparkled, see her lips as she talked, and listen to her tale.

“They married. This Prince Charming and his young girl. They married and life was the blossom of a tree on the sweetest day of the year. They lived and loved, and he taught her so many things. So many nasty, nasty things. Things like how to make a man cum by sticking a finger in his butt, only to arouse him even more. Do you think you’ll like being aroused even more?”

Again, he nodded, was confused, then nodded more.

“That’s good. That’s very good, because her comes the sad part.”

She stopped and took a drink. Not a sip, but a big glug, a glug to stop pain and hurt and the torments of life.

He sipped this time, and watched, and listened.

She considered him. She leaned closer, put her hand around his neck and pulled him closer, and she kissed him. She kissed him lightly, but it went deep. She touched his lips with her own, and he felt himself trembling, and his nipples actually burned with want.

She moved back, her eyes wet. She said. “Prince Charming died. A stupid accident. He was sober and hurrying home to me. A drunk T boned him, crushed the life out of him. That’s his chastity tube you’re wearing.”

“It is?” he blurted.

She nodded. Everything about him was broken, but somehow that symbol of our love survived. The people in the hospital gave it to me. One nurse, she seemed to understand, said, ‘he must have loved you very much.’ She made me cry, did that nurse. But…sometimes you’re supposed to cry. Sometimes when it hurts, when there’s no heaven, you cry and you cry, and you look at the symbol of your lost, pure love.”

She was crying opening now. Not body wracking sobs, just a stream of tears emitting from those beautiful, green eyes. Eyes that had held so much life, and now held so much pain.

She took another drink.

He was drunk, but not too drunk.

She was hurting so much that it wouldn’t have mattered how expensive the bourbon…she was sober.

“Did you really not know that was a chastity tube I was putting on you?”

“No,” he said, suddenly feeling curiously emboldened. “You were very clever.”

“I had to be. I’ve been searching for love, and I hurt so much. And when I saw you, hurting yourself, so scared, with your dick caught in that stupid, water outlet…” she started laughing, and he had to chuckle, it was funny, now that he was on the other side of it.

She took another drink, but this time it was a sip.

“When I saw you I knew that I needed you. I needed somebody, even if I wasn’t in love, to wear my toy. To be my toy. I needed a man to remind me that I was a woman. Are you okay with that?”

What would he have answered if he wasn’t drunk? Probably the same. Maybe different. But Danny just nodded.

“Good. We’ll spend the summer loving. And even though we won’t be in love, we’ll be in like, and when you go back to school…it’ll be okay. And I’ll be ready to move on. To keep searching for that special man who can replace a once in a lifetime man. Is that okay with you?”

“Yes.”

“Even though I’m going to do things to you? Even though I will sometimes treat you harshly…can you stand that for the faux love we will have?”

“I can.” He was drunk, but he acted like he was sober. And he made decisions that would hurt him, come back to haunt him, but would make him a better man.

“Excellent. Another drink, then I’ll show you what I need.”

She made another drink, then, glasses in hands, she led him across the room to the kitchen. There was a side door, and just before the side door were a pair of doors. One led into the pantry. The other one led downstairs.

She flicked a light switch and led the way down the wooden steps.

She held his arm and they faced the basement.

It was dark and dingy. There were several posts down the center of the basement, and above them was a massive beam. This house hadn’t been retrofitted, but it didn’t need it. The beam was old wood and would last till judgement day.

The left side of the basement was empty, except for a stack of pallets at the far end. In the middle of the far wall was a series of wide steps that led up to a storm door. Along the right side of the basement was a series of rooms.

“I didn’t know this was here,” said Danny. “I should have, it’s just like our basement.”

“I dreamed of this day, of finding somebody to help me.” They walked down the left hand side of the basement, and Danny glanced into the rooms on the side. The first one had things like boxes and furniture. He couldn’t make out much in the gloom.

The second room held tools, bright and shiny. Saws and hammers, power tools, nails and screws. All the things one needed for building things.

“I can get any tools you want. I’m not familiar with tools, but I can help. I can learn.”

She was asking him. How weird.

The third room had nothing. No, there was something. It looked like a big, metal door leaning against a side wall.

In front of the third room, and at the bottom of the shallow steps, was a pile of lumber. Some of it was just stock two by fours. Other pieces of the lumber looked specialized. Treated wood and bits of hardware that he recognized…and sometimes didn’t.

“Your father said you were handy with your hands. Are you handy with your hands, Danny?”

“I’m okay,” he murmured, looking more closely at what was in the pile of lumber.

A couple of planks of treated and highly polished wood. One with what looked like padding on it. There were eyelets designed to be sunk in cement. A box of cement drill bits on the end of a two by four.

And chains. Bright and shiny. Some with small links, others with large links.

“I want to festoon the left wall with these big chains, and use the smaller chains to secure my lover. Lovers.”

“Lovers?”

“After the summer. After you go home. I received a lot of insurance money when my husband died, but that will run out, and then this will support me” She waved a hand to include the basement, which he now saw as a dungeon.

She turned to him, held her glass with one hand and kissed him. She pressed her massive chest against him, she opened her mouth and swallowed him whole.

He was breathing hard when she drew back.

“I’m good. My husband made me good, but I need practice. I’m going to need to practice on you. Will you let me practice on you, Danny?”

Once again he nodded.

If one had asked him, right then, if he loved her, he would have said yes. Even knowing he couldn’t be in love this fast, that he was responding to her manipulations, he would have claimed eternal love.

She whispered to him, “You must stay in chastity until the end of the summer. When you go back to school, that’s when I’ll unlock you, and then you can do anything you want to me. I’ll want you to do whatever you want. Okay?”

His head went up and down. He wanted to kiss her again. He was starting to feel his cock again. The numbing agent had worn off, and though he had been drained in the swimming pool, he felt his cock throbbing, trying to get hard.

He looked down, and so did she.

His penis struggled inside the cage. It pressed against the sides, tried to swell up, tried to elongate, but it was totally encased and had no options. It filled the cage, but that was all.

All except for the delicious hurt it provided.

She reached down between them and took his package in hand. They watched the struggles of the penis to erect. He groaned, and she laughed delightedly.

She looked up at him, her face alight with excitement. “This is going to be so much fun. Don’t you think? Is it going to be fun, Danny?”

“Yes,” he said simply, his heart surging as hard as his cock. He wanted to take this beautiful woman in his arms and lay her out, spread her out, put his penis in her and fuck her.

His mind said ‘savagely,’ even as it whimpered. He was already growing fearful of the cage gripping his poor cock.

“Wonderful. Let’s go upstairs. Let’s have lunch and talk about my dungeon, and maybe about what I’m going to do to you.”

She sauntered, holding his hand, her naked hip brushing against his, across the room and up the stairs.

They sat on the patio, just under the overhang. They drank up the heat of the day while avoiding the supposedly harmful rays of the sun. Danny doubted the sun was so bad, but she was careful with her unblemished and so perfect skin.

They talked of how he liked school, the similarities and differences between their houses, girlfriends he had had (very few), and boyfriends she had had (only the one), and life in general.

They talked about whether she should get permits to build her dungeon, and he said no.

“Keep the city out of it. They’ll never look, and if they know what you’re doing other departments are going to want to get involved.”

“But those are potential customers. In my understanding people in government want what I have to offer in the worst way.”

He chuckled, “So they tax people, then seek punishment. Is there a connection here? An irony?”

She smiled. “I think there is. My husband used to say there has never been an honest politician.”

“Heck, I’ve never voted, and I know he’s right. History teaches that, you know?”

“So I shouldn’t bother getting a permit to run a business from the city.”

“Ha! If they okay it it’ll just be so they can tax you.”

As he elucidated further she listened and marveled. “You know a lot for someone so young.”

“My father’s a contractor. I’ve been around this stuff all my life.”

She reached over and touched his cage. “How are you doing?”

“I’m desperate,” he answered honestly.

“It’s going to get a lot worse. Imagine doubling your horniness every day for another ninety days.”

“I won’t be able to stand it. My balls will explode and my dick will fall off.”

How fast they had become familiar in nasty language.

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll drain you every week. You’ll grow to love those days. Especially since you won’t be getting any. Won’t even be able to jack off.”

“Heysoos. I don’t think I’ll be able to stand it.”

“How often do you masturbate?”

“Every couple of days.”

She laughed. “Poor boy.”
They weren’t drunk now, just pleasantly high, drinking just enough to keep themselves high, and never sloppy.

She stood up and stepped over him, sat down on him.

He reached up and fondled her boobs.

She leaned down and kissed him. A long, slow, grinding kiss that stole his breath and left him in a puddle.

She fell against him, her breasts against his chest. They felt each others bodies, breathing, heart pounding. His dick moved the little cock cage and she smothered a laugh against his neck.

She whispered, I’ve been in you.”

“Just your finger.”

She ignored his remark. “You know what that means?”

He shook his head.

“It means that I’ve fucked you, if only with my finger. It means that I am the dominant and you’re the submissive. It means that I am the man and you are the woman.”

He tried to digest this datum, but his head was having a hard time.

“It means that I am in charge and that you are my slave.”

“Your willing slave,” he amended her.

“There’s no other kind,” she said. “If you make a person a slave against his will he is a prisoner. If he becomes your slave willingly…that is a true slave.”

“So I am your true slave?”

“Do you like it?”

He didn’t answer. He just thought about it. He was actually thinking about things like free will, and choice, and sovereignty.

She reached down between his legs and cupped his balls. “Tell me you love it.”

She didn’t even have to squeeze. The excitement of having his life in her hands was enough to convince him. “I like it.”

She kissed him again.

And again and again.

He finally said, “This is the point where I get so out of control that I carry you upstairs and ravage you.”

She bit his neck lightly. She nibbled on his ears. “And this is the point where I let you.”

He pushed her back. “Let me fuck you?”

“Of course.” Yet there was a hidden smile in those bewitching, green eyes.

He sat there, confused, not knowing what to do. He believed her, and yet…he didn’t believe her.

She laughed, watched him. “Do you feel it?”

“What?”

“Heaven and hell. Everything that you wanted, and yet…nothing.’

A glimmer of understanding shook him then. All her talk of heaven and hell wasn’t just bullshit. There was something to it, and…he felt a very slight, shiver of fear. So subtle he could ignore it. So pervasive he was actually scared.

She leaned into him, raped his mouth hers. Drank of him like a vampire drinks blood of his victim.

He, of course, didn’t fight it. He wanted it. He was willing.

“Come on,” she said, standing above him, looking down like a conquering hero. “Let’s go fuck.”

She stepped off the lounge and he sat up, then stood up.

She reached down and grabbed his package. “I said,” she mocked authority, “Come with me.”

She pulled, and he scrambled to get his feet over the lounge, to follow her.

She pulled him over the threshold and into the house, and he skittered after her, making his feet keep up with her rapid pace, careful not to trip over her feet and forced to take small footsteps.

Up the stairs was an adventure. She didn’t slacken her pull but insisted he keep pace.

Down the hall and into her bedroom.

She let him go then and said. “Before I fuck I’d like a nice, long body rub.

He was trembling, horny and wanting to cum, and he touched his hands to her soft skin.

“Sit on me. Let me feel your cage.” She lay down on the bed.

He straddled her and sank down. His cage was right on her buns, almost nestled in her crack.

He kneaded her skin slowly, lovingly. Her pressed his fingers into her flesh, seeking out the high and low points. She groaned in pleasure, and his cock was crammed ever harder into the cage.

He worked down her back, feeling ribs and her spine. He used his fingers to dig gently in to the little indentations of her backbone. And every touch, every turn of the knuckle, drag of the finger, turned him on.

He wasn’t just massaging her, he was making love to her. Now if he could only get his cock free…

He worked down her legs. He tried touching her pussy, but she said, “Not yet. That’s last.”

So he ran his fingers down those smooth legs, felt the taut muscle of thigh, manipulated the curve of her calves, and down to her feet.

She demanded that he spend a long time on her feet. Every toe was its own kingdom and needed proper attention.

And, finally, finally, she turned over.

He was struck by her beauty all over again.

“Sit on me. Let me feel your prison.”

He sat, his cage nestled against her bare pussy. He massaged her chest, was given free rein on those magnificent mammaries. He felt them, fondled them, kneaded them. He bent his head and sucked her nipples, and all she did was moan with pleasure.

Then he moved to the belly. It was firm with muscle, slender, and he felt like he could squeeze it with all his might and she would just sigh.

Down to her thighs, correctly ignoring her pussy for the last.

Down the legs and…the toes again.

“When you do my toes properly it feels like somebody is massaging my scalp. Reaching right into my brain to pleasure me.

His cock was being reached, too.

Finally, he was ready for her pussy. He wanted to touch it, feel it, cup her mons and lick her slit, but she said, “Do my face.”

Her face? He had never even thought about massaging a face. He dutifully moved up held himself slightly above her belly and gently dug his fingers into her face. She had a million muscles in her face. She had whole organs. It required an understanding of depth and desire for precision.

She helped him, telling him how much, how little, when and where.

He could help but stare at her as he worked on her face. Her pert nose, her wide eyes, her mouth with the lips so full and moist looking.

At one point she opened her eyes and studied him.

“It hurts, doesn’t it.”

“What?”

“It hurts so good.”

And he understood; heaven is touching but not being allowed And so is hell.

“All right,” she finally sighed. “Are you ready to fuck me?”

He became instantly nervous. Here it was. She was going to unlock him, use him. Would he be up for it? Would he please her? Would his dick be big enough? Would she find his methods and manners appropriate to her pussy?

“Yes.” Trying to keep the tremble out of his voice, but failing.

She reached up, hand around his neck, and pulled him to her. She kissed him, gave him back some of the love he had just invested in her body. She whispered, “It’s in the bottom drawer.”

His brows twitched in puzzlement. What was in the bottom drawer?

He climbed off her, off the bed, and bent to the dresser. He opened the bottom drawer, and knew he should have known it.

He looked up to where she was lying on her side, her head supported by one arm. She was laughing. “What did you expect? I told you you were going to be locked up for the summer. Did you really think your little dick was going to be allowed access to my horny hole?”

Her language was designed to inflame him, and it did. He stood up, the strap on in hands. He looked down at the drawer and at the assortment of cocks.

He buckled the strap on around his hips. “Which dick did you prefer?”

It was hard to keep the resentment out of his voice. But it didn’t matter. She laughed again, enjoyed his frustration. “I’d like the big black one with the veins on it.”

Danny rummaged through the dozen dildos. He pushed aside the one shaped like a curlicue. He ignored the little ones, and the monster ones.

The black one with veins was eight inches long. It was thick. It was daunting.

He put the dildo to his harness and snapped it into the socket.

He was a white boy with a big, black dick now.

Even that simple thought turned him on. To have a dick again, any dick, and especially a big one…it was turning him on.

Not that being turned on did his real dick much good.

“Come on, lover.” She lay back, spread her legs.

He climbed over her leg and knelt between her thighs.

She smiled lazily up at him.

He fit the head of the big cock to her pussy, touched it, pressed lightly, and she moaned.

She was ready. She was juicy, and she reached up and grabbed his hips and pulled.

He slid into her like a crocodile into water. Smooth, feeling the grip of her pussy in resistance, but only imagining it in his mind.

“Fuck,” she whimpered happily. “I need this.”

He pushed deep, and she grunted. Then he pulled slowly out, the big, thick veins on the side of his black cock almost abrasive in their passage through. She just held on to him and groaned louder.

He pumped her, long, slick motions, sometimes with a twist on the end, and she held on as if for dear life.

Yes, she was ready. She had been deprived, but now she was jumping back in. Immersing herself in wonder and awe and sheer sexual sensation.

Danny didn’t require much instruction for this. Now he trusted his instincts, as every man should. He gloried in her flesh, even though it didn’t quite touch his cock. He reveled in the feel of her muscles as her body fought, and agreed, and climbed a high mountain.

Then, only a few minutes in, she exploded.

Like dynamite in the pocket. Like lightening in the sky. Like a woman’s womb filled to bursting, and then bursting.

Her hips moved up, her cunt muscles grabbed. She cried out. And froze. And gripped his arms with fingers of steel as the world ended.

Then, slowly, she relaxed, let go of her arching body, let go of his, lay on the bed once more.

Danny pulled out. Lay next to her. He was breathing hard, he had worked hard, and he had never experienced anything like this in his life. He was horny. God, he was horny. His whole body lusted for him to fuck. He felt like his body had been super charged, but had nowhere to go.

She turned to him, put her arm across his chest and snuggled against him. Her chest was heavy on his arm and he could feel her taut nipple against his body.

“Go to sleep.”

He lay there, but he couldn’t sleep. There was something he had to know.

“Uh…”

“Are you still awake?”

She sounded so relaxed.

“I need to know…”

Her eyes opened in the dark, scoped him, and she said, “What would you like to know?”

“Your name.”

She smiled, snuggled closer. And she whispered, “Call me Madam.”


PART THREE

Feminization, BDSM and Love!

Danny opened his eyes and nearly doubled over from the pain in his groin.

He was naked, except for the chastity tube on his groin, and he grabbed for the tube.

Next to him his neighbor awoke, she had felt his sudden motion and she turned to look at him.

“Oh, fuck!” He rolled out of bed, nearly fell on the floor, and ran for the bathroom.

Behind him, laying in bed, his neighbor laughed hysterically. Her large breasts shook and she watched him scamper across the room and into the bathroom.

At first Danny stood in front of the toilet, then he realized the grim truth, he was going to have to sit down to pee as long as he had this infernal device on him.

He spun around and sat, and a thick trickle sprayed down from the tube. It sounded like a stream, but it was really a couple of dispersed jets and lots of drops.

He peed and peed, and hung his head and groaned as the pain left.

She came to the bathroom door, her face twisted in amusement, and watched him.

“It hurt,” he grunted.

“I know. My husband hated it when that happened.”

“I won’t drink so much after this.”

“Want a bourbon and Coke?”

“Sure,” he brightened up.

She laughed, turned, and tossed back over her shoulder. “Breakfast in ten. Get cleaned up.”

She headed down stairs.

Danny sat for another minute, shook his cage off as best he could, then stood up and stepped into the shower. Under the hot water felt so good. He looked down at the tube and soaped his groin and thought about how he had gotten into this mess. If mess it could truly be called. After all, he was having the time of his life. Be it a bit weird.

He had been house sitting for his parents, and gotten his weenie stuck in the water outlet in his parent’s pool. He had called out to his neighbor for help, and she had delivered, as well as putting him in chastity.

But…he liked it.

She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. She was intelligent, too. And she liked to play with him.

He stepped out of the shower and dried off, then headed down stairs. He didn’t bother to get dressed because he had no clothes.

He stepped into the kitchen just in time to see her roll sausages out of a pan and onto a plate. She was naked, more naked than him, and she had not a care in the world. After all, he was locked up.

“Good morning, my beautiful boy.”

She put the skillet into the sink, turned the water on, which turned to steam when it hit the pan, and turned to him.

She was perfect. 36 by 24 by 36, with extra large cups. Her green eyes showed her good humor, and she stepped into his embrace. She held his caged cock with two hands and kissed him.

Her plump lips chewed on his mouth, then she lowered her attention to his chest and sucked his nipples. Then she went further down and put his whole cock cage into her mouth. He had a big cock, and he couldn’t believe it could fit in the cage.

He moaned, and she pushed a finger against his button. She had no lubricant so he just sort of yelped.

She smiled and turned to the counter. She stuck her finger into the butter, turned back, and pushed her finger into him.

“Oh, fuck!” It felt so good. His knees became weak and shivered.

She rose up, popped her finger out, and pointed at the table.

He sat, and she sat, and shortly they began eating sausages and waffles, everything drenched in thick syrup.

They ate, and looked at each other, and laughed.

“So what’s on the agenda for the day?”

“Dungeon!” She chirped happily. Then she eyed him with a fierce grin, “And you. I need to find out things about you.”

“Like what kind of things?”

“Like what kind of pain you like. How much pain. And we have to start playing with your asshole.”

“What? Why?”

She reached for his hand, too it and smushed a couple of fingers into the syrup on his plate, then she lifted them to her mouth and put them between her lips. He could feel her lips licking, sucking, so warm and moist.

“Because…” she sucked some more, “I want to.”

He blinked and watched her.

“Because you want me to.”

“Well, but it’s my asshole and—”

“Did you like what I did yesterday? To get you out of the pool?”

“Well…”

“Honey, you loved it. And which would you rather do, and let’s face it, which would you rather, dying a grisly death in the swimming pool? Your arms giving out and you slipping down the side of the pool until your cock broke off? Or having me stick my finger up your poo poo.”

“Well, yeah, but I’m not in danger of a grisly death now, am I?”

“Of course you are!”

She stopped giving a blow job to his fingers and resumed with her own breakfast. He watched the syrup drip fro her lips, and he wanted to lick it off.

“Okay. Why don’t you do the dishes and I’ll do the heavy work.”

“What kind of heavy work?”

“I’ll make the drinks.”

He smiled.

A half hour later they were standing in the dungeon. Or, as she sometimes called it, the fungeon.

“Okay, boss,” she said, “what’s first?”

“Well, we should probably get some water down here and start washing all the dust and cobwebs off.

Danny collected a hose from her side yard, saw that it wasn’t long enough, and went to his own house to retrieve his parent’s hose. When he got back she had the storm doors open. He screwed the two lengths of hose together, put a nozzle on it, and went to work.

He started in the small rooms while she put tarps over the stack of timber. He squirted the water into the corners, on the surfaces, sprayed down the walls, and then squirted the water out the door. In the big room she used a big squeegee to push the water into one of two drains.

When they were done with the first room they stood and inspected it.

“Not bad,” she commented. “Of course I was hoping it would look a little less clean when I start working on my victims.”

“Don’t worry. When I saw wood dust will magically appear everywhere, and if it doesn’t I can get a spray can.”

“Of paint?”

He gave her a confused look. “Paint?”

“Well, what?”

“Dust. I’ll get some spray dust and coat the surfaces.”

“Spray dust?”

“Of course.”

She stared at him, and he finally snickered. “You believed me.”

She grinned. “You asshole.” Then, “You need to be punished for that.”

Danny chuckled. “Yeah, right. As if having my cock locked up isn’t punishment enough.”

“Follow me.”

She walked across the basement and up the stairs. Curious, Danny followed her.

They passed her bedroom and continued to a guest room. Inside the room were hundreds of boxes. Most of them from Amazon.

She searched the boxes quickly, and smiled as she found the one she wanted.

They went back to her bedroom.

“Okay, honey, I want you to lean over the bed.”

“Why?”

“Because I will give you a thrill that will titillate you from top to toes.

Reluctantly, but unable to stifle his curiosity, he leaned over the bed. He heard her walk into the bathroom and back. She placed a hand on his right bun and said, “Remember how good it felt when I drained you the other day?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“No guess. You liked it so much you came.”

“I wouldn’t call that cumming.”

“Why? Because you didn’t get the big O?”

“Yeah.”

She laughed and touched his asshole. He jerked, then relaxed as she gently smoothed it.

“What is that?”

“Lubricant.”

“I don’t think—AHH!”

She grabbed his balls and twisted them. He was effectively trapped. He couldn't stand up, all he could do was lie harder on the bed.

She slid something into his ass. He felt a cloth material drape over his legs.

“Hey!”

She leaned onto him and kissed his ear and whispered, “Go with it. Relax.”

He didn’t have much choice. He had something up his ass. It didn’t hurt, but…it was weird. This was not a finger, it was a little bigger, but, like the finger of the day before, it actually felt good.

He focused on relaxing, and she relaxed her grip on his nuts. She stroked them. She nuzzled his neck. “There you go, baby.”

Then she let him up. “Don’t take it out. You’re really going to enjoy this. And it’s going to teach you something.”

She guided him to the big mirror and he stared at himself.

He had a horsetail hanging between his legs. He turned and looked over his shoulder. He bent and twisted and saw what she had done.

He had a small dildo in his butt, coming out of the dildo was the horse tail. He could feel the hairs tickling the backs of his legs.

“What the fuck?” he whispered.

She gripped his arm, held it, surrounded it with her boobs. She pulled him down with one hand and kissed him.

“God, you are beautiful.”

He inspected his tail again, from all angles.

“This is the weirdest thing in the world.”

“Nah,” she said. “This is just one weird thing in a world of weirdisms. Now, come on. We need to work on the second room.

He walked down the stairs with his mind on two things. His cock and his asshole.

He was trapped and plugged. He had a tail that swung back and forth, brushing against his hamstrings. His cock was responding to that by trying to get harder even harder. All morning his cock had complained and pushed and tried to swell. Now it was even more insistent.

“This is so…”

“Cool, eh?”

When they crossed the kitchen she stopped and turned to him again. For a long, long minute they made out. She touched his body, caressed his buns, kissed his nipples, and kissed him and kissed him.

“You are so fucking hot like this. It drives me crazy.”

But he was the one who felt crazy. His mind had suddenly sped up and was going a mile a minute, and every signpost was a twitch of sexuality.

When he was so horny he was dizzy and dazed, she giggled and led him on down to the basement.

Doing physical work brought him back to reality. Barely. He sprayed out the second room, washed the spider’s homes away and turned the dust to mud. He washed the goop out of the room and she again squeegeed the mess down to a drain on right side of the room.

He rested a minute and looked at the first room and the stairs up to the storm doors. Everything was dry. The basement not only had good drainage, it had good airflow. Yet he could see that if somebody yelled down here would never be heard. They could hang curtains on the windows and over the stairs to the storm doors. Beyond that any screams would be contained be hedges and reduced by distance.

It gave him a shiver to think that she was going to play with him down here. He was thinking about what kinds of things she was planning to do to him when she tapped his arm. “Earth to Danny.”

He turned to her, “What is your name.”

“Madam.”

“No. We do this I’m not your hopeless sex slave, I’m—“

She leaned into him, pressed her tits against his chest, “You don’t want me to make love to you?” Her big eyes ate up his world and her lips became his goal, but he managed to say, “I need a name. You might be the one wielding the whip—I assume that’s going to be one of your toys—but I’m more your partner here. A lesser partner, but I need a name to call you.”

She frowned, bit her lip. God, she had sexy lips, but he stayed strong.

“Shiela.”

“Thank you, Shiela.”

She laughed. “How do you know I told you the truth?”

“I don’t, but you might think of me as an object, relate to me as an object, but I need to think of you as a human being.”

She reached down and held his cage, felt his wiggling, squirming penis. It would go crazy for a minute, then relax for a short while, then start squirming again. This constant cycle was taking his breath away and filling him with energy and nervousness.

“You may call me Shiela, but when we get down to the fun and games you will refer to me as Madam.” She paused. “Or I will make you cry.”

“God. You’re making me cry already.”

“Ha!” She showed her teeth, sharp and shiny in the gloom of the basement. “Now get to work on the third room.”

The third room was filled with bric a brac. Interestingly enough, it was all from the last owner of the house. She had died and the nephew of the house had cleaned the place up, but had left the stuff in this last room.

Mostly, it was stuff that could be thrown away. Water damaged books, broken book shelves, dusty lamps with the wires exposed, a collection of ancient 77RPM records, of which every record was scratched and scored.

“Were they planning to somehow regroove these things?” Shiela asked rhetorically.

Danny just grunted and moved the stuff out of the basement. He walked box after box, broken bit of furniture after broken bit of furniture,  down the basement, up the steps, along the side yard and into the garage. He stacked everything by the big front door. When it was dark he would move everything out the big doors. Nobody would see his nakedness…and his tail…and a service would pick up the pile of junk the next day.

Every time he returned to the basement for a new load Shiela would grab him, make out with him, play with his cock and balls, then pat his ass and tell him to hurry up. This kept him energized and scurrying faster than the Energizer Bunny on speed.

Man, if only his school teachers encouraged him like this. But, thinking of the ugly faces and misshapen bodies of his teachers he immediately rethought that.

For an hour they worked, and his tail trailed after him, and as it swayed it caused the butt plug in him to move gently back and forth. The mere act of walking became a sexual turn on that, like everything else that was happening with Shiela, was driving him crazy.

At one point he stopped and reached back and adjusted the butt plug. “Oh, man,” he gritted his teeth as the sexual feelings overwhelmed him. He looked around to see Shiela suppressing her mirth.

“Hey,” he said, but she shut him up with her red mouth.

“Okay. Time for a break.”

They stood at the bottom of the stairs to the kitchen and looked at their work.

The entire basement was thoroughly washed and even scrubbed in places. It was clean, and it smelled like it.

“Is there a ‘gloomy odor’ in a spray can?”

“Yep. Costs too much, though.”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ll supply the ambience.”

“I’ll bet you will.”

They went upstairs and she made sandwiches.

“Have you ever tried Golden Monkey?”

“What’s that?” she asked as she sliced their bologni/salami sandwiches cross wise.

“It’s my father’s favorite beer.”

“I’ll bring the sandwiches out. You bring on the Monkey.”

While she put olives and potato chips on the sides of the plates he trotted home. Walking into the kitchen he marveled at how strange it was. His own home was surreal. Of course he had the horse’s tail to remind him of how surreal it was, but…

He opened the freezer and took out the tray of ice. He put six cans of the brew into the bucket, then poured the ice over it. Perfect. He picked up the bucket and, horse tail whipping back and forth, trotted back to Shiela’s house.

They sat on wrought iron chairs with thin cushions at a wrought iron table with a glass top. They munched on their sandwiches, and Danny opened the beer for them.

Danny liked the beer, in spite of the fruity taste. Shiela liked it because of the fruity taste.

“This is like drinking some weird combination of peaches and apricots.”

“Yuck.”

“Not a fruit man?”

“Apples,” he said, wiggling so his butt plug would sit better. his contortions brought a twist to her lip.

“I love it when you feel the pain.”

“Pain. Hunh. This is more like that heaven and hell stuff you were talking about. I love it, even though it is really an irritation.”

“How can sex be an irritation?”

“I want to jump your bone and can’t. How’s that for an irritation.”

She just smiled and sat back and licked her fingers. Suggestively, making him wish she was doing that to his cock.

Which caused his cock to go into a paroxysm of  utter horniness.

You’re dripping,” she observed.

He looked down. A white drop was just starting to fall from the tip of the cage. “Heysoos! I just got drained yesterday.”

“Can’t control your semen, eh?” Which comment made him groan.

“I guess not.”

They ate, and sucked suds, and the sun was a hot, mid-June sun.

“Only a few minutes more, and I have to get in the shade.”

“You’re going to—“

Toot de toot de toot. Her cell phone interrupted him.

She held up one finger to him and answered the phone.

“Yes?”

Then her expression underwent a change. Her happy, beautiful face sobered, then her eyes narrowed and she squinted. And it was all in the space of a couple of seconds.

She snapped, “How did you get this number.”

Talk from the other end.

“Well don’t call it again.”

Talk from the other end.

“I don’t care. I don’t want anything to do with you.”

Danny was amazed. This was intense. Her whole attitude of loving fun had transformed into a vicious dog fight.

“Don’t look for me. I’ll call the cops.”

Talk from the other end.

“Fuck you Rodney. Fuck you forever. Please die so I can piss on your grave.”

Danny’s eyes opened wider as the talk came from the end.

“I swear…I..I…DON’T FIND ME!”

She ended the call and slapped the phone down, a little hard, on the table.

Danny said nothing.

She chewed on her fingernails, looking at nothing, or, rather, looking at something very unpleasant.

He waited, sipped his beer. He pushed her beer towards her.

She looked at him. “Thanks,” she snarled, but her ill humor was not for him, it was for the phantom caller. She picked up the beer and glugged it down. She put the empty on the table and demanded another one.’              He opened a second can for her, and she glugged that one down, too.

She sat, very still for about five minutes, then, like the sun peeking over the horizon, she smiled.

“Wow,” he said.

“Double wow,” she agreed.

“Dare I ask?”

She frowned, but again, not at him. She frowned at the thought of what she had to tell him.

“I lied.”

“About what.”

She leaned forward, back to her fun loving self, and placed her hand on his.

“My husband didn’t die in a car accident. I usually say that, try to think that, because…the truth hurts. He was murdered.”

Danny’s eyes opened wide.

“He had a friend, at least he called him a friend. Said they grew up together. But his friend was the ultimate scum bag. I could see it from the first meeting I had with him. He’s swarthy, thick brows, rubbery lips. He’s not unhandsome, but he’s…creepy.

“Not to my husband. Bob thought he was salt of the earth, but Bob wasn’t a woman, and especially not a woman on the receiving end of Mr. Creepiness.

“Jim never had to endure the sexual depravity in that man’s gaze. He never felt the ‘accidental’ rub of paw over booty. He was never cornered and groped.

“The big mistake of my life is that I never told Bob. And when Bob died, in a hunting accident, Rodney Portland was there. And he wanted to console me. But…I think he may have been the one to shoot my husband.”

Danny was silent for a moment, then whispered, “Fuck.”

“Fuck is right. And now he’s found out my phone number.”

“Can he find out where you live?”

She shook her head. He can find my corporation, I set that up when I inherited all the insurance money. But I don’t think he can pierce the corporate shield and actually find me. But he’s in the same town! Just the idea of walking through a supermarket and seeing him…of being spotted driving by!”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ve got plenty of food at my house. And I can do the shopping. He’ll never have the chance of seeing you, and he’ll get tired.”

She frowned, then she regarded him as if in new lights. She smiled. “You’re just trying to imprison me in this house, make me your own little, fuck bunny.”

He laughed. “I like that idea.”

She leaned over to him, kissed him solidly, held his face with her palm and worked her lips over his.

After lunch they kept drinking Golden Monkey, and those slow sips of the too sweet beverage took their toll.

They swam in the pool, lazy, stopped at the side to reach into the shade of a chair and grip their Golden Monkey and sip, sip, sip.

It crept up on them, that subtle, giggly, golden glow. They kept looking at each other and laughing like children.

She pulled on his cock cage, and tweaked his tail.

He kissed her and cupped her buns and nuzzled her breasts, and the day began to spin out of control

They finished the six pack. An amazing feat considering how strong the brew was.

“Let’s go get some more,” Shiela slurred.

Danny laughed and peered at her owlishly. There were two Shielas, and he didn’t know which one he was supposed to talk to. “One more six pack in the fridge. Got to put more in.”

“Lesh go.”

So they climbed out of the pool, staggered down the side of the house, through the gates, and up the side of Danny’s house. They crossed the patio and Shiela near lost it, laughing and pointing at the water outlet Danny had been stuck in. “You fucked a hole!”

He led the way into the cool of the house and into the kitchen. They stood on the cool tiles and swayed and Danny figured out what he had to do.

“Down in the basement.” He forgot about the half a case in the pantry.

He led her down to his basement, which was the same as hers, but quite differently set up.

She admired the racks of wine, peered into one of the small rooms, and saw the pallet of Golden Monkey.

“Your father ish no picker. Piker.”

“Nope,” he agreed, picking up a case of the ale and heading back to the stairs.

“Wait a minute! Wash thish?”

He turned, had to straighten out his eyes again, and saw that she had gone into the second room. She was looking into a big box.

“Theesh are Cloths. Clothes.”

“My mothers throw aways. She push them down here and givesh them to the Goodwill onshe a year.”

Shiela pulled clothes out. They were all expensive clothes, well cut, not even worn.

“Come on…we gotsh shome beer to drink.
“Shhh. I’m thinking. She pulled out a bag of panties, then a bra. She looked at him. “Theesh would fit you.”

“My mother ish shmaller.”

“Not that mush. Here, put theesh on.”

He was drunk. He wasn’t thinking. His mind was circling like an herd of Indians around a burning wagon train. He almost fell over when he lifted one foot up and slid it through the leg hole. He leaned against the wall and put his other foot through.

He pulled the panties up, then Shiela grabbed his waist band and pulled hard.

“Hey! Ballsh!”

She held the panties tight, wouldn’t let him push them down. “Feelsh good, eh?”

“Yeah! But my teshticlesh are falling out.”

She reached down and grabbed his balls, lifted them up and pushed them into the panties. “There.”

They fell out again.

She kept trying, pulled his panties up the front a little, and they finally stayed. For a while. The cock cage could be seen in plain relief against the thin material. His tail hung down through the leg hole.

She pulled his tail up and flipped it over the back of the panties. “You needsh a hole for your tail.”

“I don’t need a hole. I’m a guy!”

“If you’re a guy you really need a hole!”

She started putting the bra on him and he laughed at the ludicrousness of it all. Then he found himself standing there, feeling dumb, though his cock was trying to boner up, and she stuffed a couple of pairs of panties into each cup.

“Wow,” he said. Thish ish weird.”

“Closhe are the heaven of womensh. Closhe make a woman better than a man.”

“You’re full of shit.”

They held each other and laughed.

“Gimme the key,” he said.

“No. Put thish on.”

He recognized the dress. It was a blue one with pleats on the bottom. The neckline was high and the arms were bare.

She pulled it over his head and inspected him. “Now you’re a woman,” she pronounced.

“Now I’m shtupid.”

“No. You’re turning me on. You need high heelsh.”

Temporarily done they walked up to the kitchen, where Danny put half the case into the fridge, and found out that there was a half a case in the pantry.

Man, his father had bought The Beer. This stuff was solid.

They took a couple of beers out of the one six pack that had been in the fridge over night, and headed outside. They made it to the patio, then Shiela sat in a lounge chair that was off the patio and on the lawn. “Wait a minute.”

Danny brought a lounge off the patio and sat down next to her. He liked being naked, but now he liked being in a dress. And it was making him surge down in cockland.

“I feel woozhy.”

“Too mush,” he countered.

She leaned over, and he thought she was going to say something to him, and she barfed.

BLAH! Her projectile vomit landed on him, and he looked down, felt sick, and…BLACH! He vomited on her. On her hair. On her back.

She looked at him, her green eyes all red, her gaze all confused, and said, “I desherved that.”

He fell off his lounge and lay on the ground. The sky circling above him. She put a hand on his back, then lay back and went to sleep.

Sleep, passed out, in their condition there wasn’t much difference, and the afternoon waned.

Rodney Portland was a large man. 220 pounds. He had a fair amount of fat, but he still had enough muscle, and weight, to do some damage. He had stolen mail from the mail boxes of Shiela’s mother until he came across her phone number and a PO box. Then he had hopped on a plane and traveled.

The town she was hiding in was mid-sized. Around 12,000 people. But there were a lot of towns around it, so the area was heavy enough in population, and large enough in size, that she could hide for years.

But, there are easy ways to find out where people live. The one he chose was to get a listing of houses sold in the last six months. There were about fifty. So after calling her on the phone and asking where she lived, he decided to just go visit each house. It might take a little time, but he had time.

He especially had time where a beauty like Shiela was concerned. just thinking about her had him hard, and he was determined to find out where she was. He was going to pay her a visit and make her see him.

They were built to be a couple.

She belonged to him.

And what he had to go through to get rid of her asshole husband…!

He had driven by 14 houses that morning, and 5 that afternoon.

He had eliminated half of them. Obvious families. Old people washing cars, kids in the front lawn. But half of them were possibles.

Then he came across the house at the end of the cul de sac. It was perfect for her. Private, security fences, the whole neighborhood had fences.

Fences never stopped Rodney.

He parked around the corner, the location was just so perfect, and sauntered down the sidewalk.

No nosy neighbors on the front lawns. Not many cars, which indicated a lot of people were gone to work.

He reached the house, looked around, and walked up the driveway and stepped behind a fence.

He was looking up a side yard, the house that had been sold in the last six months was on the right, and the gates to both were open.

No car in the driveway. Nobody home.

He considered his options for a moment, then headed into the side yard of the house on the right. He just had this overwhelming feeling that this was the one.

The backyard held a pool. It was clean and silent. There were a couple of empty cans on the edge of the pool, underneath a chair. Hmm. Golden Monkey. He’d never heard of it, and he would have if Bob had drunk the stuff.

Probably the wrong house. He started to turn away, then saw the sliding door was open.

He looked at the beer cans. Empty. Somebody had too much and had gone to snooze for a while.

Again, that feeling that this was the place, he entered through the sliding doors.

He was nervous now. It wasn’t breaking and entering, but it was sure entering, and that meant burglary. He certainly didn’t want to be picked up on a burglary rap. He didn’t mind burglarizing, but to go to jail for it…that was stupid.

There was nothing to identify the owners, and he backed out of the house.

He was disappointed as he returned to his car. But, if this was the one, then he would figure it out. He would figure it out and pay a visit and then Shiela would be his. No more of this ‘I don’t like you’ crap. Hell, he was rich, he was handsome, and he took what he wanted. And he wanted Shiela!


PART FOUR

Danny groaned and his hand came up to his head. He felt something gooey, looked at it. Cold barf.

“Come on in, lover.”

He contorted around. Shiela was in the pool. She was swimming and all trace of upchuck was gone from her hair and her body.

Danny got to his hands and knees, then straightened up with one hand on the lounge chair, then to his feet. He swayed, and looked at himself. He was in a dress. Oh, yeah. His mother’s blue dress. Well, she wouldn’t be wearing it anymore. He staggered over to the pool and down the steps.

He ducked under the water and felt instant relief. The gunk was sluiced off him and the dress, and he felt a thousand per cent better.

He rose up, dunked himself a few more times, and finally swam into the deep end. the thin, silk dress wrapped around him, the horse’s tail streaming out between his legs.

Shiela met him, hugged him, and they sank, literally, as she kissed him. She was the kissingest girl, and he loved it.

They rose, and lounged, and swam.

“I like you naked, but you really look good in a dress.”

“I’ve got to admit, it makes me horny.”

His cock was once against trying to surge, and he felt that horny nervousness swelling in his gut, up to his chest.

A half hour later, dripping, they walked back to her house.

She frowned as they went through the gate and turned to lock it. “I need to always keep this locked.”

He nodded, and was sobered by thoughts of Rodney Portland.

She had described him as swarthy, looked like an ape, and Danny wondered if he was going to end up in a fight. He hadn’t met him, nor seen him, but from the way Shiela talked about him he had a feeling a confrontation was coming. Especially if the guy succeeded in tracking her here.

“Take off your clothes and let them dry.”

He did, including the horse hair tail. He hung everything over patio furniture.

“I’m going to fix some dinner. Why don’t you go play in the fungeon?”

Once again naked, except for his poor cock, he descended into the basement. He checked out the tools she had bought, and considered what he needed to do first.

Chains. He needed to loop them along the walls, give the place a feel, give her something to attach manacles to.

He measured the thick links, laid them out in loops along the wall, made sure the distances were right, then fit a cement bit to the power drill.

He pushed on the drill, but not too hard. Almost immediately the bit started to smoke. He got a glass of water and dipped the bit into it. When it was cool he went to work again. He would drill for ten seconds, dip the bit, drill some more, and so on. It took him a half hour, but when he was done he was able to screw eyebolts into the wall. Before he did, however, he forced the eyebolts open, hooked in a link of chain, then closed up the circle. He had three eyebolts, with two loops of chain hanging, when Shiela called him for dinner.

They ate lamb chops and greens and drank expensive wine. They sat at opposite sides of the big dining room table and kept smiling at each other.

“I’m drinking too much,” she said, at one point.

“Define ‘too much?’ he asked.

“Too much is when your pores start to get big, your skin gets sallow, your eyes turn watery. I’ve seen it in women. A couple of years of hard drinking and even the most beautiful will turn into a wilted, wasted weed.

“I’ll drink for you. It doesn’t matter if men get ugly.”

“It does too!” she protested vehemently. “You think I want some baggy eyed, gone to fat piece of suet for a man?”

“I won’t drink when I go to college.”

She laughed. “Bob said that was what started him drinking…college.”

“Well, it is one of the studies. I considered getting a doctorate in imbibing.”

She chuckled. “Well, we’ll have to drink this summer, but we’ll also have to eat good and exercise. And when I get ugly I’ll wear lots of make up.”

The idea of her being ugly made him snicker.

“And we’ll put you in make up, too.”

“Me? Ha!”

“What? Too good for make up?”

“I’m a guy. Hello.”

She pursed her lips and he thought she was holding her humor inside.

After dinner he stood up and stretched. “I’ll go put the chains up.”

“There’s two long pieces of polished wood. You’ll see the notches where they fit together. Why don’t you do that first?”

“Okay.”

It was about four in the afternoon now, but he wasn’t working by the clock. Besides, he was sort of anxious to see how she was going to play with him, what she was going to do to him.

He found the two pieces of wood and put them together. When he was done he recognized it as a St. Andrews’s cross. He selected a place along the wall and wedged it up against the ceiling. He found a couple of plates and braced it against the floor. Done with that he finished with the thick chain. He was just finished when Shiela came down the steps. She was carrying his mother’s blue dress, lingerie, and high heels. And a large paper sack.

“What’s this?”

“It’s time for you to get dressed up.”

She watched as he put on the panties and bra. It was a different bra, one of hers, but it was a training bra so he had no loose cup material.

He pulled the dress over his head, and when his head popped out she was there, in front of him. She was holding a tube of lipstick. His penis pushed hard as she painted his lips. He tasted the waxy substance, and his cock was going crazy.

“I can’t stand this,” he groaned.

“I know,” she said. “Come here.”

She led him down to the St. Andrew’s cross. She positioned him in front of it. “Lean against it.”

He did, and she attached manacles to his feet, then stretched up and put manacles around his wrists.

He felt electric, like some sort of liquid fire was bubbling through his veins.

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was hoarse.

“Measuring you.”

She touched him then. Felt every square inch of him. She spent a long time just hefting his balls, squeezing them till he groaned, and pulling on his cage.

She kissed his back, and his arms, and the backs of his legs. She pulled on his air until it hurt. Then she put a finger to his crack and pushed it in.

God, it felt good, and he moaned and his hips waggled.

She laughed and began to circle her finger in him. His legs grew weak, he shivered, and just when his eyeballs were starting to roll back in his head, she spanked him, hard, on one bun.

SMACK!

“OW!” Suddenly awake from the fervor of sexuality she had been investing in him.

She put her finger back, began rolling it around, feeling the area just inside the rim. It was very sensitive and his knees buckled and he found himself holding on to the edges of the cross with his fingers.

“Oh, you like this.”

She scratched down the middle of his back with her fingers.

“OW!”

She kissed it, she massaged the area she had scratched, and worked lotion into the grooves.

At least, it felt like there had been grooves. She had scored him that hard.

“Hey,” he murmured, this is a little much.”

She reached between his legs and grabbed his balls. She lifted him and he went up on his toes and cried out. She held him there for a long minute, then let him down.

“God!” he whispered.

“Try breathing. Deep breathes will help.”

He gasped for breath.

She gripped his buns and lifted, her fingernails digging in deep. “Take regular, little breaths, then try to breath deeper, and deeper.”

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

She let go, wen to her knees and pulled his balls back again. She kissed them, suck ed them, showed him her soft side.

He shivered like a wet dog.

She hugged him. Put her hands over his pectorals and rubbed his nipples. She kissed the back of his neck.

“Without pain you can never appreciate the pleasure.”

“I appreciate! I appreciate!” He was almost begging.

“No you don’t. Not yet.”

She clawed his pectorals briefly. He strained, then she let go. She hugged him again, kissed him, soothed him.

“Are you ready for your first spanking?”

“What?” He was already maxed out.

“Don’t worry. I’ll take it easy on you.”

He gulped.

She backed away from him. Then she knelt and reamed his hole again, but this time she was putting lubricant in it.

The horse’s tail? he thought.

But it wasn’t the horse’s tail. It was a slightly larger plug, hurt just a teensiest bit going in.

“This one has a nub on the back of it. You’ll feel it when I spank you.”

“What are you going to spank me with?” he was feel very nervous. On one hand he hated it. On the other hand, when she stopped with the pain and gave him the pleasure he felt like he had died and gone to heaven.

She stepped away again. He heard the rustling sound of her reaching into the paper sack, then he heard a whistling in the air.

“What’s—“

WISS! SMACK!

“Ow!”

She hugged him, reached around him and played with his balls and cock. She whispered, “Try not to cry out. Cry if you wish, that is desired. But don’t bruise my ears with your silly, little boy yells.

She stepped back, and the spanking began in earnest.

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

He tried not to cry out, but he couldn’t help making little sounds. Little gasps and grunts.

“I’m only using half strength,” she mentioned to him, feeling his bruised buns with her soft hands. “I’m taking it easy on you.”

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

She stopped, and he realized he was crying.

She dried his tears, scooped up his tears with her finger and tasted them.

“I love the taste of your pain, your fear, your full emotion. Would you like to fight back?”

He shook his head, trying not to sob.

“Good. Because there is no fighting back. There is only giving yourself to me. Making me your God. Your Goddess.

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

She took her time, talking to him, loving him, pulling his head around so she could kiss him full on the mouth.

His buns turned a bright red.

His cock strove to get harder.

He was gasping for breath, felt like he had run a marathon without being allowed to breath.

WISS! SMACK!

WISS! SMACK!

When she spanked him he felt the dildo quiver inside him, and that became a focal point, the one moment of pleasure, and…as time went on…it became all pleasure.

He hung from the cross, feeling the hard wood, his hands incapable of moving. His legs wanting only to collapse.

She had stopped, and he raised his head. He was sore, but it was different kind of sore. It was a good sore, and his asshole was the goodest of all the soreness.

She undid his manacles. He would have collapsed, but she held him up. She helped him walk, and he was as if drunk, but not with drink.

She helped him up the stairs, and he held to her, trusted her, relied only on her.

He couldn’t move without her.

He couldn’t live without her.

Through the house and up the stairs.

Large tears were running down his cheeks. He had stopped crying for a while, but now he was crying again. But not aloud. More on the inside, where the still waters ran deep.

She took him to one of the guest bedrooms and helped him into bed. Then she began to rub lineament into his backside. Her soft hands searched out every nook and cranny, every pain, and soothed it.

He felt like he wasn’t in his body.

She crawled into the bed and held him, and he lost it then. Now he sobbed aloud, cried as if the pain would never end, although it wasn’t pain anymore.

Now he was crying for the happiness of her forgiveness.

Now he was hers.

She held him, let him cry. Kissed his tears every once in awhile. And he cried himself to sleep.

He awoke and she was gone.

He was changed. Something deep inside him was totally and effectively altered. His whole value system had been skewed, and that was all right.

He had never felt this way about another human being.

He was sore as he sat up and got out of bed, but not as sore as he thought he would be. He knew it was because she had applied lineament.

He looked at his ass in the mirror. It wasn’t too bad. A little red, and the butt plug was gone. When had she taken that out?

He walked into the hallway and down to her room. She wasn’t there, so he walked down stairs.

She was in the kitchen. She had a plate of eggs and sausage under a cover and she smiled at him.

“Hello, honey.”

His body lurched and a sob came from him. After all the crying last night he still had a few tears left in him.

She motioned to him and he went to her. She put her arms around him. “It’s okay,” she whispered.

He nodded, a couple of more sobs, then she let him go.

“Eat now. We have a big day ahead of us.”

He sat and ate, slowly, watching her, adoring her.

She smiled at him. “This is where you love me forever.”

“I do,” he mumbled over a bit of egg.

“Yes, well,” she stopped smiling. “Funny.”

“What?”

“I took you too far.”

“What do you mean?”

“Bob used to beg for this, and he demanded that I take him all the way. He demanded that I beat him until he loved me forever. I mean, he loved me forever, anyway,” she waved a hand, “but there is something addictive. Once you’ve been taken that far you want to go that far every time.”

He waited.

She sighed. “When Bob died I knew I would never take somebody that far again. I didn’t want anybody to love me forever. I think, when Bob died, and I lost love, that I somehow lost love for myself. But beating you, I couldn’t stop. I took you all the way.”

“I’m glad you did.”

“I am, too. But…I didn’t plan to do that.”

“Plan or not plan…what’s the difference?”

“One must make aware choices. That is the only way out of hell, and that is still dicey. At best.”

“Hunh?”

“Did I choose for you to love me forever? Or did you?”

That confused Danny. “Well…I don’t understand.”

“I know. But if you had chosen to love me, and not been beaten to it…then the love is pure. Is your love pure when your choice has been taken away?”

Now Danny said nothing. He was sure. His heart was feeling true and pure. There was no doubt. So why should she have doubt?

It was a question that needed a lifetime of cogitation.

After breakfast they went to the basement and discussed what should be done next.

Danny wanted to build the horse and secure it to the floor. Shiela wanted him to mount the door in the third, small room.

Inside the room, Danny had glimpsed it the first time he had seen the room, was a heavy, metal door. There were no windows in the room, and Shiela thought that this room would make the best room for a small cell.

“Why do you need a cell?” Danny asked.

“Every dungeon needs a cell,” she had answered blithely, as if he was being silly in even asking.

Since he was the craftsman doing the work, it was decided he should go ahead and finish the horse first.

The horse was easy to put together. It was a wide, padded plank, slightly curved down in the center, with four sturdy legs. On the legs were platforms for the knees and elbows. In the front was a padded ring for the face. The back end was raised so the butt would be raised.

It took Danny 15 minutes to bolt the thing together, then he had to get out the cement drill bit and drill holes so he could fasten the horse to the floor. One didn’t want a horse galloping away, after all. Especially with a naked rider crying on it.

Danny chuckled at this image as he finished bolting the thing to the floor, then he headed for the cell.

The door was heavy, very heavy. It fit the frame perfectly, and when it was mounted there would be a quarter inch clearance at the bottom, and it would fit into jamb perfectly.

Danny managed to walk the door to the jamb. He set it in place, then pounded wedges under it to bring it up. Finally the hinges came together and he dropped greased bolts into them. He kicked the wedges out and opened and closed the door. It swung without a squeak, and closed firmly.

He was tired now and needed a break. He sat down against the wall and sipped at a Coke. And wished for some bourbon. He chuckled. He realized that he was becoming converted, that his life was changing, that he was, in some odd manner, becoming like Shiela.

Bu he didn’t mind that.

He put the Coke down and just sat silently, enjoying the moment.

And saw the shadow.

Rodney Portland had cruised all the other houses on his ‘just sold’ list. His mind kept going back to the one house that he had thought was perfect. No other house was that close to perfect for a woman hiding from him.

Still, he took his time, went over the list in his mind, and…damn it! It was that house! And he was going to have to go back to it and make sure!

That morning he had cruised some of the houses still on his list, and eliminated more houses, and then it was time for closer scrutiny. It was time to physically surveil, and he was going to start with the house at the top of the list.

He drove back to the house in the early afternoon. He parked around the corner and sauntered down the street. He tried to remain unobtrusive. He sauntered from tree to tree. He occasionally brought a small set of binoculars to his eyes and scanned the house.

Nothing.

He made the final approach, took advantage of angles, then walked quickly up the driveway to the hedge that hid both side yards.

They were both locked today. Damn.

He didn’t want to climb, because that would make noise. He didn’t want to break the locks, again, noise.

He frowned and leaned against the target house. He put his ear to the stucco and listened. He didn’t expect to hear anything, and he didn’t.

Okay. Front door…or the other side. He would have to pass the front door, and that was okay. If he saw somebody through the front window he would just go in the hard way. A kick to the door and so what.

But he still hoped for silent entry. If this was the wrong place he didn’t want to raise any feathers. A peek and out.

But he knew, in his gut, this had to be the right place.

He walked right across the lawn. He looked like a workman in a suit, like he belonged. Like he was measuring the place for gutters or something.

The front drapes were drawn and he saw no shiver of material to indicate that he had been seen.

He came to the garage, it was a sliding door, and it was unlocked.

He moved it slowly, trying to create no sound that would alert whoever was in the house. The door opened a foot and he slid in, then closed the door.

It was silent. There was a stack of junk on the right hand side. A car, a Range Rover, was on the left side. There was a door on the left side, and he sidled past the car and tried the knob. Locked.              He could force it, but he wasn’t interested in a forceful entry that might alarm anybody inside. Better check the rest of the outside of the house before he decided to do that.

He walked in front of the Rover to the side door. It was locked, but the lock could be unlocked from the inside. He turned the little lever in the center of the knob and opened the door.

The side yard was a grass yard. Halfway down the yard was a set of storm doors, and they were open.

He tip toed to the storm doors, leaned down and peered into the basement.

It was gloomy, but at the end was a woman. She was standing at a small card table and examining a drawing. A boom box pm the table played what sounded like Sade.

It was her. It was Shiela. She was naked. There was no mistaking that incredibly perfect body.

He took off his shoes and descended the steps. He walked softly, not making a sound. He took no notice of the doors on the left hand side, just focused on getting close to Shiela.

Closer. Closer. Her round ass gleamed in the dark. Her sexy back was slightly bent away from him. Her hair was hanging down, so soft, he wanted to run his fingers through it. He wanted to hold her tits, and kiss her, and put his dick—

“Hey!”

Two things happened at once.

Shiela turned around and saw Rodney and gasped, and Rodney turned around and—

“Oh, fuck.” Rodney moaned and felt his forehead. Funny, he had to use two hands, they wouldn’t work separately, but he had a huge bruise, a bump like a golf ball. He remembered seeing the end of the two by four coming at him, then…then he woke up here.

And his head hurt. Hurt like fuck.

“So what do we do with him?”

“I don’t know.”

Rodney’s eyes focused and he saw Shiela and some kid standing and talking. He was laying down, and he sat up and snarled. “Was it you?”

They turned to him and Shiela said, “Shut up, Rodney. I told you to stay away.”

He started to get up, and couldn’t. Chains rattled and he looked at his hands, then his feet.

His foot was chained to an eyebolt in the floor. His hands were in handcuffs. “What the fuck?” He glared at Shiela and the kid. “Get me loose.”

“I don’t feel comfortable killing him,” said the kid.

“I don’t feel comfortable not killing him. He’s got friends. I want to be rid of him. I don’t want any trace of him around.”

“Who the fuck are you?”

“My name is Danny.” The kid faced him.

“She’s really got her hooks into you.”

Danny said nothing. He just considered Rodney.

Shiela was right. He was sort of like an ape. Low brow, swarthy, but lots of meat on his frame. He was a bit fatty, but one could feel the strength under the fat.

“You let me loose, Danny, and I forget about you. As for Shiela,” he licked his lips. “Shiela and I got business.”

Danny turned back to Shiela.

Shiela was staring at Rodney. Disgust was upon her face. She loathed him, and with her being in charge of the situation that didn’t make him happy.

“I don’t have any business with you.”

“What kind of a line did you give the kid?”

“I told him the truth.”

“But not all of the truth.” Rodney gave a nasty laugh.

“Shut up,” hissed Shiela.

“Shiela was Bob’s number one bitch. Ran the cathouses, and she fucked everybody. Fucked ‘em good.”

Danny was frozen.

“Then Bob got shot, don’t know who aced him, but when he got shot Shiela decided to grab the loot and run. She’s got millions, all salted away, and we’ve been looking for her. Me most of all. Me and her…we got something.”

Danny was staring at Shiela. She turned to him. It was in her eyes. What Rodney was saying was truth.

“I told the truth, but I didn’t tell all of it.”

Danny waited.

“Bob was killed in a hunting accident, and I did think, do think, that Rodney did it. And, yes. I took care of the books for him. I ran the house for him, all the prostitution, but I wasn’t as loose as Rodney makes out.”

Rodney barked a laugh.

Danny’s face was as if paralyzed. His eyes were scorch marks in the planes above his cheeks.

“Danny. I’m telling you the truth.”

“Yeah,” laughed Rodney. “The truth. And the guys know I’m here, in this burg. I don’t check in and they’ll all come here, and they’ll find you. But if you give up the loot and come along quiet…it might all work out.”

“The fuck it will,” she snapped.

“Aw, honey. You know I won’t hurt you. We can be a real team. You go back to keeping the books, and I—“

“Shut up.” And there was a finality in her voice that impelled Rodney to shut, and caused a hurt glimmer in his dull eyes.

Danny: “So how big is this mob.”

“It’s not big. We were in upstate New Jersey. At most a dozen, and only six of those matter.”

Danny looked at Rodney. Six brutes like him. Six apes dedicated to mayhem and maim-ery.

Against him and Shiela. If Shiela was really telling the whole truth.

“Have I got the whole truth now?”

“I swear to you. I couldn’t tell you before, but I always told you everything I could. Danny…I’m not going to promise you a life of love. I’m not that kind of girl. I use people. I have my own methods, and I beat them until they love me, and somehow that..that makes me complete. I did love Bob, but he’s gone now. I earned that money with him, but I’d give it back if that would make a difference. But it won’t. You’ve seen Rodney, they‘re all like him. And they’ll all come here. Do you want to come with me? Make a getaway? I’ll share all the cash with you. We can find a town somewhere where they won’t find us. We can live. I’ll give up my idea of starting up a new house. I’ll—“

He put a hand over her mouth to stop her babbling. He was close to her, there hot flesh radiated, and he whispered, “I’ve only got one question, and if you lie I’ll know.”

“Ask me. Anything. Ask me.”

She was desperate, but desperate for what? Desperate to get away? And was he included in her panic?

“You said we would have to kill Rodney. Would you?”

There it was, and she lowered her head. “No.”

He nodded.

Rodney glared at them.

Danny glanced at Rodney, then held he turned back to Shiela. “Then there’s only one thing to do.”

She looked up at him, her frightened eyes, her red lips, and he loved her so.

Maybe not forever, but long enough. Long enough to help her through this mess. Then…then they would see.

Danny made three drinks and sauntered down the stairway.

Shiela was standing naked. Rodney was on the horse.

Rodney was naked and shivering and outraged.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he yelled. “What the fuck?”

Danny handed Shiela a glass and she sipped. Her red lips were fresh painted, and she was beautiful Her eyes glistened. Her nipples were erect. Her pussy looked moist.

Danny sat down in front of Rodney, held a drink to his mouth. There was a straw in the glass, and Rodney stared at it, then sucked hard.

Danny waited.

Rodney stopped sucking and spit out the straw. “You better let me go, kid.”

“Shiela has a talent. I know it, and soon you’ll know it. she can make people love her. Love her enough to do anything for her.”

Rodney stared at him.

“And what’s the choice? Kill you? We can’t do that. So we are left with only this chance. Your one chance, cause there’s no chances after this.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

Danny looked up at Shiela and nodded.

Shiela put her finger to Rodney’s asshole and started reaming him. She had lots of lubricant on her fingers.

Rodney yelped and his eyes were wild. He would have looked around, but he was fastened securely.

“It’s all about love, Rodney,” murmured Danny in a low voice. “Can you have love?”

“What the fuck are you—OH!”

Shiela put the dildo in Rodney’s ass. His eyes went round and he took in a deep breath.

Danny held the glass to his mouth, pushed the straw into his mouth.

Rodney sucked, really sucked.

“We’ve covered the windows with heavy drapes. There are hedges and walls around the house. I stood here and screamed as loud as I could. Shiela was outside and she heard nothing. Nobody’s going to hear you, Rodney.”

“You can’t do this!” Rodney blubbered, no long the brave gangster.

“We have no choice.”

“You do! Let me go! I’ve got money, lots of it! I’ll make you rich.”

Shiela moved the butt plug in Rodney’s ass a little, made sure it was situated just right. He grunted, but it sounded like he grunted in pleasure.

“It’s not about money, Rodney. It’s about love.”

WISS SNAP!

“OW!”

“It’s about love, and the sooner you give up, the sooner you can have it.”

WISS SNAP!

“NO!”

WISS SNAP!

“Give it up, Rodney. Submit. It’s only love, and you know you really want it.

WISS SNAP!

WISS SNAP!

Rodney screamed and cried, and Danny stood up. He glanced at Shiela, who was licking her lips and looking hungry.

WISS SNAP!

Danny walked away.

WISS SNAP!

He knew that within a few hours Rodney would be changed. He would be in love, and he would never hurt Shiela, and by extension, himself.

WISS SNAP!

And that would leave the gangsters that would follow him.

Six men. Brutes. Thugs. Gangsters. Willing to hurt anybody for a little cash.

WISS SNAP!

Well, they would see. They would see.

And Danny mounted the steps, went out the back door and headed for his own house. He wanted to water the plants, have a Golden Monkey or two, and watch a little TV.

He couldn’t hear the sounds of Rodney screaming at all.


PART FIVE

The Gangsters are Coming!

With guys, if there is a disagreement, they might shove each other, bump chests, then go behind the gym and duke it out. A few punches, a few bruises, and it’s all over. They shake hands, often become friends, but if they don’t become friends then at least they are over the hostilities.

That’s guys.

Not girls.

But when Shiela had Rodney Portland on the horse it was the first time Rodney had been out behind the gym with a girl. And it was the first time a girl ever handed him his ass on a platter.

Rodney was an official tough guy. He had messed guys up, rumor was he was a made man, but when she was done with him his asshole was red, bruised and gaping. He was crying, and he had been ‘out-toughed.’

And the soft side of her was even worse!

“Come on, Rodney. Let’s go upstairs and put your chastity tube on.”

She unbuckled the restraints holding his arms and legs and helped him off the horse.

He was big, towered over her, but he just blubbered as she held him. Blubbered and said he was sorry and asked for forgiveness, and the funny thing was he didn’t even know what he wanted to be forgiven for.

Upstairs she told him to jack off. She had to because his dick was so hard from the spanking he had just received. Sniffling, trying to stop crying, he stroked his meat until it unloaded.

She then handed him a chastity tube and watched while he locked it on.

Then she rubbed lineament on his ass, then she slept with him. Held him while he cried. Soothed him.

Finally, she headed back to her own room. She crawled into bed and closed her eyes.

Rodney lay in his bed. It was a short single on which he overflowed. His arms and legs draped off the edges.

He was tough. He was second to Shiela’s husband, Big Bob, and when he killed Bob he figured he would get Shiela. Now that he had her, though, he knew that she really had him.

Slowly, an occasional sob, he drifted off to sleep. For the first time in his life somebody was tough enough to rule him, and…it felt good.

She opened her eyes. And frowned. She missed Danny.

She got up and checked the three guest rooms. Rodney slumbered in one, boxes filled another, and the third one was empty.

She went to the end of the hallway and looked out the window. The lights were on in Danny’s house.

She headed out the back door and through the side yards.

Danny was listening to Pink Floyd and drinking Golden Monkey. the fruity taste was growing on him, and the music seeped into his slightly high cranium and soothed him.

All except for ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene.’ That was not a soothing song. Unless you were Jack the Ripper.

He thought about what had happened the last couple of days.

His parents had left for Europe and he was house sitting, then he got stuck in the swimming pool’s water outlet, and Shiela had rescued him.

Thinking of Shiela his cock started banging away in his cage. He felt that instant surge of white hot feeling in his chest. So horny he couldn’t stand it. Yet, with the chastity tube on, he had to stand it.

Then he thought about Rodney. A gangster. Come to claim Shiela for his own. Man, what kind of world had that guy grown up in where he thought he could own human beings. What—he looked up.

Shiela stood in the doorway.

He was laying in bed, one hand around his cage, wishing he could masturbate. He motioned to her with the other hand.

She came to him, her perfect body drawing his rabid attention. But even if she hadn’t been driving him crazy sexually, he would be crazy sexually for her. She was that perfect. Her 36 by 24 by 36 body, her sweet face with those lush, red lips. Her thick, brunette hair.

He watched her as she climbed, so very naked, onto the bed and lay next to him.

He handed her the Golden Monkey and she took a large sip. He took out one of his ear buds and handed it to her.

She put it in her ear and they lay on the bed, facing each other, lips touching, eyes staring, moving only to sip the Monkey.

Pink Floyd wormed through the sworls of their grey matter, cementing them in a contact high.

He loved her. But it was a love of more than the whip. Yes, he had cried and become part of her, but he didn’t need that. He had made choice, and she was that choice.

He lifted their ear buds and whispered, “How’s Rodney? Does he love you forever?”

She nodded, put her arms around him and drew herself closer, felt the heat of his body, and the closer she got to him the better she felt.

She loved him. She had thought, after her husband died she would never love again. Then this laughing boy comes into her life, and with him comes hope. And it made her love him.

She hadn’t even screwed him yet. He had screwed her, but with a plastic dick. But, plastic or not, it was a contact that made her part of him.

“What are we going to do about the gangsters? Do you think they’ll really come here?”

She nodded, her hands were around his package, marveling at the way his penis wouldn’t hold still. It wanted to get hard so bad.

“So what do we do?”

They were silent, chewing on each others lips, drinking Golden Monkey, and thinking.

Finally he stood up and took her hand. “Want to get some more Monkey?”

She nodded and followed him down the stairs.

They opened another can and sat in the den, laying on the couch. Together, not able to get enough of the feeling of each others bodies.

With no solution to the coming problem, the conversation shifted.

“Were you really going to open a…brothel?”

“Not a brothel,” she corrected. “A man brothel, where I whipped and spanked and tortured and feminized and had fun.”

He chuckled. “You’re sick.”

“I don’t need to. I ran prostitution back in Jersey. But I need to keep busy. I love sex and I love having fun. I figured if I became a dominatrix I could have fun, and it wouldn’t be compared to prostitution so I wouldn’t come to the attention of the gangsters.”

“So much for that.”

“Yes,” she said.

That was when he came up with the idea. “You know,” he said, “There’s only one thing left to do.”

Looking at him, so like him, she grokked what he was going to say. “You think I can do that?”

“I do. That’s your talent.”

She wiggled over him, lay on him, her large breasts crushed against his chest. “Do you get jealous?”

He evaded the question. “You’re not fucking anybody.”

She laughed, saw that she had been shunted to the side. “You know what I mean.”

“I do.”

“Will you stop loving me if I let you cum? If I fuck you?”

He shook his head. “The only thing that will happen, if I fuck you…”

“Yes?”

“Is that I’ll want to fuck you again.”

She smiled. “I love you. I don’t want the end of summer to come because then I’ll have to fuck you. And I don’t want to risk losing your love.”

“I want to fuck you, and I’m afraid to fuck you.” He flipped her over, lay on his side, but over her, and spoke fiercely. “Our love is beyond a dick or a cunt. We could have no sex organs and we would still be in love. More than just in love. Ultimately in love.”

She leaned up, raped his mouth for a while, then whispered, “I feel the same. I don’t understand it. I thought I had it bad with Bob, but it’s nothing like what I feel for you. You’re like a forest fire and I feel like a little gas soaked twig next to you.”

“And I feel like I don’t have a heart, that I live only by the beating of your heart. I am just emptiness, and I crave for you to fill me.”

“I’m going to feminize you.”

“Okay.”

“I’m going to teach you all about anal sex.”

“Please.”

“I’m going to put you on the horse and use you and break you and break you and break you. I’m going to squeeze you until all your essence is mine.”

He didn’t talk then. He just held her, crushed her with his arms, felt her heart beating against his chest, and was happier than he had ever been.

And he knew he was going to have to make their plan work. If it didn’t…then they would be dead and their love would be as if never.

Rodney was a changed man. He was silent. He was contemplative. His heart was filled with a pure love for Shiela.

He awoke and looked at his dick. The cage on it.

He was used to having his way, screwing the girls in the whore house because he could.

That was no longer.

Now he wanted that closeness that Shiela had introduce him to. He wanted to be held and feel here love. He didn’t want anything else. His cock became a measure of his love, instead of a marker of his lust.

He came down to breakfast, and nobody was there.

And Shiela wasn’t in her room. There was no sign of either of them, and he felt a franticness within that he had never experienced before.

Without the focus of his love he felt like he couldn’t exist.

He went outside. He walked around the house. He looked in the dungeon.

He heard voices.

Shiela and Danny were in the kitchen. She was cooking and he was talking about the plans for the dungeon.

“I’m going to need to run a line into the cells. I can put the outlet up on the—hi, Rodney.”

Hi Rodney, like there was nothing between them except friendship.

A surge of jealousy swept over him. The kid had had Shiela to himself. He wanted her for himself. He—

“Stop that, Rodney.”

“What?”

“Your face changes when you start getting jealous.”

“Well, I can’t…what do you see in this kid?”

She sighed. “Danny, finish making breakfast. Rodney needs some attention.”

Danny went to the stove and Shiela walked down to the dungeon. Rodney followed her.

She fastened the manacles around his wrists and ankles, secured him to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Honey, this is going to be particularly brutal, and I’m going to use a king size dildo on you. Do you know why?”

Rodney was already in danger of swooning. His dreams were coming true. She was going to focus only on him. He shook his head.

“Because when I am with you there is only you. When I am with Danny there is only Danny. For you to get all jealous means you are trying to make me think of you while I’m with Danny. Would you like me to be thinking of Danny when I’m with you?”

“Uh…no.” His heart was pounding. His ass was still sore form the night previous.

“And if you persist I will simply lock you in a cell and forget about you. Do you want me not thinking about you at all? Would you like to be a mouse in a cage I forgot about?”

He shook his head.

She crossed the room to where a couple of bags sat on the floor. She took out a large dildo. He watched over his shoulder, shivering, as she put on a harness and popped the dildo onto it.

She walked towards him, her big dick waggling back and forth.

“Honey, for love to be true you must share it. You can’t own me if I own you. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” His voice was weak, his breathing was high in his chest and it made him light headed.

WISS SNAP!

She used a belt on him. She usually liked to use a short whip with many flat strands, but it was obvious that Rodney needed more.

WISS SNAP!

She coiled her arm back, turned her hips, and put her weight into it.

WISS SNAP!

Rodney was already crying.

The night previous it took a while to make him cry, but he was broken now and just needed reminders. Severe reminders, but just reminders.

WISS SNAP!

WISS SNAP!

Danny came down the stairs. He was holding a tray with two plates on it. The smell of sausage and pancakes was overwhelming. Rodney hadn’t eaten, and in spite of his beaten backside, he drooled.

“Hey, babe.”

“I’m a little busy now,” she grunted.

WISS SNAP!

“We promised we would eat properly and stay healthy.”

She glared at him, then laughed. She coiled the belt and put it on the table with the drawings on it.

“I brought a plate for Rodney.”

Rodney lay against the big X of polished wood. He was leaning to the side and his cheek was against one of the thick planks. Tears were rolling down his cheeks.”

“That was nice of you. You’re a thoughtful person, Danny.” She kissed him, and Rodney groaned.

Danny grinned. “Well, I need to do the dishes, then I’m going to work on the cells.

Shiela took her plate to side of the cross.

Rodney watched her fork a bit of butter and syrup drenched pancake into her mouth. His cock was dripping inside the cage. He whimpered.

She forked a bit of pancake into his mouth.

He found himself chewing, eternally grateful just for the fact of having her feed him.

“You’re going to have to change your mind on a lot of things, Rodney.”

He nodded. Chewed. A bit of syrup leaked out of his mouth. Shiela used her finger to push the syrup back into his mouth.

Rodney’s cock was trying to break the cage. It pulsed and throbbed and pushed helplessly.

“I want you to clean up your language. No more shooting people. And every time you use the N word I’m going to make you suck a black man’s dick.”

His eyes opened wide. He was a confirmed racist, and to be refused his right to hate somebody…it was…it was downright un-American!

She fed him slowly. Watched him. Watched the breakdown of his soul in his eyes.

The eyes truly were the windows to a man’s soul.

“I’m not kidding. I’ll get an African American with the biggest dick I can find. I’ll have him screw you, and then make you suck his dick. Or maybe I’ll just have you suck him off, and then have him screw you. A good black man should be able to come twice for your juicy, little mouth. Right?”

“Please,” he croaked.

“Yes. You need to please me. Are you ready to proceed?”

Proceed? In the face of all this blasphemous talk of black people and not shooting people?

Yet, his love won out.

He nodded.

For the next half hour Shiela alternated scratching him with playing with his balls, his nipples. She promised to let him out of his cage and to sit on him, but they both knew she wasn’t going to do that.

No. Their love was going to be pure.

Danny walked past them, seemed to be thinking deeply. He entered the last cell and they heard the sound of the drill, the pounding of a hammer, the occasional rasp of a saw.

He came out and measured a length or electrical wire, then went back into the cell.

Rodney’s backside was raw. He had red stripes up and down the backs of his legs and his back. His ass was red, but she was gentle, merely building on the foundation she had laid the night before.

He was a tough man, and he had to be broken and broken again, but the whipping wasn’t designed to break him down, the gentle, loving touch was what did the work.

She would occasionally stop and finger his asshole. He would groan and whimper and he began to desire fulfillment. He knew where she was going, and he wanted her to get there.

Danny was in the second cell now, when she moved up behind Rodney and gave him what he so desperately desired and now needed.

She hugged him, fit her cock to his ass.

“Rise up, honey. Raise your butt.”

Sobbing, he did so, and she inserted her big penis.

He cried aloud and pushed back. It became more him screwing her penis than her penis screwing his ass.

She kissed his neck and brushed her fingers over his nipples. She just lay against him, pressed against him, and let him do the work.

The sound of drilling and hammering filled the basement.

Rodney was now in a sub world. He was in that place where the scoring of nails upon his flesh gave pleasure, where the pinch of his nipples was a delight that filled him with the desire to cum.

Shiela pulled out, left him begging, and walked into the cell. “How’s it going?”

“Pretty good. We’re going to need doors for these other cells.”

“I’ll order them this afternoon, when I’m done with Rodney. Is the first cell ready?”

“Yep. Except it needs a blanket. I made a swing down bunk for him.”

“Oh, wonderful!”

They went into the first cell. Danny had done excellent work. The bed was two planks held together by crosspieces. It was fastened to the wall, and would fold down, to where three legs would fold down to support it.

“You really know your stuff.”

“My dad knows his stuff. This is simple compared to his work.”

“A contractor and a craftsman. And he taught you.”

“He’s pretty good guy.”

She put a hand on his shoulder, leaned against him. “What do you think he’d think of what we’re doing?”

Danny cocked his head and an amused expression came onto his face. “He’s a wild sort of guy. I think he’d laugh. My mom, though, not so much. When it came time for punishment it was my mother that I feared.”

“You were scared of your mother?”

“Deathly. One time I was playing in a construction site and I accidentally started a tractor. Dad came over and shut it off, and he spoke harshly to me. Called me a knuckle head.”

“A knucklehead.” Shiela snickered.

“But when I got home Mother came into my room, made me lay down on the bed with my pants down and…she wailed on me. It was the scariest thing in my life.”

“Did you get in trouble after that?”

“Sure. What kid doesn’t keep getting in trouble. But when it came time for consequences I prayed for my father to be the one who punished me.”

Shiela turned Danny to her, looked up into his face and was completely sincere. “Did you ever feel sexual excitement when your mother punished you?”

He nodded, his lips clamped and twisted, almost as if he was undergoing punishment again. The memories were that solid. “Sometimes. Especially when she used the belt. There’s something about being butt naked and having your mother beat you that…well…thinking about it reminds me of you.

Shiela touched his cock, kissed him lightly, and said, “She was just preparing you for me. We women, we have a secret society. A gynarchy, and we pass men down from generation to generation.”

“You’re so full of shit,” he laughed.

“You’d like to think so,” she chuckled. “Go upstairs and put on nylons and high heels. I’d like to get you vacation boobs.”

He looked at her curiously.

“Temporary boobs. Women get them to see how they would look before they get implants.

Danny went upstairs and Shiela went back to Rodney.

Rodney was exhausted now. The constant rollercoaster of sexual stimulation to getting his ass beat was taking it out of him.

A few minute slater Danny came down the stairs.

“Come here, Danny.”

Danny presented himself, and Shiela put him to the side of the St. Andrew’s Cross and turned Rodney’s head.

“You see this? You keep resisting, you keep holding on to being the bully boy, and this is what you will look like.”

Rodney merely stared, absorbed his fate, and hung on the cross.

Danny had brought a blanket down with him and he placed it on the folding bed in the first cell. Then he went back to work in the second cell.

It was difficult doing carpentry in high heels. It was cool listening to the click of his heels when he walked, but to swing a hammer or work a saw while struggling for balance was odd.

Still, he was almost done with this second cell. He cut a long electrical line and began feeding it through a hole in the cement. The line went up the side of the cell, and through a conduit to the big room. He would eventually hook it to a mainline running the length of the room on the central beam. He took his time and made sure his work was neat. Sloppy workmanship brought a frown from his father, but a spanking from his mother.

He thought about his mother. She was short but full bosomed. She was very pretty, and she liked to laugh and joke like nobody’s business. But when it came time for punishment, brrr.

Then he wondered if there really was a gynarchy that conditioned boys and passed them down to other women.

There couldn’t be. That was too much. But he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

A shadow passed the cell door and he saw, out of the corner of his eyes, Shiela leading the broken Rodney to his cell. He heard her talking to him in low tones, then the clang of the door and the turn of the lock.

He was going to have to cut a small door in the big metal door so. food could be passed in. Well, tomorrow he would—

“Come along.” Shiela stood in the doorway, hands on the jambs and a big grin on her face.

He followed her. “It’s your turn.”

She put him against the St. Andrew’s Cross and fastened the manacles. He could feel the dampness from Rodney’s body. There was a puddle of perspiration under him.

He stood, shaking like a horse that didn’t know what to do. Not able to fight, not able to flight.

She started softly, loving him, feeling him, and only occasionally scratching him with her red nails.

“Only a light one today.” she said. “We have so much to do.”

She whipped his ass. Grabbed his buns in her hands and squeezed, then pushed a finger into his hole.

He jerked. For ‘just a light one’ it was pretty damn intense.

She inserted herself between his body and the cross. She hugged him, pressed her breasts against him, kissed him. And pulled his hair.

“AHHH!” It wasn’t quite a scream that escaped him, but it was close.

She laughed and licked his cheek. “Got to pull that hair out, make it long enough for styling.”

Tears ran down his cheeks.

She somehow managed to slither down and took his cage in her mouth, fondled his balls, and his head felt light, like there was a glowing bal of cotton replacing his brain.

“That’s what I like about you,” she said, as she put the horse hair butt plug into him. “You give up easy. You know your place.”

“You can thank my mother,” he gasped for breath as he spoke.

“I will. When they come home I’ll invite her over and let her fuck you.”

The thought was too much for his mind. His own mother. The connections he started to make, seeing a sexual content to his mother that…his knees gave way.

She let him hang for a minute, she just sat and considered him, a very happy smile on her face. “God, I want to use your dick.”

“Go ahead,” he spoke while hanging.

“Nah.” She laughed and undid his manacles. While he rubbed his wrists and tried to stand without shaking she went down to Rodney’s cell. “How you doing, Rod? Do you love me?”

“Yes,” came back the wailing agreement.

“Don’t jack off now!”

She was grinning as she came back through the basement. “He’s got a Pear of Anguish in his heinie. That’s going to keep him busy for a while.

He looked askance at her as they walked to the stairs.

“It’s a dildo shaped like a pear. It opens up once inside the ass.”
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Danny shivered as he got the picture. “And he’s got that in his ass?”

“Some men need more.”

They walked up the stairs, and Danny hoped he never needed more.

And, he hoped he did.

Inside her bedroom she handed him panties and a training bra. The panties were sissy panties, and they had a little pouch that was barely big enough to hold his package.

He was already in nylons and heels, and he stared at himself in the mirror.

He was a slender man, but even without tits the underwear made him much more feminine.

“Are you really going to give me temporary tits?”

“Vacation boobs, and yes.”

He shuddered, and desired, and his cock dripped in its cage.

“Sit down here,” she pushed the chair to her vanity table around.

He sat down.

“I’m not going whole hog today, but we do have to get you transformed.”

“Why?”

“Because when the gangsters come we need you looked helpless and vulnerable.”

“Like a woman.”

She nodded.

“I’ll leave your hair till last,” she said, spreading his hands on the table and studying them. You can always wear gloves when you go out.”

“How long do you think we have?”

“Maybe a month, but I want to get ahead of them. I want to make things happen in a couple of weeks.”

“So I have to be transformed within a couple of weeks.”

“Yep.”

“And that means tits.”

“Yep.”

She picked up a file and began working on his fingernails. She shaped and sanded and pushed the cuticles back.

“I’m always amazed at how easy it is…your skin, your features, they’re so easily adapted.”

“That’s my father,” he said.

“Your father has good genes.”

“He doesn’t wear jeans.”

“Shut up,” she chuckled.

She placed fakes on his fingers. Not overly long, just long enough to extend an eight of an inch beyond his real fingernails. She shaped them to a gentle oval, then painted them red.

“Isn’t that a little bright?”

“Bright is just right.”

She painted from the cuticles down, even strokes that blended until there were no lines.

“Okay,” she said. “Blow on these for a while while I do your other hand.”

Danny held his hand up and blew lightly to help the polish dry.

When she was done with the other hand she applied lacquer, and he stared at his hands in fascination. They looked longer, extremely effeminate. Not like the carpentry worn digits he formerly possessed.

“Okay, you ready for the heavy lifting?”

He nodded.

She cleaned and primed his face. “We’re going to do this every day until you can do it yourself. By then Rodney will be ready.”

Danny grinned.

“What?”

“This is going to be a lot harder for Rodney than it is for me.”

She nodded, an amused expression on her face.

She put on foundation, colored his cheeks, explained how and why and when to use blush. Then the delicate work of shading his eyes began. She used brushes and fingers, made his lids look sexy dark.

Danny was frozen, and his cock was throbbing like never before. She laughed as it struggled to erect. Long, white drools started seeping down from his cage.

“Men always like this,” she said as she lengthened his eyelashes and shaped his brows. “There is something about being a woman that is so forbidden. Make a man into a woman and he is yours for life.”

“I’m already yours for life.”

She stopped, looked at him, and was so very happy. She touched her lips to his very lightly, careful not to mess up her work. “You’re good for me.”

He looked in the mirror.

She played with his hair, but didn’t brush it or try to style it. “We’ll save this for another day. Right now, get used to your face, your underwear. Let’s get back to work.”

“Want a Monkey?”

“Fuck, yes. And get one for Rodney. Give it to him, but don’t say a word.”

Danny went back to his house. He listened to his heels clicking on the cement walkways between their houses. He heard the tapping as he passed the pool and entered the house. He loved the faint echo as he walked into the kitchen. He returned to Shiela’s with a six pack. He took three cans out and headed down to the basement.

Shiela was bent over the planning table, and she straightened up and took the beer and opened it. “Ahh,” she said, after the first sip. “You’re making an addict out of me.”

“Talk about addictions,” he said to her, and they both grinned.

He walked down to Rodney’s cell and opened the door.

Rodney looked up in surprise, then his surprise doubled as he realized that the ‘woman’ in front of him was Danny.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, taking the beer, unable to take his eyes off Danny.

Danny said nothing, just walked out, his horsetail swinging behind him.

Shiela was standing just outside the door. She leaned in and looked at Rodney. “Give in, handsome, and all that can be yours.”

“No. I can’t. I won’t.” His face was frozen in fear. He repeated. “I can’t. I won’t.”

Shiela swung the door shut. CLANG!

They heard the whisper from the cell: “I can’t! I won’t”

Yet Danny heard something else. He heard hunger. He heard the sound of a man wanting to break. Rodney was almost ready for the metamorphosis of all that he was.


PART SIX

The first thing that happened, at the beginning of the next two weeks, was the phone call.

Danny was massaging Shiela’s feet. Rodney was down in the dungeon, cell number one. Danny and Shiela were drinking whiskey and Coke. One doesn’t not live by Golden Monkey alone, after all.

She picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. A single digit, so whoever she was calling was on her list of ten best.

“Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging.”

Laughter, from both ends of the conversation.

Then a short spat of ‘How’s Johnny, how’s your mother, are you making enough money…that sort of thing.

Then came ‘the question.’ Which was not so much a question as a demand.

“I need you out here.”

A voice chattering away across the country.

“I know. But I’m out…and I need help.”

Chatter, chatter, chatter.

“Some day you’re going to have to take a chance, and who better to take it with than me.”

Chatter, chatter, chatter.

“I’ve got a man. His name is Danny.”

Danny blushed. He didn’t know why. But the blushing made him extremely happy.

“He’s helping me. And Rodney is out here. That’s right. Portland.” Pause, thinking on the far end, dramatic emphasis on this end. “I’m converting him.”

Oh, man. The chatter escalated, went on for a long minute.

“You know me. You know I can do it. The same way I know you can do it.”

Chatter, chatter, chatter.

“I’m going to have to insist. Make a flight, disappear, and we’ll pick you up at the airport.”

A whole bunch of chatter, from both ends, and Danny wondered. Who was this strange woman that Shiela trusted for help?

Downstairs in the basement Rodney lay on his folding bed. It was hard, but Danny said they would get a mattress for it eventually.

Eventually.

He was Rodney Portland. A made man. And he was dependent upon the whims of a whore and a kid.

And his cock throbbed inside his chastity tube. He was laying on his side and he looked down at his prison. A puddle of white was forming under the cage. God, was he horny.

He had come across the country to take a bitch back, and he ended up being the bitch.

And he knew he was being the bitch.

He could walk out of the cell whenever he wanted, but Shiela had told him to stay, said he had to prove his love for her.

But that proof…it involved too much.

He saw the kid, Danny, being feminized more and more each day. He saw how Danny doted on Shiela, but, worse, he saw how Shiela doted on Danny.

A week ago he would have shot the kid and dragged Shiela back to Jersey. Now…he was struggling with the idea of giving up his manhood to Shiela.

Oh, she had a rep, that one. She had twisted poor Bob, the toughest gangster to ever helm a gang, and everybody knew it. Guys had seen panty lines under his too tight slacks. They had seen bra straps under his custom eye-talian shirts.

Bob was losing it, and that was why he had to go.

Heck. Rodney could never have pulled off the hit unless it was okay with the higher ups. And the higher ups had decided that no gangster worth his salt could wear female underwear.

And here he was, meaner than even Bob, and he was confused and twisted, and he could see the writing on the wall.

She had put a pair of her panties, dirty and smelling of her pussy, over his head and spanked him. Whipped him. Made him enjoy his gasping for breath through the pussy scented material.

And now he loved her. And she was in charge. The more she beat him the more he wanted to worship at her feet.

He didn’t like Danny.

Oh, the kid was okay, kind of cool, but…he wanted Shiela. But the only way he was going to have her was if he agreed to her terms. Be forgiving, don’t shoot anybody, wear female underwear…like Danny.

What an impossible shit show.

He looked down at his cock again. Drip, drip, drip.

And tears ran down his cheeks.

The second thing that happened at the beginning of the two weeks, was when Danny shared his duties.

Rodney was laying in his bunk, dripping, trying not to go crazy. Tossing around the idea of just leaving, going home, and forgetting it all. But he could never forget. Not now. Shiela just owned too big a piece of him. Her and that damned dildo of hers that gave him so much pleasure.

“Hey, Rod.” Danny pulled open the heavy door and sauntered in. He was wearing panties and bra, garters and hose, and full make up. He had even started styling his hair into a more feminine fashion. “You ever do any carpentry?”

Rodney swiveled around and sat up. He was naked, except for his chastity tube. “No.”

“Well, it’s easy. I’ll leave the instructions and a blueprint on the table, but let me talk you through the procedure.”

“What procedure?”

“We need more bunks. We need a minimum of two bunks in each cell. Now, this is called a tape measure. See how I measured the distance from the wall to this bolt here? And the distance to the floor?”

Danny extended the tape measure and showed Rod.

“Make a mark with this.” He held up a flat pencil. “And you can measure this bunk, always this one, never ones that you make, for the exact measurements. See how I screwed the planks and the cross boards together? Now, when you use this drill…”

It took an hour, and Rodney kept doing wrong things, but at the end of the hour they had made a bunk and it was ready to be mounted.  Most important, Rodney was no longer making mistakes.

“Okay, we’re going to need four more, and the hardware and the boards are in a separate stack in front of cell two. Think you can handle it?”

“Uh, yeah. But where are you going?”

Fuck. The kid was ten years younger than him, slender, he could crush him with a fist, and he was saying ‘yes, sir and ‘no, sir’ to him.

“Gonna go get some titties.”

Rodney blinked. “For real?”

“For real. Well, they’re fake tits, they’re called ‘vacation boobs.’ They oughta make me look like a real girl. I’ll even be able to wear low cut dresses and everything.”

“Hey, Danny?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you okay with this? With turning into a woman.”

Danny sat down on floor and faced Rodney, who was sitting on his bunk. Danny’s junk hung down and pulsed and caused the cage to twitch rhythmically. “I guess so.”

“You guess?”

“Sure. I’m a little worried about taking hormones, I hate the idea of giving up my dick. But Shiela says I’m skinny enough that I won’t need to take any. Well, maybe a little bit, but not enough to interfere with my dick. She doesn’t like the idea of making a guy limp.”

“She doesn’t?” Rodney was totally overwhelmed by this easy acceptance of what he was struggling with.

“No. She thinks a man is a man, and should be a man. But she objects to the rigid way we think, how we are prisoner to the conventions of society. You’re having a rough time with this, aren’t you?”

Rodney nodded, a jerking frantic movement. He wasn’t just having a hard time, he was terribly scared.

“Well, have fun with it. That’s all I can say.”

“But…why are you doing it?”

Danny faced him and with totally complacent eyes said, “I love Shiela.”

“And you’d do anything for her.”

“Got to.”

They were silent then. All talked out. At least as talked as Rodney could stand.

Danny grinned, stood up, and left.

Rodney sat for a few minutes, then, his mind churning, his soul discombobulated, he got up and saw to the building of the bunks.

Getting boobs should probably qualify as one of the big things of the two weeks, but it didn’t. Simply, Danny had accepted the necessity, and his mind was adequately unlocked to the point where he could have it.

Rodney trying to accept it was much harder.

So Danny went to the doctor’s office, a doctor that Shiela had somehow convinced to perform the procedure, and he came out with big, knock ‘em dead boobs.

Shiela was there, chuckling, admiring, helping him to change into a bigger bra.

And he needed a bigger bra.

Danny sat in the passenger seat on the way home, and it was good that he didn’t try to drive. He was too enamored of his new body to pay attention to silly things like stoplight and cops.

He was now wearing a mustard dress with a deep cut on the chest. His cleavage was to die for, and his nipples could be seen through the thin material—he was wearing a shelf bra—stiff and sticking out. His big tits made his nipples stand out and look bigger.

And, from this point on, Danny was in full transition. He wore underwear—he had to wear a bra—and dresses. He went everywhere in high heels. He wore full make up and his hair was styled, and given extensions, and he looked like a woman.

Oh, his hands were a little large, and they looked larger with his red fingernails, and he wore a scarf to hide his Adam’s apple, And there were certain other little oddities of shape, but they all faed under the total picture, and he looked like a woman.

And if there was no other proof, it was the fact that when he went to town men would open doors for him and stare at his calves, his buns, his chest.

He walked down to the basement when he returned home to check on Rodney.

Rodney had finished the folding beds and had actually tried to mount one. And had broken a drill bit in a hole. He looked forlorn when Danny stepped into the room, then his eyes opened.

“Shit! You look totally like a woman.”

“Thanks,” then he added jokingly. “Big boy.”

Rodney suddenly glumped and sat down and told Danny what he had done.

Danny explained about drill bits and then set about getting the broken bit out of the wall.

Rodney was amazed at how easily Danny extracted the bit. “Fuck,” he said. “Fuck.”

And he was struck, for the first time, at how as a gangster he didn’t really know the simplest things.

“You got to teach me some of this stuff, Danny.”

“No, prob. Shall we start with mounting the beds on the walls?”

The third big thing of the two weeks was the arrival of Cherry Blossom.

“Come on, Danny. She’s coming in on the ten o’clock.”

Danny hurried putting his lipstick on, slipped on his heels, and they got into the Range Rover and headed for the airport.

The town airport was not big. No international flights, just little puddle jumpers that connected the town to the bigger, nearby metropolises.

They drove up to the terminal, parked, and went in.

Cherry descended the moveable stairs and walked across the tarmac. She was a rare beauty. In a way, she was like Shiela. She had that same cock sure assurance of her sex and abilities. But she was a light auburn, almost blonde, and she had the most magnificent blue eyes. They were a sky blue, and they were sharp and scintillating. They looked through a man, and they laughed. Good laughed.

Shiela and Cherry hugged, and Danny stood by, ready to carry the bags.

“And who is this gorgeous creature?”

Danny fell in love. The way she estimated him with a glance was not to be denied.

“Her name is Taken.”

The girls giggled, and Cherry said, “Take me away, Taken. Where’s your carriage?”

The girls sat in the back seat and Danny drove. He watched them in the rear view mirror, and they put on a show for him. They kissed, they laughed, they giggled, they felt each other’s tits and even finger banged each others vaginas.

Back at the house Rodney was sleeping.

“Rodney is downstairs, probably sleeping. He won’t come out of his cell unless you ask him, and you can do whatever you want with him.

Cherry marveled. “Rodney Portland. The made man. The Muscle’s muscle. And you’ve got him in a cell.”

“And I beat him and fuck him every day.”

“Will wonders never cease.” She shook her head.

“You ever hear of Golden Monkey?”

Cherry hadn’t, and it was only a minute for Danny to run over to his house and bring back a couple of six packs.

“Man,” Cherry muttered, “That’s sweet. Sort of sticky.”

“Yeah, but it’s the kick that you’re going to like. Two beers and you feel like your eyes are working separately.”

They went upstairs and they all got undressed and climbed onto the bed.

“Now about this plan of yours…”

Shiela began to explain, and Cherry interrupted occasionally with a question, and when the explanation was over she shook her head.

“You really think you can pull this off?”

“I’m betting my life on it.”

“And his, and mine.”

Shiela shrugged. “In for one, in for all.”

Cherry turned to Danny and inspected him. She had worked around him, even talked over him, but now she focused on him.

Danny waited.

Cherry crawled over him and sat on his lap.

Shiela watched with a slight twist of her lips.

Cherry leaned forward, her large breasts brushed against his. “Damn, you are a beautiful woman.” She kissed him.

It was breathtaking. It caused his cock to seep harder. His heart pounded, and he wondered what Shiela was thinking.

When he looked up Shiela was grinning. “Pretty good, eh?”

Danny nodded. He felt like a mouse between two cats. About to be torn apart, but in the most pleasant way.

They attacked then. He hadn’t been wearing his horsetail for the trip to the airport, and he jerked as Cherry dug three fingers into his anus

“He’s tight. You need to work him hard.”

“He’s so good I’ve taken it easy on him.”

“Well, those days are over. If he’s going to be in this then he’s got to be more convincing. You ever have a prostate orgasm, Danny Boy?”

He was laying on the bed, butt in the air, and he shook his head.

Cherry grinned. “Oh, baby. You been missing out on all the fun.”

Meanwhile, Shiela had her face in Cherry’s groin. She was licking and sucking as if her life depended on it.

Cherry pushed Shiela away and arranged Danny so his butt was higher. She went to Shiela’s bottom drawer and pulled out a slightly bent dildo with a bulge on the shaft.

“Okay, sunshine,” she grinned evilly, “Get ready to enter paradise.”

She sat behind him, pushed him up against the headboard, and inserted the dildo. He groaned, and it felt like he had to pee.

“This is a prostate massager. You’re going to get drained…”

“Shiela drained me before.”

“But not like this.” She began to wiggle the massager and reaming his butt. Suddenly she exclaimed, “There it is!”

Danny groaned, and the sensations became more intense. It felt like she was running the thing inside him over a little bump or something.

Shiela sat back to watch. she had a big smile on her face.

Danny was moaning. This thing was turning him inside out. He wanted to pee, his heart felt like it had a warm spike of gold in it.

“So what’s my place in this new scheme of things,” Cherry asked, ignoring Danny even as she hand humped his ass.

“Well, I figured if we called…then we can get some of the girls working…and if that doesn’t work there’s always…

Her voice went in and out, waxing and waning in accord to the sensations in Danny’s rectum. Sometimes everything was crystal clear, sometimes everything dissolved into a muddy mess.

“How you doing, Danny?”

“I’m what…” He didn’t know who he was, he just felt this urgency within. To cum, but…it wasn’t his dick.

“You want to play with his tits?”

Shiela lay next to him, she pulled on his nipples, squeezed his breasts, and when he turned to her she kissed him.

It was the kiss that did it. the fact that he wasn't a puddle of sexual desire all alone in the universe, but had something to focus on.

The explosion happened in slow motion. It erupted from somewhere in his ass. It rippled out, growing as it expanded, becoming more intense, until there was nothing but his hips jerking and a white hot fever that obliterated his sense of self. Then it was like he was surfing a cloud, thrown into the universe, canceled only to meet God and be resurrected.

“Fuck,” he breathed out an eternity later.

The thing was still in his ass, Cherry had left it there. She was sitting cross legged and talking to Shiela.

They looked at him, chuckled, then went back to their conversation.

Danny yawned, and fell into a cloud of sleep.

He started to wake up, but realized it was only the prostate massager being pulled out of his ass.

Lips touched his cheek. “Sleep on, love.”

And he did.

Danny awoke. He had never felt so good in his life.

Next to him Shiela and Cherry lay intwined in each others arms.

He slithered out of bed, walked down the hall to another bathroom so as not to awake them, and showered. Then he applied his make up, put on a fresh bra and nylons, and brushed his hair.

Downstairs he made breakfast. He only made enough for one, as he suspected the girls would sleep for hours. He ate. Sipped a Coke instead of a Monkey, or bourbon and Coke, and thought about what he had to do this morning.

Not much. He had a couple of horses to set up, an electrical panel to wire up, and a few odds and ends. The heavy lifting was done.

He made a second breakfast, put a Coke on the tray, and a Golden Monkey, and headed down for the dungeon.

Rodney was gone.

That was a surprise. Then he checked the backyard. Rodney was sitting on a lounge chair, and he already had a Golden Monkey. That was all right. Two Monkeys made a man.

He put the tray down. “Good morning.”

“Hey, Danny.”

“What’s with the jail break?”

“I’m going to tell Shiela to do me.”

“To change you.”

“Yeah.”

Danny sat down while Rodney dug into the bacon and eggs. He took the Coke for himself and sat down.

“So what prompted you?”

“The phone call.”

“What phone call?”

“Last night. Shiela and Cherry—I didn’t even know she was here—they came down and had me make a phone call.”

Danny knew what the phone call was about. He thought they were going to wait another week before making it, but apparently not. He had a feeling the arrival of Cherry had pushed the issue.

“You know all hell is going to break loose, don’t you?”

“Well, we’ve got a plan.”

“I called Frankie Furter, Joe Gallo and Big Nose Jim. I asked them to come out, all at once. Fuck, what’s up with that? One at a time the girls might stand a chance.”

“Don’t underestimate the girls.”

“You don’t get it. These guys are the psycho’s psycho. I’m tough, but I ain’t crazy. These guys get off on throwing kittens off a bridge.”

Danny gave a quick shudder at the picture. He hadn’t wanted an image like that in his mind.

“They’ll come in here, not like me, and they’ll have their gats out, and…shit, Danny. The girls don’t stand a chance.”

Danny decided to change the subject. “Want to help me with the electrical panel?”

“Didn’t you hear me?”

“Yep. If you want to bail before they get here I think everybody’ll understand.”

“Shit. I’m too much in love now.”

“Me, too. About that electrical panel?”

The next two days passed slowly. Danny and Rodney finished the odds and ends and Danny got acquainted with Cherry.

While Shiela transformed Rodney, Nairing his body, putting him in sexy underthings, showing him the ins and outs of make up, Cherry played with Danny on the horse. She beat him, she fucked him. She loved him and told him that she really wanted his cock free so she could really abuse him.

Danny loved it.

And, now that the heavy work was done, they spent more time in the pool, and drank less and less Golden Monkey.

The hoods were coming.

In fact, on the third day Shiela’s cell phone rang. It was a text.

We’re at the airport.

Shiela fed in her address and they all began the arduous process of waiting.

A half hour later a Taxi arrived.

Danny took a couple of bottles of water and poured them on the floor in the basement.

The hoods walked up the steps.

Two of them were thick chunks of muscle. The third was round, but Rodney said he was stronger and quicker than the others.

The hoods had typical hood faces. No expression, a general meanness stamped on their phizzes, large pores, tight lips, eyes that looked more like a snake’s.

They reached the front door and saw the sign.

“In basement. Go to the right.”

The thugs turned and walked across the lawn. They came to the side gate, which was open. They walked up the side yard.

They came to the storm doors, which were propped open.

They looked at each other, drew their guns, and edged up to look into the basement.

Three beautiful woman were sitting in folding chairs at the far end of the basement. It was gloomy, hard to see.

Moving slowly, guns sweeping back and forth, they descended the shallow steps.

Shiela was in the center chair, Cherry on the right. Danny was sitting on the left. Rodney was upstairs, worrying. He didn’t look enough like a girl yet, and the gangsters would easily recognize him.

The three hoods crept down the basement. The one in the center was Big Nose Jim. He was the fat but faster one. Joe Gallo and Frankie Furter sided him.

“Well, what we got here?” Big Nose Jim had a voice like a dump truck taking a dump.

To the side Frankie looked into the cells. Nobody there, he moved back out to the center. Joe Gallo came in from the wing, too. They stood lined up, facing the girls, and they approached to within ten feet.

“Hello, Shiela. We been looking for you. Cherry. I didn’t know you was here.”

“Hello, you ugly pieces of shit.” She said it cheerfully.

The three plug uglies looked even uglieer, if that was possible.

“Where’s the Rod?”

Shiela said, “He’s being a good, little girl, just like you three will be.”

Big Nose Jim sneered. He raised his pistol, and so did the other two.

They were holding 1911s, .45s, and they didn’t just leave holes, they ripped off arms and heads.

Danny cleared his throat. “Ahem.”

They looked at him. He was so unafraid it surprised them.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Doesn’t matter, just shoot the girls to my left first.”

Shiela and Cherry jerked their heads towards him and their mouths opened.

“What the fuck?”

“You son of a bitch!”

The thugs looked at each other, then grinned. They all aimed their pistols at Danny.

Danny’s hand was holding a switch, he flicked it.

Electric current ran along the switch to an outlet to the right. From the outlet two lines drooped to the floor. The floor that he had just poured water on.

The electric current caused an involuntary reaction. All muscles started to convulse. The gunsels started to jerk and twitch and all three guns fired at the same time. What Danny was counting on was something called milking the trigger. Milking the trigger was when not just one muscle contracted, but they all did. Thus, the right arms started to lift and to swing to the left, which made them shoot above and to the left of Danny.

Danny let them cook for a full five seconds, their guns flew away, they danced and collapsed and jerked and quivered, then he flicked the switch again.

The hoods lay quiet, mouths open and working but only small grunts and sighs coming out.

“Come on, let’s get these guys on the horses.”

Cherry and Shiela and Dany leaped out of the chairs and began hauling gangsters to horses and fastening them down.

“Why did you tell them to shoot us?” Cherry asked. Shiela was feeling too betrayed to speak.

“Because I knew they would point at me.” Then he explained about ‘milking the trigger,’ and how he knew that was their best chance not to get hit by a stray first shot.

“They were all right handed. I don’t know what I would have done if one of them was left handed.”

Shiela stopped and stared at him.

“You risked your life to make sure we weren’t hit.”

“Well, it wasn’t much of a risk.”

“Bullshit.”

They finished securing the gangsters. Rodney came downstairs, timidly, and stared in wonder. They had actually done it. They had disarmed and captured three of the deadliest gangsters to ever walk the mean streets.

“What the fuck,” he muttered. “What the fuck.”

The girls spent the night softening up the gangsters. They were tough eggs, but enough rough love and they would fall.

Rodney and Danny made dinner, kept everybody in Golden Monkey, and the night progressed in riotous manner.

At last, the girls were tired.

The gangsters, beaten and sore, were each put in a cell. Rodney was allowed to sleep in a bedroom, and Danny was taken into Shiela’s bedroom by the girls.

The girls undressed him, lay him on the bed, and began to make love to him. They used mouths, dildos, hands, everything they had at their disposal.

Danny was a hero. The fact was that a stray shot at close range likely would have hit somebody, and Danny had solved that problem.

“You know,” said Cherry at one point, when they were resting and sipping the Monkey, “We have a problem. We have to get three more hoods, and that shouldn’t be a problem. We’ll just do the same thing.”

“So what’s the problem,” asked Danny.

“The problem is that the gang is in a turf war, and we have just captured three of the big lieutenants. It means that the other gang is going to go on a shooting spree. They’ll take over the prostitution end of the business, and you know what that means for our friends who still work there.”

“Piss,” said Shiela.

“Double piss,” said Cherry.

“Ha,” blurted Danny.

They looked at him.

Danny smiled and told them the solution, and they stared at each other.

“Is it possible?”

“Do you think we could?”

Danny: “So far so good.” He shrugged.

The girls leaped upon him. Break time was over, and it was time to show Danny their appreciation.

Suddenly Shiela took out the key to Danny’s chastity tube. She grinned evilly.

“You’re going to let him out?”

“You’re going to let me out?”

“Remember? You drained him last night.”

Cherry clapped her hands in glee.

Danny: “What? What does that mean?”

“It means, lover,” Shiela unlocked his tube and his cock sprang to life. “It means that you are empty. Your mind doesn’t know it, and it’s going to keep you nice and hard.”

“I don’t understand…”

Cherry pushed him back, literally jumped onto his cock.

Danny felt the velvet slither of her vagina sliding down his shaft. He gasped with the intense sensation, then she was down to his balls.

Shiela began to kiss him, and feel his balls, to palpate them, to make him groan with the overload of pleasure.

Cherry grabbed his tits, massaged them. She bent and kissed his nipples, then sucked on them.

Danny was in the throes of intense pleasure. His hips were jerking, he was already trying to cum, but though he was triggering, nothing was happening, he began to turn into a puddle of  almost orgasm, a white hot sensation where he couldn’t cum, but was stuck in the beginning of orgasm.

“Ah…ah…ahhhh!”

He pounded his peter into Cherry until she had had three orgasms, then Shiela pushed Cherry off him and mounted him herself.

Danny, dazed, confused, exploding with horniness that wouldn’t end, stared up at her.

She leaned down and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to try and try, and get hornier and hornier, but you won’t be able to cum. And when you think you can’t stand it anymore we’ll ice your cock and lock you up again.”

Danny heard it, didn’t fully understand it, but knew he was in for the fuck of his life. And, if he knew anything about these girls, he knew they wouldn’t be satisfied with doing this to him once. They were going to drain him every week for the rest of the summer, and fuck him and fuck him, and he would turn into a stupid puddle of lust.

The good news was that he wouldn’t have it any other way.


PART SEVEN

It Hurts So Good!

“We’ve got problems.” Shiela stood next to Danny, who was sitting at the vanity table putting on his make up. Cherry was on the to her side, the girls waiting their turn.

“We need more make up stations, Cherry griped.

“We’re going to need more cells,” explained Shiela.

Danny thought about it, and he thought about how this had all started. He had gotten his dick stuck in the water outlet of his parent’s swimming pool, and Shiela had rescued him. Then he found out that she was being stalked by a gangster, and from there it just sort of escalated, everything taking on a life of its own.

She had put him in chastity and feminized him, they had caught Rodney, the first of the gangsters, and she had put him in chastity and was feminizing him, and now they had three of Rodney’s friends down in the dungeon, waiting their turn at being feminized.

“We’re going to need more handcuffs, more chains, more chastity tubes…”

Cherry leaned down and patted her face with powder. She said, “We’re going to need more food.”

“More Golden Monkey,” added Danny. Golden Monkey was their beer of choice.

Shiela: “More toilet paper, more underwear and dresses and make up.”

“Crap,” offered Cherry.

Danny put in, “We’ve got Rodney and us upstairs. Big Nose Jim, Frankie Furter an Joey Gallo are each in a cell. We’ve got room for three more gangsters—“

“Who are coming in next Friday,” interjected Cherry.

“And then we’re going to need more cells. I mean, we can put more gangsters in the cells we’ve got, but that means more beds,  and…we’re running out of room.”

“Well,” said Cherry, “there’s only one thing to do.” When the others looked askance at her she said, “Drink on it.”

“Thats another thing. We’re going to need to order some more Golden Monkey. Do you know how much we’ve been drinking?”

“Not enough?” asked Cherry, and Shiela snickered.

Danny grunted and stood up. He was looking good. His eyes were shaded and his lips were red. His hair was coiffed and he even had sparkly strands dangling from his lobes. His caged cock was wiggling an pushing and trying to get out.

Cherry squeezed into the vanity chair before Shiela could, and gloated. Shiela took Danny’s arm. “Honey, you’re right, and it’s all no big deal. We’ve got plenty of money, and we could always get a bunch of porta potties and set them up in the backyard for cells.”

Cherry barked a laugh.

“Now go down and fix breakfast. We’ll be down in ten, and I want sausage and pancakes, with plenty of syrup.”

“And we need more syrup.”

“Oh, my God!” blurted Cherry as she curled her lashes.

“Go borrow from your house. You haven’t been eating enough from home, anyway.”

Danny grumped, but he headed for the kitchen. The girls continued with making themselves pretty. They didn’t have to go far. Not with their faces and figures.

“He’s right, you know,” Cherry observed.

“Of course he’s right. And he’ll come up with something. He always does.”

“Sounds like you got it bad, sister.”

Shiela sighed. “I do. He’s a hunk, and all I want to do is hang with him.”

“And spank him and beat him and screw him with the biggest dildo you’ve got.”

Shiela grinned. “Well, yeah.”

They both laughed

Danny stood in the kitchen and frowned. The girls weren’t taking it seriously enough. But he was. They needed more horses to break the gangsters on. They only had three, and they needed at least six, and they needed more girls to man the horses.

Then he grinned. More girls to whip his ass.

Sighing, he poured sausage links into a pan. Threw in a big slice of butter, and mixed the pancake mix. Lots of pancake mix. And remembered that he had instant mix at home. And they needed more Golden Monkey.

He turned the flame low on the sausages and sauntered across the kitchen. He listened to his heels clicking and smiled. Such a wonderful sound.

He went out on the patio, through the side yards, and into his parent’s house. Laden with a case of Golden Monkey and a cold six pack, and pancake mix and syrup, he hurried back to the house.

Shiela and Cherry were sitting at the table, talking in low voices.

He noted that Shiela had her strap on on, and a big dick in the socket. He wondered if it was for him.

He planted the victuals on the counter. handed them each a Monkey, put as many Monkeys as he could in the fridge and the rest of the case on top of the fridge.

He shook the pan and rolled the sausages around, browning all sides. He poured pancake mix into another pan, making three small cakes, and stood and waited for the flames to do their work.

Suddenly he felt a hand going around his waist and grabbing his tube.

“Oh, God,” he moaned. His dick had been trying to get hard all morning.

“You’re too uptight, lover,” whispered Shiela in his ear.

He felt her fiddling with his butt, greasing him up, then she slid her dildo into him. It felt so good, expanding his ass, rubbing his prostate, and he pushed back.

But it wasn’t her dildo. It was a Pear of Anguish!

Shiela laughed and gave the handle a twist. It opened up inside him and he almost fell to his knees. It was pain, and it wasn’t pain. It was opening him up, and yet she knew exactly how far to open it so that he was kept on the edge.

He could feel his prostate being pressed on by one of the leafs of the pear, and he immediately started dripping. He held to the counter and tried to stand up.

Shiela and Cherry, both with huge grins, lifted his arms and he stood on tottering feet. The heels were bad enough, but this…this stretching and ‘awkwardizing’ of all his muscles…he struggled to stay upright.

“Now, listen, lover. You’re entirely too upright. You worry so much you’ve become a real pill, and us girls is tired of it. Honestly, it sounds like you’re on the rag.”

He looked back and forth, hardly able to think.

“For the next few hours we’re going to work on you, and when we’re done we’ll expect a solution to all our problems. You got that?”

He nodded. He was helpless. He could walk, but just barely. He could think, but only just able.

“Excellent. Now, since you’re our number one boy we’re going to work on you first. Head on down to the basement and wait for us.”

“But…the…break-break-breakfast.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll have a fine breakfast. But you better get your ass downstairs before we take away your lunch.

They turned Danny and started him on his way. He put his hands to the counters, to the edge of the fridge, to the doorjambs. He walked like he had the world’s biggest stick up his ass, which he did.

The girl’s laughed and continued fixing the breakfast.

Danny was sweating as he went down the stairs. With the Pear of Anguish opened up inside his butt he walked like he was trying to lay an egg. He held to the railing, took one step at a time, and worried about what this thing was doing to his fanny.

He reached the floor of the basement and just tried to take in deep breaths.

The cell doors were all locked, and there was no sound from the gangsters. They were either still sleeping—likely—or they were silently plotting their escape.

But there wouldn’t be any escape from these cells. There were no windows, the cement walls were eight inches thick, the floor was ancient slab and there was no telling how thick that was. The ceiling was the floor of the house, and they could probably touch the ceiling if they stood on their beds, but they had no tools.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, each cell had eyebolts sunk in the concrete over the bunks. Each of the gangsters had a thick chain secured to an ankle.

Danny listened for a long moment, looked around for a seat, and realized that he wouldn’t be able to sit down as long as his asshole was filled up.

He thought about laying down, but that wold mean getting down on hands and knees, then laying out, and then he would have to reverse the procedure to stand up again.

And he didn’t think the girls wanted him laying around.

The girls. Two knock outs who had vied with each other to screw his dick off. And they had kept him drained so he couldn’t squirt.

This thing was so hellish—and he blinked.

That was what Shiela had said to him. Heaven and hell. He was going to be in both, at the same time, and he was really understanding that now.

He sighed and went to the table and began looking at blue prints, trying to take his mind off his expanded anal cavity, hoping to solve the multiple problems confronting them.

A half hour later Shiela and Cherry came downstairs. they were laughing and eating cinnamon rolls. The kind where you bang the tube on the edge of a counter and they poof out and you throw them in the oven.

Danny turned to them, and they laughed at the horny/pained look on his face.

“Oh, you poor boy,” Shiela kissed the corner of his mouth and he could taste the icing on her lips. “Have you solved all our problems yet.”

He shook his head.

“Bad Danny!”

She slapped his chastity cage and his knees buckled.

“More beer!”

He looked around and there was none.

“It’s upstairs silly. In a thing called a refrigerator.”

Danny groaned and headed for the stairs. His asshole was singing now, and every step was a step into lust that was so pleasurable it hurt. He climbed the stairs, one step at a time, and he had to lift his legs with his hands, gripping the thigh and lifting, and suffering through the delightful agony in his butt.

He grabbed three cans of Golden Monkey and headed back downstairs.

The girls were already working over the gangsters.

The procedure of getting them out of the cells was easy. Danny had set up a winch in the center of the wall opposite the cells. The girls went into the cells and tossed the gangsters hand cuffs. If they didn’t put them on the girls simply whipped them until they did. No pleasure, just pain.

When the handcuffs were on they attached the end of the winch to their handcuffs, released them from the chain that was attached over their bunks, and winched them into the outer room. It was just a matter of herding them to the station they wanted them at. The fact that they were also holding tasers helped.

Big Nose Jim was standing at one of the St. Andrews Crosses. There were three crosses now. Frankie Furter and Joey Gallo were fastened to two of the three horses.

Danny came down the stairs, sipping his Golden Monkey, and almost crying; it hurt so good. The girls were in conference.

“I know we wanted to work on Danny, and he deserves it.”

“But he doesn’t need it. And we need more devices set up. If—“

Danny handed them each a Monkey. He had trouble talking, his asshole was in such delight that his dick was leaving a trail of white drops. “What…what…device.”

The girls chuckled.

Shiela: “Honey, we really wanted to whip you into the next world, but we need things done. And we really need a solution to all our problems. Would you mind if we took that thing out of your butt and put you to work?”

Danny didn’t have to think. They had spent the night fucking him, loving him, hornicizing him. And as wonderful as his butt expansion was, he didn’t really like being so non-functional.

“Uh…yeah.”

The girls hugged him, and Shiela turned the key on the Pear of Anguish in his butt and he immediately felt release. She gently extracted the device and Danny gasped. He turned and just hugged Shiela. “Thank you.”

“It’s not over, Danny.” She hugged him back, fiercely. “You just get a reprieve while we figure out what to do.”

“I know. What do you need?”

“We’ve got three more horses on the way, and take a look at these.”

She lead him to the planning table and showed him several leaflets.

One of the incoming items was an oversized chair frame. “We fasten the customer so he’s lying on the chair with his feet sticking up the back. This presents his package and butt. It’s not as good as a horse, it’s more a ‘keep ‘em waiting’ thing. We can fuck their butts and spank them and just loosen them up for the real fun on the horse.”

Danny nodded.

“Then, when we need to make a point, there are these.” She showed him a picture of a platform about two feet square. Rising from the center of the platform was a thin, metal rod. On the end of the rod was a dildo.

“The, uh…’customer’ just stands there? With a dildo up his ass?”

“Oh, it’s wonderful, Danny. They can’t move, they can’t jump off it, they can’t do anything but stand with their hips thrust out to the front and presenting their balls.”

“And dick,” he murmured.

“And dick.”

“Then we have a few specialty items.” She unrolled a couple of pages on the table and leaned over to look.

There were stocks. Big stocks for the head and hands, then little stocks for cock and ball torture. There were chairs with dicks on them. A horse with a narrow edge. The customer would have to sit on the edge, feet barely touching the floor. That was a mean idea. There were head bands with dicks pointing inward. These were ball gags. There were chairs with legs that split open. There were cages in the shape of a body. There were many other things. Most of them could be used for sexual torture, but there were a few that looked downright nasty; no pleasure in those puppies.

“We’ve also got more chastity tubes on order, whips, dildos, and…just about everything.”

Danny frowned. “Some of these…they don’t look like they’re for sex and fun.”

“Some of them aren’t she admitted. “But if one of the gangsters doesn’t like being feminized, manages to resist in spite of everything, then…” she shrugged.

Danny dug in his feet. “I won’t set up something just for torture. I understand the conversion process, making somebody more amenable through love and tickles, but hurting people…I can’t do it.”

“What if we get a baby raper in here?”

“What?” Danny’s voice rose.

“What if we get some serial killer in here, totally asexual. We’ve got proof of his crimes. We need a confession.”

“Then we leave him locked up till he confesses. To just give pain with no pleasure…that’s barbaric. That’s what savages do.”

Shiela bit her lip. “Okay, so what do you propose?”

“Look, we don’t have the room for pure torture devices, we’re running out of room, so how about if I install the ones you can actually use, and not the others?”

They were running out of room, it was true. But they would eventually get more room.

“How about one item. Just one. For show. To scare these bozos?”

At the other end of the basement Cherry was slapping Big Nose Jim’s ass, gripping it with her long fingernails, and nibbling on his ear.

Danny watched them for a second, then turned back. “One item. Never to be used.”

“Not even in an emergency?”

“Nope. Not even.”

She nodded and held her hand out. “Deal.”

He shook, and she moved in and plastered her mouth against his.

Danny felt his cock raging inside the tube, and the sensation of horniness blew through him. He would always wonder how he had managed to hold his ground. He would often think that he had because Shiela didn’t want to use the real torture devices. And, perhaps she didn’t. But one never knew with her.

She squeezed his balls and said, “Drink up, work, and solve those problems. I’ve got work to do.”

Danny sucked Golden Monkey. He was so damned horny, and he needed the liquid relief.

Shiela sashayed down to the second cell and began winching Joey Gallo out to a horse. He noted that she was naked except for the over sized dildo sprouting from her junction. Joey Gallo was about to get an education.

Danny got drunk. It slowed him down a bit, but it didn’t affect his craftsmanship, and it didn’t matter because they were still waiting on a few things.

So he drank, and there were deliveries, and while the gangsters moaned, and plastic dicks were lodged in their heinies, he listened and made sketches of what he was going to have to do.

Honestly, there wasn’t a solution. They had too many people coming in, starting with three gangsters on Friday.

He thought about just chaining them to the walls, but that wasn’t a good idea. They needed places of solitude to think about their situation. They needed quiet for their minds to work and the conversion, the feminization, to work.

He idled away some time putting eyebolts in, and drilling holes in the floor to fasten the sex furniture to, but…what was the solution?

The fact of the matter was that there was no solution without more space. He needed another dungeon.

And he was now drunk. Three Monkeys to the wind. Aslant in no breeze. Danger, Will Robinson.

He staggered upstairs, went out the back and through the side yards and into his own house.

He sat on the sofa, rolled a fresh, cold can of Golden Monkey across his forehead, and thought, “What would Dad do?”

And he was so drunk, so out of it, that he picked up his cell and tapped his father’s contact number.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Dad.”

“It’s three in the morning son, hold on…” about ten seconds later, “..okay. I’m in the bathroom. I won’t wake your mother, so…how you doing?”

“Well, I got a problem.”

He was speaking slowly, making sure he didn’t sound drunk, even though he was drunker than a drunk skunk.

“Shoot.”

“Well, me and Shiela…you know Shiela? The next door neighbor?”

“Thank God for holes in hedges,” Harold’s chuckle came over the line.

“Well, Shiela’s hooked up with gangsters. And she’s trapping them—well, I’m sort of helping—and she’s feminizing them. And we’re running out of room. I’ve got all this sexual furniture—you know, for her and her friend Cherry to use—set up in her basement. But we’re running out of room. I need more room for a dungeon, Dad.”

Silence from the other end of the phone.

“Dad?”

“I’m here.”

Silence.

“Do you have any suggestions?”

“Well, you could always use our basement.”

“Really?”

“Oh, sure.”

“Really?”

“Of course.”

Danny started sobbing quietly. His father was the best.

“Is there anything else I can help you with?”

“Well, I think we might run out of Golden Monkey.”

Harold laughed. “That, I don’t believe. I had a full pallet.”

“It’s the gangsters, Dad. They drink too much.”

“Well, we can’t be accused of starving gangsters, can we? I’ve got an account at the Victory Brewing Company. You have to order by the pallet for them to deliver to you.”

“Oh, Dad! That’s great! You’re the best.”

“Thanks, son. But I’m also three o’clock tired.”

“Okay, I’ll let you go. But you’re the best.”

“Love you, son.”

“Love you, Dad.”

“Wait!”

“What?”

“You’re getting the proper permits for this dungeon you’re building in our basement, aren’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

“Got to get the permits, Danny. Got to keep everything law abiding and legal. You know that.”

“Okay. thanks.”

And they hung up.

On the other side of the world Danny’s mother tapped on the bathroom door. Harold opened and smiled at her.

“What’s going on?”

“Danny’s drunk and having his jokes. He wants to build a dungeon in our basement.”

She grinned. “And did you give permission?”

“Of course, as long as he gets the proper permits.”

Chuckling, they went back to bed. And they snickered about the idea of a dungeon being built in their house all the next day.

Danny got right to work.

He went back to Shiela’s house and enlisted Rodney, who was making breakfast.

“Hey, Rod, we’re going to build another dungeon.”

Rodney assessed Danny’s staggering condition, and took it for normal. After all, it was breakfast and he was staggering, too.

So after Rodney ate they went to Danny’s house and began cleaning out the basement. They took Rodney’s mother’s used clothes over to Shiela’s house for use by the girls. They moved what was left of the pallet into a corner, and they repositioned the wine racks.

And they drank Golden Monkey.

Then they measured and planned and made marks on the floors and the walls. They didn’t have to do a big cleaning because Danny’s father always kept the basement neat.

And they drank Golden Monkey.

When the deliveries arrived next door they put on a couple of robes and brought the boxes over to Danny’s house. They looked a bit funky, Rodney’s hair was in curlers and their knobby knees weren’t the prettiest in the world, but none of the neighbors came out to see what was going on.

And they drank Golden Monkey.

Finally, they were ready for the actual construction to start, so Danny went back to Shiela’s and went down to the basement.

It was lunchtime and the gangsters were all naked and red striped and had big boners. Joey Gallo was sobbing, and Cherry had put a ball crusher on him. He was lying on a horse and giving a wiggle every few seconds, trying to relieve the sexual pain in his testicles.

Danny was drunker than a drunk skunk’s drunken skunk baby. He crossed the basement to where Shiela and Cherry were sitting on horses, facing each other and discussing what the thugs needed to make their feminization happen faster.

“I sholved it.”

They stared at him, then snickered.

“What did you solve, Danny?”

“I shelved…I sholved all our problemsh. Come on.”

He led the way out of the storm doors and across the patio towards his own house.

Around the side yards, into the cool house, then down to the basement. The girls stared at the cleaned out basement, the beginning of construction.

“What the fuck?” Shiela turned to Danny. “What are you doing?”

“Making a dungeon.”

“But this is your house! What will your father say?”

“He already shaid. He shaid to get the proper permitsh. Then we can build the dungeon.”

“You talked to your father.” Not a question. A statement affirming stunned fact.

“Oh, yeah. And I got more Golden Monkey on the way, and Rodney and I are ready to work, and we got a couple of things all meashured out, and…we thought we should ashk you where you want everything.”

The girls’ eyes were wide. They had been pushing Danny, but it was all in fun. They hadn’t expected him to actually solve their big problems.

But…if his father knew and was okay…then he had.

Shiela was sort of flabbergasted by the situation, so Cherry stepped in. “We want three horses and three crosses. The cells have to have bunks and eyebolts. You’ll have to figure out electricity, and…we need a place to dump buckets.”

“Bucketsh?”

“Shit buckets. You can’t believe how much those gangsters dump.”

“Thatsh Eashy. Jush wait till tonight and dump the bucketsh in the shewer grate in front of the houshe. It’ll drain down to the shluice way over there…” He pointed to the side of Shiela’s house.

“And…and…” he stopped talking and looked confused.

“And what, Danny?”

“And…we need permitsh.”

Cherry shook her head. “You think we can get permits for our dungeons?”

“Sure…I’ll ushe Dadsh contactsh. And if they give ush any trouble…you just feminizh them.”

“Feminize the—“

“Shure…You can femizh the city planner and the mayor and everybody. But not their shecrataries.” He leaned a little bit and wagged his finger and swayed.

It was a moment of electricity. At least for the girls.

Shiela said, “Feminize politicians?”

Danny blurted, “Shure. Heck, there ain’t no differench between a gangshter and a politichian. Right?”

The girls stared at each other. Danny was right. And what the heck were they doing, limiting themselves to gangsters? They had to get to work on the unofficial gangsters, the politicians who robbed and raped and killed in the name of truth, justice, and the American way!

“Now…if you girlsh will get back to work…” Danny was running on fumes now. The fumes of Golden Monkey and a system that was soggy with alcohol.

“Let’s get him upstairs.”

Rodney helped, a little bit, he was sloshed, too, but they managed to get Danny up to the den where they laid him on the couch.

Rodney slumped into a chair and began snoring. And the girls began making plans.

An hour later they began enacting those plans.

Danny awoke in the early evening. His head hurt and his stomach felt like the Grand Canyon, miles of emptiness.

His make up was ruined, he was filthy with old perspiration, and his mouth tasted like a drunken skunk had taken a drunken dump in it.

It was quiet. Rodney was sleeping in a chair.

Of course it was always quiet.

He stood up, swayed, then staggered out to the swimming pool. The swimming pool where he had gotten his big cock stuck in the small hole of the water outlet.

The water refreshed him, and he vowed to take it easy with the Golden Monkey. Man did not live on beer alone. Unless, of course, he wanted to.

He made dinner in his parent’s kitchen. A can of Corned Beef Hash. It wasn’t much, but it was easy on his stomach.

Finally, feeling a little strength seep through his frame, he headed for…home?

That was an odd thought. But he was living in Shiela’s house now. He had moved his tooth brush into Shiela’s bathroom. And he had all his underwear there, his panties and bra, his tummy shaper, and lots of make up that Shiela had given him.

The house was empty. No sign of Shiela and Cherry. Now that was strange.

He asked the gangsters in their cells, and they didn’t know.

They were a cowed bunch, those gangsters. They had striped butts and were wearing chastity tubes. Their eyes had the thousand yard stare.

Big Nose Jim was wearing lipstick.

Danny headed upstairs. He took a quick shower, washed the chlorine of his own pool off, then made himself presentable. He applied his make up quickly and expertly. He brushed his hair into the feminine style he had adopted, and he heard the girls coming home.

He walked down the hall to the top of the stairs and watched as they staggered across the front room. They had a balding, fat man with a little mustache between them. They stripped their clothes off as they went, and stripped his clothes off and—

Fuck! Danny thought. It’s Tom Higgins!

Tom Higgins was the mayor. He was a slimy sort of politician who Danny had met at his father’s country club, but who he never really liked.

What the fuck was he doing here?

And what the fuck were the girls doing with him?

They entered the kitchen and Danny heard Cherry say, “Just wait until you see the basement! We’ve got a room all picked out for you.”

Then came the fading sounds of feet clomping down wooden steps.

Danny came down the stairs. He didn’t want to catch up to the trio, he didn’t want to see the mayor, but…what the hell?

In the kitchen he poured himself a Coke. He needed a little carbonation. As he was pouring the soft drink over ice Shiela came back up the steps. She smiled when she saw him and immediately came and kissed him and groped his chastity device.

“Oh, baby. What an afternoon. How are you feeling?”

“Headaches almost gone, but I have to ease up on the Monkey. I woke up thinking I had brain damage. What’s with hizzoner?”

His question was layered and she knew it, and answered it in depth.

“Your idea was great. We convinced him to have a couple of drinks, and he pawed us, and he came with us because he thought he was going to get lucky. Silly man. He’s going to get lucky, all right, just not in the way he thinks.

“What are you going to do to him?”

Cherry is doing it to him. Go look.”

Danny crept to the top of the stairs, down a few steps, and saw the mayor.

He was on a St Andrew’s Cross and Cherry had his balls in her hand. She was stretching them through his legs and lifting. The mayor looked sober now, and he was begging.

Cherry kissed the head of his dick, sucked it, then pushed a finger into his asshole.

The mayor gave a little screech and began protesting.

“Oh, honey,” whispered Cherry. “We’re just getting started.” She reached around and scraped his nipples with her red fingernails.

Danny heard the faint sound of music, and realized that Cherry liked to work to music. Bob Dylan was singing something about he gave her his heart but she wanted his soul.

Danny came back up the stairs.

“Wow. So…I was a little out of it. What nefarious plans did you decide on while I was out of it?”

“Well, like you said, a politician is really just a legal version of a crook, so we’re going to break him down, get all his secrets, change him into a woman, and…he’ll make sure you get all the permits you need.”

“Permits?”

She tilted her head slightly to the side. “You don’t remember? Your father said you could use the basement as long as you got—what’s wrong?”

Danny suddenly remembered the conversation with his father, and…he had been making a dungeon in the family basement.

“I…I…”

She hugged him, looked up at his face with her green, green eyes. “Honey, this is all your doing. Your plan. And it is magnificent.”

“It…it is…it…”

“Now listen, tomorrow is going to be a busy day, and today was a busy day, but we neglected you. Here you solved all our problems for us and we haven’t given you any kind of thanks.”

Danny marveled, his mind gone. “I’m going to make my dungeon into…I mean, my basement into a dungeon.”

“Yep.” She guided him up the stairs. “Matching dungeons. I’ll take one and Cherry will take the other. Did I mention we’ve got three more girls coming in? We’re going to be doing some intensive training, and we’re going to need to use all the bedroom in both houses, and the gangsters are coming in on Friday and…”

She blathered on, and Danny listened as he could, tried to make sense of it, and she led him into her bedroom.

“Now, Danny, I’m going to work you over pretty good. Are you sure you don’t want a little whiskey to soften the journey?”

He shook his head.

“Okay, but if you change your mind…lay down on the bed.”

Danny climbed up on the soft mattress. He laid on his back.

“On your belly, honey. It’s time to break…break…break you in.” She giggled.

Danny flopped over. His mind was still overwhelmed by all that was happening, and he lay on his belly, his chastity tube pointing down, and Shiela tied his wrist and ankles to the bed posts with silk scarves.

She did start off easy. She slipped a small butt plug into his ass and began scratching his body. Sometimes the scratches tickled, sometimes they made him shriek.

He began to look over his shoulder at her. There was a certain desperation in his eyes.

She reached under him and grabbed his balls in her hands. She pulled one ball one way and the other ball the other way.

His mind turned into a white hot yelp, but not a scream, She was too polished for that.

She took out the little butt plug and put a slightly bigger one in.

“We’re going to train your anus today, baby.” We should take a whole day for this, but half a night will work as well.

She lay on him, kissed him, played with his nipples. She got another plug, this one even bigger.

Danny looked at it, “Maybe I should have that drink after all?”

“My pleasure.”

Five minutes later she was back. She had a glass with a straw in it and she sat with her back against the headboard, her legs spread and her wet, hot vagina inches from his face. She lifted his head up by his hair and he sipped.

For this moment they talked idly, not thinking about what was going to happen, just two old friends exchanging the news of the day.

Then, the drink half gone and Danny happy, she went back to work.

She added more lube and wiggled the bigger plug into him.

Danny gasped. There was pain, but once it was in it was all better. It was actually a feeling of relief, and he loved the feeling of being filled to the brim.

She spanked him, and wiggled the plug, and he knew that his cock was leaking. It couldn’t not be leaking with the attention she was giving him.

She moved around the bed whipping him with the short whip she preferred. The tails striped his ass gently and she stopped every once in a while to feel his over full testicles. He might be leaking, but it felt like he was manufacturing, too. Making more cum than he was jettisoning.

His body turned into a heated swimming pool. Everything about him was boiling, and she crawled over him, pulled out his butt plug and began to fuck him.

He loved it. It was the ultimate act of love, lovingly adjusted to eke  out the essence of his heart.

She slid out of him, off him, and slapped his ass with her hand. Bare flesh on bare flesh, and while there was an extra degree of intimacy to this, there was also an extra iota of pain.

She pushed her fingers into him and turned her hand. He felt knuckles deep inside him, rubbing against his anal walls, and he finally realized a profound truth. She was fisting him.

She had done it so skillfully he hadn’t tumbled to it. Making him accept larger and larger objects, widening him with a big penis, and, finally, her hand was in him. A fist. Banging around, bumping on his prostate and making his hole sing.

He was crying for joy. He was in a state of near orgasm, that surge which climbs the mountains and sings to the heavens, but wasn’t quite able to crest the peaks.

His semen emptied out. Boy, was he emptied. Then, when he was exhausted and done, she undid his chastity tube.

She loved doing this to him, draining him of all sperm, then going for a long ride. She would collect a dozen orgasms, and he would fall more and more in love with her.

Heck, if she loved doing this to him…he really loved her doing this to him.

Her cunt was a tight fist. It wrapped around his penis and he felt like he was being pulled on, squeezed, twisted, corkscrewed into heaven.

And yet…it was hell. Not being able to cum, and yet, on the threshold of the orgasm that just…wouldn’t…pop.

Hours later she climbed off him. Her pussy was done, and she yawned. She lay down next to him and they spooned. And slept.


PART EIGHT

Danny and Rodney were sweating. It was cool in the dungeon, but they were working so hard they would have sweated in a snow storm.

“You hook this wire to this terminal?”

“Yep. This is a red wire, and it goes to the little plus sign. See it?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Rodney attached the line and the three cells in Danny’s parent’s house had electricity.

It had been three days since Danny had talked to his father, and the dungeon was almost done.

The pallet with Golden Monkey on it was almost done. The gangsters drank a lot—they needed to drink a lot, being changed into women—and there was a new pallet in the garage.

The delivery driver who had brought the pallet couldn’t keep his mouth shut when Cherry signed for the delivery. She had been wearing a chemise and high heels and bright, red lipstick when she had scribbled a signature, and she didn’t mind that the truck driver ogled her erect nipples, her moist twat.

The conversions at the Shiela’s house were going well. Big Nose Jim was losing weight, and though he looked awfully chunky in a night gown, he looked forward to every switch, every strike, and if he had to wear girly underwear to get his lovely punishments, that was okay.

The other two gangsters were even further along. One of them, Joey Gallo, was let to run around the house doing errands. Cherry said he was a natural. Perfect for feminization.

But the truly surprising item was Tom Higgins.

Tom Higgins had been here less time than the gangsters, and he insisted on wearing the tightest corsets, the brightest lipstick, and he wore high heels like he had been born in them.

“Come on, Tommy, admit it. You were crossdressing before we ever got a hold of you.”

He denied, but there was a sparkle in his eye.

And it was good that he was progressing so well. He was making phone calls to get the proper permits pushed through. He even got blank forms signed, then filled them out later.

“What about his wife?” asked Danny at one point.

“What about her?”

“Isn’t she…he’s gone and…does she care?”

“Oh, she cares a lot. But don’t worry. We’ve talked to her, explained things, and she’s on the program.

“She’s okay with her hubbie being made into a girl?”

Shiela and Sherry had laughed at him, and Cherry patted his cheek, and pulled his weenie, and said, “What woman wouldn’t want her man to become softer, more honest, a better person?”

Danny didn’t fully grok it, but there wasn’t much he could say. He saw the permits, the gangsters were all prancing around in their high heels, and…and he was getting ever more attention.

Three girls had flown in and he had picked them up. They had seen through him right away, and they complimented him on his progress. And they played with him, and spanked him, and kissed him, and even pursued him like he was a pet project.

Shiela didn’t mind, even encouraged it. She often gave the girls instructions on how to better break Danny down.

And Danny was being broken down. And changed into something more beautiful, ever more feminine.

He had lost weight. He wasn’t a thick fellow to begin with, but with the hard work and skimping on meals, his body was rail thin. And that made him perfect for what Shiela did next.

They walked into the doctor’s office and Danny looked around. He was full en femme and wearing some breast forms. He looked so womanly that the women in the office didn’t give him a second glance.

They were shown to an exam room and shortly a lady doctor entered the room.

Oddly, she gave Shiela a look, and tilted her head sightly in question. Shiela had merely given a quick nod of her head. Yet she had told Danny that she had never met the doctor before. So why did she act like she had?

But Danny didn’t have any time to wonder.

“Hop up on the exam table, Danny.”

Danny sat on the table, and he was subjected to a very intense exam.

He was listened to with a stethoscope, prodded, poked and his mouth was looked into.

Then he was told to bend over and the good doctor poked and prodded him up there. She was gentle, much more gentle then Shiela or Cherry, but she was feeling every square inch of him.

He sighed. It felt good, and the doc glanced at Shiela and smiled. Shiela grinned back.

Then the doctor had him lie down on his back and she felt every square inch of his chest.

“I see no reason why not,” she said to Shiela.

“Let’s do it then.”

The doctor left the office for a moment and Danny asked, “What is she going to do.”

“Honey, you’re about to get your first set of tits.”

“What?”

“They won’t be humungous, that will come with time, but first we have to stretch you out, accommodate you to the extra weight and feel. These are just going to be injections, vacation boobs they’re called, but in a few months we’ll get you some real implants.”

Danny stared at her. This was real. He hadn’t thought about this. A part of him told him that he still had choice. And he did. But his choice was to go along with his love.

The doctor returned and a nurse wheeled in a tray with a couple of bottles on it and a pack of long needles.

Danny watched as the doctor injected the solution into his chest.

“Make sure you wear a bra. All times. Don’t go bouncing around. You need to develop your muscles to handle the extra weight.”

“Uh, okay.” He could see the slight rise of boobs on his chest.

“I want you to massage three times a day with vitamin E. We’ll avoid any stretch marks, heal any that do happen.”

The boobs were getting bigger. The doctor moved around the table, injecting more and more of the solution into his chest.

“No rough sex for a week. If you experience anything out of the ordinary call me right away.”

“Okay.”

Danny walked out of the office with a full bra. And a full dress. And a head that was swimming with the new experience.

He was a women. He looked like a woman, he dressed like a woman, he smelled like a woman, he had boobs and he even fucked like a woman.

He liked it.

He had never felt so powerful and confident. Men on the street watched him, sometimes not so surreptitiously, and there was admiration in their eyes.

Most women looked at him with jealousy in their eyes. And a few looked at him boldly and appraised him.

The next day was Friday.

They thought about doing the water trick again, getting the gangsters to stand in a puddle of water and electrifying them, but the dungeon now had too much furniture in it. If the water touched a bolt to one of the horses it would screw everything up. If the gangsters walked around the furniture they might not be in a close enough group to handle efficiently.

Heck, if one of them was left handed that might present a problem.

So they decided to go with the basic threat of puncturating the thugs.

Big Nose Jim received a text at six o’clock.

We’re here.

Wearing blue panties with white ribbons and a training bra, nylons and a garter. He crossed the room with a click, click, click.

“Whacha want me to say.”

“Enunciation, Jimmy. Pronounce each word correctly.

“What do you want me to say.”

Cherry beamed and kissed his cheek. “Wonderful.” She told him the address, and that they should just come up and knock on the door.

A half hour later a limo pulled up and three half drunk gangsters got out.

They had been told that Shiela had been caught and there was no problem. It was all going to be a party.

So they drank from a bottle of whiskey and sauntered up the walk.

One of the new girls opened the door. She grinned broadly and beckoned them to enter. Since she was nearly naked and hotter than a hot dog on the grill, they followed her into the house.

Shiela and Cherry were in a closet holding pistols. Danny was in the kitchen holding an automatic rifle.

“Hey, where’s da boss?”

Cherry and Shiela stepped out and pointed their pistols.

Danny stepped to of the kitchen and held the rifle on the thugs.

“Please get on your knees.”

The thugs were caught.

Normally, if this had been guys, they would have yanked their gats and started blasting. But since these were women, and they were asking politely, the gangsters weren’t as panicked as they might have been. Following directions they knelt and clasped their hands behind their heads.

“Hey! What gives?

“Where’s Big Nose?”

“What the fuck?”

They were handcuffed and stood up and marched down to the basement.

Shiela brought out a large knife, very sharp, and began cutting off their clothes.

“Hey! This cost me a bundle!”

“That’s fucking Eye-talian silk!

“You bitch!”

The clothes in rags, now naked, the men were each laid over a horse, and the instruction began.

Shiela being the best at converting men, she offered the instruction and Cherry went around to fine tune the procedure.

“You need to put the chastity tube on now. They’ll be too excited later.”

The new girls grabbed the men’s packages and put a ring around them.

“Be careful not to—“

“OW!”

“Pinch skin. Now slip the tube over the peter…”

“Hey!”

“Hands off!”

And the men were suddenly imprisoned. At least, their cocks were.

“When I get out of here…”

Shiela slapped the thug’s ass with a belt.

“HEY!”

“Choosing the right type of tool is very important. You don’t want to cut the skin, except under special circumstances.” If you wish to cut choose a light, thin, flexible instrument. I’m using a broad belt now because…”

The girls listened avidly.

“Now you try.”

The girls each had a thug to work on, and they wielded the belts with elan. The thugs howled and screamed and threatened to kill the girls, their families, and even their cats and goldfishes.

A threat by a manacled man, however, lacks teeth.

“Now then, this area is called the gluteus medius. Avoid that. Not enough sensation, and we don’t want to risk hitting the kidneys. One of the best areas is the hamstrings. Guaranteed, you can reduce a man to a howling puddle of piss with just a few strokes.But we don’t want to do that. We want to take it nice and slow, build on the pain slowly, and let him know that you love him.”

The girls all bent to their assigned gangsters and rubbed their asses, felt their nipples, massaged their balls. Shortly the gangsters were sighing in relief.

“When the man is relaxed he is receptive. The trick is to keep him receptive, and the secret to this is to love him. Let him know this is for his own good.”

The lesson continued, and Danny and Rodney headed upstairs. They weren’t going to be converting men to feminization so, while it was interesting, it was more interesting to have a drink and watch some porn.

The following day Shiela called Danny and Cherry to a special meeting.

“Okay, we’ve got six gangsters. We’ve got six cells. When we get six more gangsters, however, Hotel Danny will be filled up.

“Hotel Danny?” Danny grinned.

“Better than Hotel Beat Their Ass Till It Bleeds.”

“Well, I guess.”

They all chuckled, and Cherry asked, “So you’re asking about future expansion?”

“I am.”

Danny’s brows knit very slightly.

“So what are you suggesting?”

“A warehouse.”

They looked at her in astonishment.

“Wait a minute,” asked Danny.

“Why?”

“That’s…how many gangsters do you know?”

“There’s Big Nose Jim’s outfit, which is actually a part of Dandy Scalone’s outfit.”

‘Dandy Scalone?’ Danny mouthed.

“He’ll have at least fifty hoods that we’ll have to catch and convert.”

Danny was now shaking his head, the girls looked at him.

“Do you have enough girls to convert that many? Do you have enough money?”

“I know enough girls, and the girls I know know girls…girls won’t be a problem.”

“But what about food and cells! That’s going to take a lot of money!”

“Not as much as you might think. After all, we’re not paying rent, and we’re not feeding these mugs cracked lobster and caviar.”

“But…that’s still…”

Danny blathered on for a minute, and the girls let him. Then Shiela stopped him with a finger to his red lips. “What’s wrong, Danny?”

“This started out as a lark. Now it’s a movement.”

“Does that scare you?”

“I don’t know if scare is the right word. Maybe unnerves? Overwhelms?”

“But so far it’s worked out all right. Hasn’t it?”

“Well, yeah. But you’ve got the mayor down there, and you’re planning to take on the whole mafia, and more politicians, and…I don’t know…I don’t know.”

“Danny, let me explain something. For the length of mankind’s history men have been in charge. Sure, a couple of matriarchal societies, a few Joan of Arc instances, but it’s been predominately men, right?”

“Well…yeah.” He realized that he was begrudging the answer. And then he realized that it was because he was a man, and he didn’t want to cop to the world of warfare that earth was.

“And for the length of mankind’s history women have stood in the background.”

He was silent.

“But we haven’t been idle. Did you know there is a secret society, a sisterhood, that has been building for hundreds of years. Most of the time we have to let you knuckleheads go off and conduct your wars, have your mafia and cartel and secret orders, but we chafe. We are tired of it.”

“But…”

“Wait. Let me finish. Then I’ll prove it to you.”

He turned his head ever so slightly.

“When we started this…when we took the gangsters prisoner I contacted the ladies in charge of this secret society. We had started converting them, and…you’re right, it was a lark…but the Ladies Secret Society gave us the go ahead. Women have become empowered. While men devolve through wars women have become enlightened, and perhaps it is time to take over, the right the situation, to end the wars, to have peace on earth.”

“So you’re going to feminize every man on earth?” He was really getting overwhelmed. This talk of a secret society ready to take over the earth…it was nuts.

“We would if we had to, but we don’t have to. All we have to do is isolate the important men.

The mayor, greedy, gluttonous, little weasel that he is, is an important man. He made himself a leader, and now we control him. If we can find enough men like him…then…then we control the world.

“You’re going to feminize the President of the United States?” He was grasping at straws.

“If we have to. But we only need 51 senators. Between feminization and the endless amounts of cash that will become available to us as we tap into their fortunes, we should be able to control the whole Congress, the Supreme court justices, all sorts of bureaucrats.”

Cherry blurted, “The judges already wear dresses.”

Shiela laughed at that. Then: “You’re an important man, Danny.”

“I’m a college kid!”

“You are smart enough to be a woman. You started all this, if you think about it, and you provided solutions and expansion, and…we need you, Danny.”

“To fill warehouses with sex horses and St .Andrews Crosses.”

“That, but really a lot more. We need your imagination, your uniquely male viewpoint. Yes, you’re a woman now, but you still understand things from a male viewpoint. What you are presenting us with now is a male viewpoint. Just listening to your objections we are growing in our understanding of what needs to be done. We need you, Danny. And, really, you don’t have that much choice.”

Danny found himself sitting on the couch. His legs had just sort of bent and deposited him there. Interestingly, though he was mind blasted, he was thinking.

Shiela had hinted at a secret society, and he had thought it was a laugh.

And they had a basement full of thugs they were converting rather easily.

He said, “Everybody wears a dress. And make up. And has long hair.”

Cherry nodded. Shiela just watched him.

He looked up. “You said something about prove.”

“I did. Come with me.”

Danny followed her, and she went outside.

Outside? But what the…?

They went out to the sidewalk, turned right, and went to the neighbor’s house.

They walked up the walk and Shiela knocked on the door.

They heard a shuffling of feet, slow, then the rattle of a chain. The door opened a crack, then swung back.

Martha Tilden was a nice, quiet, little, old lady. She had a bun of grandmother hair on her head. She wore thick glasses. She wore a dress that bulged a bit as she was a bit chubby. She looked like the kind of little, old lady who baked too many apple pies…then ate them.

“Why, hello, Shiela.” She smiled in that empty headed way of hers. Her little white doggie, all fluffy with a pink ribbon, came up and growled.

“Quiet down, Oscar,” she murmured.

The dog sat, but kept growling. He seemed to be growling at Danny.

Danny had often seen her walking her dog. Smelling the flowers, getting confused when the dog ran around her and wrapped her in leash. She was the quintessential absent-minded granny type.

“Hi, Martha. Can we come in for a moment?”

“Why, of course. Come in…come in…”

She led the way, shuffling along. Her poochie snapped at Danny, but didn’t draw blood.

The living room was filled with old furniture. There was a claw foot couch with velvet cushions the color of Grey Poupon. There were end tables with lamps that shone their yellow light through the yellowed shades. The rug was faded and showed places where it had been patched. The magazines on the end table were about knitting and gardening.

They all sat down, Danny sinking onto a broken spring on the couch. He realized that the old lady had maneuvered him onto that cushion.

“Why, Danny. I haven’t seen you for the longest time. Are you out of high school, yet?”

Before Danny could answer Shiela said. “We’d like to show him the communications center.”

Martha’s head snapped around and her eyes focused, sharpened, and the atmosphere in the room suddenly became harsh.

Then: “Why whatever are you…” Martha tried to bumble it through.

“I’ve got orders. Danny is a very important person and we need him.”

The atmosphere sharpened again. Martha, not sounding old at all, snapped, “And what do you do if he can’t cut it? He is just a man, after all.”

“Lock him in one of the dungeons he’s built until everything is over.”

Danny’s head was swiveling back and forth.

Martha glared at Shiela, then Cherry, then simply acquiesced. She stood up. “Come along.”

She led the way to a back room. She unlocked the door and Danny was ushered inside.

Computers. Monitors. Maps tacked to the walls. Books by popular feminists on shelves.

The Feminine Mystique by Betty Friedan.

The Woman’s Bible by Elizabeth Cady Stanton.

The Handmaiden’s Conspiracy by Donna Howell.

And more, more, more.

Videos. CDs. Even old Eight track cassettes.

And it was all about women. Liberating women. Empowering women. How to educate women.

Not a thing about men in the place.

But if men were converted, were feminized, they would be reading these books.

Men’s books would no longer be allowed.

Oh, porn would be allowed, for that was a great way of controlling men. But books about war would be outlawed. Whole militaries would be out of business.

All mankind would be ruled by coffee klatch.

But would that be bad?

No more war?

An organization of mankind dedicated to peace?

Children raised in sane houses, no more politicians lying as they reached into people’s pockets, peace and prosperity everywhere.

Would that be bad?

The girls walked Danny home. Wisely, they said nothing. He was shell shocked, stunned, and he needed time for his fragile psyche to absorb what he had learned.

They went upstairs and to bed.

They lay on the bed, the girls on either side of him. Staring at him, not touching, just waiting.

Interestingly, Danny’s mind was not moving so much as absorbing. Things were settling in. And when everything was settled he would make a decision.

Though, truth, he had already made a decision.

He said: “What’s going to happen to me.”

Shiela responded: “You’ll be the first man. You’ll be famous. Every woman will want to sleep with you.”

Cherry grinned: “Or at least beat you and fist you till you cum.”

Danny grunted, and said: “Okay. Let’s do this.”

The girls celebrated by rolling over on him, both of them, and kissing him, groping him, loving him.

And Danny, buried under an avalanche of feminine flesh, felt a curious exuberance.

It was going to be okay.

The world was going to be okay.
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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!
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