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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Everybody on the floor!” BANG! BANG! 
 
    Stunned, I froze, except for my head which swiveled towards the source of the gunshots. 
 
     I was walking across the big lobby, between the door to the cages and Joe Samps’ office. He’s the president of United Banks, and I was bringing him $10,000. Small bills. In a little bank bag, the kind you put in the night deposit bag. He had just made a loan to one of our oldest customers, Tom Wheeler, of Wheeler’s Wheels, the fancy hub cap place over on fourth street. 
 
    The man who had fired his gun into the air was slender, about my height, and dressed all in black. He wore a nylon over his face, but even from ten feet away, and in the middle of the shock of it all, I recognized him. 
 
    Around me people were diving to the floor. Laying down and spreading their arms out or just covering their heads. 
 
    The young man with the gun moved towards me. “I said everybody on the floor! On your faces! Don’t fucking move!” 
 
    “Tommy?” I whispered. 
 
    And Tommy Johnson finally focused his eyes on me. And I knew he recognized me. He should. We had been neighbors for 12 years growing up, and for the last year we had been living together. Until he had left. Just left. I came home and he was gone. Broke my heart. And here he was again. Waving a gun in a bank. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whispered, knowing he was busted. 
 
    So he did the only thing he could do, he held the gun to my head and backed up, out of the bank, with me holding $10,000. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” he screamed. “What the fuck were you doing there?” 
 
    We had left the bank, hopped into a car which wasn’t his, and driven away like gangbusters. He screamed around corners on two wheels, was doing over a hundred, and was yelling at me. 
 
    “I got transferred last week. But what the fuck were you doing there?” 
 
    I wasn’t shy in my volume, either. I loved the damned guy, and here he was…knocking over banks! 
 
    He didn’t say anything. Which wasn’t surprising. He was always sort of a shy guy, and I tended to push him around a little, which made his aggressive bank robber act even stranger. 
 
    “Take off that stupid nylon!” 
 
    He ripped it off his face and threw it at me. “It’s yours, anyway. I took it when I left.” 
 
    And here is where it got sort of funny. I mean, he was robbing a bank, had taken me hostage, and I shifter over to, “Why did you leave me, anyway?” 
 
    He still didn’t say anything. 
 
    I studied him. Same old Tommy. Slender but strong body. Thin face with a narrow chin. Lips a little plump. Long lashes. 
 
    And I loved him. I loved the smell of him. I loved the way he kissed me. I loved the way he treated me so nicely, even when I was a bit of a bitch. 
 
    And, oh yes, I could be a bitch. But, considering the situation now, I wondered if being a bitch was the right thing. After all, he had left me…was it because I was a bitch? 
 
    “Tommy,” I spoke low, without anger, and I leaned towards him and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “What,” he answered sullenly, a spoiled, little boy. Caught. But at least he had said something. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Turner road. I can leave this car at an abandoned shack up there and take my motorcycle over the trails to Westville. I live there now.” 
 
    I watched him drive. Watched the way he pulled the wheel, feathered the gas. He was good with driving, and especially with motorcycles. Being light and having quick reflexes, he had a talent for the big machines. 
 
    “Okay. I guess it’s pretty obvious that I’m going with you. Can we have a talk.” 
 
    “We’re talking,” he complained. 
 
    “I know, but I’ll keep my voice down, I’ll listen, and I won’t get on you, no matter what you say.” 
 
    He glanced at me quickly, then returned his attention to the road. We were winding through turns as fast as the Road Runner farts, and we were only a few minutes from the abandoned shack he had spoken of. 
 
    “I mean it. I know my tongue can be like a cat’s claws, and I promise I’ll control it. Cross my heart with pinkie shake fingers.” 
 
    He sighed, and I knew I was getting through to him. 
 
    “So, first things first, any explanation is appreciated, how come you’re robbing banks?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    I wanted to raise my voice then, but I held myself in check, and I realized something. I realized, watching Tommy hold on to himself, watching how he responded to the soft touch, that it had, indeed, been my flesh peeling ways that had driven him off. 
 
    “I know why you left me,” I said. “And I’m sorry. I should never let the bitch out. You don’t need me screaming at you or treating you like shit.” 
 
    Now he really glanced at me. 
 
    Then we were at the shack. There was a tree next to it, a big, old oak, and he slid the car under the thickest part. No helicopter would be able to find it. 
 
    “Come on,” he leaped out of the car. 
 
    Oddly, I was still carrying the bag with $10,000 in it. I looked at it as I followed him, and gave a mental shrug. $10,000. WTF. 
 
    His bike was inside the shack. It was his pride and joy. A Yamaha R-1. 180 MPH. I didn’t normally ride with him because, honestly, he was just too fast. But now I climbed on and held on. He took the money sack and slipped it inside his shirt and buttoned up. Then we were off. 
 
    I have never gone so fast in my life. He was riding on dirt roads with street tires, he slipped this way and that, he sailed over ruts, and the speedometer was always over 100. In the hills. On fire trails. 
 
    And I remembered the other reason I didn’t go riding with him. The vibrations through the seat shook my pussy, and I started to feel it. It was like riding a big dildo. A vibrating dildo. One of those Sybian machines. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, and I clasped my hands over his hard belly. I was going to have to hang on. 
 
    The shimmy worked its way through my groin, I felt the first waves start up. Sitting as I was it was like waves were washing through my hips, making me weak. 
 
    Tommy suddenly realized what was happening. He slowed down, held one of my forearms with his own hand, and the first orgasm hit me. 
 
    “Oh! Fuck!” I yelled against his back. My hips lurched and my arms got weak. He held me fast. Then it was over. 
 
    That was the thing, the orgasms hit hard and fast, but they didn’t last long. I would be given a couple of minutes before the next one hit. 
 
    Tommy laughed. He yelled over his shoulder, “If I get caught it’s because you can’t control your pussy!” 
 
    I would have laughd, but I was too weak. I refastened my hands around him. 
 
    He sped up, then slowed down, then stopped. We were on a switchback. We looked down and saw a cop car speeding long the road. He was heading to Westville, and he was going to cut us off. 
 
    “My parent’s house,” I said. “They’re on vacation.” 
 
    He did a half donut, me hanging on the back, and headed to the last cut off, in a second we were winding down the mountain side, heading back to the town where he had just robbed a bank. 
 
    I think, if I had asked him then, he would have let me off. He knew I would never turn him in. He would have done it. But I didn’t ask him. Heck, I loved him, and he was in my arms, and there was a part of me that didn’t want to let him go. Ever. 
 
    We arrived at the bottom, cut across the road when there weren’t any cars, and zoomed through the woods. We were on more of a path than a road, but Tommy kept his speed up. Fifteen minutes later we were at my parent’s house. 
 
    My parents live on a cul de sac, and the houses on that street have large back yards. He turned off the motor and coasted down a slight decline, then onto the back patio. He was under the awning, out of sight, and we were safe. And I had managed not to have any more orgasms. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, getting off the bike. He didn’t look at me, just walked to the back door and stopped. The door was locked. 
 
    “I’ll go through the front. Hold tight.” 
 
    I circled the house, found the key under the pot, and entered the house. I closed the door and locked it behind me. 
 
    My home. The place where I grew up. And now the place where I hid out with bank robbers on the run. 
 
    I opened the back sliding door and Tommy entered. 
 
    It was cool in the house, and Tommy looked around. He was probably confused. He had never imagined ending up here. I was a done deal in his life. Or was I? 
 
    If I had driven him off with bitchiness…couldn’t I get him back with kindness? 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    “I’m going to fix a couple of sandwiches. Why don’t you watch TV? 
 
    So he did. He sank on the leather couch in the TV room and picked up the remote and I heard the TV mumble into life as I put together a couple of tuna sandwiches. An after thought, but a good one, I raided Daddy’s liquor cabinet and poured us a couple of drinks. Him stiff, the way he liked it. Me not so stiff, though I probably needed one. 
 
    “Here go,” I placed his sandwich in front of him, along with the frosty glass of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He looked at the glass, then at me. “Thanks,” he said, as he took a drink. 
 
    I went back for my sandwich and drink, and by the time I got back he was done with his sandwich and half done with his drink. 
 
    “What’s happening on TV?” 
 
    “Just showing the inside of the bank.” 
 
    I could see Mr Samps talking to a cop. The tellers were clustered at the far end of the bank, talking quietly amongst themselves. 
 
    “What about me?” 
 
    “They’re looking for you.” 
 
    Pause. 
 
    Then he put his head into his hands and moaned, “What the fuck have I done?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything for a long time. Then I picked up the remote and turned off the TV. I faced him. 
 
    He looked up at me, “What?” 
 
    “I know you don’t want to, but we have to talk. So, you want another drink? Or can we get started?” 
 
    “I’d like another drink,” he mumbled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “So, how come?” 
 
    He was sipping his whiskey, and looking down, and he didn’t speak. I knew this was going to be rough for him, so I started it. I laughed, and he looked up. 
 
    “You scared the crap out of me, shooting a gun like that! I actually saw some plaster come down.” 
 
    He grinned ruefully. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Where’d you get the gun?” 
 
    “It was my brother’s.” 
 
    His brother had died in the war. Fuck. 
 
    He pulled out the gun and placed it on the coffee table. It was a revolver. Six shots. He had spent two at the bank. Interestingly, I knew a little about guns. Not a lot, but daddy was a big gun buff, and I had picked up a little from him. 
 
    “How come you didn’t get a Glock? Six shots isn’t enough when…when things get gnarly.” 
 
    “I didn’t have the money,” again with the mumbling. 
 
    “Is that why you robbed the bank? For the money?” 
 
    “I…I didn’t…” he clammed up again. 
 
    “Is that it, Tommy? Did you rob a bank just to—“ 
 
    His head snapped up and he yelled, “I did it because of you.” 
 
    I froze. He never got mad, hadn’t raised his voice the whole year we lived together. 
 
    Finally uncorked, he continued, “You treated me like shit! Everything was Tommy to do this! Tommy, why did you do that? Tommy you need to get your thumb out of your ass and…” 
 
    And his anger drained away, or at least was stoppered up again. 
 
    My face was white, and I knew that it really was my fault. He just wanted the money so he could get away. From me. I had been a bitch. But…I loved him. 
 
    “Tommy?” 
 
    “What,” surly, shattered, a good man ruined by a stupid woman. 
 
    “Can you do me a favor?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but he was listening. 
 
    I stood up. “Come with me.” I held out my hand. 
 
    He looked up at me but didn’t move. 
 
    “It won’t take long, but I’ve got to…I need this favor.” 
 
    He finally took my hand. I walked, almost dragging him along, down the hall and into my parent’s bedroom. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    For answer I began taking my clothes off. 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    “Tommy, I’m the stupidest person in the world. I had the best man in the world and I treated him like shit.” 
 
    “I don’t want to…” 
 
    But he did. The bulge in his pants betrayed him. 
 
    “Then you’re going to watch me get myself off. But I’d rather you did it.” 
 
    He stood, unable to run, unable to move forward. 
 
    I took my bra off, my boobs fell out and I sighed. I began to shimmy out of my skirt. 
 
    “I need this, Tommy. I fucked you over, and now I need to make up for it. I need you to take me. To fuck me. To use me any way you want. I’ve got a lot to make up for.” 
 
    He was looking at me with haunted eyes. All the times I had mistreated him, spoken meanly to him, all those times were revealed in his brown eyes. 
 
    “Tommy.” I was naked now. I stood before him, I’m a good looking woman, even if my tongue is a little too sharp. “I apologize for every mean thing I ever said to you. I will spend the rest of my life making up for how stupid I’ve been. But you’ve got to help me. Tears were coming out of my eyes now. And the longer it took him to move, the more the tears would flow. I really didn’t want a major break down. I held out my hand and begged. “Tommy?” 
 
    And he finally came to me. He took a small step, then he rushed, and then we were holding each other. I was crying. He was crying. And I began to rip his clothes off him. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I sobbed, then I had his shirt off and was fumbling with his pants. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, and I think he was talking about the bank robbery thing.  
 
    Then I had his pants off. His penis was straight out, big and beautiful, the head purple and the shaft thick and veined. I sank to my knees and kissed him. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    I said, “You kept it shaved, thank you.” 
 
    I slobbered over him then, deep throating him, holding his balls with one hand and stroking the shaft with the other. 
 
    He started moving his hips back and forth, then he reached down and lifted me up. We fell on the bed, I scootched back and he scrambled to stay between my knees, and then I felt that heavenly touch of his cock against my cunt. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I moaned. I reached down and grabbed his penis, put it between the labia. I was moist, I needed him, I needed him to penetrate me, to assert ownership of me, to make me complete. 
 
    He shoved, and it was done, we were locked together. The world was shut out and all we could do was hold our breath and stare at each other. 
 
    For a long moment we just stayed that way, glorying in the lush sensation of cock and pussy, then I kissed him, and he began to drive into me. 
 
    I kissed his lips, tears still streaming from my eyes. I chewed on his mouth. I gobbled his lips and sucked on his tongue. All the while he wiggled and moved, pushed and pulled, and scoured out my depths with that wonderful, big cock of his. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself, my hips were bucking, meeting his downward thrusts with upward tilts. 
 
    He suckled my tits, pulling on my nipples with his mouth until I thought they would near fall off. He gripped my boobs with his hands and squeezed, and he pushed so hard with his penis that I was being shoved across the bed. 
 
    “Fuck,” I breathed out in wonder, reveling in the fact of finally feeling him open me up again. I had missed this so much, and I wondered, not for the last time, how I could have been so stupid as to drive him off. 
 
    And then the orgasm hit. It was hard, and it was fast, and I felt all my muscles clamp down. Little earthquakes rippled through my groin, and I felt him holding on, riding the whirlwind. 
 
    Then, just when I was done, starting to come down, he let loose. I felt his hips drive into me, and his cock felt like it was halfway up to my chest. His fluid started to spew, and I just held on, clamped my legs around him, and drank his essence into my body. 
 
    Then we were done, lying next to each other, staring at the ceiling, and I knew it was time to do some serious talking. We had to figure out how to get out of this bank robbery thing. 
 
      
 
    We sat on the couch and watched TV. We were both naked and hugging and not wanting to let each other go. His cock was a bit slimy, so I cleaned it with my mouth. I was dripping his juices, so he got down and cleaned me out. And we went back to watching TV, like an old married couple, except we weren’t watching Grey’s Anatomy, or the Kardashians. We were watching the aftermath of a bank robbery. 
 
    The big news stations were there now, and Tommy’s crime was being dissected, piece by piece. 
 
    “The robber abandoned his stolen car at this shack off Fire Trail 43. Police are looking for fingerprints or other evidence of DNA, but thus far…” 
 
    Tommy hadn’t left DNA He had worn a cap, and gloves, and he hadn’t even put his arm on an armrest. They wouldn’t find anything there. 
 
    “…no trace of the hostage, Kimberly Janssen.” A picture of me on the screen. It looked like they had taken it out of my high school yearbook. 
 
    “…surrounding the area. Units from…” 
 
    “I really fucked it this time,” Tommy was absolutely miserable. The joy from our coupling was evaporating fast as he watched the law make a circle and close in. 
 
    “No. I’ve got a plan.” 
 
    “To get me out of this?” 
 
    “Yes. And, trust me, it’ll work.” 
 
    He looked at me. “What kind of a plan?” 
 
    “Well, first I have to turn myself in. I’m surprised the cops haven’t shown up here, but they will. So I need you to hide in my room for a while. No lights. No TV. 
 
    “I’ll walk back to the road and stumble around. When they’ve picked me up they’ll interrogate me, and then let me go. I figure I can get back here tonight. Can you hold out that long?” 
 
    “But they’re making a big circle. They’re looking for a guy on a motorcycle. They figured out I dropped off the car and took a bike. It’s only a matter of time until they check out this house, and then they’ll have me.” 
 
    “No, they won’t. I’m going to disguise you, then I can drive you out right under their noses. Once you get back to your apartment you can hang out until everything cools down. Let yourself be seen. Then we’ll get back together.” 
 
    “Disguise me, eh? How’s that going to work?” 
 
    “Trust me. I don’t have time now, I have to get picked up, and I should have the money with me. Okay?” 
 
    Tommy nodded. 
 
    So, an hour later, holding the bag with $10,000 in it, I stumbled out onto the road and started limping towards town. I had rolled in the dirt and even dragged my forearms on the ground until they were scraped raw. It wasn’t two minutes before a cop skidded to a stop next to me. 
 
    “Kimberly Janssen?” came the loudspeaker. 
 
    I turned and ran, limping towards the cop car. “Help me! I got away! Help me!” 
 
    And, five minutes after that, I was being driven through town to the police station. 
 
    I described the robber to the police. Red hair. Tommy had brown. I didn’t know what kind of motorcycle he drove because I had jumped out of the car before he abandoned it. I had rolled down an embankment and he had stopped for a second, then roared off. 
 
    He was slender, couldn’t get around that, and his eyes were blue. Tommy’s were brown. 
 
    A doctor came in and looked at me. Wanted to take me to the hospital, but I just wanted to go home. 
 
    The newspapers wanted to interview me. After all, I was a hero. I had not only escaped, but I had brought the money back to the bank. 
 
    But I shook my head and said I was just going to go home, and then hide out at a friend’s house. 
 
    The cops understood, and a cop drove me to my apartment on 4th street, and now the fun started. 
 
    I cleaned myself up and waited until dusk, then I set off for my parent’s house. 
 
    It was a five mile walk, and I entertained myself by trying to stay out of sight. Since I had grown up in Pittsville I knew the town inside and out, and I made the five mile walk in just under three hours. It was ten o’clock when I finally limped through the front door. And I was limping because I was sore from such a long walk, not from jumping out of a moving car, which had been fiction. 
 
    “Tommy?” I called. 
 
    He ran down the hall and hugged me. God, he felt good. 
 
    We ate dinner, watched ourselves on TV a little more, and studied how the police were putting up barricades. 
 
    “I could probably hike across country,” mused Tommy, at one point. 
 
    “My way is safer.” 
 
    “Okay.” He studied me. I still hadn’t told him what I had in mind. “So when are we going to make the Great Escape?” 
 
    “Right after Mr. Thompson checks on the house. He and daddy always watch each others houses when they go on vacations. He should be over pretty soon, what with us having the lights on.” 
 
    Tommy watched TV then, and I got things ready. Inside, I was feeling a little glee. Not only was I making up to my boyfriend for having been mean to him, I was saving his ass. And I was saving it in a way that turned me on. 
 
    Really turned me on. 
 
    I had been wanting to do this for ages, but Tommy always scoffed and backed away. Well, he had no choice now. 
 
    Knock. Knock. 
 
    “Hi,” Tommy said, opening the door.  
 
    I was hurrying down the hall and heard Mr. Thomson ask, “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m—“ 
 
    “He’s Tommy, Mr. Thompson. My boyfriend.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh! Kimberly! I saw you on the news. Are you all right?” 
 
    I had known Mr. Thompson for a dozen years. He had even taken me to the hospital when Daddy had his heart attack. 
 
    “I have never been so scared in my life!” 
 
    “And you really jumped out of a moving car?” 
 
    “Well, the robber had to slow down for a corner…I was pretty lucky.” 
 
    “I’ll say! So are you just going to hang out here?” 
 
    “Tommy said he’d come over and take care of me. I really just need a little sleep.” 
 
    “Well, just call if you need anything.” 
 
    “I will.” I gave a small yawn. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Tommy. Take care of Kimberly. She’s our favorite neighbor.” 
 
    Tommy said he would, then the door was closed, and we were ready for my plan. 
 
     
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    “Take a shower, and use this. Don’t get it on your head or eyebrows.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Nair. It’ll wash your hair off. It’ll feel good when you’re really baby naked.” 
 
    “Baby naked,” he mused, then he looked at me. “And this is the plan? To disguise me by getting rid of my body hair?” 
 
    “It’s the start. Now, get to washing.” I slapped his ass and he headed for the bathroom. 
 
    I had my make up ready, and some undergarments. What I didn’t have Momma had, so all I really needed was some kind of dress. 
 
    That’s right. Tommy was going over to the other side. And it was going to be fun. I was already feeling a little moist down there at the thought of prettying him up. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Tommy was out of the shower, looking down at his hairless limbs. “Man, this is weird.” 
 
    “But cool, eh?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    I shook his dick. “Mr. Hard On says so. 
 
    He blushed, and I loved it. Seeing a boy turn red always turned me on. And I realized something. 
 
    I treated Tommy like crap, and I should have been just embarrassing him. Making him blush. Then I would have got turned on, and he wouldn’t have felt so bad. 
 
    “Okay, let’s cream you up.” I had a big bottle of skin softener, and I squirted a big dollop in my hands and started smoothing it over him. 
 
    “Yikes! It’s cold!” 
 
    I laughed and slapped a big glob on his nuts. He jumped, then laughed. He was having fun, and that was a good sign. 
 
    As I put softener on the rest of his body he said, “So how is soft skin going to get me away from the cops?” 
 
    “Simple. They’re looking for a man.” 
 
    He got it fast, but it took a long second to percolate through him. 
 
    “Wait a minute.” 
 
    “I won’t wait, but go ahead and tell me you don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “You’d rather get caught and spend ten years in prison.” I grabbed his dick and pulled him to me. I whispered fiercely into his face. “You expect me to wait ten years for this dick?” 
 
    “Well, but…I’m a man!” 
 
    “Not in an hour. Within one hour—well, maybe two—I’m going to have you looking prettier than me.” 
 
    There was a look of fear in his eyes then. He really was scared. 
 
    “Are you scared of being a woman? Tommy? Tell me the truth.” 
 
    It took a while for it to come out, but it did. “I’m not the biggest guy, and I’ve got…soft features. Kids used to pick on me.” 
 
    I grinned. Zingo bingo. Right where I wanted him. 
 
    “Do you think I’m going to pick on you?” 
 
    “Well, no.” 
 
    “And, here’s the kicker, what if you did get caught? Nobody’s going to pick on you. Everybody will think you’re some sort of criminal mastermind. 
 
    Oh, baby, that did it. I could see the light in his eyes. 
 
    “And you can really do this? Make me look like a woman?” 
 
    “Does the pope shit in the woods?” 
 
    He giggled. Not laughed, but giggled, and I knew that I had finally tapped in on the source of Tommy’s problems. He wasn’t one of these big jock types, he was a gentle soul, and he had been abused. 
 
    And I knew there was something soft and feminine inside Tommy that wanted to come out. And that was his real fear. That was why he drove like a maniac. That was why he took chances, even robbed a bank. He was trying to prove he was a man…when he was a gentle person, and all he really needed was love. 
 
    “Honey,” I kissed him soft and slow. I stroke him. “Are you man enough to be a woman?” 
 
    And he started to grin. Not one of those half assed grins. Not a concealing type of grin. But a real, soul revealing grin. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s put on your clothes, and then I’ll fix your make up.” 
 
    Tommy struggled into my mother’s corset, thank God I didn’t need one, and I helped tie it tight. 
 
    “Uh!” He grunted as I pulled the last string. “Does it have to be that tight? I can’t breath.” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths,” I muttered as I tied it off. “And look at the mirror.” 
 
    Tommy turned and stared. “Geez, is that really me?” 
 
    He had a perfect hourglass shape, minus the boobs. But I’d take care of that. 
 
    “Okay, sit down and let’s roll up these nylons.” 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and watched as I encased his legs in electric smoothness. 
 
    “Man, that feels…” 
 
    “Good?” 
 
    “Sexy! Why don’t guys wear these?” 
 
    “‘Cause they’re not as smart as you,” and I snapped the nylons in place. “Okay, put this on,” I tossed him my mother’s bra. She had bigger tits than I, and she had a pair of D breast forms. Poor girl had gone through a double mastectomy. 
 
    Tommy fouled the bra all up and I started laughing. He started to look sullen, but I laughed him right out of it. “How are you supposed to know?” I asked, as I turned it around and showed him how to pull it up over his tits. If he had tits. 
 
    “Okay, but—“ 
 
    “But you thought I was laughing at you.” 
 
    He actually looked sheepish at that point. Another endearing look I loved. I kissed him softly. “Tommy? Love? If you knew how hot this was making me you wouldn’t worry about me laughing at you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I took his hand and mashed it into my groin. “Feel.” 
 
    His eyes opened wide. “You really are wet!” 
 
    “Any wetter and they’d have to follow me with a mop.” 
 
    He laughed at that, and I put on his face and pouted. “Are you laughing at me?” which made him laugh harder. 
 
    “Okay, let’s give you some boobies.” 
 
    I pulled his bra out and shoved the breast forms in, one after another. Suddenly, it took my breath away, he was stacked. 
 
    “Here, slip this on.” I gave him a simple dress, just a little flare at the waist to disguise his bump, which the corset was holding pretty well. The dress went on easily, except for the boobs, but I managed to pull it down and smooth it out. then I stepped back and looked at him. 
 
    “Fuck!” I said, and he could see the awe in my eyes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look in the mirror.” 
 
    He did, and his mouth opened. His body was perfect. Hourglass with big boobs. The dress was a slick blue with a couple of lines on it. His boobs looked totally natural. 
 
    “I’ve got a girl’s body!” It was half protest and half delight. 
 
    “When you don’t have this stuff on, you’re all man. But right now, yeah, you’re all woman.” 
 
    Tommy couldn’t stop staring, and I loved it. I could see him accepting himself, accepting that part of him that was more than male. 
 
    “Come on, let’s put on some make up.” 
 
    He sat down, and he was actually eager, though he tried to hide it. 
 
    “Okay, first a moisturizer.” My fingers swirled cream over his skin, rubbed it in, and made his face female soft. 
 
    “That feels cool.” 
 
    Don’t you mean sexy?” I spoke wryly. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Okay, now for the primer.” 
 
    “What’s that for?” 
 
    “Primer is like a foundation. It hides lines and fills in pores. It also helps your make up last longer.” 
 
    He closed his eyes and I used a gel pad and smoothed the primer in. 
 
    “Now for the foundation. This is the hard part for me. It’s coloring, and you have to blend it with the foundation. 
 
    For a long few minutes I concentrated on him. He was a different color than me, and I had to work to find the right blend. Finally the foundation began to disappear, and I knew I was on the right track. 
 
    I went light on the concealer, he didn’t have many lines to cover, and I had already done a good job with the foundation. 
 
    I had to work at the bronzer though. His skin was dark already, and I thought, for a minute, that maybe I should have skipped the bronzer. He had enough tan. Then it all came together and I heaved a sigh of relief. 
 
    “Okay, what’s next?” 
 
    “What’s next, girlfriend, is I should lie down on the bed and you should eat my pussy. You’re making me hotter than your alter ego ever did.” 
 
    He giggled. God, I loved that sound, and I wanted him to jam his boner, hard, into my bush. 
 
    But, work comes first, especially when you’re saving your boyfriend’s life. “Blush. And then highlighter. And this should be easy.” 
 
    It was, and, finally, I was ready for the heavy lifting. The eyes. 
 
    I made them smokey hot. I shadowed the lids gently, graduated the color down to the eyes, then took a pencil and outlined the eyes. 
 
    “You want real eyes or fake eyes?” 
 
    “I’m scared to answer that.” 
 
    But he wasn’t scared. He was having the time of his life. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll choose.” And I chose real eyes. He had long lashes, so I curled them, applied mascara, and I was almost done. 
 
    Correction, he was almost there. He was so fucking beautiful I couldn’t believe it. He was making my breathing quick and shallow. I wanted to lay him down and fuck him stupid right there. 
 
    Discipline, I forced myself to the matters at hand, and I chose a deep red stain. A stain with a heavy plumper in it. I wanted those lips kissy gorgeous. 
 
    I didn’t want him licking at his lips because he wasn’t used to the waxy taste. Stain might last longer, maybe a lot longer, but that was okay with me. I intended to be chewing on those lips like my life depended on it. I took my time and, bad me, I made sure the stain was extra thick, double coated, and then I applied a light layer of lip gloss. 
 
    “Okay. you just sit there. Don’t move. Don’t look in the mirror. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I dove into Mommy’s closet and found her wig, and suddenly I realized it wasn’t going to work. I had applied make up for a brunette, which was Tommy’s hair color. Her wig was blonde. 
 
    I said a dirty word, came out of the closet and held the wig up to him, and knew I was right. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I sat on his lap and faced him. I would have kissed him, but he was too perfect. I said, “We’re going to have to cut your hair.” 
 
    He frowned, then lightened up and shrugged. “We’ve come this far.” 
 
    “And we can always cut it back to a male style after we get you home.” 
 
    So I got scissors and comb, and a brush, and Daddy’s old shaver, and we set to work. 
 
    Cutting hair is one of those jobs that, if you do it right, it is a dream, and the result is a dream. If you do it wrong, then you have to put a bag over your head and find a beautician, and I mean quick. 
 
    Fortunately, I was pretty good with a pair of scissors, Mom had me work on her hair all the time, and I pulled it off. 
 
    I tapered the back, gave him some bangs, and feathered it along the sides. When I was done it was perfect for his face. 
 
    “Okay, gorgeous, check yourself out and prepare to be awed.” 
 
    He stood up and looked into the mirror, and I waited. Oh, it was perfect, I had outdone myself, but I still crossed my fingers. After all, this was a guy, no matter that he had a soft spot in his soul, and one can never tell how a guy is going to act. Especially when he has been made into a woman. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. And he touched his face. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” 
 
    “What?” he looked a little alarmed. He had liked himself, and now I had backed off on him. 
 
    “It’s not that. We have to give you some nails.” 
 
    “Nails?” 
 
    He looked at his hands. 
 
    Hands that worked on motors. Gnarly and cracked and all full of knuckles. 
 
    “Sit down, put your hand on the table. I’m going to have to work some real magic.” 
 
    I cleaned his hands up. Made them soft and gentle looking, prettied up the nails, then I selected some fakes for him. 
 
    And, perverse, little, old me, I chose some long ones. 
 
    I couldn’t help it! He was too gorgeous to give him a bunch of stubby, little things! He deserved the best! He deserved some claws worthy of a beautiful woman! 
 
    He wasn’t paying attention. He was looking in the mirror and marveling, so I picked out some stiletto nails. Long and pointed. He could scratch my back any day. 
 
    I glued them, with extra strong glue, and shaped them, and then I began painting them. 
 
    Stroke after stroke of luscious red, to match his beautiful lips. Three coats. A fixer. And he was done. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” he blurted, looking at his talons. 
 
    “You like them?” I was nervous, but I wasn’t nervous. They might be extra feminine, even dangerously feminine, but I had done a good job. 
 
    He held his hands up to his face. His lips matched perfectly. His eyes were alluring. His hair was shiny and framed his face perfectly. 
 
    “Okay, last thing. I know you can’t wear these, it takes practice, but I want to see how you look in heels.” 
 
    I slipped a pair of mother’s tan straps on him. They had a five inch heel, and his legs bent funny, then he concentrated and straightened them out. 
 
    “Walk into the other room.” 
 
    He tried. His ankles wanted to go one way or the other, but I held him, and he grabbed walls and chairs and whatever, and he made it into the living room. 
 
    I grabbed my old camera and started snapping pictures, and he began to pose. As long as he took his time and moved slow, he looked exactly like a woman in heels. 
 
    God, he was beautiful. He was gorgeous. He was a woman and a half, and I was in love. I was also so wet I needed a drip pan under me. I have never been hornier in my life. 
 
    “Okay, what now?” he finally asked. 
 
    I stepped up to him, and we faced each other. “Now we wait until it’s light out, and then I drive you right through John Law.” 
 
    “Only one problem.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’m so damned horny, my dick’s so hard, we need to make love.” 
 
    I laughed at that, be it a bit sourly. 
 
    “We can’t. I can’t risk smearing your make up.” 
 
    “So…what? We just stand here and look at each other?” 
 
    “Sounds like.” 
 
    And we did. We stood in the living room. Well, actually the foyer, and leaned against a wall and gazed at each other. 
 
    And I apologized again for being a bitch. 
 
    And he apologized for robbing a bank. 
 
    “Of the two, bitches or bank robbery, which is worse?” 
 
    “Bitches,” he returned, as solemn as he had ever been. 
 
    “Well, I hope I’ve made up for that. And if I haven’t…I’ll try harder. You’re the most beautiful man I have ever seen.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean woman,” he primped his hair gently and grinned. 
 
    “Both. And…can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    And I knew that our relationship had changed. His anger was gone. He was happy.  
 
    I said, “When I get you home…can you stay a woman for a while?” I began to hurry my words. “I mean, just a little while…Io want to…I need to…I want to make love to you as a woman. I…” 
 
    I blathered on for a while, then stopped when I saw him smiling. 
 
    “I was going to ask you if I could stay a woman for a while.” 
 
    “You were?” 
 
    “Kimberly, you’ve done something to me. You’ve opened my eyes. All my life I’ve been trying to be tough, even competing with guys that were bigger and stronger than me. But now, what you’ve done, what you’ve made me see, I don’t have to. I love the way I feel. I don’t know how far I want to take this…I’m still a man, but I’m willing to accept the fact that maybe I’m not a manly man. Maybe…just maybe…I’m a womanly man. 
 
    Somewhere in the middle of his speech I had collapsed into his arms. I felt his fake tits pressing into mine. His breath was sweet and washed over me. I moved my hand between his legs and started petting his bulge. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he moaned. “Are you sure we can’t, like…do it a little bit?” 
 
    I moved back, happy in my heart. “Not on your life, buster But when we get you home…” I left the threat unfinished, and we just stared into each other’s eyes. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    We talked and talked, and about three in the morning we sat on the couch and cuddled, and went to sleep. 
 
    And awoke suddenly. 
 
    Knock! Knock! 
 
    “Oh, no! Oh, no!” Tommy was panicked. First, he was panicked because he was a bank robber on the run. Second, he was panicked because he was a woman. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I soothed him, leaping to my feet. “Just stay here.” 
 
    It was the cops. It was six in the morning, the sun was starting to lighten up the world, and it had to be the last shift. 
 
    “Hi.” I opened the door. 
 
    “Oh, hi, Ms Janssen.” The cop recognized me right away. He had been the one who had driven me back to my apartment. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    “You really did go into hiding. I never would have found you, but we’re checking outlying areas for the bank robber.” 
 
    “Yeah. This is my parent’s house. My girlfriend came over to sit with me.” 
 
    “Good idea. It looks like you’ve recovered nicely from your experience.” 
 
    I could feel Tommy in the other room, and I knew he was probably ready to run screaming into the hills. 
 
    “I’m still so nervous, I actually took one of daddy’s pills. One of his heavy duty relaxing pills. I don’t think I’m supposed to, but I was so…it was so scary.” 
 
    The cop chuckled. “If I went through what you went through I’d be drinking a quart of whiskey right now.” 
 
    “Well, thanks for understanding.” 
 
    “Is it okay if I take a look around the backyard? Make sure nobody’s  trespassed?” 
 
    “Please do,” What? I was going to say no? “And have a good night.” 
 
    He smiled and, as I closed the door, he circled to the side yard and went through the gate to the back yard. 
 
    “I’ve got to hide!” Tommy was a mess. He was ready to bolt. “He’s going to see me!” 
 
    “He’ll see nothing but a beautiful woman.” Then I had a thought. “What about your bike?” 
 
    “I moved it into the garage.” 
 
    “Oh. Good.” 
 
    It was getting lighter outside, we could see the cop, but he still needed his flashlight. He was at the far end of the back yard. We didn’t have a fence, but we had a wood pile that stretched the length of the yard, then there were a few fruit trees, and then the great out doors. 
 
    “I’m just hoping he doesn’t notice any tire tracks.” 
 
    We watched him, and I turned on the TV and we tried to appear normal. He poked around for a while, but didn’t seem agitated by anything, and he finally left. 
 
    “Oh, man!” moaned Tommy. “That was close.” 
 
    “Actually, baby, it wasn’t.” 
 
    I climbed on his lap and he looked up at me. In the flashing glare of the TV his face was innocent, open, trusting. It was the Tommy I had always wanted, but hadn’t known how to get. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean…you know he looked in here while he was out back. He could see us plain and simple. And he thought nothing of my girlfriend.” 
 
    Tommy’s brows furrowed. I had plucked them, and I loved the delicate expressiveness it gave him. 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    I shushed him with a kiss. I pressed my mouth to his and inhaled him. I had been staring at him all night, getting hornier and hornier, and I was near tempted to rip off his clothes and have my way with him. 
 
    But I didn’t. It was almost time to make our getaway. 
 
    I broke our kiss, was breathing like a panting dog. “Heysoos Xristo!” I blurted. “You are so fucking sexy. I just want to…” 
 
    “Can we get me out of—“ 
 
    “No. But I’ll tell you what we can do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We can watch The Getaway. The old one with Steve McQueen and Ali McGraw. And you can get normal. Like stop worrying. And I’ll fix breakfast and then fix your make up…”  
 
    “What’s wrong with my make up?” 
 
    I almost laughed at that. Manly man Tommy asking about his make up. 
 
    “Nothing. You’re so hot I could cook eggs on you. But we need to make sure you’re looking your best when we make our own getaway. ‘Cause that’s what we’re going to do after I do some repairs to your face. We’re going to get away.” 
 
    He stared at me, was silent. Was thinking about everything I had said, and I could see it in his eyes. There was a chance. I think, up to that point, he had just being going along, fantasizing. But now, now that we had survived one encounter with a cop, he was thinking about getting out of town, for real, and resuming his real life. 
 
    So. I put on ‘The Getaway.’ And we watched as Steve worked his cool magic, dumfounding all pursuers with style and class. 
 
    We ate a good breakfast of sausage and biscuits, heavy on the grape jelly, thank you, and I had to teach him how to eat while wearing lipstick. Not that his lipstick would be coming off, that stain was looking more and more permanent. Then, the movie over and breakfast done and even the dishes cleaned, I gave him a few lessons. 
 
    I taught him how to walk with heels. I had given him short heels, two inchers, but he still staggered a bit. 
 
    I told him about sitting and crossing his legs at the knee so you don’t flash anyone. 
 
    I schooled him on looking demure, and casting innocent glances that turned the boys on and yet gave away nothing. 
 
    He giggled at that. Giggled. No guffaw, like the old Tommy, but a polite titter. 
 
    And he said, “Being a lady is crazy. You have to remember so much stuff!” 
 
    “We don’t have to remember, or obsess on remembering things, it’s just sort of natural, passed down by example. It’s about as difficult for me to remember how to be a girl as it is for you to remember how to be a boy.” 
 
    “I still think it’s weird.” 
 
    By nine o’clock we were ready. I turned off the TV, locked the doors, and grabbed the key to Daddy’s Lexus. We walked out to the car—I waved to Mr.Thompson, who was getting some morning watering done—and we drove off down the street. 
 
    “Man, oh, man, oh—“ 
 
    “Turn on the radio,” I suggested, trying to calm him down. 
 
    It was pretty much nothing but news, but he managed to find an oldies station. By now we were coming to Main Street. A simple left turn, ten miles on a two lane road, and we would be at his apartment. Maybe 15 minutes. But it was going to be the most excruciating 15 minutes of our lives. 
 
    We came to Main, waited for a break in the traffic, then zipped into line. There were a couple of cop ars parked at Smiley’s Donuts, but other than that, nothing. 
 
    We followed the line of cars, normal for this time of day, and headed for Westville, the next town over. 
 
    I turned up the radio and nudged Tommy. “Stop trying to look so sexy.” 
 
    “I’m not—oh. Okay…I know, relax.” 
 
    “Now you got it. I tapped the wheel in time to the song on the radio, which was an old America tune, ‘The Horse with No Name.’ 
 
    “Been through the desert on a horse with no name…come on, Tommy, you know this one.” 
 
    Tommy tried to sing, and finally, by the time the song ended, he was singing. Then the cup song came on. “You’re gonna miss me when I‘m gone, You’re gonna…” 
 
    We sang, and he finally started to relax. Heck the weather was beautiful, traffic meandered along, good, old familiar cars, and we harmonized and were actually having a good time…road block. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” I countered, cheerfully. 
 
    I watched as cars approached the barrier. Most of them were just waved through, but if it was just a lone guy, even a guy in a suit, it was stopped and two cops would scrutinize the interior. 
 
    Tommy was so nervous he started to shiver. 
 
    I turned to him. “I want you to start breathing. Or I’m going to hit you in the face.” 
 
    His eyes snapped to me. Wide and panicked eyes. He said, “What?” 
 
    “I went to a lot of trouble to get you this far, and you’d better just control yourself, or…or…” 
 
    “Or what?” and there was actually curiosity in his eyes. 
 
    “Or I’ll turn into a bitch again!” 
 
    He blinked, and, for a moment, I thought I had said the wrong thing. Then he smiled. It was a weak smile, but it was a good smile. “Oh, God…not that!” 
 
    I giggled. “So that’s the secret. Make you beautiful, then, when you don’t please me, treat you like crap.” 
 
    And he laughed, and it showed how far we had come. One night and everything was shaking out of him. 
 
    “I’ll be good,” he promised, and his voice was normal and level. Then: “‘Cause I want to get you home and…and…” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “You know.” 
 
    “No. I don’t. What are you going to do to me once we get to your apartment.” 
 
    Defiantly, he blurted “I’m going to fuck your ass off.” 
 
    My turn to giggle. But this talk of sex was just the right ticket. Tommy came back to earth, and then we were at the barricade. 
 
    The cops didn’t even give us a second glance. They just waved us through. 
 
    Ten minutes later we drove up to the back of his apartment. Everybody was at work, and I parked the car, we went up the back steps, and into his apartment. Zingo bingo. We had made our getaway. 
 
    And now it was time for my reward. 
 
    His apartment was small. A studio with a bed in the front room. 
 
    I locked the door and pushed him, and he half twisted as he fell on the bed. His corset slowed him down or he would have fully twisted. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hey, what?” 
 
    He saw the look in my eyes and grinned. 
 
    “Hey is for horses, and cows that go moo.” 
 
    “And jail sentences are for assholes who rob banks.” But I had learned. I was smiling, and I took the bitch out of my words. 
 
    “Yeah,” still, he sobered up a bit. 
 
    “Are you curious what kind of a sentence you’re going to have to serve?” I was sitting on him now, and his hard on was pushing so hard I could feel it through the corset. 
 
    “What?” A look of curiosity flitted across his face. 
 
    I kissed him. A deep kiss designed to take men’s breath away and make babies. 
 
    “First, since I’m in control, I get to be the judge, jury and executioner.” 
 
    “You’re the judge?” He spoke with dubiosity. 
 
    “I’m the judge.” I pulled his dress up and then his corset. His dick popped up like a Jack in the Box. 
 
    “So what’s the sentence?” 
 
    I squirmed and wiggled and pulled my panties to the side and sat on him. Both our eyes went wide as I slid on to him. Apparently being escaped convicts is very wet and moist work, if you get my drift. 
 
    “First off, I’m sending you to a woman’s prison. It’s one room. This room, in fact.” 
 
    I wiggled and he groaned. I could feel his dick massaging my inner walls. 
 
    “Furthermore, there’s only one guard. Me.” 
 
    “This sounds like solitary confinement with Miss America.” 
 
    “You betcha.” I slipped my shirt off, then reached behind to undo my bra. My breasts tumbled out and it felt good. He reached for them, grabbed them, pulled me down to suck on my lips. 
 
    We kissed, and then I pushed back and stared down at him. “You can’t believe how sexy those lips are. And I have a confession to make.” 
 
    “What?” He was having trouble thinking, I was grinding on him in the most provocative manner. 
 
    “I put lip stain on you. Not lipstick. A special kind of lip stain. It lasts a week, maybe more, and I’m going to put more on you. And I’m going to keep those eyes dark and mysterious. 
 
    “Oh, God,” and I could tell I was getting to him. I could feel his cock surging. 
 
    I quickly got off him. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I grabbed his penis and held it, squeezed it so he couldn’t cum. “Your sentence isn’t over, sister, and there is no cuming when you’re in my prison.” 
 
    “There’s not?” His eyes were wide. From the way his hips were thrashing I could tell that he liked this game. 
 
    “Bad boys don’t get to cum. Only good girls get to cum.” 
 
    Again, his erection throbbed. Just talking this way was driving him over the edge. 
 
    I crawled up his body, keeping a firm grip on him, and began kissing him again. This served to keep him hot, but gave his dick time to back off from that edge. 
 
    “Now then,” I broke the kiss and remounted him. “Do you understand the rules?” I put my hands on his falsies and squeezed, and I swear, he moaned like he could feel my hands. He was responding to this game in the best way. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I do?” I mocked him. This isn’t a marriage proposal! this is a prison. And you know what happens in a prison?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You pick up the soap.” 
 
    He froze then. He knew exactly what I meant. 
 
    “So I’m going to fuck you until I cum, and then I’m going to fuck you till you don’t cum.” 
 
    He was a little confused at that, but he didn’t object. What man would object? With his dick stuck up a horny, old pussy? 
 
    I rode him then. Hard, and stopped when he got too close. 
 
    And I rode him again, and stopped. 
 
    And, third time, I managed to have an orgasm. And it was good. The kind that curls your toes, that rolls your eyeballs up so you’re trying look inside your forehead. The kind that make the whole body lock up and you lose track of time. 
 
    Then I collapsed on him. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. “I am so horny. I’ve never been so horny.” 
 
    “And you’re going to get hornier. Are you ready for me to pop your cherry?” 
 
    He gulped, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Afraid?” I taunted. 
 
    “No.” But he was. 
 
    I kissed him, swarmed his face with my lips, worked his cock with my hand, and I said, “Don’t worry, honey. I’m going to be so gentle…” 
 
    Now, problem. I didn’t have a dildo. I had one at home, but that was at home, and I didn’t have any harness to wear. 
 
    Well, where there’s a will there’s a way. There’s lots of dildos in this world, if you know what to look for. 
 
    I looked in his refrigerator. There was a cucumber there, but it was too big. I wanted to love him, not rape him. I wanted him to like this so much he begged for it. 
 
    Then, in the bathroom, I found a hair brush. Excellent. Small handle, smooth, no edges or roughened grip. Just long enough to reach his prostate. I grabbed a jar of Vaseline and came back into the one room. 
 
    Tommy was laying on his back, hands clasped behind his head, looking exactly like a woman should. 
 
    “Get on all fours.” 
 
    Dutifully, and shivering with excitement, Tommy rolled over. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed and lubed him up. I smeared thick gobs of the stuff in his back door, and I reamed him with first one finger, then two. 
 
    He groaned and his back arched, and he even gave a few uncontrollable lurches. 
 
    “If I had known you liked it this much…” I grabbed the hair brush and covered the handle with Vaseline. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder. “Are you going to do it now?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    I placed the handle at his butthole. I didn’t push it or anything, I just circled it around his rim, crossed the star, watched him jerk and twitch at the delicious sensations. 
 
    After a couple of minutes I slid it in. It went easy peasy, smooth as silk, and Tommy’s back arched like a cat’s. 
 
    “Fu-u-u…” 
 
    I began to work it in, slowly, taking my time, waiting for the asshole to accept, to pull, to want more. 
 
    Tommy was writhing now. His arms and legs collapsed and he fell on the bed. I kept the handle in his ass, rode him down to the sheets. 
 
    “Ah…ah…” His head moved this way and that, and I could see drool coming out of his mouth. His eyes were closed and he was lost in another world. 
 
    “Tommy?” I slowed down, sawed slowly in and out. 
 
    He came to himself enough to mumble, “What?” 
 
    “It goes without saying that I don’t want you robbing anymore banks.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, and I knew he was. He had fucked up royally, but we had somehow gotten him out of the mess. He was grateful. 
 
    “And about this woman thing.” 
 
    He was listening now. I pulled up gently on the handle and watched his butt rise in the air. He couldn’t help but moan. 
 
    “I’m going to keep you as a woman. Oh, maybe you can go to work as a man, sometimes. And maybe if I feel like being seen with a man, but for the most part…your man days are over. 
 
    He was making gurgling sounds. He was drooling. His butt was lurching as he tried to screw back, but I had the upper hand. I crawled over him, sat on his ass facing towards his feet and used both hands. I went in and out, angling it against the prostate, and I loved the guttural sounds he was making, and the feeling of helpless love coming out of him. 
 
    We had found what made him tick, and I was going to keep him ticking. And we were going to have a good life together. A great life. And I said, “I think maybe you should get some real tits.” 
 
    He came hard then. Actually almost bucking me off. His dick spooled out rope after rope of the good, white stuff. Finally, when he was done, I left the handle in him so he could enjoy it, and I crawled up next to him. I laid on my side and faced him. One arm over him, kissing his ear. 
 
    “Okay for you?” I asked. 
 
    He managed to mumble. “Yeah. Yeah.” And I knew he was excited to finally have the life he needed and wanted. 
 
    I kissed his ear and let him fall asleep. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book! 
 
    A giant saga of feminization! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I Gave My Man Boobs! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    GRACE MANSFIELD

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    That did it! I had had all I could take!  
 
    We were at the mall and Henry couldn’t stop ogling woman. 
 
    “Oh, baby, look at that one! She’s got to have double Ds!” Or, “Look at those Kazingas!” Or, “Wouldn’t I like to push my face in those puppies!” 
 
    Enough was enough, I’d had all I could stand, I was putting my foot down. 
 
    “Henry! That’s enough.” 
 
    But all he did was snicker. Then, he said the worst thing he could have said, “Aw, you’re just jealous.” 
 
    Jealous? Me? Dawn Smith? Of boobs? 
 
    I had a very nice set of ta tas of my own, thank you. The nerve of that man! 
 
    “Henry, I can’t handle any more of your obsessing on boobs!” 
 
    He frowned, finally got it, and shut up for a while. But his eyes didn’t shut up, they were working over time. They looked like cartoon eyes, the kind that bulge out of the socket when Jessica Rabbit walks by. 
 
    Finally, we were driving home. He was humming, no doubt lost in his memories of mammaries. I was still pissed. 
 
    Now Henry isn’t a bad man. He’s quite a good man. He’s just got this little problem with boobs. He stares at them, he leers, he drools, he makes crude remarks. 
 
    And then, when we get home, he’s all horny and wants to fuck me. 
 
    Except, how’s a woman supposed to feel when a man gets turned on by someone else, and then it’s like he just wants to use you? 
 
    I looked at him while he drove. Thirty-five years old. Handsome. Quick to grin and quick to joke. He wasn’t particularly muscular, sort of slender, actually. He wore his hair longish, I could have made a nice bob out of it, or even a longer cut. Unfortunately, he liked it in a ‘man bun,’ and I thought that was silly. It was like walking around with a ball on top of his head. Hello! 
 
    “Henry. I know you like breasts, but you’ve really gone too far.” 
 
    “Aw, Dawn. You know it means nothing. Women like to look good, and I like to appreciate them, and I always bring my love to you.” 
 
    “Yeah, after getting excited over somebody else. That’s pretty cruel.” 
 
    And then he said it again. “You’ve got some nice breasts, but they could be bigger. So you can’t blame me for looking at bigger breasts.” 
 
    Oh, I was seething. I was red inside, flaming, so pissed off…and I said, “You’re stupid, Henry. Big breasts are a bother. They hurt the back. Bras cut into them more if they’re bigger. You may think you like big breasts, but you wouldn’t if you had them.” 
 
    He just laughed. “Baby! If I had a pair of bosoms, a big pair of real bazookas, I would strut them around and show the world. You wouldn’t hear me complaining about a little extra weight.” 
 
    He just made me madder, and I wasn’t even speaking when he turned into the driveway and parked the car. 
 
    We got out, he brought in the bags, and I went into the bathroom to sulk. I just sat there on the porcelain throne and stewed. He thought big boobs were nothing but a blessing for him to look at. He didn’t know anything. Why, if he—and it hit me. 
 
    If he had boobs that would change his mind. 
 
    I went into the bedroom and checked out my closet. I had bras that were big enough for me, but I didn’t have any that were big enough for him. Still I picked out the biggest one I had. 
 
    “Henry?” I asked, strolling into the living room. 
 
    He looked up from his paper. 
 
    I tossed the bra to him. “Put this on.” 
 
    He got a twisted grin as he held it up and looked at it. “What’s this?” 
 
    “It’s a bra, numb nuts. Put it on.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I’m going to prove that you’re a dope.” 
 
    He just laughed at me. Then he put his newspaper down, took off his shirt, and put the bra on. And he got it backwards. Men never know how to put on a bra, so I helped him. I showed him how to clasp it in front, then pull it around his body so the cups were in front. I lengthened the straps, helped him put the straps over his shoulder…and frowned. 
 
    His chest was just a little bit bigger than mine, and I knew it wasn’t going to work. And I suddenly had this vision. Him with real boobs. And the boobs would be too wide on his body. Unless, of course, they were REALLY big. 
 
    “Satisfied?” he asked. The look on his face showed he was laughing. 
 
    “Not by a long shot.” I wasn’t happy with it, but I still wanted to load up the cups. I wanted to see what he looked like, what kinds of things I was going to have to do to make him stacked. “Go get a couple of condoms, fill them up big as bowling balls, then we’ll see if I’m satisfied.” 
 
    Chuckling, he went into the bedroom and returned shortly with a couple of Trojans. He went into the kitchen, pulled the necks of over the faucet and started filling. 
 
    “Bowling balls, eh?”  
 
    The ‘falsies’ got bigger and heavier and started stretching the neck. “This big enough?” 
 
    “Hell, you’re not a tit man, you’re a pussy man.” I snickered. 
 
    He frowned, and kept filling them. Finally, he had two big boobs, bigger than mine, and I wondered if they would even fit in my bra. 
 
    “Here we go,” I muttered, my tongue sticking out the side of my mouth as I helped him put them in the cups. 
 
    It was a poor fit. The condoms bulged over the lip of the cup, and finally one fell out. It burst on the floor and Henry just laughed and laughed. 
 
    Then he took my hand and led me into the bedroom. 
 
    “Look,” he said, as he shed his pants. “I know what you’re trying to do, but it just won’t work. You can’t embarrass me with a pair of falsies. 
 
    He stood there in his tighty whiteys, grinning. He was still wearing the bra, and I was staring at him, and suddenly I realized that I wasn’t mad anymore. Instead, I felt a little warm down there. A little moist. With a shock, I realized that seeing him in a bra, even an unfilled one, was making me horny. 
 
    “Suck in your gut,” I said, staring at his body. 
 
    He got a puzzled look on his face, then pulled in his breath, and I could see it. He had a body that could, with a little work, be very feminine. And I felt a hot breeze wash through me. 
 
    Fuck! My husband with boobs? What was I thinking? But I couldn’t stop thinking. And I had a thought: if he loves big boobs so much…maybe it’s because deep down he wants some. 
 
    “What?” he asked, seeing the odd look on my face. 
 
    “Wear that bra to bed.” 
 
    “What?” He tilted his head and gave me a look. 
 
    “Listen, Henry, Mr. Tit Man, there’s something about seeing you in a bra that is just making me horny. Now wear it to bed.” 
 
    “I won’t.” He started to take it off. 
 
    “Chicken? Embarrassed?” 
 
    He stopped trying to reach the back clasps. He realized that he was going to have figure out how to get the straps off his shoulders and how to pull the bra around. He didn’t have enough flexibility to just undo the clasps. 
 
    “Help me out,” he asked. 
 
    I laughed. Sort of an evil laugh. 
 
    “No. And get a couple of more condoms. Only fill them up halfway, and let’s see how you really look.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Honey?” I sweetened my voice and smiled suggestively. “If you do this for me you’re going to be a very happy man.” 
 
    He picked up on that, and I realized that I could get him to wear a bra, and have boobs, if I just played him a little. 
 
    He grabbed another pair of condoms and went and filled them up, this time to a reasonable amount. He stuffed them into the bra and came back into the bedroom. 
 
    “This is silly,” he muttered. But his dick was sticking out in front. But was he just horny for a good fuck? Or because he was wearing boobs? 
 
    I went to him, took him in my arms and bent him back a little, and I kissed him. 
 
    That’s right. He didn’t kiss me, I kissed him. I took charge of his mouth, and I felt those wonderful fake tits, and he could feel my horniness overwhelm him. 
 
    “Heysos Xristos!” He whispered, when I backed off. 
 
    I pushed him on the bed and I mounted him. Not him on me, but me on him. I was in male superior position, and I slid down his harder than normal shaft. 
 
    “Wow!” he gulped. Usually he laid on me, pumped a bit, and squirted, and I was left to fend for myself. 
 
    Now I was taking charge.  He started to lurch and I leaped up and grabbed his cock. “Don’t you fucking dare!” 
 
    I waited until the throbbing slowed down. 
 
    “I’ve got to—“ his voice was strangled. 
 
    I kissed him, hard, and made it so he couldn’t talk. 
 
    I said, “I’ve never been so horny. And I’m not going to let you cum until I cum. I’ve got to have it!” 
 
    “Okay,” his breathing was choppy. 
 
    I got on him again and positioned myself. “And don’t try to grab me or control me. You got that?” 
 
    “Okay,” and I think he was sort of awed. I think he liked it better than the usual in and out. 
 
    I slid down his meat pole and let out a groan of pleasure.  
 
    He stared at me with big eyes. 
 
    I grabbed his chest, through the cups, and I squeezed. 
 
    He blinked. It felt good. Not good like when you have real breasts, but it was still good. 
 
    And I started to squirt. My hips shimmied and I lurched and my head went back. First I grabbed his water ballon tits, then I grabbed my tits and pulled them, and his mouth opened in stunned surprise. He had never seen me so horny. 
 
    Ripples made me buck, my back kept hunching, then arching, and the orgasm washed through me. 
 
    And Henry, silly man, missed his chance. I was so wrapped up in the white hot thrill that over whelmed me that he could have squirted. But he was watching me, and when I was done, and he remembered and started to move, I got off him. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I lay on him, and I said. “You’re not cuming tonight.” 
 
    “Why not?” He was actually whining. 
 
    “Because I want to play with you. This is the weekend, and I want you to wear my bra, with those balloons in it, all weekend long. You got that?” 
 
    “I don’t want—“ 
 
    I grabbed his hard cock and squeezed it. He flinched and grabbed my wrist with one hand, but I wasn’t letting go. “You got it?” 
 
    And he gave up. “Okay!” he gasped. “But, please, let go!” 
 
    I let go, then I went back to kissing him, feeling him, stroking his erection. 
 
    For a long hour we just made out, him horny and deprived, and me just horny. Even though I had just cum, the sight of him in that bra brought out the beast in me. 
 
    Finally, however, I backed off. 
 
    I actually didn’t want to, but I knew that if I didn’t let him get some sleep he might be grouchy on the morrow. 
 
    I got up, tossed my blue peignoir to him. “And wear that. Now go to sleep, I’ll be in a little later.” 
 
    Dazed, he got up and pulled the peignoir around his body and tied it. 
 
    I watched him. 
 
    “I have to go to bed now?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it, it was like he was asking my permission. He really wanted to cum, and this was good, and I was going to take advantage of this frame of mind. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    So he got in bed, and I trotted out to the computer. 
 
    A half hour later he was still awake. Of course. That boner I had given him was doing its job. 
 
    “I really need to cum!” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” I said. “Now get over on my side of the bed.” 
 
    He blinked. I was making him wear my underwear, and now I was making him sleep on my side of the bed. This was a definite switch for him. 
 
    I crawled into bed, curled around him, one hand on a boob, and nestled my head into his neck. 
 
    He couldn’t sleep, but I could. I slept deep, and when I awoke once, at four in the morning, he was still awake. At least his boner was. 
 
    I just snuggled some more and went back to sleep. I had ordered some stuff for Amazon, one day delivery, and I was actually going to get some of the stuff by Saturday afternoon. 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    “You what?” I couldn’t believe my years. 
 
    “I jacked off.” He stood there, smiling stupid, quite pleased with himself. 
 
    “But…but…I had plans!” 
 
    “And I had needs. Between the two…” he shrugged. 
 
    I stood there, a king size bra in my hands, perfect for Mr. Bozo Butt. And he was no longer horny. Son of a…. 
 
    I sighed. “Okay. Then…crap!” 
 
    He laughed. “That’ll teach you to leave me high and dry.” 
 
    I was so horny, and I had planned to put boobs on him, and get hornier, and now…all my plans were out the window. 
 
    Well, two could play that game. And women were a lot better at it than men. 
 
    So the day passed. And the next. And I smiled politely, tamped my rage down, and waited. 
 
    And walked around nude. And rubbed up against him. And played with his boner through his pants. 
 
    But when it came time for sleep, and a little in and out, I was too tired. Yawn. Maybe tomorrow, honey. 
 
    And, when he wasn’t around I frigged myself blue. I jilled off until I thought my clit would fall off. 
 
    By mid-week he was already turning blue. He was used to three times a week. Two quickies on Tuesday and Thursday, and a biggie on the weekend. The weekend was when I used all my wiles, sucked him till he jumped for joy, played with his butthole a little, and let him play with my tits until they were sore. 
 
    Not this week. 
 
    This week I just played with him, and smiled a lot, and kissed him and stroked him and…by the time Friday rolled around he was definitely feeling it. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he moved up behind me, kissed my neck and groped my breasts, “It’s time for a little party.” 
 
    “Oh, no thanks.” 
 
    It was my nonchalance that got to him. 
 
    “What? but why? What’s going on?” 
 
    “Oh, I found it much more fun to jack off.” 
 
    His mouth dropped. “Are you actually pissed off about that?” 
 
    “Nah. But I’m used up. Maybe next weekend. If I have anything left. Let’s see, I came on Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and…oh, yeah. I had a huge orgasm this morning.” 
 
    “But, honey!” he protested, one hand squeezing his groin in frustration, “You can’t…we have marriage vows! I need to get some lovin!’” 
 
    I smiled. “Like I needed some last weekend, and you left me dry, and my pussy all parched and dusty, and then you just laughed it off.” 
 
    “Okay. That was bad. I’ll admit. But two wrongs don’t make a right…let’s forget about it and move on!” 
 
    For answer I went to the cupboard and took down a bottle of wine. I poured myself a glass and sat at the table. I sat with my legs spread wide, and mocked him with my grin. 
 
    “Shit,” he broke so easy. “Two can play that game.” He went to the cupboard and took out a bottle of whiskey. I already had an advantage. Women can drink their weight in wine, but men can only drink half their weight in whiskey. 
 
    He poured himself a glass, threw in some ice cubes and a bit of Coke to sweeten the journey down his throat, then he sat down across from me and grinned. 
 
    I grinned. 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    I sipped. 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    15 minutes later he was already loopy, and I suggested. “Why don’t  you unzip Mr. Happy and show him some sunshine?” 
 
    So he did. He pulled out his hog, which stood right up like the sex starved demon it was, and watched me. 
 
    A few more minutes and I unbuttoned my blouse. 
 
    He grinned some more, a veritable fool, and took off his pants. He thought he was getting to me. He. 
 
    Well, I was a little horny, but he was a lot horny.  
 
    I took my blouse off. I sat there in a sexy bra and watched him lick his lips and start gulping. And I noticed something interesting. We’re talking, just chatting, trying to ignore the situation even as we played it, and he was looking at my boobs. No eye contact. He didn’t look at me, he just looked at my boobs, and we’re conversing as if he was talking to me. What a man, eh? 
 
    But the odd thing was…I liked it. Finally being the focus of his attention, even if it was just through my boobs, it made me feel good. And not just good, but wet. I mean, it gave me a sense of power. 
 
    “Why don’t you take off your shirt?” I suggested. 
 
    He took off his shirt, leering like a fool, and I said, “Now go put on that heavy duty bra that is on the bed.” 
 
    He blinked, but he was drunk, and, underneath it all, he was a tit man. He stood up, wobbled a bit, then headed for the bedroom. In a second he was back, trying to fit his male body into a female bra. 
 
    “Come here,” I said, sounding a little husky. I like bare flesh, especially his bare flesh, and especially when he was about to grow a pair of boobs. 
 
    Sure, they’d be fake, but it was the idea, you know? 
 
    So I helped him with the clasps, then turned it the right way, and said, “Now, take a big gulp, then go get a pair of condoms and fill them up. Half of last time.” 
 
    Dutifully, a gleam in his horny, little eyes, he took a big chug of Coke and whiskey, and headed for the bed room again. In a minute he was back, bent over the sink, looking adorable in his bra, and filling two condoms. 
 
    Truth is, I had a pair of breast forms. I had ordered them for him during the week. I was pretty confident that I could bend him to my will. But I wanted to see the condom effect. I wanted to see the shapelessness of water balloons filling out his form. 
 
    He finished filling them up, tied off the ends, and put them in. 
 
    And my jaw dropped. Not even good shape, but they were so…appropriate to him. To his shape. He looked…delicious. 
 
    “Come here,” I commanded, my voice raw with emotion. 
 
    We kissed then. And I mean KISSED. I raped his mouth, I chewed on his lips, I gobbled his tongue.And all the while I groped his chest. He couldn’t feel much, but it was like electricity was shooting through my body. 
 
    He came up for breath. “Wow!” His eyes were glassy. 
 
    “Go,” I said, pushing him towards the bedroom. 
 
    “All right!” he exulted. He thought he had me where he wanted me. But it was me that had him by the short and curlies. 
 
    “Put this on,” I handed him a slip. 
 
    “Are you kid—“ 
 
    “Shut, and do it, if you ever want to squirt again.” 
 
    I was driven, I had to do this, and my obsession pushed him into compliance. 
 
    He stepped into the slip, then adjusted his waist. His boner pushed out the slip ridiculously. 
 
    “Okay, now this…” I tossed him a purple sweater. It was tight on me, so it would be super tight on him. 
 
    “Aw…” 
 
    “Henry!” 
 
    He shrugged, and pulled on the sweater. Oh, yes. It was tight. I had to help him pull it down over his jiggly breasts, but when it was on…Oh. My. God! 
 
    He had the upper body of a VERY sexy woman. 
 
    “Are we done?” 
 
    I pushed him in front of the mirror, and he looked, started to look away, and then…LOOKED! 
 
    He saw his breasts. The ultimate boob man had his own pair, and I could see it in his eyes. I had him. He had swallowed the hook, the line, the sinker, and then he had pulled the fishing pole right out of my hands and swallowed that, too! 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo’s mother!” 
 
    He just stood there, captivated. 
 
    I handed him a skirt. 
 
    Without a word, he pulled it on, stuffed the slip in, dick and all, and zipped up the side. 
 
    “Fuck,” oozed out of me. He was half way there, and I had to finish. 
 
    I went into my closet and got out my wig. I placed it on his head, adjusted it, and clipped it on. 
 
    He just stood there, like an ox that had just been slapped by the biggest dick in the world. 
 
    “Come here,” I pulled him around and pushed him towards my make up table. “Sit,” I pulled my chair out. 
 
    “Hey, I don’t…” 
 
    “Yes, you do.” 
 
    “It’s make up!” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “But I’m a guy! I don’t wear—“ 
 
    I placed my hand over his mouth and whispered “Shush.” 
 
    We stood there for a long moment, my hand holding his words in. His eyes big and large, and a little frightened. We were inches apart, and I could feel his tits touching mine. 
 
    “You’re a guy. you’ll always be a guy. But right now…I need a woman.” 
 
    Now his eyes were really big. 
 
    I put my hand over the bulge in his skirt. “You want this. You know you do. It’s Halloween in our bedroom, and you get to be yourself, wear what you want. Come on.” 
 
    I slowly took my hand off his mouth. Oh, he was skittish. I was asking him to go against all his societal conditioning, and it was hard. No pun intended. 
 
    He shook his head no. 
 
    I said, “Just the lipstick. Just a little red on your mouth. And then I’m going to kiss you. And fuck you. And you’re going to fuck me.” 
 
    And, finally, he nodded yes. Just a little dip, but it was yes. 
 
    I couldn’t believe the glee exploding in my chest. 
 
    And I couldn’t believe the wetness in my pussy. If you placed a glass between my legs I would have filled it up. 
 
    He sat down. I brushed his hair back. I pulled his skin slightly, made it taut, and I wanted to go whole hog. I wanted to make him al-l-l the way up. 
 
    But I controlled myself. 
 
    My hand was shaking, and I had to take a deep breath and steady myself, and then I used an applicator. It didn’t leave any color. 
 
    “What’s that?” he was curious. 
 
    “It’s a plumper. Makes your lips plump and juicy. All the girls will want you.” 
 
    “Girls?” he lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    “Honey, what kind of magazines do girls read?” 
 
    He knew that one easy enough. He had seen me reading lots of mags. “Fashion mags.” 
 
    “That’s right, we stare at glossies, and we wish we had lips…like yours.” I applied the color then. A bright red, very shiny. A little dark. 
 
    He stared at himself. He started to lick his lips. 
 
    “No,” not yet,” I said. 
 
    My face was right next to his and we stared at him in the mirror. He was a vision of beauty. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Come on,” I pulled him up and dragged him, now without much resistance, to the door mirror. 
 
    We stood, and, I hate to admit it, and I love to admit it, he looked better than me. 
 
    Of course I didn’t have any make up on, but it wasn’t just the scorching lips, it was the shape of him. It was his boobs. They were bigger than mine, and, courtesy of a new bra, they were high and proud. 
 
    “Is that really me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. That is the real you. Come on.” 
 
    I dragged him into the living room. Although ‘dragged’ is definitely not the right word. He was moving with me now, sharing in my giggling, blown out and bulging with sex. 
 
    I turned on the TV, put on a music channel, and we danced. 
 
    Oh, God! It was incredible! 
 
    Our bodies fit together, except for our breasts, which mashed together. We held each other, and we could feel the terrific heat radiating from us. 
 
    Every once in a while we would turn a special way and I would catch a glimpse of us in a small mirror next to the front door. 
 
    And every once in a while we would stop, sip a little more wine or whiskey. I loved the look on his face when he stared at the lipstick mark on his glass. His lips. His lipstick. His pounding heart. 
 
    For an hour we just danced and drank and stared into each others eyes. We were feverish, and couldn’t keep our hands off each other. 
 
    He felt my tits, and sucked them. 
 
    And, baby, did I fondle his. 
 
    And, finally, it was time for bed. 
 
    “Come on,” and I took his hand. 
 
    And he, big, strong man, started to scoop me up, to lift me up and carry me into the bedroom. 
 
    I was having none of that. I laughed and stopped him, and I tried to scoop him up. 
 
    There we were, drank, horny, and me trying to lift him. 
 
    I stopped, brush a loose lock of my hair out of my eyes, and said, “Let’s do it this way.” 
 
    I’m a strong girl, I work out a lot, and I managed to bend at the knee, pull him over my shoulder in a fire man’s carry, and stand up. 
 
    He was laughing, I was staggering, and I wobbled into the bedroom. Then I simply threw him on the bed. 
 
    He landed like a floozy. Hair blown, lipstick smeared from kissing, boobs bouncing, and his legs slightly spread. 
 
    I knelt on the edge of the bed and lifted his slip and skirt, his boner bobbed up. I grabbed it and yelped, “Gotcha!” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he whispered. 
 
    I put my lips on his tool. I sucked on the head. I squeezed his balls, and then I deep throated him. As well as I was able. 
 
    I gagged, and he laughed. “Too big for ya, eh?” 
 
    “Just big enough,” I quipped back, and I got to my feet and squatted over his penis. 
 
    He was grinning, waiting, and then I delivered the bad news. “I don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    “Aw, come—“ 
 
    “You came when you shouldn’t have. You robbed me, so I’m robbing you.” 
 
    Maybe if he wasn’t drunk I wouldn’t have gotten away with it. Maybe if he wasn’t feeling a little girly, and maybe submissive, the new Henry, then I wouldn’t have gotten away with it. 
 
    But somewhere in his male noggin he realized I was right. He shouldn’t cum. And it was like he had something to prove. 
 
    “I can’t cum,” and the thought drilled into him, and, I had my hand on his dick, and I could swear I could feel his dick throb. Extra hard. Something in the idea excited him. To be kept horny, and wanting, and downright desperate. 
 
    “I’ll try,” he finally agreed. 
 
    “You’ll do more than try,” I growled. Then I sank down. 
 
    Ah! It was heavenly! He was a delight, beautiful and smeared and hotter than a firecracker in the sun. 
 
    “Oh!” he grunted, taking the impact of my weight. 
 
    I began to wiggle, watching him, fascinated by his look, by the way his boobs shimmied back and forrth on his chest. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” A look of alarm on his face, and I raised myself off his meat. 
 
    I waited. He calmed down, and I began to sink again. Carefully. I didn’t want an accident. 
 
    And, after a half minute, he got that panicky look in his eyes. 
 
    I rose up. “I’m never going to get there if you don’t control yourself.” 
 
    “I’m trying!” he was almost crying. 
 
    “Grab yourself then, and I’ll just use your head.” 
 
    He reached between us and grabbed the base of his cock. 
 
    I lowered myself, grabbed the top of his cock with my hand, and started tickling pussy with it. I swirled it around, teasing my lips with his cock head, feeling moist and wonderful and powerful. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” He kept saying, and every once in a while he would give a lurch, but he held on, and if his grip wasn’t enough, then mine was, and since I was wetter than a fish in a bucket, it wasn’t long before I came.  
 
    Oh, it was torture for him, seeing me grab my breasts and pull them, feeling my pussy contract and squeeze, but he held on. He turned a little purple, but he held back, held himself in check. 
 
    White heat permeated my loins, ripples of lust turned into waves, and then tsunamis, and my muscles began to shudder, and then I locked up. 
 
    “AHHH!”  
 
    I fell off him, lay next to him. 
 
    I looked down at his cock and giggled. It was purple, and white where it squeezed out between his fingers. And a little white droplet drooled out of his slit. 
 
    “Oh, baby. That was good.” 
 
    “Oh!” he said, stunned by what he had just gone through. “Oh.” 
 
    Then I scrambled to my knees and turned to him. I brushed his hand away and grabbed his cock. I began to gently stroke. Very gently. I didn’t want an accident. 
 
    “Honey, I’ve got a great idea!” 
 
    He stared at me. I knew he was half dazed, his eyes were glassy with lust, but he listened. 
 
    And I began talking. It took me an hour to convince him, and I had to edge him a half dozen times, but, in the end, he gave in. 
 
    Heck, he had to. What he had just experienced, and being so horny he was putty in my hands, there was no way he could not have agreed with me. 
 
    Of course, my argument was helped by the fact that I told him he couldn’t cum until he did what I asked. 
 
    But, truth was, underneath the show of resistance he put up, he wanted it. 
 
    He wanted his own pair of boobs. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Growing tits is easy, if you know what you are doing. Unfortunately, every dog’s cousin is on the internet, and they all have bright ideas, and those bright ideas are worth about a pound of parrot excrement. 
 
    First, we started with his diet. It was so much fun to watch his face screw up in distaste as he learned to love avocados, yogurt and granola. 
 
    And, poor boy, he had to give up processed foods, including everything with sugar, and that meant Coke. 
 
    The thing is, it’s easy to eat the right foods, but the right foods have to be…right. That means no preservatives, dies, sucroses or other kinds of ‘croses, and so on. So we had to find the right kind of estrogen rich foods. That meant a large but good quality of soy. Including soy milk, soy butter, and so on. 
 
    And he had to give up testosterone foods. No more chips, crackers, baked goods, and so on. 
 
    He didn’t suffer too badly, though, because he had to eat a lot of the right kind of protein. More milk, eggs, peanut butter, lean fish, chicken and nuts. 
 
    The funny thing we found out was that protein made for softer curves. It just rounds out the body. 
 
    And he had to eat what I call the ‘sneaky’ foods. Blueberries, dates, cherries, apples and plums. But, the good side, for me, at least, his body odor changed. 
 
    I mean, he was never a really smelly man, but he did have a man odor to him. But when we upped the sneaky foods he started to smell positively sweet. 
 
    After foods the big thing was exercise, and he developed the weirdest of work outs. 
 
    On alternating days he would do chest exercises. This was heavy weight lifting, designed to increase bulk, and he would do chest presses, push ups, flys, chair lifts, and anything else that would bulk and strengthen his pecs. And I do mean strengthen. I was determined that my man have a world class set of boobs, and I didn’t want those puppies sagging. 
 
    On the other days he would do ‘slenderizing’ exercises. This meant high reps, running, swimming, anything to work the fat off. We knew that breasts are fat, and that we were trying to increase his fat, but we didn’t want him to have a beer barrel belly, or upper arms that sagged and flopped when he moved. 
 
    Now, that was diet and exercise, two big guns when it comes to changing your body. But the biggest gun, the most important one, was estrogen. And here is where it gets tricky. 
 
    When you up the estrogen, or the testosterone, for that matter, it unbalances the body chemistry. This is a short way of explaining why people catch cancer and have heart attacks when they start taking hormones. 
 
    But we were being careful with the food, getting only the best and most natural and organic quality. 
 
    But how do you get natural hormones? 
 
    The short answer, you don’t. But we did find the most natural estrogen in existence. And we had to look for it. 
 
    We searched the web, and weren’t satisfied. So we started searching the dark web. 
 
    The dark web isn’t rally that dark. It is just sites that don’t want to be, and have somehow avoided, listing by Google. 
 
    Google is the big one. The other web searchers all use Google. So we had to find a site that would give us what we wanted…but we didn’t have an address. 
 
    So how do you find an address that isn’t known? You go on chat boards, join communities, and you ask questions. And when you finally get a lead you need to initiate a conversation and convince the other person that you aren’t the FBI, or some scamster or other. And here we lucked out. 
 
    We found a site that dealt in the purest estrogen, made through the purest methods, and, here is the kicker…it worked fast. 
 
    Not years, not months and months, but weeks and weeks.  
 
    So we chatted some site owner up, convinced them, and that took some work, and ordered. 
 
      
 
    In the meantime, while we were figuring all this out, Henry was having his own difficulties. Poor boy wanted to cum. I would see him, standing over the toilet, staring down at his hard dick. 
 
    I started taking showers with him so he wouldn’t have the chance to masturbate. 
 
    All while kissing him and teasing him and edging him several times a day. 
 
    So he was lost in the desire to jack off, and I could see it coming, so I helped him out, I bought him a chastity tube. 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. “What is this?” 
 
    “Honey, we can’t have any accidents.” 
 
    “Oh,” and he looked so miserable I just had to giggle. 
 
    “It wouldn’t be so funny if it was you that was drooling and dripping all the time,” he groused. 
 
    Oh, if he only knew. I was dripping and drooling. Heck, there were days that I put on thick panties, and even pads, because I knew I was afraid the simple act of sitting down would cause a splash. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get this puppy on.” 
 
    Well, it took a while. I mean, the guy has sex on the brain, and he’s always hard. But, after a cold shower and a bag of carrots, I helped him stuff the little fellow into prison. 
 
    Now, here’s the funny part. For the first few days, he was wiggling and twitching, adjusting himself, and, of course, complaining. 
 
    But, after about a week, he started to like it. 
 
    Sure, it was uncomfortable, always trying to get hard and being stopped, but now he didn’t have the problem of walking around with a big bulge in his pants. Or skirt. 
 
    Yes, skirt. I was having fun dressing him up. Putting him in lingerie and dresses and even a little make up. 
 
    But he adapted, and that gave me a chance to work a little harder on him. 
 
    I teased him. Groped him. And I especially played with his chest. 
 
    I gave him a boob massages twice a day, an hour at a time. I rubbed in creams, I used nipple suction cups on him, I patted and pressed and shaped his pecs as if they were real boobs. 
 
    And, after a month, we noticed something. 
 
    One, his breasts became sensitive. The nipples, actually. Not sore, but a little tender. 
 
    Two, it felt like there were little pads of fat under his areoles. Just little ones, maybe a half inch thick, but they were there. 
 
    “Honey, it’s bra time for you.” 
 
    He was used to bras now, and he didn’t object. I think he liked the idea that he was going to get to wear one permanently. 
 
    So I put him in a training bra. And it was weird. His chest was slightly wider, so I had to hunt far and wide for a training bra that would fit him. But, like I say, when I found one he liked it. 
 
    Oh, he made the usual remarks, ‘I feel like a horse with a saddle!’ 
 
    But I just laughed and kept feeding him right, giving him his hormones, and dressing him up. 
 
    After two months he had little golf ball sized boobs. They were so cute, just sitting there in his flat bra, waiting to burst out and become…bigger. 
 
    And I loved playing with them. And I think that playing with boobs makes them bigger. I sucked on them, and shaped them, and massaged them, and then had him eat me to a cum. 
 
    After three months he was baseball-sized, and they were getting difficult to conceal. 
 
    And this was the crux: he wanted boobs, but he was embarrassed. 
 
    He wore loose sweat shirts, he tried binding them, even even bought a gynecomastia bra. You know, the kind of compression bra men wear when they develop boobs and don’t want them. 
 
    But I put a stop to that. If he was going to have them he had to learn to love them. And I remember the day it all came to a head. 
 
    We were lounging around the house, and I realized I had to go to the store and pick up some groceries. 
 
    Henry usually went with me when I went to the supermarket, but now he hemmed and hawed, and said, “Well, I don’t feel like going out. I’m going to—“ 
 
    “Henry,” I looked at him directly. 
 
    He felt the tone of my voice and looked back. 
 
    “It’s time you grabbed the bull by the horns.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What do I mean? I mean you’ve started being a hermit, afraid to go out. Afraid to show the world what kind of man you are.” 
 
    “But…” and he stopped. I think it was the remark about ‘what kind of man’ he was. 
 
    “Go put on your bra, the new one I just bought you. Then put on a shirt. Then get your butt in the car.” 
 
    Henry loved it when I talked tough to him, and he headed for the bedroom, and returned a minute later with…a sweatshirt. 
 
    “Henry?” 
 
    He looked down and he mumbled, and I realized that you can only push so far. This was an increment, accept it, make him wear a shirt next time. 
 
    And, the funny thing, his boobs were big enough that the sweat shirt didn’t disguise them. At all. 
 
    Still, it wasn’t as noticeable as a shirt or blouse. 
 
    “All right,” I smiled at him, “Come on, my big, brave man. Let’s treat the world to a real man.” 
 
    He liked that. It put a little of his respect back, and we walked out to the car. And I drove. 
 
    “Hey?” he complained. 
 
    I said, “Beautiful women should sit in the passenger seat. Who knows, maybe we’ll pass a truck driver and you can flash him.” 
 
    He laughed at that, still looked unsure, but then got into the passenger seat. 
 
    And I felt so damned horny. It was the power of it all. I had made him wear a bra, and go to the store, and now I was even taking over the usually male dominated position…driver. 
 
    So he fiddled with the radio, and his hair, it was getting longer, blew back, and his eyes were alive and I wished I’d taken the time to put a little shadow on them. 
 
    Oh, well. Next time. 
 
    We pulled into the parking lot, parked, and he stepped into his first embarrassing situation. And all he did was get out of the car and stretch. 
 
    He put his arms up and reached for the sky, gave a wiggle of his hips, and saw the old lady staring at him. 
 
    Real quick, she pushed her cart on, but she kept looking back at us. And when she reached the trunk of her car she just stood there and stared. 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    Henry saw it, but he tried to deny it. 
 
    I linked my arm with his and walked him to the store. 
 
    “What was her problem?” 
 
    As we stepped under the electric eye and the door whooshed back I said, “She’s never seen a real man.” 
 
    Poor Henry. He looked down at his tits then, and it hit him what she had been staring at. 
 
    “Come on,” I pulled him.  
 
    “But…I need to go back to the car.” 
 
    “You need to confront your fears.” 
 
    He had stopped, and we stood there, me holding on to him with a death grip. 
 
    People were walking past us, and some of them looked, looked again, and some of them ignored us. 
 
    And, finally, Henry moved, and it was the right way. 
 
    “Shall we check out the melons?” 
 
    And Henry finally chuckled. His face was red, but he said, “I’ve got your melons right here.” 
 
    I said, “Those are just oranges. When I get done with you you’re going to have watermelons.” 
 
    So we shopped, and he got used to people staring at him, and he said, “Do women have to put up with this? It’s like I can feel their eyes on me.” 
 
    “All the time, big boy. After a while you learn to ignore it.” 
 
    Back home we put the dishes away and had a drink, I allowed Henry a whiskey, with real Coke, and I had a wine spritzer. And we sat and talked about the changes, and the clothes he was wearing, and make up, and…his hair. 
 
    “You know, I could probably style it now.” 
 
    “Nah. It’s just right.” 
 
    “For a man, but for a woman? Let’s take a look in the mirror and I’ll show you.” 
 
    So we went to my make up table and he sat down and I grabbed his hair and held it out, then scrunched it a little and tucked it under.  
 
    “This is a bob. It would fit your face, but I don’t want to shorten, I want to lengthen. I want the real feminine look. 
 
    He was silent at that. 
 
    “What? Did I say something wrong?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But he was just looking at his hair and thinking. 
 
    I came around and sat on his lap, felt that glorious cage under my rump. I kissed him a good one, and then massaged his boobs. 
 
    He was groaning under my hands, his nipples were quite large now, and he loved it when I played with them.  
 
     I asked, “Are you having second thoughts?” 
 
    He looked at me then, and I could see the surprise in his eyes. “Lord, no. I just…I don’t know.” 
 
    It was an official funk. He was happy, but he was depressed. He was feeling emotional, and was trying to reconcile that with being a man and keeping it all in. 
 
    So I reached behind me and picked up a tube of lipstick. I hunkered down on his lap and applied the color to his lips. He loved it when I did that, but this time he didn’t even smile. 
 
    I frowned. I didn’t want him to go to dark places. Then I got an idea. 
 
    “Hey, wait here.” 
 
    I ran into the other room, picked up my cell phone and dashed back to my place on his lap. I hit a number. 
 
    “Hey, Daisy! How are you. Uh huh. Oh, yes. Well, there is a specific reason for this call. Henry is doing a little cross dressing…” Henry sat up and looked panicked… “And we need to do something with his hair. But he doesn’t want a crowd. That’s right. The poor dear is embarrassed. Can you imagine? Being embarrassed because you’re beautiful?” 
 
    He was making sign language with his hands, telling me no, but I just put my hand on his tit and squeezed. I could feel his thighs shake when I did that. 
 
    “Tonight? Just you and Johnny? Oh, that’s wonderful! We’ll see you at nine.” 
 
    I hung up. 
 
    Henry looked like he had eating a can of sardines, without the sardines. 
 
    “I can’t do this…” 
 
    “You have to. You’re looking more and more gorgeous every day. You think I want my man to look like a used mop?” I tousled his hair. 
 
    He brushed it back in place and kept protesting. But I wasn’t having any of it. 
 
    “None o’clock, bozo. And I suggest you think about what you’re going to wear. Women don’t go to a beauty shop looking all dowdy.” 
 
    He was out of his funk now, I had replaced it with fear, but it wasn’t a bad fear. He knew Daisy, he even liked her, so though he was silent for a while, he wasn’t bad silent. He was just thinking silent. 
 
    Nine o’clock, and I parked the car in front of ‘The Hairport.’ Henry was wearing a blue dress with a belt and low heels. This was actually the first time he had ever been outside totally en femme, and I had never seen such apprehension on a face in my life. 
 
    We got out, and I quickly linked arms with Henry. He didn’t look like he was chickening out, but better safe than sorry. 
 
    We walked into Daisy’s place of business, our heels lightly clicking and Henry looked around with frightened eyes. 
 
    “Dawn! And this is…Henrietta?” 
 
    Henry smiled a sickly smile, but he held on. 
 
    Daisy walked around Henry, her critical eye working over time, and she said, “Henry. Henrietta, you are GORGEOUS!” 
 
    She felt his hair, “Oh, nice. This is going to be fun. And those boobs…can I feel them?” 
 
    Henry might have said no, but I piped in quick, “Knock yourself out.” 
 
    Gently, Daisy touched Henry’s tits. She moved her hand around them, hefting them, and marveling all the while. “I wish I had boobies like these. Oh, feel those nipples. Henrietta! You hot, little dog!” 
 
    Henry was embarrassed, but loving it. And I noticed that when she felt his nipples his knees shook a bit. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get down to business,” Daisy finally said. “Have a seat right here.” 
 
    She put him in a beauty chair, got behind him and started lifting and moving his hair around. Henry could see in the mirror on the opposite wall, and he watched in fascination. 
 
    “We could bob it, but that’s sort of tacky. With his frame, he needs some curls. You know what the problem is?” 
 
    I shook my head and Henry looked at her in the mirror. 
 
    “He needs extensions.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” I almost clapped my hands, she was so right on. 
 
    “Johnny!” Daisy called. A moment later her number one entered the shop from the back room. 
 
    “Hello, dearies,” he said. 
 
    Johnny was a swisher. He wasn’t gay, but he was transitioning, and this made him so appropriate. He had been there, done that, and knew all the answers. 
 
    “Johnny, this is Henry,…to be Henrietta. She needs hair extensions.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open, and even Daisy frowned. “What?” 
 
    Johnny walked around the chair, stood next to Henry and lifted a lock of his hair. 
 
    “His skin. It’s not right for long hair. Now…if we put a little make up on him, maybe then…and I’ve got some dangly ear rings I could lend him…yes. He needs a full make over. And I mean nails and everything.” 
 
    That blew me away. From down in the dumps, that ‘nope’ he had spit out had been a real downer, to high in the clouds. I could see Henry fully made up, professionally made up, in a way that I couldn’t hope to match. 
 
    “Oh,” said Daisy, and it was obvious she liked the idea, too. “The works.” She turned to me. “Is that okay? Can we do him up proper?” 
 
    “Hell, yes!” I blurted. 
 
    Then Daisy frowned, and she turned to Henry. 
 
    “Henrietta, it’s one thing for me to fantasize, but you have to wear the reality. Are you up for this?” 
 
    To Henry’s credit, he didn’t look down at his lap. Not that it would have done any good. His chastity cage, you know. He said, “Well, uh…I sort of thought…” 
 
    I was on tenterhooks waiting for him to say yes. God, he couldn’t say no. He just couldn’t. And then he surprised us all. “Well, I guess…if you do my nails, too.” 
 
    We cheered and high fived, and even appreciated the way he had played us. And then we got to work. 
 
    Daisy brought out the extensions and trimmed his hair and prepared to match everything up. 
 
    Johnny started with the fingernails. 
 
    And I just stood there and let my heart swell. And my pussy get wet hot. 
 
    Daisy glanced at me once, and giggled. She knew what I was going through. 
 
    “How long would you like these, honey?” asked Johnny. 
 
    “I don’t know. Dawn?” 
 
    “Well, if it was up to me, I would put some long stilettos on him.” 
 
    Johnny smiled and checked with Henry. “You’re going to have to be careful. You’re going to be scratching backs if you’re not careful.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m not.” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    Johnny: “I’m going for a dark, sultry red. I’ve got the most serious lip stain. Just came in and—“ 
 
    “Lip stain? asked Daisy. “Are you sure? That’s long lasting.” 
 
    “How long lasting?” I asked. 
 
    “This is new stuff. It’ll last a week or ten days. Easy.” 
 
    “Henry?” I looked at him with a wry, expectant look. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Oh, burst my heart and go to make up heaven! 
 
    So Johnny put long sharpies on Henry’s fingers, then three coated them, then fixed them, and they were astounding. Long and deep red, sexy, dangerous, perfect. 
 
    “So are you transitioning?” asked Johnny.  
 
    My breath went high in my chest. It was one of those things that I had avoided. 
 
    “I don’t think so. Well, maybe I am. I’m just sort of going with the flow, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Oh, darling, do I. You ever think about cutting it off?” 
 
    Henry actually laughed. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “I just asked because you’ve put the little man in prison, and the next step is usually a life sentence or,” he made a slicing motion across his throat with one long fingernail, “gak!” 
 
    “So you noticed the chastity tube.” 
 
    “Worn them myself. Wonderful little things. Designed by the devil himself.” 
 
    I was astounded. The way they were talking, chatting, just like old friends. Not that Henry was ever a phobe of any kind, but…I didn’t expect it. Then Johnny took us over the edge. 
 
    “So what do you do about sex?” 
 
    “Suffer. It’s sort of fun.” 
 
    “Oh, it is, but you have to clean out the pipes some time. You have to stay healthy and not get all stopped up.” 
 
    Henry frowned. 
 
    I blurted, “How do we do that? And still keep Mr. Happy all locked up?” 
 
    “Oh, dearie, there are so many ways of having sex without the old peeny.” 
 
    “Like what?” asked Henry. 
 
    “Like your wife’s vibrator?” 
 
    Henry looked art me, a look of surprise on his face, and he had a sudden thought.  “Do you use your vibrator?” 
 
    But why he was surprised I’ll never know. I mean, a girl has to get some, you know? 
 
    I actually turned a light red. “Busted.” 
 
    But he didn’t seem to equate it with his own condition. He simply asked: “How much?” 
 
    Now I was really busted. I whispered, “Every day.” 
 
    Henry’s jaw dropped, and Daisy and Johnny started laughing. 
 
    “Every day?” 
 
    “Sometimes twice a day.” Then I blurted out, “But it’s because you’re so beautiful! You turn me on! A girl has to do something! A girl has needs!” 
 
    “Huh,” and then: “I guess…my needs…I—“ 
 
    “You’re getting your needs taken care of right now.” 
 
    And he tilted his head and gave a lopsided grin. “Yeah. I guess I am.” Then he sobered up. “But what about this cleaning of the pipes thing?” To Johnny: “What do you mean ‘my wife’s vibrator?” 
 
    “Every week or so have her put it up your poo poo. A little shake and bake and you’re going to have your pipes all cleaned out. Believe me, honey, it’s going to feel good.” 
 
    “It will?” 
 
    “Cross my heart and hope to lie,” he crossed his heart. “Now, shut, because we have to do some heavy lifting. But look at your nails first.” 
 
    Henry lifted a hand and stared. He had long, delicate fingers, and now they were longer, and his shiny nails gleamed so sexy. “Oh, my,” he breathed. Then he looked at me, and his expression was positively glowing. 
 
    Daisy finished the extensions, and his hair was now long and thick with the most incredible, flowing waves. It was a chocolate and silver waterfall, and I couldn’t wait to see him naked, those long tresses flowing over his bare shoulders. 
 
    Then they worked on his face. They cleaned and moisturized and smoothed a foundation into his pores. They shaded his eyes, a very light charcoal color, and his eyes did, indeed, look mysterious, especially when Daisy arranged his hair so it fell slightly over his face. 
 
    Johnny put in a pair of earrings, Henry didn’t even say ouch when he was pierced, and they framed his face perfectly. Light shards of light twinkled and glittered and set off his mysteriousness. 
 
    Then Johnny put on the lip stain. He put on several coats, then a long lasting gloss, and Henry’s lips came alive, and they matched his nails, and I wanted to kiss them desperately. 
 
    Daisy saw how I was looking at Henry, like he was a piece of meat that I just had to eat. She actually moved in and shoved me back. She had a huge smile as she said, “Wait a couple of days. Let his lips really set, and then you can chew on him to your heart’s content. 
 
    Darn, I thought. And if ever there was a moment when I was dripping that was it. I was so wet somebody was going to have to follow me with a mop. 
 
    “So how big are you going for?” asked Daisy. 
 
    “Double Ds,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, and turned to Henry. “Her fantasy, your reality. What do you want?” 
 
    “In my heart of hearts?” 
 
    “Is there any other kind?” 
 
    He looked at me. “Double Ds.” 
 
    By then we are all done. Henry stood up, looking a lot better than when he had sat down, and we all stared at him. 
 
    His boobs were thrust out, proudly. His face was the stuff of dreams. Wet dreams, in my case. His hair was like a models, as were his nails and lips and…everything. 
 
    “Wow!” said Daisy. 
 
    “Double wow with a cherry on top!” echoed Johnny. 
 
    I have never been so happy, or horny, in my life. 
 
    And Henry looked pretty happy, too. 
 
     
 
    We were driving home. Two babes. Okay, one had a dick, but it was locked up and of no consequence. 
 
    “You mean it? Double Ds?” I asked. “I mean, we’ve talked about it, but it’s real now. The way you’re growing…” 
 
    “I mean it. But…I’m wondering about the other thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The vibrator.” 
 
    I smiled. Tell the truth, I had read up on this stuff on the net. I had thought about broaching it, but it seemed like a bit much. I mean, anal sex? 
 
    “I’d like to do this proper.” 
 
    “And what is proper?” 
 
    “I’ll order us a strap on. You can pick the size and shape of the dick.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything for a few corners, then: “I’d like that. It seems fitting.” 
 
    “So now the question is…when?” 
 
    Neither of us spoke then, as we considered the question. When we pulled into the driveway Henry turned to me. He took my hands in his, and I felt a thrill shoot through my heart. I could feel his nails on my hands. 
 
    “I’d like to…can we, uh, pop my cherry…when I reach full double D?” 
 
    My heart was so full I had trouble speaking. I wanted to lay him out and kiss him within an inch of his life. “That sounds good. It’ll only be a couple of months, the rate you’re growing.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    I leaned forward to kiss him. 
 
    He put his red nailed fingers on my chest and stopped me. “Please. you want to mess up my make up?” 
 
    We both giggled at that, then he added, “Besides. I’d like to let you wait a little now.” 
 
    “Wait…like in…no vibrator?” I was aghast. 
 
    “Well, that does seem a little harsh. How about you can cum as long as I get to work the vibrator.” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I breathed. “You better invest in Diehard, ‘cause we’re going to be using up the batteries.” 
 
      
 
    Two months later. Two gorgeous months, in which Henry bought boxes of batteries, and in which I came again and again, but was still hungry. Two months during which he grew larger and larger, and there came a night when he came out of the bedroom with a big, fat smile on his face. He was naked, except for his bra. “Guess who’s all grown up?” 
 
    “No!” I rushed to him, looked at the size tag on the bra. Two Ds looked back at me. 
 
    We grabbed each others hands and whirled in a dancing circle. 
 
    And I slowed down, stopped, and said, “And you know what that means?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    We stood there, staring at each other, actually trembling with excitement and desire. 
 
    That day we laughed all day long. And we watched TV, feeling each other up, kissing passionately. 
 
    That night I went into the bedroom first. I put on a pair of sweat pants, and the dildo strapped on to me hung down my leg. Actually, it wasn’t big, only 7 inches, which was what Henry was when he was out of the cage. I wore a boy beater, and a shelf bra. My nipples stood right out. And the material was making me even hornier, if that was possible. 
 
    Then Henry went into the bedroom. He was in there for an hour. then he opened the door and came into the living room. 
 
    I almost had an orgasm right then. I definitely felt my juices swirl around down there, and a little throbbing. 
 
    He was wearing a wedding dress. My old wedding dress, slightly altered. It wasn’t his idea, it was mine. We had gone so far, and this was like the final step, this was where he gave up and I became. The wedding dress symbolized something 
 
    His boobs pressed up over the lip of the dress. A small train, just a couple of feet, dragged along the floor. His waist was an hourglass, his hips were rounded, and his make up…perfect. He had had his lips restained several times, and he had glossed them up, and they were the most delicious things I had ever seen. I really looked forward to nibbling on them. 
 
    We broke out the champagne and started sipping. And, we couldn’t help ourselves, guzzling. We turned on the music and danced. We made out, he finger banged me, couldn’t keep his fingers out of my well drenched hole. 
 
    Then it was time. I took him into the bedroom. 
 
    Same old bedroom, but it was electric with our excitement. 
 
    “You want it facing up? Or on all fours?” 
 
    It sounded crude, but it was the way some men talked. 
 
    “Do you mind if I lay down? I want to watch your face.” 
 
    I pushed him back, and he fell on his back on the bed. He pulled a pillow so he could raise his head, and I lifted his dress and took off his panties. 
 
    The little fellow was standing up. Four inches of meat. It. had bothered him, at first, the shrinkage of his manhood, but he was getting so much more from becoming a woman. 
 
    And, of course, as we were to explore, there was more to sex than a dick. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I’ll be gentle.” I put a thick glob of lubricant on his asshole. I smeared it around, I pushed it in. He twitched and moaned as my fingers touched all those sensitive nerves. 
 
    Then I moved forward. We locked eyes. My dick touched his star. I stopped, held my position, let him get used to the feel of something pressing on his butthole. 
 
    We waited. We were breathing hard, he was almost gasping, and there was that old fear and fascination in his mysterious eyes. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, and I pushed in. 
 
    I pushed in slowly, a quarter inch at a time. He drew in his breath, and I don’t think he took another breath until it was all the way in. Then he started gulping and shivering and taking small breaths. 
 
    I waited, balls deep, and he tried to relax. But he couldn’t. But it wasn’t the rigid kind of frozen fear, it was the anticipation. He felt me, all of me, and he couldn’t stop his excitement. 
 
    So I began to move in and out. Back and forth. Sawing into his rear hole. 
 
    He began to shudder, his whole body lurching and jerking. He couldn’t stop. Even when I slowed down and paused, he kept spasming. His eyeballs were half rolled up in his head. 
 
    I reached forward and grabbed those big jugs of his. I bent my head and sucked on a nipple. 
 
    He groaned, and writhed, and his hips jerked hard and fast. 
 
    And I knew that something was wrong. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    He was somewhere else, on Mars, meeting the Gods and communing with them, but he came back and opened his eyes slightly. 
 
    “I need to turn you over.” 
 
    “Oh.” That was all. That was all he was capable of. 
 
    But I wanted to stay in him, so I moved his legs, helped him turn, and the plastic penis rotated inside his asshole, rubbed against the walls, giving him all sorts of sensation. 
 
    Then he was on his front. His breasts were squashed and my pecker was still in him. 
 
    “Up on all fours.” 
 
    He was dizzy, dazed, confused, but he slowly managed to get his legs up, and push up with his arms. And there we were. Him doggystyle. Me balls deep. And this is what I wanted. This is what I needed. I needed him face down, groveling, as I took away his masculinity, took his manhood and made him mine. 
 
    Always, before, I had been his, but now it was about to change. Everything was about to change. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    He grunted something from the pillow his face was buried in. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you now.” 
 
    And so I began. I slathered some more lubricant in him, and pushed my dick forward. I wasn’t gentle, and he arched his back and groaned. 
 
    I pulled out, and I slammed in. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ah…!” he groaned in time with my thrusts. 
 
    I went faster, harder, showing him no mercy. 
 
    “I…I…I’m going to…pee!” 
 
    I didn’t care. I was a woman possessed. I was powerful, more powerful than a man, and I was exerting myself, proving my superiority. 
 
    “Go ahead and pee,” and then I added, “bitch!” 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” 
 
    And he was turning loose and rubbery. It was all falling apart. He hadn’t had his orgasm, and I hadn’t had mine, but I…if I just pushed a little harder…if I could just rub my nub on my end of the dildo… “AHHHHH!” 
 
    I came standing up. I lurched forward, grabbed his hips and just locked myself into him. I stood there for a long minute, shuddering, waves crashing over me, white hot heat exploding outward from my loins. 
 
    He lay there, helpless under my weight. And he was all sort of limp. Robbed of vitality. But that was okay. I had it. I had his vitality. 
 
    And then the orgasm ended. My muscles started working again, and I slumped a little bit, and then I let go of him and moved back. 
 
    The penis slid out of him, glistening with lubricant. Well used. 
 
    I crept up on the bed and lay next to him. I was on my back, and he was on his face. I was satisfied, happy. I felt a contentment in my soul that had been missing for my entire life. I had broken out of millennium of societal conditioning, and I had found myself. 
 
    Finally, Henry rolled over, faced me. And he was beautiful. His hair was a mess, his make up was half rubbed off, his lips were smeared, even his mascara had begun to run. 
 
    I smiled at him. “Was it good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” and then he looked down between his legs. Right under where his little dick had been hanging was a large mess. Cum. Oodles and gobs. Months worth of stored up energy, all expended for my benefit. 
 
    “Oh my God!” he whispered. “I came!” 
 
    I looked. “I guess you did.” 
 
    “But I didn’t mean to! I thought…I thought I was peeing! 
 
    “Peeing out cum.” 
 
    “But I didn’t have an orgasm.” 
 
    “Good girl,” and I patted his cheek. “You’ll be staying horny for me.” 
 
    I got up and began to put on exercise clothes. 
 
    He stared at me. He was happy, but scared, but fascinated. What was happening to him…he loved it…but…he was losing something, too. 
 
    “Did you really call me a bitch?” 
 
    I grinned as I tied my shoes. “I’m going to the gym. Why don’t you clean up this mess.” 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed then, his mouth open, and he stared at my back as I walked out the door. 
 
    When this all started, many months ago, I hadn’t known where I was going. I was just feeling the power, and the sex, and I let it take me. What I hadn’t known was that I was seeking something, a freedom, an emancipated me. 
 
    And I hadn’t known it was as simple as putting a dick up a man’s asshole. But it was, and now I had become who I was meant to be; I had become the real me. I was a woman in charge. 
 
      
 
    END
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, we’ve got a problem.” I called to Robert from the bedroom. 
 
    He was watching Fox News, mesmerized by the screen and the conspiracies and Shannon Bream. Hey, I don’t care who he lusts after, as long as he takes it out on me. 
 
    “Can’t it wait?” He called back. 
 
    “Not for nine months!” 
 
    That got his attention. He was standing in the bedroom doorway faster than you can change channels. “What?” 
 
    “I said we’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “You said something about nine months? What was that?” 
 
    “I don’t consider being pregnant a problem.” 
 
    His face was frozen for a moment, then it broke out in a bright shiny grin, and suddenly he was hugging me. “For real! For serious! You aren’t kidding?” 
 
    “Nope,” I held on to him and he picked me up and whirled me around, then stopped and a look of panic came across his face.  
 
    “Oh, I can’t do that.” 
 
    “Oh, hell. You can do that. Just be careful. When I start looking like I’ve eaten a watermelon, that’s when you have to get real careful.” 
 
    He grabbed me in a hug again, though a bit subdued, and danced around the room. “We’re pregnant! We’re pregnant! We’re pregnant!” 
 
    He chanted endlessly, and I held on and enjoyed it. We had been trying for several years, and this was it. Pregnant at last. 
 
    Then he stopped, held me still and got very serious. “What problem?” 
 
    “Well, you remember how you wanted me to have my boobs enhanced?” 
 
    He looked confused. “Yeah?” 
 
    “And you remember how I didn’t really want to do it?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “But I did it anyway?” 
 
    “And that was great! You really look great! And you have to admit…it spiced up our love life. And if it wasn’t for that…maybe you wouldn’t have even gotten pregnant.” 
 
    “I understand all that.” 
 
    “Then what’s the problem.” 
 
    “I talked to mother, and she pointed out that women with implants lose the ability to nurse.” 
 
    “What?” A look of concern. “But you don’t have that problem. You can’t have that problem!” 
 
    I gave him a look and waited. 
 
    “Oh my God! You can’t have milk? Can’t you nurse? You have to be able to nurse! We’ve been planning on it!” 
 
    “There was a price for these big cannons.” 
 
    He stepped back from me and looked at my bazooms, and I mean really looked. 
 
    Yes, I had agreed to the surgery. And he didn’t even have to bend my arm. What woman doesn’t want to look better? 
 
    But now there was a consequence. One he hadn’t planned on. 
 
    “Well, can’t we get another operation? Have them reduced?” 
 
    “Doesn’t work that way.” 
 
    “We can hire a wet nurse!” 
 
    “Some other woman breast feeding my baby? I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Then your mother…” and he stopped. 
 
    I shook my head. “My mother would have to lactate. And she’s a little old for that.” 
 
    “Lactate.” He pondered. “Breast feed. Milk.” Then he looked at me. “What will we do?” 
 
    “Oh, the solution is really simple.” 
 
    “It is?” he brightened up. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    He blinked. “Me?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Me what?” 
 
    “You are going to nurse our baby.” 
 
    “Me? What? No! What are you…are you serious? Men can’t nurse!” 
 
    “Au contraire, mon ami. Do a little Googling, look up ‘galactorrhea,’ then come back and see me.” 
 
    “I don’t have the breasts. One needs breasts to produce breast milk.” 
 
    I smiled. “Ah, but you do. Do a little Googling, then come back and see me.” 
 
    “But I can’t produce milk! Even if I had breasts!” 
 
    I smiled wider. “Men can produce milk. Do a little Googling, then come back and see me.” 
 
    “But my body’s not built for it! Male bodies can’t have babies!” 
 
    “We’re not talking about having babies. We’re talking about a little breast milk. And if you can have tits and produce milk, then you can breast feed. Do a little Googling and—“ 
 
    “I know,” he grouched. “Come back and see you.” 
 
    And with that he was out of the room. Like the roadrunner. And I heard the computer fire up a couple of seconds later. 
 
    Dum de dum de dum. I folded underwear and put them away. I thought about all the things we were going to have to do. 
 
    First was me. I had to change my lifestyle and get ready to spit out a brat. Cool. I looked forward to that. Made me all warm and fuzzy. 
 
    Second was Robert. We were going to have to get him hormones, and medicines, and doctors and even psychiatrists. Apparently a woman can risk her life for a baby and nobody cares, but if a man wants to have breasts, oh, Lordie! 
 
    Ten minutes later he came back into the room. His head was hanging and he was in deep thought. He stood there without saying a word. 
 
    “Well?” I asked. 
 
    He looked up. “You’re right. But…but it’s not right!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because that’s woman’s work.” 
 
    “So you can never use a vacuum, and women can never use a hammer and saw. Yes, I understand…that’s pretty logical.” 
 
    Ha! Hoisted on his own petard. Whatever a petard was. 
 
    “No, I didn’t mean that!” 
 
    “What did you mean?” I was all innocence and happy smiles. 
 
    “Well, to grow breasts I have to take hormones, and it will change my body.” 
 
    “Yes, I understand that. Having bigger boobs definitely changed my body.” 
 
    “You’re twisting my words!” 
 
    “Your words are already twisted enough, or at least your logic is. Yes, you can take estrogen for a while, do the nursing, then stop, and those changes all reverse.” 
 
    He didn’t have much to say to that. Funny thing is, I was using some of the same logic he used on me when he persuaded me to have my breasts enhanced. 
 
    And then he just turned around and walked away. That surprised me, and it didn’t. It was unlike him, which surprised me, but I knew he needed time to grok it all. 
 
    I finished putting away the laundry, then I went down the hall to the room we had planned to make into a nursery. 
 
    It was yellow, waiting for a decision as to whether pink or blue. There was a space for a crib in one corner, and we already had a rocking chair. Mother had brought that down as soon as I told her we were trying to have a baby. It had sat there, gathering dust, for three years, but now, at last, it was going to see some duty. 
 
    I sighed in happiness. Then I turned and walked down the hall to the kitchen. 
 
    Robert was sitting in the living room. His head was down and he was in the deepest thought I had ever seen. If I didn’t know better I would have thought it was a funk. 
 
    I entered the kitchen, got down a couple of flutes from the cupboard and put them on the table. Then I took out the champagne. Hundred dollars a bottle. We had planned on opening it when we got pregnant. And here we were. 
 
    I unwrapped the foil, then the twisty wire. I started edging the cork out. It was starting to work its way out and I stepped into the living room. 
 
    “HAPPY NEW YEAR!” I yelled. And, POP! 
 
    I turned quickly and poured the champagne into the flutes. 
 
    By the time I had the glasses filled Robert was leaning against the side of the arch that separated the living room from the dining room. 
 
    I didn’t say a word. I just grinned at him, and handed him a flute. 
 
    We stood there for the longest time. He trying to de-funk himself. Me waiting. A sassy grin plastered across my noble face. 
 
    Finally, he shook his head, and the teensiest grin crept across his face. 
 
    “I’m really fucked on this, aren’t I?” 
 
    “I got tits for you…now it’s your turn to get tits for me,” I agreed. 
 
    He lifted a glass, we clinked. And he said, “Here’s to titties.” 
 
    And that was the start.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “He’s going to what?” 
 
    Ah, dear mother. She was old school, and I expected her to have a rough time with the idea of Robert nursing. 
 
    “Jessica? Are you serious?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “But men don’t have breasts! They don’t have milk, ergo…they can’t nurse.” 
 
    “Do a little Googling, then come talk to me.” God, I was starting to love that phrase. 
 
    She stared at me with an open mouth. And, one final burst of bewilderment, “And you’re serious.” 
 
    “As serious as a fart in a phone booth.” 
 
    Suddenly, she started laughing. I mean…REALLY laughing. She guffawed like a sailor, slapped her thigh, and turned red with merriment. 
 
    Finally, when she calmed down, she asked, “What does Robert say?” 
 
    “He’s good to go.” 
 
    She went into laughter again, and I was thinking maybe she was having some weird sort of breakdown. 
 
    But she finally stopped, except for the occasional chuckle, and said, “I get to help.” 
 
    “Help?” I was sort of blank. I couldn’t believe she was taking it this well … and then to offer to help? Help with what? 
 
    “Honey, this is no small thing. Do you know what hormones do?” 
 
    “Sure. They change the body a little, and then a man can take other drugs, and he lactates.” 
 
    “Exactly right.” she nodded. But I felt there was something she wasn’t telling me. “I’ve got a friend. You know Martha? Of course you know Martha. And you know she’s a doctor. We can get her to cut through the red tape and get this started. She can prescribe the hormones, and…” and she blathered on, and I wondered what her insidious little plot was. I mean, mother always had an angle. I love her dearly, but that’s the truth. 
 
      
 
    “Your mother is going to what?” 
 
    “She’s going to be helping us out. She’ll help us with the babies room, and she can help me, I’ll be getting tired, you know, and she can even help you.” 
 
    Robert gave a mighty snort. 
 
    “Like she helped us with the wedding.” 
 
    A broad grin broke out on my face. “Well, it was sort of funny.” 
 
    “I didn’t think so, and you weren’t too happy either, as I recall.’ 
 
    During our wedding mother had offered a special toast, and she had handed Robert and I a couple of flutes of champagne. We drank up, and never realized that mother had ground up some Thiazides and mixed it into Robert’s champagne. 
 
    The result was that Robert had two days of ED. Erectile Dysfunction. Impotence. 
 
    God, we were desperate. We hadn’t fucked for a month before the wedding, we wanted to make it special. Well, it was special all right. And when we got back and mother asked about the wedding night and started laughing hysterically, we knew she had done something. 
 
    It was no wonder that Robert was suspicious of her. 
 
    And I didn’t blame him. 
 
    But, outside of that, my mother is a character, and Robert actually likes her. But he’s careful around her, too. 
 
    “Yes, but as a memory, you’ve got to admit…” 
 
    And he chuckled. Robert couldn’t hold a grudge if it was pinned to his chest. 
 
    So I called mother and told her it was all right. 
 
    That weekend she moved in. She would sleep in the baby’s room until he, or she, came home, and then she would sleep on the fold out in the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Ronald! how’s my favorite pimp?” 
 
    Robert shook his head. “It’s Robert. And if I was your pimp I’d sell you for good.” 
 
    She kissed his cheek, called him a dear boy, and told him to go get her bags. 
 
    While Robert brought in her suitcases I walked her to the baby room. “Robert went out and bought a bed for you.” 
 
    “The mattress is probably made out of tacks and thistles.” 
 
    “I heard that,” Robert followed us in. 
 
    “Say, how was that wedding night, anyway.” 
 
    “Grr,” said Robert, but he was laughing. It was hard to be grumpy around mother. 
 
    Then we chatted, moved out to the living room, chatted some more, and the afternoon whiled away. Before we knew it it was getting dark, and I hadn’t even started the dinner. 
 
    “Just sit there. I’ll whip up some steaks and potatoes, and maybe something special for Robert. 
 
    “Oh, no.” muttered Robert. 
 
    Grace just laughed and went into the kitchen. 
 
    Robert and I sat there for a minute, then Robert got up. “I’m getting suspicious,” he said. “I’m going to keep an eye on her.” 
 
    We entered the kitchen and sat at the table. Robert poured us some wine, a spritzer for me, and we continued our chatting. 
 
    “Say, Robert. You never did tell me what your honeymoon was like.” 
 
    “It was like training a worm to do a headstand.” 
 
    Grace laughed. “Oh, that’s good.” She mashed the taters, then, and while they were cooking she turned and leaned against the counter. 
 
    “I brought the hormones Martha prescribed.” 
 
    I Robert studied her, his eyes thinning. 
 
    “Don’t worry, son in law. That joke is only good once. And you have to admit it, it’s going to be hard to beat it.” 
 
    “So I should trust you?” 
 
    “Why not?” I’m not going to go against the doctor’s orders. This is too important.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Are you ready for your first doses?” 
 
    Robert hesitated, then nodded. “I guess so.” 
 
    Mother went to her room and brought back a box with several pill bottles in it. She lined them up on the counter and cracked them, took off the seals, and took out the cotton. Then she told Robert, reading the directions off the sides of the bottles, how much of what to take and when. 
 
    Robert paid attention, and shortly she handed him a glass of apple juice, which he had watched her pour from the bottle, and he began taking his first batch of hormones. 
 
    He finished, and quipped. “Am I stacked yet?” 
 
    Mom and I laughed, but it seemed that Mom laughed a little harder. I wondered what nefarious plot she had managed to pull over on us. 
 
    The steak and potatoes were delicious. Lots of drippings for Robert, ladylike portions for us ladies, and Robert even had a glass of Coke and whiskey. 
 
    “Just one, you lush,” mother warned. “You’re going to have a baby.” 
 
    “Jessica, not me. And maybe I better have two shots.” 
 
    “Okay, two, after all, you’ll probably have twins.” 
 
    And so the dinner went. A very pleasant affair. Nothing but family and good times. And, towards the end of the meal, Robert excused himself and went to the bathroom. 
 
    Mother cleared the table and told me, “Go on, dear. I’ll do the dishes. Robert probably needs your help.” 
 
    I stared at mother. “What did you do?” 
 
    “Me? What could I do? Robert was watching me like a hawk all night.” 
 
    But her eyes were too innocent. I knew she had something up her sleeve. 
 
    Robert was in the bathroom, sitting on the toilet, but he wasn’t peeing. He looked up at me, and when he did he straightened up enough so I could see his problem. 
 
    “Your mother,” was all he said. 
 
    And his boner said the rest. Sometime during dinner, maybe she had mashed it into his potatoes, or put it in his apple juice, or just sneaked it in with his hormones, she had given him viagra. 
 
    His dick was big, pointed right out into space, and purple, and I was suddenly reminded of the fact that our love making days were limited. Past a certain point in my pregnancy we weren’t going to screw. 
 
    “Well,” I said, and I grinned. 
 
    “Not funny.” he grumped. “I knew she’d pull something like this.” 
 
    So I went back into the bedroom. I put on my sexiest negligee, dabbed a little make up on my face, and whistled. 
 
    Whistled like Humphrey whistled for Lauren. 
 
    I heard him move, and then he was standing in the bathroom door. 
 
    I was laying on the bed, my hands behind my head and my surgically enhanced tits aimed right at him. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said. 
 
    “Maybe she was doing you a favor.” 
 
    “Maybe,” he said, and he came to the foot of the bed. 
 
    He started with my feet. He massaged my toes, pulled them, dug his fingers gently into my soles, rubbed my instep, and worked his way up my body. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I groaned, and he started rubbing the tops of my legs, trailed his fingers over my pussy, and then started working on my mid section. 
 
    My poor midsection. It was tight and taut, and in nine months it was going to be all stretched out. But, right now, it was a sexy muscle, and he massaged it, and worked up to my breasts. 
 
    Oh, man, Robert knew how to suck. He massaged my breasts as he sucked on the nipples. He used his teeth and pulled on them, and I could feel the heat building in my junction. 
 
    He must have felt it, too, because he slid down and began oralizing me. And, God, that man knew how to use a tongue. He slid that beast along my slit, woke up my nerves, then began battering my clit with his tongue. 
 
    Robert liked to say there were three important points on a woman’s body: the nipples and the clit. Now he was using both hands and his mouth to excite all three. 
 
    I groaned, and moaned, and— 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! And mother pounded on the wall and yelled from the next room. “I can hear you in there!” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Robert moaned. I was popped out of the heat, but I couldn’t help but giggle. 
 
    “Now go to sleep, and don’t you be doing anything dirty in there!” 
 
    We lay there, breathing hard, but then Robert shrugged it off, he was a horn dog, you know, and began tonguing my clit and palming my nipples. I felt the heat again, and I thrust my hips up. He put his fingers in me and started jacking fast. It took my breath away and I arched my back and— 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! “Jessica? Is he hurting you?” 
 
    We had stopped, but Robert’s fingers were still up my cunt, and he was wiggling them, searching for the g spot. My hips kept turning and lurching, and he laughed, and I tried to shush him, but I couldn’t stop giggling. It was all so damned hot. 
 
    We started up again. And now he slid his prick into me. It always took my breath away, the way it slid through my canal, rubbing against nerves and making me feel full. 
 
    Then we were bumping. Hot as hell, horny as goats, and— 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! “Robert? What are you doing in there! Why is the bed knocking against the wall.” 
 
    It totally broke up our rhythm. I was okay with it, but Robert was getting aggravated. 
 
    “Mother!” I yelled. “Guests should be seen and not heard.” 
 
    “And so should hosts!” 
 
    “Grace,” growled Robert. “Don’t make me come in there!” 
 
    “Oh, one woman isn’t enough for you?” 
 
    “Mother!” 
 
    “Maybe he likes them old and grey. Maybe he likes to tie them down and that’s how he gets his jollies. Or maybe he ties them down because that’s the only way he can be sure they won’t run away.” 
 
    Robert pushed off me. He sat on the edge of the bed and put his head in his hands. “Why me?” 
 
    I couldn’t stop giggling. I touched his arm and said, “Come on, let’s put on a show. You’re going to be hard for hours anyway.” 
 
    And then he started laughing. I told you he couldn’t hold a grudge. And especially against mother. 
 
    He came to me then, and he jumped right in, and he pushed in so hard I groaned and held onto his strong arms. 
 
    “Are you doing it again!” 
 
    But now we had her number, and we laughed and laughed, and he screwed me mercilessly, and, odd thing, it was so bizarre that when I did come it was over the top. I was blasted right out of orbit and crashed down on the earth. And Robert was able to cum twice. Once in me, and then he actually jacked off. 
 
    So much for mother.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Robert told me about this conversation later. I had gone to the store for something or other, and Grace called him into the kitchen and told him to have a seat.               
 
    He sat, expecting to sit on a thumb tack, but there was no tack, and Grace sat opposite him, shoved a cup of coffee in front of him and said, “We have to have a talk.” 
 
    “Yeah?” He looked up and wondered if a bag of flaming hamsters was going to fall on him. 
 
    She reached forward and put her hand on his. “Pay attention. No tricks now. This is serious.” 
 
    So Robert gave her his attention. 
 
    “Robert, I am pleased that you have decided to do this. This is a level of commitment that most men would never offer. 
 
    “Uh, okay.” 
 
    “But, there are certain things you are going to have to understand, things that, once you embrace them, will make your journey a little easier.” 
 
    He turned his head slightly and waited for the bad news. 
 
    “Robert. You’re going to have to wear a bra.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “See? No tricks, just a simple statement of fact. Something that will help you. 
 
    “First, if you’re used to a bra, before your milk comes in, it will be that much easier. So you have to start now. So this afternoon we’re going to go down to a lingerie store I know, and you’re going to get fitted.” 
 
    Robert looked this way and that. He looked up, he looked down. He suddenly wanted to be somewhere else. “I don’t…” 
 
    “Yes, you do. And that is only the start.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Do you expect to do a woman’s job without understanding what a woman is?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “You thought you’d just flop a boob out and feed the little tyke? Robert! There is much more to nurturing than that, and you have to learn how to conduct yourself like a woman. 
 
    “Oh, we won’t make you dress up as a woman every day, but we’ll do something every day, and we will acquaint you with what it is to be a woman. When the baby comes, and you feel those little lips sucking on your nipples, and those little hands pressing on your bosom, you will be able to give yourself over to the feelings that you must have if that baby is to trust you and love you and ALLOW you to nurture her. Or him.” 
 
    There wasn’t much for Robert to say to that. And there wasn’t much more Mother had to say. She had laid down the law, and she stood up and went to make an appointment for that afternoon. When I got home Robert called me into the bedroom. 
 
    “And she actually wants me to dress like a woman. Oh, ‘not all the time,’” he mimicked her, “but I don’t see why…” And he went on and on. 
 
    Now, I honestly didn’t know if mother was planning one of her famous practical jokes, but, maybe there’s a bit of mother in me, I couldn’t resist. 
 
    “I think it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He was sitting on the bed and I was sitting at my make up table, brushing out my hair. I turned, lifted the chair and walked it over and sat in front of him. And then I used the tactic that women have used to destroy men ever since time began and the first penis squirted baby batter. 
 
    “Honey,” I unzipped his pants and pulled out his penis. Needless to say, it was hard in a New York second. 
 
    He inhaled quickly, and I stroked his red and eager weenie.  
 
    “Honey, you are a caveman. You are a bull in a China shop. You know nothing about being gentle. Sure, you’ll be careful when you hold the baby for the first time. But there’s a difference between being scared about holding a baby, and knowing what true gentleness is.” 
 
    He gulped some more. He had cum twice the night before, but it looked like he was going to cum again. His penis was leaking clear fluid and throbbing in my hands. Obliquely, I wondered if it was the result of some of those hormones. I read somewhere that before a guy’s oak tree turns into a shrub, he will go through a period of priapism. The body protesting, or something. 
 
    “Now, imagine if you had a nice, long set of nails. You have to learn how to be gentle. You would learn how to move so you didn’t break those nails, or, if they were extra sharp, not to scratch anybody.” 
 
    “Nails?” 
 
    I stroked him, and with my other hand I massaged his testicles. Yes, they were feeling awfully full. 
 
    “Bright, red nails. A half inch longer than your normal nails. You’d have to wear gloves when you did the dishes…” 
 
    “Dishes?” 
 
    “Yes. Women do the dishes. They do things that teach them how to be gentle. Don’t you want to be gentle? Don’t you want to be the best mother a baby ever had?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I—“ 
 
    “So when you get back today I’m going to do your nails. And you will sit there and take it, and realize that it will make you a better man.” 
 
    “But what will people think?” 
 
    “Who cares what people think? But even if that were a concern. You do your work at home. You can wear gloves when you go out. And you are going to have so much fun. Imagine yourself, wearing a dress, learning how to be gentle so you don’t ruin your nylons simply by putting them on, learning how gentle and precise you have to be when putting on make up. Oh, Robert, you are going to have so much fun.“ 
 
    He gave a groan and squirted. Right in my hand. He looked down at his mess. 
 
    I lifted my hand and licked it. “Well, I guess we know who is excited by the idea.” 
 
    Then, like mother, I stood up and left the room. I had laid down the law. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Robert!” 
 
    Robert was dawdling. He stood in front of the lingerie shop and stared at all the fine undergarments in the front window. 
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    “Oh, shut up and grow up.” 
 
    She pulled Robert along, pushed the front door open, and led him into the building. 
 
    “Jane?” she called. Robert looked around the slightly dark room. 
 
    Shelves with bras on it. Dummies with corsets and nylons. Cubbies with a vast selection of underwear. The colors and configurations were astounding to Robert’s male mind. 
 
    “Grace! how good to see you!” A matronly woman came out of the back of the store. She air kissed Grace and then hugged her. Then she turned to Robert. “And you must be Robert.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “He’s embarrassed,” laughed Grace. 
 
    Jane linked her arm in Robert’s and said, “And I can thoroughly empathize. But you are so brave. I don’t know a single man in the world who would be willing to do what you have volunteered to do.” 
 
    “You, uh, know that…” 
 
    “That you have volunteered to breast feed. And I think that marvelous. It’s about time men stepped up to the plate and took their rightful swing at true motherhood. Tell me, how big do you think your boobs will get?” 
 
    Robert had no idea, but Grace said, “His sister is a healthy woman, quite well endowed, so I anticipate the same for Robert. 
 
    “Excellent, the bigger the boob the better the woman, I always say.” 
 
    “Of course you say that about husbands, too.” 
 
    Both women giggled, then Jane led Robert further into the store. “Okay, let me do some quick measurements. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Robert sort of stopped there. He mumbled, and Grace said, “Speak up, Robert. It’s only us women here.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I have a problem.” 
 
    He looked down at his crotch, which was bulging in a very healthy way. 
 
    Jane didn’t even hesitate. She placed her hand on him, which made him flinch, but she had his arm linked so he couldn’t run away. “Oh, my. You must make your wife very happy. But we are going to have to hide this.” 
 
    “Hide?” Robert looked panic stricken. 
 
    “Do you know any women that walk around with boners?” Jane quipped wryly. 
 
    Robert shook his head. 
 
    “So take off your clothes, and we’ll measure you, and we’ll see if we have something to hide your little, uh, big problem.” 
 
    Slowly, almost fearfully, Robert took his his clothes. He placed them on a nearby chair. And when he reached his boxers he stopped. 
 
    “Everything, young man.” 
 
    So Robert stripped his boxers off, and stood there with a big erection sticking out into the air. 
 
    “Oh, my. He is well built.” Jane put her hand around his cock and examined it. she bent over and peered closely at it. “Good color. Stiff as the dickens. Yes, we’re going to have to do something about this. 
 
    Then Grace and Jane proceeded to have a conversation, Jane holding onto his cock the whole while, making slight hand motions, and Robert’s face got redder and redder. 
 
    “Have you thought of a chastity belt?” 
 
    “Too clunky.” 
 
    “Well, then, a chastity tube?” 
 
    That’s a thought. He’ll probably be a little smaller, all over, in the next few months. I hate to buy it before he needs it.” 
 
    “I understand. But they’e inexpensive. You can get interchangeable tubes, rings, everything.” 
 
    “That’s something to think about. But we really need to put him in a corset.” 
 
    Robert was following the conversation, but just barely. He totally missed the part about being smaller, and he was too dazed to think about a chastity tube, whatever that was. All he could think about was the soft hand that gripped him, and moved in tune with the conversation, and he felt the familiar white hot ignition deep in his groin. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Quiet now, Robert. You were saying about…” 
 
    But Robert couldn’t help it. He said, “Please! I’m going to—“ but it was too late. He squirted, right in her hand. 
 
    Jane looked at her hand and gave a snort, then looked at Robert. “Is it the underwear…or have you fallen in love with me?” Then she licked her hand. 
 
    Grace began to laugh. 
 
      
 
    Robert returned home with several bags of female underwear. He emptied them on the bed. I stood back and looked on, and I liked what I saw. 
 
    “This is a corset,” Robert explained. “And here are some bras. And she gave me some garters and a bunch of nylons. Oh, and here’s a sleeping gown. Honestly, I can’t wear half this stuff.” 
 
    I held up a peignoir and said, “Never say never, Robert. This will all look wonderful on you. I might have a pair of heels to go with the nylons. They were always a little large for me. And, if you want to go outside we can get you a wig. 
 
    “Dresses, I don’t know. Maybe in a few months. Until then you can just prance around in your underwear.” 
 
    “I can…what?” 
 
    “Are you ready for your first set of nails?” 
 
    He was about to object, but I move forward and placed my hand on his crotch. “Ooh, the idea is exciting you.” 
 
    “It is not!” 
 
    “Then what is this?” I reached into his pants and grabbed his penis. With the other hand I unzipped him and unbuckled him. My hand on his penis robbed him of strength, and I took out Mr. Happy easily. 
 
    “Hey!” he said weakly. 
 
    At that moment mother was passing by the room and she stopped and looked at us. “Robert had an accident at Jane’s.” 
 
    “What?”I looked at her. 
 
    “She was measuring him and he spilled his seed. Got it all over her hand. Made a mess.” 
 
    “I hope Jane wasn’t mad!” 
 
    “Oh, no. Jane is used to little boys having accident,” then she giggled and walked on to her room. 
 
    “Robert!” I pulled him back to me. “Did you really have an accident?” 
 
    “I couldn’t help it,” he whined. “She was holding me, and talking and moving her hands around, and…and it just sort of squirted.” 
 
    “Robert! Robert! Have you never watched Kung Fu Panda? There are no accidents!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, it’s just that…” 
 
    “Shush, Robert. I forgive you, but you’re going to have to be more careful. You came twice last night, once this morning, and now this afternoon. It seems to me that you’re getting to be a little too free with your cock.” 
 
    “But I didn’t—“ 
 
    “Mother?” she called. 
 
    “Yes?” came back down the hallway. 
 
    “I think you’re going to have to get that chastity thingie you were telling me about.” 
 
    “Very good, dear. “I’ll order one right now. Do you want it extra small?” 
 
    I looked down at Robert’s penis, he was about to cum again. I looked up at his face. He was turned red and breathing hard. He was lost in his sinful pleasures and wasn’t paying attention. 
 
    “Yes. And get the smallest rings, too.” 
 
    Mother agreed, and now I had Robert in hand. I studied him. Sex was good, and we did it a lot. In fact, I did more than him. I discouraged him from masturbating, but that didn’t mean that I didn’t have to. And I liked his oral ministrations, a lot, so this program wouldn’t hurt my needs. But his needs had to be kept under a strict hand. A seed spent is a seed wasted. 
 
    “Okay, Robert. Go ahead and squirt. But don’t get used to it. We’re going to put you on a strict regimen. You have to save your strength for the baby.” 
 
    He nodded, and I doubt if he heard half of what I said. But that was okay. Still, a minute later and he hadn’t cum. He grunted and turning purple, but I knew that three times in a 24 hour period was probably too much for him. I knelt and took him in my mouth. I sucked and used my tongue and I gently slapped his balls. 
 
    He grunted, and almost immediately squirted. A look relief came across his face as he started to spurt, then I gripped his penis. Hard. 
 
    “Gah!” And he went up on his toes. The semen coming out suddenly was blocked, and his orgasm was ruined. 
 
    He danced, he tried to unlock my hand, but I had him solidly. After a moment, his eyes wild, he calmed down. “Why’d you do that?” 
 
    I simply said, “Because you look so cute. Now let’s go do your nails.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    Robert was wearing a bra, a negligee, panties, garters, nylons, and his first high heels. I had given him my old ones, the ones that were a little too large for me, and he had spent a half hour tottering around the house, trying to figure out how to glide, how to put one foot in front of the other, and how to make the clicking sound that so turns men on. 
 
    Now he was sitting in my make up chair. I was sitting next to him and working on his nails. 
 
    “Now, remember,” I lectured as I filed and glued and painted. “Acrylics are stronger, but gel looks better. Always paint down from the cuticle. Three coats and a fixer.” 
 
    Fascinated, he watched as his nails became twice as long and turned a glorious red. 
 
    When I was done he held them up and looked at them. 
 
    “Wow.” he seemed sort of dazed. 
 
    “Pretty. Yes?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…man, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Of course you do. Now go do the dishes. Put on the yellow gloves under the sink and see if you can do it without breaking a nail.” 
 
    He stood up, didn’t even look at me, and walked out of the room. Funny, he was so engrossed in his nails he didn’t even totter on his heels. I guess being distracted was a good thing for him. 
 
    Mother came in giggling. “He passed me without even seeing me. He was so engrossed in his nails. He was staring at his hands so hard he almost walked into a door.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, mother. Isn’t this fun?” 
 
    “And it will get funner. Now, his breasts will start growing within a week or two. So what kind of chemical would you like to use to get the milk flowing?” 
 
    I blinked at this. “So early?” 
 
    “He’s got to get used to this. And, let’s face it, he’ll be a lot cuter if we get his breasts all plump with milk. Imagine Robert as a double D.” 
 
    I smiled. It was a good thought. Then: “And you don’t think he’ll get fat?” 
 
    “Oh, a little, but no more than a woman gets fat when she is breast feeding. And the fat will likely go away when he stops feeding.” 
 
    “You know he’s going to be a lot of work?” 
 
    “We have to take care of men, anyway. So?” she shrugged. 
 
    “Okay. what chemicals should we be looking at.” 
 
    Mother had a comprehensive list. She had really done her homework. 
 
    “To get the milk flowing we need to increase his prolactin. I would suggest Domperidone. It’ll make his dick soft, but by then his milk will be flowing. So it’s a good trade off.” 
 
    “What are some of the others?” 
 
    “The serious contenders are usually antipsychotics.” 
 
    “I don’t like the sound of that.”
“Antipsychotics can cause all sorts of problems. I would recommend Domperidone. We can look for others, but so far it seems to be the best. One of the side effects is larger breasts,a nd that’s what we want, right?” 
 
    I nodded. “Let’s start him on Domperidone and go from there.” 
 
    “I’ll order some today. Should be here tomorrow. Now, what about…” And we would have continued our discussion except that Robert came into the room. He held up one hand and looked most distraught as he said, “I broke one.” 
 
    “Excellent. Sit down at my table. And take off your negligee and bra.” 
 
    “What are you…why?” 
 
    I’ll fix your nails, and mother can work on your breasts.” 
 
    He looked at mother. She smiled politely. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘work on my breasts?’” 
 
    “Shush and do what you’re told and you will find out.” 
 
    Slowly, Robert sat down, and I stretched out his hand. and looked at it. “Oh, Robert. You broke one and cracked another. Now you know why you have to learn to be gentle.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he murmured as I went to work. Meanwhile, mother sat down on the other side of him and fitted a pump to his pecs. She centered the suction cup on his nipple and started pumping. 
 
    “Oh!” he said, surprised by the sensation. “What’s this doing?” 
 
    “Right now it’s only making your nipple larger. In a few months we’ll be milking your breasts, getting them big and juicy for the baby.” 
 
    I think, at that moment, Robert started to realize what he was in for. A far away look came into his eyes. 
 
    “It’s a nice feeling, isn’t it?” asked mother. 
 
    “Well, uh…I guess so.” 
 
    “Oh, Robert. This one isn’t responding. Squeeze it a little.” 
 
    Dutifully, Robert squeezed his nipple. It got hard, but wasn’t big, and when Mother tried to pump it again the pump wasn’t grabbing it properly. 
 
    “Well, where there’s a will there’s a way.” She bent down and put her lips to Robert’s nipple and sucked. 
 
    The look on Robert’s face was priceless. He looked like somebody had stuck a thumb up his heinie. He turned all red and his facial expressions went through a series of alarmed contortions. 
 
    “Mother?” 
 
    She stopped and looked at me, and when I motioned to Robert, she looked at him. We both started laughing. 
 
    “Does she…do you have to do that?” 
 
    “Robert, you silly boy. If you can’t take a little sucking right now, how are you going to do when the baby comes?” 
 
    “But, I don’t…” 
 
    “Mother, squeeze his penis while you do it. That will shut him up.” 
 
    “Jessica!” 
 
    “Oh, shut. Here we are helping you get ready for the baby, and all you can do is whine.” 
 
    Mother reached into his panties and pulled out his cock. It was hard and throbbing, and even dripping a little. 
 
    “Somebody likes getting his nipples sucked,” said Mother, as she stroked his rod. 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “Robert?” I warned him. 
 
    He looked at me, and I think he would have complained, but mother’s hand was working him nicely. Already he was having trouble breathing and his chest was heaving. 
 
    Mother stopped for a moment. “Now, no cuming. I don’t want you having another accident.” 
 
    “But, what if I can’t stop?” 
 
    “”Then you warn me and I’ll stop. And if you don’t warn me I will squeeze your peter so hard…” she glared at him. “Now, I’ve only got so many hands, take one of those pumps with your free hand and get to work. 
 
    Robert tried. But be was having trouble thinking, and Mother and I started laughing at his efforts. Clumsy man. 
 
    Finally, I had his nails fixed, and his breasts were red and his nipples extended, and he looked like he might be close to an accident, so we stopped stroking and milking him. 
 
    While Mother rubbed hand cream into her hands I laid down the law. “Now, Robert. It can be quite distasteful for Mother to always be rubbing you. So you make sure you don’t have an accident, and remember, no jacking off!” 
 
    “But…I’m going to be so horny!” 
 
    “That certainly won’t hurt you. There’s lots of times I’m horny, and I manage to live right through it.” 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    “And if you are good, and don’t masturbate, and are pretty enough, Mother and I will give you a reward in…oh, say the end of the month. That’s only 9 days away. Can you last that long?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    I sent him off to do some more chores, with the admonishment to be more careful of his nails, and Mother and I sat and frowned. 
 
    “He’s a man, so he won’t be able to control himself,” Mother mused. 
 
    “I know. It’s a good thing you ordered that chastity device. When will it be here?” 
 
    “Sometime within the next seven days.” 
 
    “We’ll just have to watch him until then.” 
 
      
 
    The week passed slowly. Mother and I massaged his breasts every day, and we made him milk his nipples for a half hour in the morning and a half hour in the evening. When the baby came he was going to have well used, and useful, milk sacs. 
 
    On Friday we got the mixed blessing of the Domperidone and the chastity device. 
 
    While mother gave him his first dose of milk ‘vitamins,’ I examined the cock cage. 
 
    It was made of flexible latex. Real thick, but it warmed to the skin and looked very comfortable. Of course, the cage itself seemed a bit small. But we just needed to keep him from abusing himself until erectile dysfunction set in. Then he wouldn’t need a cage, and he wouldn’t be able to jack off. 
 
    “Robert?” I called out.” 
 
    He entered the bedroom. 
 
    “Lay down and relax.” 
 
    He did, and his penis stuck straight up. I frowned. 
 
    Mother was leaning against the door jamb and she said, “That’s going to be a problem.” 
 
    “What should I do?” 
 
    “Well, I could give him a good kick.” 
 
    Robert’s head jerked around, but the twisted grin on her face told him she was joking. 
 
    “Or maybe if we stick a needle in it the pressure will blow off.” 
 
    He stared at me. I managed to keep a perfectly straight face. 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    Mother and I burst out laughing. Mother put forth. “Take a cold shower, and if it’s not down we can slap some ice on it.” 
 
    “I still don’t—“ 
 
    I grabbed him by his cock and lifted him right off the bed. He yelped, but followed me into the bathroom. I ‘threw’ him into the shower and turned on the cold water. Cocks are like leashes for men, you know?  
 
    While he yelped and whined, Mother went for a bag of ice. We knew hard ons, and the chances of a simple cold shower being enough were small. 
 
    Robert got out and I dried him off, and Mother came up and pressed the bag of ice on his groin. “Hold that there,” she commanded. 
 
    Robert turned a little red, got a little cross-eyed, but he managed to keep the ice in place. Within a few minutes he was all shrunken. 
 
    Quickly, I had him lay on the bed. I fitted the ring around the base of his cock, then slipped the cage over it. Click. And, in his mind it no doubt sounded like … 
 
      
 
    CLANK! 
 
      
 
    “Excellent. Now get all dressed up. Corset and dress and everything. We want to see how bumpy you are down there.” 
 
    A half hour later he came into the kitchen, and he was actually looking pretty good. His nylons were straight, his nails were sharp and shiny, his make up looked pretty darned good for having been applied by a man, and there was almost no bump in his dress. 
 
    “Pooch your butt back a little.” 
 
    He did, and the bump disappeared. 
 
    “I can’t walk around with my butt sticking out all the time.” 
 
    Mother and I thought about that, and the solution, when we finally thought about it, was simple. 
 
    “Put on your high heels.” 
 
    He did, and his butt naturally pooched out, and the bump was gone.” 
 
    Mother nodded. “Excellent. We just need to keep him in high heels, and not short ones like those.” 
 
    The ones Robert was wearing were three inchers. 
 
    “Shall we go straight to five inches?” 
 
    “Better work him through four inches first. We’ve still got some time.” 
 
    “Okay, Robert. You heard her. I don’t want to see you without heels.”  
 
    “And full make up,” Mother added. 
 
    “Full make up,” I agreed. “And make sure you wear that pretty red lipstick I like so much.” 
 
    “Okay,” he sounded a little defeated. 
 
    Mother laughed. 
 
    I felt sorry for the poor boy. He was going through so much, and he needed a little boost. 
 
    “And don’t worry. Saturday night is the end of the month, and Mother and I will make sure you get your reward.” 
 
    He grinned. He said, “I hope so, because this thing is tight! And I can’t even get an erection. I mean, I need to be able to get an erection, right?” 
 
    We agreed with him, but both of us were thinking about the effect of the hormones we were giving him, and of the new drug, Domperidone. I guess Robert hadn’t been listening much. Which is understandable, considering that we were constantly trying out new things on him. But within a month or so he was going to be the incredible Mr. Limpit. 
 
    He left then. He had a little work to do on the computer, and Mother and I sat and were just sort of silent. I don’t know what Mother was thinking, but I was thinking about how I was going to miss that big, hard dick. 
 
    The internet said when we stopped his hormones his dick might grow back. But that was a pretty big ‘might.’ 
 
    What if he never grew back? What would I do. And, like that, I came to a decision. 
 
    “Mother?” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “I think I’m going to need a bigger dildo.” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ll order one for me, too. All this handling of the poor boy’s dick, and playing with his titties to be…it’s got me hot and bothered. 
 
    Then we started giggling at the idea of it all.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    Maybe it was the Domperidone, maybe it was just time for the hormones we were giving him to take effect, but by Saturday, just in time for his release, Robert showed a bit of nipple. 
 
    It wasn’t much, the nipple was small, and then it wasn’t. Which is to say it was like a man’s, and then it was sort of halfway to being like a woman’s. We noticed when we prepared him for his ‘big cum.’ 
 
    “Robert, it’s time!” 
 
    Oh, he was ready. He was. in full make up, lounging around and watching TV, really sexy in his corset and bra. He was off the couch like a shot, and he was waiting for Mother and I in the bedroom. When Mother walked in with me, however, he frowned. “Are we, I thought, what is your mother doing here?” 
 
    Mother smiled. “This is going to be a special sort of cum, and Jessica needs my help and advice.” 
 
    “To fuck me?” And he was truly puzzled. 
 
    “Robert,” I piped in, “This is going to be an unusual bit of sex, but I think you’re going to like it.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Very suspicious tone in his voice. 
 
    I put a stack of pillows on the bed. “First, lay on your belly over these pillows. Make sure your cock is easily accessible.” 
 
    He couldn’t keep the wariness out of his eyes as he lay down. His butt was pooched up in the air and Mother and I were on opposite sides of the bed. We smiled at each other over his raised heinie. 
 
    “What’s going on? How is this sex?” 
 
    Mother and I each took a hand cuff and we snapped one circlet around his wrist, and then attached the other circlet to the posts. He was locked in place and his head swiveled back and forth, and I have to say, the fear on his face turned me on. Made me downright wet, it did. And I think it was having the same effect on Mother. 
 
    We had prepared short cuffs on leather straps, and we strapped his legs apart. And there lay my husband, butt in the air, big, old hard on hanging down, and his ass all spread and ready for fun. 
 
    “Jessica? What is going on?” 
 
    “Take it easy, Robert. We’re going to drain you.” 
 
    “I thought we were going to fuck?” 
 
    “This is fucking, sort of. It’s just not fucking like you usually expect.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    I was kneeling on the floor at the head of the bed, my upped body across the mattress, my face inches from Robert’s. I kissed him, a good, juicy kiss that took his breath away, and I reached under his chest and felt his nipples. 
“Ooh, those are bigger! Can you feel them?” 
 
    “Huh! Yeah. They feel good.” 
 
    “Better than yesterday?” 
 
    He agreed. “Yes.” 
 
    Meanwhile Mother was getting out a prostate massager. She smeared a thick coat of lube on it, then placed it to one side and moved to his butt. 
 
    “Hey!” Robert’s eyes opened wide. He felt Mother spread his ass wider with one hand, and the other hand moved in to apply lubricant to his butthole. 
 
    Mother took charge. “Robert, to be a woman you need to experience everything a woman experiences. Do you remember me saying that?” 
 
    “What are you doing?” He wiggled and writhed and his eyes were wide. 
 
    I kissed him again. Then said, “Robert, you’ve got a prostate. When the prostate is pressed on it can release cum.” 
 
    “Are you making me gay.” 
 
    “Ha!” Mother laughed. “If we were making you gay you would know it. No, we are going to massage your prostate and get rid of your semen. It won’t hurt, will feel good, and will drain you more thoroughly than simple sex.” 
 
    “But I don’t want this! I want real sex!” He bucked and tried to get away from Mother, but she just moved forward and put her weight on him and held him down. She was running a finger around his rim, pushing lubricant into his hole and thoroughly getting him used to the sensual sensations of anal sex. 
 
    “Robert. This is necessary. Not only do you get to experience what a woman feels, but you will discover another way of having sex. Jessica won’t be able to have sex in awhile, and you can ask for this any time you want!” 
 
    “Well, I’m un-asking right now!” 
 
    “Sorry. This is for the baby. And, would you like some good news?” Mother was taking her time, she was exploring him with her fingers now, and he was getting a little red in the face, and I knew that he was starting to enjoy it. 
 
    “What good news?” Yep. He was liking it. In fact, it looked like he was starting to push his butt back a little. Mother smiled over him at me, and I knew she was about to do it. 
 
    “Well,” she placed the prostate massager at his little button and let it sit. She was letting him get used to the pressure very slowly. “The truth of the matter is that when we do this you’re going to get very horny.” 
 
    “What? But I thought the purpose of this was to get rid of my horniness!” 
 
    “That’s just plain sex, silly. No, what this does is drain your body, but your mind won’t realize it. Your mind will stay horny, and you’ll even get these big, delicious hard ons…if you weren’t in chastity, that is…but you won’t be able to cum.” 
 
    “I won’t be able to…” the concept boggled him. 
 
    “That’s right. So if Jessica wishes to let you loose and let you insert your penis in her, it won’t do you any good, but it will feel like heaven to her.” 
 
    She looked at me, “Just think, dear, all the dick with none of the mess. No wet spot to sleep in. And it won’t squirt and suddenly lose its shape. You’ll be able to use it as long as you want, and it will stay erect.” 
 
    I grinned at Robert. “Doesn’t that sound yummy?” 
 
    “No! I want to cum!” 
 
    “Oh, you will,” Mother reassured him. The massager suddenly popped into him and he grunted a weird sort of woofing sound. His eyes were monstrous big now. 
 
    “Jessica?” 
 
    “Yes, Mother?” 
 
    “You know, I haven’t had a good dicking in a long time. And since he can’t cum…technically he wouldn’t be fucking me. I mean, if you consider a fuck doesn’t really happen until semen is released. 
 
    “Are you saying you’d like to share in Robert’s penis?” 
 
    “I am. Of course it’s been a long time, I’m a little dry, but playing with him, talking about all these things, I’m feeling awfully wet down there.” 
 
    “No!” Robert sort of gargled his protest, but he was trying to deal with the fact of a plastic, weird-shaped bulb pressing up against his prostate and wasn’t too understandable. 
 
    “I suppose that’s possible. I mean, it’s only a dick, right?” 
 
    “And Robert will be glad once his dickie shrinks a bit and loses its vim and vigor.” 
 
    “What?” Robert asked. Poor boy was terribly confused. He knew he had heard something important, but couldn’t figure it out in his mind. Once again he had passed over the opportunity to understand that he was going to  be suffering from a bad case of ‘shrunken dick.’ 
 
    “Now, come over here and watch how I do this.” 
 
    I kissed Robert’s cheek and went to the rear of the bed. 
 
    “See how I’m moving my hand? Like I’m scooping something from the top of his little canal?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Put your hand on mine, that’s it. Do you feel that little bump…right…there?” 
 
    “Oh! Yes! It’s like a soft sort of a walnut!” 
 
    “That’s the prostate. Now, if you stroke his dick like this,” she pulled her hand down his shaft, it looked exactly like she was milking a cow. “That will help pull the semen down his cock. But if you do it too much he’s going to have an orgasm.” 
 
    “Unh!” Robert was heaving now, and his butt was definitely pushing back. “Give…me…an…orgasm!” 
 
    “No, no. Don’t you be a bad boy.” To me: “If you stroke it while it’s soft he probably won’t have an orgasm, but you have to be careful. Here, you try it.” 
 
    I grabbed the ring on the end of the prostate massager and began working it. When I felt it come to the prostate I pushed a little, real gentle, and I could imagine the sensations Robert was going through. 
 
    “Hey!” His voice was now softer, more subdued. 
 
    “What do you need, Robert?” 
 
    “I have to pee.” 
 
    “That’s the semen trying to get out. If you relax it will cum, and this will all be over.” 
 
    I watched as Robert tried to relax. His ass lowered very slightly, and his muscles stopped pushing. I took advantage of the moment to work the massager even harder. 
 
    “Ah…gah…” Robert muttered, “Ahhhh.” 
 
    A line of white semen began to drip from his dick. The flow picked up, and chunks appeared. For a long minute he poured out his baby batter, then it stopped. Beneath his dick Mother held a small glass. She had managed to catch all his issue. 
 
    “Okay, all done.” Mother took the tool out of his ass and Robert kept wiggling. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    “All done, tiger.” she slapped his ass happily. 
 
    “But I…I need to cum!” 
 
    “You only think so.” 
 
    Mother and I cleaned up. Mother used the towel that had been beneath him to wipe all the excess lubricant off him, then put the towel in the hamper. Robert lay silent as we undid his handcuffs and ankle straps. 
 
    Robert rolled to the side and gingerly sat up. It was like he expected his asshole to hurt, but it didn’t. Truth was, it felt pretty good. 
 
    He looked at us, and the expression on his face was priceless. It was relieved and betrayed at the same time. 
 
    “That’s it?” 
 
    “Everything but the refreshments.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Mother held up the glass with his sperm in it. 
 
    Robert’s jaw dropped a little. “That’s…that’s from me?” 
 
    Mother swirled the glass slowly and the white liquid roiled around inside. “It is.” She looked at him. “Would you like a taste?” 
 
    Robert looked shocked at that. He shook his head. 
 
    “You, dear?”  
 
    “You did all the work this time. Next time I get it all.” 
 
    “Excellent,” she smiled and tilted the glass to her lips. 
 
    Robert stared as the semen slid down the inside of the glass and dropped into Mother’s mouth. She smacked her lips and said. “You know, many women don’t drink semen, and that’s good.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked. I liked the taste of semen, and if it was that tasty shouldn’t women everywhere drink it? 
 
    “Because if they knew how good it was they would all drink it, and they wouldn’t waste it up their vaginas, and we would never have babies again. The whole human race would die out.” 
 
    I laughed, she laughed, and Robert just sat there and looked back and forth between us. I guess the idea of the human race ending bothered him. 
 
      
 
    A month passed, and I have to say that I loved how horny Robert was. The poor boy waited on me hand and foot, and it wasn’t just the concern for a pregnant woman thing. Being denied, being in chastity, and knowing that I was the only hope he had for relief, he became attentive and loving. 
 
    Oh, I loved it. He would prance through the house in skirts, his chest bouncing. Mother had gotten him some breast forms so he could get used to the weight of boobs before his own came in. He would fix dinner and do the dishes. He would come in and soap my back when I showered. He would even give me long foot rubs and, get this…suck my toes! 
 
    And, after a month of this it was time for another release, and we measure his breasts. 
 
    He had A cups. Over flowing, but not ready for B. So we bumped him up a bra, and we increased his chest massages, and we worked on his nipples. 
 
    And Robert was learning to love the program. 
 
    Oh, it was frustrating…and he was constantly playing with his cock cage, but it was good for him. 
 
    His skin was healthier, and he had redistributed some fat. His hips were rounder and it looked like the corset was reshaping him. 
 
    So when it came time for his release, he set everything up, and even buckled his ankles to the bed. He lay there and waited for us to come in and finish securing him. 
 
    We buckled him, and I let Mother lubricate him, and then Mother turned to me. “I’m really horny. Can I use him after his milking?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I want to see Robert ‘almost orgasm.’” 
 
    She smiled, then we got down to work. And it didn’t take as long this time. Robert had figured out what he had to do, Mother was a pro, and it wasn’t five minutes before he was drained. We unbuckled him, Mother handed me the glass, and I drained it. She giggled. 
 
    “You just drained his ‘drainings.’” 
 
    We laughed, then Mother slapped Robert on the ass and said, “Roll over, Rover.” 
 
    He rolled half over and said, “I don’t think I want to do this.” 
 
    “Come on, Robert.” It sort of irritated me. After all Mother had done for us, it was silly for him to act all hissy. 
 
    So he lay on his back, and his beautiful penis stood straight up, and I took a moment to measure it. 
 
    It was still big. No shrinkage. And it didn’t feel soft at all. 
 
    “How’s he doing?” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” Robert asked me. 
 
    “Having fun,” Mother interjected, and she climbed on top of him. 
 
    I have to tell you, it made me horny. To watch his cock slither into a pussy that was not mine, and yet to know that it was ‘all in the family,’ it was making me wet. 
 
    I walked to the side of the bed and watched the rapture on Mother’s face. 
 
    I watched as Robert, in spite of himself, began to hump and buck. His hips moved up and down, and he felt his penis kissed by the velvet canal, and, no doubt he thought he could cum. 
 
    No way. He just got wilder and wilder, moved more and more violently, and Mother just sat there and rocked back and forth and enjoyed it. 
 
    “Robert! Grab her tits.” 
 
    Robert reached up and handled her breasts. His eyes were glassy, he was bucking on desperation now, and he couldn’t stop. 
 
    Mother groaned and moaned and started slapping her pussy. She leaned forward and had Robert suck her nipples. 
 
    Robert was somewhere else now. He was overloaded. He was in Stupidland, moaning and groaning and wondering why his dick wouldn’t work, enjoying and frustrated by it…and the effect on me was astounding. It made me so horny I could feel liquid running down my thighs. I grabbed my own tits and started playing with my pussy. 
 
    Dazed, out of it, Robert turned his head and stared at me, and I don’t think he even knew what he was looking at. 
 
    “I love you, baby,” and I came. Hard. 
 
    And Mother arched her back and opened her mouth and her eyes, and then her eyes started to roll back in her head. Then she collapsed, lay on him, feeling the awesome pulsations slowly wane. 
 
    Then she sat up, looked at Robert and said, “Once grey you’ll want it every day.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Another month, and Robert went limp. I mean, really limp. And it happened fast. 
 
    Mother and I were sitting outside, enjoying the breeze, talking about this and that, and Roberta came out with some lemonade. He sauntered over to us, two frosty glasses in his well manicured hands, and he handed them to us. 
 
    “Thank you, Roberta.” 
 
    “You’re a dear girl,” said Mother, and she reached for her groin,. She loved to feel her thrusting and grunting in her cage, and she fondled the little prison for a moment, and she knew, right away, that something was wrong. 
 
    “Roberta? How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Fine Grace. I’m sort of getting used to this. It’s fun being a woman.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful, but I mean your cock.” 
 
    “My cock?” She looked puzzled. 
 
    “Any frustrations? Painful morning wood? Your little man wants to escape his cruel prison?” 
 
    “No,” and she still looked confused. Mother was being pretty direct. 
 
    “Jessica, let’s take a look at him.” 
 
    I wore the key on a gold chain around my neck. I took the key  off and motioned Roberta over. I unlocked her device and took it off. 
 
    Her cock hung, limp, no blood pulsing through it. And, maybe it was my imagination, but it looked smaller. 
 
    “What?” asked Roberta, staring between her legs. 
 
    Mother frowned. “I guess we won’t need the chastity tube anymore. 
 
    I handed it to Roberta, who took it, and looked at us like we were crazy. “Will you tell me what’s going on?” 
 
    “Nah. You’re doing well.” Mother waved her hand dismissively. 
 
    Roberta, still puzzled, walked back into the house. 
 
    “Mother! He’s limp. Like…REALLY limp. And I think he’s smaller. Don’t we have to tell him?” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    It was an interesting answer. What good would it do? She would figure it out, probably within a short while, now that she wasn’t in chastity. But what could he do? It was done, and we had known it was coming, and we had certainly hinted at it, though usually when she was distracted and not really thinking right. 
 
    “She’ll just have to learn how to use a strap on.” Mother closed her eyes and absorbed rays of precious sunlight. 
 
    I lay back, too. It was true, I would miss her dick, but there were other ways of sex. Roberta was learning the joys of anal sex, and I already knew about dildo sex. The trick was to adapt to sex toys so I didn’t miss real flesh and blood boners. 
 
      
 
    “Roberta, come eat me,” I said that night. 
 
    She had just sat down at the make up table and was ready to take off her make up. I liked having her make love to me with full make up. There was just something so exciting about red lips making love to my snatch, and scorching, shadowy eyes looking over my belly at me. Made me so wet, and made me cum so hard. 
 
    She crawled up between my legs, a big smile on her face. She began to nibble and chew and suck, and I felt that happy warmth seep through me and make my core churn. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I muttered. “This is—what?” 
 
    Roberta had stopped and her head was up and she was looking at me. “My penis doesn’t seem to want to get hard.” She spoke in a slight stutter, and I knew she was thinking about it pretty hard. 
 
    “Well, of course. You’re lucky it’s lasted this long. Now, do you mind?” I motioned towards my slit. 
 
    Roberta said, “Is it the hormones?” 
 
    “I believe so. Can you, uh, you know…?” I bucked my hips slightly. 
 
    Roberta stood up and came around and sat next to me. 
 
    I sighed. I had been about to snag a glorious cum. 
 
    “Jessica, do you think it will grow back? I mean, I vaguely recall talking about this, but…now it’s here, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    “I think it will. But what if it doesn’t?” 
 
    I pulled her to me and held her in my arms. I felt so wonderful to have a woman at my breasts. I began to play with hers. Slowly, milk drained out. 
 
    “Go get yourself a towel.” 
 
    Roberta went to the bathroom, lay back down, but with the towel ready to blot up her drippings. 
 
    “So what if it doesn’t?” I put her back on the track of the conversation. 
 
    “I don’t know. I was so happy when this started. I was going to pull my fair share. And it seemed so wonderful, the idea of having real tits.” 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    “Well, I love my tits, and I really love the way I look in full make up. And it is so much fun to get all dressed up. Even though I don’t leave the house much, I love to hear my heels clicking.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But I’ve had my dick so long. All my life. And for it to suddenly stop working, it seems a bit much.” 
 
    “So let me ask you…do you like squirting and rolling over? Or do you like a half hour of having us ream you out and leaving you in a puddle of cum?” 
 
    “Oh, the half hour.” 
 
    “So what is the point of a dick?” 
 
    “To make babies.” She didn’t even hesitate. 
 
    “And I’m sorry, Roberta, you can’t make babies. But you can have the next best thing. You can nurture one. You can learn what it is to love like a woman. Can you be happy with that? If your dick doesn’t come back?” 
 
    Roberta nodded, and hugged her head to my chest. 
 
    She snuggled against me. We were warm and cozy, the way two people should be. And we were man and woman. And we were woman and woman. I pointed this out and stated, “Seems like we have the best of both worlds.” 
 
    Roberta nodded, and then she said, “I suppose you want me to give you one of those dirty, old orgasms now.” 
 
    I laughed and pushed her away. “It’s about time!” 
 
    Roberta slid down, knelt on the floor and pulled my thighs down. I slid up against her waiting mouth.  
 
    “Hunh!” I moaned, and I pressed my juicy snatch into her moist, red lips. 
 
    For a long moment Roberta munched and slurped, and then I said, “Roberta.” 
 
    She looked up at me. 
 
    “Look in the dresser drawer. We have a new toy.” 
 
    Excited, Roberta opened the drawer, gasped, and then pulled out a shiny box with a picture of a strap on on it. 
 
    “Oh. My. Gosh!” 
 
    Quickly, she figured out how to put the thing on, and it was a delight to see her standing there, eight inches of plastic meat sticking out in front of her. Her red tipped hand fondling and stroking it. 
 
    Heck, it made me so wet that I wasn’t going to need any lubrication. 
 
    Robert crawled up the bed and positioned herself at my front door. I could feel the dildo poking between my lower lips. It was hard, and it didn’t feel natural, but unnatural is certainly okay with me. 
 
    She held it in her hands and pushed at my hole and rimmed my sensitive, pink flesh. 
 
    “Oh, you tease!” I gasped. 
 
    She smiled an evil smile and kept moving the big thing around my hole. My nerves were jumping for joy, my hips bucked, and after a long minute of this excruciating pleasure I snapped, “Put it in!” 
 
    So she did. She slammed it to the hilt, which blasted the breath out of me, and we lay there, and I could feel her limp dick hanging down against my thigh. 
 
    “This is weird,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I spoke a little breathily. That thing was big, and I suddenly realized how big could be better. 
 
    “It’s higher on my body, so I can’t thrust with my hip muscles as much.” 
 
    “So long as you thrust with something.” 
 
    He began to bang me. In and out, and in short order I was grabbing the head board, and then the head board was banging against the wall. 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! “Jessica? Are you all right?” 
 
    Giggling, I managed to yell back, “I’m fine, Mother. Really fine.” 
 
    “You’re sure you don’t need any help?” 
 
    “No, Mother.” 
 
    “Well, if you do…” 
 
    “We’ll call you.” 
 
    Roberta began thrusting again, and… 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! “Are you going to do that all night?” 
 
    Roberta yelled back, his voice high and sounding a little bit like mine. “Yes, Mother.” 
 
    Mother was silent for a moment, and we giggled into each others shoulders. Then: “Roberta?” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” she answered. 
 
    We could hear her sigh. She had to be sighing loudly on purpose, deliberately, so we would hear her. 
 
    “Well, could you make a little more noise? I’ll get myself off.” 
 
    Together we yelled, “Yes, Mother!” 
 
    We started banging then, deliberately slamming the headboard against the wall. For a long minute he slammed into me, and it was taking my breath away, making me light headed. 
 
    Then, we calmed down and went back to regular sex. In and out. But even then the headboard would occasionally slam into the wall. 
 
    Then, after about five minutes, five minutes in which I was at a fever pitch, trying to get used to the feel of plastic over flesh, we heard Mother. 
 
    “Oh!” She groaned. “Oh…oh!” 
 
    We stopped fucking and started laughing. 
 
    Then she slowed down, and stopped. We listened. 
 
    “Okay! Can you hurry up? I’d like to go to sleep.” 
 
    Chortling and kissing and feeling each other’s tits, we resumed, but it took us a long time. 
 
    Oh, with practice I would get fast on the Dildo. And I resolved to do a little practicing on my own. 
 
    But the way Roberta was penetrating, the slant of her hips was wrong, and that made the stroke wrong, it took us a while this first time. 
 
    And, for a while I was distracted, thinking of Mother listening. Then we found it. The fake organ began sliding just right, my pussy felt like it was actually getting wetter and softer inside, and then my inner muscles were trying to hold on to its slickness, and then…wham! The orgasm grabbed me. My hips lurched up, it felt like I was having a heart attack. And, right in the middle of the white heat surging through me I had the thought, Wouldn’t it be funny if I died from sex? 
 
    Then it faded away, and I was left gasping and holding on to Roberta. 
 
    We lay for a long minute, and I could feel my eyes starting to close. 
 
    “Darn,” said Roberta. 
 
    “Your make up,” I yawned. 
 
    She got up and went to the table and began cold creaming herself. And she said, “And now I’m going to be horny all night.” 
 
    “At least you don’t have to sleep on a hard dick.” 
 
    She was silent then, and I wondered if maybe I shouldn’t have spoken. 
 
    Then she said: “I guess that’s a plus.” 
 
    I sat up then. “Roberta, you go to sleep horny. And you think about tomorrow. 
 
    “What about tomorrow?” 
 
    “Tomorrow’s the day when I peg you.” 
 
    She turned and looked at me. “Peg?” 
 
    “Peg. Like fuck you with a strap on.” 
 
    “Oh,” and she turned back to finish removing her make up. 
 
    I went to sleep.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” muttered Roberta. 
 
    “What?” Mother and I asked. 
 
    “I can’t believe how much milk is coming out.” 
 
    We were sitting at the table and Roberta was pumping her tits. She squeezed the handle and slowly filled up a bottle about the size of a Coke can. She looked up at us. “Is it normal to have this much milk? 
 
    “Probably,” Mother answered. 
 
    “Probably? Roberta’s hair was hanging over hr eyes and she gave a shake of the head to get her hair to the side. I thought she was so adorable when she did that. 
 
    “Jessica isn’t as big as you, even with her implants. And I certainly wasn’t that big when I nursed.” 
 
    Roberta took a bottle off the pump, put his tit away and attended to the other one. “I’m going to have the strongest hands in the country,” he muttered. 
 
    “We’ll get you a job milking cows.” 
 
    “Har dee har har.” She detached the other bottle and put that boob back in its place.. “I mean, seriously. I have to milk myself eight times a day. And it’s such a waste because I just throw it out.” 
 
    “We could always send it to starving orphans in India.” 
 
    “I repeat, har dee har har.” 
 
    Mother and I chuckled. We were used to Roberta’s ways. 
 
    Suddenly, the doorbell rang. We all looked at each other. We were on a large lot at the end of a cul de sac. The only people that ever came here were Amazon drivers, and none of us had ordered anything in the last few days. 
 
    “Roberta?” Mother looked at her. 
 
    “Not me!” She was scared. She had been out of the house a few times, but always with Mother or I. She had never actually talked to anybody while en femme. 
 
    We both stared at her. Maybe if it was just me, or even Mother, she would have been able to hold his ground. But with both of us staring at her? 
 
    Sighing, Roberta stood up, peeked out the kitchen door, then, smoothing her dress in the front, she walked to the door. 
 
    Mother and I smiled at each other. We listened to the sound of Roberta’s heels cross the tile foyer. The door opened and Roberta said ‘hello.’ Then all heck broke loose! 
 
    “You can’t do that! Don’t do that! You have to leave!” 
 
    Mother and I were into the living room faster than a mama bear protects her cubs. 
 
    A slender woman was at the door, and a large man. The man was taking pictures. Outside the picture window we could see what Roberta hadn’t. A van with the Channel 7 logo on it. 
 
    Mother grasped the situation first. She grabbed her phone and began taking a video. It was up to me to fend off these interlopers. 
 
    “Mr. Henderson. Can you tell us why—“ The reporters were pushing their way inside. Robert had lost a lot of muscle, and he couldn’t push them back out. The photog was shooting pictures madly, and the reporter had a mike in Roberta’s face. “You’re dressing as a woman because why?” 
 
    First, I pushed the door back, slamming it into the photog, which knocked his camera out of his hands, bloodied his nose, and removed him from the house. 
 
    Then I grabbed the microphone, ripped it right out of the reporter’s hands. I began wrapping the cord around her neck. 
 
    She started screaming. Bitch. As long as she had the upper hand she was a bully. When the shoe was on the other foot, however, she was just a mealy mouthed twat. 
 
    Behind me, Mother advanced, cell phone recording. 
 
    The reporter pushed back, but I pushed her out the door, fell on her, and made sure I put a knee in her gut. All my weight landed on her, her air left in a whoosh, and she curled up and began crying. 
 
    The photog was on his feet now, blood dripping from his nose. He looked like he was going to help the reporter, but I let go the cord and moved back while shaking a finger in his face. 
 
    And there we stood. Mother recording, Roberta shell shocked, the reporter trying to breath, and the photog wondering what the heck had happened. 
 
    I was breathing hard, but I began to control my breathing, and I finally asked. 
 
    “Who are you and why are you trying to break into my house?” 
 
    The reporter half sat up. She gasped, “Channel Seven. We wanted to do a story on the man who was growing breasts so he could breastfeed his baby.” 
 
    That stopped me. 
 
    No, she had no right to break into my house, and I disapproved of her reporter methods. BUT…she had some facts. A lot of facts, and that put us in a quandary. 
 
    They could run a story. We could sue, but the damage would be done. Fortunately, Mother was there. Her mind is fast, and she solved the whole mess in an instant. 
 
    “Let’s negotiate.” 
 
    Roberta looked at Mother with an expression of fear. She touched his face gently and said, “Don’t worry, Roberta. This was bound to happen. And we will face it squarely and make sure you are protected.” 
 
      
 
    We sat in the living room. The reporter, Tammi Newsome, sat on the couch. Next to her was Bob Johnson. He held his camera loosely and didn’t even try to take pictures. 
 
    Mother and I sat on kitchen chairs facing them. Being on wooden chairs raised us above them and gave us a psychological advantage. 
 
    Roberta sat in a Queen Ann in the corner to our right. 
 
    “We heard, through various sources—“ 
 
    “Which you won’t reveal,” Mother spoke harshly. 
 
    “No. But our source was correct, and we decided to do a story on the man who would be a woman for the purpose of helping to nurse a child.” 
 
    “Okay. Everything is off record until we agree to a story. And I’m recording this meeting,” she held up her phone, “To make sure.” 
 
    Tammi wasn’t happy, but she nodded her head. Ambush journalism was her specialty, but it wasn’t working here. 
 
    We had a short discussion then, pretty much admitted Roberta’s situation and why she had gone en femme. 
 
    “But he…she, has gone full femme. Was that necessary?” 
 
    “The experience is necessary if one is to learn how a woman not only nurses, but nurtures.” 
 
    “Okay, I get that, but why not let us do a story? Eventually it will get out.” 
 
    “Will it? Roberta looks like a woman. How will it get out?” 
 
    And we had her there. Whatever they had from their source, it was now coming from this interview, and it was off the record. No way they could run a story without opening themselves up to a BIG lawsuit. 
 
    Tammi realized this, and we could see the knowledge in her eyes. 
 
    “Uh…” The photog cleared his throat. He was an older fellow, and he had been around, and Tammi looked at him for rescue. 
 
    “Yes?” Mother asked. And for an odd second I wondered about Mother. Was she looking to stop the reporters? Or did she want this story to happen? 
 
    “There is a solution that might benefit all of us. We get our story, you get a bit of privacy, and time to prepare, and then you get rich, and you can buy whatever privacy you want.” 
 
    Tammi cocked her head. Mother and I looked at each other. Roberta just sat in her chair and looked red and miserable. 
 
    “I’m listening.” 
 
    He looked at Tammi. “You’re good, Bobby.” 
 
    “Well, Robert…Roberta…is doing a good thing. She’s helping her wife…you,” he looked at me, “and this sets a standard of care and kindness that’s hard to beat. I mean, this really is one hell of a story, and it needs to be told.” 
 
    We all watched him. He must have felt like sharks were circling. 
 
    “Why don’t you ask for donations? Gofundme? We’ll hold our story for…” he looked at Tammi. 
 
    Tammi looked at me. “How pregnant are you?” 
 
    “Three months to go.” 
 
    She looked at Bobby. “One month?” 
 
    “One month,” he repeated. 
 
    That stopped us. Mother and I sat back. Roberta looked up, and fear was never more present on his face than at that moment. 
 
    Mother mused, “You get the story, we get enough money to maintain a certain anonymity, the baby gets nursed…and we change the world.” 
 
    Now that Tammi had an opening she charged. “What you are doing is beyond compassion. This is the ultimate marriage agreement. Man bonds with child in the most intimate way. Mother makes the best of a bad situation.” 
 
    Then she shut. Mother and I were gazing into far distances, and she knew she had to give us room to think. 
 
    And think we did. And we came to a decision. 
 
     
 
    Five weeks later the story broke. We let them take pictures of Robert, but we chose outfits that were pretty tame, more half and half than total en femme. Robert managed to live with it, and we controlled every picture they took, even forcing them to do a chip erase before we agreed to more. 
 
    We even let them take pictures of Robert’s bottles milk stacked on our kitchen counter. And one picture, ohh la la, of Robert actually pumping milk from one tit. 
 
    A bonus: the news channel hired a security firm to keep interlopers off our property. And to keep other reporters out of the story. 
 
    And by the time the baby was due we had enough money through Gofundme to buy a home in the country, and the home had 12 foot iron bars with some pretty nasty looking spear tips on the tops of the bars. 
 
    But everything wound down about the time the baby was due. We stopped the reporting, refused interviews, stopped pictures, and prepared for the big day. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I got out of the car and into a wheel chair. 
 
    Outside the hospital a million reporters were yelling and screaming, as if we were going to pick one voice out of them and respond. Fools. 
 
    Roberta pushed me into the hospital. He was wearing strappy heels and a red summer dress. His make up was perfection, and the wind blew his hair into a tousle. He was the sexiest man I had ever seen in my life. 
 
    Mother held my hand. She whispered, and cracked jokes, and kept my mind off the contractions that were unsettling me. 
 
    A phalanx of security guars came out to meet us, and a big boned nurse, frowning like her garters had snapped, took over the wheel chair pushing duties. 
 
    We entered the hospital, were whisked up to a private room, and, finally, I was wheeled into the delivery room. 
 
    “Okay, I admit it, I cried. Birth is a wee bit painful, can you blame me? 
 
    But, on the good side,  I didn’t cry much, and it wasn’t long before I held my little hitchhiker in my arms and thought my heart had died and gone to heaven. 
 
    I have never experienced such completeness. 
 
    Funny, a big baby had been taken out of my womb, robbing me of a lot of extra weight, and yet I felt complete. 
 
    And, within the hour Roberta was stuffing a boob into that little girl’s mouth. 
 
    I lay in my bed and watched as Roberta cooed and whispered and pressed on his tit to help the flow of milk. 
 
    Mother sat next to me, and I don’t think I have ever seen such an expression of wonder on a human’s face. 
 
    Yes, she had had a baby, me, but this was different. Now she was a grandmother,  and that role has a whole host of benefits. It would be 20 or 30 years before I experienced those goodies. 
 
    We sat together, Mother and I, and suddenly I looked down at my chest. Twin spots of wetness were visible on the front of my hospital gown. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I whispered. 
 
    Mother looked at me. 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “I’m lactating!” 
 
    “Well, of course you are! You just had a baby!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Roberta looked up. 
 
    “My milk is in!” 
 
    Roberta sat there for a long second, blinking and wondering, then she simply stood up. She came to me and handed me my baby. 
 
    Tears trickling out of my cheeks, I watched as my precious baby pressed her little mitts to a fresh breast. I felt little pains as the ducts opened up under her sucking. And I felt the sublime sensations that mothers feel when they first breastfeed. I watched her tiny lips suck, and I felt the closeness that only a mother and her baby can feel. 
 
    Roberta stood next to us. She was smiling. She was perfectly okay with me milking. We had changed him into a her, made her breasts lactate, and she was happy. 
 
    Suddenly he looked at Mother. “Grace?” 
 
    “Yes,” she smiled back. 
 
    “You were the one who told Grace that she couldn’t have milk, told her that mothers with breast implants can’t have milk.” 
 
    She smiled. “Well, I may have misrepresented slightly. Woman with implants can nurse, but the flow of milk may be lessened.” 
 
    “But you…” she stopped talking and frowned. She tried again. “You gave me hormones, made me into a woman…even got my tits to grow and give milk.” 
 
    “Yes?” she was amused. 
 
    “And you were in on this?” she directed this query to me. 
 
    “Not at first. Mother snookered me, same as you, but I figured it out.” 
 
    “Did you…so you…this all a big practical joke?” 
 
    Mother and I looked at each other with big grins. Then we turned to her and chorused: “Gotcha.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: funny breast cov use.jpg] 
 
     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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    My Neighbor Feminized Me 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’ve always been this way. Obsessed with bosoms. 
 
    Breasts. Mammary glands. Those wonderful, delightful mounds that sit upon a lady’s chest and make my own gland do a…boing! 
 
    Oh, I’ve read the crap psychiatrists talk about on the net: patients have a mammary fetish, doubtless stemming from their own lack of, or surplus of, breast feeding. 
 
    They say that about anybody who loves breasts, and they can’t just accept the fact that bosoms are the heart of the world. Sure, maybe I loved mother’s milk when I was an infant, or maybe I didn’t get enough, but babies don’t get boners from breasts, and I do. 
 
    When I see a mother breast feeding a baby I can’t stop from staring. I slip my sunglasses on, act like I’m staring at something off to the side, but my eyes are locked on that wonderful, dripping tit. 
 
    And if I’m in a restaurant I am constantly watching women who have large ones. Who invariably spill a crumb on her expanse of flesh. Who realize it, and act like nothing happened. And I envy that crumb, and wish I was one. 
 
    Of course, I didn’t realize where this fetish would lead me. If I had… 
 
      
 
    I was doing the lawn, I cut lawns around the neighborhood, and I saw…brassieres. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson hung her brassieres on a clothes line. 
 
    I know, who does that, right? People have washing machines. People even hand wash those flimsy, delicious undergarments. They run their hands over the cups, use a mild soap, wash the sweat of their bosom off the cups. 
 
    Well, no matter who doesn’t hang their sexy underthings on a line in the backyard, Mrs. Johnson did, and I had noticed it, and I was hooked. 
 
    I came back that night. Tiptoed across the lawn, then realized I had left footsteps in the dew. 
 
    The moonlight was bright that night, and I stared at my path in horror. I definitely did not want Mrs. Johnson to see evidence of my visit to her clothes line. I did not want her to stop hanging those delightful boulder holders. Funny, I didn’t even think about the shame of being caught. I was just too obsessed. 
 
    So I grabbed a rake and rubbed all the dew off the lawn. I didn’t know what else to do. And I made that lawn clean and neat, grabbed a red bra off the line and took off. 
 
    Ah, God! That first bra! That was the needle that hooked me, addicted me, changed my life. 
 
    I hid that bra under my mattress, then in a shoe box in my closet, then in a little box in the garage storage attic. 
 
    I was terrified that I would be caught. And I couldn’t let go of that bra. I rubbed it on my privates. I kissed and even licked the insides of the cups. I wore it. Oh, how I wore it. 
 
    I wore it with softballs in it. I wore it with water balloons in it, and had a fright when one of them burst. I was terrified that I had broken the bra. I put it in the drier and sat in the garage, hoping and praying, watching the machine go around. 
 
    It was good to go, and so was I. 
 
    And, let me say it outright, I masturbated endlessly to it. 
 
    Yeah, I guess you could say I was obsessed. 
 
    But, as all clothes do, the bra finally wore out. The straps were stretched from my own shoulders, the cups were near splitting from all the things I placed in them. 
 
    A broken bra. What to do? What to do? 
 
    Heck, that was easy, pay a visit to my favorite brassiere store. 
 
    Late that night, only a slice of moon, and there weren’t any bras on her line. A pair of nylons, and that was all. Sheer, body hugging fabric. 
 
    I shaved my legs and wore them until they wore out. 
 
    But my real love was bras. So, on another night, wearing Mrs. Johnson’s stockings under my pants, I slithered through Mrs. Johnson’s yard, walking on the redwood chips around her roses and avoiding the lawn. 
 
    Bonanza! Three, incredibly wonderful brassieres, just waiting for me. I took all three, sniffing them, one at a time, then slinging them over my shoulder. I was half way home before I realized that that was stupid. If her bras all disappeared Mrs. Johnson would stop leaving them out. And I needed her to leave them out. I really needed her to do that. 
 
    So I went back and hung two up, then left with the third. It was a shelf bra, and I thought that was sexy, but shelf bras don’t hold the condom’s filled with water very well. The condoms tend to sag over the lip of the cup, and even fall out. 
 
    So, a week later, unable to help myself, I stole another bra. 
 
    And, over the months I stole more. I tried to hold myself down to one bra a month, and an occasional pair of nylons. Or panties. And, once, a corset. 
 
    I was in heaven. I had taken to wearing the garments under my clothes. Especially in the winter, with a bulky jacket, I could get away with it. I even wore the bra, and put socks in the cups, just a small pair of bumps on my chest. But I kept the jacket half open, and hanging a bit, so as to hide the bulges on my chest. And I walked a little hunched. Actually, I had to walk hunched, because I had the most terrific boner I had ever had in my life. 
 
    Oh, I was stiff. My pants were bulging big time. I walked quick, a little hunched, and tried to stay seated. 
 
    None of my friends noticed. But then, which of them would ever suspect that I was a..sicko. 
 
    At least that’s the way I thought of myself. Because I didn’t know what was wrong with me. 
 
    I would just salivate for a week or two, then make a midnight raid, and then fondle and sniff and wear those incredible under things. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. I just got so hot, so hard, and I couldn’t think. 
 
    I was worse than a heroin addict. 
 
    Which brings us to a certain, dark night. 
 
    I was starved for her flimsy bras. I hungered for a sniff of her flesh on the inside of the cups. I wanted to wear a bra in the worst way. 
 
    I waited up, couldn’t sleep, actually, and about two in the morning I set out. 
 
    The Johnson’s live next door, and I slipped out the side door of the garage and tip toed back along the walk. We didn’t have a fence between our properties, but a big, thick bush. Better than a fence, it insulated sound, was too thick to see through, and there was a little slip through between where the bushes ended and the Johnson’s house. 
 
    I slipped through, and walked up the side walkway. 
 
    I peered around the corner. 
 
    It was dark under the eaves, and the patio stretched to the lawn. The lawn was a bean shaped patch, and the roses ran around the edge of the lawn. In the middle of the roses was the clothes line. In the near darkness I could make out shapes. Zingo bingo, it looked like a dozen bras, all hanging in the breeze, waiting for me to come and make my selection. 
 
    Seeing those delicate bits of underwear I could hardly breath. I was light-headed, near dizzy, and I walked on the inside of the circle of rose bushes. 
 
    I was in heaven. I bent my head and sniffed. A wonderful thing, but the cup material was too thin. I needed something to hold big, water filled, condom balloons. 
 
    The next one was thin, not much more than a long band aid. 
 
    The next one was garish. Even in the moonlight I could see the bright redness. I could never wear that under my shirt. That was too much. I moved to the next bra, and…bingo! 
 
    White, full, straps thick enough to support my fake ‘titties.’ 
 
    I took it off the line, held it up and inspected it. I sniffed it. I couldn’t help myself, it was a warm night and I was only wearing a tee shirt, and I slipped my arms through the straps and held it up. Gazed at my chest, flat for the moment, and I reached into my pants. My boner was so hard. It was so hard it was difficult handling it inside my pants. I undid my zipper, undid my belt, and my prick burst free. 
 
    Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God! I stroked myself, felt myself building, the sheer pleasure, the promise of tits on my chest, and I felt it…I felt it…AHHHH! 
 
    FLASH! A white light filled the yard. Even though my eyes were closed I perceived it. 
 
    And I was frozen. Like a statue. Like a petrified tree. Unable to move. My mind shattered. I was in that dilemma, the worst thing in the world had just happened…I was caught! 
 
    “Well, well.” 
 
    Another flash. I tried to stuff my dick in my pants, but it was stiff and throbbing and shooting jism. All I succeeded in doing was messing up my pants. And Mrs. Johnson’s nylons. 
 
    She came out from under the eaves. She was a tall, statuesque woman. Great boobs, thin waist. Long hair that hung down her back. And, even though it was dark, I knew she wore her red lipstick. 
 
    Flash. Flash. 
 
    “Hello, little Jerry. Though perhaps I shouldn’t say ‘little.’” 
 
    She walked slowly around me. She was wearing a peignoir, but I couldn’t tell what color it was. This close, even with not much light, I could see her large breasts. They were in a bra. A half bra, and I could see the nipples under the peignoir. 
 
    Flash. 
 
    And, finally, I began to think. “Please, Mrs. Johnson…” my face was on fire with humiliation. I was shivering with fright. “…don’t tell my mother.” 
 
    She snorted, a delicate grunt in the night, and continued to walk around me. 
 
    “So you are the one who’s been filching my panties and bras.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I’ll do your lawn for free!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You certainly will. And you’ll do a lot of other things.” 
 
    I started to turn, to follow her path around me, but she said, “Don’t move, little Jerry. I want to remember this moment forever.” 
 
    She circled me again. Flash. Flash. 
 
    She stopped in front of me. She stood, one hand on her hip, her hip tilted up, her head tilted slightly to the side. 
 
    “So. What do we do now?” 
 
    “I can go home, and—“ 
 
    “That was a rhetorical question, Jerry. No answer required. And, to tell the truth, I know what comes next.” She turned on her heel and walked towards her house. “Come inside.” 
 
    Unable to do anything else, my legs feeling about as lively as dead stumps, I followed her. It was the ultimate walk of shame. 
 
    I entered her house. It was dark, and then it got darker. She pulled the shades. 
 
    I stood in the pitch dark for a moment, then she turned on the living room lights. 
 
    I was standing just inside the sliding doors. To the left was a large kitchen. To the right was a hallway leading to bedrooms. 
 
    She had money. I knew that, and she lived well. She had good furniture, everything was clean, and she always dressed nicely. 
 
    “Follow me,” she led the way across the living room and down the hallway. She turned into a small bedroom that was fitted up as an office. There was a big, L shaped desk, a big Mac with a big screen, filing cabinets, a big screen TV in one corner, and artwork on the walls. 
 
    “Stand there.” 
 
    I stood, shivering, and not from the cold. If it’s possible, I was shivering because I was too hot. Heated by humiliation. 
 
    She sat down behind her computer and began pressing keys. After a minute she stopped and stared at the screen. Then she looked up at me. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    “I don’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “I have uploaded everything to the cloud. The next step is Facebook. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Shivering became shaking. I have never been so scared in my life my mother was going to kill me. And, worse than death, everybody who looked at Facebook would laugh at me. 
 
    Caught, wearing a bra, masturbating, actually cuming. 
 
    Slowly, sniffing, starting to cry, I stripped off my clothes. 
 
    She smiled when she saw her nylons, then grinned when she saw the mess I had made on them. The sperm was still wet. 
 
    I stood, and she contemplated me. 
 
    “Jerry,” she finally said. “In my kitchen there is a six pack of Pepsi in the frig. The glasses are in the right hand cabinet. The frig will dispense ice. Go pour two Pepsis and bring them here.” 
 
    “I…I…” Tears were coming out of my eyes. I was blushing so furiously that I was probably a source of light. Red light. 
 
    “Go. Go.” She made a flicking wave of her hand, and I stepped back, turned, and made my way down the hallway, across the living room, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Even though I had squirted, I had a boner. It was stiff, rigid, and it swayed and bobbed as I walked. 
 
    I found the glasses, filled them with ice, then took out a couple of cans of Pepsi. 
 
    My body was still shivering, and my dick kept hitting things. The counter, the frig door, the counter again. And my nipples. I stared down at them. They were stiff, hard as…hard as…hard as I don’t know what. 
 
    I picked up the glasses and walked back through the house. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson was still sitting behind the computer, hands clasped behind her head, swivel chair tilted back, her eyes closed and a smile on her face. She opened them and leaned forward when I entered. 
 
    “Here,” I blurted, holding both glasses out to her. 
 
    She laughed. “One’s for you, Little Jerry.” 
 
    She took one, put it to her red lips, and sipped. 
 
    I stared at her creamy throat. I imagined that liquid going down the pipe, behind those overwhelming tits of hers. 
 
    She placed the glass on the desk and spoke wryly, “Take a drink, Jerry. It will help.” 
 
    Like a robot, I lifted the glass, drank some liquid, and didn’t. feel a thing. I was shattered, crying openly now, my whole body was red, tingling with humiliation. 
 
    I had been caught. I was a pervert. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. 
 
    “Jerry, I have caught you. I have caught you wearing one of my bras, your penis in your hand, and actually shooting semen.” 
 
    “I’m sorr—-sorr—sorr—“ I blubbered. 
 
    “Tell me why you are sorry, Jerry.” 
 
    “I was wearing…wearing your…your clothes. I was…jacking…jacking off. I don’t…please…don’t tell my mother…I’m sorry!” 
 
    By the end of that choppy sentence I was wailing. 
 
    She stopped smiling and pursed her lips, It looked like she was kissing at me. 
 
    “Tell me, Jerry. Are you sorry you wore my underwear? Or are you sorry you got caught?” 
 
    “I’m sorr—sorr…I didn’t mean…I—“ 
 
    “Answer my question.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I wore your underwear!” I blurted. This was getting worse and worse. I was literally burning up with shame. 
 
    “No, you’re not.” She shook her head slowly, watching me. 
 
    “No…I am…I am…” 
 
    “Jerry, Jerry,” she sighed. She wasn’t smiling, but I think she was smiling on the inside. The cruel woman was really getting off on my situation, my embarrassment. She suddenly changed tacks. 
 
    “Jerry, why did you do it?” 
 
    “Wear…wear your under…underwear?” 
 
    “Unless there is some other heinous crime you’ve committed.” 
 
    “I don’t know!” I wailed miserably.  
 
    “But you’ve been wearing women’s underwear for some time now, correct.” 
 
    I hung my head and nodded. I was gulping and gulping. 
 
    “So you get off on wearing women’s clothes. All clothes? Or just underwear.” 
 
    “I don’t know. All clothes. I don’t know.” Now I whispering. I was one second wailing, one second whispering, and didn’t know what to do. This was totally the end of my life. 
 
    “Okay. Look at me.” 
 
    I did. And it hurt to look her in the eyes. 
 
    She was beautiful. She had blue eyes, the kind that seem stark, piercing, and they were gently framed by eye liner and shadow. Her lips…her lips…they were red. Were they redder than they had been when we had first entered the house? Had she reapplied her lipstick? 
 
    “Do you like to wear panties.” 
 
    I nodded, lowering my eyes. 
 
    “Keep looking at me. Don’t take your eyes off me.” 
 
    I looked at her again, and it was funny. Her eyes were focused on me, almost like she was…she was consuming me. If that makes sense. 
 
    “Do you like slips?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Bras?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Have you worn any of my corsets?” 
 
    “One.” 
 
    “And did you like it?” 
 
    I was dying here. Every question she shot at me made me feel smaller, less human, like the dirty, stinking pervert I was. 
 
    But she wouldn’t let up. She kept asking me questions. Did I like nylons, had I ever worn garters. What did I pad the stolen bras with. Had I ever put on make up. She kept going on and on, and I kept feeling like I was shrinking more and more. 
 
    Finally, she reached into her desk and pulled out a tape measure. She stood up and walked around the desk. “Hold out your arms.” She measured them. Then she measured my neck. My dick bumped against her leg but she didn’t seem to notice. And my chest. And when my dick bumped against her again she looked down at it and smiled. And my legs. She measured every part of me. And she even measured my dick. She stretched the tape measure out along side it, then she wrapped it around, taking note of my length and circumference. Her hand wrapped around it, I was throbbing, and even though I had just cum, I could feel it about to squirt again. 
 
    “How small is it when you’re not hard.” She let go and I managed not to cum. 
 
    “Not very big.” 
 
    She held up her thumb. “As big as this? Bigger? Two thumbs? How long?” 
 
    I answered as best I could, and now the deep shame I was feeling was replaced by a hair prickling sensation. 
 
    And she measured my head. 
 
    “How much do you weigh?” 
 
    “140 pounds.” I’m not one of those big, beefy guys. I’m slender. 
 
    Finally, done, she sat back down. She sipped her Pepsi, leaving beautiful red lip marks on the glass. She watched me. 
 
    “So, my little pervert. Here’s how it’s going to go. On Friday night you will come to me. I am going to tell your mother that I need help at my cabin, and you will help me. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She gave a quirky smile, somehow pleased by my response. 
 
    “Excellent. Then—“ 
 
    “What’s going to happen to me?” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll probably live a long life and…” she grinned. “Right now?” 
 
    “Yes. Are you going to tell anybody?” 
 
    “That depends on you, Little Jerry. If you do everything I say…you might survive. But if you displease me, if you even hesitate to follow one of my instructions…then those pictures I took will be all over the internet. Little Jerry Smith. Pervert. Crossdresser. Masturbating to bras.” 
 
    Each word dug into me, and she seemed to take great pleasure in the digging. 
 
    “But…but I’m sorry.” 
 
    She sat back in her chair. She was still wearing her peignoir. It was pink, translucent, and I could see every square inch of her mammoth breasts. 
 
    “Sorry, eh?” Then she said the oddest thing. “Let’s see how not sorry we can make you.” 
 
    Then: “Go on home now. And I will see you this Friday night.” 
 
    I bent to pick up my clothes. 
 
    “Leave those.” 
 
    “But…but I’m naked!” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    I stumbled back through the house, between the drawn curtains and onto the patio. I went through the bushes, into the garage, and tip toed back to my room. All the way I felt my cock swaying in the night. The redness slowly left my body, but not all the way. In fact, I would be blushing all the way to Friday night, and then beyond, though I didn’t know it. 
 
      
 
    I woke up the next day, and found that I was still ashamed. I hadn’t slept much, all I could do was wonder at the mess I had gotten myself into, and even when I slept I think I was humiliated. 
 
    “Jerry? Are you feeling well?” Mom felt my forehead. “You look red, and you’re a little hot.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m okay.” I mumbled. I was okay, if you think that being found out as a pervert is okay. 
 
    “Well, Mrs. Johnson called. She needs some furniture moved at her cabin and she asked if she could take you  up there. But if you don’t feel well…”  
 
    But I had to go! I couldn’t risk pissing Mrs. Johnson off! “No, no. I’m fine. I think I just got a little sunburn.” 
 
    “Well, if you’re sure.” 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
    “Well, good. I told her yes, and I know you need extra money, so it’s all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. No problem.” 
 
    And my mother nodded, finished breakfast, and was shortly off to work. And all the while I was praying to the Gods…to Mrs. Johnson. Don’t tell my mother. 
 
    And I thought about what would happen if my mother found out what I had done, what I had been doing. I was her pride and joy, a good son, holding down the fort since Dad died. If she was to find out that I wasn’t such a good son, that I was a pervert that wore women’s underwear…then my life was over. 
 
    I was taking out the garbage when Mrs. Johnson backed out of her garage. She saw me and waved. No sign that she had caught me jacking off in the night. Just a neighbor waving to another neighbor. No sign of my deep shame. 
 
    I had a couple of classes that day, and I went to them, but I didn’t hear much. 
 
    The teacher was talking about Gettysburg and the Civil War and…and I had my own Gettysburg. I had visions of being dragged through the mud in female underwear, screaming that I was innocent, put in front of a firing squad who went to fire, but couldn’t. They were all laughing and point at me too hard to shoot their guns. 
 
    “Mr. Smith? Did you say something?” 
 
    I had been so lost I had blurted out a protest, ‘no,’ and hadn’t even realized it. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, you did. I heard you say ‘no.’ Just what is it about my lecture that you don’t like?” 
 
    “Nothing…I mean…I like your lecture…” 
 
    “You don’t act like it. Are you feeling well? You’re awfully red.” 
 
    I stood up and began walking out of the classroom. “I’m sorry!” I blurted. Sorry that I had been caught. Sorry that I was a pervert. “I don’t feel well.” 
 
    “You should report to the…” 
 
    The rest of her words were obliterated by a closing door. 
 
    I made it through the next class. I don’t know how, I was red and trembling, but I exited the class at the end of the hour and headed off across campus. 
 
    “Hey, Jerry, you feeling okay?” 
 
    Ron Hartwell was my best friend, but he didn’t know I was a pervert, and I wasn’t going to tell him. 
 
    “Yeah, I just feel a little sick. I’ll see ya.” 
 
    “Okay. Call me if…” then his voice faded away. 
 
    I went home. I watched TV. I did some chores. All the time I worried. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson had caught me. She had taken photos. She was going to release the photos on the net. My life would be ruined. People would always laugh at me. I would be kicked out of college. No girl would ever consider me. there was nothing I could do. 
 
    And so the week passed. A nightmare of torment. A hell of scrambled thoughts. Always red, always embarrassed, always dreading Friday night. 
 
    Friday night. What was she going to do to me? Was she going to call the cops? Would my mother find out? How was my life going to end. 
 
    And then, like magic, in spite of the lo-o-ong amount of time it had taken for me to get there…it was Friday. 
 
    Friday, and I could hardly breath. My heart was pounding all day. And evening came, and it was time to leave, to enter the den of the devil and be destroyed. I kissed my mother good bye and went next door. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, Jerry.” Mrs. Johnson opened the front door and invited me in. I stepped past her, and my dick surged. I mean, she was GORGEOUS! 
 
    She was wearing shorts and a blouse. I could see her bra through the blouse, and her breasts were showcased. 
 
    Her hair was combed out and tied in a pony tail. Her make up was severe, mascara perfect and lips plump and red. 
 
    I walked into her living room, and found several boxes stacked on the couch. 
 
    “I’m going to have you take these out to the car, but first…come with me.” 
 
    I followed that amazing ass down the hallway, and, interestingly enough, I was calm. Now that the moment had arrived, now that she was going to…do whatever she was going to do to me, I was calm. 
 
    Only a little red. Only a little heart pounding. But a LOT of hard dick. 
 
    “I hope you didn’t masturbate.” 
 
    I blinked. “I…no, I didn’t” 
 
    “Excellent. I had forgotten to tell you, but I don’t want you masturbating any longer. I’ll give you something to help you with that. I know how easy it is for young men to lose control and…what do they call it? Flog the chicken?” She chuckled. 
 
    We entered her bedroom and she said, “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I understood this, I had done it before, but it was still difficult. She was an older woman, and being naked in front of her…I began to grow dark red all over again. 
 
    I stripped, and when I was naked, nothing but my bobbing cock in front of me, she tossed me something. I caught it, looked at it, and my eyes grew big. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    It was a bra. A firm one, built for use. Built to carry large objects. 
 
    Dazed, not understanding, I fastened the clasps in front of me, slid the bra around my body, and slipped my arms through the straps. 
 
    She was sitting on the bed, watching me. Heck, she was scouring me with her eyes. 
 
    “Now these.” She indicated a pair of breast forms on the bed. 
 
    “What?” Stunned, not comprehending, I put the forms into my bra. They were a perfect fit. 
 
    “Now this.” She handed me a heavy duty tummy shaper. That would cinch my waist, make it smaller. Much smaller. 
 
    I stepped into it, pulled it up, and with some struggle, felt my waist shrink a few inches. 
 
    “It’s hard to breath.” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths. Put this on.” Panties. And then stockings, which snapped to the straps dangling form the tummy shaper. And a dress. An actual dress. It was light blue, shimmied in the light, no cleavage allowed. 
 
    I pulled it on, marveling at the feel of the material sliding over my skin. 
 
    “Now, come sit.” 
 
    I sat at her make up table. She sat next to me. 
 
    “What is happening?” I asked. Actually, the question was pulled out of me. Just sort of exploded into reality. 
 
    “Shut up.” She said cheerfully, and she turned me to her and began cleaning my face. She cleansed and moisturized me, then looked down at my penis. It was sticking out from under the corset and making a stiff point in the dress. She smiled and touched it. I groaned. 
 
    “Time enough later, J.” She went back to working on my face. “I’m going to call you J. It’s feminine enough, and when we’re around other people, your mother, they will be able to accept a short cut for your name. It will be our secret. A very delightful secret that will remind you of me every time I call you by that name.” 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “Fulfilling your dreams. Now hold still.” 
 
    She went through the steps, laying foundation, blush, powder, then she worked on my eyes. She gave me light blue shadow, then painted my lips red. 
 
    “God, would I love to stain your lips, or do some other permanent make up.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Shhh,” she turned my face this way and that, inspected me minutely. 
 
    “Okay. It’s time to nail you.” 
 
    My eyes opened and she giggled. “To put nails on you.” 
 
    “Nails? Fingernails?” 
 
    “Not nine penny from the hardware,” she quipped. 
 
    She took my hands and prepped the nails. She filed and trimmed and cleaned, and then glued on long nails. They extended a half inch beyond my fingertips, and I suddenly had claws. And she painted them deep red. Red claws. Bloody claws. And she covered them with some kind of fixer. 
 
    “This will make them hard, but you still have to be careful. Don’t want to break a nail. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I mumbled. 
 
    By now I was beyond red. I felt like I was outside my body. My whole body prickled, and I kept glancing in the mirror, or looking at my hands. 
 
    She had only trimmed my eyebrows a little, didn’t rob me of being able to return to masculinity after the weekend, and my lips were round and red, she had used a plumper, and I looked like a girl 
 
    And, I admit it, a sexy girl. 
 
    Except that I had boy’s hair. 
 
    She fixed that. She brought out a wig and placed it on my hair. She fastened it with some sort of clips, then had me stand up and look in the full length mirror. 
 
    I was a girl. A young woman. A fashionable young lady. 
 
    I had a girl’s face and hair. I had large boobs, My shape was rounded and sexy. 
 
    She spritzed me with perfume and giggled. 
 
    I looked at her. I had never felt so…nice…in my life. And yet, I had never felt so…worried. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Come help me load the boxes, then we’ll take a long drive, and I will tell you. In fact, I’m not going to tell you, not until we reach the cabin and get unpacked. Until then, I want you to just enjoy this moment.” 
 
    She led the way back to the living room, and she had me move boxes from the living room to the garage. She drove a big SUV, and I managed to load all the boxes into the back area. 
 
    Then she told me to get in, and she started up the car. She had backed in, the better to make a quick getaway, and later I would realize the better to avoid my mother, and she spurted down the driveway and into the street. 
 
     
 
    The traffic was light, but she drove slowly. 
 
    “Don’t want to get caught by a cop,” she told me. “How would we ever explain you?” And she giggled. She seemed extremely happy. 
 
    I sat in the passenger seat. I was a lady, but my dick was sprouting under the material. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll handle that later.” 
 
    She drove out of town and began the long trek into the mountains. It was getting late now, and we followed a winding road into a deep forest. As we drove she tried small talk. 
 
    “How are you doing in school?” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” 
 
    “Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “A boyfriend?” And she giggled. 
 
    “No!” I was aghast. Just because I liked to wear girls clothes and get hard didn’t make me gay. 
 
    “Take it easy, J. I’m just joking.” 
 
    I didn’t see anything funny. I was being kidnapped, feminized, and I was worried about the pictures going out on the internet. 
 
    We went through a drive through and she ordered for me. “Chicken strips and french fries. Strawberry shakes.” 
 
    I got brave enough to say, “I like hamburgers.” 
 
    She smiled at me as we waited in line. “Young ladies should only eat what won’t mess up their lipstick.” 
 
    So I slid fries and strips into my mouth and chewed, and sucked on a straw, and wished I had a chocolate shake. But girls like pink, I guess. 
 
    We left the fast food place and entered the loopy roads of the high mountains. We weren’t far now, and Mrs. Johnson smiled her secretive smile as we took the last few turns. Then, at the end of a long road, no other cabins around us, she pulled up to an A frame. On the other side of the A frame was a lake. 
 
    “Okay, J, we’re here. You want to bring in the boxes?” 
 
    I stepped out of the car. I was wearing Mary Janes and the gravel was rough on my feet. While she turned on the lights I began carrying boxes into the house. 
 
    The boxes were all Amazon, and they weren’t very heavy. Five minutes and I had them all stacked next to a couch. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson was lighting a fire in the big fireplace, and I looked around. 
 
    Wood beams and wood walls. A loft above the entrance. The back of the building was all glass, and I could see the moon reflecting off the light chop of waves. 
 
    “There we go.” Mr.s Johnson stood up and wiped her hands off. Then she turned to me. “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah?” I was young, but old enough to drink. But not old enough to understand how somebody could crave alcohol with their every fiber, except for right now. 
 
    “In the kitchen you will find Pepsi and bourbon. The frig should give ice. Fill with ice cubes, half and half on the liquor. We don’t want you wasted. I’m going to go slip into something more comfortable.” 
 
    I went to the kitchen, mixed the drinks, and turned back to the living room. I almost dropped the glasses. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson was wearing a bra and a thong. Her breasts were heaving over the top of the bra, and she licked her lips as she looked at me. 
 
    “Come, let’s sit on the couch,” she said. “I have a story to tell you.” 
 
    I followed. She sat, she patted the cushion next to her. I sat next to her. She sipped from her drink, said, “Woo!” then put an arm around me. 
 
    She pulled me close. I could feel her breasts pressing against me. I could feel her delicate breath on my cheek. 
 
    “Do you dream, J?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Stop saying ‘uh.’ It’s a conversation waster, and it makes you sound stupid.” 
 
    I resolved never to say ‘uh’ again in my life. 
 
    “I dream.” The fire crackle happily. We each sipped. I looked at my lipstick marks on my glass. 
 
    “I married Mr. Johnson when I was but 19. He was so handsome. He was a stud. He was from a wealthy family, played football…he was everything I ever dreamed of.” 
 
    Not being too suave, I asked, “Did he die?” 
 
    She grunted, but didn’t upbraid me. “No. No. He’s out there somewhere. He’s taking care of me financially. I’ll never have to worry, but…” she stopped. 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    She didn’t answer, but continued her story. 
 
    “So we married, and a few years passed, and I noticed that he didn’t like to do it. That when we did do it, it was a struggle for him. That caused a rift in our marriage. We went to counselors, we talked about divorce, children, anything and everything that we thought, in our delirium, might save our marriage. 
 
    “Imagine, children to save a marriage, now there’s a silly thought.” She pressed her lips to my temple and said, “People need to grow up before they have children.” 
 
    I was electric. The most beautiful woman in the world was holding me. I was a girl. She had kissed me. And, to top it all off, I could already feel the light headiness that good bourbon imparts. 
 
    “Eventually, however, I found out the truth.” 
 
    She stopped talking, got up, took my glass and hers and went into the kitchen She came back with fresh drinks. She handed me one and I looked at the lip. Red lipstick. 
 
    She grinned. “If that’s my glass, you’re kissing me. Would you like to kiss me, J?” 
 
    “Uh…” then I realized what I had said. “Sorry.” 
 
    She laughed, a merry tinkle, and plopped down next to me. Now she didn’t hold me, now she leaned against me, and she started rubbing the bump in my dress. 
 
    “I came home one day. Got off work early, and discovered what the problem was. It wasn’t me. I wasn’t lacking, it was him. He was wearing clothes. Clothes like you’re wearing. And I knew…my husband was a cross dresser.” 
 
    I was frozen. What she was telling me, and the way she was rubbing my cock, it had blown my mind. 
 
    “Oh, I had a fit. I was a child. I gave him grief, and I drove him away. I treated him like shit, and he finally left me. Odd, I thought he was the one with the problem, but it was me that had the problem. 
 
    “I had a few rough years then. I drank, took some drugs, and when I was stoned out of my mind…I sought out cross dressers. 
 
    “I was guilty, you see. I had destroyed my marriage. I had treated my husband badly, and there was some piece of me that wanted him back, that wanted to understand it all.” 
 
    “Did he come back?” 
 
    She smiled wanly. The fire crackled. She snuggled a bit, reached under my dress and grabbed my cock. She didn’t move her hand on it, that would have caused an orgasm. She just held it, and continued her talk. 
 
    “No. I had destroyed our relationship. We’ll never get back together, and we both know it. He’s got somebody else now. Somebody, a beautiful woman, who will accept him for what he is. And that leaves me.” 
 
    She took a long drink, demolished the alcohol, put the glass aside, then moved me around. We faced each other on the couch. Our faces lit by the crackling flames. Our breathing heavy, our faces flushed. 
 
    “I discovered you stealing my clothes, and it was like God gave me a second chance. Oh, I don’t want to marry you, I just want to experience you. I want to help you, create you, make it all right for you to explore who you really are.” 
 
    We stared at each other. Our faces were inches apart. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to move our faces together and press our lips together. 
 
    “J?” she breathed. 
 
    “Yes?” And now I wasn’t embarrassed. I was horny. I was in love. 
 
    “Will you make love to me?” 
 
    Then she leaned forward and kissed me, gently. I felt her warm lips on mine. I felt her breathing on me. I began to kiss her back. 
 
    She placed one of my hands on her breast, and she placed one of her hands on mine. 
 
    Then we were coming together, pressing our bodies against each other. She thrust her hips forward and felt my cock. She held my face and devoured my lips. She reached down and grabbed me. And held me. And stopped me from shooting. 
 
    She laughed. “I know. I know. Don’t worry.” 
 
    She began taking my dress off. She slipped it over my head, somehow without removing my wig. 
 
    We meshed again, as if our lips were the ultimate liquor and we were addicted. 
 
    I undid her bra, and those magnificent breasts tumbled forth. 
 
    She took off my bra, and the forms bounced on the floor in front of the couch. 
 
    We squirmed, we wiggled, we swallowed each other’s saliva and tongues and lips. 
 
    I bent my head and took a nipple in my mouth. I sucked, hard, and she groaned and pulled me to her and arched her back. 
 
    She stroked me, then she ducked her bead and took me in her mouth. 
 
    I was close then, and I had no control, but she backed off, grabbed my penis hard, and controlled me. 
 
    Then we fell off the couch and were on the floor, tangled in our discarded clothing, humping and writhing and trying to figure out how to get my dick into her. 
 
    Finally, she grabbed me and rolled me over and sat on me. My dick stood up against her belly. She raised up, moved forward an inch, and lowered herself, slowly, excruciatingly, on my cock. 
 
    I felt her lower lips kiss the head of my cock, then I was slipping in. I could feel the folds of her vagina as she took me. I felt the rapturous slither of wet flesh along my shaft as she sank to my balls. 
 
    She sat on me then, staring into my eyes, playing with my nipples, wondering what Gods had blessed us. Then we started the final rush. She ground on me and groaned, almost a howl. I reached up and grabbed her nipples, roughly, and I could see she liked it, and I pulled. 
 
    Another low moan, then a whimper, and I knew she was going over the top. 
 
    And so was I. 
 
    I was hot and horny, I hadn’t masturbated for days, I hadn’t cum since she had caught me, and I was desperate. 
 
    “Oh…fuck….fuck me.” She wailed. 
 
    I thrust up, and the cork popped off the bottle. I could feel the champagne shooting up my dick. I could feel my balls tensing and pulling up I could feel that deep throb at the base of my tool. 
 
    And she was holding on to me now, squeezing me, arching so that her tits pressed into my chest. Harder, harder. 
 
    I thrust my dick upward and felt my sperm splatter in her cave. Thick ropes, white cream, my essence. 
 
    And she was caught by some rapturous wave, being tumbled across far sands, feeling the burn of some ancient and foreign sun. 
 
    Then we were collapsed on each other, breathing, trying to remember who we were. 
 
    Not that we cared. 
 
      
 
    We slept up stairs in the loft. It was warm, and we were tangled in sheets and each other. I kept waking her up by sucking on her nipple. And she would giggle and stroke my cock. Then we would sleep a bit more, wake up, and do it again. 
 
    The sun broke through the trees, a beautiful golden morning, and we roused ourselves. And she grabbed me and threw me down. I realized that though I was a guy, she was older, and actually stronger. 
 
    “I go a gym every day,” she explained. 
 
    She worked on me then, plucked my eyebrows just a little bit more, and made me use Nair and shower. 
 
    It felt so electric to have no hair. Now I really enjoyed the feeling of lingerie. Though we had done it twice the night before, I was hard again. 
 
    “You have to get rid of that,” she accused me, acting like it was bad, and making me laugh. 
 
    So we went for a long swing. jumped off the end of the pier and stroked out to a platform bobbing in the water. We wore no clothes, she just laughed when I suggested them. “Nobody wears cloths out here.” 
 
    Then we swam back, and she rushed me into the house and, before I could get hard again, she made me sit back on the couch and she fiddled with my groin. 
 
    It felt weird, something hard going over my cock, then a click. I looked down. “What the…?” 
 
    “It’s called a chastity tube. You’re going to wear it until Sunday night.” 
 
    “But it’s strangling me!” 
 
    “It’s containing you, helping you be chaste, storing your juices up for me.” 
 
    “But I don’t want my juices stored up.” 
 
    “Do you want to fit into a dress without the unsightly bulge?” 
 
    That stopped me. Yes, I wanted a hard on, and I wanted to sink it to the balls in her. But I was also obsessed, and I realized not just with boobs. 
 
    Yes, boobs were the key, the trigger, the thing that fascinated me about women. But the whole picture included all lingerie, having actual boobs, wearing make up and looking like a woman. 
 
    She grinned. “Now, let’s really do you up right.” 
 
    She helped me pull on another corset, this one tighter, and I felt my breath squooshed right out of my body. 
 
    Another bra, and my breast forms. Funny, I already thought of them as ‘mine,’ as if I had actual breasts. 
 
    And I discovered what was in the boxes.  Mrs. Johnson had ordered me clothes. That was why she had measured me. I had extra underwear, dresses, even shoes. Real high heels! 
 
    I wore a short skirt, the kind that shows legs al-l-l the way down to the ground. I wore boots with low heels. Very classy with open toes, which showed my red painted nails. I wore a tight fitting tee shirt, and it looked like the boobs I was wearing were totally real. 
 
    Then she slipped another wig on me, made me into a redhead with lots of curls, and adjusted my make up to the new hair color. 
 
    I was smoking hot. I was slim and big titted, my face was perfectly girlish, and even sultry. And my lips…I loved the plumper she was using on them. I wondered if it would wear off before I got home. 
 
    By the time we went out to the car we were laughing and giggling. Two girls on their way to town, though the town we were going to was just a little collection of tourist shops. 
 
    She drove, I played with the radio. We couldn’t stop touching each other. I felt her boobs. She ran her hand over my lap. Even though I was caged, it took my breath away, and I discovered something: being caged makes you horny. 
 
    Your dick wants to get out, it’s constantly struggling. It’s more sensitive to…everything. If the car went over a bump a thrill shot through my groin. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson, to say the least, loved it. She kept saying she wanted to stop and just kiss me. She called me her daughter, and when I laughed, she grudgingly admitted we were more like sisters. 
 
    Were we in love? 
 
    Yes and no. 
 
    We wanted each other, and I knew we always would. But she didn’t want marriage, she just wanted a relationship. Then she could go back to being herself, and call on the relationship only when she felt the desire. 
 
    I loved her, but only as the young can, uninhibited, knowing it was for a moment, but…what a moment! 
 
    We drove up the little main street and looked at all the shops. There weren’t many people, but I knew this afternoon the real rush would begin. Until then, we had a couple of hours of walking through little places, holding hands, her brushing the back of her hand across the front of my skirt. Me bumping into her tits with a bare arm. 
 
    We wandered through the shops, picking up things and discussing them, and, at one point, I had an interesting realization. 
 
    “You know,” I whispered in her ear, “I actually don’t even know your first name.” 
 
    She laughed. She whispered back, “Tammi.” 
 
    And I thought, Tammi and J, out on the town. Two girls having the time of their lives. 
 
    I whispered that to Tammi, and she smiled, and I cold see she was taken up by the idea. 
 
    Then we went to a small eatery. We sat outdoors and ordered salads. I wanted a hamburger, but she convinced me I had to act like a girl in every way. Besides, the little bits and pieces were perfect for chewing with lipstick on. 
 
    Finally, tired but energized, we hopped back into the car and drove back to the cabin. 
 
    There was a console between us, and I wanted to crawl across it and ravage her, but consoles are not sex friendly. 
 
    We arrived at the house, and I had a super treat in for me. 
 
    First, we had a couple of more drinks. Then we sat on the deck, holding hands, trading kisses every once in a while. And she said: “To really understand what it is to be a woman, you have to learn to make love like a woman.” 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “Well, the first stage is…you’re going to have to make me cum…without your dick.” 
 
    I squealed, “Wha-a-at!” And we both laughed. 
 
    “Then, tomorrow, before you go home, I’m going to deflower you.” 
 
    “Deflower me? Like steal my virtue?” 
 
    “Like a man deflowers a woman,” she spoke softly, gazing into my eyes. 
 
    “But I don’t have a pussy, and you don’t have a dick.” 
 
    She nodded, sipped a little more bourbon and Coke, and said, “There are ways. I will show you your pussy, and I do have a penis. A rather large one, if you like, or a small one if you insist on being a scaredy cat.” 
 
    Well, I was a manly…uh, girl. And size didn’t scare me. Besides. I was half drunk. “I’m not scaredy cat.” 
 
    “Wonderful. Then perhaps you could get the show on the road by getting down on your knees and showing me how well you can ‘lesbian’ my pussy.” 
 
    ‘Lesbian’ her pussy? Oh, my God. Did she really say that? 
 
    I sipped the last of my drink, then stood up. I swayed a little bit, and then place a pillow on the deck and knelt on it. 
 
    She lowered the bottom half of the lounge and slipped forward so she was half laying on the thing, her pleasure palace on display and ripe for the picking. Uh, licking. 
 
    I bent forward, placed my hands on the deck between her legs, and slowly moved my head forward.  
 
    She was hot with lust. She was breathing hard and looked flushed. She gulped the last of her drink, then put it down on the deck. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she groaned as I took my first lap, a long slow lick up the slit, my tongue sliding between the labia and ending up on her clit. 
 
    I sucked her clitoris then. I pulled it into my mouth and sucked on it and chewed on it. 
 
    She gasped, and thrust her hips into my face. 
 
    I pushed her down, spread her legs more, and put my whole face against her pussy. I fucked her pussy with my face. I used my nose and my lips, I could hardly breath, and I ground my face into her. 
 
    She placed her hands over my head, my ears, and she humped me. 
 
    Then, when she calmed down, I drew back and using three stiff fingers on her. I put them into her and began shoving them back and forth. I could feel the lip of her vagina with my knuckles, and she cried out in wonder. 
 
    Again and again, my hand like a piston, ramming and jamming, feeling the juices flow. And before I knew it, she was bucking, on the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    I slowed down, pulled my hand out, and she cursed me. “Oh, you asshole! Fuck me! You bitch! Fuck me!” 
 
    So I did her again with the three fingers, and I used one of my fingers on the other hand to diddle her clit at the same time. 
 
    “Fu….fu…oh…ye-e-es…” She wheezed, holding my wrist and helping me fill her. And this time, when she started to climb the mountain, I pushed her, pushed her right over the edge. 
 
    “OHHHH!” she wailed like a siren, yet guttural, like a cave woman. 
 
    Then I just sat there, my fingers in her, but not moving. Her holding my wrist, but not pulling. And we breathed. And she caught her breath again. And, finally, the slightest of moves, she pulled my wrist, so I pushed my hand into her, and we were off  to the races. 
 
    We did that four times that afternoon. Until she was exhausted and wanted only to sleep. 
 
    While she slept I tried on some of the clothes she had bought me. I wished I had a real set of boobs, I wondered what mother would think if I started taking hormones. 
 
    I loved a grey dress with a plunging back, and I tried on the high heels with it. I strutted back and forth in the cabin while Tammi slept in the loft. Listening to the heels click, and loving it. My dick kept trying to get erect, and it was driving me crazy. 
 
    I tried fixing my lipstick, I was scared to fix anything else, and didn’t do to badly. After all, you just have to be careful and keep the color in the lines, on the lips themselves. 
 
     Then I went out on the deck and watched the sun dip towards the lake. I had another drink in my hand, and I was feeling the horniness just eat me alive. My pecker pounding, throbbing, but with no where to go. 
 
    I heard the door open behind me, then Tammi came up to me and put her arms around me. She was wearing only a sheet, and she was absolutely delicious looking. 
 
    “How’d I do?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled, pressed her body against me so the sheet wouldn’t fall, grabbed my face and turned me into her lips. It wasn’t a horny kiss, it was a satisfied kiss, a ‘thank you’ kiss. 
 
    “Wow! That good?” I managed to breath out when she took pity on me and pulled away. 
 
    “That good. Are you ready to learn about your pussy?” 
 
    I could feel my heart lurch. I was light headed. “Sure.” Such a glib word, hiding the excitement I felt, even as it committed me to it. 
 
    She took me by the hand and led me into the cabin. We mixed a couple of drinks, then we climbed the stairs to the loft. 
 
    “Drink up,” she whispered to me. “You want to be really relaxed for this.” 
 
    So I drank, and when I was done, she handed me her drink, and she smiled at me. There was excitement in her eyes. A secret in her smile. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. She went to the dresser next to the bed and took out a mess of straps and several dildos. 
 
    She put the straps on around her waist, and said, “Pick one.” 
 
    A small black one. A pink one, about the size of my dick, a big, clear one that was made out of some solid type of plastic. “4 inches, 6 inches, and 8 inches. Which one do you want?” 
 
    I remembered my boast of earlier. I picked up the plastic one. I could see the world through it, all distorted by the curved shape of the thing. 
 
    She didn’t try to talk me out of it. She simple nodded, told me to finish my second drink, and screwed the thing into her harness. 
 
    We stood for a few minutes then, holding each other, her big dick pressed against my thigh. It hung in her straps, but I knew it wasn’t going to be bending in me. This was a dick that meant business. 
 
    “Get on all fours.” 
 
    I crawled on to the bed, my ass towards her, high in the air, the perfect height for her to fuck me. 
 
    She slathered lubricant all over the dildo, then she wiped a huge glob onto my ass, 
 
    I was high. Not sloppy drunk, but that happy stoned place. I waited on my hands and knees, feeling so open and vulnerable. 
 
    “I love you, J,” she whispered as she moved between my legs, pressed the plastic pecker against my brown spot. 
 
    “Uh!” I grunted. The feel of the thing surprised me. 
 
    “You must relax. If you try to tighten up, it will hurt. If you relax, the sky is the limit. In fact, there is no limit.” 
 
    “Okay,” I breathed. My back was straight, I didn’t know if I should hunch it or sag it. 
 
    She pressed in, slowly but inexorably. My mouth opened, I cried out something, but wasn’t sure what. This thing was opening me up, splitting me, and there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    “Don’t fall, J. If you fall I’ll fall on you, and that will ram it into you before you’re ready.” 
 
    Then I felt the head pop. My ass hurt, but only a little, and pleasure was already starting up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I breathed. I could feel her grinning behind me. She had her hands around my waist and she held on to me and waited. 
 
    I breathed, tried to calm myself down, and my muscles slowly relaxed. More pleasure, eating into me, opening me up, showing me a world I had not known had existed. 
 
    “Okay,” I nodded. 
 
    Thank God for lubrication, she slipped the whole thing into me. Every muscle in me went into shock. Every nerve woke up and screamed, “What’s that!” 
 
    But it felt good. It felt really good. It felt like a giant itch that had to be scratched. And scratched. And scratched. 
 
    I pushed back, gently, and she let me. Then I pulled forward, and a gap open up between our bodies, then she shoved it in again. 
 
    Somewhere in there I began to cry, but they were tears of joy. I had never experienced such sensations, such completeness. It was better than a dick, and yet, not. It was different. It was sharper, and I didn’t have the control, but I was learning that to really feel it I had to give up control. I had to submit to the big penis in my bottom. I had to give myself up to the woman driving it into me. It was delicious submissiveness, and I had not known how good it could be. 
 
    Oddly, I had not thought to ask for the chastity tube to be taken off, and as she fucked me she grabbed the whole thing and moved it around. Twisted it, jerked it, and gave me a thrill not available to a hard penis. 
 
    “Oh, god…!” And then I lost it. I fell forward, and she fell with me, and her whole weight rammed the penis deep into me. It felt like it was almost in my stomach, and my mind sort of blanked out. Everything was white, and loosy goosy, and I felt my groin just sort of explode. 
 
    Not hard like a squirting orgasm, but a shimmy that seemed to come from the hard dick, spread out through my groin and thighs, and then heat up my whole body. 
 
    “Ohhhh” I moaned, again and again, and then, somehow, without me understanding, it was over. 
 
    Tammi stopped moving and we lay there, her on me, the big prick lodged between my buns. 
 
    I could breath, but barely. I was still wearing the corset. I couldn’t move for her weight. All I could do was wonder what had happened to me. 
 
    Finally, she pushed up, and the dong slid slowly out of me. It left a space and I almost cried for the sheer pleasure of the way it had rubbed my nerves, and then left me empty. 
 
    She stood up and looked down. I looked to where she was looking. There was a big wet spot under my chastity tube. I hadn’t gotten hard and squirted, rather, the big dick had pressured my prostate and forced the semen to ooze out. 
 
    “Sleep, if you wish. I’ll be downstairs.” 
 
    I didn’t sleep. I sort of dozed, and relieved the vast goodness in my asshole, but I didn’t fall all the way asleep. 
 
    Finally, I crawled back off the bed and stood up. 
 
    My asshole felt used, and my muscles felt like they were made of rubber, but it felt good. 
 
    I walked downstairs, and Tammi met me with a hug and a kiss. And we sat, and we talked about men and women, and the differences between them, and the perceived differences between them. 
 
    And we made love again. This time me doing her. And we woke up, and she did me again, and then it was the end of the weekend. 
 
      
 
    Tammi cleaned me up before we left the cabin. She used tons of cold cream and made sure I was completely male, no trace of female. Then we cleaned the cabin, put all my new clothes into a spare closet, and got into the car. 
 
    We stopped for a hamburger on the way down, and she laughed at the male way I ingested it. 
 
    And I put on a mock male act for her, slobbering and grunting like a caveman.  
 
    I really wished we could have stayed at the cabin. 
 
    And she said, “Tell your mother how much fun you had, but that you had to work too much.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. Next month I want to spend a couple of weeks up there. And. I need a handy man to fix up a few things. What do you think?” 
 
    “I think you don’t need a handy man.” 
 
    She looked at me, a little confused. 
 
    “You need a handy woman.” 
 
    Then she laughed, and I laughed.  
 
    And we couldn’t wait for our next trip to the cabin. 
 
     
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The accident, if it was an accident, happened in my lab. 
 
    As far as accidents go, it wasn’t much. Just somebody left their lunch in the wrong refrigerator, then discovered it and put it in the right refrigerator. Unfortunately, nobody ever found out, and what happened happened. 
 
    Janey and I eat lunch at 11:00. We go in an hour early, eat early, and leave early. And, we share our lunches. 
 
    Now Janey is a knock out blonde. Wears glasses to read, but when she takes those lenses off, zowie! Baby blues knock those boys right out of the park. 
 
    I’m married, so I don’t care. And, to tell you the truth, I’ve sort of let myself go. Kids, work, my lazy ass ‘house husband’ does a few dishes and a load of laundry and calls it a week.  
 
    So I’m about 5’6”, 200 pounds, and haven’t had sex in a half a year. 
 
    In fact, I heard my bastard hubbie talking to a friend on the phone, he didn’t know I was talking, and he said, “I just roll her in dough and look for the wet spot. He was referring, of course, to how he ever found my hole on my blubber laden frame. 
 
    Okay! It’s my fault! But there were extenuating circumstance. His promises to love and support, backed up by endless games of football on the TV, and then, later on, suspicions. 
 
    I always sort of knew that he was stepping out on me. 
 
    ‘Cause he had to roll me in flower and look for the wet spot. Bastard. 
 
    Anyway, Janey and I sat down to eat. She shared her PBJ with me, and I shared my tuna fish with her. What we didn’t know was that the PBJ had a little extra something. Something it had picked up by being placed in the wrong refrigerator, the refrigerator we use to keep samples of germs. And the germs had already been altered, mutated, and nobody really knew what was in some of those little babies. 
 
    So I ate half a PBJ, finished the rest of the day, and went home. The good news is that whatever was in that sack that nudged up against Janey’s sack and impregnated it with the latest and the greatest in diseases…didn’t effect me. 
 
      
 
    I rolled into the garage and stopped the car. I had gotten in the habit of being sneaky. I really wanted to catch Chuck. Catch him at what I wasn’t sure, at first, but, as time rolled on, I caught him more and more. 
 
    For instance, this day I coasted to a stop, got out of the car without making any noise, closed the door without a click. Then I entered the kitchen, taking off my shoes when I opened the door. I tip toed across the floor, down the hall, and peeked into his office. 
 
    There he was. Pants down, dick hanging out, flacid, white goo in his hand. On the computer screen I saw a video of a Carolina Ramirez doing her thing. 
 
    His thing. 
 
    Her thing. 
 
    She was a transgender from across some border, selling videos of herself jacking off. She had big tits and a monster cock. For a tranny. 
 
    As usual, I took out my cell phone and took pictures. 
 
    He slept the deep sleep of someone who has just squirted his brains out. I risked tip toeing into the room. I got close ups of his drooling face, snorting in in happy but demented dreams. I got a far away shot that caught his dick laying on his happy lappy and the tranny on the screen moaning and shooting a monster load. 
 
    Finally, one more day of evidence done, I tip toed back through the house, into the garage, and opened closed the car door loudly. A second later I opened the kitchen door and yelled, “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    Why, you ask, didn’t I bust him? 
 
    I honestly don’t know. 
 
    Maybe there was some residual love. We’d been together ten years. Maybe I was waiting for better evidence. After all, a man jacking off to trannies isn’t much when it comes to divorce court. 
 
    But I didn’t really want a divorce. 
 
    Somewhere inside me I think I remembered a time of love. When I had been skinny and svelte, and had world class boobs instead of these big, fatty hangers. I remembered when he used to open the door for me, when his eyes had lit up at the sight of me. 
 
    Sigh. 
 
    So, while he tucked his lazy dick into his pants and tried to look like he’d just been napping, I fixed lunch. I had a doctor’s appointment the next day and I wasn’t supposed to eat anything. 
 
    So Chuck entered the kitchen with a grin that concealed nothing, at least not to me, and pecked my cheek, and put his arm around my shoulder in a perfunctory hug, and asked what was for lunch. 
 
    Then I sat across from him, sipped some hibiscus tea, good for weight loss, and watched him slurp and gobble and spread crumbs across the table. 
 
    Slob. 
 
    I didn’t know that the next day was going to change my life. 
 
      
 
    I took work off and went to the doctor the next day. Parked and entered his office, exchanged chattie nothings with his secretary, and was shown to an exam room. 
 
    Another nurse took my vitals. And my blood, and a few other things. I asked her if she was going to pay for all my ‘vital essences,’ and she just smiled. Seems like nobody has a sense of humor these days. 
 
    The Doc walked in, a skinny, bald fellow with thick glasses. He joked with me, listened to my heart, and then started asking some weird questions. 
 
    “When did you start gaining weight?” 
 
    “What is the heaviest you have ever been?” 
 
    And, “Would you like to lose all that weight? In a month?” 
 
    Blink. Open-eyed stare. WTF? 
 
    He continued. “Elle, you have been victimized.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, medicine is getting better all the time. New breakthroughs. New advances.” 
 
    “No, no. go back to that weight loss bit.” 
 
    He grinned, “You fall into an odd category. You are healthy. You have some rather unique readings, and we think we can wake up your thyroid.” 
 
    My thyroid, the little son of a bitch that had stopped working shortly after I got married, and had slapped 80 pounds onto my once sleek body. 
 
    “We’ve known that your weight gain isn’t because you ate too much, or exercised too little. We know that your thyroid just…stopped working. And that’s why you had considerable weight gain. 
 
    Considerable, huh! He was being polite. I had inflated like one of the Spruce Goose’s tires. 
 
    “So…what? You’re going to give me a thyroid transplant?” 
 
    He chuckled. “No. A small firm in Germany has developed a serum that they believe will kickstart your thyroid. Initial trials have caused fat mice to slender down in a week. A couple of human trials have resulted in exceptional weight loss.” 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “Everybody is different, but from your statistics I estimate you will lose up to 80 pounds.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. Eighty pounds. I would be 120. About what I was when I had first gotten married, and a hell of a lot better than 200 pounds. I would be sleek and slender again. 
 
    “Doc?” I actually grabbed him by the lapel. “Sign me up!” 
 
      
 
    So he signed me up for human trials, and I was one of the first people in the world to experience the effects of Zildo 123, otherwise known as ‘The Red Pill.’ 
 
    One month later—a month in which I came home no less than 9 times to take pictures of my degraded hubbie—I sat in the Doc’s exam room, three suits and four doctors watching me, and the nurse put a red pill in my maw, and I sipped from a paper cup. 
 
    “That’s it?” I asked. 
 
    All those suits and white coats, they seemed extraordinarily pleased with themselves. They high fived and shook hands and even hugged one another. 
 
    “As agreed, you will come here 3 times a week for tests.” 
 
    “Okay,” I answered. “When can I buy a bikini?” 
 
    They laughed, soon after departed, and I went home. 
 
    I felt nothing. After eight years of crash diets and boot camp work outs, I expected something. We’re the world of instant results, you know? Fast food on the dime. Infomercials promising the moon. But I felt nothing. 
 
    Sigh. Well, what did I expect? 
 
    I expected 200 pounds to suddenly shlurp away. Faster than I could gobble a french fry. 
 
    Well, I wasn’t in the fast food world, really, that is just a gimmick. I was in Kansas, where fat housewives wear wallpaper dresses and the nylons swell up and can’t contain all the cellulite. 
 
    I walked into the house. I slammed the door. I didn’t feel like sneaking around. I wanted results. And, boy, did I get results. I heard some muttering, some weird rustling sounds, then Janey popped out of Chuck’s office. 
 
    “Janey?” 
 
    She stood there, looking nervous. Her hair blowzy and her make up slightly mussed. Her lipstick, specifically, was smeared around her mouth. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    She looked away, she glanced in the office, she looked desperate and pathetic all at the same time. 
 
    I stomped down the hallway, it’s impossible not to stomp when you weight as much as I did. 
 
    “I dropped by to see you, and, uh…” 
 
    I looked into the office. Chuck was desperately buttoning his pants. He turned and stared at me. His eyes were dark and haunted, like a thousand yard stare. But he hadn’t been in combat…he had been in my best friend. 
 
    “Chuck?” And I turned to Janey. “Janey?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Janey burbled. 
 
    “It doesn’t mean anything,” blurted Chuck. 
 
    “Shit,” I said. And then I realized…it really didn’t mean anything. 
 
    And here’s the weird thing. 
 
    Chuck? Janey? They were just…silly people. Insincere. Dishonest. The kind that you stay away from. 
 
    That day I packed a suitcase. Grabbed a couple of dresses. A couple of small boxes with personals in it, and I walked out the door. Never to return. I thought. What I didn’t know was that I had already struck, and that I had had my revenge. 
 
      
 
    Don’t let me get technical here, but here’s what happened. For 6 hours after I took the pill I was contagious. 
 
    I know, a pill doesn’t make for contagion. Or does it? The Red Pill was designed to grab one of my organs and strangle it into motion. And the things that went into that little bit of packed powder…I still don’t know, but I was contagious for 6 hours. 
 
    I didn’t infect Janey. She was a woman. And she was the wrong blood type. 
 
    But. I infected Chuck. I didn’t even have to have sex with the bozo to give him a…’disease.’ 
 
    What was going to make me lose more weight than a blimp shot by a cannon was going to something to him. And, oh baby, it was REALLY something. 
 
      
 
    The first ten days I lost 20 pounds. I was taking in my dresses, buying new bras and panties, and my hair was even turning lustrous. Lustrous hair, what a side effect, eh? 
 
    The people at work all marveled, asked me what my secret was. “Oh, nothing. I just finally got serious with the weight lifting.” 
 
    A lot of the over sized gals at work started shaking the iron after I made the comment. 
 
    And my thyroid was just getting started. 
 
    The second ten days I lost 40 pounds. 40 FUCKING pounds! 
 
    Oh, the doc was worried, that much weight leaving my obese frame at once, he was worried. 
 
    But I was healthy, and, if anything, The Red Pill had made me healthier. 
 
    Now I couldn’t just take in a dress. I had to buy new clothes. And, here’s the good part, I had to buy them so they’d still fit when I hit 120 pounds. 
 
    Every day I woke up, feeling fresh and full of vim and vigor. 
 
    Every day I jumped on the scale, without the fear of breaking it, and took note of the pounds dwindling away. 
 
    Every time I stepped into the doctor’s office the secretaries cheered. One day they even opened a bottle of champagne. 
 
    Ten more days, and…20 more pounds. 
 
    80 pounds in a month. And here’s the really good news. What extra fat I did have was in my boobs. 
 
    I have always been healthy in boob department. A solid C cup. But then I had gone to fat city. But, now that I was back, my boobs were bigger than they had been before I had gained all that weight. I don’t know if it was just the fat accrued when I had been obese, or whether The Red Pill did this to me, but I had to get bras for double D. And I was skinny as a boy. I had some fanny, but not much. I had abs. The results of all my exercise regimes was now being revealed. 
 
    The only weird thing was that I had to do all sorts of exercises for excess skin. I mean, 80 pounds in 30 days, that stuff would have hung off me like drapes over a window. 
 
    But I exercised, took some other pills, and the Doc even cut some of it off me. 
 
    Bottom line, day 30 I was back to being world class knock out. Big tits. Long, shiny hair. A body to die for.  
 
    And, I had not only lost 80 pounds of ugly fat, I had lost 140 pounds of cheating bastard. 
 
    I thought. 
 
      
 
    It was day 31, I had just gone out and gorged on clothes. I had flimsy bras, thongs, nylons for my now sleek legs, and fresh make up. 
 
    And I had several dresses, boots and sandals and high heels, and everything that a gorgeous babe needs. 
 
    Ding a ding a ding.  
 
    The phone. 
 
    I frowned. I wanted to take a bubble bath and then try on clothes. Maybe have a drink, maybe even go out to a bar and look for an honest man. 
 
    I know, an honest man in a bar? That’s an oxymoron. 
 
    I certainly didn’t feel like yakking on the phone. 
 
    Besides, I didn’t really have many friends. I hadn’t seen cheating bastard in a month, and I ignored Janey at work. 
 
    I gave a sigh and I picked the phone up. 
 
    “Elle? Elle?” Chuck’s voice was hurried, actually sounded a little frantic. 
 
    I hung up. I said a few bad phrases. You know, things like, ‘fucking cheater. Bastard,’ as I walked away from my cell. 
 
    It rang again. 
 
    I went back and looked at the number. Chuck. Fucker. I walked away. 
 
    And the damned thing stopped ringing. And started. And stopped. And…I picked up the damn thing and snarled, “Don’t call me any more!” 
 
    “Elle, please!” And I knew he was crying. His voice was strangled, choked up, and his tones, he was sobbing like a baby. 
 
    Now, truth, I didn’t much care for Chuck, but there was just the teensiest concern. You can’t live with a man for eight years and not care something. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    He blubbered, “Elle, something has happened to me. Something bad. There’s something wrong with me.” 
 
    “Sure,” I quipped manly. “You’re a cheating bastard who wants to beat off to trannies. That qualifies as ‘something wrong.’ 
 
    “Honey! Please. It’s not that. My body. Something’s happened to my body. I need…I need you…I need help.” 
 
    I listened, and frowned, but there was a spark of interest. Something had happened? Was he sick? Had he been in an accident. 
 
    That teen, little spark of concern popped. And curiosity. Though, I have to be honest, maybe I just wanted to see what was wrong with him so I could gloat. 
 
    “Okay,” I spoke savagely, after 15 minutes of him wailing and crying. “I’m coming over.” 
 
    So I stalled a while. Took a bath, and answered the phone. Dripping wet, rubbing my big boobs with a fluffy towel, I answered, and when he began crying I merely grinned and said, “I’m on my way over.” 
 
    Then I picked out my best new bra. A shelf that would like my excited nipples poking through the stiffest of material. 
 
    And a blouse, thin, sheer, not thick. 
 
    A thong, a short skirt that showed off my freshly shaved legs. High heels that showed off my calves. 
 
    The phone rang and I picked it up. 
 
    “Almost there,” I lied cheerfully. 
 
    I put on make up. Red, red lipstick, shadowy eye shadow. I put in my earrings, little springs of diamonds that swayed and gave sparkle to my face. 
 
    I walked down to the car, my ass swaying, my boobs shaking, and answered the phone. “Just a couple of minutes,” I said. 
 
    I had to laugh. Here he was, crying, moaning, sobbing like a little girl, and I was going to knock his eyes out and remind him of what he had lost. 
 
    I pulled up in front of the house, not in the driveway, it wasn’t my house anymore, and sauntered up the walk. 
 
    Mr. Kevins, across the street, opened his mouth so far his dentures fell out. All the way out. Landed on the lawn where he quickly picked them up and tried not to stare some more as he walked toward his front door. 
 
    “Hi, Billie!” I waved. 
 
    He waved, then tripped on his front door step. 
 
    I stepped into the house. And it hadn’t changed much. 
 
    Maybe a few more dishes in the sink. Articles of clothing strewn about. Well, Chuck did most of his living in front of the computer. 
 
    “Elle?” he called to me from the bedroom. 
 
    I snorted. Bedroom. Fat chance I’m going in where he can grab me. And he would grab me. Chuck was always a horny bastard. Even when he didn’t want me he was whacking off several times a day to the computer. 
 
    “I’m out here.” 
 
    “Can you come back here, please?” whiney, moany Chuck. I wasn’t falling for that stuff. 
 
    “No way, Jose. Get your butt out here.” 
 
    “Please, Elle. Please.” 
 
    And, I have to say, the way he was carrying on, sounding so pitiful. I actually took a few steps down the hallway. I stopped. 
 
    “Come on, you bozo. Get your ass out here or I’m leaving.” 
 
    “Elle!” And there was something so rock bottom in the way he said my name. There was something so broken and shattered and gone to hell, I started walking down the hallway. I stopped before the end of the hallway, before the door to our bedroom. 
 
    “Chuck?” 
 
    “I’m here,” almost a whisper, but a cracked and whining whisper. 
 
    “You better not try any funny stuff.” 
 
    “I won’t. Please. I won’t.” And he was openly crying again. 
 
    Just for a moment I felt concern. concern for another human being. Didn’t matter that he was a no good, cheating bastard, he was a human being. 
 
    I stepped into the doorway, ready to run the other direction, and my mouth dropped. 
 
    Chuck was standing on the far side of the room. His head was hanging and he was crying, and he had boobs. 
 
    “Chuck?” 
 
    “I’m…something’s happening…I’m…changing.” He sobbed uncontrollably. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I entered the room, came around the end of the bed. 
 
    He had the body of a 20 year old woman. Slender. Big tits. Almost as big as mine. He always kept his hair long, was too lazy to get it cut probably, and his hair hung down over his face. 
 
    His shoulders shook, and his boobs shook. 
 
    “Turn towards me.” 
 
    He turned, and he had no manhood. No pecker. No balls. Just a wisp of hair, a landing patch, and inside that small bit of fringe he had a vagina. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    “I can’t…I don’t know what happened. Elle!” 
 
    Now that I was here I realized that he had been making himself talk in a deep voice, normal for the old Chuck. As I stood at the end of the bed and listened to him his voice went up, became feminine. 
 
    “I don’t know what to do. Elle. I’m sorry. I don’t know what…” 
 
    He crumpled up then, actually fainted. He half fell on the bed, slid off, and puddled on the floor. 
 
    I picked up the phone and called my doctor. 
 
    I didn’t call 911 because this wasn’t their purview. What? They were going to come arrest a guy for turning into a girl? what would they charge him, or her, with? Transgendering in the first degree? 
 
    I explained to the Doc that my husband had turned into a woman. 
 
    He scoffed at me. Said I was drinking, that my little joke was ridiculous, and I kept talking…and he started to believe me. 
 
    He told me to just wait where I was—what did he think…I was going to do cartwheels down the street?—and people would be coming to see me. 
 
    The people were the suits and lab coats who had given me the pill. I didn’t know why them, but eventually I would find out. They represented a big pharma company. They were involved in researching an amazing number of subjects. Said subjects included COVID, kickstarting thyroid glands, and…sexual mechanisms of various animals. Animals like Clownfish, appropriate for my hubbie; Slugs, yea, that was Chuck; frogs; green sea turtles. 
 
    Animals that turned from one sex into another. 
 
    My doc knew this. He knew what they were researching, and that was why he called them instead of the CDC. 
 
    Chuck woke up and began struggling when they loaded him on a stretcher. He fought, but how much fighting is a girl capable of. 
 
    So these big, strong huskies in white coats put him on a stretcher, strapped him down, and carted him off. 
 
    I followed them out of the house, watched them put Chuck in an ambulance. 
 
    Neighbors came out. Mr. Kevins came out to stand next to me, his eyes glancing at my boobs, the old lecher, and asked, “Where are they taking him?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, if you need anything…” and he turned to me. 
 
    Fucking Mr. Kevins. He laughed at me when I was fat, made jiggling motions to his wife when he thought I wasn’t looking, and now he was hitting on me. 
 
    I smiled, turned to him, and said.  “How nice of you,” and I touched my hand to his cheek. 
 
    He bonered up and gulped and watched as I walked away, forever out of his reach. Let the fool suffer. 
 
    Tell the truth, I sort of forgot about Chuck then. He wasn’t in my life, or thoughts, and that was fine with me. I returned to my apartment, gloried in my new looks, and went out on the town a few times. And I found out something interesting. 
 
    The world had changed. 
 
    Well, actually it wasn’t the world that had changed…it was me. 
 
    I would sit down at a bar and some good looking hunk would come sit next to me, chat me up, buy me and drink, and I would see right through him. All the way through. 
 
    Shallow, insincere. Only wanting a roll in the hay. 
 
    So I stopped going out. 
 
    And I was getting horny. 
 
    The guys at work were hitting on me, but they were all old and married. I didn’t want to do to somebody else’s marriage what had been done to mine. 
 
    And, a month later, there I was. Gorgeous and horny. Beautiful and frustrated. No options for love. And, in a way, I cursed Chuck. I blamed him for taking away my best years, but I knew it wasn’t his fault. 
 
    It was my thyroid. If I hadn’t gotten so chubby maybe I could have kept Chuck interested. Maybe he wouldn’t have gone looking. Maybe he wouldn’t have spent his time beating off to big breasted transvestites and transgenders and trans everything. 
 
    Poor, stupid Chuck. 
 
    And, poor me. All dressed up and nowhere to go. 
 
    And that was where I was on a Friday afternoon. Off work, looking good, and nowhere to go…when the phone rang. 
 
    “Hi, Elle.” 
 
    “I recognized the voice right away. “Hey, Doc. Thyroid is still working. What’s up?” 
 
    “Well, uh, can you come pick up Chuck?” 
 
    “Chuck?” I have to tell you, laugh if you want, I actually had forgotten about my poor schmuck of a husband. 
 
    “Yes. He’s ready for release.” 
 
    “Release?” I didn’t want him. “Did you find out what was wrong with him?” 
 
    “Actually, yes. Your body was doing a chemical dump for several hours after you took Zildo 123, we think, well, the egghead doing the research said that shouldn’t have done anything, but…have you been exposed to COVID?” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “You haven’t been around anybody who has had it?” 
 
    “No. Look, I know about COVID. My company is doing research into it.” 
 
    “It is?” And that interested him. He asked me for some contact info for my company, and months later, many months, I would eventually find out that it was the COVID that did it. 
 
    I had picked up COVID from a bag put into the wrong refrigerator. I had given it to Chuck. Neither of us had ever shown symptoms, and it had not effected me. But he had the COVID, then he was exposed to the changes happening to me from The Red Pill, and it was the perfect storm. Everything came together, wiped out his Y chromosome and left him with double Xs. It was the worst sort of double cross, and an accident, and what had started Chuck down the inexorable path to womanhood. 
 
    Right then, however, we knew nothing, and, even if we had…what difference would it make? It was all done, and the Doc asked me again, “Can you come pick up Chuck?” 
 
    “So he’s cured?” 
 
    “Well, uh, he’s not sick.” 
 
    That was an evasion if ever I heard one. “What is he?” 
 
    “Well, he’s doing well.” 
 
    “Is he still a girl?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “He is.” 
 
    More silence. Then: “Look, the company can’t keep him anymore. They have done what they could, but they’re releasing him, and somebody needs to come get him.” 
 
    “Let him walk.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “He really needs somebody to pick him up, to, uh, help him.” 
 
    “Help him what?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Look, Elle. Please. Just come see him. You’ll understand then.” 
 
    So, against my better judgment, not wanting to, I drove down to the hospital and walked in the front door. 
 
      
 
    “Elle?”  
 
    I walked into the hospital room and knew exactly what was wrong. 
 
    “Elle?” 
 
    He was scared. He was shivering and frightened and was scared of the world. 
 
    In a way, I understood it. He had been changed. One day he was a hunky man, sort of, if you discount the porn problem, and then he was a girl. 
 
    Well, a woman. 
 
    Some nurse had taken pity on him and done his hair up. Piled it on his head in a french bun. 
 
    And this merely emphasized how his cheeks were more hollow, and his chin more narrow, and that made his lips bigger and plumper. Real Angeline lips. 
 
    And, here’s where it gets weird, I felt a warmth ignite in me. Those lips. I could imagine them all red and juicy. Ripe for kissing. 
 
    Oh, I’m not a lesbian. 
 
    But I do appreciate beauty.  
 
    And, let’s face it, my whole image of Chuck was of him as a man. And there was something soft and warm for him in the way back of my soul. 
 
    Hell, I had married the damned doofus! I must have loved him. Once upon a time. 
 
    “Chuck?” 
 
    He sprang out of bed. He was a lithe 5 foot 6, my height now, he had lost 4 inches, and he had curves. I could see them under the hospital gown. 
 
    Curves like mine. Big breasts, round hips, and…and no bulge down where the dick should be. 
 
    He ran at me and hugged me. I could smell his hospital washed hair. something would have to be done about that. His armpits needed shaving, and his legs, but there was no trace of hair over his lip. 
 
    I could feel his big bosoms smashing into mine. 
 
    I let him hug me for a long minute. He was crying, getting my sheer blouse all wet. And I felt the weirdest feeling. A mix of sorrow for a fallen man, and warmth for this…this creature in my arms. 
 
    I wasn’t a Lesbian, but I did feel something for a man in a woman’s body. 
 
    “Please,” he kept begging. “I’m sorry. Please forgive me. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” 
 
    I started saying, “Shh, it’s all right.” 
 
    But it wasn’t all right. 
 
    A minute before I had been a proud bitch, ready to take on rather frustrating and disappointing world. Now I was saddled with a crybaby man in a woman’s body. A person who had no idea what to do, who was victim to the world. 
 
    And that warm spot in me got warmer and warmer. My eyes even started to fill. 
 
    I pushed him back, held him at arm’s length. “Chuckie, Chuckie. What will we do with you?” 
 
    And then, hating myself, but giving in to that warm spot in my could, I did the only thing I could do. 
 
    “Get your stuff, Chuck. Let’s go home.” 
 
    And the big baby cried all the way home. 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Chuck was a mess. Apparently they kept testing him, taking samples, telling him everything would be all right, and ignored the fact that he was totally and utterly freaked out. 
 
    He had been a man, a perverted man, but he had the dick and the balls and the scratch yourself and drool mentality. Then he was a girl. Thirty days may seem like a long time to be changing, but when it is happening to you it is both fast and slow. 
 
    Fast, because every day you wake up and your boobs are growing, and your dick is shrinking, or your balls have disappeared, and you can’t even look in the mirror without freaking out. 
 
    Slow, because each moment drags on forever. You are stuck in a nightmare and even though the Mummy is waddling behind you as fast as a duck hauling a car, he is catching up to you. 
 
    And with all the testing and sampling and pin pricks and hypodermics and everything, they had never bothered to send in a psychiatrist, or a transgender counselor, or anything. 
 
    I had to drag Chuck out of the car. He just wanted to lie there and sob. 
 
    I pushed him up the steps into the kitchen, and then he just stood there. Looking around. His face all wet with tears. 
 
    So I pushed him down the hallway, took his stupid hospital gown off, and shoved him into the shower. 
 
    Even then, warm water sluicing his new body off, he just stood there and cried. 
 
    I pulled him out. He was getting a bit more malleable, so I dried him off, then put him in bed and tucked him in. 
 
    “Go to sleep,” I said. 
 
    “I…I…will.” 
 
    But I could tell he wasn’t going to sleep. His eyes were big and dark with despair. He had bags under them, which meant he hadn’t been sleeping at the hospital, and they didn’t care. Fucking hospital. 
 
    So I went and found some Vicodin, popped two tabs into his mouth, and made him sip warm milk. 
 
    He couldn’t sip worth shit, and he only took a couple of gulps, then placed the glass on the side table and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    I waited. 
 
    He yawned, but he didn’t go to sleep. A half hour later he was still staring at the ceiling. 
 
    “Crap,” I said. I lay down next to him and I held him. I cuddled him. I rocked him. I soothed him. I sang a lullaby to him. 
 
    Oh, I was pissed. I didn’t want to be here. I was all dressed up, and forced to babysit my brain dead husband. But I had to. 
 
    The guy was messed up! Who else was going to help him? 
 
    So. I cradled him, and rocked him, and said sweet things to him. “It’s going to be all right. We’ll get through this. Come on, baby.” 
 
    And, an hour later, the Vicodin actually started working. 
 
    Now Vicodin isn’t sleeping pills, but it was all I had. And I figured if he got a little loopy he would relax, and then maybe he could fall asleep. 
 
    And he did. 
 
    Two in the morning, I had been here for hours, and he gave a snore. Just a light one. Not a barn burner like he usually did, but it was a start. 
 
    I waited, and slowly he began to grow in volume. 
 
    “OINK SNEW! OINK SNEW!” 
 
    He might be a woman, but that was the residual man in him. 
 
    Smiling, I slithered off the bed. Thank God, he kept sleeping. If he hadn’t I was going to take a mallet to his noggin. 
 
    I tip toed down the hallway, poured myself a stiff drink, then thought. Long and hard. 
 
    I could leave him, and he’d probably be in a psych ward, or commit suicide. So as much as I didn’t want to, I was going to have to stick around. For a few days at least. 
 
    Heaving a dissatisfied sigh, I washed the empty glass out, and went out to the car and drove back to my apartment. 
 
    I threw a bunch of clothes into a suitcase. I put all my new sex underwear into one of the big shopping bags I had accumulated, grabbed my make up kit, and headed out the door. 
 
    My mind wasn’t in a good place. I wasn’t pissed so much as resigned, and there was a dark blot sitting right in my forehead. 
 
    Yet, inside that dark blot, hidden so well I wouldn’t admit to it, was a spot of warmth. 
 
    Truth was, I was already tired of being single. I didn’t want Chuck back, I didn’t think, but…I was tired. 
 
    I drove back home, checked on Chuck, lugged my stuff in, poured another drink, and face another problem. Where would I sleep? 
 
    I wasn’t about to sleep in the big, comfy double bed in Chuck’s room. Chuck was in that, and I didn’t feel like cuddling up to him. And I didn’t like the guest room. The bed hurt my back, and a street light outside the window made it too bright to sleep. 
 
    So where? 
 
    Sigh. The living room. On the big, old comfy couch. 
 
    I stripped out of my sexy duds, pulled a blanket over, fluffed up a pillow, and gave up for the night. 
 
      
 
    Daylight struck me in the face. I grumbled something, and turned over. But now I was awake. I was still tired, it had been a rough night for me, but it was time to get up and join the human race. Or, at least put up with the human race. The human race, in this instance, consisted of Chuck. 
 
    I didn’t bother to get dressed. I just walked down the hallway and into the big bedroom. 
 
    He was laying on his back peaceful, his eyes closed. 
 
    The curtain was a little open, and the light was going to hit his eyes, so I tip toed over and pulled it shut. When I turned around his eyes were open. 
 
    Open and staring at the ceiling. Filled with misery and despair. This was a guy who was going to kill himself. I could see it all over him. 
 
    “Good morning,” I said. 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed. “Chuck.” 
 
    Slowly, slowly, he turned his head, focused his bleary eyes on me. 
 
    “I said ‘good morning.’ What do you say?” 
 
    Oh, Lord, it was pulling it out of him. But he mumbled a slow and dull, “Good morning.” 
 
    “Excellent. It’s time to get up.” 
 
    He just lay there. 
 
    I stood up and pulled the drapes. Light flooded the room. 
 
    I turned around, about to say something, and he was staring at me. 
 
    He had never actually seen my new body. At the hospital he was so out of it he wouldn’t have noticed if an elephant shit on him. But now, a new day, the first real sleep he’d probably had in weeks, since his ‘change,’ he noticed. 
 
    I felt naked then. He was my husband, but I had written him off. And here he was, staring at me, my nakedness, studying my tits. 
 
    “You’ve changed.” 
 
    Tell the truth, I should have celebrated. This was the first coherent thought he had had, and he had actually said something, me, in the real world. But I was feeling pissy, so I snapped, “So have you.” 
 
    He turned back to the ceiling, and I realized maybe I should be a little more gentle and understanding. 
 
    Oddly, the comparison of Chuck to Chuck happened in my mind. 
 
    Chuck, the pervert watching trannies and jacking off. A handsome man, but a sad man, trapped in perversions with no hope of controlling himself. 
 
    And Chuck, the sad shell of himself. The bozo who cheated on me, and was rewarded with a brand new body. The king is dead. Long live the queen. 
 
    “Chuck, time to get up.” 
 
    He lay there. 
 
    I went to the bathroom and got a glass of water. I returned and threw it in his face. So much for compassion and understanding. 
 
    He sputtered, and he sat up. Yippy. 
 
    I pulled the covers off him, I pulled on his arm. He was light, easily handled. The old Chuck I couldn’t move with a tractor. this Chuck weighed about as much as me, 120 pounds, and he didn’t have my exercise improved muscles. 
 
    “Stop,” he said. A dull protest which I ignored. 
 
    I pushed him into the shower and turned it on. Cold. 
 
    He shivered, looked around, and then stepped to the side and turned the hot water spigot. 
 
    Good. He was starting to move. 
 
    “Can you come to the kitchen if I leave you alone.” 
 
    He stared at me. He was standing quite motionless. 
 
    I sighed, jumped into the shower and began scrubbing, first myself, then him. 
 
    I soaped his body. I paid attention to his long hair, using lots of shampoo and conditioner. Damned hospital were a bunch of slackers. how could anybody feel good about themselves if nobody else cared? 
 
    Then I soaped his body. His back. His torso, and…his boobs. 
 
    I had never felt another woman’s boobs, and the experience was fascinating. 
 
    He wasn’t a man, I reminded myself. He was a woman. No matter what was going on in his mind, his was a woman’s body. And it was a pretty good woman’s body. 
 
    His tits were firm, but soft. I soaped them thoroughly, knew that I was getting carried away, but was unable to help myself. 
 
    I soaped his nipples, and I watched his face. 
 
    He was getting warmer. In fact, his boobs were actually turning red, like they were blushing, and his nipples stood straight up. 
 
    And, I was getting warmer. To handle another woman’s boobs. It was forbidden, and therefore delicious. I felt myself blush. 
 
    I stopped rubbing his tits and soaped his hips, and…his pussy. 
 
    Oh. My. God! He had a real live pussy. Under my fingers I could feel the labia, the clitoris, the plump softness of the whole area. 
 
    I soaped, and realized I was getting carried away again. And he was starting to breath hard. And so was I. 
 
    I stopped soaping him, was embarrassed, and said. “Rinse yourself off, then come into the kitchen. I’m making breakfast.” 
 
    I got out of the shower, toweled myself off, left a towel for him, wrapped another towel around my hair, and walked to the kitchen. I left little, wet footprints all the way down the hall. 
 
    In the kitchen I threw a dozen links of sausage into a pan. Put some hash brown patties into the toaster, then poured myself a drink. 
 
    I was drinking too much, but I didn’t blame myself. Heck, I hadn’t had a drink for breakfast for eight years, and it was fun. 
 
    Everything was done and ready for consumption, and I was wondering if I was going to have to go drag him out by the nipples, when he came down the hall. 
 
    He was clean, and his hair was wet and straggling—he didn’t know anything about hair care—and I took the time to really look at his body. 
 
    He was slender, like me. His tits were as big as mine, but I don’t think any bigger. My bras would certainly fit him. The main thing was that there was no trace of man about him…except for his walk. 
 
    “You’re walking wrong,” I blurted. 
 
    “What?” He looked confused. He looked at the plates on the table. I realized he was hungry. A good sign. 
 
    “Sit and eat. I’ll tell you.” 
 
    He sat down and picked up a sausage, got his fingers all greasy and put it in his mouth and chewed. Like a man. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, when you walk you walk like you still have a pair of balls between your legs, keeping them apart, forcing you to walk stump legged, like a man.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but it was easy to see what he was thinking: I am a man! 
 
    But he wasn’t. 
 
    “You have to walk gently, almost like you have on high heels. Padding like a cat, not stomping like a pit bull. 
 
    He frowned. And ate. 
 
    “And, another thing. You eat like a pig.” 
 
    He stopped eating and stared at me. but I was pissed. I had to be here and take care of him, and I felt like my life was on hold. So damn the torpedoes and full speed ahead. 
 
    “Men eat with their hands, grunting and slobbering, shoveling food in because they’re in a hurry. Watch.” 
 
    I picked up a fork, neatly sliced a bit of sausage, and placed that bit in my mouth. Easy peasy. No lipstick smeared. And I chewed with small motions. 
 
    “Got it?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    Frowning, he had a lot of frowns in him, he did. He cut the sausage, put a little bit in his mouth and chewed. 
 
    “Not bad. Needs work, but we can do that.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    Yes. Do what? What was I doing? 
 
    I was taking care of an invalid. I was raising a retard. Or was I? 
 
    And inspiration just sort of whelmed over me, glomped down on me, and I answered, “Teaching you how to be a woman.” 
 
    We stared at each other for a long time, and then a deep down sort of wail could be heard erupting from his throat. 
 
    I reached across the table and grabbed his chin. “Stop that! It’s not ladylike.” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    I finished my drink. I felt like another one. But…no. I wasn’t going to— 
 
    “Can I have a drink?” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    He was recovering. He might be a girl, but there was a hint of the old Chuck in there. Beer swilling, bourbon sucking, throw a football better than the next guy Chuck. 
 
    “Sure. You can have a wine spritzer. That’s what ladies drink.” 
 
    Oh, the disappointment on his face. 
 
    I laughed, a harsh laugh, and I said, “Fix us each a drink. A stiff one. I’m going to show you something.” 
 
    Puzzled, the frown rippling across his features, Chuck stood up and poured us a couple of drinks. 
 
    Hell, I thought. Not even ten in the morning and I’m getting sloshed. 
 
    But, you know? It felt good! 
 
    “Now, drink that whole thing, as fast as you can.” 
 
    The old Chuck, brawny and in shape, could do it. And do ten more. And then do a full set of push ups and sit ups and everything. 
 
    The new Chuck drank the drink, he managed to get it down, I’ll give him that much, then we sat there and looked at each other. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Wait for it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    The booze was hitting him hard. He had a 200 pound male mind in a 120 pound female body. something had to give. 
 
    “BLURP!” He threw up. 
 
    I knew it was coming, so I got out of the way. He messed up the table, got puke in his hair, and couldn’t figure out what happened. 
 
    “Women can’t drink as much as men. It’s not just the size, it’s that we have softer bodies. We can’t digest all that poison all at once. 
 
    He nodded. Miserable. Chunks of sausage and bits of hash brown littered the table and the floor. 
 
    “Now go take another shower, then come back out and clean this mess up.” 
 
    Dismal, feeling like frozen turds, he left the kitchen and headed for the shower. 
 
    “And dry your hair off and wrap it with a towel.” 
 
    Ten minutes later he was mopping the floor. A blue towel wrapped around his head It was a poor job, but he had tried, and I smiled as I watched the expression of disgust on his face as he mopped up the vomit. 
 
    Finally, he sat down. 
 
    “I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Suffer.” 
 
    “Why are you so mean?” 
 
    It was an honest question. I couldn’t fault him that. But I didn’t want to answer him. Heck, if I answered him I would have to admit to myself, and there was no way I wanted to do that. 
 
    By now I was dressed. I hadn’t put on make up yet, but I was wearing a sweat shirt cut off at the midsection. It showed my new belly button piercing. And I had on running shorts. I liked running shorts, they showed off the legs, were just tight enough around the hips, yet loose enough to move. And running shoes. 
 
    I wasn’t going to go running today, but I liked the ease of these clothes. 
 
    He said, “You look beautiful.” 
 
    I ignored him. 
 
    And, unfair, the idiot started crying on me. His eyes filled up and overflowed and little trails dribbled down his cheeks. He mumbled, “I’m sorry. Whatever I did…I’m sorry.” 
 
    Tears. Son of a bitch! How often had I used tears on him to get my way? And now he was doing it to me. But his were real, much more real than mine had ever been. 
 
    “You really don’t know? What you did?” 
 
    “I cheated on you,” he looked down, and the tears were really started to flow. And, dammit, they were working on me. 
 
    “And you looked at porn on the internet, trannies, for chrissakes, and you jacked off.” I snarled, trying to get the anger up there, desperate to keep the anger between me and him. 
 
    His head was bent all the way over now. Hair was falling out of his towel, his chest was heaving, and those damned breasts were surging up and down. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” 
 
    I just sat there, getting myself dismantled. Not knowing what to do about it. Damned women. They are so insidious. You can’t trust them. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I finally muttered, looking away. 
 
    His tears slowly stopped. Then he stood up and trundled towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Get dressed,” he sniffed. 
 
    Huh! I got up and followed him. This I wanted to see. 
 
    He entered the bedroom, went to his dresser and took out boxers and an undershirt. 
 
    He stepped into the boxers, then pulled the shirt over his head. He looked ridiculous, and I stifled a giggle. 
 
    He looked at his own body, I think he knew how stupid he looked, but there was nothing else he could do. 
 
    He got out a pair of jeans and tried them on. Inches too long. He took a pocket knife out of the top drawer and tried to cut the pants off. He lacked strength, and he wasn’t used to slender fingers, and I knew if he had any nails he would have destroyed them. 
 
    Still, he managed to shorten the pants, and he put them on. They hung around his waist and he had to buckle the belt extra tight, and he had folds of cloth inside the belt. 
 
    He sat on the bed, then realized he wasn’t tall enough to just bend over and pick something up off the floor. He got off the bed, got some athletic shoes out from under the bed, and sat back on the bed, and put them on. And, of course, no matter how tight he tried to tie them, they fell off. 
 
    I giggled. Then I laughed. 
 
    He looked at me, and I stopped laughing. Yeah, he was stupid, but he was also hurting. I was reminded of times in my life when people had hurt me, and how I had felt. 
 
    “Come on,” I said, and I stood up. I led the way into the living room and got out my sack with my brand new, sexy underwear in it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you dressed.” I upended the bag on the couch and he stared at the colors, the fabric, the sexy new ways of doing things. 
 
    “I can’t wear that stuff.” 
 
    “And I don’t want you to. But you don’t seem to have any woman clothes, so…put this on.” I tossed him some thigh high panties. All cute with flowery material. I loved the way they looked, and the way I thought they would look on me, and now he was going to get the look. 
 
    He sat down, like a man about to pull up trousers. 
 
    “No. Stand on one foot, balance, that’s how women put their panties on.” 
 
    He looked like he was about to start crying again. But he stood on one foot, then the other, and had to lean against the corner of the couch, and pulled on the panties. 
 
    “Now this.” 
 
    I tossed him a wispy sort of bra. His nipples would show through the material, big time, but they were perfect for his skin color. 
 
    He tried, but couldn’t. He kept getting the straps fumbled up, and then the cups were backwards. I showed him how to fasten the clasps in front, then slip it around the body and pull it up. 
 
    He took my breath away. His shape was perfect. Every bit as good as mine. His breasts, now held up, were like torpedoes, and his legs were curved and reached the ground. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    I was getting warm now. My face was slightly red and I was breathing harder. Fuck. I didn’t think he would be this good looking, and he didn’t even have any make up on. And, suddenly, I got inspired. I wanted to see how good looking I could make him. 
 
    I helping him into a garter belt, then unrolled stockings up his legs, always telling him how to do things, how a woman does things. 
 
    Then I put him in a short, pink skirt and held a halter top in front of him. 
 
    Fuck! I took the bra off, then put the halter on him. His skin was creamy smooth, ready for petting. 
 
    “Come on.” I led him back to the bedroom. My make up table was still there. Empty, and I put my make up kit on it and started taking out items. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get to work…girlfriend.” 
 
    God! I wasn’t angry anymore. What had happened. 
 
    And what was happening is that the simple act of sharing make up cements girl friends. The small talk and the trading of beauty secrets, the rolling of each other’s hair, it erased boundaries and made girl friends. 
 
    Was he still my husband? 
 
    I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I was just feeling the feelings take me, and I was following my gut. 
 
    I sat him down, and sat next to him, and began working us up. 
 
    First I cleaned and moisturized him. Then myself. Explaining about cleaning pores and making sure the face was in good shape for the creams and powders to come. 
 
    I put on foundation, a bit of blush. I worked on the eyes. Eyes require delicate work and focus. I put shadow on him, and on me, then I curled my lashes, and told him how to curl his own. 
 
    Dully, yet moving faster, certainly breathing harder, Chuck curled, and then mascara-ed, and, finally, I pulled out the lipstick. 
 
    “We’re going to have to get you your own. These are my colors, though I have to say, you’re so beautiful you could make anything work.” 
 
    “I’m beautiful?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He watched me as I colored his lips Bright red, my favorite color. His favorite color on me. And now on him. 
 
    “Okay, we need to attend to this mop.” 
 
    I brushed out his hair, tugging the knots out, spraying a bit here and there, making a shoulder length bob with just a hint of curl on it.  
 
    Finally, I stood him up and walked him to the full length mirror. 
 
    “Oh,” he blurted. “Is that me?” 
 
    “Turn a little, show some ankle, yeah. Yeah. That’s you.” 
 
    He turned to me then, and I was struck by how truly beautiful he was.  
 
    “Thank you,” he said. 
 
    And I realized that I had just saved his life. He had been mourning the death of the male, now he saw the true potential behind his change. 
 
    He saw what he had been lusting after his whole life. He saw the trannies he had jacked off to, and wanted to be…but….he had gone all the way. He had lost his penis, gained a vagina, had the most wonderful tits this side of me, and…and he looked like dynamite with a short fuse. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    I smiled. “Time for lunch.” 
 
    And it was. It had been hours since breakfast. And he had thrown his breakfast up, anyway. And now we were hungry, and thirsty. 
 
    I helped him slip into some heels, he walked like shit so I linked my arm in his and kept him balanced, and we went out to the car. 
 
    We drove to a fancy restaurant. And all the time I lectured him. Sometimes with short, snappy remarks, because he should have known better, and sometimes with giggling little asides, treating him to the secrets of woman.               
 
    We had chicken salads, blue cheese on top. And we nibbled, careful to keep our lips perfect. And I lectured him about men. Which was something that truly scared him. 
 
    “But, I’m a guy!” he complained. 
 
    “You were a guy,” I explained. “Now you’re a girl, and even if you never go out with a guy, you have to know how to act, how to move, how to hold your own. This world isn’t always kind to women, and you have to learn how to survive in it. 
 
    We treated ourselves to small scoops of Vanilla with chocolate sauce. Mmm. And I lectured him about keeping his figure. 
 
    “You don’t want to end up like I was, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but you didn’t get there by being a pig. You had thyroid problems, and you worked like hell to beat them.” 
 
    I frowned. “Well, that’s past. Shall we go get a drink?” 
 
    We found a small bar, very dark, with no men in it. And I told her about drinking. She already knew that she couldn’t drink as much, and she quickly took to sipping and making alcohol last. 
 
    A few men came in, and I showed her how to use body language to fend them off, or to pull them in. 
 
    “Men really are suckers,” she laughed. It was the first laugh she had given since the hospital, and it really warmed my heart. 
 
    And, speaking of being warm, I was feeling downright hot. I was flushed, slightly high, and my groin was feeling, shall we say…slippery? 
 
    We stepped out of the bar and went to the car and I drove her home. 
 
    Her. I had stopped thinking him, and started thinking her. Make up and good looks go a long way. 
 
    We pulled into the drive way and she asked, “What do we do now?” 
 
    I sat there for a moment. I knew the alcohol was pushing me a little bit, but it wasn’t bad. Besides, I was not just a little warm. I was wet and squooshy. If somebody had slapped my ass my pussy would have squirted. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. 
 
    We walked into the house, through the kitchen, stopped for another drink, and on to the bedroom. 
 
    She sat on the bed, I sat at the make up table, and we sipped our drinks and occasionally giggled. I said. “Chuckie, we’re going to have to get a better name for you, Chuckie, I need the truth now.” 
 
    “Nothing but truth with you, babe.” 
 
    So odd, her saying a ‘Chuckism,’ but like a girl. 
 
    “Have you ever had anything up your ass.” 
 
    Her face shuttered up like winter was here. 
 
    “Come on. Nobody here but us girls. I know you looked at trannies, and you must have wondered…have you ever had anything up your butt?” 
 
    Her face as red as a fire engine, she whispered, “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Butt plug. Made me cum harder.” 
 
    “Just a butt plug?” 
 
    “Well, I tried a regular dildo, I got a strap on, and I tried it, but it was too big, I couldn’t take it. I still have it.” 
 
    “Really? You have a strap on?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Show me! Show me!” I actually clapped my hands in excitement. 
 
    “Well, I could, but I can’t reach it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    I put it on a top shelf in the kitchen. It’s too high for you, but I could reach it, and I figured you’d never find it.” 
 
    “But now you’re too short to reach it.” I laughed. How deliciously cruel.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Yeah. I outfoxed myself.” 
 
    “Well, let’s get it down.” 
 
    So we went to the kitchen, I helped her onto the counter and she managed to pull down a pink box without falling. 
 
    Back in the bedroom she pulled out the strap on. 
 
    I looked at it. It was most delicious. Six inches, with balls, and the head was round and juicy looking. 
 
    I stood up and started putting it on. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And it’s not just your asshole, but a real live pussy I’ll be diddling. This is going to feel good. Ooh, look!” I showed her how the back of the dildo had nubs Nubs to rub my own pussy. 
 
    So there I sat, holding a big, old hefty dick out of my lap, and we finished our drinks. She watched me like a scared, young virgin. I watched her like the predator I was. 
 
    Finally, I stood up and stepped in front of her. “Time to learn how to suck cock.” 
 
    Oh, God, the look in her frightened eyes, the way her red mouth opened up so I could pushed my dick into it. 
 
    “Mmm!” she mumbled, and I moved it gently in and out. And I told her how to fondle the balls, how to swirl the tongue around the head, how to poke her tongue into the slit. 
 
    It was so hot. I couldn’t believe how hot it was. Her sucking me off. Innocent and scared, yet trusting. I understood why men liked virgins then. 
 
    I lifted her up, I was hot, but I had to make sure she was. I kissed her, gently, tentatively, and I speared her hole with one finger. 
 
    She gasped. 
 
    I worked the finger, and I could feel her juices build. 
 
    I bent my head and sucked her nipples, and I had her suck mine, and I could feel the heat building. 
 
    We fell to the bed, holding each other, chewing on each other’s mouths, sucking on tongues and clits and nipples and things. 
 
    Then, she was finally ready. 
 
    “Up on your hand sand knees,” I slapped her ass. 
 
    She squealed, actually squealed, and then she was positioned, her ass looking round and beautiful, her slit high and ready and moist. She was hotter than hot, she didn’t need any lubrication. 
 
    “All right,” I muttered, putting my cock head to her pussy. I slipped it between the lips, stared down at it in wonder, then began to push forward. 
 
    “Oh!” She groaned loudly. Her pussy withdrew a little, but I held her hips. 
 
    “It’s okay, it’s okay. It’ll hurt a little bit, then, if you can relax, it will be the end of the world.” 
 
    She said something, but I don’t know what. I was concentrating on pushing my dick in. 
 
    She moaned, half pain, half pleasure, then she arched her back, and I could feel the wonder erupting from her. 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” 
 
    I struck the hymen, but I was expecting that. I figured a new body would have one. I bounced gently off it, gave her pussy a moment of respite, then began applying the pressure. 
 
    “Oh…ow!…Ow!..OH!” 
 
    I slid past the ruptured membrane.  
 
    Chuck’s whole body tensed up and he reveled it the sensations of being penetrated. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She blurted, and she began to move back against me. Soon she was meeting my thrusts with her own, pulling back and feeling the grip of her pussy on my slick cock. 
 
    She started crying, good cry, tears of joy cry. 
 
    I began pounding into her. I wasn’t worried about my own orgasm, but it sure would be nice. 
 
    I drove in, wiggled my hips, and felt the nub on the back of the cock tickling my own pussy. 
 
    She arched her back, lowered it, wiggling her hips, and fucked me like woman should. 
 
    I felt the rub of the nub getting to me. I felt the heat in my groin. 
 
    I reached under her and grabbed her breasts. They were too big for my hands, and I pulled on the nipples. 
 
    She yelped a happy yelp. 
 
    I thrust my hips hard. She grunted and shivered, and then I knew it was happening. She was shuddering, her back shivering, her body shaking. The orgasm swept over her, and I knew her mind was blank, filled only with the white heat of pleasure. And then my own orgasm hit. It was a clit buster of some proportion. It made me ram harder, and then my muscles were locking up. My hips began to spasm. 
 
    We cried, we howled, and I collapsed on her. 
 
    She lay on the bed, flattened out, under my weight, my dick still in her, but not moving. 
 
    She was still crying, but because of the fulfillment, because of the happiness. 
 
    “What do you think?” I finally muttered. “Would you like to go back to being a guy?” 
 
    She laughed, she rolled, somehow staying under me. she kissed me, hard, and she said, “Not a fucking chance.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I always knew Joe married me for my boobs.  
 
    Sure, we got along, lots of laughs, fucked every place under the sun.               But what turned him on the most was my hefty double Ds. I mean, sometimes we would be having a conversation, and he wouldn’t even be looking at me. He’d just be talking to my tits. 
 
    Now, to tell the truth, I should have expected what happened next. But I didn’t. I’m a trusting soul. WAS a trusting soul. 
 
    But this is the story of what he did to me…and how I got back at him. 
 
    Poor Joe. Heh heh! 
 
      
 
    “How are you, honey? You feeling better?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine.” 
 
    But I really felt like crap. I had had an upset stomach for a week. It was time to go to the doctor. 
 
    “Here. Here’s an anti-nausea pill. Guy at work had them.” 
 
    He handed me a small bottle, the label of which had been ripped off. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s just aspirin, but good aspirin. Not that cheap stuff they sell you in stores. Come on, upsy daisy, downsy wonsy.” 
 
    He handed me a glass of water. 
 
    I was dubious, Joe is famous for flying by the seat of his pants. He gets a bright idea and the world lights up, until he implements his idea. Then everybody is slapping their foreheads and wondering what the hell happened. 
 
    Still, my stomach was grumbling worse than a gravel truck dumping its load, and I was afraid I’d be dumping a load, so I took two tabs and popped them into my mouth, and so it began. 
 
    For the next few weeks Joe was quite solicitous. He insisted on making me smoothies, my favorite, banana and strawberries with a few blue berries thrown in. 
 
    And he cooked for me. 
 
    And, of course, he kept giving me those pills. 
 
    And I did start feeling better. 
 
    When I did happen to go to the doctor he signed me off, gave me a clean bill of health. 
 
    I felt great! I had always had a weak stomach, but now I felt healthy and rarin’ to go. 
 
    So I went back to work, except, I had to buy a new bra. The old ones seemed to have shrunk, or something. 
 
    At the time I merely frowned, figured I must have put on a couple of pounds, though the scale didn’t really back that up. Besides, just because Joe married me because I was well endowed didn’t mean I didn’t like being ‘up front.’ 
 
    So I got a couple of new bras, went back to work, everybody greeted me like old friends, and then, one day, I was at a conference call, and Lisa, one of my besties and a great coworker, came in to drop off a form. She looked at my chest, and motioned to her tit, and looked at me significantly. 
 
    I looked down. I was wearing a jacket and skirt, and the jacket was open for comfort. And my blouse had a big wet stain on it. 
 
    Well, that didn’t make me happy. I dabbed at it with a napkin, mouthed ‘thanks’ to Lisa, and continued with the conference call. 
 
    After the call I took a good look at my blouse, and found that now I had two wet spots, one over each breast. To be precise, one over each nipple. 
 
    I went to the ladies room and took off my blouse to wash it, and milk oozed out of one nipple, then the other. 
 
    For a minute I felt faint. I wasn’t pregnant. Joe and I had decided not to get pregnant for a while, so why was I suddenly lactating? 
 
    I firmed myself up, put a bunch of toilet paper in my bra cups, looked like a damn high school girl trying to have big tits, buttoned up my jacket, and continued working. 
 
    Truth, I felt good. Real good. In fact, I was to find out, over the coming weeks, that the more milk I produced the better I felt. 
 
    So I finished the day, and went home, and told Joe. 
 
    “What?” He blurted. “Let me see!” 
 
    So I took off my jacket and blouse, the blouse was soaked around the nips again, then my bra. 
 
    And I realized just how big my breasts had grown. 
 
    I had sort of sloughed it off, my breast growth, but they had probably grown a cup size. Which is a hell of a lot when you’re already double Ds. 
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered. 
 
    Joe, however, wasn’t worried. In fact, he seemed sort of pleased. 
 
    “Say, this is great!” And he actually squeezed one tit, which made me weak in the knees and my milk to actually spurt out. 
 
    “But what am I going to do?” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. You probably need some sort of special bra to…uh, what? Catch the milk? Why don’t you go get one of those and I’ll do some research on the net. We’ll get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    He was so reassuring, and he made sure to mix me up a big smoothie before I headed off to, of all the darned places in the world…the maternity store. 
 
    Now, here’s the thing, talk about the universe ganging up on you, I went into the store, and while I was looking at maternity bras. I tried to remember everything I had ever read, and selected a wireless bra with lots of support. I had a good set of jugs, and I didn’t want them learning how to sag. 
 
    And the girl comes up to me and says, “That’s lovely. When did you give birth. 
 
    Give birth!? 
 
    “I didn’t.” 
 
    She looked surprised. “But you…” 
 
    “For some reason I’m lactating.” 
 
    “Oh.” And she gave a pretty, little smile. “That can happen. Women can spontaneously produce milk.” 
 
    And we talked, and it reassured me, everything was normal. Just ride it out. 
 
    So I arrived home and Joe came out of the computer room with a big smile and a bigger boner. 
 
    “Man, I found out all sorts of stuff!” 
 
    “Do tell,” I murmured as I walked past him into the bed room. He followed along, like a puppy with a scent. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s normal. Some women just have spontaneous lactation.” 
 
    Yeah, he used the same word that the girl in the ‘motherhood’ store had used. 
 
    I took off my shirt and bra, tossed the sticky napkins and put on the big, hefty, super supporter. 
 
    Joe stopped talking to me. I glanced at him, and grinned. He had that stupid look in his eyes that he had whenever he saw my bare breasts. 
 
    “What?” I joked. “You want to suck ‘em?” 
 
    Now, I was joking. I was making fun of him, but he stepped right up to the plate. 
 
    “Geez, if I could.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    And I looked down at his pants. He actually had one hand in them and was stroking his package. 
 
    “Joe!” 
 
    He blinked and came back to earth. “Oh, uh…sorry. I—“ 
 
    “Do you really want to suck on my tits?” 
 
    His mouth opened…and nothing came out. And he turned red, and I knew the truth. “You do!” 
 
    “I…well, I never…I don’t…” 
 
    “Well come here, stupid!” 
 
    Heck, I didn’t have anything on it. I was used to him sucking on my nipples. He loved to make love to my breasts, so what if they put out a little milk? 
 
    I slipped out of the straps and pushed the cups down, and he almost pushed me back on the bed. I giggled at how eager he was, and it felt wonderful when he placed his mouth on a nipple and started sucking. 
 
    I could feel the milk coming through the ducts, and it felt good. Real good. 
 
    First, it relieved pressure in my boobs. I hadn’t realized how full I was, and as the milk drained I heaved a sigh of relief. Second, it made me feel warm and nice. I guess like a woman is supposed to feel when she nurses. The only weird thing was that I was nursing a grown man. 
 
    Still, it felt so good and, as he shifted to the other nipple, murmuring something about not wanting them to be unbalanced, I felt a little spark down in the pussy. 
 
    Just a little one. But it was a strong little one, and suddenly my groin started to heat up. 
 
    “Oh,” I said, and I became flushed. 
 
    Joe didn’t notice, he was so busy nursing, and I had to hit him on the top of the head, a rap of the knuckles like I was knocking on a door. “Would you mind sliding your big, old dick into my vagina?” 
 
    He blinked, and when he stood up and shucked his pants I couldn’t believe how hard he was. He was like a damned rock! And pulsing, and he was putting out his own form of milk. Drip, drip, drip…and I giggled. 
 
    “You want me to nurse on that?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” and the intensity of his response surprised me. 
 
    So I sat up and put my lips around his dick.. 
 
    He grabbed my boobs and squeezed, and milk spurted…and he spurted. Just like that. 
 
    “Joe!” 
 
    He looked down, and was embarrassed. He blushed and said, “Sorry, I couldn’t…you just made me so hot.” 
 
    And he was staring at my tits again. I wasn’t even in his reality, the only thing in his world was my breasts. “Can I suck ‘em again?” 
 
    And, darn, I was still horny. Well, the bozo had squirted so fast, he hadn’t even put it in me, and I was still horny, and my tits felt good, so…”Yeah, sure.” 
 
    And, like that, like a shot, he was on me, pushing me back, sucking, and even moaning, and though his dick should have been drooping, it didn’t. It just stayed hard. 
 
    I lay there, ignored for my tits, and I stared at the ceiling. 
 
    Now, I’m going to say something that women know, but usually don’t talk about. 
 
    It feels good to not have a face to your fucking. It feels good to just be treated like a sex object. No stupid man to start talking, or do weird things. Not that breast feeding when you’re thirty years old isn’t weird, but it felt good to just have him shut up and make me warm, and I thought: Wow. This feels good. 
 
    And, finally, my milk sacs feeling a bit empty, Joe had sucked them dry, I asked him for a good dicking. 
 
    Here’s the funny thing, Joe didn’t want to. He was used up. But he was hard. REAL hard. 
 
    So I grabbed him, and pushed him back on the bed, and I climbed on to him cowgirl style. 
 
    He stared up at my breasts, big, a little floppy for being drained, and his dick stayed hard. REAL hard. 
 
    “AH!” I held my tits to stop them from flopping too much. There comes a time when tits flopping around can actually hurt. 
 
    He reached up, a dull, dazed, sex maniac, and I slapped his hands away. 
 
    “I let you do what you wanted, now I want to do what I want. 
 
    I wiggled on his dick, feeling that rod work around inside me. I bounced, feeling his balls flopping under my buttocks. I pulled on my nipples a little, and they squirted and he groaned, and then I stopped. I was drained. 
 
    Joe, meanwhile, was mesmerized. All he could do was stare at my milk bags. And that was okay with me because that dick of his just seemed to grow bigger. 
 
    And, finally, a grunt and a groan, the tidal wave hit. 
 
    “OH! And I arched my back, and my hands jerked closed, which caused another little spurt of milk to fly through the air. 
 
    Then I fell on him. And I sighed. And he reached for my breasts. 
 
    “Hands off, bozo,” I slapped his hands off and got off him. 
 
    His boner was still super stiff. throbbing and drooling. He had just cum a while before, and he was harder than I had ever seen him. 
 
    “Aw, honey?” And he was fixated on my boobs. 
 
    He started to get up, but I pushed him back. I put on my new bra, slipped a couple of nursing pads into it, and looked at Joe. 
 
    He was still hard, but drooping. Apparently when I put my boobs away his lust got put away. 
 
    I grinned, and realized that this could be fun. 
 
    Then I went out to the kitchen and had a bite to eat, and thought about ways to have fun. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, and my breasts were full. 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    I went in to the shower and squeezed hell out of them. Milk dribbled down the drain, but I didn’t care. I just wanted a relief to the pressure before I went to work. 
 
    Joe stepped into the shower and immediately bent his head to my breasts. 
 
    I let him. It felt good. No harm. I wasn’t thinking, just enjoying. 
 
    I enjoyed the feeling, I enjoyed the relief to my boobs, and I enjoyed the way Joe was fixated on me. On my breasts. 
 
    “Please,” he said, when we toweled off. 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Please don’t just squirt your milk down the drain. Wake me up. I’ll take care of it.” 
 
    And, good for me, I put my foot right down. 
 
    “My tits, bozo, and I’ll squirt ‘em where I want.” 
 
    Oh, did he look crushed. But, crushed or not, he had a huge boner in his pants. 
 
    I went to work, and the pads in my bra, the different way the bra presented my tits, people started noticing. 
 
    “New bra?” asked Lisa. 
 
    “Yep,” I answered. “It was time.” 
 
    “Well, it sure shows off the goodies.” We giggled, and I went out to the floor and made two sales. Then three. Then four. 
 
    And, son of a bitch, I realized something that I had always known, had been drilled into me, and yet I had never paid attention to. Sex sells. 
 
    I had always tried to figure out what the customer wanted, match him up with the right vehicle, and had okay sales. 
 
    Now, with a pair of bazookas doing the talking for me, I was selling like hotcakes. 
 
    And that’s not a s lip of the tongue. I was selling. It wasn’t the cars that were selling, it was me. The customers were buying a big set of tits and a nice ass. 
 
    And it didn’t matter if the customer was male or female, they bought, and in spades. 
 
    By the end of the week I was becoming the top salesperson. Management was passing me and grinning. Other people were looking at me enviously, if they weren’t staring at my tits. 
 
    And Lisa and I grabbed snacks and laughed, and she said, “I need to get a pair of implants.” 
 
    “These aren’t implants, baby. These are the real thing.” 
 
    She laughed. “Do you think it will matter?” 
 
    I didn’t, and she made an appointment to have her breasts augmented. 
 
    Meanwhile, I was learning of the problems that super soakers can give. 
 
    One of the problems was they always needed to be milked. Every couple of hours. If I went three hours they started to hurt. If I went four I was in pain and misery. 
 
    At work this actually wasn’t a problem. I purchased a milk pumper, a little hand squeezer, and adapted it so the milk could just drain right out the tube. I would go to the bathroom, sit on the porcelain throne, and squeeze my hands—they were getting pretty strong—and watch the milk go down the toilet. 
 
    Joe nursed me before work. That was my eight in the morning feeding. 
 
    Then I milked myself at ten, and twelve, and two. I didn’t milk after that because I needed to be full for Joe. Man, I would walk in that door and he would be on me like a shot. 
 
    “How are you, honey? Good day at work?” And his eyes would be fixed on my tits. “Say, you want to fool around a little?” 
 
    I laughed, stalled a little, it was great to be able to tease him, to make him wait. I would nibble at a snack, talk about nothing, and watch him grow more and more desperate. 
 
    “Oh, well, I guess I could let these puppies out to breath.” 
 
    I would reach for my bra straps, then stop and look at him. “But I don’t need you nibbling on them.” 
 
    Oh, the crestfallen look. It was like I had just given away his motorcycle or something. 
 
    Then I would sit at the kitchen table, letting my tits out, watching his eyes. If I waited long enough he would actually start to drool. 
 
    Then, when the time was right, I would say, “Well, maybe you could  help me relieve the pressure. 
 
    He would be out of his chair and half way to me, and I would hold up my hand, “AFTER…my smoothie.” 
 
    And he would reach into the refrigerator. He kept bottles of smoothies on the shelf, he would fix them before I got home just so he could get to his feeding. 
 
    Then I would sip at the smoothie, watch him watching my tits, and even press my arms together to push them together and cause a few drops to leak. 
 
    “Oh, he groaned. And his hand would be in his pants. 
 
    Well, hey, can you blame me? I love Joe. When he’s not lusting after my bosom he’s working hard, and we live good, and I knew that what I was doing was giving him a thrill. 
 
    And, truth, I really enjoyed jerking his string. There’s just a little bit of a bitch in me, and I love pushing men around. Big, bad, strong men, sex stupid and easily manipulated. Heh. 
 
    And it was a great life. My bank account was swelling, my tits were swollen, and I was getting as much sex as I wanted. 
 
    Of course, Joe wasn’t. Part of teasing him was making him wait for the pussy. Heck, he was getting the milk, and he was getting off on that, sort of, so why not? 
 
    So Joe was horny, I was lactating like a champ, and life was looking really great. And that should have warned me. 
 
      
 
    I was up for salesperson of the month. 
 
    I was beating the good, old boys with their networks of rich people. My graph was looking like a rocket taking off. So I worked a little more. 
 
    And Lisa got her breast implants. We would giggle, compare jugs, and then compare our sales charts. As soon as she got some some bazookas her lines had started going up. 
 
    And we laughed at the men.Not to be pun-ey, they were totally outgunned. 
 
    And what were they going to do? Get their own set of ta tas?” 
 
    And Lisa and I laughed and chortled, and one day I noticed that she was feeling a bit glum. 
 
    “What’s the haps, babe?” I asked her. 
 
    She smiled, a forced smile, and shook her head. “Oh, I’m just…must be my period.” 
 
    “Except that I knew Lisa wasn’t one of these girls that had regular periods. She was a runner, and she wold have a period every three months, if she was lucky. Or unlucky, if that’s your viewpoint. And she had just had her period the previous week. I knew because we used the same bathroom and I had seen tampon evidence in the trash can. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend, tell me the news.” 
 
    She smiled at me, it looked like she had something to say, wanted to bust, in fact, but she just closed up, shook her head, and went off to make a sale. 
 
    About the same time, Joe became a little less amorous, and even a bit languorous.  
 
    He still had my smoothies ready for me, and he still suckled me like I was his mother. Sort of weird saying that, but it was true. 
 
    He would greet me when I came home, but his small talk became smaller, and his lust became focused on my tits, and he stopped begging to cum. 
 
    Tell the truth, that should have told me everything. I should have seen the writing on the wall. but I was obsessed with making sales, and working longer hours, and I was still using his dick as much as I wanted. 
 
    But he wasn’t cuming much. And he wasn’t begging as ardently. And I should have known. 
 
    I made sales person of the month. 
 
    Monday morning we had our usual sales meeting, and I was congratulated, and my name was put on the plaque that hung on the wall, and I got a little extra bonus check, and they had invited Joe to the meeting to share in my success. 
 
    Joe sat in the back, smiled when he was introduced, though everybody already knew him. He watched when I was hugged by the general manager, and he had the strangest look on his face. I think it was the fact of seeing my breasts pressed up against another man. 
 
    Afterwords, I decided to take an hour off and take Joe to lunch. Mondays were the slowest day of the week, management didn’t mind, but Joe had disappeared. 
 
    I walked across the showroom floor, chatted to a couple of the girls, and went upstairs. 
 
    Down the hall. 
 
    Looked in rooms. 
 
    The executive bathroom. 
 
    Bumping sounds. 
 
    Grunting sounds. 
 
    I grinned. Somebody was getting a little. I had a key because I was a top seller. And now Lisa did, too. And it was Lisa who kept me apprised of the fucking in the upstairs bathroom. 
 
    But I didn’t use that bathroom. There was one closer to my office. 
 
    And I grinned, and…it hit me. I couldn’t put it in words. It was just the knowledge that overwhelmed me, and I knew who was doing the bumping in the bathroom. 
 
    I was shocked, and stood there for a long time. Not saying anything. Just listening. The bumping crescendoed, moans and groans rose and fell, then stopped, and I knew that they were done. They would be coming out of the bathroom in a minute.  
 
    No. He would be coming out of the bathroom. Straightening his shirt. 
 
    She would follow in a minute, after fixing her make up. 
 
    I tiptoed down the corridor, not letting my heels make any clicking sound. I stepped into the alcove at the end of the hall, where they keep a big fake plant. I squeezed in beside the plant and waited. 
 
    Time stretched like a rubber band about to snap. 
 
    The door opened and closed, and I peeked. It was Joe. His clothes. His walk. One hand running through his hair. Making it look normal, not tousled by sex. 
 
    He reached the end of the hall and turned down the stairs. 
 
    I waited. And then, I couldn’t wait. I walked to the bathroom, used my key and entered. 
 
    Lisa was leaning over a sink and touching up her lipstick. No trace of the smearing that kissing makes. She turned her head, and looked at me, and knew. She knew that I knew, it was in my eyes. 
 
    “Oh, no,” she whispered. 
 
    I stood, and saw everything in the bathroom. The mirrors, the windows, the trash cans. The sinks. Lisa. 
 
    She put her lipstick back in her purse, fumbling, not wanting to look at me. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “I…I don’t…” 
 
    “Lisa. We’re friends. Were friends. And you can just talk to me. Let me know. Tell me what happened.” 
 
    She began to sniffle. 
 
    I stepped close to her. I took a tissue out of my purse and dried her eyes, stopped her from running her mascara. 
 
    “Just tell me why.” 
 
    “I…I came to see you the other week. You were off, I was off, and I just needed a little girl talk. When I rang the bell Joe answered. You weren’t at home, and he was in a bathrobe.”  
 
    It was true, Joe liked to lounge in a bathrobe. The better to stroke himself.  
 
    She continued, “He opened his robe. He was big and thick. He was holding a drink, and he was slightly drunk.” 
 
    I thought he was kidding, and I was afraid the neighbors would see him, so I pushed him back into the house, which brought me into the house, and I closed the door. 
 
    “He stood there, with this big, humongous dick, purple, and it was…it was even dripping pre-cum.” 
 
    That was Joe, all right. And I thought about how I had put him on a diet, and how he was always horny, and always dripping. Heck, if you followed him around you might slip on the snail trail he was leaving. 
 
    “He told me he loved my new tits. He reached up and grabbed them. It surprised me, but it felt good, so I didn’t stop him. And what we talked about…your natural tits against my plastic tits…and, and I wanted to do something to show you. To prove that my tits were as good as yours. So when he kissed me…I couldn’t stop…I just…went along with it.” 
 
    “And you fucked him.” 
 
    She hung her head, and now a few tears actually did leak out. I dried her eyes again, shushed her, and thought. And then she said something that destroyed my world. 
 
    Think about it. My husband was fucking my bestie, what could be worse, eh? Yet there was something worse, and it was REALLY worse. 
 
    “I know about your tits.” 
 
    I blinked. This was so non sequitur, so out of place. “What?” 
 
    “Joe told me.” 
 
    “Told you what?” 
 
    “He said you’ve been growing them, that you’ve been taking…I think he called it a galactagogue.” 
 
    “What the hell is a galactagogue?” 
 
    It was her turn to blink. 
 
    “To make your breasts bigger? To make you…lactate?” 
 
    “To make me…I did…wait a minute! He said I was growing them, how?” 
 
    She was confused, but she answered, “He told me that you take pills, and you drink smoothies, every day. That you put something called…I think it was called…” she thought, she snapped her fingers. “Domperidone.” 
 
    I stepped back. Shock was in my eyes. Joe. He had been so kind and caring. I remembered several months back when he had given me a pill, from a bottle with no label. Something for your stomach. And then, when I had started producing milk, he had been surprised, but more delighted than surprised. 
 
    Joe, the boob fetish man. 
 
    Joe, who nursed and nursed and never got enough. 
 
    My husband. He had risked my body, just so he could suck a bigger tit. 
 
    Joe. 
 
    Lisa saw it in my eyes, in my expression. Her mouth opened in shock. “You didn’t…you didn’t know!” 
 
    And, I answered, “He did it.” 
 
    Then we were hugging, and crying, and not caring about our damn mascara.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I know a lot of girls who would have just pulled out their little purse guns and shot a man that did what Joe had done. 
 
    He had given me chemicals. He had absconded with my choice. He had turned me into a milkin’ mama. And he had never asked. Never discussed, never even brought it up. 
 
    And, he had cheated. 
 
    But, though cheating is serious, the main thing was that his boob fetish put my life at risk. 
 
    On the other hand, if he hadn’t done all that I never would have become top salesperson, never would have gotten bonuses. And, I have to admit it, I liked lactating. 
 
    I liked having to press my tits and drain them. I loved the warm feeling as the milk passed out of the ducts. And I really loved having a man under my thumb, doing whatever I wanted, just so he could get a taste of nourishment right from the boob. 
 
    Which left me with the question…what do I do? 
 
    Oddly, I felt no animosity towards Lisa. We were friends. She had fucked up, but I knew it was Joe that had initiated. It was Joe that was horny and unrelenting in his sexual obsessions. 
 
    Lisa and I, after the shock, became closer. 
 
    We went out on girl’s nights and had a few drinks. 
 
    And it wasn’t long, the next week, in fact, when we were at some dive, drinking, and the pressure in my boobs grew too great. And I didn’t have my pump. 
 
    Well, Lisa to the rescue. We sat in the car and she milked me into a cut off coke bottle. She pressed and pulled and even sucked, and we watched that Pepsi half bottle fill up, and we giggled hysterically. 
 
    And that was when she asked me: “What do you want me to do about Joe?” 
 
    I thought about that. 
 
    I said, “What do you want to do? Do you want to screw him some more?” 
 
    “Not really. It was forbidden fruit, but now that you know, it’s not so forbidden, and, let’s be honest, he’s yours to share, or not.” 
 
    “So why don’t you play with him, keep him horny.” 
 
    “That’ll be hard.” 
 
    “No,” I laughed, “His dick will be hard. And it will stay that way.” And that was when I started formulating my plan. 
 
    Over the next few weeks I did some research, a lot of research, and when I met with Lisa in that bar again I had some things to tell her. 
 
      
 
    We ordered a couple of Margaritas. Salt on the lip. A delicious Mexican concoction designed to free the juices and soar the spirits. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking,” I said, as we took our first sips. We were going to drink Margaritas and eat chips with hot salsa until we puked. And I thought about how this had all started. Me with a chronic upset stomach. And Joe, with his nefarious Domperidone, had cured that, on the way to giving me the biggest, juiciest tits around. 
 
    She took a never ending gulp, waved the the waiter, and turned to me. Her eyes were already glassy. One good Margarita, done that way, the wrong way, I might add, will do that to you. 
 
    “That’s dangerous.” She giggled. “What have you been thinking about?” 
 
    “Depo Provera.” 
 
    “Depo what hoo ya?” 
 
    “That’s the one,” I nodded, sipped my drink and tried to catch up with her. 
 
    “What does that do?” 
 
    So I told her. And her eyes widened, and she began giggling all over. Before five minutes were done we were laughing so hard our breasts were shaking like earthquakes. 
 
    “Of course, there is more to the plan, “ I explained. We can’t just do one thing, we have to give him a little back, give him a taste of his own medicine.” 
 
    Fascinated, she leaned forward, plopping her bazookas on the table, and tried not to slur, “And what kind of medicine is that? 
 
    So I told her, and then her jaw dropped, and her elbow actually slipped off the table and she nearly hit her jaw on the table top, and then we were laughing hysterically. Other people in the bar were staring at us, but we didn’t care. We were drunk, we had a plan, and our tits, or, more properly, my tits, were bursting with milk. 
 
    So we ran to the bathroom and she milked me, and we laughed at idiots who came into the bathroom and stared at us. And when management asked us to leave, we did. Right to the bar next door. 
 
    And we made some quite delicious plans. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, honey,” I breezed into the house. My boobs were high and tight. My milk was flowing, and I was about to set my plan into motion. 
 
    He came out of the computer room, scratching his balls, wearing his pajama bottoms. “Hi, babe,” he eyed my chest. “Would you like a little milking?” 
 
    “No…no. I’m pretty good. My milk might even be starting to dry up.” 
 
    Truth, I had milked myself right before coming home. Joe was going on a diet. 
 
    He looked disappointed. Heck, he looked frantic. 
 
    “Hey, let me bring you a beer. Go on back into your sacred sanctum.” 
 
    Joe nodded, scratched himself some more, but, no relief for the wicked, he ended going back into the computer room. 
 
    I poured him a glass of Golden Monkey. That’s his favorite, and I took apart a couple of capsules and mixed the white powder into the beer. He wouldn’t taste a thing, and I could be sure he would drink every drop. 
 
    I entered the computer room and he was sitting there rubbing his dick. 
 
    I leaned past him, pressing against his face with one large breast, and placed the Golden Monkey on his desk. 
 
    He was shattered by my tit slapping him in the face, and he could hardly look back from it. I moved his face and made him look at the drink. “See drink? Drink drink! It be good for you.” 
 
    So he did. 
 
    And, fifteen minutes later, I brought him another one. We went through a six pack that night, and Golden Monkey being a bit more powerful than your normal brewski, he was feeling no pain. By ten o’clock he was burping and farting and pulling on his limp dick, my drugs worked fast, and I guided him down the hall to the bedroom. I put him to bed, sat on him for a moment and stared into his eyes. 
 
    “Do you love me, Joe?” 
 
    “What kind of question is that?” He slurred his words and tried to close his eyes. 
 
    I gave him a light slap. He opened his eyes. 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    Then he was snoring. And he had not answered me. Asshole. 
 
    Still, I loved him, but that’s the way girls are built. We give our all, even to those who give nothing. 
 
    I went to the computer room and called up the history. I didn’t do this, was determined never to do this, but Joe had cheated on me, so I was entitled. 
 
    I think I was looking for girl friends, evidence of more cheating. What I found out, though, was his fetishes. 
 
    During the day, while I slaved and he ‘worked,’ his little computer was filled with: chastity, big breasted women, female domination, lactation, pegging, and on and on. 
 
    Joe, Joe, Joe. I never knew. But now that the gloves are off… 
 
    I took a snapshot of the screen, sent a copy to Lisa, and thought about making him wear a chastity device. Lord knows, he deserved it, but that would probably just make him hornier. No, my solution was better. Heck, the Depo Provera had already started working.  
 
    Depo Provera is a chemical used to castrate prisoners. Oh, it doesn’t make the weenie fall off, but it reduces testosterone levels, so that a guy can’t get a hard on. 
 
    I sniggered, thinking about it. It was obvious that Joe loved his weenie. The computer history proved that. He probably spent half the day pounding on his lizard. 
 
    Well, Depo Provera was ending that. And it wouldn’t hurt him, and everything could return to normal when he stopped taking it. I hoped. 
 
    Then I thought about it. Effectively taking away a man’s dick. Maybe that was a little severe. Even for a cheater. 
 
    Then I shrugged the thought off. And I went shopping on Amazon. Panties. Bras. Girdles. Nipple suction cups. Boob suction cups. Fake nails. Make up. Slips. You know, the things that make a woman sexy in the night. That go on under the clothes and make them sexy during the day. 
 
    Finally, I went in search of new desktop images for the computer. I found a delightful download of big breasted women. Women with cocks spurting on their mammoth breasts. Women lactacting and feeding men. Women laying on their backs and putting big dildos up their snatches. 
 
    Poor, lonely women, probably didn’t have a real man amongst them. Well, they could have Joe. Who was a real man, but not for long. Then I installed the desktop images, locked the preferences so he couldn’t change them, and closed up the computer. I couldn’t help but laugh as I thought of Joe powering up the computer on the morrow. 
 
    Then I went and took a long shower, milked myself down the drain, tickled myself off, and went to bed. 
 
    And I cuddled up to that warm body next to me. 
 
    Tell the truth, in spite of everything, I think Joe really did love me. But he was distracted. He was distracted by his own fetishes, and all that good stuff on the net, and his vivid imagination. 
 
    Which didn’t give him the right to abuse me like he did. 
 
    But I bet if I weened him off all that sex stuff, he might come to earth, maybe even realize that he did love me. 
 
    Well, we would see. 
 
    I held him, made sure my tits were against him, then went to sleep. Pleasant dreams, Joey boy. 
 
      
 
    I noticed the effects the very next day. I had shopped for the best, most powerful chemicals, and they were working fast. 
 
    First, he couldn’t get hard. I let him nurse me, though not as much as I would have liked. He was on a diet, and I would do some real milking when I got to work. 
 
    But it was so funny, him grunting and slobbering and making me feel warm all over, sucking at my tits and pulling on his…limp dick. 
 
    All of which didn’t stop me from getting off. 
 
    “Ooh, yeah. Pull my nipple harder! Use your hands! Get down there and use your mouth. Eat me, you bitch!” 
 
    And, finally, I felt the warm glow start up, the wave overtake me, and I arched and groaned and let my pussy explode. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey,” I said, afterwards. “It happens to the best of us.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it never happens to me.” His face was priceless. He had lost his best friend. 
 
    So I got down on my knees and slurped on that limp hog I slurped and I slurped, and he just was a slug. Limp. Unresponsive. He could feel things, my mouth felt so good,  so warm and moist, but his dick was just not going to stand up. 
 
    All of which added to his frustration…and his ever growing horniness. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, I’ll do you extra good tonight.” Then I was out the door. 
 
     
 
    That night I gave him his blow job, and when he couldn’t cum I got him a beer, and just sat next to him and used my hand to flop his weenie back and forth. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” His face was a study in misery. “I can always cum.” 
 
    “And several times a day.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, no secrets between us. I’ve seen your history, your fascination for big breast women, chastity and pegging. I just don’t understand why you had to hide it. I mean, so what? By the way…how did you like your new desktop?” 
 
    He almost spit up his Domperidone laced Golden Monkey. 
 
    “I…you did that?” 
 
    I laughed. “Unless you did.” 
 
    He was red-faced now, and embarrassed, and yet, in a way, glad it was out in the open. 
 
    “Would you like me to cage your little dickie?” 
 
    He looked down to where I was playing with his limp slug. “Don’t think it matters now.” 
 
      
 
    And Lisa noticed the changes in Joe. Once I saw how limp he was I told her to make a point of dropping by. 
 
    She did, and he just stood there, stricken, not even trying to open his bathrobe. He didn’t want to show his poor, little slug. 
 
    When Lisa told me about this, at our weekly drinking night, we laughed hysterically. 
 
    Poor Joe. Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander, you know? 
 
    But the real fun started a month later. 
 
      
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “What’s the matter, honey?” 
 
    He was rubbing his chest.  
 
    “My nipples hurt.” 
 
    “You must be coming down with something. Come nurse a bit, it’ll take your mind off things.” 
 
    So I sat down on the couch, and he lay down, his head facing up in my lap, and he nursed. 
 
    Oh, it felt good. The warmth just spread out from my bosom. Within no time I could feel my pussy getting wet. 
 
    “Joe?” 
 
    He looked up from where he was suckling, his eyes were so trusting over the expanse of my breasts. 
 
    “Would you mind getting me off?” 
 
    Well, what’s a guy going to say, eh? 
 
    He tried, “but I’ve got to nurse!” 
 
    “But I’m really hot. And I can squeeze my own tits, thank you.” 
 
    He didn’t want to, but then I said something else. “Please go into my bottom drawer. You’ll find a treat there. 
 
    Puzzled, he went into the bedroom, and he came out holding a dangle of straps with a big dildo attached. “Really?” 
 
    “I bought it the other day,” then I put a little whine in my voice. “I mean, you haven’t been able to make me happy…so…puh-leez?” 
 
    Resigned, he put the strap on. 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Maybe you can figure out how to nurse as you fuck me!” 
 
    And he did. The strap on set high on his hips, which made his mouth lower, and he suckled me, and even moaned with frustration, as he pushed the big penis into me. And I had deliberately gotten one bigger than his. 
 
    “Oh,” I sighed, “Finally, I have a big one!” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but I know he felt about one inch tall. 
 
    “Harder!” 
 
    Dutifully, but without a lot of enthusiasm, he pounded me. 
 
    I pushed his mouth away from my tits. “You don’t get any more milk until I am satisfied!” 
 
    That did it. Threaten to take away Joe’s milk and he’s a different man. He rose up like old, slammed that wonderful appendage into my box, and I began to groan and moan, to clutch his arms, which seemed just a wee bit smaller, and felt the wonderful build up of the orgasm. 
 
    “OH! OH! OH!” I wailed, then I bucked up, tilted my hips, and held him with a death grip. 
 
    And, as I slowly came back to myself I heard something suspiciously like a sob come out of his throat. 
 
      
 
    And, his breasts started to swell. And, once started, they grew fast and large. 
 
    “What is this?” he sputtered at the mirror, holding his flabby pecs. 
 
    “Huh! It looks like you’re growing your own tits.” 
 
    “What?” And his voice was deliciously high pitched. Definitely not a male bass. 
 
    “Tits. T…I…T…S. Boobs. Bazoombas. Milk sacs. Fun bags. Udders. What you’ve been nursing for the last month.” 
 
    “But…but how?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Heck, you’ve been nursing me so long, whatever made my tits grow and start lactating, you’ve probably got it in your own body.” 
 
    That was a switcheroo. I focused on my make up, looking in the mirror next to him. His face went white. He stood there, like a tree about to fall. 
 
    I looked good. I have to tell you, all that lactating, all my success selling cars, I was looking like a queen. My skin was pure, my lips were red, and my tits…you already know about my tits. 
 
    I turned and looked at Joe and put on a concerned look on my face. 
 
    “Gee, Joe. I hope I haven’t given you something. Do you want me to go to the doctor? Have some tests made?” 
 
    “Uh, no…no.” He blurted hurriedly. The last thing he wanted was to have some scientist type look at my body, and discover a heaping helping of Domperidone, or whatever it was he had given me. 
 
    “Oh, okay. Well, don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    I pecked his cheek and started out the door. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “It’s girl’s night out, remember?” I tapped the side of his head with a soft knock. “Hello, Joe.” 
 
    “Do…do you need to go out?” 
 
    “Heck, Joe, of course I do. I need to find a big, strong man with a working pecker. I need my pussy reamed out. I need a big gush of baby batter in my—oh, I’m sorry. I was joking. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings! I’m just going out with Lisa. Poor Lisa.” 
 
    “What…what do you  ‘poor Lisa?’” 
 
    “Oh, she hooked up with a guy, and it looks like he’s cheating on her. Can you imagine anything so cruel? Telling a girl that you love her, and then going out and boffing somebody else? I tell ya. I’m so glad I have you. You’d never do that. You’re a gem, Joe. Good, old trustworthy Joe. Well, don’t wait up.” 
 
    And I walked out the door, and I had to stifle my laughter and keep myself walking on a straight line. 
 
    The look on Joe’s face. Totally busted, without being busted. And in a way that he was afraid to tell me. 
 
    Oh, Joe. Baby. You’re going to suffer. 
 
      
 
    A week later. I was selling tons of cars, lots of tons, and my boobs felt big and healthy, and I was milking them religiously, but only letting Joe have a taste. 
 
    He was looking a bit piqued. Left out in the cold. Beautiful tits for the sucking, and he was being denied. Heh heh. 
 
    And I got up on a Wednesday morning, and I inspected Joe as he wandered into the bathroom. Slinking and miserable. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and stood behind him as he brushed his teeth. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “These.” 
 
    I put my arms under his arms and reached around and held up the small mounds on his chest. “Joe, you need a bra. And maybe some panties.” 
 
    “What?” he almost choked on his Colgate. 
 
    “Yes. Definitely. Look, Joe, if you don’t wear a bra your tits will start to pull down on your chest. You’ll sag. And nothing is worse than saggy tits. Would you like it if I sagged?” 
 
    “Well, uh…no.” 
 
    “Then it’s settled. When you come out I’ll have a training bra for you.” 
 
    “You…have one? Here?” 
 
    “Well, of course. You think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been growing? It was only a matter of time. And the time is now.” 
 
    A few minutes later Joe came out of the bathroom. He looked like a dog had bitten him and left his teeth in him. 
 
    I put a bra around him, fastened it, then pulled the cups over his boobs. 
 
    “Now, Joe, things are going to have to change here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you aren’t making much money on the internet, and we have to survive.” That was a laugher, I was making so much money we weren’t going to have any trouble surviving. But I needed him to pry him out of the house to complete my revenge. 
 
    “But, I can’t. I’ve got…these!” He pointed to his tits. 
 
    “Oh, pshaw! That’s nothing. I can get you a job in the warehouse.” 
 
    “But…everybody will laugh!” 
 
    “Are you kidding? Hiring a transgender will help the company make points with the government. Quotas, you know.” 
 
    “I’m not a transgender!” 
 
    “You’re not?” I flicked his tit with one hand. “Then what are these?” 
 
    “But…I can’t…I—“ 
 
    “Shush up now, big boy, or little girl, whichever you prefer. And we’ll take more about this later. Maybe tonight, over your Golden Monkey.” 
 
    I started out the door, then stopped and turned to him. “You know, Joe, I don’t mind you wanting to transition, everybody should live the way they want to. I’m just a little perturbed that you would do this and not tell me. People shouldn’t have secrets. Well, see ya.” And I was out the door, leaving him spitting and spurting and trying to figure out what to say. 
 
    That night I gave him an extra big dose. I had been controlling his diet, and his chemicals, and I could see changes, even if he couldn’t. Even if he was in denial. 
 
    And, after a couple of Golden Monkeys, when he was in a rosy mood, I brought up the subject of female clothes. 
 
    “Did you wear those panties I put in your drawer?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    We were sitting at the table. I was milking myself, watching him drool, and he was sitting in a shirt under which could be seen his bra. 
 
    “Well, because. It’s…it’s just not manly.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Manly. Huh! Okay, it’s time to have a talk.” 
 
    “What kind of talk.” 
 
    “A mother daughter talk.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I pulled my bra up and leaned towards him. His eyes shifted down to my immense cleavage. 
 
    “You’re going to like the way a woman dresses.” 
 
    “I am?” He kept staring at my chest. 
 
    “Yes. Come with me.” 
 
    He followed me into the bedroom. I pulled some bags out of my closet and tossed them on the bed. I said, “First, pick a pair of panties out of your drawer and put them on.” 
 
    “Aw, do I—“ 
 
    “Shut. And do. And don’t give me any BS.” 
 
    So Joe picked out a nice pair of white panties. Very sensible. Very middle of the road. 
 
    “Those don’t go with that bra.” 
 
    “What? What does it matter? Nobody going to see.” 
 
    “But I will see. And I will know. And it will make a difference in the way you see yourself. If you see yourself as beautiful, then you will be beautiful. Put these on.” 
 
    His bra was slightly pink. And the panties were high rise, and slightly pink. 
 
    He put them on. 
 
    “Oh, Joe,” I shook my head. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You have hair!” 
 
    “Well, yeah! Guys have hair!” 
 
    “Not transitioning guys. Now take the bra and panty off and get into the bathroom. I’ve got a new bottle of Nair in my cabinet. Use that, follow the directions, and I’ll see you in 15 minutes. 
 
    Hang dog, he went into the bathroom, smeared on the cream, waited 15 minutes, and wash his body, along with all hair south of the eyebrows, down the drain. 
 
    He came out, and I had another Golden Monkey ready for him. I handed it to him, filled with Domperidone and lots of estrogen building other stuff. “You’re going to have to start drinking wine spritzers.” 
 
    “I’m not drinking any stupid wine spritzer!” he protested. 
 
    “You are if you want to be a woman.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a woman!” 
 
    Yet, I could see things turning over in his mind. His dick didn’t work. He wasn’t getting much pleasure, and the only pleasure he was going to get would be in soft clothes that clung to his softening frame. 
 
    Add to that the fact that he was getting tits, the one thing that he obsessed over in the whole world, and he was a gone goose. He was going to do what I said, and like it. And then love it. 
 
    “Put your panties and bra on.” 
 
    He did, without complaining, which bolstered my argument as to him actually liking what he was going through. 
 
    “Now, this is a garter belt. Put it on.” 
 
    He held it up. Considered it, figured it out, and slipped it over his hips. 
 
    “You have to roll these up, nice and straight. Watch.” I rolled a nylon up his legs, attached it to the garter. “Now you.” 
 
    He did it, and he did it well. His legs, freshly cleansed of ugly hair, turned into sleek stems. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    I could hardly hold the laughter. He was actually asking me now. “Time for some heels. You ever worn heels?” 
 
    “No!” he was aghast. 
 
    “Then you have a treat in store.” 
 
    I gave him a pair of heels, straps behind the ankle and over the instep. Oh, baby, I was going to have to paint those nails. 
 
    “Take a few steps.” 
 
    He did, and almost broke an ankle. He ending up holding on to furniture and working his way around the room. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t worry. It’s like riding a bicycle. Just try not to fall off.” 
 
    He grumped, and made his way back to me. 
 
    “Okay, time for make up.” 
 
    “What! I’m not wearing any make up?” 
 
    I had to sweet talk him. This wasn’t something he would feel, it was something he would have to see. “Babe, let me do this. Nobody’s around. Nobody will see you. Come on.” 
 
    And, finally, he did. He sat at my make up table and I began cleansing him, applying moisturizer, putting on foundation and blush, and making his face more feminine. 
 
    The drugs had robbed him of some masculinity. His face fat was redistributing, and I knew how to apply make up so it appeared more narrow, more gentle. He sat there, and I wouldn’t let him look in the mirror, and I worked on his eyes. I plucked the eyebrows. ‘Not too much!’ he protested. And I curled his lashed and lengthened them. And I colored his lids the most delicate charcoal. I tell ya, he was smokin’ by the time I was done. 
 
    Then I put fake nails on his hands. Long ones. And I used superglue. 
 
    “Wow, that’s weird,” he said. And, “This feels so funny.” 
 
    I painted them a glorious, deep red. 
 
    And, I styled his hair. He liked it long, and it was so thick and uscious, and it was easy for me to put it in a wavy sort of bob.  
 
    Finally, his lips. And I wanted him to do that himself. He had to contribute something to this process, he had to own it, or he would fight forever. Or, at least until he did contribute to it. 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to have you look at yourself. And then I’m going to have you put your own lipstick on. It will complete the package. It is the cherry on the top. 
 
    He turned around, faced the mirror, and his eyes went wide. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed. “Is that really me?” 
 
    “Through and through, baby.” 
 
    “But…I look like…I’m a…girl!” 
 
    “And a most beautiful one. Here.” I put a small bottle in his hand. He almost couldn’t take his eyes off himself, then he unscrewed the bottle, took out an applicator, and began brushing his lips with it. 
 
    His lips became cherry red. fuck me red. If I’d had a dick it would have been hard. He truly was beautiful. 
 
    He smacked his lips. 
 
    “Do it again. I want this to last.” 
 
    So he did. He painted his lips, richer, redder. 
 
    “And again.” 
 
    A third coat, and his eyes suddenly widened. “They’re getting bigger!” 
 
    “They should. There is a heavy plumping agent in that stain. You’re going to look like Angeline Jolie by the time the night is over. 
 
    We sat there then, and contemplated him. 
 
    And I finally went and got us a couple of drinks. Real drinks. Heavy on the bourbon, light on the Coke, a straw sticking up. I brought the drinks back and handed him one. 
 
    He looked at the straw, and I could tell he wanted to pull it out. 
 
    “Use the straw Let me see your lips pucker and suck.” 
 
    He did. His lips made a perfect kiss, and here’s the good part, he left nothing on the straw. 
 
    “You left no lipstick on the straw.” 
 
    He looked, and looked puzzled. 
 
    “That’s because I didn’t have you apply lipstick. You put on lip stain. And good lip stain. Your lips will be bright red all week.” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    And I lowered the boom. 
 
    “Joe. I know about the drugs you gave me to make me lactate.” 
 
    I could see him blanche under his make up. Actually, the whiteness around those red lips was quite sexy. 
 
    “You put me at risk just so you could feed your little fetish.” 
 
    “I—“ 
 
    I put my hand against his red mouth to shush him. 
 
    “Let me finish.” I paused. He waited. I said, “I put permanent make up on you, as permanent as can be, and, beyond that, I also gave you Domperidone.” 
 
    He recognized the name. If nothing else convinced me of his guilt, that did. 
 
    “And that’s why you’ve been growing breasts, and you’ll start lactating pretty soon. You’ll have big, old honkers, and they will put out milk. Maybe I’ll even nurse a bit.” I shrugged. 
 
    “I also gave you Depo Provera, which chemically castrates you.” 
 
    His eyes widened and his mouth dropped. 
 
    “It’s not permanent, you’ll get your dick back in a year or so. But during that time you are going to be a big titted babe. Maybe Lisa and I will invite you out with us. Just us girls, eh? Take a drink.” 
 
    He had been ignoring his bourbon and Coke, and now he took a big slug, all the way to the bottom. He had a lot to think about. 
 
    “So, where does that leave us?” I asked. 
 
    He sat there, and his face began to change. It went through a vast range of emotions, but at the end of every change he was face to face with one, indisputable fact: he had done this to himself. Finally, he broke. 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’m sorry,” and he started to cry. “I gave you that drug, and I never should have. I’m sorry.” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Will you ever forgive me?” 
 
    At the end of a year, or when the Depo Provera wears off, I will consider forgiving you.” 
 
    His eyes brightened a little, but he still had a long way to go. 
 
    “During that year you will live as a woman. And your tits, if I am any judge of DNA, and your sister having a monster pair of jugs, then you will have your own set of bazookas. And since you won’t be able to please me as a man should please a woman…you will please me as a woman can please a woman. You will wear the strap on, and I will press my snatch against your mouth until your lips are naturally swollen. I might even lend you out, have you eat some of my girl friends. And I might even use the strap on on you. In fact, go get it.” 
 
    He was sobbing now, and he stood up and got the strap on out. He started to put it on. 
 
    “No. Give it to me.” 
 
    His eyes grew large as he understood what I was going to do. I stood up and put the strap on on. “Go get me the lube. unless you want it dry.” 
 
    He got the lube, and pretty darn quick. 
 
    “Now get on the bed. All fours. 
 
    He scrambled up on the bed, a man in a beautiful woman’s body. I loved his nails, and his lips were so enticing. 
 
    “Turn around, give me a blow job first.” 
 
    I put my cock to his face and he put his mouth over it. His red lips looked so good sliding over the plastic. 
 
    “Now, around and down.” 
 
    He spun around and presented his butt. 
 
    I slathered tons of lubricant on his ass and into his asshole. Just because I was talking tough didn’t mean that I didn’t love him. And I did want him to enjoy his first pegging. 
 
    I put the tip to his butthole. 
 
    He shivered. Or maybe I should say, ‘she’ shivered. 
 
    Then I drew back slightly and stuck two fingers into his ass, nice and slow, and I reamed him. 
 
    He groaned, and I could tell that he liked it. He actually pushed his ass back a little. 
 
    So I repositioned my cock and started to push. 
 
    It was easy. He hadn’t cum for so long, and just because he couldn’t get hard didn’t mean that he didn’t have a ton of juices sloshing around in him. He was hornier than a tuba trying to fuck a piccolo. 
 
    The head slipped in, and he groaned a loud and awesome and lust filled groan. 
 
    I pushed, and my dick slowly filled his asshole. I could feel his muscles rippling under my hands. I could sense the shock and surprise and delight as I took him. 
 
    I began to move in and out. I tilted my hips to the dick would slide against the sides of his hole. 
 
    I banged my plastic balls against his ass, and all the time he groaned. 
 
    And he made me so hot. Wearing sexy clothes, fully made up, his red nails clutching the sheet. 
 
    So I grabbed his dick, though it was limp it still made a good handle, and I lifted, and I rammed, and he yelped with the sheer pleasure of it all. And I began to cum. The back end of the fake duck was pressing on my clit, and it pressed me right over the top. I lurched and bucked, and fucked like a man. And, when it was over, I pulled out and stared at his dick. 
 
    A long, thin stream of cum was issuing from his slit. I had pushed on his prostate hard enough that he had had a cum. 
 
    Though no orgasm. 
 
    And I smiled. 
 
    A fitting punishment…and it was going to be a good year. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I lived on the edge of a deep, dark forest. My parents always told me: ‘Don’t go into the woods!’  
 
    And, when I was young, I paid attention. I had the image of monsters lurking, or trolls that would eat your flesh, of gargoyles that would swoop down and catch me unawares. 
 
    But, as boys grow into young men, I began to scoff at their warnings. There was nothing in the woods. I had never even heard of a kidnapping. No goats were slaughtered and only their bones left behind. So my fears dwindled, I scoffed, and then the truth found me, and it was far worse than anything I ever imaged. 
 
      
 
    I began taking short walks into the woods. Just little jaunts. I would do a little jogging, or practice throwing a knife into a tree trunk. 
 
    The walks became longer. I found a mysteriousness in the dark green that pulled to me, bid me enter further. So I did. 
 
    The long walks became day long hikes, up low mountains, through thick foliage. 
 
    No bears and boars. Not even much sound. A few birds, and those were of the raucous ‘crow’ kind. 
 
    One day I walked into the woods, to my favorite place, a small pond. When the days were cool I would dip my feet. When the days were hot, I would swim, naked, and laugh at the idea that eyes were watching me. When the days were cold, in the middle of winter, I would slide across the ice, and imagine fish underneath, frozen, watching me. 
 
    One day, it was a particularly hot day, I decided to go to the pond and dip my fevered body into the depths. I walked for a half hour, stopped and listened, and I heard an unfamiliar sound. Splashing. Somebody was already in my pond! 
 
    I crept forward, slithered under bushes, and peeked at my pond. 
 
    She was young, maybe 18, and was swimming across the pond, away from me. She reached ground and stood for a minute in the shallows, just her back to me. Her hair was wet, a long, silvery sheen of gold. 
 
    She was naked. I held my breath. I had never seen a naked woman, and I was astounded by the soft curves, the delicate way she had of moving. 
 
    She stepped further out of the water, and she half turned, dipped her head back and let her hair drag through the water. She was letting the water ‘comb’ it for her, but in doing so she had arched her back and her breasts were in full display. 
 
    God, they were beautiful. Perfect cones with pink nipples. They sat upon her chest, pointing momentarily towards the sky. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I reached into my pants and felt my throbbing penis. 
 
    She stepped further out of the water. She was knee deep now, and I could see her voluptuousness, her face was half turned towards me and I could see full lips, naturally red and plump. She bent over and wrung out her long, golden hair. 
 
    I pulled on my penis harder, stroked it, felt the head, inflamed and already dripping. 
 
    I must have made a noise, because she suddenly turned her head and looked aright at the bush under which I was laying. 
 
    The pond wasn’t large, she was only 25 feet way, and I could see the perfection of her face. Sweet, creamy skin, tanned by the sun, though no sun ever penetrated these woods. Her cheeks were high, and her eyes glittered in the cool gloom. 
 
    I lay as if frozen, not daring to move. I was so well hidden she could only see my eyes amongst the green leaves, and I was afraid to close them, that even that small motion might alert her. 
 
    She smiled. A small, secretive smile. A Mona Lisa smile. A smile that hid the knowledge of the world. Then she continued onto the small beach, shook herself off, and it was weird. She shook like a dog shakes, shimmying from the head down, shaking off a spray of water, caused a small rainbow in the halo of mist. 
 
    She looked across the pond towards me, and now she seemed pensive, contemplative. Then she turned and walked, barefoot and naked, into the woods. 
 
    I waited a handful of seconds, then scrambled out from under the bush. I ran around the pond to where she had had her swim. 
 
    Who was she? I had never seen her. 
 
    And where did she go? She had taken a path I had never explored. 
 
    And all the while, enamored, my dick bloated with lust, I held my penis, and stroked it. And, like that, I felt the orgasm let loose. I spilled my seed all over the ground, grunting and breathing hard, dazed by the quickness that had overtaken me. Usually I take my time, enjoy the slither of my hand over my organ, play with my head, even lick a bit of the pre-cum that issues out of the slit on the top of my cock. 
 
    But her presence had done something to me. She had excited me beyond anything I had ever experienced, and the result was pudding on the ground on that lonely beach in the deep woods. 
 
    Recovering, I put my cock back in my pants and took the trail she had taken. 
 
    I hurried, but not at the cost of awareness. I was on ground I had never trod, and I must be careful. 
 
    In the back of my mind, lurking like laughter waiting to bloom, were the warnings of my parents. ‘Don’t go into the woods!’ 
 
    But there was no way I could heed those warnings. I just pushed them back and continued through the woods. 
 
    It was a narrow trail, and for fifteen minutes I walked quickly, but as silently as possible. I didn’t want to come unawares on that girl. 
 
    I wanted to see her again, to watch her bath in the pond. I wanted to see her curves, watch the rise and fall of her large breasts. 
 
    I imagined kissing her. I imagined those red lips, plump with desire, hovering over my cock, then coming closer and closer, and… 
 
      
 
    I woke up in my bed. 
 
    I jerked upright. How had I gotten here!? I had been in the deep forest, following the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and then...then I am home? In bed? What happened? How did I get here. 
 
    I sat up and groaned. I was tired. I was sore. I felt like I had been in a fight. 
 
    I looked at my body. No bruises. So why did I feel so weak and drained? What was wrong with me? 
 
    I got up, staggered into the bathroom and looked into a mirror. My eyes were blood shot. My hair was wild and bushy. My skin was sallow. I even had the makings of dark bags under my eyes. 
 
    And I wanted to see that girl again. Odd, I wake up like I’ve been partying for a month, and my first thought is of the girl. 
 
    I dressed, sitting on the edge of my bed and pulling my pants on, and even that simple act made me tired. 
 
    I entered the living room and crossed to the kitchen. My parents were there. They were sitting at the table, leaning towards each other, whispering, and smiling. They weren’t big on smiles and laughter, so I was surprised. 
 
    “Good morning,” I said. 
 
    They greeted me, and grinned, and mother got up to make me breakfast. 
 
    Normally I made my own breakfast. What was going on? 
 
    Well, whatever was going on, the breakfast helped. She heaped on the eggs, gave me an extra glass of orange juice, I took freely from a big plate of sausage. 
 
    “Ah,” I sat back and slapped my belly. “Thank you.” 
 
    “That’s all right, dear.” Mother kissed the top of my head, she wasn’t usually into shows of affection, and took my plate away. 
 
    My father, a crusty old fellow, actually initiated a conversation. “Where are you off to, Rodney?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t have any plans. I was just going to lay around.” 
 
    He nodded. “If you think about it, we need a little more wood for the fireplace.” No, we didn’t. The wood shed was packed with wood. “And there’s a nice tree, just fallen, out by that pond back in the woods.” 
 
    I stared at him, but he merely watched me, then turned his attention to a book he had been reading. 
 
    He was actually telling me to go into the woods? He had NEVER done that. In fact, all my life he had warned me against the woods. What the hell was going on. 
 
    “Okay,” I answered, and I stood up. 
 
    Mother hugged me then, something she rarely did, and actually walked me to the door. “See you tomorrow, dear.” 
 
    WTF? 
 
    Why not tonight? 
 
    And she pulled my face down and planted a long kiss on my cheek. 
 
    Almost like she was bidding me good by. 
 
    I repeat…WTF! 
 
    I didn’t waste time. I walked into the woods and headed for the pond. 
 
    I was obsessed. I knew it, and I didn’t fight it. 
 
    That woman. The long, tawny hair, the glitter in her dark eyes. The way her breasts were thrust out, the tips hard as if pointing. 
 
    I made my way through the woods to the pond, and I slowed down, and I heard it. Splashing. 
 
    Again, I crept through the woods, slunk under bushes, and was quiet as a slithery snake as I peered from under the big bush I had lain under the day before. 
 
    She swam across the pond, her arms rising and falling, barely disturbing the water with her passage. She was a nymph, a goddess, a remarkable example of perfection. 
 
    After a minute she swam towards the far beach. She rose out of the water. She dragged her hair in the water, threw her head back and squeezed the wetness out, giving me an astounding view of her architecture. 
 
    Her breasts pointing upwards when she arched her back. The roundness of her hips when she turned and looked at me, the glitter in her eyes, eyes so black they might have been midnight in a coal mine. 
 
    When she reached the beach she stood for a moment, almost as if in thought, then she shook the water off, that animal like shiver of motion that goes from head to tail. Then she turned and looked at me. 
 
    My dick was out, my hand was pumping, and she put out a hand, and a motion as if holding something and lifting it higher, and I felt myself standing, rising from the bush, my cock hard and stiff and poised for eruption. I couldn’t stop myself…I kept flogging that chicken. 
 
    And she smiled, a wide show of white teeth. Then she walked across the beach, to that lonely path, and disappeared into the woods. 
 
    I wanted to cut across the pond, to go around the right edge of it, and so get to the path quicker, but that way the brush was too thick, so I had to sprint around the left edge, come to the place where I had spilled my seed the day before. And as I ran I pumped on my penis. 
 
    Oh, I must have looked ridiculous, running through the light brush, brushing limbs aside, and all the while never losing hold of my dick. Never losing a stroke. 
 
    And…I stuttered to stop, was incapable of motion, and I spilled my seed again. 
 
    An explosion in my groin as I came to the place where she had stood, where the evidence of her strange method of drying herself off was till evident…a mist of droplets sparkling on the ground. 
 
    Recovering, I licked my hand of the goo, and I ran to the path, and I ran along the path. 
 
    I had no thoughts. I just wanted to find that girl, that woman, that golden vision that tantalized me, taunted me, teased me. 
 
    I ran, my arms pumping, jumping over roots and rocks, but, somehow, the girl was gone. 
 
    I was running faster than any girl could. There was no way she could have outdistanced me, but she had. 
 
    I ran for fifteen minutes, until I reached the place I last remembered from the day before. 
 
    I became wary, the hairs on the back of my head rose, and yet I couldn’t stop. I ran harder, throwing caution aside. I didn’t care if I ran into a bear…I had to find that woman! 
 
    Then, suddenly, I burst out of the woods. I stood on a high rise and looked out across a valley. 
 
    The valley was thicker than any wood I had ever seen. Tall trees rose from it, shrieking birds flew in circles in the sky, and there was a gloom to the valley. A dampness of the heart, a sadness to the soul. 
 
    Across the valley, rising stark and lonely, was a castle. 
 
    I had never even heard of a castle in the woods. Not even in the stories my parents had told me to keep me out of the woods. 
 
    I stared at the castle, my eyes drinking in its tall spires, it’s high walls, and a tendril of smoke rising from a far chimney. 
 
    People lived there! 
 
    And, maybe the girl lived there. 
 
    My heart pounding, my thoughts surging, I stepped forward, and… 
 
      
 
    I awoke in my bed. 
 
    Ah, Gad! I felt terrible. My head pounded, my heart hurt, I had the taste of ashes and soap in my mouth. 
 
    Oh!” I groaned, and I sat up. 
 
    The room whirled and I closed my eyes and laid back down. 
 
    Yet, something was driving me, impelling me, and I sat up again. I waited for the spin of the world to slow down. 
 
    A long minute later I tried to stand up. It was difficult, I had to grab the back of a chair to steady myself, but I made it. 
 
    I reached for the dresser, lurched to the bathroom, leaned against the wall, and entered the bathroom. 
 
    The fellow in the mirror didn’t look like me. He had big, hanging bags under his eyes. His eyes were so bloodshot they might just as well have been painted red. His skin was pasty, sick looking. And his body, his whole body looked shrunken, wasted, and all the fine muscles seemed to be withered. 
 
    That was me? That shell? That hulk? 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    Yet, to my parents, when I entered the kitchen, it was as if nothing had happened. In fact, they even joked about it. Jokes, from my parents, the original stone creatures. 
 
    “What’s the other fellow look like?” asked my father, and then he chortled so hard mother had to pound him on the back. 
 
    “Pay no attention to your father, he’s just being silly,” and my mother placed a plate in front of me. It was heaped with eggs and ham and thick slices of bread. 
 
    I ate, using poor manners, I was so hungry, but my parents didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    And my father, smoking his pipe, said, “That old tree is still  out there, good for fire wood. The one out by the pond.” 
 
    I stared at him. He was as good as telling me to go into the woods, to go to the pond. But how could he know about that girl? 
 
    Then I realized he didn’t I was just putting too much into it. 
 
    When I was finished eating mother didn’t even take time to do the dishes. She simply walked me to the door  and hugged me. A long hug. Not a brief squeeze, ‘see ya later,’ but a long, hard hug, enveloping my ribs and squeezing till I near thought they’d break. 
 
    “Good bye, my son.” she murmured into my shirt, and when I stepped out of the house, and looked at my shirt, I realized that she had been crying. 
 
    A part of me wanted to go back into the house. Go to bed. Go to sleep. Recover my youthful vim and vigor. 
 
    But another part of me, a larger part, wanted to see that girl. I HAD to see that girl. 
 
    So I walked into the woods and towards the pond. 
 
    I heard splashing, and, for a change, the woods didn’t seem that gloomy. I perceived shafts of light cutting through the thickets,  I heard birds singing. But not normal birds. Birds that twittered, and seemed to be on the edge of human…songing. What were they saying to me? 
 
    Then I came to the pond, and there she was. Slender, big bosomed, golden haired, sweet lips, and I imagined them kissing me forever, her hands holding my face and her mouth searching mine, exploring it, and her hand reaching for my cock, stroking me, and…I spilled my seed. 
 
    I was standing, not hiding, and she was standing on the other side, watching, I didn’t even touch my cock, and yet it erupted, spewed white cream all over the bushes. 
 
    She laughed, a delicate tinkle in the cheerful gloom, and she beckoned to me. She brought up her hand and motioned me to come to her. 
 
    I walked around the edge of the pond as in a dream. The world, the world I thought was gloomy, was alive with light and slithering sounds. I passed a snake, it sat in coils upon a rock and watched me, and I felt that even that dour snake was laughing, enjoying my delight. 
 
    I approached her, and stared at her body. Up close it was the finest skin in the world, golden with inner light, possessed of a rawness of spirit that I could barely comprehend. 
 
    “Rodney,” she spoke, and her voice was a light serenade on the air, touching my ears as would the song of a siren. Stepped to me then, reached her hands up and placed them on the sides of my face. She brought my face down, raised her lips to mine, and began to devour me. Her lips were soft blessings, and her eyes, she kissed with her eyes open, illuminated me, brought my lust out, turned on my inner fires. 
 
    I wanted to grab her then, to hug her, to turn her in my arms and bend her head back and take her soul in my mouth, but before I could do such a raw act, she reached down and took my penis in her hand. 
 
    It was hard again. No matter that I had spilled seed, it was like a rock, and dripping. I groaned, and she tugged on me, led me along the beach and into the woods. 
 
    We went down the path, her walking nonchalantly, turning her head and smiling every once in a while, pulling me by the dick. 
 
    I had my pants undone, and they started to fall from my hips. 
 
    She laughed and said, “Kick them off.” She pulled me as I kicked my legs and shimmied out of my pants. 
 
    “Take off your shirt,” she commanded, so I did. 
 
    We were both nude then. Her golden body shining in the sunlight. My own body following her as closely as a shadow, cemented together by her hand on my cock. 
 
    Down the path we went. Through the deep woods. And now I wanted to cum again, to squirt my essence, her hand had that much feeling in it. It woke me up, made me throb, made me drool so much I left a wet trail behind us. 
 
    Yet her hand was hard on my cock, gripping it so tightly that I couldn’t cum. I could feel the juices moving, exploding from the balls, but then they just stopped, were held up by her hand. 
 
    The world was light and golden. Crows sang lusty songs in a light more than sunlight, a shadow more than bright. 
 
    We walked for fifteen minutes, then a little more, and we came out of the woods and crossed the small meadow overlooking the dark valley. 
 
    The castle stood, solemn, yet now shone upon by light, as if the sun was reserved for it. High windows on higher turrets. Battlements, a city in stone, and it waited for us. 
 
    Still holding my cock, she turned and faced me. She whispered, “There’s no going back.” 
 
    I didn’t care. I was struck by her beauty, enraptured by her aroma, captured by her hand upon my dick. 
 
    After a brief pause, a time in which I had chance to say no, to refuse, she turned and pulled me along. 
 
    We descended into the valley. We passed through thickets of mighty trees, yet the bright sun still searched us out, warmed us, or maybe it was just her hand on my member that was so warming. 
 
    We walked through meadows with waist high grass, and we crossed a low stream, the water lapping at our ankles and chucking at us. At me. 
 
    ‘He’s here. He’s here,’ I imagined that brook babbling. Then we walked up a very slight incline, and came to the castle walls. 
 
    The wall towered over us, a tall grey barrier, made of carved blocks of stone and fitted together.  The seams were too tight to find finger or toeholds, no one was going to climb that fence. 
 
    We walked along the wall and came to a road that led into a gate. It was not a big road, nor a big gate, but it opened as the girl pulled me to it. 
 
    I passed under sturdy arches, a portcullis waiting to descend on the invader, chomp him off and cut him. 
 
    But I was granted entrance. I was being brought in by a golden child, and I was welcome. 
 
    We came out of a short tunnel onto a broad public area. 
 
    People clustered here. Many people. There were tents erected, and people bartered and haggled over all manner of items. Food, clothes, even weapons. 
 
    Tall guards walked through the crowd, searching for trouble makers, making their calming presence felt. They carried sharp swords, or thick clubs, and a few had cross bows slung on their backs and a quiver full of arrows. 
 
    We passed through the crowd, and the crowd parted for us. Mysterious, not obvious, people swirled to the side, and no one looked at us. 
 
    A naked man, and more, a beautiful and naked woman, yet no one looked. And I had the thought: they don’t dare. 
 
    But why I thought that I don’t know. 
 
    There was no threat to us, and then I realized, there is no threat to this young girl. She carries no weapons but her breasts. She had no threat but her thighs. 
 
    Yet people, without even looking up, were aware of us, of her, and they gently moved to the side, moving without obvious intention, yet moving nevertheless. 
 
    We passed through the throng and came to the entry to the castle proper. We walked up a series of low steps, and tall, arched doors, bound by iron, opened for us. 
 
    She led me inside. 
 
    It was not cold, but it was not warm. If there was ever a temperature that was neutral, this was it. 
 
    We walked through a large hall, then turned and entered a long corridor, and voices arose. Soft voices. singing voices. Voices moaning of fate, even as they celebrated it. Voices that ranged from the deep bass to the fragile yet robust soprano. 
 
    Men, full chested and deep throated, whispered their songs into the long corridors and sturdy walls. They sat in niches carved into the walls. 
 
    The men became less and less manly, and more and more feminine, and somewhere along the walk we passed from the male singers to the female singers. 
 
    And still they sat, hundreds of them, and they serenaded walls, and myself and the girl. 
 
    She stopped, held me in place, and watched one particularly beautiful girl. A girl with red hair and a soft and gentle manner, and the most haunted eyes I had ever seen. As if she had seen a million births, a million deaths, and knew the secrets of each one. 
 
      
 
    Into the embrace I am chaste 
 
    onto the moon and I swoon 
 
    I am looking for love 
 
    but there is none from above 
 
    and what I have is in my soul 
 
    I love and am made whole 
 
      
 
    And a chorus of whispers and sighs. Men and woman adding their own sorrow to the mix, pleading cases in no court ever held by man. 
 
    “Come,” she said, her voice a fish hook into my soul. She pulled me further down the corridor, and we came to a broad gate. Beyond the gate I could see a garden of flowers. 
 
    The gate swung back, and we stepped into gaunt sunlight. A pale sunlight. Rays of light that touched us but could not be felt. And there was no aroma of flowers upon the air, not birds singing sweetly, nor even the harsh and crackling voices of crows. 
 
    “Welcome,” she murmured. 
 
    We walk down a path, and I could see walls around us, and this place was a circle with walkways acting the spokes. 
 
    Roses grew, and Chrysanthemums, and other curved bells of shapes. And in a variety of colors, though the colors, like the light, were pale. Insubstantial. They lived, but without temperature. 
 
    We came to the center of the garden, and saw not a servant, nor a guard, as if this place was proof against life. 
 
    No laughter nor cheer, yet something deeply satisfying. 
 
    We passed under limbs of small oaks. We passed through arches festooned with flowers. In the center of the garden was a gazebo. Eight-sided, with trellises, and pots of flowers and ferns, and a bed. 
 
    The bed was square, and it fit perfectly into the geometry of the gazebo.  
 
    She led me up the steps and across the wood planks and she stopped and turned to me. “We must sleep now.” 
 
    But she didn’t mean sleep. 
 
    “We must dream now.” 
 
    Yet, weren’t we already living a dream? Wasn’t she already a sylph of unimaginable power, bring life to earth? 
 
    “Who are you?” I asked. “What is your name.” 
 
    She yet held my cock, and she backed up towards the bed, pulling me to her, teasing me with her lips, her smile, her sparkling eyes. 
 
    I am Renwitta. I am of the garden, and the stream and the air itself. And I am chosen for you.” 
 
    She was on the bed now, had somehow managed to keep going backwards even as she sat and wiggled around and kept me following. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. I was struck dumb, and I place a hand on the bed and began to mount the soft structure. 
 
    Then she was on her back, centered on the bed, and it was big and we had plenty of room, and she was pulling my dick, guiding me towards her center, her soul, her sacred palace. 
 
    “Wait,” I said, but she wouldn’t. 
 
    My legs crept between hers, and I felt the head of my dick touch her flower, felt the heat and the moistness and the engulfing charm. 
 
    This was creation. This was the moment in which the world came to be. 
 
    She let go of me with her hand, and pulled me with her pussy, and I sank into her. 
 
    She gasped, and accepted me whole. She reached around my waist and held me to her, not that I would ever leave. And we enjoyed the moment of being one, of being together, of not just being in love, but being love. 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” my voice was cracking, yet soft and gentle. 
 
    “What you dream of. What you wish. What you are…in truth. 
 
    Then her hips surged upwards, slowly. She was strong, and she lifted me, and I could feel her insides gripping me, holding me, stroking me. 
 
    I rode her wave, then gave my own thrust. And she gasped as I descended to the heart of her. 
 
    She kissed me, a light nibble that grew into a tsunami of pleasure. Her tongue sliced into my mouth and drew me out, made the breath of me catch, and I kissed her back. 
 
    I grabbed her breasts, and I gently twisted them, as if they were knobs I had to screw. I pulled on her nipples, and then I lowered my head and nursed her, pulling a spirit milk out of her moans.  
 
    She held my head, and ground her hips upward. 
 
    And I held her head and kissed her, placed my mouth upon hers, and ate her essence. 
 
    She moaned, and I knew she was going to orgasm. 
 
    And I knew I was going to cum. Her hips had turned me on, her breasts had led me here, and her lips…her lips twisted upon my mouth and caused my groin to swell and throb, and the first pulsings of energy began way back in my groin. My balls tightened, and I could feel the juices start to come up the shaft. 
 
    Then I was spilling my seed. Not on the ground, not wasting it, but into her, up her vaginal canal, searching for counter seed, and I pulsed and I pulsed and I…

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I awoke, but not in my bed. 
 
    I was sitting up, in a niche, and my butt felt…weird. 
 
    I was in a carved space in the long corridor that led to the garden. And there were other people in niches similar to mine. And down the hall I could hear people singing, giving hymn to HER, who was borning us. 
 
    The ones nearest me did not sing. They sat, and the variety of expression was great. 
 
    Men, they were all men, and they sat with sad expression.  Or lost eyes. Or whimsical face that told of acceptance, but only grudging. Or wonder. 
 
    My own expression was surprised. What had happened? How had I gotten here? 
 
    I tried to stand up, and found that I couldn’t. I was sitting on something long and hard, and it was fixed to my butt, and I was effectively tethered. No way to move. My hands couldn’t find sufficient purchase to lift me off the…the…and I realized what it was that held me. I was on a large, stone phallus. I had a dick up my hind end. I was screwed to the niche, and there was nothing I could do. 
 
    “What? What?” I looked around in panic. 
 
    “Shhh!” a man near me put a finger to his lips. 
 
    I was panicked, but I was also surrounded by men, people who had been here longer, who understood what I did not. 
 
    I whispered back, “What is happening?” 
 
    “You are being born,” he whispered back. 
 
    “But I was already born! Long ago. I was born and I lived near twenty years. I’m a man…what am I doing here?” 
 
    But he wouldn’t speak. He merely smiled and went back to whatever cogitations he was having. 
 
    I sat through the morning. From down the corridor the endless singing filled the air, wafted down to me, and I listened to the voices. 
 
      
 
    I love at her leisure 
 
    I am born at her pleasure. 
 
    I live to serve and never will swerve 
 
    from my duty and love 
 
    Nothing above only below 
 
    I am the seed and she will sow 
 
      
 
    I was not uncomfortable. I had only the warmth of the phallus within me to warm me, but that seemed to be enough. When night came and the chill descended, I was heated from within, and I watched the long hours pass. And I felt the heat emanate from my skin. And I wiggled. 
 
    When there is nothing to do, no man nor woman to talk to, then a man has to entertain himself. But if he is held, caught, and there is nothing for him to touch, or to wield, then he must rely on himself, on the sensations he brings with him.  
 
    And the only sensation I had brought with me was the phallus I was sitting on. 
 
    So I wiggled, and I felt the tip of the thing scour my insides. The head brushed against my walls. It pressed on my prostate, and here is the odd thing, if I pressed enough I could cause semen to come from my penis. 
 
    And my penis. It had spent itself in HER, but now it was hard again. Hard, and white fluid seeped from the slit. 
 
    I could stroke it, and sometimes I did. And I could fondle my balls, which I did. But for deep, down stimulation and a momentary pause from mounting frustration, I had the phallus within my ass. 
 
    I had the rub and push on my prostate. 
 
    And the phallus became my only source of pleasure. And this focused me in a way I had not believed imaginable. 
 
      
 
    Time passed. I did not sleep much, just sitting does not take much energy, and requires not much in the way of recuperation. 
 
    But when I did sleep, I would wake up in a different niche. I would be one or two down the corridor, maybe on the other side, and the voices grew louder. They sang, and they became my world, and those voices, in tune with the fixating of my asshole by the phallus, became my world. 
 
    Listening to the words. Hearing the words. Understanding the words. 
 
      
 
    She loves me and I live 
 
    she gives me and I give 
 
    She holds me in her arms 
 
    and molds me with her charms 
 
    and throws me below 
 
    where heaven will bestow 
 
    me-e-e-E-E-E-e-e-e-E-E-E… 
 
      
 
    Undulating voices, mixing the harmonies, voices of one song blending with voices of another. 
 
    SHE walked past me one day. A vision of light and gold, but cold. I could see HER laughing even as SHE entrapped, a spider much greater than in any poem. 
 
    But SHE did look at me…and SHE did smile…and so I lived another day, and… 
 
      
 
    I awoke further down the corridor. Half way down, and, as I looked at the men I was among, I realized something. They had been there so long that their hair had grown long. 
 
    I felt my own hair. It was long, and I pulled it with my fingers. I brushed it out and it lay upon my shoulders, and I watched the men, whose bodies had shrunk and turned soft, except for the fat in their chests, comb their hair. And I realized that I was singing. that I had learned songs, that had been passed down to me, and since there was nothing else to do, I had learned them. And my voice was soft, sounding a bit tremulous and hesitant, but it was really just my shrunken and feminine throat. My neck was much less muscular. My chest cavity had changed shape. 
 
      
 
    I become and I am one 
 
    with all that becomes one 
 
    she holds me firm and nurses me 
 
    my breasts are filled with milk 
 
    and my hair is silk and I am one 
 
    and she is one…and we are one 
 
    one…ONE…one…ONE…one… 
 
      
 
    I began to sing my own songs. My spirit merged with those round me, and one thought became many thoughts, and we intersperled our thoughts into one voice. Many voices in ultimate harmony, singing for HER…HER… 
 
    I moved down the corridor, and now I could see the gate, and the flowers, and the low trees intertwining branches to create a wondrous canopy. 
 
    SHE walked past me one day, and SHE stopped, and SHE reverse her path and came back to me. SHE knelt, and SHE felt my breasts. They were big, and heavy, and HER hands felt so good upon them. 
 
    SHE pressed them, and milk came forth, and SHE touched my nipple, lifted HER digit to HER sexy mouth, and tasted me. 
 
    “Mmmm!” I moaned. It felt so good to be touched…by HER. 
 
    And SHE responded, “Yes. You are almost ripe.” 
 
    Then SHE stood and walked away, and my eyes followed HER sway, and the rise and fall of HER breasts, and the way HER hair shimmied in the light behind HER. 
 
    I sighed. I was almost ripe.And I no longer thought in terms of words, but in images, and the image of being ripe, of being full and ready for harvest…it pleased me. 
 
     
 
    I am born I am sworn 
 
    into the world I worm 
 
    I live for HER and give my life 
 
    of life I am a wife 
 
    and the world has come around 
 
    I am plucked from the ground. 
 
      
 
    SHE had captured me, and killed me, and resurrected me as something else. 
 
    But…what? 
 
    What was I now?  What manner of beast had I become? 
 
    I did not know. I just knew I was close. 
 
    And, one day, SHE came for me. 
 
      
 
    It was morning. The sun was shining its peculiar gloomy brightness. Wisps of fog were burning off. I sat and gyrated on my phallus, and stroked my dick. 
 
    One of the nastier tricks of the phallus was that it felt so good, the way it rubbed up against your prostate, but you couldn’t cum. You should have been able to, with a normal dildo, or plug, you could, but these were special phalluses, built by the devil, designed to tease. 
 
    So I sat and played with myself, and the excess fluids seeped from my cock, but the lust in my heart was at a fever pitch, always building but never cuming. 
 
    “Are you having fun,” SHE stated, and my head jerked up. 
 
    How long had I been here? A year? Two? More? Less? 
 
    “One year, three months and four days,” SHE answered. 
 
    SHE was as beautiful as I remembered. Even though I had been tricked, and tantalized until my ass was ready to explode, I loved HER. I would always love HER. SHE held my heart in HER hands, and it would always feel like SHE was clapping. 
 
    “Hello,” I fawned over HER, spilled my soul out of my eyes. 
 
    “Are you ready to be set loose upon the world?” 
 
    “For you…” 
 
    “For me, for my master, for yourself?” 
 
    SHE came to me then, and SHE held out her hand. I took it, and like a wisp of the disappearing fog, the phallus was no longer up my asshole. I was free, and I stood up. 
 
    I was no longer taller than HER. I was the same size, short. And my muscles had shortened, and slenderized. And my breasts were large and delicious looking. My hair, grown for a year, three months and four days, was long and silvery in the sunlight. 
 
    I didn’t need a mirror to know that my lips were red and kissable, that my eyes were large and doe-like, enchanting and captivating. 
 
    “Come,” SHE said, and SHE led me back down the hallway. We passed the women singing, and the half women/half men, and then the men. 
 
    And I knew there was a tunnel on the other side of the garden, and in the niches in that tunnel sat women…turning into men. 
 
    “Who are you…what are?” I asked. 
 
    “I am Renwitta, a demon from the lowest level of hell.” 
 
    “I thought demons were ugly monsters who rent and ripped apart humans with their long claws and fierce jaws.” 
 
    SHE laughed, a delicate tinkle that, now that I was born, reminded me more of pee splashing on the ground than anything else. 
 
    “I am a demon. I have power. Why would I choose to be ugly? Besides, if I was ugly who would trust me enough to make deals with me…with my master?” 
 
    “But I made no deal with you.” 
 
    She just smirked and continued leading me out of the corridor. 
 
    We arrived at the plaza, and the ‘fair’ was still in full swing, and now I saw the truth of it. 
 
    People bargaining, learning how to sell their souls. 
 
    “I must have that painting!” pled one customer. 
 
    The merchant smiled and tore it in two. 
 
    “Please, I am so thirsty!”  
 
    And the merchant poured the pitcher of water on the ground. 
 
    What I had mistaken for commerce was not. It was hunger and avarice, it was people learning to spite, to trick, to cajole into unwanted agreements. 
 
    “But you will need none of this,” SHE said. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because your beauty is already a trick. Men will die for you. Women will envy you, and eat their hearts out.” 
 
    “Will I ever know happiness?” I asked. 
 
    Renwitta snorted, a tearing, little sound that reminded one of snot splatting on the walk. “Why would you want to? Do you know what happiness tastes like?” 
 
    I didn’t, and I shook my head, bewildered. 
 
    “It doesn’t taste like anything. But happiness betrayed…ah, now that is a bargain!” 
 
    We passed through the grounds and entered the entry tunnel, and came to the entrance 
 
    We stood in the shadows, and I stared out at the world. sunlight so bright it hurt my eyes. Air so fresh it burned my lungs. 
 
    “We will part here,” SHE said, and SHE pushed me into the sunlight. 
 
    Pain burned through me, and it was my body reacting to the sunlight, God’s good warmth, and I turned back into me. Rodney. The young man, horny and lustful and dreaming of breasts. 
 
    I stared at my hands and legs and turned around. 
 
    SHE stood in the shadows, beautiful, a vision that called me. 
 
    I staggered back, and as I passed into the gloom of the castle I felt the same pain ripple through me, and I looked down…I was a girl. A woman. Big breasts, tits to die for, hair like spun gold. 
 
    She laughed, and she turned me around and pushed me out. 
 
    “AHHH!” I screamed, it was pain. And then I was a man. 
 
    A man by God’s sunlight, a women by the devil’s light. I turned and stared at her. And though I was a man, and she was a demon, I called to her. “Come to me! Come with me! Please!” 
 
    SHE smiled a smug, knowing grin, an evil grin, a mean flash of teeth and hate. “You want me to come with you?” 
 
    She stepped into the sunlight then, and I saw the true shape of her. Hulking, with bits of rot for skin. Teeth to sever a man whole, claws to rend and tear. 
 
    “NO!” I jumped back. 
 
    “Run then, silly human, and flee, and be glad that Renwitta is not hungry.” 
 
    I ran into the woods then, running for my life, for my very sanity, and the year that I had spent in the castle of Renwitta, it began to fade. Within an hour I was a simple peasant boy, lost in the woods. 
 
    For days I wandered, not knowing what had happened to me, not knowing how to get out of the woods. The woods that my parents had told me were awful, were filled with demons, and that I should never go into. 
 
    But I was protected. Devils and demons were watching out for me, and, at last, I staggered out of the woods. 
 
    I was near a town, and I staggered into it, and was befriended by the inhabitants. 
 
    When I told my story, that I lived on a farm and had become lost in the woods, everybody shook their heads, silly boys…not listening to their parents. 
 
    Then I was fed, and directed along the road back to my parent’s farm. 
 
    I walked for days, and I wondered what had happened to me in the woods. My mind was blank, and I was fearful, but of what I didn’t know. 
 
    I arrived at my parent’s farm and I walked up the wagon track to the house. 
 
    My mother answered the door, and her eyes opened wide, and I saw the most curious mix of emotions cross her face. 
 
    Relief. I had come home. 
 
    Fear. Of what? 
 
    And then she was pulling me inside, hugging me. 
 
    I cried, though my mind didn’t understand what had happened to me, though my memories were dim and strange, I loved her.  
 
    But she was different. When I had left home she had been middle-aged, still vibrant, though not cheerful. 
 
    Now…she was not. She was older, sadder. And her eyes held bad secrets. 
 
    My father came home from the fields. He entered the house, an old, bent man, made gloomy by the passage of time and…and something. 
 
    He saw me, and he cried, and he hugged me, but, in his eyes, the same secret, the same gloom. Gloom like the gloom of a forgotten castle.  
 
    Oh, if only I could remember…then maybe…maybe I could help them! 
 
    But I couldn’t, and I knew nothing of what was about to happen. 
 
    Life returned to normal, be it a sad and gloomy normal. Days passed, and I got into the routine of chopping wood and fetching water and helping out around the farm. 
 
    More days passed, and one night, walking home in the evening, I looked up to the sky. The moon was full, golden, a pumpkin of joy in the summer night. And I began to change. 
 
    I stared at my body, and my hair grew long. My body shrank and breasts grew proud and full. 
 
    My clothes were too loose, and the mere fact of taking a few steps walked them off me. I stood in the moonlight, a beautiful creature with glinting eyes. 
 
    And I was stunned, bits of memories hovered at the edge of my awareness 
 
    What had happened? What was going on? Why was I a…woman? 
 
    I ran to the house, ran through the door, and my parents stood up. They were shocked, then they were smiling. Mother was laughing. Father was actually dancing. 
 
    And I knew what had happened. The memory came to me then, and it opened up my mind to a sequence of events. 
 
    My parents wanted a daughter. They wanted somebody who wouldn’t leave home, or, if she did, she would command a good dowry. 
 
    They didn’t want a son. There wasn’t that much work on the farm, I was an extra mouth to feed with no redeeming benefits. 
 
    So they had sold me to Renwitta. They had made a deal with the devil. 
 
    And I knew the true scope of tragedy. 
 
    Renwitta had me, but the deal had been with my parents. She couldn’t make me into a pig, or a werewolf, or some sort of serial murderer. I was innocent. 
 
    But she could alter me, change me so that I changed. I was a girl when the moon flooded the night. And then I was myself. And I couldn’t be cursed, but I was a curse. But that form of the curse would come to me later. right now I was just aware of the terrible thing that my own parents had done to me. Selling me to the devil for their own profit. 
 
    And they knew it, and that was the source of their gloom. 
 
    Yet, here I was, the deal complete, and they had a daughter. 
 
    So they cried, and blessed their cursed luck, and loved me like a daughter. 
 
    But every curse has multiple sides. 
 
    I sat up with my mother, and we talked. And she told me womanly things, things that Renwitta hadn’t bothered to explain to me.  
 
    How to be careful around men. 
 
    How to be careful around women. 
 
    How to conduct myself so that proper society would accept me. 
 
    Imagine, a woman who had made. deal with the devil lecturing me on how to live in society. How ironic. 
 
    Then I went to bed, and here the curse took hold. 
 
    I lay in my bed, now over-sized for my smaller frame. And I thought about life, and demons, and curses, and what it meant to be a woman. 
 
    The door to the bedroom opened, and father crept in. 
 
    “Father?” I asked, in my little voice. 
 
    “Shhh!” he whispered back. “Don’t wake your mother.” 
 
    I sat up and stared at him in the darkness. In the gloom. “What do you want?” 
 
    He sat on the edge of my bed, and he put forth a trembling hand and caressed my arm. 
 
    It gave me the shivers, yet didn’t alarm me, for this was my own father. 
 
    I had forgotten that it was father who had sold me to the devil. 
 
    Then he took my arms and leaned forward, and he would have kissed me. 
 
    “No!” I screamed. 
 
    Mother must have detected that he had gotten up, and followed him, for she suddenly burst through the door. She held a skillet and slammed it on his head. 
 
    Father fell on the floor, and was dead. 
 
    Mother lit a candle, and we stared at him. And then mother, understanding that she had just committed murder, looked at me with reproach. 
 
    “You did this! It all started when you came home!” 
 
    I stared at her, and I was frightened. She was spitting hate. She hated me. 
 
    The truth was that she hated herself, for she had made the deal with the devil, and she was taking it out on me. 
 
    “You stay there,” she snapped. Then she went outside and began banging on the triangle. The clanging could be heard for miles away, and it was a fire signal. Within minutes neighbors would be arriving, ready to put out a fire, and willing to arrest for murder 
 
    And I knew what mother would say…she would say it was me. That I had ensorcelled my father, and that I must be burnt at the stake. 
 
    Quickly, I gathered a bundle of clothes, then I slipped through the window. When the first neighbors arrived I was disappearing into the forest. 
 
    I walked through the darkness, the gloom, and the devil guided my footsteps. I avoided those souls hardy enough to launch a hunting party into the woods. I didn’t even trip on roots, or bang my head on limbs. 
 
    Morning came, and I put on my man clothes and went out to the road. By evening I was many miles away, and approaching a city. 
 
    That night I was a woman again. Bountiful, beautiful, ready to cause lust in the most innocent of hearts. 
 
    The next morning I was a man, and hungry. 
 
    I entered the town and found work easily. A young man, fresh off the farm, willing and able to unload barrels from a wagon and stack them in the back of a pub, I was hired quickly, and worked hard. 
 
    Night came, but now I was ready. I had bought woman’s clothes, saying they were a present for my sister, and I put them on when the change happened. 
 
    And I roamed the night. 
 
    Oh, I was scared, but I was also becoming emboldened. 
 
    I knew, you see, that there was a power that was protecting me. The devil watches out for his own, you know. 
 
    So I took a second job. I stacked barrels by day, and I poured drinks, in that same bar, by night. 
 
    I didn’t need sleep, the change empowered me, rested me, gave me twice as much energy. 
 
    So I worked in the pub and men came, and they flirted with me and, at first, I was too shy, and afraid, and I avoided them, and their groping hands, and their dirty smiles and jokes. 
 
    But, as time went on, I became bolder. Some power was watching over me. I knew something was protecting me. I began to respond to flirts and the occasional ass pat. 
 
    Actually, it felt good. I was a horny, young man, under the girly flesh. 
 
    But I was conflicted. The man in me didn’t want to get kissy kissy with a bunch of drunks. 
 
    The woman in me did. 
 
    One night I was pouring suds, giggling like a girl, which was appropriate for my change, and a fight broke out. It was over me. 
 
    Some fellow who grabbed my ass a lot thought he owned me, and didn’t like it when somebody else grabbed my ass. The fight erupted, knives were drawn, and when it was all over one man was dead, and the other was dying. 
 
    And, curse of the devil, I liked it. 
 
    One half of me was human, and hated it. But the other half, corrupted by a year of sitting on stone dicks, loved it. And my quandary grew. 
 
    When I was a man I was staunch and upright. A hard worker. I treated people decently, and was treated in the same manner. 
 
    But when I was a woman…I was the devil. Leading men on, pushing them to jealousy, delighting when men fought over me. 
 
    I was cursed, and I couldn’t stop it. And I loved it. And I hated it. 
 
    But life was life, and life would go on, men dying over me, me exulting over my power, but I had underestimated the power of the Lord. 
 
    One night a man in black robes entered the pub. He asked one of the other girls for an ale, and he settled into a corner. He was reading his good book when a fight erupted. For some reason, maybe it was his presence, the combatants were separated. He then spent a half hour talking to them, making them shake hands, finding out what had made them so angry, and he ended up looking at me. 
 
    Oh, he saw right through me. 
 
    I could feel his eyes take me apart and understand that in this luscious body there was a demon. 
 
    Perhaps if it had been another priest, I would have been taken to the stake and burned. but Father Domingo was not other priests. 
 
    He began showing up at the pub every night. He would order an ale, then sit and read his book, and pray. 
 
    Pray. 
 
    Over me. 
 
    Oh, it hurt. I could feel his words scorching what little I had left of  my soul. 
 
    Worse, he stopped the fights before they could begin, and robbed me of my source of demonic energy. 
 
    For a demon cannot exist if he, or she, cannot leech off the rage and the anger, the jealousy and the hate. 
 
    I began to shrink into myself. 
 
    And the man in me began to come out. 
 
    One day, as a man, I sought out father Domingo. 
 
    “Father,” I said. “I have been cursed.” 
 
    “The Lord has sent me here,” he answered. 
 
    I explained how my parents had sold me, and the changes I went through, a man during the day, hard working and God fearing, and a woman at night, mean and evil, spiteful and causing trouble. 
 
    He listened, then he said to me. “If you can come to me as a woman. If you can give yourself to me as a woman, to a man of God, then I can help you.” 
 
    And what was the alternative? Cause trouble until I arrived at the burning stake? 
 
    It took me a while. The demon in me had a good hold, and I was fearful. but the good Father kept returning to the inn. Praying for me. Making the sign of the cross whenever he saw me. 
 
    One night I had had enough. He had robbed me of my ability to cause trouble, and I was a demon weakened, and I went to him. 
 
    He offered me a seat. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Save me,” I whispered. My voice was weak, but my intention pure. 
 
    He said: “We must go upstairs.” 
 
    I followed him up the stairs, and everybody in the pub watched. 
 
    Did they know what was going to happen? I doubt it. At least, they were not cognizant of what they might, on a low level, understand. 
 
    He opened the door, and closed it when I passed him. 
 
    He pointed to the bed. “Take your clothes off. Lie down.” 
 
    I took my dress off and stood revealed. My breasts were high, my lips were trembling. My body was slim, and weak, and I knew what I wanted. 
 
    He opened his book and prayed, and just his muttered words, not specific to anything but trust in the Lord, hurt. I felt pain in my groin. My breasts burned, and I arched on the bed and cried. 
 
    Downstairs, the customers were listening, maybe chuckling amongst themselves, saying that even a man of God needed a little, eh? 
 
    He took his pectoral cross off. It was bright in the candle light, winking dangerously, threatening to me. He wrapped it around his fist and came to me. He stood over me and began praying: 
 
      
 
    “Saint Michael the Archangel, defend us in battle. Be our protection against the wickedness and snares of the devil; May God rebuke him, we humbly pray; And do thou, O Prince of the Heavenly Host, by the power of God, thrust into hell Satan and all evil spirits who wander through the world for the ruin of souls. Amen.” 
 
      
 
    And then he repeated it. And repeated it again. And again. And again. 
 
    Oh, the pain bursting through me. Every time he spoke the prayer I felt weaker and weaker, and I knew I was drowning. I would not live. I couldn’t live through this cruelty. 
 
    So I grabbed him and kissed him. 
 
    He put his hands on my thin arms, he could have separated my grasp in an instant, but he didn’t. His eyes went wide, and he kissed me back. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned, and munched on his lips, and my hands roamed his body. 
 
    In some way, he knew what was happening, and he cried. Real tears. 
 
    But his trust in the Lord was not as strong as the demon in me, the curse of Renwitta, the terrible deal done by my parents. 
 
    I slipped a hand under his robes and found his prick. It was sturdy, stood up like a cross on a dark night. But not a cross on this dark night. 
 
    We wrestled on to the bed, him shedding his robes, me moaning how much I loved him. He nibbled at my nipples, placed his big, rough palms around my tits and rubbed. 
 
    I lowered my head and took him in my mouth. Oh, he was good. He was long and strong, and ready for plucking. I squeezed his balls and slurped on his dong. 
 
    He thrust forward, fucked my face, and kept saying, “God forgive me! God forgive me!” 
 
    Then he was on me, positioned for the insertion, one hand holding his steely cock, the other opening my labia, his shoulder was on one side of me, supporting him while he worked his penis into me. 
 
    I grunted, and he was in. He filled me complete. A big shaft, big balls, and I already knew his head was dripping. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He moaned, and he surged down, liked to have split me. 
 
    I heaved my pelvis up, took him, all of him, then withdrew. 
 
    His penis slid out of my vagina, only the head was left in, then he surged down again. 
 
    I was grunting. I was groaning. My body was on fire. My pussy was rippling with power…and I took his power away from him. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, he built to a climax. I would have thought that it would happen quickly. A holy man doesn’t get much. I would have thought he would be on edge, ready to spew. 
 
    He wasn’t. 
 
    So I worked him and worked him, and I didn’t mind it, and suddenly he arched his back and yelled. His white soup exploded into me. His muscles locked up, his eyeballs rolled back, and he thrust and throbbed, thrust and throbbed, and emptied himself in me. 
 
    Then he rolled over, and cried. I sat up, crawled over him, pulled my dress half on and went to the door. 
 
    There I stood, looking savaged. My beautiful hair all messed up and sexy. The paint on my lips smeared. My demeanor as of one who has been…assaulted. 
 
    He looked at me. Oh, the misery. He had betrayed himself. He had been weak. 
 
    Perhaps if it had been another priest, perhaps then I would have ended up on the stake. 
 
    But it was him. And he was weak. So I blew him a kiss, then, holding the rags of my dress around me, flashing tit and leg for all to see, I ran down the stairs screaming: 
 
      
 
    “RAPE! RAPE!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I graduated first in the academy at Quantico. This was in spite of the fact that I’m not a big guy. At five foot seven I just barely made the FBI requirements for height. And I was skinny. 
 
    But I was also smart, and I figured those big guys, all muscles, just had more body to lift and run than I did. 
 
    So I graduated first, and I had choices. I chose, get this, undercover, and it ended up being the oddest assignment in the history of the FBI. 
 
    I reported to Special Agent In Charge (SAC) Randolph Jones on a Monday morning. When I walked into the office there were three people waiting for me. 
 
    One, SAC Randolph, big and burly, short hair and looking like he had shotguns for eyes. 
 
    Two, a psych. Doc Felding. A nondescript sort of guy who, when a good looking girl walks into the room and everybody looks, he looks at the guys who look. 
 
    Three, a drop dead, knock out, pie in the eye babe. 
 
    Officially, she was Special Agent Crystal Shipps. Like the Doors song, but with an s. Or, perhaps I should say…ass. 
 
    My height, but taller in her heels. Long, brunette hair. Longer than regulation, but I was to find out that it was part of her undercover look. Her face was oval, her eyes were piercing blue, and her lips were colored ‘fuck me’ red. 
 
    Or, maybe ‘blow me’ red. I get mixed up when I think about that, especially when I am looking right at them. 
 
    “Agent Jensen, this is Special Crystal Shipps. And you know Doc Felding.” 
 
    Felding was a freak. He had a reputation at the academy. He would ask the weirdest questions, get you talking, and then lower the boom. ‘So you had sex with your mother. How was it?’ 
 
    Unfortunately, he was usually right on, and a few agents never made it because of his practiced eye for emotional secrets. 
 
    “So, you want to go undercover?” 
 
    He was pleasant, but no nonsense. 
 
    “What do you think of gays?” 
 
    “They’re people.” I didn’t hesitate. 
 
    Silence. I had given them the stock answer, and I realized they didn’t appreciate it. 
 
    Felding cleared his throat. The guy who looked at guys who looked at babes was looking at me. I felt like a bug under the microscope. 
 
    “Do you know any gay people.” 
 
    “No, sir. Not right now.” 
 
    “And when did you know a gay person?” 
 
    I looked around, nothing wrong with what I was going to say, still, I was nervous. 
 
    “Well, I had a friend, best friend, when I was in college. We used to hang out a lot, and he ended up being gay.” 
 
    “Ended up?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. He came out of the closet my sophomore year.” 
 
    “How did that make you feel?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t much care. He wasn’t hitting on me, we liked to go to old movies and talk into the night, so…it didn’t bother me.” 
 
    “And if he had hit on you?” 
 
    “He asked me once if I wanted…” 
 
    I explained the simple but complex relationship between a gay person and a straight person. I really didn’t have anything on it, and I think the doctor figured that out pretty fast. 
 
    “How about transgenders?” 
 
    “I have no problem with them.” 
 
    “Do you know any transgenders?” 
 
    I didn’t, but I had met a few in college, college is where a lot of people start experimenting with sex. Weird things can happen in college. 
 
    “Can you kiss a man?” 
 
    I blinked and my head tilted slightly. 
 
    “I guess I could. Wouldn’t be my preference, but if I had to.” Curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    “And what if the man was a cross dresser.” 
 
    The questions went on, and I was thoroughly befuddled. I was here for an undercover assignment, and it sounded like I was going to have a very strange undercover identity. This was proven at the end, when they all ignored me and looked at each other. 
 
    “What do you think, Agent Shipps?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. He looks good on the surface, but a guy who finishes first in his class is going to have an aggressive personality. Alpha dogs don’t fare well in the transgender community.” 
 
    Felding smiled. He had a secret, and I think I knew what he knew. 
 
    SAC Jones turned to me. “Well, Jensen? Are you too much of an alpha dog?” 
 
    “No, sir. I’m just smart.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I didn’t get to be better than the other candidates by being alpha, I got there by being second or third place, watching the alpha figure it out and fade, then I used what I learned to step into first place.” 
 
    That sort of stopped them. Except for Felding, who grinned. Yep. He knew what I knew. He had me pegged from the start. 
 
    “Agent Shipps?” 
 
    “I’ll try him, sir.” 
 
    “Very good.” Jones turned to me. “Agent Jensen, we have a problem, and you might be able to help.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” all eagerness. 
 
    “There is a serial killer in San Francisco.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “He kills, leaves messages written with an old typewriter. Boasts. Poems. that sort of thing.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “We have a lead, a good one, but we need you to get close. Any evidence will do, but it would be especially juicy if we could find the typewriter.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Crystal spoke, “The problem is he likes transgender men…which is to say men that are women.” 
 
    That made me blink. 
 
    “That’s right, agent Jones. We’re going to have to make you over as a woman. You will become friends with the target, and investigate.” 
 
    I looked at them. They were serious. Interestingly enough, Felding was watching Shipps, not me. 
 
      
 
    Crystal and I walked down the hall in the science division of Quantico. Her heels clicked loudly on the polished floor. Her lips were pursed in thought. 
 
    Suddenly, she stopped and faced me. 
 
    “So you’d like to be a woman.” It was rhetorical, but still demanded an origination out of me. 
 
    “Not particularly.” 
 
    “But you’re driven to succeed, whatever it takes.” 
 
    “I’m driven, yes, but what is the real problem here?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything for a moment, but I could see wheels turning behind her baby blues. Serious wheels. Then: “I don’t think you can do it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you’re upstanding, moral, willing to sacrifice yourself for the common good.” 
 
    “And that is a problem because?” 
 
    “Because I think trans people are mixed up, and I don’t think you can fake mixed up well enough.” 
 
    We stood there in the hallway, people walking past us, ignoring us. 
 
    “Everybody has questions. Everybody has a messed up part of their mind. If they don’t, they are extra messed up.” 
 
    “So you’re willing to wear make up, get some serious boobs, and it doesn’t bother you.” 
 
    I quipped, “Will that mess me up enough for you.” 
 
    She sort of pissed me off. I was ready and willing, and she was putting her own bullshit on me. And it was her bullshit. She was the one objecting to the trans mentality. 
 
    She just watched me for a long minute, then turned and walked, ignored me, but I kept up with her. 
 
    First stop, the medical wing. Usually people in med are putting together shooting victims, offering counseling to burned out agents, and that was about it. I was going to be a break in their routine. 
 
    “Good morning, sir.” Crystal greeted a doctor, who’s name tag said, “Jenkins.’ 
 
    Jenkins glanced at us. “Excellent. They’re almost ready. Have a seat and they will call you. 
 
    We sat in a waiting room. Me playing a video game on my cell, her stewing. 
 
    She turned to me and hissed, “If you mess this up…this operation was my idea, and if you fuck it up I will cut your balls off. My career is on the line here.” 
 
    I smiled, a light curve of the lips that meant nothing. Heck, she was the alpha dog here, and I just had to follow her until she burnt out. Then I could take the lead. 
 
    “Agent Jensen?” I followed a nurse to my destiny. 
 
      
 
    A boob job is an easy operation. A couple of slices under the boobs, plastic sacks inserted, sew it up. Nothing but a line under the boob to show where a doctor had done his magic. 
 
    Of course, that’s for women. Men are a different problem. 
 
    Men don’t have the extra fat on their chest. They also don’t have extra skin. Also, their chests are wider. 
 
    Doc Jenkins explained all this to me as he measured me and made black marks on my body. 
 
    “We’re going to have to give you some big ones, because your chest is wider. That will stretch the skin, and you are going to have to be careful.” 
 
    “Careful how?” 
 
    “Don’t suffer impact.” 
 
    “No fistfights?” 
 
    “No fistfights, don’t get struck, don’t even fall down hard.” 
 
    “So I have to use my brains and not my beauty,” I quipped. 
 
    He glanced at me, then grinned. He understood me. 
 
    Crystal snorted. She didn’t understand me. 
 
    “Okay, ready for the big leagues?” 
 
    “Center field, coach.” 
 
    “Good.” To a nurse, “Roll him in.” 
 
      
 
    I came out of the anesthetic pretty fast. I was a bit mixed up, said a couple of stupid things, then woke up for real. 
 
    “How’d I do?” 
 
    The doctors and nurses were off doing other things, and Crystal was sitting in a chair dozing. She came awake, and said, “I don’t know. Sit up and let’s take a look.” 
 
    I sat, the covers pulled down, and my eyes bugged out. 
 
    They were big! And the nipples were even bigger. I guess they had put a little something in them to make them stand out so well. 
 
    And, the odd thing, they were more sensitive. I had been afraid that some nerves might get cut, and that I might lose feeling, but the opposite seemed to be true. I touched one nipple and shivered. 
 
    “Geez, they’re big,” muttered Crystal. 
 
    I looked at her. She was staring at my tits with an expression that was somewhere between awe and jealousy. 
 
    Huh! And I wondered whether she maybe had a little bit of Lesbian DNA in her.  
 
    But at least she didn’t seem so angry. 
 
    A short while later the doc happened by, examined me closely, check the glue under my tits—I didn’t know they actually glued skin together—pronounced everything ship shape, and I was good to go. 
 
    They wheeled me out of the medical division in the obligatory wheel chair, and Crystal was waiting for me in a company car. We drove to her apartment, and began the next step on my metamorphosis. I had to learn to live like a girl. 
 
      
 
    Crystal lived in Lake Ridge, a community 18 miles and 27 minutes from Quantico. It was secluded, and her apartment butted up against some low hills. The hills were thick with woods. 
 
    I got out of the car, stretched, and stopped. 
 
    “What?” She noticed the expression on my face. 
 
    “It hurts to lift my arms.” 
 
    “Don’t lift your arms.” Milk of human kindness. 
 
    I walked with her up a curvy walk and into an apartment. Inside was personality, but not much. 
 
    Modern furniture, mostly rolled steel with cushions. Sort of ugly to my tastes, but inexpensive, and most agents knew how to live inexpensively. 
 
    A fireplace made out of long, flat brick. Didn’t look too used. 
 
    A kitchen, no big deal, and two bedrooms. 
 
    Well, one bedroom that looked like a bedroom, and the other like an office that had been turned into a bedroom. Her computer station was shoved into a corner in the living room and looked like it had been thrown together. Or thrown out of the bedroom. 
 
    “You’ll sleep in there,” she pointed at the smaller bedroom. “Here’s a key to the apartment. Stay out of my room. Eat what you want, but watch your figure.” She had a mean smile on her face when she said that. 
 
    “Okey dokey,” I wandered into my bedroom and looked around. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get started.” 
 
    That sort of made me blink. I had just got out of the hospital, and she was rarin’ to go. Must have been the alpha dog in her. 
 
    “Take off your clothes. There’s some Nair in the bathroom. Everything below the eyebrows.” 
 
    I went into the bathroom, found the Nair, and slathered it onto my body. After 15 minutes it was starting to burn a little, so I hopped into the shower and washed away my curlies. It felt awfully weird, toweling myself off, to feel my skin. Hairless skin feels sort of electric, and sensual. It wasn’t a minute before I had a big hard on. 
 
    Well, I think it was because I was handling a big pair of boobs. Didn’t matter that they were mine…they were still boobs, and I was still a man. 
 
    Crystal came into the bathroom and frowned at my crotch. I have a pretty good sized tool. Then she handed me some body perfume. “Use this. We have to disguise the smell of ‘man.’” 
 
    I applied the perfume-y stuff, it wasn’t bad, a little sweet, but I could stand it.  
 
    “Okay, come on out here. Bring a towel.” 
 
    I approached the kitchen table, which had a ton of bottles and creams and things on it. I began going through the items. 
 
    Foundation. Shampoo. Cleanser. Lipstick. Fake nails. Face primer. Blush. Hair spray. And on and on and on. 
 
    “You really go whole hog, don’t you?” 
 
    “You do,” she said, sounding a bit harsh, and she pulled the towel off my waist. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Sit here.” 
 
    I sat, and she draped the towel around my neck, covering my body. I was naked except for that, and my boner was standing at attention. 
 
    She ignored my manhood and began lecturing me on make up. 
 
    “This is a cleanser. You need to make sure your face is totally clean before you put on make up. This is moisturizer. Make up doesn’t like dry skin. You could end up with rashes and pimples and things. You have to put it on at least twice a day. 
 
    I stared at the tubes. 
 
    “Now, first things, let’s…” 
 
    She put on my make up, which made my hard on harder, and then she took it off and made me put it on. 
 
    Oh, I was a mess. I never dreamed that women had to do all that stuff to their faces to look as good as they did, and I was quite unpracticed. 
 
    First time through I looked like they had made a special line of cosmetics called ‘Frankenstein’s face.’ 
 
    Crystal didn’t say anything, and I learned something about her. She was not just a professional agent, but a professional woman. She just kept her tone even, explained things time and again, and slowly, I began to get the hang of it. 
 
    Foundation. Blush. Eye shadow. My face went through metamorphoses after metamorphoses. The colors came and went, and slowly it stopped looking splotchy, like a man had applied it, and more like a woman had applied it. A woman who didn’t know what she was doing, but that was better than a man who didn’t know what he was doing. 
 
    But it took several days before I started really doing it right. And during those days she coached me on other things. 
 
    “No, no…unroll the nylons like this. See the line on the back?” 
 
    “Place one foot in front of the other. Walk on a line. Make a clicking sound.” 
 
    “No! You’ll break a nail that way!” 
 
    And on and on and on. We worked from dawn to dusk, and then she had me spend the night reading fashion magazines. 
 
    We went to a beauty salon and had extensions attached to my barely long enough hair. 
 
    Now I was starting to look like a woman. I was wearing corsets, and my hips were flaring. And my boobs were not sore anymore, and they stood out like the prow of the Queen Mary. 
 
    And I was leaving the apartment regularly. Learning how to walk with a swish. And this one really got me, learning how to walk, and conduct myself, so that men looked at me. 
 
    “Even transgenders, or Lesbians, they want the attention. They say they don’t, but their body language reveals them.” 
 
    “How odd,” I remarked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Women say they don’t want that sort of attention, yet they advertise for it.” 
 
    She frowned at me, there was something in my statement that she didn’t like, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    So a month passed. And it was an odd month, and, shame on me, I kept getting huge boners. I was constantly erect. 
 
    “You must like being a woman,” Crystal snapped one day. She was helping me pull up a girdle, and once again my dick got in the way. 
 
    “It doesn’t help that you’re handling it.” 
 
    She ignored me and tried to push my dick under the stiff material. It felt like I was trying to fuck a very tight box of cornflakes. 
 
    We had tried gaffs, no joy. We had tried actually tying it back between my thighs, the cord running up my butt and hooking on my belt. No joy. 
 
    It seemed that no matter what we did that boner was just out and throbbing. 
 
    Finally, she tugged one too many times and I suddenly felt the trigger clicking inside. In an instant the sperm was surging up my cock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I grunted. 
 
    She looked at me, but it was too late. My penis throbbed and deposited a big load on her hand. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she jumped back. 
 
    Now I was left with no stimulation, and my pecker bobbed in the air, loosing stream after stream of gism. It was a damned ruined orgasm, and my eyes showed my frustration, and Crystal, that bitch, went from pissed off and wiping her hands to giggling. 
 
    “Oh, damn,” I muttered, the throbbing coming to an end. 
 
    “Was it good for you?” 
 
    I just stood there and looked down. My tool was still semi-hard and dripping. 
 
    “I didn’t need that.” 
 
    Then, for the first time, her pissed off facade dropped. “looks like you did.” 
 
    And she licked her hand. 
 
    I goggled at her, and her mean face popped back on. 
 
    “What? A girl can’t like a little gism?” 
 
    I closed my mouth and shrugged. 
 
    “Maybe you should just jack off.” 
 
    There was something just a little embarrassing about her remark, and I shook my head. 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to do it,” which was a puzzling statement, because I had never asked her. It made me wonder what was going on through that pissy mind. 
 
    But my dick was down and we managed to get the corset up. 
 
    Oh, I was dynamite. Long nails, long hair, red lips, a body to die for, even if I needed a serious case of old Ma Rib Bone to make it happen. 
 
    We sat on the sofa, exhausted. “We need another method,” I said. “I can’t go through this every time I get dressed.” 
 
    She frowned, and later I could have kicked myself. She was going to find a solution that I didn’t like. 
 
     
 
    We walked down the corridor at Quantico. We were two babes, with svelte but round figures. Round in the right spots. Our heels clicked out a sexy rhythm and heads turned as we passed agents. 
 
    Nice for me, even the women turned to watch our sexy asses sway and advertise our assets. 
 
    We turned into SAC Jones office, and his secretary, who knew who we were and expected us, opened her mouth in surprise. Then she picked up the phone and apprised the SAC that we were here. 
 
    In two minutes we were sitting in front of the Special Agent. He considered us with bland eyes. 
 
    We knew we were a turn on, two tit heavy girls with innocent eyes and round hips, holsters on our hips, FBI badges hanging from our necks  and into our cleavages. 
 
    To him we were just meat, being assigned to a task. 
 
    “It’s been a month, Agent Shipps. How did Jensen do?” 
 
    “Adequate, sir.” 
 
    I looked at her. Adequate? But Jones must have known her as well I did. 
 
    “Adequate. High praise coming from you.” He studied me. 
 
    Suddenly the door opened and Doc Felding entered. He didn’t apologize for being late, and if anybody had remarked he probably would have just analyzed them. He sat down in a chair to the side of Jones and then nobody spoke. 
 
    He inspected me, he scrutinized me, he made notes in a notebook. Then he nodded. 
 
    “When were you born?” 
 
    “May 26th.” 
 
    “Year?” 
 
    “Now, honey, a girl never reveals that information.” 
 
    He smiled. “Why not?” 
 
    I leaned forward and licked my lips and said, “Because.” 
 
    He actually laughed. “Excellent. Excellent. Have you read all the material I sent you on sexual habits, mores, and so on?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” I turned off the charm. 
 
    “What does takataapui mean?” 
 
    “Māori for a partner of the same sex. A takataapui can be gay, lesbian, bisexual, or transgender.” 
 
    He nodded, then suddenly sprang forward and screamed “You fuck!” 
 
    Jones and Crystal moved back, shocked. Crystal actually put one hand on her holster. 
 
    “Oh,” I moved back, one hand going to my chest. It was a perfect reaction for a trans, and I had passed his ‘shock test.’ 
 
    He sat back, made a note, smiled a wan smile, then looked up at me. “She passes.” 
 
    Jones, who had recovered from his surprise, smiled, and pushed a folder towards me. “Okay, Agent Jensen, it’s up to you.” Then he said to Crystal. “You may complete his training.” 
 
    Huh? What was left to be done? 
 
     
 
    We caught a late flight to San Francisco. We were totally en femme, and wearing thick coats over our nylon clad legs. 
 
    “Going to be cold in San Fran,” I remarked. I marveled at how different women’s coats were. I liked the soft fur around my neck. I liked the way my breasts were encased. 
 
    And, here is a dirty, little secret. I enjoyed being a woman. I loved putting on make up and watching my face transform. And, hard dick not withstanding, I loved putting on frilly clothes that rubbed my body and turned me on.  
 
    “Get some sleep,” Crystal responded, then she turned away from me and closed her eyes. 
 
    Bitch. I had passed her ‘course,’ and she still treated me like shit. I guessed she was just naturally mean. One of those women who hate men, or women, and never really become part of the human race. 
 
    I sighed, and lay back and closed my own eyes. 
 
      
 
    We landed at LAX and took a cab to the Tenderloin district in SF. Specifically, we went to an apartment on 6th street, which was the heart of SF’s transgender community. 
 
    And, what a community it is. Gay and trans were free and open, wearing whatever mix of clothing they chose. Restaurants catered to LGTBQ, shops were open in the advertising of their trans or gay merchandise, and everywhere were happy people, hugging, kissing, even dancing. It was like a trip into a hobbit fairyland.  
 
    The apartment was on the top floor of a six story building. The building was old San Fran, with ledges and curlicue decorations, and iron fire escapes on the bordering alley. 
 
    Inside it was fashionably old, but kept in pretty good repair. 
 
    It was a Friday night and we passed a few people in the lobby, took a lone elevator up to six, and fumbled with keys in a hallway where the lights didn’t work. 
 
    The apartment itself was cozy. The rug was worn, but thick. It had actual wallpaper, but, again, in good repair. The fixtures in the kitchen and bathroom were new, but faux antique. The heating was done by an ancient steam radiator. 
 
    “Wow!” I said, as I put the bags down. 
 
    “I’m in the one on the right.” 
 
    She walked past me, ignored me, and went into her room, and closed the door. Welcome home, honey. 
 
    I put my bags in my room, it was narrow, but big enough for a poster bed, then I wandered around the apartment.  
 
    Crystal had lived in it for a few months, and she had decorated it, and her taste wasn’t too bad. A book case with lots of weird books. BDSM. Trans. Lightweights like Betty Freidan, Maya Angelou, and so on. And, on the bottom shelf, board games. Monopoly, Clue, Parcheesi and, totally out of place, Risk. 
 
    And a chess board, Chinese Checkers, decks of cards, and so on. 
 
    Huh. It was a glimpse at the child like cranny of a disturbed adult mind. 
 
    And I did think she was disturbed. She had been professional at first, then polite, then barely polite, then sneering, and finally…fuck you get out of my way. 
 
    There was a big screen TV, and a few video games. And, tip of the iceberg, war games. Shooter games. The FBI in the girl was coming out. 
 
    Finally, nothing else to do, I went to sleep. But I had already slept on the plane. So I lay awake, feeling my silky soft sleep wear, and my huge boner. 
 
    I smiled, and stroked, and felt huge under the covers. But I didn’t get off. I was actually a little tired and wired, so I just let the beast go back to sleep, and, finally, I went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    I awoke to movement in my room. It was light out, but not too late. San Francisco fog, it looked earlier than it was. I glanced at the clock, 10:00. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Time to finish your training.” 
 
    Oh, yeah, that weird remark by SAC Jones. 
 
    “Okay,” I sat up. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and pushed me back down. Her hand felt good on my chest. 
 
    “You’ve got to do what I say, no matter how weird it is.” 
 
    “Okay.” Stupid me. 
 
    She attached cuffs to one wrist, cross it over my body and cuffed it to the bed post. “Turn on your belly.” 
 
    “Whoa,” I said, “Kink city?” But I did what she asked. She cuffed my other other wrist. Then she quickly wrapped silk scarves around my ankles and tied them off. I was effectively spreadeagled. 
 
    “Hunch your butt up.” 
 
    I was starting to get worried now. I had been half asleep when she had tied me down, but now I was awake, and feeling pretty damned vulnerable. 
 
    When I didn’t hunch up enough she reached under my body, grabbed my balls, and twisted. 
 
    “OW!” And I hunched. And she stuffed a big pillow under my groin. 
 
    “Okay, wait here.” 
 
    As if I was going any place. 
 
    She left the room and came back a minute later. She was buckling on a big strap on dildo. Well, maybe it wasn’t that big, but it looked big. On second thought, it was bigger than my dick, so it was big! 
 
    “What the fuck is going on.” 
 
    “Shut up,” she said, and she sounded a bit breathy. She finished buckling the thing in place, then she sat down on the bed and placed a hand on my butt. 
 
    “Last lesson. One nobody told you about. How to make love as a trans.” 
 
    “I can suck dick if I have to.” 
 
    “Yeah, but many trans like it up the butt. Your target likes his partners to be compliant in that way.” 
 
    “Hey…” 
 
    “Shush,” she said, “Or I’ll gag you.” 
 
    She was rubbing my ass as she spoke, and, for a change, her voice wasn’t sounding pissed off. 
 
    “Now, I’m going to be soft and gentle, and I want you to work with me. If you don’t, it’s going to hurt. If you piss me off I’ll make sure it hurts. Are you ready to start?” 
 
    I blurted, “Why don’t you like me.” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate, “I don’t dislike you.” 
 
    “But you’re always angry with me.” 
 
    “Well, maybe once I’ve popped your cherry I won’t be.” 
 
    It was a strange exchange, on the cusp of anal sex as it was. 
 
    She crawled on to the bed and undid a jar of lube. She placed a glob on my asshole and started to ream me with a finger. 
 
    “Ow!” I said, and there was panic in my voice. 
 
    “That doesn’t hurt.” She went to two fingers. 
 
    “It does.” 
 
    “No, this does.” She pushed three fingers in until her knuckles hit the inner ridge of rectal muscle. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    The extracted her fingers and gently massaged me. “See? That’s pain. What you are going through is identity resistance. You’re hanging on to your manhood, and I’m taking it away. And you don’t like it.” 
 
    Fuck. She sounded like she had been taking lessons from a psychiatrist. And the image of Dr. Felding popped into my mind. 
 
    She continued penetrating me. Gentle, running her fingers around and around, pushing inside of me, stroking my inner thighs with her other hand. 
 
    For a long time I resisted. I wasn’t consciously trying to resist, but my body was tensed, and I was rigid. finally, time elapsing with no pain, nothing but pleasure, I began to relax. It felt good. It was a massage. 
 
    Suddenly, she stood up and left the room. When she came back, a moment later, soft music was playing. “Pink Floyd,” she said, though I recognized it. “There is just something so sensual about Gilmore and Waters. I often wondered if they were lovers, and then broke up because they had a spat.” 
 
    “Probably arguing over who got to be on top.” 
 
    I spoke bitterly, but she laughed. The Queen of Mean was nowhere to be seen, and she seemed to actually be enjoying what we were doing. What she was doing. 
 
    Of course. She’s alpha, and she thinks I’m not, so she is not just taking my manhood, she’s assuming leadership. 
 
    With that thought I fully relaxed. I was in second place, waiting, learning, watching for my chance to move ahead. 
 
    She sensed my attitude change. She thrust four fingers into me, a little roughly, then took her fingers out and positioned herself between my legs. I could feel the dildo being placed against my brown star. I tensed. 
 
    She slapped my ass and laughed. “Don’t do that.” 
 
    And now that I was half way there, now that I had changed into a more accepting, read submissive, mode, I was able to command my muscles to relax. 
 
    She pushed forward slowly, and I felt the head pop in. I was expanded, my eyes were wide, my breathing had stopped. 
 
    “Start breathing,” she said. 
 
    I forced myself to breath, all the while marveling at the sensations happening in my asshole. 
 
    The nerves were stretched, awake, wondering what was happening, wondering why this weird thing felt so good. 
 
    I breathed, my upper body rose and fell. 
 
    She pushed in a little. 
 
    I stopped breathing again. I grunted, and told myself to begin breathing. 
 
    A little more, feeling the large shaft slip into me. My eyes opened even more. 
 
    She reached under me and began massaging my balls. My dick was sticking into the mattress. 
 
    “Wait…wait…my dick hurts.” 
 
    Nothing but consideration, she arranged my dick. Pushed it so it pointed down, then she continued moving into me. 
 
    Time disappeared, became an illusion, and there was only the peter in my ass. I was aware of her breasts brushing against my back, and the feeling of the big member splitting me apart. I could hardly breath, and she was saying something in my ear. “Shhh, it’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    And it became okay. Really okay. 
 
    “Hunh!” And I tried to push back into her dick. 
 
    She kissed me on the back of the neck, lifted my soft hair and pressed here lips, and it was electrifying. 
 
    Then she placed her hands on my hips and whispered. “Time to get going, honey.” 
 
    She pulled out, and I arched my back. My rectum wanted her to stay deep inside of me. 
 
    She pushed, and I felt the plastic veins rubbing against my anal canal, opening me up. 
 
    And again, and again. 
 
    Somebody was groaning in the room, and I realized it was me. And I was pushing and pulling with my butt, finding a rhythm, working with her as she violated me. 
 
    “Fuck,” she breathed, and she pounded harder. 
 
    For long minutes we did that, her pushing in and out, me grunting and even slobbering. The pleasure was too intense. It was too much, but there was no way I could cum, but, suddenly, she grunted and slammed into me extra hard.                
 
    “OHHH!” I could feel her hips arching down against my butt, and I knew…she was having an orgasm. 
 
    She wasn’t even being penetrated, she was just being alpha, but apparently it was enough for her. 
 
    For a long moment she lay in me, her hips twitching, her breathing ragged, then she relaxed. She lay on me and her cock was still, and it was still deep within me. And it felt so good. 
 
    I twitched my rump, wanting more, but she misunderstood. “Sorry,” and she pulled out of me. 
 
    I lay there, dazed, my chest heaving, my dick harder than it had ever been in my life. 
 
    She moved around the bed, undid the cuffs and the scarves. Then she pulled me around, made me sit up. 
 
    My asshole felt big…and good. It was the most pleasurable thing I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    She placed an arm around me, hugged me to her. Like a man would hug a woman he had just deflowered. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay,” she kept repeating, and she kissed my hair, and held me. 
 
    I realized, as I came back from nirvana, that she thought I didn’t like it. 
 
    She couldn’t have been more wrong. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I was getting dressed. I had just taken a shower, and I was about to put on panties, when she came into my room. 
 
    I looked at her, and I wondered what she saw in my eyes. 
 
    Certainly I felt no resentment. Not for the single most impactful and wonderful experience in my life. But not love. In spite of her gentleness I couldn’t get past her mean. 
 
    Yes, she was softer…now that she had fucked me. And I felt a softer side in me emerging. 
 
    “Put this on,” she tossed a black belt onto the bed. 
 
    I opened up the black bag and took out…a chastity tube! 
 
    “That will keep Mr. Happy under control.” She had a twisted grin as she said this. 
 
    “I…are you serious?” 
 
    “As serious as a bulge in the panties.” 
 
    I stared at her, then I figured out how to put the chastity tube on. I was so damned hard there was no way in the world I was going to get that thing on my cock. 
 
    “Better masturbate,” she said. She was leaning against the door jamb, her arms folded under her world class breasts. She was laughing. Mean laughing. Enjoying my predicament. 
 
    I stood up and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “To jack off.” 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Do it in front of me.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding!” 
 
    But she wasn’t. Mutual masturbation is big in this community. In any community. So do it, and get over it. 
 
    Yet there was a gleam in her eyes. Yes, she was enjoying this, watching my humiliation, getting her jollies from my red face. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I’ll put that in my report.” 
 
    I wondered, then, what her report was going to look like: This morning I butt fucked Agent Jensen. She enjoyed it. She wanted more. But she wouldn’t masturbate for me so I refused to do her again. 
 
    I came back to the bed and lay down. I was naked, my cock jutting into the air. I watched her eyes as I began stroking. 
 
    I’ve always been pretty good at jacking off, and the fact that somebody was watching me didn’t bother me as much as I thought it would. Apparently my humiliation was not as serious as I might think. 
 
    Within minutes I was tugging, stroking. I was playing with my nipples with my other hand, and I could feel myself getting close. 
 
    Agent Shipps came to the bed and sat down. She stared at me, was fizated by me. She stared at my red cock. At one point she even reached out and took a bit of pre-cum on her finger. She tasted it thoughtfully, then looked into my eyes. 
 
    I felt it coming then. And, I hate to admit it, being in the presence of a mean, big-titted bitch didn’t hurt. 
 
    “Could you…could you…” I gasped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Play with my balls?” 
 
    She blinked, then grinned, then leaned towards my groin and reached for my balls. 
 
    Oh, the electricity surge through me. She held them, and turned them, and squeezed them lightly. 
 
    I groaned.  
 
    She slapped one of them, held it in her hand and smacked it with the palm of her other hand. 
 
    I began jerking, and my mind was stuttering to a stop. I had never felt anything this strong in my life. 
 
    Then she poked me in the asshole with one finger. Just a poke, no penetration, and it was enough. I actually howled as the semen shot out of my dick. I felt like my back was going to break in the most delicious manner, and semen shot out of my slit. And it shot big, real big. A dozen massive streams. I had never cum so hard in my life. 
 
    “Fuck!” she exclaimed. “You near hit the ceiling. You hit me!” 
 
    And it was true. There was semen everywhere. Over me, the pillows, and even in Crystal’s hair. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t move. I was near paralyzed from the shocking experience of my super cum. 
 
    Crystal shook her head, went into the bathroom. I thought she was going to clean herself off, but she came back out with a wash cloth. Gently, she cleaned my penis. It was slack now, empty, and she wiped the semen off it, cleaned my balls, and then picked up the chastity tube. With an enigmatic look, a look that, even though I was drained, put a thrill high in my chest, she put the rings on, then the tube, then she fastened the thing together with a small padlock. 
 
    I lay there, and she sat there, and we looked at each other, and I knew we were traveling at serious depth. Truths were coming out, and I didn’t know what they meant. 
 
    Finally, she took the key to the padlock and put in on a gold chain hanging around her neck. The key now resided in a valley of boob. Beautiful boob, looking sexier than anything I had ever seen. 
 
    “This fits in with our scene. I’m your key holder.” 
 
    Which meant that she was my alpha. In charge. Controlling my life…and my sex life. But I was okay with second place, waiting for my chance, and I said, “Okay.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We hung around the SF scene for a while then, and things got weirder and weirder. 
 
    We walked through shops, holding hands, lipstick Lesbians to the casual glance, trans and woman to a more perceptive look, and thank God nobody was perceptive enough to see the real identities under our bras and nylons. 
 
    We met people, we sat at tables with our arms entwined, shoulder to shoulder in a semi-hug. 
 
    In dark corners we would kiss. Long, lingering kisses that required much repair to our lipsticks. 
 
    But that wasn’t the weird part. The odd thing was that, after that one mind blowing sexual escapade, there was nothing. 
 
    On the street, to the public, we were lovers of the deepest order. In our apartment she ignored me, and even started getting that mean look on her face again. A glance of disdain. A curled lip at a question. She didn’t like me. 
 
    How the hell could she go from being the most tremendous fuck in the world to a pissed off bitch I don’t know. 
 
    But, mine not to reason why. 
 
    We hit the bars, and I have to tell you, no liquor is better than that which the agency pays for. We would go out, have a few, hug and kiss, do a lot of dancing, and the agency paid for it all. 
 
    Stolen cookies, baby, they are the sweetest. 
 
    The most irritating thing, however, was that with all the hugging and kissing, Crystal wouldn’t let me out of the chastity tube. 
 
    Had she had squirted me off simply so she could put me in chastity and control me? It certainly looked like it. 
 
    “Honey?” I asked her one night, no matter that she hated me I had to stay in character or she’d bust my balls, “Do you think you can lend me that key for a while? 
 
    She gave a snort of a laugh. “Stay in character.” 
 
    “I’m in character. I just want a relief.” 
 
    “You’ll get relief when we get our bust. 
 
    So while she was faking the heat, slobbering over my lips, I would be desperate, ready to pop, and she knew it. 
 
    When we would go out she turned it on. She maximized flesh touch, scorched my lips with hers. Played with my boobs, and my nipples, till I thought I would scream. 
 
    Bitch. 
 
    And we narrowed in on Fernando Castillo. 
 
    Fernando Castillo was the target. We thought he was the serial killer. He was like Jack the Ripper, except picking on trans persons. HE would be seen with them for a while, then not, then they would show up dead, sliced and diced and deposited in an alley. 
 
    Then he would describe the scene, and write a little poem about how love was like a rock star, and nobody could figure out what he meant. 
 
    But Fernando Castillo had been discovered as a possibility. And we had to discover the truth of him. 
 
    Fernando lived in the apartment just a couple of doors down from ours, and he was a raving beauty. Investigation showed that he hadn’t had his tool cut off, but he was as female as they come. 
 
    We kept a mirror just outside our little balcony, it was shielded, but it was angled so that we could see, and not be seen, the comings and goings of the gorgeous tranny. 
 
    And his comings and goings were many. 
 
    After a couple of weeks of noting when he left, when he came back, and with who, and even following him discreetly, we realized that Fernando wasn’t going to be a push over. 
 
    We also realized that he was a bad person. 
 
    In a bar, he slapped a dyke for insulting him. When she looked to fight back he pulled out a knife, held her down and pin pricked her. Hardly a mark, but the terror in that woman’s eyes was overwhelming. And he did this in the back room of ‘The Escapade,’ a local watering hall. He did it while people watched. And he laughed. And he threatened anybody who said anything. One man with a knife, and he had a whole crowd frightened. 
 
    And, the insult? ‘Dearie, your nylons are crooked.” And for that he drove her out of the district. Word has it she went to New York. All the way across the country to get away from that bastard. 
 
    Was he a serial killer? A murderer who tortured his victims and cut them to pieces? Or was he just your normal, ‘I hate the world’ psychopath. 
 
    One day, watching him leave his apartment in the mirror, I saw him kick a dog. One of those cute, little, white poodles. He kicked the dog, a hard, vicious kick, and when the old lady walking it complained she got in her face and whispered something. And the old lady pocked up her doggy and ran down the street. 
 
    But it wasn’t those incidents that highlighted her personality, it was just the simple way she conducted. herself. 
 
    Gay people, trannies, they don’t want to fight. Oh, they have a hissy fit every once in a while, but they don’t get in brawls. They are a gentle people. They are more interested in living their fantasies, exploring their sex, than they are in fighting. 
 
    Fernando would insert himself in a conversation, pick out the weakest of the bunch, and be a bully. 
 
    Oh, he was subtle, many people thought he was a real queen. 
 
    But Crystal and I knew better. 
 
    We made contact on a Friday night. Lots of people. Lots of feathers and pearls. Trannies with lots of make up, newbies looking shy, dancing and drinking and heavy music, and Crystal and I were in The Escapade. We had made our way through the street, focused in on Fernando’s hang out, and we were now considered regulars. 
 
    Crystal left me at a table and ordered drinks, and, just like that Fernando moved in. 
 
    I watched him elbow in and strike up a conversation. I smiled and waited a couple of minutes. I studied him carefully, tried to see deeper into his personality. 
 
    He…she was wearing a pencil skirt and a fur stole. Her make up was perfect. Her hair, I didn’t think it was real, was dark and sultry and halfway down her back. Her eyes glittered with a smoldering Latin look. 
 
    I watched for a minute as she and Crystal chatted, and had just about decided to go over and introduce myself when Crystal turned and pointed at me. 
 
    Fernando’s eyes got interested all the way across the room. He waved. I waved my fingertips and smiled. And he strolled across the dance floor towards me. He held drinks in his hands, and Crystal had disappeared. 
 
    Of course. He wasn’t interested in a woman, he was interested in trannies, like himself. Like me. 
 
    Crystal and I knew this, and Crystal had given him my scent. 
 
    “Good evening, darling.” She sat down and smooched my cheek. 
 
    I giggled, but not too much. I was supposed to be a newbie to the scene, but not too new. 
 
    “And what is your name?” 
 
    “Mariana Castillo. Please, have a sip or eight,” she giggled. 
 
    I sipped, and I eyed Miss Castillo. What a gorgeous hunk of flesh, and this was the man who was supposed to fuck me. I dreaded it, there was male in me, but I was fascinated, too. 
 
    Would I cum as hard as Crystal had made me? 
 
    “Where’s Crystal?” 
 
    “A trip to the water closet,” she sipped her own drink, a fruity concoction in a tall glass. 
 
    She placed her hand on my thigh. 
 
    “Tell me, how serious are you about Crystal?” 
 
    Man, he worked fast! But he was so alpha it was understandable. And it was a little frightening. In this crowd of gentle people she was a wolf. 
 
    “I moved out here with her.” 
 
    She smiled, her lips were full, rich with color, just a bare touch of glitter to make them sparkle in the dark. 
 
    “Ah, yes. But…” and she cocked her head and looked innocently interested, and her hand slid up to touch my chastity tube. 
 
    “Oh!” I blurted. 
 
    She smiled. “So that is it. You are property of the mistress.” 
 
    “I, uh…I’m not comfortable talking about—“ 
 
    Fernando drew back. He laughed. “Forgive me for being forward, but when one sees the most delightful flower in the garden…one is impelled to ‘pluck’ it. 
 
    Pluck. As in fuck. 
 
    Then we chatted easily, and he was, under the mean, an interesting fellow. He…damn it, she. I had to keep thinking of her as a her if I was going to pull this off…was well traveled. Had lived in trans communities around the world. Mexico City, Spain, Hong Kong. 
 
    “I decided to keep my flesh as a reminder.” 
 
    Reminder, huh! As a tool of ass destruction. There was rumor that he was a rough lover. 
 
    Crystal returned. She smooched Fernando and picked up her own drink and downed it. Quick and fast. “That line was out the door. I thought I was going to have to squat right there in the hallway.” 
 
    We laughed, and I frowned at Crystal. Crystal pretended not to notice, but Fernando did. I could hear him making calculations in his head as to how he could split us apart and take me away. 
 
    But we weren’t ready for that. We needed him to trust me more, to relax when I was with him, to let his guard down. 
 
    So we had a few drinks, I danced with Fernando once, and he could dance extremely well, and his hands were awfully free, and then Crystal and I went home. 
 
    She had an arm around my shoulder, possessive, when we walked out the door. 
 
    I acted a little…peevish. Not breaking contact, but just showing a little displeasure in my body language. 
 
    I could feel Fernando’s eyes…damn! Mariana’s eyes, stay in character!…watch us as we walked out the door. They were hot, and scorching and contemplating what kind of a fuck I would be. 
 
    Crystal and I arrived home, and we had a fight. 
 
    She opened the door, led the way in, tossed her keys on the table, then turned to me. Her eyes were thick with thought. “You don’t have to fuck him if you don’t want.” 
 
    That was sort of a blinker. I mean, wasn’t that why we were here? Wasn’t I supposed to get close and…whatever the job required?” 
 
    “Whatever I need to do,” I was the picture of noncommittal. 
 
    The answer didn’t please Crystal. She frowned, I could see her eyes getting really pissed, but she went into the kitchen and started some tea. 
 
    “What?” I asked, following her. 
 
    She came up with a lame ass excuse. “I don’t know if you can stay in character…with a man’s dick up your butt.” 
 
    I laughed. “I had your dick up there.” 
 
    “It’s different.” 
 
    “And then I said something stupid. It was probably the drinks, but I said, “are you getting jealous?”  
 
    It was a gibe, not normally me, but there it was, and she popped. 
 
    “Fuck you! Agent Jensen!” Her tones were enough to scorch pork chops. 
 
    Having had enough, being frustrated and drunk, I snapped back. “Fuck you, Agent Shit!” 
 
    She slapped me, or tried to. Just a wee touch of the alpha in me showed then, and I caught her hand, easily, and moved so she was off balance then. Then I realized I was showing too much of myself. I pretended to be off balance, kept her up, and tripped myself, and fell. 
 
    It wasn’t hard to look awkward, and I turned over and glared up at her. 
 
    She bought it, and she laughed. “Asshole!” then she went back to ignoring me. She turned and grabbed a tea bag. 
 
    I got up and retired. Not an alpha, but a beta, seeking refuge from a bully. If I didn’t have to keep up the facade of being an agent I would have sniffled, but that would have been too much. 
 
    So I closed the door, got undressed and got into bed. I was laying there in the dark, contemplating. My arms behind my head, and suddenly there was a light tapping on my door. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Crystal entered. She was in a night gown, and she was so fucking beautiful it hurt. And it would have hurt even if I didn’t have a chastity tube strangling my best friend. 
 
    She sat on the edge of my bed and touched my shoulder. “I’m sorry.” Then she stroked my arm, softly. “Sometimes, sometimes I…” She leaned down and kissed my cheek. 
 
    I looked at her in the darkness. Normally, I would have responded. A beautiful woman walks into your bedroom, hey…what am I supposed to do, eh?” 
 
    But the way she ran hot and cold, her meanness, I was leery. 
 
    She looked into my eyes for a long moment, then she sighed, stood up and left the room. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    What was I supposed to think? 
 
    Bitch had problems. 
 
      
 
    The next few weeks we made sporadic appearances at The Escapade. Sometimes Mariana was there, sometimes not. Sometimes she chatted us up, and sometimes she didn’t. But always she was eyeing me, waiting, and I knew for what. She was waiting for Crystal to get out of her way. 
 
    But, for some reason, Crystal wasn’t getting. 
 
    I discussed this with her. 
 
    “Why don’t you let him make his move. Her move?” 
 
    “Time’s not right,” she answered tersely. 
 
    But it was bullshit. The time was right, and I knew I was going to have to make things happen. 
 
    A Saturday night, and we were at The Escapades. Mariana came in, gave us the high wave, and I knew it was time. 
 
    “I’m going home with her tonight.” 
 
    Crystal: “No. I want to do a search.” 
 
    “Okay. You go home and pretend to be sick, you can search, I can stall, and then I’ll go home with her.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not!” 
 
    “She’s a serial killer.” 
 
    “Maybe. But she doesn’t kill until after she’s dumped her victims and let some time elapse. 
 
    And no amount of argument swayed her. And I was getting frustrated. 
 
    So Mariana drifts our way, plops down. She was wearing the most gorgeous red haired wig, her tits were high and tight, and she was wearing a slithery blue gown.  
 
    “Those earrings are incredible,” I said, handling them, feeling her flesh, tickling her ears. 
 
    She leaned into me. “My little dazzlers, I call them.” 
 
    Crystal looked cross-eyed. It was obvious that I was moving ahead, and she didn’t like it. 
 
    I looked at her, “You feel all right?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    Okay, so that’s how you want to play it. 
 
    “Let’s have some more drinks!” I chirped. 
 
    I kept the table supplied, charging up more to the FBI. 
 
    I drank a lot, but not to the point of being impaired. Too much. 
 
    Mariana drank a bit, too. 
 
    Crystal didn’t drink much. And she knew what I was doing, and she kept scowling at me. 
 
    Finally, enough drink in me to excuse my attitude, I said, “Why don’t you just go home, you big grumpy butt!” 
 
    Mariana giggled. 
 
    Crystal, being alpha, began to respond. 
 
    “Why don’t you stop drinking so much.” 
 
    “Just because you can’t handle your ‘wine spritzers,’” 
 
    Mariana and I kept giggling, and touching each other, and Crystal kept getting madder and madder. 
 
    Finally, it all popped. 
 
    “Mariana, let’s dance.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Sit your ass down.” 
 
    I looked at her, “You sit down, you can sit on your little bubble ass and bounce, for all I care.” 
 
    Now we were on her feet. Me to go dancing, her to stop me. 
 
    “Sit down!” Her voice was rising, people were looking. 
 
    I pushed her, and she fell back on the bench and sat, and stared up at me with big eyes. Then she came after me. And I, the soul of delicacy, shifted behind Mariana. 
 
    Now, I was betting Mariana wanted me more than she wanted  to cut Crystal, and cutting Crystal would have driven me off. And I was right. 
 
    Mariana just stayed in the way, Crystal looked ridiculous trying to get around her, and everybody started laughing, and, enough was enough. Crystal, almost beside herself, picked up her purse and stomped out of the bar. 
 
    The crowd turned away, and Mariana turned to me, and she moved in on me. 
 
    “I thought she’d never leave.” 
 
    And me, pretending to be drunk, said, “Wanna fuck?” 
 
    Mariana’s face lit up like the fourth. Even her earrings were smiling. She took my hand and led me out of The Escapade and towards her apartment. 
 
    Then commenced one of the most awful nights of my life. 
 
    We entered her apartment. It was modern, sound system, expensive furniture, big screen, and at one end of the room was a big St. Andrew’s cross. It was on a motor so it could tilt vertical or horizontal. 
 
    A St. Andrew’s Cross? Fuck! But I ignored that, because in one corner at the other end of the room was a nifty, little old ancient typewriter. 
 
    Bingo. 
 
    “Ooh!” I squealed. “My mama had one of these.” I gushed over the old machine. “You simply have to write me a love letter.” 
 
    “Oh, that? Doesn’t work too well. I was going to chuck it.” 
 
    She was pulling me towards the cross. 
 
    I pouted. “Not until you write me a love letter.” 
 
    If I could get a sample we could compare it to the threatening letters. Without a freely given sample we would need a warrant. And she was planning to get rid of that typer? Fuck. I needed that sample. 
 
    “No letter until we make sweet, love.” 
 
    “No love until…” 
 
    And we bantered back and forth. 
 
    I knew Mariana wanted to get me to the cross, fuck me senseless, and that I might not get the letter. 
 
    On the other hand, I was going to have to take a chance. I needed that letter. 
 
    So I turned and stared at the cross. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “That’s my furniture. It’s comfy. Want to find out how comfy?” 
 
    Oh, I didn’t. But what was I supposed to do? I had come this far. I had fake tits and was a tranny, and I was going to back out? No way. 
 
    “So how does it work?” 
 
    She tilted the ‘furniture’ vertical. She walked me up to the cross and put my arms up and buckled straps around the wrists. I tried to move, but no way. 
 
    Then she fastened my ankles to the thing.  
 
    Then she walked around the machine, staring at me, and ripping my clothes off. She didn’t slice them, or unbutton them, she just ripped them off my frame, and didn’t care when my flesh bruised or was torn open. 
 
    Then she began taking her clothes off. 
 
    She had real tits. Big ones, and she slipped out of her bra. 
 
    She stepped up to the other side of the cross and leaned her face between the cross pieces. She kissed me. 
 
    She knew how to kiss. Tell the truth, I don’t think I have ever been kissed so well. 
 
    Inside, I knew she was a man. Inside, I cared. Outside, I gave my lips to hers. I had a job to do. 
 
    She touched my face with one hand, stroked my jaw, and lip locked me. Her hands touched my breasts, fondled them, pulled the nipples. Then REALLY pulled them. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She stepped back and laughed. “Did you know this apartment is the top one, and there is no one in the next apartment down? We can make as much noise as we want.” 
 
    As she wanted. I started to worry. 
 
    Yes, I had been tied down and politely butt fucked by Crystal, but this was different. This was the hunger of a psychopath. 
 
    “Hey, I don’t like pain,” I protested. 
 
    She took off her pants and revealed a sizable cock. Sizable like in 8 inches, and thick, with a big, dripping head. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I came here for a little slap and tickle, not a lot.” 
 
    “I came here for a lot, not a little.” She pushed against me from the rear and reached in front of me. She grabbed me by the cage and lifted. I gasped and went up an inch. 
 
    “And you’re going to give me a lot, not a little. Okay, sweet cheeks?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I—“ 
 
    “Or I’m going to cut this off. You want it cut off? Bitch?” 
 
    “I’d rather keep it for a while.” 
 
    “Then you’d better be good. Are you good?” 
 
    “I’m the best.” And, at that moment, I was willing to be the best. Anything to stem the coming storm. 
 
    “Excellent,” and the cross started tilting to the horizontal. Mariana lay on top of me, her weight increasing, her big cock laying between my cheeks. 
 
    She grabbed me, turned my head, and kissed me. 
 
    Then she hunched up, positioned herself, and drove her cock into me. 
 
    I screamed. 
 
    Crystal had been soft and gentle, a feather tickling my rectum. Mariana was trying to bust my rectum. No lube, no foreplay, just ram it in and who cares if you bleed. 
 
    She took me then, and I freely admit that I cried. And I cried a lot. My mascara flowed down my cheeks and dripped on the floor. I sobbed as she busted me open. 
 
    And, when it was done, when she had spit her sperm into me, she left me there. She simply got up, went out of the room, and I heard her rummaging in a refrigerator. 
 
    I lay there, terribly beaten. Abused like I had never imagined. 
 
    She had something to eat, a snack, and then returned to the room. 
 
    “Ready for round two?” 
 
    Round two was worse. I was ripped up, torn apart, and she didn’t care. If anything, she liked it that way. 
 
    I cried more. I couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    And then it was over. 
 
    She untied me, watched as I got dressed. I couldn’t sit on my ass, and I leaned against walls, and finally lay on the floor and wiggled into what was left of my clothes. 
 
    Then I tried to walk, and it was terrible. I was bleeding, and every muscle in me hurt, and I fell to the floor a couple of times before I got to the door. I didn’t even think about getting a sample letter. 
 
    I staggered down the stairs and out onto the street, then up the street to the apartment. 
 
    Crystal saw me coming. She met me at the door, held me in her arms and helped me upstairs. 
 
    I had stopped crying by now, but I was a mess. My clothes were torn, and my skin was bruised and bleeding. 
 
    “You stupid bitch,” muttered Crystal, almost carrying me into the apartment. 
 
    She tried to sit me down, but I couldn’t sit on my asshole. She took me into my room and took my clothes off, then she started applying first aid. 
 
    “I told you not to. That fucking son of a bitch,” she talked softly as she pampered me, fixed me, cured me. Her soft hands brought forth more tears, and, at one point, she just lay down and held me. 
 
    “I saw it. I saw the typewriter. But I couldn’t get a sample.” 
 
    “We don’t need a fucking sample.” 
 
    “We do. I don’t want to go back, but I will if I have to.” 
 
    She stared at me. I was saying an alpha thing, but she knew I wasn’t an alpha. I was second place in her mind. 
 
    Finally, I slipped into a light sleep, and I barely felt her as she slipped out of my bedroom. 
 
    I didn’t sleep long. Something awoke me, and I knew what it was. Crystal had closed the door. She had left, and I knew where she was going. 
 
    She was going to pay a visit to Mariana. 
 
    Oh, fuck. She was walking into the den of the devil, and the devil was home. 
 
    I rolled off the bed, and tears started anew. 
 
    I pulled on a skirt. I couldn’t put my legs into pants. 
 
    I pulled a light jacket over my upper body. 
 
    If anybody looked, they would be able to see my chastity tube. If anybody cared, my tits were hanging out in the breeze. 
 
    But I didn’t care. I knew what was going to happen to Crystal, and I had to stop it. 
 
    I staggered out of the apartment. I could walk better now, but not by a lot. 
 
    The elevator was in use, and it was notoriously slow, so I went down the stairs, almost falling, holding on to the bannister. I reached the street and walked towards Mariana’s apartment. Time was moving so slowly, I was dreadfully afraid. Every moment Crystal spent in the apartment of Mariana was a potential life time. 
 
    The door was locked. I looked through the glass and could see mail boxes, a couple of potted plants. And the elevator. 
 
    I tried to kick the glass, but I couldn’t lift my leg enough to get any force. 
 
    I ran at it, and bounced. It was solid. 
 
    I pried a brick out of a nearby planter box and smashed at the glass, and it shattered. Passersby goggled, and I think somebody was using their cell phone, but I didn’t care. 
 
    I staggered into the elevator and hit number six. 
 
    As the elevator rose I happened to look at my nails. Busted. And I laughed, and I sobbed. I had broken my nails, Crystal was going to have a shit fit when she saw that. 
 
    I stepped out of the elevator, and I heard Crystal. The apartment couldn’t be heard below, but I wasn’t below. I was right outside. 
 
    Crystal screamed. A bad scream. 
 
    I ran at that door, and I didn’t care if it was made of steel I was going through. 
 
    Fortunately, it wasn’t made of steel, and I went through. In fact, I ripped it off it’s hinges, then tripped and fell on it. 
 
    Mariana was at the cross. Crystal was tied to the cross. Crystal turned her head and stared at me. She was crying, but Mariana hadn’t gotten started yet. I had made it in time. 
 
    Mariana grinned when she realized who it was. “Ready for round three?” 
 
    “FBI,” I said, slowly getting to my feet. “You’re under arrest.” 
 
    Mariana put her head back and laughed. “Oh, you’re good. I haven’t heard that one before. Where’s your badge?” 
 
    I didn’t have one. 
 
    “Get out or I’ll cut your tiny package off,” she snarled. 
 
    “I’m taking Crystal with me.” 
 
    Mariana pulled out a knife. It was a thin stiletto, and I knew she was willing to use it. 
 
    “Get out!” cried Crystal. 
 
    “Not without you.” 
 
    Mariana came at me then, and then was the moment that I couldn’t afford to be second place. This was when I had to jump past everybody else and be the alpha dog. No matter how much it hurt. 
 
    She stabbed straight in, meaning to go right  through my gut and into my backbone. 
 
    When your life depends on it, you can ignore pain, and so I did. I slipped to the side and caught her knife arm in a lock. I twisted it around, and she ended up cutting her own face. 
 
    She managed to wiggle free, and she wiped her face with her hand, and stared at the blood on her hand. She looked at me, and the face of psychotic rage was revealed. She was going to kill me. Or die trying. 
 
    I moved slightly to the side, and she charged, and I backed up, and when she was close enough I went down. 
 
    I got cut, a bad slice across the buttocks, but she went through the picture window, across the two foot balcony, and over the rail. 
 
    I listened to her scream, all the way down. And I heard the sodden splat of her body on the pavement. 
 
    I went to Crystal. I let her loose, and she collapsed in my arms. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I sat in The Escapade. I was at the bar, sipping bourbon and Coke. I was wearing a pencil skirt and a jacket, no blouse, no bra. My breasts could be seen, but no nips. My hair as long, I didn’t need any extensions any more, and my make up was impeccable. I was sucking bourbon and Coke through a straw, and my red lips pursed and sucked, pursed and sucked. 
 
    I had left the FBI. I had gotten a commendation, and offers, but I realized there was something else more important in my life. 
 
    I liked being a woman. 
 
    Somebody sat down next to me. I ignored them. 
 
    “Hello.” It was soft and subdued, but I recognized Crystal’s voice right away. 
 
    I turned and stared. 
 
    Beautiful as ever. Big breasted, hair still longer than regulations, and the kind of woman that made a man lust after her. Or a woman. Or a man being a woman. 
 
    I smiled. I turned to the bartender. “Roxie? Could we have a couple  of drinks at a table?” 
 
    I took Crystal’s hand and led her to our booth. The one we had sat at while we chased the ‘Tranny Slicer,’ as the newspapers had dubbed Mariana. 
 
    We sat down and waited. 
 
    Roxie brought us a couple of fresh drinks. She smiled at Crystal. “We missed you.” 
 
    “And I missed you.” Crystal sighed, and had a genuine smile. 
 
    Roxie looked at me. “And she missed you.” 
 
    Crystal said nothing. I said nothing. Roxie tactfully withdrew. 
 
    When she was gone we each sipped our drinks, and Crystal said, “I miss you.” 
 
    Not ‘missed,’ but ‘miss.’ Right now. Present time. 
 
    “I love you,” I said back. 
 
    She smiled. She placed a hand on mine. She had long, red nails. As did I. I hadn’t seen her in six weeks, not since I had left the FBI. And we hadn’t talked back then. 
 
    I brought up the subject foremost in my mind. “Why were you so angry with me?” 
 
    “Huh,” she grunted. “I was drawn to you. Right from the beginning. That first time, when we left Jones office, I could feel myself being drawn to you, and it pissed me off. I wanted a career, not a lover.” 
 
    “I thought you were just a little psycho.” 
 
    She smiled ruefully. “When it came to you, I definitely was. But do you remember that night? When we got in our first argument? And I came into your room?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I wanted you. I wanted you bad. If you had made even the slightest move…” she trailed off. 
 
    “I was afraid. I couldn’t read you. I wanted to, but..?” I shrugged. 
 
    We sipped more. Had another drink. Not talking, just staring at each other, and…feeling each other. 
 
    Finally, she said, “that last night. I didn’t want you to go. I was afraid for you.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “But then I was going to get even. I thought I could take her. Boy did I miscalculate.” 
 
    “It turned out all right.” 
 
    “Because of you. You could hardly walk, yet you showed up, and when she pulled out that knife…I thought it was all over.” 
 
    I shrugged. We were moving into territory I didn’t usually talk about. 
 
    “How did you do it? I saw you move, you were badly injured, but you didn’t move like somebody in second place.” 
 
    “I had to.” 
 
    “I thought you weren’t alpha. Even after you explained it to Felding, I thought you were just a second place bozo who got lucky.” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “The luck of an alpha.” 
 
    I shrugged, but I knew she could see me. the real me. 
 
    “So,” she sat back, put her arms up on the back of the booth, “you quit the FBI.” 
 
    “I guess it’s pretty easy to see why.” I opened my hands towards myself, indicated my garb. 
 
    She nodded, then: “I quit, too.” 
 
    Then she looked at me, really looked, and she said “And it’s pretty easy to see why.” 
 
    I reached my hand out to take hers. She took it, and placed a black bag in it. 
 
    I stared at the black bag, then I stared at her, and a slow grin seeped across my face. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My wife thinks women should be in charge. 
 
    Her first argument is that women are smarter than men. She touts statistics about more women graduating from college, running companies, and so on. 
 
    Her second argument, and I think this is sort of insidious, is that women are smarter because they are more beautiful, and being beautiful, they can get men to do what they want done. 
 
    Hmm. Unfortunately, I think she’s right. I mean, look what she’s done to me? Or, maybe you shouldn’t. I don’t really feel like fessing up right now, and we’ll be getting to that soon enough. 
 
    Anyway, with those two arguments to bolster her life, she charges around, making men do what she wants, and using them and discarding them, and now…well, you know. She’s got that bill coming to a vote in Congress that will…let me start at the beginning. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m home!” 
 
    I entered the kitchen, looked around, no answer. But her car was in the driveway. 
 
    Then: “I’m in here. Come here!” 
 
    Come here? Uh oh. What have I done now? 
 
    I entered the computer room and found her scribbling in a journal, which journal, upon my entering, she snapped shut. 
 
    “Hi, hon,” I kissed the top of her hair. I would rather have kissed her on the cheek, or the lips, or maybe even the pussy. But my wife isn’t that kind of woman. She frowns on extraneous and useless contact. Even between consenting adults. 
 
    “Go get me a drink. We need to talk.” 
 
    Huh. This looked like it was going to be one of ‘those days.’ Well, the best way to handle one of ‘those days’ was to go with the flow and get it over with. 
 
    I went into the kitchen, searched through the bourbon, and found a half used bottle of ‘The Boss Hog.’ I smiled. $500 a bottle, and something I only dreamed about before Melissa was elected to the state senate. 
 
    Now that she was in charge of things, and considered a mover and a shaker and on the fast track to the US senate, we drank good stuff. 
 
    Well, I did. 
 
    I poured some Caliber Canadian whiskey into a glass for her. 
 
    I know, I know. What kind of a husband drinks the good stuff and palms off $5.96 whiskey on his wife? 
 
    I do.  
 
    And why do I do? 
 
    Because my name is Jerry, and I wear a chastity tube. 
 
    Yeah, one of those nefarious devices that strangles the cock and leaves it always horny and dripping. 
 
    Not only that, but when my wife does want to make love she…well, let me save that one for you. But when I do tell you, you’ll understand why I take these silly, little ‘revenges.’ 
 
    Anyway, I splashed some Coke into the glasses, made sure to remember which hand held the good stuff, and returned to Melissa’s computer room. 
 
    She was intent on a spreadsheet on the computer and didn’t look at me. She did, however, lift her glass and take a good slug. And left her beautiful red lipstick on the lip of the glass. 
 
    I should tell you now, that though my wife can be a bit, uh…bitchy? She is a gorgeous woman. 
 
    She has a svelte body with just enough round on the hips, and breasts that, if they were for sale in a meat market, would go for $100 an ounce, and be sold only in twenty pound packages. 
 
    I mean, they were big! And…sweet! And they had large nipples that looked like they were cold in the hottest weather. 
 
    Of course, these days it was pretty much only hearsay for me. She still liked to have them sucked, but not by me. For me they were just for tantalizing and teasing. 
 
    I sat down next to her. She had summoned me, and it was best to be ready, at her beck and call, for when she deigned to speak to me. 
 
    As I sat there, lusting after her red lips and big tits, I should probably tell you that it wasn’t always that way. 
 
    I met her in college. We ran into each other at a few mixers, and she wasn’t interested. 
 
    I was a happy sort of dude, moving from relationship to relationship, getting a rep for being a little kinky, so it was fine with me if I didn’t fall into the train of a real queen. 
 
    But, junior year, that changed. 
 
    Junior year she approached me, told me we were going to be a couple, and to report to her dorm that night at 8. 
 
    I often wonder why I reported. But I don’t wonder that much. I was known as a footstool. Women went out with me, and I liked to kiss them,  fondle their breasts, lick their pussies, suck their toes, and generally please them. And I didn’t always please myself. 
 
    There’s a greater pleasure in denial than there is in the act of sex. 
 
    At least for me there was. 
 
    So, though I didn’t have much interest in her, I was intrigued enough to show up at her dorm at 8. I had heard a few rumors, she was the ‘ice queen,’ men loved her…until they hated her. Hmm. 
 
    It’s sort of a wonder that I didn’t see how we were made for each other. 
 
    So I showed up, and she took my hand and led me up to her room. In her room she commanded me to strip. 
 
    The door wasn’t locked. Her roommate could come in at any time. Any of her dorm mates might come in at any time. 
 
    I started to walk out. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    And, for some reason, I did. 
 
    Well, it wasn’t for some reason. It was because all my life I had been drawn to strong women. 
 
    My mother was strong, and pushed me around like a shopping cart. 
 
    My girlfriends found out I was compliant, and they used me. 
 
    Oh, I got sex, a lot of sex, but it wasn’t sex that I was after. It was that delicious moment of submission, when I gave up my will and became a hopeless, fawning puppet. 
 
    I liked being a footstool. 
 
    She told me to take off my clothes, and I could feel myself melting, giving up resistance, melting to her power. 
 
    I took off my clothes. 
 
    “Kneel.” She lifted her skirt and she wasn’t wearing panties. 
 
    I knelt. 
 
    “Eat me.” 
 
    I moved forward, and now I was immune to the world. I was fascinated by the juicy folds of her vagina. I was hypnotized by her hairless slit. I was mesmerized by the moistness of her pinkness. 
 
    I remember the world going away as I dove into her. She was like a swimming pool, and I was completely immersed, holding my breath for ages, drowning in pussy. 
 
    She held my head at first, then she relaxed her grip. I was like a chicken put to the white line. I wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    Her roommate came in. 
 
    “Hey, Melissa.” 
 
    “Hey, Sharon. This is Jerry, he’s my new boyfriend.” 
 
    I barely heard them talking. My ears were pressed by squeezing thighs. My mouth was sucking the nectar of the Gods. 
 
    “Can I use him when you’re done?” 
 
    “Only if you haven’t washed your pussy for a week.” 
 
    They giggled, and I inserted my tongue, fucked her with my tongue, and she groaned. 
 
    “Long tongue?” asked Sharon. 
 
    “The longest.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” 
 
    “Hey, can you tell the girls to come here for a minute?” 
 
    There was something in me that perked up then. I wanted to stand up, to be seen, but she held my head again, wouldn’t let me out of her folds. She thrust her hips into my mouth and fucked my face. 
 
    In a couple of minutes a bevy of young college coeds were in the room. I think that was the moment I realized something of Melissa’s nature. 
 
    She was a mover, a shaker, a driven personality, and she commanded others. She was that strong. 
 
    Did I have any clue as to how far she would go? Nah. Besides I wasn’t interested in that sort of thing. I was only interested in the pussy put before me, and the advice of my dear mother. ‘You can take what you want, but eat all you take.’ 
 
    And there seemed to be no end to the depths of this delicious cunt I was being swallowed by. 
 
    “Girls?” 
 
    The college kids all paid attention.  
 
    “I’m keeping this one, so put the word out, ‘hands off.’” 
 
    There were a few giggles a couple of chuckles, and one outright laugh, then the girls were gone and I was left, and I came. 
 
    It was too much for me. The utter submissiveness, being told I was being ‘kept,’ my trigger clicked, the sperm shot up my dick and shot all over one of her feet. 
 
    “Ew!” And she pushed me away. “Did you actually…you did! What a disgusting pig!” 
 
    Yet there was a curious satisfaction in her. She liked the fact that she could make me cum so easily. It solidified her control over me. 
 
    “Lick my foot. And make sure you get in between the toes.” 
 
    I had no problem with that. I licked her sole and sucked her toes, and shortly I had another erection. 
 
    She pushed me away and laughed. “We’re going a long way, you and I.” 
 
    And she dismissed me. 
 
    Over the next few days, even if I had wanted to break away from Melissa, pussy on campus dried up. Girls still talked to me, but not much. And none would go out with me. 
 
    I was claimed property. 
 
    The interesting thing was that Melissa ignored me. She didn’t ask me to come see her, didn’t demand to be taken out. She had put out the word, and was quite happy to let nature take its course. 
 
    And the course, in this instance, was that I eventually went to her and asked to be released. 
 
    She laughed. Told me to get naked, and had me lick her to an orgasm. This time hers, and not mine. 
 
    In fact, my days of orgasm became few and far between. 
 
    I would pleasure her pussy, and even her friends’, and then be sent away. 
 
    I was horny all-l-l the time. I was erect and dripping. I was desperate. 
 
    I jacked off. 
 
    And, I don’t know how, she sensed it. 
 
    I was commanded into her presence, and given a chastity tube. 
 
    “If you’re going to be so selfish as to waste your seed…then we must control you. 
 
    She made me put it on, and it made me even hornier. 
 
    And everybody on campus knew. 
 
    Guys laughed at me. Girls ‘accidentally’ bumped their hands against my crotch. 
 
    Somehow, I don’t know how, I managed to graduate, and the day after I graduated, and Melissa graduated, she moved in and shaped me to her needs. 
 
    First, she had me get a job. A good paying job, and she took control of our finances. 
 
    Oh, she was generous enough with me, with my money. She gave me an allowance that enabled me to go to lunches with the fellows, and even go drink a little beer on an occasional night out. 
 
    But she kept the lion’s share. 
 
    She didn’t work. At least, not for wages. She volunteered for the Democratic party. She went out recruiting voters, she stamped mail outs, she went to meetings long into the night. 
 
    The first time she came home with cum on her breath I could tell right away. 
 
    I kissed her, and I knew. I could taste the slimy substance on her lips. Heck, it was like she used that cum for gloss, and she smiled when she kissed me. 
 
    “Honey?” I protested. I had tasted enough of my own cum to known what she had done. 
 
    “What?” So pleasant. 
 
    “What? You come home with sperm in your mouth and expect me to…to…” 
 
    “To what?” And then she sat me down. And I grew to understand that whenever she sat me down, whenever she said, ‘Honey, we’ve got to talk,’ that I was in for it. 
 
    She sat me down, then had me get back up and go get her a drink, and when I came back and sat down again she apprised me of the facts of life. 
 
    “Honey? Baby? In this job I have to do things to get ahead. An hour ago I was on my knees, sucking Senator Johnson’s johnson. And if he had wanted a fuck, then I would have been obliged. It’s just the nature of this business. 
 
    I started to get upset, she listened for a while, then she reached out and slapped my face. “How dare you try to stop me! Is that what good husbands are supposed to do? Stop their wives from succeeding? How selfish are you?” 
 
    I rubbed my cheek in shock. It was the first time she had ever struck me. Oh, she had twisted my nuts, and played with my dick with a ping pong paddle, and one time she had even take a whip, a real live whip, to my fanny. Yes, she was gentle, at least that first time. But now she had actually, physically struck me. It wasn’t that it hurt, it was the idea. I was properly cowed. 
 
    “Now, if you want to continue in this marriage in good graces, you have to eat me to three orgasms.” 
 
    That was the key. No matter how bad it got, when she offered me her pussy to eat, I was a gone goose. I simply couldn’t resist the lure of her womanhood, the moist smell of her snatch, the heady aroma of her dripping vagina. 
 
    And it did drip. And it dripped more and more, the more and more she shaped me to her will. 
 
    So I got down on my knees, and I ate till my jaw was aching, but I eventually felt the satisfaction of bringing her to three, count ‘em, three, orgasms. 
 
    And so went our life. I became accustomed to being a cuckold, and even to licking her lover’s sperm deposits right out of her cave. 
 
    And slowly we worked our way up the Democratic chain, and she got elected, and, suddenly, I no longer had to work. 
 
    I was more useful as a houseboy, a treat for her guests, or just a laugh for her perversions. 
 
    And now I was sitting down in front of her again. Well, to the side, watching her lips move slightly, so red, so plump, so moist. Her breasts, were so big they lay on the edge of the desk as she touched keys on the keyboard. And my groin throbbing and pulsing. My dick pushed outward, almost painfully, against the cage. My balls were big and full, and bluer than the sky. My heart was pounding. To be this close, even denied, especially denied, it was hard to even take a rhythmic breath. 
 
    Finally, she leaned back, frowned, then spun towards me…and smiled. 
 
    Uh oh. She wasn’t a smiling type of girl, unless she had something she REALLY wanted. 
 
    “Honey, I have ordered some herbs and pills. It is very important that you take these medicines.” 
 
    “Medicines? But I’m not sick.” 
 
    “Not to your own way of thought, but you have a hopeless case of male-itis.” 
 
    “That’s not a sickness!” I laughed. 
 
    She frowned, and I stopped laughing. 
 
    She tapped a thick sheaf of papers sitting on her desk. “This is a preliminary medical report. Compiled by the CDC. Do you wish to read it?” 
 
    Oh, God, no! I didn’t want to spend a week reading dry, medical reports! Whip me, beat me, but don’t make me read medical reports! I shook my head. 
 
    She continued on, “Females, women, like myself, have two X chromosomes. We are pure, unsullied. With double the Xs we are doubly pure.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “Males, men, like yourself, have a virus. The so called Y chromosome.” She tapped the medical report. “This report proves that the Y chromosome isn’t a chromosome at all. It is, as I said, a virus. An invader. Something to make a man impure, less than he should be. A man.” 
 
    “Hey, wait…” 
 
    She frowned. I wasn’t supposed to interrupt her. But to be told that my whole sexuality was a mistake, a…a disease…you can imagine my confusion. 
 
    Then she did something that she almost NEVER does. She leaned forward and took my caged cock in her hands. 
 
    “Ohhh!” I groaned as she rolled the cage in her hands, gently twisted it, put her fingernail through an opening and tickled my slit. 
 
    I shivered. I felt like I was going to blow up and go to heaven. 
 
    And I should have realized that she was pulling out ALL the stops.  
 
    She said, “So I want you to take these herbs, these medicines, and we will cure you of your malady.” 
 
    “But…but…” it had been so long since I had felt her hands, and I was becoming dreadfully confused. 
 
    Then she unbuttoned her blouse, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. She pulled my head to her tit. 
 
    I licked the nipples and she groaned. I couldn’t even remember the last time she had let me touch her breasts, and I was instantly transported to heaven. I sucked her nipples, and I actually put a hand up and felt her tits. 
 
    Oh. My. God! Such ambrosia, and my dick actually started to throb in its cage. 
 
    She stopped moving her hand on my cage. “If you do this for me, if you allow me to cure you, I will let you squirt. Only a few drops, but it will be a real squirt.” 
 
    Way back in my befuddled head I realized something: for the first time in our lives I had an edge. If she wanted something this bad…I said: “I want to put my dick in you.” 
 
    Her breath caught, and for a moment I felt a rage, and wondered if she was going to punch me, or even take a whip to me. 
 
    But she really wanted what she wanted, and she forced herself to be calm, and she said, “If that’s what you want. Instead of just squirting, you get to put your penis in my vagina and…and have an orgasm.”  
 
    “Oh…oh…” I was beside myself. To be given hope, to be given a chance to be in my wife’s pussy, the greatest pussy in the world, it was too much. My dick began to drool. I didn’t cum, but I was close, and my wife, instead of going ‘EW!’ and pushing me away, continued to milk me, to let my juices run out of me. Not an orgasm, but a milking, of which I had received a few over our lives together. 
 
    And she said, “Is it a deal?” 
 
    “Yes,”I blurted, unable to control myself any longer. 
 
    She let go of my dick then. It continued to drool and drip, but not as much, and the emission began to slow down, and then stop. 
 
      
 
    The following day we began getting small boxes. Some of these boxes were from Amazon, some were from pharmaceutical companies. I opened them up and took out a variety of herbs, and pills. I put them all in a special drawer in the kitchen, and that night Melissa gave me instructions. 
 
    To be honest, I was stupid. Of course, I was horny, so horny I couldn’t think straight. All I could think of was at last being able to put my dick in my wife’s love canal, to wiggle it around, and to shoot. 
 
    Heck, wasn’t that what had been driving me all these years? Wasn’t that the dream behind the licking of her pussy and the locking of my cock? 
 
    I thought so, so I followed the instructions and did my wife’s bidding. 
 
      
 
    ‘Instructions for inducing galactorrhea’ 
 
     
 
    (Whatever the heck galactorrhea was?) 
 
      
 
    Take 2 capsules of Metoclopramide with each meal. 
 
    Take 1 capsule of  Domperidone each night before bed. 
 
    Take 2 capsules of sulpiride, breakfast and dinner. 
 
    And so on. I had a dozen pills to take, including Eglonyl, Dolmatil, Sulpitil, Sulparex and Equemote. the remaining pills came in bottles with hand printed labels. 
 
    Hand printed. And these were from pharmaceutical companies. Later I would figure out that Melissa had connections, and had had these pills custom made for me. 
 
    Or, rather that the companies were prescribing for me, and I was a guinea pig. I was the first human trial. If these drugs worked for me, they would work for the world. 
 
    And the instructions made mention of something called prolactin, whatever the heck that was. 
 
    So I began taking my pills. Every day. Every meal, as prescribed, throughout the day. 
 
    But that was only the start. Three times a day, before every meal, I had to make a herbal smoothie and drink it. All of it. 
 
    But, dreams of a real, live, wife induced orgasm, I did it. 
 
     
 
    Ingredients for increased libido 
 
      
 
    (Libido? Yeah! I wanted to be horny for when I finally inserted Mr. Penis into Miss Vagina. Ooooh, baby! 
 
      
 
    Anise Seed  to aid digestion, dispel gas, stop nausea. Works well with raspberry leaves. 
 
      
 
    Borage Leaves (Borago officinalis) 
 
      
 
    Fennel Seed (Foeniculum vulgare) to reduce gas, stimulate blood blood. 
 
      
 
    Fenugreek (Trigonella foenumgraecum) as a digestive aid.  
 
      
 
    Goat's Rue (Galega officinalis) as a galactogue. (Another one of those stupid words I had no clue as to the meaning of) 
 
      
 
    Hops (Humulus lupulus) to promote relaxation and sleep. (Well, yeah! The better the hops the better the beer, right?) 
 
      
 
    Milk Thistle (Silybum marianum) is a poerful antioxidant. Good for the liver. 
 
      
 
    Nettle Leaf for easily digestible iron, calcium, vitamin K, and folic acid. 
 
      
 
    Red Raspberry Leaves (Rubus idaeus). Very nutritious. 
 
      
 
    Shatavari (Asparagus racemosa). An aruyvedic herb excellent for the reproductive system. And excellent for me. I wanted a good reproductive system. Hello, Mr. Dick!) 
 
      
 
    And that was it. Put it together with some almond milk, throw in a few things like bananas papayas, apricots, and so on, and the mess was palatable. In fact, two bananas and it was even tasty. 
 
    And, if all that wasn’t bad enough, Melissa demanded that I change my eating habits. 
 
    Now, normally, I did the cooking. Many times Melissa was out for the night, and I was free to have a steak, drink a little bourbon, watch a little MMA, all things that Melissa frowned upon. 
 
    Now, however, she began to watch over what foods I cooked, and especially what I ate. 
 
    Oh, I smelled steak on her sometimes when she came home from a dinner meeting. 
 
    But I was doomed to such things as oatmeal and barley and berries and peaches and tofu and cruciferous vegetables. 
 
    Almost a vegetarian, and I began to crave meat. Protein. Caveman fare. Grrr! 
 
    But I was afraid Melissa would find out, and that I would not get my actually penis in a vagina cum. 
 
    So I made myself adhere to the pills and herbs and foods. And over the coming months I lost some weight. And, if that wasn’t bad enough, I gained some bad weight. My hips grew rounder, my muscles grew slack, and…and one day I noticed something. 
 
     
 
    “Honey? Can you come here?” 
 
    I was in the bathroom. I had just taken a shower and noticed that my pecs were swollen. They were even tender. 
 
    “You come here,” she yelled back. She was in the computer room and refused to be summoned by me. 
 
    I walked into the computer room, soft and flabby and my dick encased. 
 
    “What?” She was engrossed in a report about voting habits of single mothers. 
 
    “This?” 
 
    Irritated, she turned around, and then she wasn’t irritated. She was fascinated. 
 
    “Oh, my.” She leaned towards my chest and inspected my little mounds of fat. 
 
    Little mounds, just the size of round sponges. Very soft to the touch. And the nipples actually looked a little bigger. 
 
    But that was ridiculous. Nipples growing? That couldn’t happen. 
 
    She touched one nipple with a fingernail, and it gave a tiny, little shock. 
 
    “Oh!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Did that hurt?” 
 
    “Well, no. It just surprised me. It’s very sensitive.” 
 
    She nodded, and she seemed extremely happy. “Well,” she said, “I don’t know what you’ve been doing…but it looks like you’re growing breasts.” 
 
    “What?” My voice actually came out a little shrill. Growing tits? Me? I was a man! 
 
    “Here, let me taste. That will tell me.” She leaned forward and, for the first time in our marriage, she put lips to my tips. And, ohhh, it made my knees weak. My legs began shivering. 
 
    She backed away, a smile on her face, a gleam in her eyes. “Yep. Tits. Real, live tits.” She looked up at me. “What have you been eating behind my back?” 
 
    “Nothing! I swear!” And, funny, I suddenly felt close to tears. I felt all emotional. 
 
    Melissa saw this and stood up and took me in her arms. “There, there. It’s all right.” 
 
    “Okay,” it felt so good to be held by her, to feel her flesh, to feel her actual and incredible breasts pressed against me. 
 
    She sat down, leaned back, and contemplated. 
 
    “What should I do?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I would say keep taking those vitamins and herbs and things. They’re good for you. And I can talk to some people, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But you’re going to need some support.” 
 
    “Support?” 
 
    “A training bra.” 
 
    “What? I’m not going to wear a bra!” 
 
    “Well, maybe it is a bit premature, but if they get bigger, then you don’t want a pair of big old saggers on your chest, do you?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then think about it, we’ll keep an eye on them, and if you need to you need to.” And that was it. She had laid down the law. 
 
      
 
    In the following days I began exercising. A lot. I did sit ups and push ups. I signed up for a gym, and I ran a lot. 
 
    But exercising a lot made me hungrier, so I began eating more. I began drinking two of the smoothies at each meal. And ran harder. All of which did nothing. I lost more and more muscle, got skinnier and skinnier, and the bumps on my chest grew larger. 
 
      
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “What?” She was watching a documentary on the Republican party and didn’t want to be interrupted. 
 
    But it had been a month since our last talk, and my breasts were not shrinking. In fact, they were twice the size. They were actually golf ball sized, maybe an A cup, though I’m not too sure about bra sizes. 
 
    “Look!” 
 
    She turned, and instantly lost her irritation. She smiled. “Oh, those look lovely. Come here.” 
 
    I knelt in front of her and she examined my tits. She felt the nipples, and it was good that I was kneeling. I would have fallen for the weakness in my legs. 
 
    She palpated the breasts, move her hands, and the motion became sexual. 
 
    “Here, get closer.” 
 
    I moved closer and raised up a little, and she sucked on my nipples. 
 
    Oh, it was heavenly. Her soft tongue drew out feelings of immense warmth and pleasure. 
 
    I almost lost my balance and placed my arms over her shoulders. I had never touched her like this, but now she didn’t mind. She just bent her head closer, smashed her face against my breasts and loved them. 
 
    I was becoming light headed, couldn’t breath, and then she pushed me away. 
 
    “Well,” she said, showing a bit of satisfaction. “I guess you’re going to have to wear a bra after all. 
 
      
 
    The following day Amazon delivered several bras. A couple were thick, designed to hold serious weight. I didn’t think I would need those. 
 
    A couple of them were just plain old bras, nothing fancy. And a couple of them were…fancy. Frills and flowers embroidered into them. Colorful and sexy, designed to show the nipple over the top lip. 
 
    I didn’t like the look or feel of the more utilitarian bras, so I slipped into one of the fancy ones. 
 
    Wow! I looked good. Well, they looked good. 
 
    And my body had shrunk a bit and reshaped, and I could see a potential for curves. 
 
    The potential was more plain to see when I opened a last box and took out…a corset. 
 
    What? 
 
    What the fu…? 
 
    I looked at it, then, feeling a bit naughty, nobody was home, I stepped into it and pulled it up. 
 
    Whoa! Now I had a true hourglass shape! And my boobs were pushed up and made to appear even larger. 
 
    I left it on and pranced around the house. I was a man, but I had a body that looked almost feminine. It was sexy. It was cool. And, I have to admit, it was horny. 
 
    Heck, Melissa hadn’t milked me in months. And I was getting weird feelings and feeling emotional, and this feeling, this sexy feeling of having boobs, and butt, and looking a little feminine, it was getting to me. 
 
    Melissa came home that night, and she had big news.  
 
    I did, too. I was wearing the corset under my regular clothes. I was wearing a jacket to disguise the bigger boobs. 
 
    “What?” she asked, seeing the twinkle in my eyes. 
 
    “Nothing. You tell me first.” 
 
    So she did. “I’m running for the US Senate.” 
 
    “Wow!” That was big. Real big. It was what she had been shooting for. 
 
    “The only catch…I have to prove myself.” 
 
    “Prove yourself? Haven’t you done enough?” 
 
    “I’ve got a bill, I’ve been working on it for months. It has to do with chromosomes and making a purer race, eliminating viruses. 
 
    “Wow, that’s a lot.” 
 
    “It is, but if I can pass this bill, then I can get elected to the senate, and they will give me unlimited aid in getting it passed on a wider scale. A national scale. 
 
    “That’s fantastic!” I was truly happy for her. 
 
    “So, chop chop, get out the bourbon and let’s celebrate!” 
 
    Usually she just asked for a drink for herself, and I was left to fend. That she would invite me to drink with her showed just how important all this was. 
 
    I went to the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. Boss Hog for me, Caliber for her. I brought them back and handed her one. 
 
    “So, what’s the big news you have?” 
 
    Grinning, I placed my drink on the table, then took off my shirt. 
 
    “Whoa! Wow! You’re kidding!” 
 
    She walked around me, sipping her drink, and eyeing my enhanced form. 
 
    She touched my tightly bound waist. She ran a hand over my bigger tits. Then she did something absolutely unexpected. 
 
    She came closer, moved her face closer to mine. 
 
    I was almost afraid. To have her face, those beautiful lips so close, I almost fainted. 
 
    But she stopped me by circling one arm around my waist. Then she actually kissed me! She pressed those gorgeous lips against mine, and she ground them against mine. 
 
    I grew weak, and she suddenly had to hold me up, yet she didn’t stop kissing me. 
 
    I thought I had died and gone to heaven and God was kissing me. 
 
    Then she moved her head away and said those words I dreaded to hear. 
 
    “Honey, we’ve got to have a talk.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    She poured us a couple of more drinks. She poured for us. Shock. It was always me pouring for us. 
 
    And she poured me the good stuff, not the Caliber Canadian. She poured the stuff she usually reserved for herself, the Boss Hog.  
 
    She tasted hers and said, “Hmm, doesn’t taste as good.” then she forgot about it and led me, by the dick, actually placing her hand on my cage, and we weren’t even milking me, into her computer room. 
 
    We sat, and we sipped, and she contemplated me. She had a sleepy smile of satisfaction on her face. 
 
    “What?” I finally asked? 
 
    She didn’t get irritated by my question. She simply said: “Do you remember the medical report I showed you? The one about the Xs and the Ys and how Y chromosomes weren’t really chromosomes? They were viruses?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, the big project I have been working on these last few months, it has to do with that. 
 
    I was puzzled. She explained. 
 
    “What if we could get rid of that virus?” 
 
    “The Y chromosome?” 
 
    “Yes. The fake chromosome. What if we could…delete it. Get rid of it. Return men to a more pure state.” 
 
    “I don’t see what that would do.” 
 
    She sighed. She knew I was being obtuse, but she controlled herself. “Honey, what if we could get rid of the Y chromosome in you?” 
 
    “Get rid of my maleness? Make me stop being a man?” Light dawned on me. I wasn’t happy nor sad by this epiphany, just stunned. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to learn the truth of who you really are?” 
 
    “But…I’m me! I’ve always been me!” 
 
    “You’ve always been who you thought you were.” 
 
    “But…I don’t understand.” 
 
    And I didn’t. I was befuddled. On one hand I understood what she was saying, on the other, the consequences were too far reaching for me to grasp. 
 
    “Honey? Jerry? I’ve been working with the pharmaceutical companies on this. And what you’ve been going through these last couple of months, growing breasts, it’s all coming together.” 
 
    “How? What do you mean?” 
 
    “First off, we have to simulate the female body. We have to rearrange fat, reshape the face, give you…boobs. We’ve done all that. Now it’s time for the big step.” 
 
    “What big step.” 
 
    She turned and reached into a desk drawer and pulled out a little vial. She opened the vial and poured a single, small pill into the palm of her hand. 
 
    I stared at it. 
 
    She smiled at me. It was an innocuous smile, designed not to alarm, but rather to calm. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “This is the pill that will erase the Y chromosome from your body.” 
 
    “It will?” It was small, pink, round. Looked like baby aspirin. 
 
    “You already have sufficiently high levels of estrogen. You’ve been taking medicines and herbs that support a woman’s structure. You’re even been eating like a woman. Now it’s time to go whole hog.” 
 
    “But I…what if I…” 
 
    “Shhh, honey. Listen.” She leaned close to me. We were inches apart. Her red lips were close enough to kiss, certainly close enough to enthrall. “If you take this everything will resolve. Your body will become pure, your mind will work differently. You will be superior, like a woman. You will be stronger per ounce, smarter per cranial capacity…it is the dream to end all dreams.” 
 
    Several things went through my head. Whose dreams? Hers. But…look at me…I was changing. I had tits. I had the body of a woman. I couldn’t deny it. And I knew that even if that body was shaped by her, through meds and herbs and foods, it was still my choice. 
 
    Was there something in me that wanted more? 
 
    Did I want to stop being a footstool? A second class citizen? 
 
    Did I want to be the ruling species…a woman? 
 
    I did, and my heart started to pound. But there was one thing I needed to do before I took that pill. 
 
    “I’m horny.” 
 
    “Good. You’ll be able to get all you want after you take this pill.” 
 
    “But I want something before this pill.” 
 
    She stared at me, and she knew. I could see the distaste in her eyes, but I could also see the hunger. 
 
    Here I was, the last stumbling block on her road to control, to being the senator who changed mankind, rescued it, made it into womankind. 
 
    “You don’t—“ 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But, I—“ 
 
    “Tit for tat. You give me what I want, and I’ll take all the pills you want. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I stayed silent. For once…I was going to win. I was going to get my way. 
 
    Abruptly, she stood up and took my hand and led me to the bedroom. 
 
    I followed her, my mind in a daze, my dreams coming to fruition. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and she began taking off her clothes.  
 
    I had seen her body before, many times, but I had never felt it, touched it, like a man was supposed to touch a woman. 
 
    She, on the other hand was practiced. She had not only fucked any person on her ladder to success, but she had fucked me…with her fingers, with a dildo, milking me and relieving me of my less than desirable male attitudes. 
 
    “Get undressed,” she snapped. I could feel her anger. 
 
    “Not like this.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Pretend you like it.” 
 
    “Pretend I…I always pretend. I shouldn’t have to pretend with my own husband.” 
 
    Ah, what a twisted web. I folded my arms. 
 
    “Damn,” she cursed, then she flipped. She turned her mean, irritation into calm and soothing, gentle and wanting. She pretended so well I instantly believed her. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Let’s get those pants off.” She unzipped me, unbuckled me, and pulled them down. 
 
    She was on eye level with my dick. 
 
    My dick, that I hadn’t seen outside of my cage for years. 
 
    She took the little gold key off the chain around her neck. She inserted it into the lock and turned. the lock sprung open and she pulled it out of the device. 
 
    My cock fell out, and I looked at it in dismay. “It’s smaller!” 
 
    “Oh, honey, it’s a giant. It’s going to fill me up!” 
 
    Yet the years of being caged, and especially all the estrogen pumped into my body, it was only a few inches long. Once it had been eight inches. Now it was four. 
 
    “Can I get it in you? Is it big enough to get in you?” 
 
    “Of course it is! I’ve had a lot smaller. Most guys are smaller than you. You’re a giant.” 
 
    Now she had all my clothes off, and she was working on the remainder of hers. She slipped out of her nylons, took off her garter belt, and then…those enormous, wonderful, sensational breasts were let loose. 
 
    She tossed the bra aside and I was left staring, speechless, at the grown up version of what I had. “Can I kiss them?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. They’re all yours. You can do whatever you want to them.” 
 
    I rushed to her and sucked and felt, and felt as if I had been enveloped by nirvana. And my dick grew. A sturdy…four inches. Hard as  hot dog, bendable, would I be able to thrust it into her? 
 
    She fell to her knees and sucked me. Oh, God! That sexy mouth nibbling at my balls, swallowing my dick. I was in immediately danger of coming. 
 
    “No!” I gasped. 
 
    Thwarted, she gave no sign of displeasure. She rose to her feet and kissed me, and held my balls with one hand and played with them, and stroked my cock with the other. 
 
    For a long minute we just played with each other, loving, her probably bored out of her mind, me marveling at sensations I hadn’t felt for a decade, not since college. 
 
    And I suddenly knew how much I had missed. 
 
    Yes, I loved the thrill of being chaste, the sweet torture of being nothing more than a servant, a footstool, a thing to be milked periodically and then most efficiently. 
 
    But I missed my dick. And I missed fucking. And I began to remember what I had given up. 
 
    In my quest for submission, I had…over submitted. 
 
    But, now was now, and now was my chance.  
 
    I pushed her back against the bed. She fell on her back, and frowned. I knew what the problem was. She wanted to be on top. 
 
    “I’m on top,” I stated. 
 
    I crawled between her magnificent legs and licked her juices, sucked her clitoris, and then I moved higher, and I loved her breasts, and then I was ready. My tiny dick was as big as it would get, as hard as it would get, and it was poised at the door to her feminine mystique. 
 
    I pushed, and my dick bent. 
 
    I used my hand, and it sort of squiggled away from the ultimate destination. 
 
    She used her hand, and because she was more familiar with her anatomy than I was, she inserted me. 
 
    I froze, and my mind was stilled, and I felt myself in her. The warmth of her. The way her walls clung to my dick. 
 
    I was small, four inches, but that left at least a couple of inches truly penetrating. 
 
    I stared into her eyes, watched her face. She was blinking, and her mouth was open in an O. And her eyes were stark, staring, fixated on me. 
 
    And a thousand miles away. In the land where orgasms come from. 
 
    “Okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” and it was plain she was having a hard time breathing. “I always liked the big ones, I never tried the small ones, but this…this…I’ve never felt anything that…demanded so much of me.” 
 
    “Can I move?” 
 
    For answer she ground her hips up, pressed hard against me, and…I squirted. 
 
    A couple of seconds of white hot pleasure, then I was done. My little balls, small as raisins, had emptied out. My dick instantly turned into a half sized worm and slid out. 
 
    “No! No!” she yelled, and she hugged me, and ground into me, but it was useless. It was over. And she finally just lay there and sobbed. 
 
    I got up and got dressed. 
 
      
 
    I had had sex. Real sex. With my wife. My mind was stunned, and overwhelmed. And underwhelmed. I had been too small. I had left her wanting. I was inadequate. 
 
    I went into the computer room, picked up the pink pill, and swallowed it. No more did I want to fuck her. I had not the tool, and I had not the desire. With my inadequate few droplets I had exhausted myself. Nothing of me left. 
 
    And the man in me? The Y chromosome? It was done. I was done. so there really was nothing left but the pill. 
 
      
 
    The next few weeks were interesting, to say the least. 
 
    On one hand, my wife was more solicitous to me. She kept asking me how I felt. She stopped going out on dinner dates and coming home smelling of other men’s cum. And she kept looking at me. Looks filled with desire. And I knew she wanted me to lay down with her again. My penis had proved inadequate, but she probably felt that if she tried, then maybe…maybe… 
 
    On the other hand, I was imbued with a new energy. 
 
    I didn’t feel like being a footstool. I let some chores go, and my wife actually took over in that department. I figured she was just keeping me happy while my body lost that dreadful Y chromosome. 
 
    Whatever, we began to take on a more happy existence. She was home more, starting to cook, and smiling a lot. When she wasn’t pondering me and wondering whether she could get my dick into bed. 
 
    And we began to play with my budding new sexuality. 
 
    She bought me a carload of sexy underthings. Corsets and garters, nylons and bras. Everything. 
 
    And she bought me clothes. Dresses from expensive and exclusive shops. Skirts and blouses. Scarves and hats and everything that I had seen on a woman, but had never imagined myself as wearing. 
 
    And shoes. Oh, God! High heels! Boots that went up to the thigh, sandals, Mary Janes. And…more high heels. 
 
    My body changed, and my dick shrunk even more. My balls drew up, and sometimes it felt like I could feel things inside my groin. Weird things, the shifting of things male into things female. Testicles becoming ovaries. And the dick getting smaller, actually starting to invert. The slit widening and sinking in and…becoming a pussy? 
 
    And now Melissa looked truly discouraged. As my dick shrank into virtual non-existence, whatever plans she had for taking me to bed disappeared. 
 
    I began to be happy. There was something in her that was starting to be sad. 
 
    She signed me up for a class in make up. I learned about blush and foundation, eyeshadow and lips. I learned how to do my own nails, and I kept them long and red and sharp. I felt like a predator. I had never felt like that as a man, but now…now I felt like a shark, and people were…hors d’oeuvres. 
 
      
 
    I will always remember the day I was announced to the public. 
 
    The man who would be woman. The man who WAS a woman. 
 
    My dick had turned into a vagina, I had tits bigger than my wife’s. And I dressed classy and wore make up like I had been wearing it all my life. 
 
    We announced me in San Francisco. We figured that the trans community would offer the most support, and we were right. 
 
    Person after person came up to me, hugged me, and wistfully asked what they could do to look like me. 
 
    “Vote for my wife,” I suggested. 
 
    From San Francisco to Los Angeles. Another huge community that fell in love with me, promised to back me up. And the polls were looking good. 
 
    And I found that men were attracted to me. They sought out my company. While my wife was speaking on the podium, I would be talking to an endless line of men. Men who wanted to touch me, see me, hug me. And feel my breasts. And kiss me. 
 
    But I didn’t want to be hugged and kissed. I wanted to be a predator. I wanted to be like my wife, strong and powerful, a mover and a shaker, changing the world. 
 
    My days of being a footstool were over. 
 
      
 
    The public was confused by the idea of a Y Chromosome being excess, and not needed. While the gays and trans and all those people embraced the idea, an explanation for whatever condition they might consider themselves in, the straights held on to their X and Y notion. Arguments burst out in forums, TV talking heads blurted ill conceived ideas at all hours of the day. 
 
    I didn’t care about all that. I was in love with the new me.  
 
    I was no longer a weak male, hoping to impress a strong female. Now I was a strong female, and males, with their pre-occupation with sex, were the weaker of the species. 
 
    Poor, Y diseased males. 
 
      
 
    Melissa was nominated for the US Senate. 
 
    Oh, we celebrated. We drank champagne. We danced. We partied. And something bad happened. Bad in Melissas eyes. Good in mine. 
 
    She was speaking, enthralling the crowd with her tales of a female led Utopia. Of males that were finally cured of being male. 
 
    I was behind her, standing in the wings, loving all the power oozing through the auditorium. 
 
    “Pardon me.” 
 
    “Yes?” I turned to find a short man with a bushy mustache and a round face. 
 
    “My name is Oscar Brown. I represent Hegemony Software.” 
 
    I had heard Melissa speak of this company. They were in charge of election software, and it was said that if you hired Hegemony…you got elected. 
 
    Well, of course. He who controls the computers controls the votes. 
 
    “How lovely to meet you, Mr. Brown.” 
 
    “Please, Oscar.” 
 
    “Oscar then. Did you come to hear Melissa speak?” 
 
    A far away came into his eyes. He nodded. “Yes. She seems to be a little busy.” 
 
    “Well, what can I do? Is there some message that I can relay to her?” 
 
    He smiled wanly. “No…no. I just…no.” 
 
    I linked my arm into his and walked him deeper into the wings, back where there were no people, where sound wouldn’t drift to the stage. 
 
    The truth was, I knew what Oscar Brown wanted. He wanted a little love. Or, maybe a lot of love. I had overheard people talking, I had even heard Melissa, on the phone once, describe what she had had to give this man to get elected to the state senate.  
 
    Money…and something else. 
 
    And it was obvious, seeing the glint in his eyes, seeing the bulge in his pants, what he was here for. 
 
    “What do you want, Oscar?” I asked. “Melissa and I talk over everything. I know what she knows. So tell me what you want.” 
 
    He stared at me then. “I think you know what I want.” 
 
    I touched his pants then. I felt his cock, hard and throbbing. 
 
    I had never touched a man’s cock before. But I had dreamt of it. 
 
    Oh, I wasn’t a pervert, or anything like that, I was just emptied of the Y chromosome. I didn’t have male inhibitions or impulses running my life. I was free to be me, and I was a woman. 
 
    “Perhaps I could stand in for Melissa.” 
 
    His eyes were calculating. I had an allure to him. I was the first man to become a pure woman. Which meant that I was a virgin. Which made him drool and salivate all the harder. 
 
    “Perhaps you could.” 
 
    I unzipped his trouser and pulled out the snake. It wasn't a bad size. I say that now, after having done a lot of fucking, and finding out that most politicians are usually pretty darned under-sized. 
 
    So he was adequate, and I stroked him. And I reached into his pants and fondled his testicles. 
 
    He gasped, and he moved forward. 
 
    He was shorter than me, but that was fine. I was the alpha dog here, no matter what he thought, and I took him in my arms and turned so that he bent back, and I kissed him. 
 
    On one hand, yuck. Mustaches. I made a note to avoid mustaches from here on out. 
 
    On the other hand, I could taste him. Women have better sensory apparatuses than men. They can define smells and colors and sounds better. 
 
    I could taste the odor of him. I could smell everything about him, from when he had last washed his clothes to what he had eaten for dinner last night. It was a delicious odor, and I marveled that Melissa had seemed not to like it. 
 
    What was not to like? He tasted like a man, like a Y chromosome, and I devoured that scent hungrily. 
 
    He grabbed my boobs. He wasn’t a polished man, but that was okay. Hamburger can be every bit as delicious as steak. 
 
    But I wondered if he would ever take the pill himself. 
 
    “Oscar?” 
 
    “Mmmm,” he was on his knees now. My dress was up and I was wearing no panties, so you can guess what he was nibbling. 
 
    “Would you ever consider taking the pill?” 
 
    He smiled up at me, and told me something that shocked me. 
 
    “What lose my Y chromosome? Not on your life.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Do you actually believe all that hooey about the Y chromosome being a bizarre mutation, a virus, a disease?” 
 
    “Well, I never actually thought about it.” 
 
    “Hegemony represents the pharmaceutical companies. We know the truth. 
 
    “And the truth is?” 
 
    “The Y chromosome is entirely natural It is valid, and it makes men men.” 
 
    “But why is it being touted as a disease?” 
 
    He shrugged, wanted to go back to eating me out. 
 
    I leaned down and grabbed his dick and lifted him to his feet. 
 
    “Yikes!” he yelped. 
 
    I leaned into his face. I said the one thing that women have said from time immemorial and which enables them to rule the world. “If you want to get off you’re going to have to tell me why.” 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” Then: “Money. If we make men into women that doubles the value of stock in cosmetics, in female clothes, in everything that a woman buys. More soap. More douche. More baby products.” 
 
    “More baby products? Can I get pregnant?” I had never thought of such a thing. 
 
    He shrugged. “Don’t know. Doesn’t matter. When we have a war we sell more baby products. People make more babies. With so many men turning into women it will almost be like a war. There will be more people who make babies. That’s just the way the human race rolls. Now, about my dick.” 
 
    I was blasted. I had trouble thinking. Yet it all made so much sense. 
 
    I asked, “But what if too many men change into women? What’ll happen then?” 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “We’ll release the pill that makes women into men.” 
 
    I was double blasted All capability for thought had left me. 
 
    He said, “Now, about my dick?” 
 
    So I stroked him, and decided to leave off fucking him and wait for somebody I really respected. As for him, when he started to cum I punched him in the face. And I had enough male musculature left, and he was such a wimpy asshole, I knocked him out and down. 
 
    He lay there in the gloom, his pecked stiff and rigid and squirting, even though he was unconscious. 
 
      
 
    I went back to the curtains where I had been standing before. I watched as Melissa ended her speech. 
 
    “When all men are women, then we will be finally be a truly equal society. Women will be free from the bizarre predations of men. No more rape, crime will become a thing of the past, and we will finally get along, like a true family should. Thank you.” 
 
    Cheers followed her off stage. She came to me and hugged me, and she stepped back, held me at arms length, and examined me. Her eyes were shocked, and I knew what her superior sense of smell could detect. 
 
    I had a bit of cum on my hands from Oscar. It was pungent and aromatic, and a smell that she wasn’t fond of. 
 
    I liked it. But then I had been a man, and I had fond memories of pleasant orgasms topped off with a heaping helping of sperm. 
 
    She didn’t. 
 
    She associated sperm with being forced to do something with somebody who smelled bad. 
 
    My opinion? Tough luck, sister. Or wife. It was a changing world. 
 
      
 
    We went home, got undressed, and had a fight. Funny, I would have thought she would initiate a fight while she was dressed. Then, on later reflection, I realized that that was the way she worked. That was the way she had done me when I was a man. Get undressed, and while my lower head was doing all the thinking, have her way with me. 
 
    “How could you do that with somebody like Oscar Brown?” She snapped. 
 
    “You did. Why can’t I?” 
 
    “That’s different.” 
 
    And I finally blew my top and laid down the law. “It is not different, furthermore, how dare you stand in my way.” 
 
    “Your way?” 
 
    “My way. My way happens to be helping you achieve your goals. And if I have to suck a dick, or fuck some asshole, then so be it. And don’t you ever try to ruin my life with your cheap, male standards.” 
 
    “Male standards?” She was made dizzy trying to understand what I was saying. And it wasn’t helping that I had stepped forward and grabbed her pussy. In fact, while I railed at her my hand grabbed her whole mons. My middle finger was in her hole, just the tip, but that was enough, and my hand squeezed her pudendum viciously. 
 
    She grew weak at the knees, grasped my wrist with her hands, but it was no use. I had her in my power. 
 
    “Please…please…” she gasped. 
 
    “Please Please what?” 
 
    But I was grinning. My finger was slowly sinking deeper as I squeezed harder. I was up to the second knuckle, and I manage to wiggle it a bit. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    Then I kissed her. I held her pud like a bowling ball and I mashed my lips into her. I kissed her ruthlessly, savagely, and I took her senses away from her. 
 
    She groaned, and I grabbed her tits. I dug my nails into them, and her knees gave out. She collapsed, and I went with her. She lay on the floor, gasping for breath, trying to free herself from my talons. 
 
    I kissed her some more, literally chewing on her mouth, sticking my tongue far in, occupying her mind with my mean-ness.  
 
    I let go of her genitalia and gripped her breasts with both hands. God, she was hot. She was now moaning, her pussy was so wet I could smell it. She pressed her hips up at me. 
 
    I put my hand down between her legs and shoved in three fingers. 
 
    “GAH!” she rolled her head back, not able to comprehend the terrific pleasure I was assaulting her with. 
 
    I began pushing my hand in and out. I could feel my knuckles moving against the ridge of muscles that surrounded her pussy. 
 
    I had lost a lot of male strength, but I still had a little, and I kept her down and kept jamming my fingers into her. 
 
    Not that she wanted to get up. She was in heaven. Gasping, drooling, thrusting her hips up against my fingers. 
 
    And then, she got so juicy, so moist, so desirous, my hand slipped inside her. 
 
    She froze, opened her eyes, and stared at me. 
 
    I made a fist inside her, I began ramming it in and out. She became like a rag doll, moaning and crying, holding onto my wrist with both hands, but trying to help me fuck her, not trying to stop me. 
 
    Then she started stuttering, talking almost as if in tongues. “Gaba daba wah wah.” A chant, a moan, a prayer to some god of fuk from some lost age. 
 
    I used all my power, I rubbed my wrist against her clit, and she snapped her head back, her eyes rolled back, and she arched. 
 
    “AHHHHHHHHH!” Almost a scream. 
 
    Then she was hunching, trying to fold up like a fetus around my fist. She gave a few spasms, closed her eyes, and just lay there. 
 
    I undid my fist and slowly pulled it out. 
 
    She lay, her eyes half open now, and an expression of pure wonder in them. 
 
    I placed my hand to her nose. “Smell this?” 
 
    She did, and she nodded, too weak to do anything else. 
 
    “That’s the smell of you, and guess who owns you?” 
 
    “You do,” and she sighed, finally and totally happy. 
 
      
 
    This was what she had needed for our entire marriage, and I had had to become a woman to give it to her. 
 
    I licked her juices off my hand, then went into the bathroom. I needed a shower. 
 
      
 
    Melissa took the election by a narrow margin. She was the person who introduced the solution to the Y chromosome to the world. She was a US Senator, and she would spearhead programs to sell the ‘Y pill,’ as it came to be called, to all the countries of the world. She had truly changed the world. 
 
    And, I can say…I helped. In fact, my contribution was just as valuable as hers, if not more so. 
 
    The interesting thing is that people say she didn’t win. They held that because she had used Hegemony software, and because Hegemony was rumored to cause votes to flip, she really hadn’t won the election. 
 
    But she did. And it is a simple matter of mathematics to prove it. There are 161.1 million men in the United States. There are 166.7 million women. 
 
    And there you go. 
 
    END

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: 1Ozcov kindle.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We Made Him Our Fem Boy 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Us ladies were sitting around the pool, sipping margaritas, collecting sun rays, living the life, and bored out of our minds. 
 
    Hey, we were Malibu sluts. Hot wives of the beach. We all had rich husbands, our children were gone, and all we had was each other. Drinking every day, talking about bus boys we’d boffed. And Janey, she’s the one with the big boobs, not that we all didn’t have big boobs, says, “I wish we had a slave.” 
 
    Now, this would have gone relatively unnoticed, we were all half sloshed, but she happened to be looking at Jason. Jason was walking around the pool, skimming, earning his college money, and he was a golden boy. 
 
    He could have been a model with that cute face, that fine, tanned skin that looked like it had been cooked in Hawaii, those long, long curly locks. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t enough, he had a sizable package in his speedos. 
 
    So Marcy tilts her sunglasses up so she can get a better look, and says, “Wrong sex.” 
 
    Okay, so Marcy likes a little Lesbian action. That never seemed to bother Brad, her hubbie. In fact, he encouraged it, as long as she occasionally included him in one of her little parties. 
 
    And I, licking salt off my hand, squeezing a lemon into my mouth, said, “Best of both worlds.” 
 
    That was the ignition point. That’s where it all started. That’s what touched off our summer of lust, a summer that would leave us all happy and changed. 
 
    “What on earth do you mean?” asked Marcy. 
 
    “Yes, what do you mean?” And they both looked at me. 
 
    Tell the truth, I hadn’t meant anything. I was just drunk and talking, but now that they had called me on my stupid remark, I had to back it up. 
 
    I said, “Well, if he had a pair of tits, you, Janey, could have your boffing. And you, Marcy, could have your Lesbian lover. 
 
    “And what would you have,” asked Marcy. 
 
    “Fun,” and we all giggled. 
 
    Across the pool Jason put the skimmer aside. He was close to leaving. So I called him over. “Jason? Dear? Could you come answer a question for us?” 
 
    Jason cheerfully put aside what he was doing and came around to us. As he sauntered we studied him a bit more, and closely. 
 
    Five foot six. Hair long enough to perm. Slender. No hips nor boobs. A face that was somewhat triangular, but with good lips. Not overly full, but expressive. Wonderful for a pout or a kiss. 
 
    Up close his eyes were a rich blue. He didn’t have much in the way of lashes, well, he did, but they were soft and silent and light colored. They could be highlighted, or even faked. 
 
    And as I dissected potentials, I knew the other girls were, too. Each of us, in our own way, was taking him apart, estimating what could be done, and wondering, wondering, wondering. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “Just stand there for a minute, will you?” 
 
    We scrutinized more, and Janey said, “We could inject fat into his hips.” 
 
    Marcy commented: “A boob job would be easy. Reversible. Say good for thee months.” 
 
    “Do you think Thomas would do that?” I asked. 
 
    “He would love to do that, if he ever wanted to taste my delicious pussy again,” we all chuckled. Thomas was Marcy’s husband, and he was considered a miracle man with a blade. He had operated on the rich and famous, and nobody could tell that boobs weren’t entirely natural when he was done augmenting them. And he could augment big. 
 
    “I say, double Ds. No. Jason? What is your chest size?” 
 
    Jason was curious, but here were three ladies in bikinis talking over him like he was a piece of meat, and what strapping young lad doesn’t want to be a piece of meat, eh?” 
 
    “I think I’m a 38.” 
 
    “Hmm. He looks bigger. But…not double Ds.  
 
    “Es? Fs? Larger?” 
 
    “I think we better let Thomas measure him and just give us the biggest he can.” 
 
    “If I could ask?” Jason tilted his head in curiosity. 
 
    “Slaves don’t ask, sweetheart,” I responded. 
 
    The girls giggled, but the really neat thing was that Jason merely said, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am? To being called a slave? Oh, this boy was ripe. And we had to do the plucking. Of his eyebrows. And get rid of his body hair. And…boobs?” 
 
    “Jason. How much will you make this summer cleaning pools?” 
 
    “If I’m lucky, with overtime, probably $6,000. But that’s a lot of overtime.” 
 
    “And how much is your college tuition. You are still going to college, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. It’ll be about $25,000. With books. And an apartment.” 
 
    I said, in a very knowing way, “That’s if you don’t live out of your car.” 
 
    Silence. He was embarrassed. Good. I liked easily embarrassed boys. 
 
    I said, “Well, Jason. On the table next to the front door is my checkbook. Be a dear and go get it for me.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    He left, went through the sliding doors, and the house being large, we had a minute before he would come back. 
 
    “Are we going to do this?” asked Janey? 
 
    “I’m in,” said Marcy. 
 
    “We should probably talk to our husbands,” I commented. 
 
    Then we all giggled. Like they would care. They only cared enough to get the occasional piece of ass. Ours or somebody else’s. Didn’t matter. And the idea of going a little crazy and doing something forbidden and nasty and really delicious would appeal to them. Greatly. 
 
    Jason returned. He handed me my checkbook. 
 
    I unfolded the book, extracted the pen from the inner fold, and scribbled out a check. I didn’t sign it, and I handed it to Jason. 
 
    He looked at it, and his eyes widened. 
 
    It read: 
 
      
 
    Pay to the order of Jason Hoffman… 
 
    …the sum of $50,000. 
 
      
 
    “I would assume that would cover your next year, including an apartment, maybe even a few other things.” 
 
    “Uh, yes, ma’am.” He was stuttering slightly. He really didn’t know what to think. 
 
    “But, unfortunately, silly me, I forgot to sign it.” 
 
    Jason stared at me. At all of us. He was puzzled. And the shoe was about to drop. 
 
    “Would you like me to sign that check, Jason?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah, I mean…” 
 
    His future was in his hands. A silly slip of paper with a 5 and four zeroes on it. A whole year of college. He could just study and not worry about being on time at some stupid pizza parlor, or whatever. 
 
    “Girls?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” Marcy smiled wanly. “I mean, he does a bang up job cleaning the pool, but what has he done for you personally?” 
 
    “For us?” added Janey. 
 
    I looked at Jason. “Yes. What have you done for us lately?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I don’t know.” He was terribly confused. Poor boy. So I unconfused him. 
 
    “Jason, at the end of this summer I will sign that check, but you must spend the summer doing our bidding.” 
 
    “Your…bidding?” His eyebrows screwed up a bit. “What does that mean?” I think he was starting to remember bits and pieces of our previous conversation. 
 
    “Well, Janey wants a boy toy. Marcy wants a lesbian lover. And I…girls just want to have fu-un,” I squeezed a bit of the old Cyndi Lauper song out. 
 
    “What my big titted friend is saying, Jason dear, is that we want a slave. You will immediately quit your job, tell your boss to pick up his cleaning tools, and become our live in slave.” 
 
    “”Then,” Marcy took over, “We will take you down to my husband’s office. He is a plastic surgeon, and he will give you the biggest tits your frail, little body is capable of holding.” 
 
    “And then,” I finished, “You will spend a summer being our own, personal, little blow up doll. A slave. Sucking as we see fit. Fucking to our whim. Living a life devoted to the sole proposition that we three girls should be entirely and totally happy. What say you, Jason, dear?” 
 
    His mouth was now open. He had a good set of teeth, his tongue looked long enough, we had chosen well. “Well, uh…you mean I have to have…have…tits?” It sort of exploded out of him. 
 
    “Oh, we can remove them at the end of the summer, should you wish. Who knows, Jason, dear, you might grow to like them.” 
 
    He stood, stunned, l like a ram that had just tried to head butt an oncoming tank. Dazed. Not sure what the heck was going on. 
 
    In his mind it was obvious what was going on. 
 
    Go to school. No financial problems. 
 
    And have a set of tits, and do whatever else we three little sluts could figure out. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “And you can remove them?” 
 
    “Certainly. My husband won’t leave even a red mark to show they’re passing.” Marcy sounded so haughty. She was really liking this slave idea, and it hadn’t even started yet. 
 
    “Jason,” I said pointedly. My cell phone is on the same table as my wallet was. Go to the table, return with the cell phone, now.” 
 
    A glazed look in his eyes, he stumbled past the lounge chairs and entered the house again. 
 
    For a minute we giggled, finished our drinks, and contemplated our plot. 
 
    Oh. It was a good plot. We be good. 
 
    Jason returned. He handed the phone to me. I touched the pool service number. 
 
    “Hello, Henry’s Pool Service?” 
 
    Blah, blah. 
 
    “Yes. I’m calling for Jason Hoffman. He quits. And I would like you to come get your truck and all your pool cleaning doo dads.” 
 
    Blah, blah. 
 
    “Yes, you may continue cleaning our pool. Regular time. Thank you.” I hung up the phone. 
 
    Jason had the most delicious expression on his face. He was a smart lad, but his mouth was so open flies could have held a convention in it. His eyes were so dumbstruck he could have been a special needs person.  
 
    I put the phone down. 
 
    “Jason. Take those silly Speedos off.” 
 
    For a moment it looked like he couldn’t figure out the command. He lifted his hands to his waist band, he hesitated, it looked like his hands didn’t know what to do, then he hooked his thumbs in his swim suit and pulled them down. 
 
    We girls cheered, and lifted our Margarita glasses to toast him, and noticed that we were dry. 
 
    “Jason, do you know how to make a Margarita?” Janey asked. 
 
    “Uh, yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Well stop saying ‘uh,’ it sounds stupid and is unprofessional, and go make us three Margaritas. Make it four. We will allow you a toast to celebrate your enslavement.” 
 
    He started walking slowly, as if he couldn’t figure out what his legs were supposed to do, but he picked up speed. While he tended to our drinks Marcy called her husband. 
 
    “Tom? I have a boy here, and I would like you to give him the biggest set of tits possible. “ 
 
    Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    “You certainly will.” And her voice grew cold. Then she smiled. She was a pixiesh, little thing, a bob and red lips, and, of course, the biggest tits that money could buy. Not that she had had to pay anything. 
 
    “We will bring him by this afternoon. Time is of the essence. Now, stroke yourself and await my pleasure.” 
 
    Janey and I tittered over that last sentence, and Marcy hung up. 
 
    “Drinky poo…and a titty do.” She lifted her empty glass then. She was looking a bit glazed herself. 
 
    A couple of minutes later Jason came out with a tray with four Margaritas on it. And several slices of lemon. And a salt shaker. 
 
    And a hard on. 
 
    It was big, every big as it had looked in his Speedos, and erect, and the head was purple, and a little drop of pre-cum glistened in the slit. 
 
    Janey touched his cock appreciatively, smiled at him, and then we began our toast. 
 
    We each took a glass, douched our hands with salt, and held slices of lemon. 
 
    “I said, “Yes!” 
 
    Marcy said, “A big summer with bigger titties.” 
 
    Janey said, “Oh, fuck me stupid!” 
 
    Jason said, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    And we drank. And drained. And the fun was begun. 
 
      
 
    We had Jason drive. He had had only one drink, and the rest of us had had three. Or four. Or five. I forget. 
 
    We pulled into the garage under Thomas’s medical building. Yes, his building. He didn’t just work there, he owned the building. We parked in the reserved slot next to the elevator, and we all got out. 
 
    We girls were laughing and giggling, pinching each other’s bottoms and breasts and laughing some more. Jason walked behind us, moving forward to press an elevator button or open a door. The expression on his face was priceless. Stunned by the speed at which life changes. Happy that he was now rich enough to go to college. Shocked that he was about to gain a pair of world class tits. 
 
    And, yes, they would be world class. 
 
    What was sweeter was that We girls were still in our bikinis, and he was naked. 
 
    We didn’t have to walk through the lobby, which was good, Jason looked like he wouldn’t have made it. The poor dear was embarrassed. 
 
    Instead, we zipped up in the elevator, and when an elderly woman stepped onto the elevator from the lobby we all covered our mouths and stifled our giggles. 
 
    She looked at us. She looked at Jason, who had now turned a brilliant red. His whole body. Then she simply pressed a button and faced the doors. 
 
    The elevator moved up. Every once in a while one of us girls would snort out a chortle, but, other than that, it was a peaceful ride. 
 
    The Lady got off on the fifth floor, didn’t even look at us, and we continued on to the sixth. The top. We exited the elevator walked down a short hallway and into Marcy’s husband’s suite. 
 
    Thomas Hawkins. DD, PFG, blah blah blah…or whatever the silly letters on the door read. 
 
    The door closed and the nurse, a young woman with the finest tits money can buy on her chest, a gift from her lover, who happened to be Thomas. And that was funny. When Thomas had told Marcy he was giving the nurse big boobs he had explained it away by saying, “It’s advertising, dear. Would you go into a restaurant where the chef wouldn’t eat his own food?” 
 
    She had tilted an eye at him and quipped, “It looks like you’ve been doing a lot of eating.” 
 
    We walked through the door into the back offices like we owned the place and marched down a long hallway to Thomas’s office. The nurse moved ahead of us and made sure there were enough chairs. We sat, except for Jason, who we told to stand. 
 
    “Slaves don’t sit in the presence of Masters,” I explained. 
 
    “Mistresses,” correct Janey. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Marcy: “She’s right. I think.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t care. As long as that delicious dick is standing at attention that’s all I care about. 
 
    We giggled. 
 
    Thomas entered the office in a most breezy fashion. 
 
    “Hi, girls. This is the man you’d like to have outfitted?” He pulled out a tape measure and a marker and began sizing Jason up. 
 
    “Uh huh. Yep. We can go triple D. I can go larger, but support is going to be a problem. Yes. I recommend triple D. It will look plenty big on him.” He turned to the nurse. “Get Room 3 ready. Let’s use those new Johnson implants. Have some F sizes ready, I’ll want to double check it all with an eyeball.” 
 
    Back to Jason, more measuring, drawing circles around his pecs. “I’ll squirt in some plumper for the nipples. They’ll he hard at first, but when they soften up we can replump him. I assume you want his nipples big and standing up? Say, nice dick, young man. Sometimes I get working and I don’t notice the obvious. You must get a lot of use. Do you have a girl friend?” 
 
    Thomas was just talking to talk, but we girls looked at each other when Jason answered, “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Huh! Well, she’ll be jealous, that’s for sure. Are you—“ 
 
    “Jason?” I interrupted. “Tell us about your girlfriend.” 
 
    “She’s home. All summer. I’ll see her again when I go to school.” 
 
    We all relaxed, and Thomas said, “Okay, Jason. Let’s grow you a pair,” and he walked the young man out of the office. 
 
     
 
    We girls went out for a lunch, and a few drinks, and staggered back in a couple of hours later. Jason was waiting for us in the back office. The nurse had given him a gown, and he sat and looked down at his chest. 
 
    Oh, baby, he was truly magnificent. Big, more than triple Ds. Double Fs, probably. Heck, it could have even been more. 
 
    And, extra bonus, they had shaved his chest. 
 
    Marcy, Janey and I gathered around him and hefted his boobs and marveled. 
 
    “Oh, Jason. You are the one!” 
 
    “Oh, I can’t wait to suck on these puppies.” 
 
    And I said, “Next stop, bra store.” 
 
    So we went down to Jenette Bras down on Santa Monica. Jenette is a world class gal, with world class bosoms, and she deals with world class breasts. We were in good hands. Or, perhaps I should say that Jason’s tits were in good hands. Heh. 
 
    Jason got measured, handled, fitted, and we walked out with a dozen boxes of slinky, kinky sexy undergarments. Garments big enough to fit him, slender enough to slim him, and gentle enough to satisfy our desire for soft, flimsy touchie feelie. 
 
    We went home, still in the convertible, and still with Jason naked. We had lost that stupid hospital gown somewhere along the way, and Jason sat in the back seat in all his glory. 
 
    Oh, the honks. And from not just men, but from women. There is something about seeing a big set of boobs on a man that wakes up a gal, you know? 
 
    And, home. And the fun started. 
 
    First off, we manned the computer and began ordering al-l-l sorts of high heels. Every slave has just GOT to have a good set of calves, and what better way to enhance the calves than a good set of heels. 
 
    And, while we sorted through the internet, Jason was kept busy. We downloaded all sorts of manuals on how to be a slave and a femme. 
 
    The Single Man’s Guide to Sissification. How to become a Sissy by Heidi Kessler. 
 
    Books by Kitty Williams. 
 
    Claudia Varrin, Mistress Lorlei, Georgia Ivey Greene, Susana Raso, Elizabeth Cramer, Elise Sutton, Lucy Fairborne and on and on and on. 
 
    Books like ‘Lessons in Service,. ‘Owning and Training a Male Slave,’ ‘Screw the Roses-Send me the Thorns,’ and on and on and on. 
 
    Jason sat on a Queen Anne, the most uncomfortable chair in the house, and his eyes were focused and his brows down as he examined the contents of these wonderful authors and books. 
 
    How to be whipped. How to handle chastity. How to serve tea. Everything a slave could want, from zen to Zorro. 
 
    And, his education was interrupted every once in a while by a demand. 
 
    “I need bourbon and whiskey.” That Marcy. She liked a manly drink. But, then, she liked to be a man to a woman every once in a while. 
 
    “I need tequila.” That was me. I liked the loopy feeling good tequila brought. 
 
    “Suck my pussy.” 
 
    Marcy and I stared at Janey. Then we giggled. We had been so intent on doing what we were doing we had neglected to take advantage of our bargain. 
 
    Janey swiveled around and Jason knelt between her legs. His face was lightly red, he wasn’t used to public sex, but that was okay. He would get a lot worse before we were done with him. 
 
    He gripped her thighs with his hands and bent his head into her depths. He sucked. He slurped and snorted. He made a mess. 
 
    Well, Janey was dripping. Copiously. She was so wet that if she had closed her legs his head would have squirted out. 
 
    Marcy and I watched for a moment. We sipped our drinks and offered advice. 
 
    “Don’t forget to nibble that clit. Use your tongue and suck at the same time.” 
 
    Jason did, and Janey groaned and gave us a weak thumbs up. 
 
    “If you don’t bring her to two orgasms we’re going to stretch your tongue.” 
 
    “Unh mmm!” Jason responded, and he pushed his head harder into her pussy. 
 
    “AHHH!” Janey had her first one. She shuddered and reached up and grabbed her breasts and fondled herself. Then she realized that she had her bikini top on and she loosened it. Her mighty fine titties fell out and she sighed.  
 
    “You know,” I said, “There’s something wrong with this picture.” 
 
    Marcy said, “There’s a lot wrong, but what specifically did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Look at his hands”.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I see what you mean.” 
 
    We jumped up and each grabbed one of his hands and lifted him away from Janey’s pussy. 
 
    “Hey! I was almost there!” 
 
    “And now you’re not,” I tossed over my shoulder. “La la.” 
 
    We pulled Jason up the stairs and to my bedroom. Janey followed us, frustrated, rubbing her pussy with one hand as she walked. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and paused. In the hall we heard, “Oh…yeah. Hunh! Hunh! Yes!” 
 
    Marcy and I giggled, then plopped Jason down in the chair at my make up station. 
 
    “Nails first?” 
 
    “You betcha. If Miss Juicy Cunt out there ever gets her fist out of her pussy she can work on Jason’s face.” 
 
    “I heard that!” Janey staggered into the room. She was flushed and breathing hard. She had had a good orgasm. 
 
    We put Jason’s hands on the table and told him to spread his fingers. 
 
    “I say bright red. Maybe a touch dark, but shiny. Very sexy.” 
 
    “I agree,” I nodded, examining his little pink nails. “Long square? Coffin?” 
 
    “Oh, shucks. Let’s giver her some talons. I say stiletto.” 
 
    “That will be too tough for her to do dishes. Let’s do that next week, when she’s figured out how not to crack and chip.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “I say Almonds. Long almonds, super glue and some real hard shellac to fix them.” 
 
    “Done. Let’s rock.” 
 
    The shape of Jason’s nails having been decided, we bent our head to the task. We began filing and sanding and shaping his real nails, and preparing them for some extra length and strength. 
 
    “Let me do his face,” Janey moved in. Working around Marcy and I, she began cleaning his face, moisturizing his skin, and explaining to him that he was going to have to learn to do all this stuff himself. 
 
    We fixed long almond shaped nails to his hands, and they fit perfectly. The length of his fingers, the shape of his hand, they looked quite natural. Just like a real woman’s. 
 
    We painted his fingernails with dark red, but very shiny, polish. Three coats, stroking down from the cuticle. Waiting between coats, sipping some alcohol, turning on the music, Sade, and watching the expression on Jason’s slowly evolving face. 
 
    When I first looked at him he was male. 
 
    A few minutes later I looked up and he was not quite male. His skin was a different color, and male shadows had been erased and female shadows had been enhanced. 
 
    A few minutes later Janey was applying eye shadow. Beige, to match his skin color.  
 
    “Will that match her red nails?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s a crap shoot. But I can redo if it doesn’t. 
 
    Finally, the red color on and shiny, Marcy and I started putting on shellac. Shellac is a hard finish. Shows the color, enhances the color, but makes the nails harder than, well, nails. Real nails that you pound in with a hammer. 
 
    I looked at Jason. His eyes were shadowed, very delicate and beautiful, and Janey was applying false eyelashes. Oh, he looked delicious. 
 
    I said to him, “If you break these nails we’re going to spank your penis.” 
 
    His eyes shifted towards me. Oh, he was something else. In love, terrified, astounded. 
 
    “Do you hear me?” 
 
    “Yes, ma—“ 
 
    “Hold still while I put this plumper on your lips.” 
 
    Marcy: “I don’t think he heard you.” 
 
    “Uh, uh,” Jason tried, while trying not to use his mouth. 
 
    I slapped his penis. 
 
    “Oh!” yet he tried not to move his lips, even as his eyes went wide. 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    “Oh, Jason, baby,” said Janey. “I’m going to eat you all the way up.” 
 
    “Uh.” 
 
    His dick was throbbing, bobbing, dripping a little stream of pre-cum. 
 
    “You know,” I mused, “It’s a shame there isn’t some medicine, or herb or something, that would cause his dick to dribble all the time.” 
 
    “Probably is, but I don’t know what it could be.” 
 
    Marcy: “I’ll ask Thomas, but, really, all we have to do is stop him from cuming.” 
 
    “What do you say, Jason? Would you like to stop cuming for the summer?” 
 
    Janey was waiting for the plumper to do it’s job. We could see his lips very slowly swelling. God, they were sexy.  
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t like to…” 
 
    Janey interrupted, “And I wouldn’t like to stop cuming. The whole reason we have him is to live out our fantasies, to have the perfect slave, a man, or woman, to wait on us hand and foot. And that includes plenty of big Os.” 
 
    “Just because he doesn’t cum doesn’t mean you don’t get to cum.” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “There are pills and ointments and all sorts of stuff to delay a man from ejaculating. We can load him up with those. Make him wear a half a dozen rubbers. Turn him into a walking, talking dildo.” 
 
    Marcy giggled. “Aren’t all men?” 
 
    So we considered. And we thought. And Janey went to work on his lips. 
 
    “I’m using a new stain for his lips. It won’t be as bright, but it will last longer, and we can always touch it up with a little lipstick or gloss. Probably the gloss will be enough, and there are some long lasting products in that realm.” 
 
    We watched as she stained his lips. Jason’s eyes were pointed down, as if he could see his own lips, and his dick was really throbbing now. I reached into his lap and stroked it. As the color came out on his lips I asked, “What do you think, Fem Boy, are you willing to give up orgasms for the summer?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but he moved his eyes so he was looking at me. Such a terrible look of frustration and objection I had never seen. And, of course, that made up my mind. 
 
    “Marcy. You talk to Thomas. Janey and I will do some net research. Fem boy is about to become incapable of orgasm.” 
 
    Janey smiled and finished his lips, and Marcy and I high fived. Then Janey stood back. 
 
    “Stand up, Fem Boy.” 
 
    Jason stood up, and we were struck by the changes in him. 
 
    He had breasts. He still had male hips, but him being slender they were’t too angular. Just a little slim. We could corset his waist. That would help. 
 
    His nails were awesome red. His face was a picture of feminine perfection. 
 
    His hair was a mess. But that was a very small problem. We would take care of that next. And we would paint his toe nails. 
 
    But he was perfect. He looked so feminine any horny man would mistake him. And even unhorny men would take a second glance. 
 
    He was a turn on. 
 
    And not just for men. As we stared at him we all licked our lips. He must have felt like a cat at a coyote convention. And that was just the way we wanted him. 
 
    “All right, ladies. We have ourselves a slave boy. Or, I like your word, Fem Boy. That’s your knew name, Jason. Fem Boy. Shall we have a little dinner, get waited on, and then finish him off? 
 
    We all nodded. 
 
    And we were all wet. Real wet. If I walked I would probably leave a trail of drippings. Marcy looked like she’d splash if she sat. And Janey, Janey looked like she could give up walking and just drip and slide. 
 
    And Jason…he just looked nervous. 
 
    Beautiful, but nervous. 
 
    Just the way we wanted him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Fem Boy! Drinks!” 
 
    It was two weeks, and Jason was working out well. 
 
    Within a minute Jason was trotting across the patio with three drinks on a tray. She quickly passed them out and was collecting the empty glasses. 
 
    She was stunning. 
 
    She was usually naked, or wearing some kinky kind of underwear. At the present she was wearing high heels with straps that criss crossed her calves. Her mouth was red and delicious looking. Her tits, though firm, had a delightful jiggle to them. 
 
    “Fem Boy.” I asked, before she could return to the kitchen. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” Her face was bland, nondescript, waiting orders with no show of emotion. 
 
    “How would you like to have your breasts pierced?” 
 
    Now, here was the funny thing. We had thought we would have a man in female appearance. That there might be a show, however subtle, of resistance. 
 
    But she was not resisting. If anything, she was embracing. And she said: “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And you’re making a mess. Can’t you stop dripping?” I was smiling, mocking him. 
 
    She played along perfectly. “No ma’am.” Ah, so simple, so sweet. Why hadn’t we created a Fem Boy before this? 
 
    “Then Marcy has decided you will wear a chastity tube. We will have the key and can take it off when we need to, but you will be encased. Caged. And you will be outfitted with a receptacle to catch your drippings.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. That will be all.” 
 
    Jason returned to the kitchen. In addition eating us out, or fucking us, she was responsible for cleaning, helping the cook, and whatever else. 
 
    “Piercing?” asked Janey. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “It looks like her nipples are giving her too much pleasure. I caught her playing with them the other day. 
 
    The girl’s chortled over that.  
 
    “And chastity? Is that necessary?” 
 
    “I caught her playing with herself. I don’t think she’s cum, yet, but better to be safe than sorry.” 
 
    “Oh. Very well. I assume we’ll all have keys?” 
 
    “But of course. Would you like to see the nefarious device? And her nipple shields?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Nipple shields?” 
 
    I picked up a bag sitting next to my lounge chair and reached into it. 
 
    “Here is the chastity device.” I took out a silvery tube. It was metal, but light. “It has a built in electrical shocker, for when she is out of earshot and you want to call her.” 
 
    A tube came from the head of the device. It was a couple of inches long, and a bulbous trap was at the end. “This will catch his juices. We’ll have to empty it every day, and we’ll have to check his hygiene daily, but this should do it. 
 
    “And what about those?” 
 
    Janey pointed at two disks that were shaped like shallow cones. 
 
    I handed her one.  
 
    She examined it. “It goes over the nipple. She can pull on them, which will cause slight pain, and other than that she won’t be able to touch her nipples. 
 
    The girls grinned. This was getting better and better. 
 
    “When were you going to put this on her?” 
 
    “Right now? Marcy, can you get my piercing kit out of the top bathroom?” 
 
    “I’ll prepare our subject, and Janey can play with herself.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” Janey squealed. 
 
    Within five minutes we were ready to go. 
 
    Except, Fem Boy’s dick was too hard. 
 
    “What do you want to do? It would be a shame to let her squirt now. It’s only been two weeks since we started this.” 
 
    “Let’s try a numbing spray.” 
 
    We sprayed her dick, and it began to shrink. We smiled, and shortly I was attaching the chastity tube. Shortly after that Marcy had pierced her, and two metal cones tipped her tits and made her nipples unreachable. 
 
    “Oh,” said Jason. She was a mix of feelings. Her dick was dripping, but now couldn’t get hard. And she felt her nipples and a look of frustration came over her face. 
 
    “Well, now that that’s done, isn’t it time for drinks?” 
 
    It was, and we settled in, and Jason waited on us, and…DING DONG! 
 
    We girls were chatting, and Jason had answered the door before, and we thought nothing of it. Then we heard voices rising. 
 
    “I don’t see you for…” 
 
    “But I didn’t mean…” 
 
    “What is that thing on your junk?” 
 
    “It’s called a…” 
 
    Quickly, we all stood up and entered the house. 
 
    Jason was across the room, the door was open, and a pretty blonde was talking at him. Almost yelling at him. 
 
    “And who are these people?” 
 
    “These are my employers,” And Jason introduced us, and we met his girlfriend. Melissa Banworth. 
 
    She was slender, with good sized boobs, but no where as big as Jason’s, or of us girls’. Her hair was long and straight and golden. Her face was pretty, but pissed. 
 
    “So this is the way you spend your summer? Playing gigolo to a bunch of old crones?” 
 
    Three sets of female eyes narrowed at that. It was fine if we insulted each other. But from this upstart? 
 
    Yet, I knew this was a tricky situation. For one, if not handled properly, this could backfire on Jason. Melissa could consider herself as scorned, and there is no fury like that of a woman scorned. 
 
    For another, what if Jason revolted? She was happy, she was horny, but girls effect guys severely, and if she demanded that Jason leave…uh oh. there went our summer. 
 
    “Hold it!” I commanded. “This is a situation that can be handled with calmness. Melissa, come to the patio. Have a seat, and we will discuss this. 
 
    We all went out to the pool area. The women sat down, and Jason was sent back into the house to get his girlfriend a drink. 
 
    Our commanding her to serve us all made Melissa’s eyes narrow, but she stayed calm enough for us to talk. 
 
    “Jason has ‘rented’ herself out to us for the summer. We are paying for her education, and what you see is a simple variation on a servant.” 
 
    “Servant? Don’t you mean a slave? A sex slave?” 
 
    We all hemmed and hawed, then Janey said, “We prefer Fem Boy. But everything we put him through is nothing but fantasy, and he is going to be able to go to school with no money worries.” 
 
    “Yes, but that thing on his dick? And…and those piercings? You can’t say that that is normal!” 
 
    While the girls explained how innocent it all was I watched Melissa. There was something here, a key, a solution, and I just had to figure it out. 
 
    Jason returned with a drink. She was red in the face, the first time in nearly two weeks, and she handed Melissa her drink and couldn’t look at her. 
 
    She glared at him. Yet, I saw it, somewhere in the back of her mind, there was…possibility. 
 
    “Melissa?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How are you fixed for school?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “No debts? No worries about the next semester?” 
 
    We saw it in her eyes. She was protesting, but she was worried. 
 
    “So what have you been doing this summer to earn your education?” 
 
    For a moment I thought she wouldn’t talk, but she finally blurted out, “I work at department store.” 
 
    “And that pays well enough to get you through school? 
 
    She didn’t say anything. Of course it didn’t. 
 
    “So, would you like to make some money this summer?” 
 
    “What? Being a sex slave? Like him?” She almost spit out the last word. 
 
    “Oh, that’s up to you. There are many levels of service.” 
 
    Janey and Marcy stared at me. Then they began to conceal their growing smiles. 
 
    “What kind of service?” She sounded suspicious, but she wasn’t yelling, she was talking, and it was like that old joke about the guy who offers a girl a million dollars to sleep with him. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ she says. 
 
    He says, ‘Okay, how about a hundred dollars?’ 
 
    She gets upset and says, ‘what do you think I am? A whore?’ 
 
    And he says, ‘We’ve already established that. We’re just haggling over price.’               
 
    Melissa wasn’t a whore, she thought, but here she was, haggling. 
 
    “Well, we need a maid. Do you want bigger tits?” 
 
    She looked at us women and frowned. “I’m quite happy with the size of my breasts.” One of those. A woman satisfied to be a second class woman. 
 
    “Okay, straight work. $10,000 for the remainder of the summer.” 
 
    Her face grew somber. “How much are you paying Jason?” 
 
    “$50,000.” 
 
    Her head moved forward and her eyes grew round. “I want $50,000.” 
 
    “But she lets us play with her, chastise her, pierce her and shield her nipples. And all sorts of other things. I mean, look at her.” 
 
    We all looked. Jason just stood there, head down. He had been smiling and happy, but now his girlfriend had made him embarrassed. 
 
    “But I’m already a girl.” 
 
    “So how much is your pussy worth?” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “We’ve all got husbands. They haven’t asked Jason for sexual favors yet, but they might. They’re certainly horny enough. We all keep them horny enough.” 
 
    Melissa was frowning now. We could smell the wheels turning in her pretty, little head. 
 
    “Would you take $50,000 to let them diddle you?” I sent home the closing argument. “Would you accept $50,000 to save Jason from their…advances?” 
 
    Now, I don’t know what goes on in everybody’s heads, but I knew what was going on in hers.  
 
    She wasn’t a virgin. Had not been a virgin when she hooked up with Jason. And if she left Jason, she would give her hole to other young men. 
 
    So what was her hole worth? 
 
    And could she compare the price of her hole to the price of a year in college? 
 
     I thought not. 
 
    But I thought she would have to give herself some time. She had to pretend self worth, an interest in saving Jason, whatever justification she needed to sell her pussy. 
 
    “But, come. Drink up. Let’s discuss this like rational human beings.” 
 
    An hour later we were drunk, and she was really drunk. Young girls can’t hold their liquor well, and she was laughing, and joking, and watching Jason with a certain fascination. 
 
    “So I would be just like you, hang with you guys, and Jason would have to do what I told him to?” 
 
    Zingo bingo. I had her. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And all I would have to do is put out for your husbands.” 
 
    “If they so choose.” Marcy and Janey nodded. Heck, if Janey bought into this deal they wouldn’t have to spread their legs and sleep in wet spots. Fine with them. 
 
    “No hobos or bums or homeless people.” 
 
    “Just our three husbands. And, let me tell you, they are gentlemen. They are polite, well mannered, even smell nice. You might even be able to squeeze them for a little extra. Maybe let them screw your asshole, or double do you.” 
 
    Melissa nodded, sipped at her fifth vodka. “Well, maybe…maybe we can work something out. 
 
    “Of course you’d have to sleep with Jason. And you won’t have a key to his chastity device.” 
 
    “I won’t?” mild concern. 
 
    “Only we three have keys. And we are saving him for the end of summer. Big blow out then. A party, a going away party when she goes back to school.” 
 
    “Oh,” she nodded her head slowly. 
 
    And it was settled. And it was double settled when we explained the situation to our husbands that night. Man, they licked their lips and rubbed their hands together. 
 
      
 
    Jason slept well that night. Melissa was in her arms. Of course, she couldn’t touch his package, and she was sleeping the sleep of a drunk, but he was so horny he didn’t care. He just wanted to hold her, and love her, and be with her. 
 
    And we three girls didn’t sleep. We connived. We were spending $100,000, and we wanted some extra. I mean, it’s fine ordering some guy dressed like a chick around, and getting licked off any time we wanted to, and even getting porked by a six condom wrapped dick had its thrills. But we wanted more. 
 
    And, tell the truth, the idea about a big party at the end of the summer was good, but it was spur of the moment. We needed to plan it out. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jason worked hard. She cleaned, and she licked, and she swept, and she ate, and she dusted, and she slurped, and…you get the idea. 
 
    But, to be honest, while she was doing a good job, we wanted more than just a servant. Besides, now that our husbands were getting their rocks off, we wanted to get our rocks off. 
 
     
 
    Harold took Melissa upstairs, to the guest bedroom, and we could hear her moans, and his grunts, through the open upstairs window. He came down zipping up his pants, and she came down brushing her hair and humming. And I knew she had managed to squeeze an extra thou out of him. 
 
    So I walked right past her, grabbed Jason by the hand, and led him upstairs. I didn’t even glance at her as I passed her. 
 
    But I could see her, in a mirror on the wall, opening her mouth in surprise. 
 
    Sauce for the goose, baby. 
 
    I took Jason upstairs and sat on the bed. I put my key in her chastity padlock and turned. Her dick sprang out, big and dripping. I had her empty the dripping reservoir in the toilet, and prepare it for after I was done with her. 
 
    I sprayed her with numbing spray, then began putting rubbers on her. I rolled condom after condom over her numb dick. She stared down, a most thoughtful expression on her face, and watched her dick disappear. 
 
    Rubber after rubber. Six rubbers. And her dick was primed. It didn’t feel anything, it was encased, it was harder than a railroad spike and ready to go. 
 
    “Eat me good, Fem Boy. I want to be juicy.” But I was already juicy. this idea, of having somebody wait on me, anticipate my smallest wish, of serving as stud at my whim, it was making me so damned horny I couldn’t stand it. 
 
    She bent at the waist, crawled up between my legs, I could feel her large breasts rubbing on top of my legs, and began chewing. 
 
    Oh, it felt good. Feeling her tongue slither and slap against my slit and clit, oh, it was heavenly. 
 
    Then she was crawling higher, nudging my legs aside with her knees, and placing her big cock at my snatch. 
 
    I arched my back and groaned to the high heavens as her bulb entered me, as it spread my pussy lips and made way for the big shaft. I moaned and held on as she pushed in, and her shaft rubbed against my vaginal walls. 
 
    It was like somebody had whipped my insides with an electrical cord. A cord that was big and fully electrified. An electric eel of immense proportions. 
 
    She shoved into me, and pulled out. The rubbers gave an interesting sensation, not being flesh, but being slick and sort of grippy at the same time. 
 
    She lavished attention on my tits. And I began to squeeze and palpate hers. 
 
    Finally, a few extra deep thrusts, and I was climbing the hill and going over the edge. 
 
    I gasped, and arched, and grabbed her hair as the orgasm filled me. All my muscles celebrated by locking up. And then I was falling, down, down, and landing on my bed. Dazed, wondering what had happened. 
 
    I went to the window and called down to Marcy and Janey. “Are either of you bitches going to use her? Should I leave the rubbers on her?” 
 
    “Take them off,” came the call. “I want to make sure she’s numb again.” 
 
    I rolled the sleeves off his big dick. It was still numb, but there was a lot of pre-cum in the last rubber. 
 
    At that point Marcy came in and took over. I heard the hiss of the numbing spray as I went down the hallway. 
 
    Outside, Melissa was recovering from Jim. Jim is a fairly well hung guy, and he really liked to take his time. Janey sometimes complained, but I could tell she wasn’t real serious. Maybe a little serious. A big dick can fuck you raw, you know, but, then, that isn’t always a bad thing. 
 
    “How you doing, girl friend?” I asked Melissa as I settled in and began sipping my tequila. 
 
    Tequila is weird. If you want to get shit faced you gulp it, with salt and lemon. Or lime. If you want to experience a weird, warped sort of high, you sip it. The world starts to turn golden and people come up and ask you if they can give you money. Seriously. 
 
    “I’m doing good,” she answered. 
 
    Then we chatted. Girl talk. Men we’ve known and hated. Dicks we’ve grown to love. The whole thing. 
 
    And, at one point, I asked her, “What does Jason want?” 
 
    Thoroughly misunderstanding me she said, “He’s studying history, I think—“ 
 
    “No, no. I mean, what does she want…sexually?” 
 
    She blinked. Then she said, “You know, I don’t think I ever asked him. I mean, and I wouldn’t, except this thing here…” she waved a hand to indicate the pool and the house. 
 
    “Can you ask her? She’s really horny, and you’ll find that she’ll answer any question you ask if you just feed her horniness. Find out what her fantasies are. Find out what her deep dark secrets are.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “Maybe we can find a way to give her those fantasies. We’re going to have a party, after all, and she’s the guest of honor. 
 
    She said she would, and then Harold came home. My man. He barely glanced at me, just went to Melissa and took her hand and led her away. 
 
    Upstairs I could hear  Marcy almost shrieking with delight. That numb the cock and pull rubbers over it was working like a charm. Doubtless Jason was getting hornier and hornier. Being part of the act, and yet not being allowed to be part of it, that had to be excruciating. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder. Harold hadn’t even made it into the house before he caved to Melissa’s charm. 
 
    Imagine a middle aged man. All he’s got is his dreams of when he was young and fucked everybody, and a wife who, love her or not, he’s used to, and then a young, nubile, tit-ly, young thing becomes a possibility. He had to be in heaven. Talk about fantasies. And he had Melissa in his arms and was excavating her mouth with his tongue. 
 
    Doubtless young Melissa would learn a few tricks from the old dog. Heh. And if she taught him anything he would just bring it back to me. A win win situation. 
 
    Marcy eventually came down, and she looked exhausted. And happy. She plopped into a lounge chair, sent Janey up, and just sat there. She was bedraggled, her muscles were sore, and her pussy had just had the work out of a lifetime. 
 
    That was the thing about young cocks: they didn’t know the meaning of the word ‘enough.’ 
 
    So we sipped, and talked, and considered the party at the end of the summer. Of course, we didn’t have enough data to really plan it, but we conjured scenes of dozens of neighbors, all wearing nothing. Of men and women having more sex than the bible. 
 
    Didn’t know that, did you? In the bible the word for ‘fuck’ is ‘begat.’ Well, begat really means to have children, but you can’t have children unless you fuck, so…begat means fuck. Anyway, the darned book is FILLED with he begat and she begat and they begat and begat this and begat that. 
 
    Finally, Janey came down, and she looked satisfied. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “He passed out.” 
 
    We all grinned, and then laughed. People talk about fucking somebody unconscious, or fucking them till they’re stupid, but to have actually done it, that was cool. 
 
    Harold left, and then Melissa came back out to the pool. 
 
    It was an afternoon filled with fuck, and we were starting to look the part. 
 
    We sat, made ourselves a few drinks, chatted some more, and then I had an idea. “Melissa? Have you ever fucked a slave?” 
 
    “What? Of course. I fucked Jason. I fuck him all the time.” 
 
    “No, that’s fucking Jason. The man. I want to know if you’ve ever fucked a Fem Boy?” 
 
    “You mean, like Jason like he is now?” 
 
    I nodded. “With make up and world class boobs and everything.” 
 
    She got a far away look in her eyes. 
 
    On one hand, she had been on her back all morning. Her hole was probably stretched, and she looked a little worn out. 
 
    On the other hand, he was her man. And he was made up like she had never seen him. In a way, it would be like fucking an entirely different person. 
 
    “No. I don’t think I should.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, well, because I’ve been fucked all morning…” 
 
    “Can’t take it?” Marcy teased. 
 
    “No. It’s just that I have several loads of cum up my pussy.” 
 
    Marcy, Janey and. I started giggling. 
 
    Melissa: “What?” 
 
    “Melissa, honey, you haven’t lived until you’ve made your man eat a load of cum out of your pussy. It is just the hottest thing in the world.” 
 
    “Eat sperm? Another man’s sperm?” 
 
    “Another man’s is even sweeter. But, listen, don’t you suck his dong? Eat his cum?” 
 
    “Yes.” Hesitant. 
 
    “Then isn’t it tit for tat? Shouldn’t she eat yours? And it is yours, in a manner of speaking. You worked for that semen floating around in your canal. Time to share.” 
 
    “Really? But what if he doesn’t want to?” 
 
    “Men always want pussy. But here’s the sweet thing. Right now she’s Fem Boy. She has to do what we want, and you are one of us. Got it?” 
 
    She began to smile. She began to smile wide. She liked the idea. 
 
    “She’s right upstairs. Right now. You don’t even have to fuck her. You can just go sit on her face and enjoy.” 
 
    “I can, can’t I?” 
 
    “You can.” 
 
    Melissa stood up. She was a beautiful, young thing. All perky with nice titties, though a little too small for my taste. She smiled at us, then went into the house. 
 
    I gave her a half a minute, just long enough for her to reach the stairs, then I stood up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I want to watch the show.” 
 
    Marcy and Janey followed me. We entered the house, tiptoed down the hall, and took up positions just outside the room. I had grabbed my compact on the way up, and I watched what was unfolding in the room in the little mirror. Marcy and Janey vied for positions, and with a little juggling and shoving, we managed to watch the whole thing. 
 
    The bed was against the far wall, and Melissa’s back was to us. She walked to the bed. Jason was awake, but looking like she was drugged. She really had been fucked stupid. But her make up, bless that permanent stuff, was still on and looking good. 
 
    “Hi,” she said, then her mouth opened as Melissa climbed over her, perched above her face, and lowered herself. 
 
    For a moment Jason struggled, then she gave up. In truth, there wasn’t much she could do. Melissa had her whole weight on her face. 
 
    We could see Jason’s jaw working, and then Melissa moaned and grabbed her tits and pulled. 
 
    Grinning, we all tip toed away, leaving Melissa to her orgasms, and Jadon to her frustrations. 
 
      
 
    The summer passed, and in grand style. Every day was a new fuck. Our husbands were happy. We were happy. Jason was happy. Real happy. He REALLY enjoyed being girly, even though, or maybe especially, because he had no clothes, or just sexy under garments the whole time. 
 
    Melissa loved it, and she learned a lot. She was figuring out how to squeeze the men for more and more money, and more power to her. As far as I’m concerned, when a woman gets ahead it is a good thing. 
 
    Anyway, at the end of the summer we had the big party planned. And Jason’s ‘present.’ 
 
    Jason had blossomed. She could on her make up better than any of us girls. And she walked around with a beatific smile on her face. She liked being a woman. 
 
    So, it was the last day. On the morrow we would unmake her. Take back our tits, and she would be a man. A ‘him.’ And we would miss her. But, a deal is a deal. 
 
    But, first, the party. 
 
    Towards the end of the day, it was dusk and the sun was setting in glorious fashion, we brought Jason out to the patio.  
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    It was a rolling horse. Sort of. It had wheels, and pads and cushions in the right place, and handcuffs. 
 
    “It’s your dream fulfilled, Jason.” 
 
    We all watched her, big smiles on our faces. 
 
    Melissa had dug into Jason’s fantasies and found the one that most turned her on. And it was an easy one to fulfill. 
 
    She walked around the ‘tank,’ which was what we called it. The guys had built it over a few weekends, and it was perfect. 
 
    I stepped next to Jason. I put one arm around her waist, and grabbed her dick with my other hand. “Are you brave?” 
 
    She knew now. She glanced at Melissa, and she smiled and nodded. 
 
    She looked at the rest of us, and we all sipped our drinks and nodded and gave her thumbs up. 
 
    “Want to take it for a test drive?” I asked. 
 
    The others joined in with quips. 
 
    “How fast can you go, girl?” 
 
    “Can you handle what’s about to come your way?” 
 
    And, finally, Jason stepped up to the tank. 
 
    She lay down on top of a padded plank. She put her arms and legs on little shelves, and looked at Melissa. 
 
    Grinning, Melissa fastened the cuffs, and there Jason was. 
 
    The tank was slightly curved, so her butt was raised up at one end, and her face was raised up at the other. Her dick hung over the back end of the plank, and I took off the chastity tube and her dick sprang grew super stiff below him. 
 
    “Let the party begin!” I yelled, and everybody cheered. 
 
    First, we all had a few drinks. 
 
    Thomas had found a beer hat. One of those ball caps with cans of beer on the sides and tubes to the mouth. Except he had poured out the beer and replaced it with Coke and bourbon. Jason’s favorite drink. He placed it on Jason’s head with much fanfare, and arranged it so Jason could sip to her heart’s content. 
 
    So we’re standing around, laughing and chatting, and everybody is getting drunk, and Marcy excuses herself and goes into the house. We thought nothing of it, but we all stared when she came back out. 
 
    No clothes and a strap on around her waist. The dick wasn’t too big, but she was slathering a lot of lube on it, and she headed for Jason. 
 
    “It’s your last night as a woman, Jason, and I thought I’d like to be the one that popped your cherry. 
 
    Jason was in that delicious state of mind where the bourbon was just starting to work. She felt uplifted and golden, and then Marcy stood at her back door and started playing with her asshole. 
 
    The rest of us stood in front of her and watched, and talked to her. 
 
    “Way to go, Jason.” 
 
    “You’re a real woman, now,” I called out. 
 
    Melissa got down on her hands and knees and kissed her, and Marcy slid into his poop hole. 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened, right in the middle of a kiss, and she gasped. 
 
    Melissa laughed and stood up. 
 
    Marcy began going in and out. A nice slow rhythm that we could count to by the raising and lowering of his butt. 
 
    We poured some more drinks, and Jason began stuttering. We weren’t sure what she was saying, but it sounded like she was talking in languages. 
 
    Marcy pulled out, Harold took over. 
 
    “Jason, I haven’t had an asshole in a while. Tammi?” he asked me, “Why don’t we do this?” 
 
    “Because it’s hard for one asshole to fuck another asshole.” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    After Harold was done I took a turn, then, when I was done I watched Jim have his way. 
 
    And each man deposited a load in Jason’s ass. They grunted, they turned red, they thrust forward, and Jason’s ass filled up. Raised as it was, there wasn’t much decline for the semen to flow down, so it pooled in him. A huge, sloshing mess of sperm. It made him a messy, sloppy, but very fun fuck. 
 
    We put on steaks and drank more beer. The sun set, and we kept fucking Jason. 
 
    Her eyes were glazed, and often rolled back in her head. 
 
    Finally, the party growing late, it was time for Jason to have her final present. 
 
    “Okay, Melissa!” We all cheered as she put on the strap on. 
 
    She went to the front and kissed Jason. Jason was almost out of it. She was drooling and saying nonsense, in a sexual delirium. 
 
    Melissa strapped on the diodo, went to Jason’s rear and began putting her cock in her asshole. 
 
    Jason felt her, and she pushed back, and her asshole engulfed Melissa’s cock. 
 
    She began to saw back and forth, and we all gathered around the rear of the tank and watched her, and I reached for Jason’s dick. 
 
    It was stiff, hadn’t come for several months, and her balls were big and red. I could feel the massive amount of sperm in them. 
 
    I began to stroke. Softly. 
 
    For a long moment Jason tried to figure it out. It had been so long since she had cum that it was an alien experience. 
 
    Still, it was easy to figure out. 
 
    Everybody started chanting. “Go! Go! Go!” And it eventually became “Cum! Cum! Cum!” 
 
    Jason began to move her hips, caught between my hand and the dildo up her butt. She found a rhythm, and I could feel her igniting inside. She stopped just moving and began working it, tilting and corkscrewing, trying to milk the dick in her. 
 
    Then, she just simply exploded. Cum jetted out of her ass as she clenched her cheeks. All the loads the men had deposited spat out and covered Melissa’s mid section. She just grinned, slid her finger through the mess and licked it. 
 
    And her dick let loose a truly awesome amount of cum. Just a never ending stream of ribbons. Squirt after squirt, and she kept groaning and groaning. 
 
    Then it was done. We unfastened Jason and cheered as Melissa helped her walk into the house. 
 
    A truly magnificent ending to a truly magnificent summer. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jason and Melissa came down the stairs. They were a little late, but nobody begrudged Jason a little extra sleep. 
 
    “Eat up,” I said, putting waffles and sausages in front of him. “We don’t want to be late.” 
 
    “Late for what?” Jason had been so well fucked that he was still stupid. 
 
    “Late to get your breasts out. Thomas has an operating room ready, and—what?” 
 
    They were looking at me in the strangest manner. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, if it’s all the same…could I…do I have to?” 
 
    “Have to what?” I was honestly confused. It was my turn to be stupid. 
 
    “Have to have my breasts taken out? I’ve sort of gotten used to them, and I, uh…” he trailed away. 
 
    And my mouth opened and shut. Though it shouldn’t have. I should have seen it coming.  
 
    What man wouldn’t make such a choice? Especially after going through what Jason had gone through. 
 
    I looked at Melissa.  
 
    She nodded. “Yes. We want to keep Jason as a woman. We can be room mates, share our make up and clothes, and everything.” 
 
    I smiled. And I laughed. And I hugged them. And I even envied them. To be setting out on such a life, such an adventure. To be so trusting and loving. 
 
    “Oh, and one other thing?” Melissa asked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I have the chastity tube, I picked it up from the table you left it on last night, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I need the key.” 
 
      
 
    END
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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?
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I did housework for some of the neighbors. Mowed the lawn, trimmed the bushes, sometimes even a little fix the porch or fence or whatever. 
 
    I wasn’t working, it brought in a little money, and even though the wife wanted something better for me, when times are tough…they get tough. 
 
    One day I heard a knock on the door. It was early, and I had no work that day, so I was just sitting around in my wife’s bathrobe. Mine was in the wash, and hers felt sort of sexy, all silky and everything, and I didn’t have anything else at hand, so I pulled it tight and answered the door. 
 
    A little, old lady was standing on the porch. She was maybe 5 feet tall, had a big, old shnozzer, and a wart on the end of it. 
 
    She took one look at me and she grinned, and I immediately was put off. I mean, so what if I was wearing a woman’s robe? It wasn’t like I was wearing her bra or something, right? 
 
    But I know it might be a bit of handiwork, so I put on my game face. “Morning. What can I do for you?” 
 
    She’s had a bit of an accent, and her voice was sort of screechy, good advertisement for Halloween, you know, and she says, “I got leak. You fix. Me give you what you want.” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t usually do roofs. Maybe you should—“ 
 
    “No time. No time. You come. I in that house.” She pointed a long and scraggly finger at a house at the end of the street. the other side of a vacant lot. And I shuddered. 
 
    It was old, paint had worn off a century ago, shingles were missing, weeds had crept up the sides, the porch was missing slats. 
 
    Honestly, I kid you not, the kids in the neighborhood called it the ‘witch house.’ 
 
    And I was supposed to fix that thing? The only thing that would fix that house was a bulldozer! 
 
    But she kept gabbling on and on, and, tell the truth, I felt a bit sorry for her. And, to top it off, I knew the pay would be lousy. These old folks pay like they are a hundred years ago, when bread was 5 cents a loaf and a dollar was a good day’s pay. 
 
    Finally, I gave in. I mean, first impressions not withstanding, she wasn’t mean or anything, just sort of ugly. And she was old and she needed help. 
 
    “Okay. Let me get dressed and I’ll come over.” 
 
    I got dressed. I got my tools. I gave a mighty sigh and trotted down the street. 
 
    Up close it was worse. Up close it was scabs and sores cobbled together and called a house. 
 
    I climbed up on the roof, was VERY careful, made an estimate, and figured I’d do her a favor because I had a bunch of shingles and boards left over from a previous job. 
 
    I spent all morning crawling over that roof. And I had to crawl, like a spider. I was afraid to stand and put my weight in one place, I needed to spread it out. I mean, the roof felt downright spongy, and I didn’t want to crash through and fall into her cauldron or something. Right? 
 
    When I came down, I don’t know what possessed me, I started on her porch. There were a few big boards missing, I replaced them, and I nailed and hammered the rest of the morning away. 
 
    Finally, it was lunch, and I knocked on the door. 
 
    She cracked the door and stuck her warty nose out. “You done? You done?” 
 
    I mean, she was out of there. Not even aware that I had been hammering on her roof, and then her porch. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I fixed a couple of boards on your porch so—“ 
 
    She reached out and snagged my shirt with one claw and pulled me in. 
 
    She was stronger than she looked, and it surprised me, so I went in to her front room. 
 
    It actually wasn’t bad. I had expected spider webs and dancing pigs, but what I got was a comfy, old living room. The furniture was old, and worn, but it was typically grandma fare. 
 
    “You come. You come.” 
 
    She led me into the kitchen and pointed at a table. Old and rickety. Probably new when Hoover was in the White House. 
 
    I sat down and she asked, “How much?” 
 
    I told her, and her eyes got big, then she said, “You work good. You work cheap. Good cheap. What you want?” 
 
    She was reaching into an old purse. She pulled out a fifty. I took it. 
 
    “What you want? Really, really want?” 
 
    I shrugged. “A good job. An easy life. A winning lottery ticket.” I was just talking. Nothing sincere. Just passing the time of day. 
 
    She laughed, a weird sort of a cackle. “No, no. What you really want? Really, really, REALLY want?” 
 
    I blinked. I’m supposed to pour out my heart to a stranger? 
 
    She peered at me, leaned her face in, and nodded. “Yes. You want. Good. Good.” 
 
    I guess she read my mind, or whatever. Anyway, she turned around, went to a cookie jar and pulled out a cookie. A big, chocolate chip monster. It smelled good from across the room. 
 
    She handed it to me. “You eat. You get what you want. Ten days and you decreta.” 
 
    “What? What’s that word?” 
 
    “Decreta! Decreta! Now you go. I call again I need. Bye Bye.” 
 
    And, like that, I found myself standing on the porch, a giant cookie in my hand, and the sun was shining. 
 
    I blinked. how the hell did I get…oh well. I had fifty bucks in my pocket, the day was young, and…I looked at the cookie. 
 
    It was semi-soft, the way I like ‘em.  
 
    It was big and round, the way I like ‘em. 
 
    It smelled like heaven. The way I…I began eating. 
 
    So, happy as a clam, eating a big cookie, just like a big kid, I went home. By the time I was home I felt sleepy. 
 
    Huh! I had only worked a few hours. Had plenty of sleep the night before. Why would I be sleepy? 
 
    I walked into the house, the cookie done, my stomach roiling, and I headed for bed. I sure didn’t want to catch anything. I just wanted to sleep a little, and then…I fell on the bed and passed out. 
 
      
 
    I dreamed of wolves running in the ‘old country.’ Which made no sense because I had been born in Brooklyn, third generation, no ‘old country’ in me. Yet, there I was, in the old country, running above some wolves, like a crow looking down, and the wolves howled and howled, and they were on the scent of something, they smelled… 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m home.” The door shut. It swings easily and bangs a bit, so I woke with a start. 
 
    I groaned, but mostly from the memory of thinking I was coming down with something. In truth, I felt pretty good. I opened my eyes and… 
 
    “AIIE!” I shrieked. 
 
    I had long hair! My short hair cut had turned into a wig of some kind! The hair flowed over and around my face and onto my shoulders. Thick, wavy, beautiful hair. 
 
    But I had just got a haircut the other day! Close to the skull! how could…who did… 
 
    “Honey? What are you—“ Chanel froze in the doorway. She stared at me. For a second I thought she was going to ask who I was. But she recognized me. She didn’t recognize the hair. “What…who…” 
 
    I was sitting up by now, and pulling at my hair. “I don’t…I just woke up…what happened to…” 
 
    I couldn’t stop talking in half sentences, my mind was totally messed. 
 
    Chanel came to me. Slowly. As if afraid my hair was snakes and might eat her. 
 
    “What happened to you?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” I was almost crying. This was so weird. 
 
    “But you wear your hair short!” 
 
    “I know! I know!” 
 
    “How could you…” 
 
    “I don’t know!” 
 
    “Okay, okay. Calm down.” She hugged me then, and that’s what I needed. When something so weird you can’t believe it happens, you need a hug, human contact, something to reassure you that the world hasn’t gone crazy. 
 
    Even though it had. 
 
    We sat there for a long moment, just breathing, holding on to each other. 
 
    Finally, she put me at arm’s length and studied my hair. 
 
    “It’s beautiful I wish my hair was that thick and luscious.” She reached up and touched my hair, began combing it out with her fingers. 
 
    “I don’t care. I just want it…gone!” 
 
    Then we hugged some more. She comforted, and I hung on like a sailor hanging on to a life preserver. 
 
    “So how was your morning, honey?” and she giggled. 
 
    I couldn’t help it, more nerves than humor, I found myself laughing. Laughing more like hysteria, but laughing. Then I sniffed. “I went over to the old lady on the corner and fixed her roof.” 
 
    She put me at arm’s length again and frowned. “You mean that ‘witch house?’” 
 
    “I fixed her roof, and her porch, and she paid me fifty bucks. Then she gave me a cookie?” 
 
    “A cookie?” and thoughts went through our minds. 
 
    Food poisoning. Rotten ingredients. Something wrong with it. 
 
    “How do you feel now?” 
 
    “I feel great! Except…I’ve got all this hair.” 
 
    “Well, let’s do something about that. Come.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me into the bathroom. I sat on the edge of the tub and she began brushing it out. 
 
    “Sure is a lot of it.” 
 
    “I’ll say. Should I see a doctor?” 
 
    “What? Hey, Doc, I had male pattern baldness, and now I don’t. Got a pill to give me?” 
 
    I grunted. “Yeah. I guess. Shouldn’t we cut it off?” 
 
    She shook her head. “You were thinning, and badly. You don’t have to go to work, so let’s just comb it out and enjoy it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure is a lot of it. And it’s so thick. Best hair I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    So she brushed and brushed, and finally stood me up and told me to look in the mirror. 
 
    “Whoa! That is a lot!” 
 
    It flowed down around my shoulders and halfway down my back. There was a natural wave to it. 
 
    “Isn’t that sort of feminine? Couldn’t you brush it more manly?” 
 
    “Honey, that’s the way the mop flops. I just combed it out. If it looks a little feminine that’s just the way it is. Want me to put a pink ribbon in it?” 
 
    I frowned at her, and she laughed. “Gotcha.” 
 
    “Not very funny.” 
 
    “Well, is this?” She reached a hand down my pants and grabbed me by Mr. Happy.  
 
    “Oh,” I gasped, but I didn’t complain. Chanel is five foot six, got more curves than a race track, and I just love her. 
 
    Her face is clean and oval and she has the reddest lips. Almost doesn’t need lipstick, but when she does put it on, zowie! 
 
    And her eyes are big and expressive. A little eye shadow and she looks like a blonde Mata Hari. All mysterious and sexy. 
 
    She pulled me to her, and I felt her large breasts squoosh up against my chest. 
 
    She pressed her lips on mine, and I felt myself drizzle right down into her depths. When she kissed me I lost all track of time, didn’t even know who I was. 
 
    She walked into me, forced me backwards and into the bedroom, then pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    She wiggled out of her sweater, undid her bra, all the while staring at me. And not just staring, but staring like she was in a fever. 
 
    “There is something so fucking sexy about your hair.” 
 
    I peeled off my pants and slipped out of my shirt. 
 
    She sat on my lap and kissed me, and ran her fingers through my hair. 
 
    “Hey!” I complained. “Can I take my underwear off?” 
 
    “No time,” she grunted. She reached down and pulled my dick out of that little slit in male underwear. I was hard as a rock, and she sighed contentedly as she slipped onto it. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. The feel of her velvet walls always astounds me. If there is heaven on earth, it is the feel of my wife’s pussy when I first slide in. 
 
    She kissed me, and I felt her breasts, and she sighed deep in her throat. 
 
    I bent my head and kissed her nipples, and sucked them into my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” She arched her back, pressed her tits into my face, and all the while she was pulling her fingers through my hair. 
 
    And, you know, the way she was pulling her fingers through my tresses, it felt good! 
 
    It was weird, to feel such sexiness just from hair, but there it was. 
 
    She began bouncing on me, pushed me back and assumed the cowgirl position. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt good. 
 
    She leaned on me, squirmed her hips, and felt my pecs, located the nipples and pulled, then she was on her elbows, her face leaning into mine, her hands intwined in my hair, kissing me, kissing me, and… 
 
    “OH!” She began to spasm. She could’t sit back up, so her chest went up and down on mine as she orgasmed. “OH! OH!” 
 
    Then she lay on me, breathing hard, her hands still in my hair. 
 
    “”Oh, that was good,” she whispered into my neck. 
 
    “Great, now, if we can turn over then I can—“ 
 
    “Oh, no. Not yet.” She sat up and pulled off me. 
 
    I goggled. “No?” 
 
    “Yes. You know how I like it when you are stuck in horny. You’re going to give me a few days of slave boy. All right, lover?” 
 
    Slave boy. It meant that she got to cum and I didn’t. I would get horny and desperate and wait on her hand and foot.  
 
    Of course, it was fun for me, too. I got in that highly excited, horny state and I stayed there. It was like I was stuck in the moment before cuming, feeling juicy and golden, and desperate. 
 
    She climbed off me, felt her pussy with one hand, her tits with the other, and she shivered and groaned. “Oh, it is so delicious when we do this. And I love not having to wash your stink off.” 
 
    I had to laugh. We had watched. movie once, ‘Peter Proud,’ and after the guy fucked a girl he said that. “I have to wash your stink off.” It was so damned crude that it was funny, and it had become our ‘in’ joke. 
 
    “Now get up. I bought us a bottle of bourbon and we need to celebrate your new hair.” 
 
    So I got up, walked around the house naked and drank a lot of bourbon and Coke, and she kept playing with my dick, and kissing me, and running her fingers through my hair. 
 
      
 
    I dreamed. Drunken dreams. The old country. And now I wasn’t just flying above a pack of wolves, I was running with them. I was charging over the snow, chasing something, and the smell of blood was in my nostrils, and I drew deep breaths and howled, and… 
 
      
 
    I stretched and yawned. The sun was shining through the window and I…what was with my hands? I had closed them, and it felt like I had sharp objects pointing into them. I opened my eyes and— “Aiee!” 
 
    Chanel ran in from the kitchen. “Liam?” 
 
    I held my hands out in front of me. I had always had long and slender fingers, but now they were topped with long nails. Fingernails. The kind women have. The hard shells extended a full half inch beyond the finger, and they were bright red, and…and… 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    “But your nails! What…how…” 
 
    “I woke up this way! I didn’t…this is…I don’t know…” 
 
    Once again I was reduced to mumbling incoherent half sentences. 
 
    She came to me and sat down and took my hands and stared at them. 
 
    They were oval, sort of like almonds. They were slick looking, like they had been coated with some kind of see through shellac. 
 
    “Wow,” Chanel murmured. I was scared, but she was a little awed. “This is the best nail job I have ever seen!” 
 
    “Cut ‘em off! Cut them off!” 
 
    I was panicked. 
 
    She hugged me. 
 
    “Please!” I was crying now. “Please!” 
 
    So she got out her nail clippers and placed them over the nails, and she squeezed, and nothing happened. 
 
    “They don’t cut.” 
 
    “They…what?” 
 
    I took her clippers and tried. The clippers wouldn’t cut into the nails. It just hurt my hand to keep squeezing on the little thing. 
 
    “My pliers. Cutting pliers.” I moved her aside and leaped out of bed. I ran through the house, my long hair streaming out behind me, my hands held up as it to ward off…the fingernails. 
 
    I opened my tool box and took out a pair of cutting pliers. I tried to cut my nails, and even with the extra grip and all my strength, the nails wouldn’t cut. 
 
    Chanel was behind me, watching. 
 
    I thought about sawing. About taking a chisel and…and I started to sob. 
 
    What was happening to me? First hair, then nails? What the fuck was happening to me? And, in the back of my mind a little fear voice piped up, ‘What’s next?’ 
 
    Chanel turned me around and we hugged. Seemed like we were doing an awful lot of hugging. 
 
    I cried onto her shoulder, and she stroked my hair and kept saying, “It’s all right. It’s all right.” 
 
    And, right in the middle of my panic attack, we felt my dick bump into her belly. 
 
    She giggled. “I guess it’s not all bad.” 
 
    “I sort of chuckled. A gaspy kind of laugh. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed me by the dick. “Ooh, yes. Are you horny?” 
 
    Well, duh! 
 
    She led me through the house and sat down on the bed. 
 
    “I’m not horny yet, not after last night, but I can certainly play with you. 
 
    I stood, my legs weak and shivering, as she stroked my cock. Her lips engulfed the head and her tongue licked the under part of the helmet. 
 
    Finally, when I was close, she backed off. “Not yet, tiger.” 
 
    I groaned in frustration. Yet it was a happy frustration. All the changes, the panic, the result was an even more heightened state of horniness. 
 
    She took me into the kitchen then, a man with long, girly hair and long, shiny nails, and she sat me down at the table. 
 
    “Hold on, I want to see something.” 
 
    She went to a drawer and took out a pair of scissors. Haircutting scissors. Very sharp. 
 
    She stood behind me and lifted up a thick lock of my hair. She snipped. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your hair doesn’t cut. It just slides between the blades. I can’t cut your hair.” 
 
    She put the scissors away and came back and sat facing me. 
 
    We stared at each other. 
 
    Then she got up and poured us a pair of drinks. It was early, and we had just drunk last night, but we needed it. 
 
    We sipped, and the only sound was the clock ticking. Then she said: “Whatever is happening…is it going to keep happening?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Hair? Nails? What’s next?” 
 
    And she put my fears into words. Very scary words. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    “Doctor?” 
 
    “I don’t like doctors! They want to give you pills and they look at you like you’re a freak if you ask a question.” 
 
    “So what’s the alternative? Sit and watch yourself…do whatever you’re doing?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    More sitting. More silence. More misery. Then: “One thing.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “If you wake up tomorrow and something is different, please don’t scream. It scares me. Please try to…to take it in stride.” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    And we drank some more. 
 
      
 
    I dreamed. Running through the snow in the old country. My feet padding over the cold. My howl hanging in the wind. We chased something, and it was close. My brothers and sisters and I, getting closer, and the scent of prey filled my nostrils, and I hungered…I hungered for… 
 
     
 
    I woke up and lay quietly. Nothing seemed to have happened. I was me. 
 
    Then I closed my fists and felt my nails. Fuck. 
 
    And my hair was still long.  
 
    But I didn’t scream. 
 
    I turned over and face Chanel, who was already awake. Awake and waiting. Waiting to see if something had happened to me. 
 
    Her eyes went wide and she drew in her breath. 
 
    “Oh, no.” I whispered. “What?” 
 
    She reached a hand up and touched my face, then she touched harder, then she pulled me out of bed and tugged me into the bathroom. 
 
    I was wearing make up! I had bright red lips, and the lips were plump and moist. And I had eye shadow. My lids were a sexy charcoal color. Perfect for the color of my skin and long hair. 
 
    My cheeks were even blushed, and my eyebrows were plucked and my lashes mascara-ed. 
 
    “Oh…no!” I whimpered. 
 
    She grabbed a wash cloth and scrubbed at my cheeks, my lips, even my eyelids. Nothing removed the make up. 
 
    She ran into the other room and came back with cold cream. She slathered it on my face, rubbed, and the make up remained. 
 
    I stared at my now very female face. “How could this be? Why doesn’t it come off? Make up isn’t like DNA! It isn’t a part of your body! So why? Why?” 
 
    Now Chanel hugged me. She had no answers, and she was scared. 
 
    Heck, we were scared. 
 
    What was happening to me? 
 
    And, like clockwork, my dick sprang up and poked into her belly. She giggled, but it was a laugh strangled by tears. She grabbed my dick and stroked. 
 
    My knees grew weak, and she said, “At least some things stay the same.” 
 
    I said, “This started happening after I fixed that old lady’s roof. I think I need to go talk to her.” 
 
    Chanel shuddered. She shivered. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get dressed and go see the old crone.” 
 
    A half hour later we were crossing the street, angling in on the old ‘witch house.’ 
 
    Chanel had insisted on coming, and, tell the truth, I was glad for a little back up. 
 
    She held my hand, and I felt so weird, walking across the street in full make up, my hair long and combed out, my nails bright red and long and sharp, visible to anyone who happened to look. 
 
    Yet, we were walking down the street, only a couple of houses, and we never knew those neighbors anyway. 
 
    We walked through the yard that was bare of all growth but weeds. We walked up the steps and crossed over my repairs. 
 
    Chanel shivered and rubbed her arms. “This is creepy.” 
 
    I knocked on the door. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Yet I had the feeling we were being watched. 
 
    I knocked again. 
 
    A rustling inside, then a piece of paper shot out of the ancient mail slot. 
 
    I picked it up off the porch and looked at the writing on it. 
 
    Her hand was creaky, shaky, like an old persons’s handwriting sometimes is, and the writing on the paper said. 
 
      
 
    Decreta 
 
    Ten days you decreta 
 
      
 
    No signature, no bloody handprint, nothing you could take to a court of law. 
 
    I knocked again, but there was no answer. 
 
    I could knock the door down,” I mumbled. 
 
    Chanel shook her head. “Let’s just go. This place is giving me the creeps. 
 
    And, truth, what would I do if I knocked the door in? Beat up an old lady? Force her to give me a soup made of Monk’s Head and toadstools? Put her in an armlock? 
 
    That would sure look good on the arrest report. Or maybe in a newspaper. 
 
      
 
    Man blames neighbor for make up. 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    We returned to our house. 
 
    “What does Decreta mean?” 
 
    We were sitting at the table again. 
 
    Drinking bourbon again. 
 
    Trying desperately to figure the unexplainable out. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “And what’s with ten days?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    And that’s all we knew…nothing. 
 
      
 
    Running, gasping, heart pounding, lungs expanding and struggling to keep up with the demands. We could see the shadow in the trees. It was big, a moose or something, and we were getting close. The winter was hard, and we normally didn’t like to go after big game, but when you’re hungry… 
 
      
 
    The next day I awoke, and sighed, and knew that nothing had changed. 
 
    I was still possessed of long, luscious hair, impeccable make up,  and long red nails. 
 
    I turned over. Chanel was waiting. 
 
    I didn’t feel different. Nothing else had happened to me. 
 
    She studied me, kissed me, and then climbed on top. 
 
    “I’m going to squirt.” 
 
    “So squirt. You don’t even have to wait for me. I’m just so fucking horny.” 
 
    She moved on top of me, wiggled, squirmed, corkscrewed her buns down on me. 
 
    My shaft felt big and hard inside her. My overly horny skull was no doubt dripping. 
 
    God, it felt good. Up and down. In and out. The feel of her moist warmness swallowing me. 
 
    She pulled her nips and groaned and wiggled some more. She place her hands on my shoulders and leaned down and gave me one of her extra special ‘Chanel kisses.’ 
 
    I felt the trigger inside me, clicking over and over. I was so damned horny, I had been edged so much, but the trigger was having trouble, and then, like a miracle, it worked. 
 
    I felt the warm explosion, the cessation of thought. I felt gism running up my tube, and I squirted. 
 
    But…it just didn’t feel…right. Like I was having an orgasm, but it was small, and the juices…something didn’t feel right. 
 
    Still, an orgasm is an orgasm, and I lurched and thrust, and my pecker emptied into Chanel, and my balls suddenly felt empty and small. And I looked up at her, and the expression on her face. 
 
    She was frustrated, but…but puzzled. What?” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I just…I couldn’t get over the top. But this was all about you. Did you have a good cum?” 
 
    “Yes,” I lied. 
 
    Yes and no. A cum is good, always, but this one…it could have been better. 
 
    Finally, still not having cum, Chanel climbed off me, and then her face took on another inscrutable and worried expression. 
 
    “What?” And I was worried. 
 
    “Your dick. It’s smaller.” 
 
    I sat up. Shit. My eight inches was now six. And it wasn’t as thick. 
 
    “We’re going to a doctor.” 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Your dick is falling off and you don’t want to go see a doctor?” 
 
    “No.” I looked at her. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “And let people see me like this?” 
 
    “So what!” 
 
    “So I’m a freak. A man who changed. People will stare. The newspapers will get in on it. There’s no way I’m leaving this house.” 
 
    “But…but…” and she spent a lot of time trying to talk me into it, but I wouldn’t. 
 
    And, finally, exasperated, she held my face with both hands and asked, “Why not?” 
 
    And something popped out of me. Something stupid, but made perfect sense. 
 
    I said, “Not for ten days.” 
 
    She stared at me, and her eyes were big, but she knew, in her heart of hearts, that I was right. 
 
    Ten days. 
 
    Decreta. 
 
    And then we would see.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Running through the woods, under branches, cutting off the path of the big moose. There were dozens of us, long, lean, grey wolves, surviving the harsh winter through our strength and our teeth. 
 
    The moose bellowed, chuffed, struggled through the snow. If it reached the ice it could make a stand, and even with our great numbers, a moose was no push over. 
 
    Close, we were so close now. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and knew that the world had changed. I was different. I felt smaller. Like my very bones had shrunk. But my chest felt bigger. I guess the male chest was just…and then I knew what had happened. 
 
    I sat up, and I had breasts. 
 
    Not big one, just half-sized ones. 
 
    Chanel was up and in the kitchen. 
 
    “Chanel?” 
 
    I heard her walking through the house. I knew she would be worried. I waited. 
 
    She stepped through the door and gasped. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    She crossed the room, sat down on the bed. I didn’t look at her. All I could do was stare at my breasts. 
 
    Even half-sized was too much for me. I lifted my hands and felt them. Soft yet firm. When they got bigger, and I knew they would, they would be heavy, and I would need support. But right now they were a young girl’s.  
 
    The nipples were big. Bigger than they should have been, but I knew they would be the right size when my breasts finished growing. 
 
    Chanel sat on the side of the bed and reached out. She felt them. I felt an electrical shock from the nipple to the groin. I groaned. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “It feels good,” I confessed. 
 
    “And you don’t want to see a doctor?” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    “What will we do?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    I stood up, and here was a second shock. I was shorter. 
 
    I’m a six footer. Six inches taller than Chanel, yet now I was maybe three inches taller. So I had shrunk three inches. And my arms and legs were more slender. My muscles had shrunk. 
 
    We just stood there and stared at me, and my emotions…they were worse than a little girl going through puberty. 
 
    “Get dressed,” said Chanel, finally. 
 
    I took a pair of pants out of my closet. They were too long when I held them up next to me, and too big around at the waist. 
 
    I looked at her helplessly. 
 
    “Try a shirt,” she suggested. 
 
    I put on a shirt, and it hung on my frame. The shoulders were too wide, the tail hung down low enough to cover my ass, but that was all. It was the kind of fit that a girl would be accused of cock teasing, should she go out in a man’s shirt like this. 
 
    I took it off. 
 
    “Try this.” 
 
    Chanel held out a pair of her pants. 
 
    I tried them on, then kicked them off. They were too short and tight. 
 
    “No.”  
 
    We stared at each other. 
 
    “Then you’ll have to wear a dress.” 
 
    “No.” I dug my feet in. The dress became a symbol of totality that I couldn’t face. 
 
    “If you keep shrinking you’ll have to wear one.” 
 
    “We’ll face it if it comes to that.” 
 
    “So you’re just going to be naked today?” 
 
    “I’ll wear your…can I wear your robe?” 
 
    The robe. The silky thing that I had been wearing when the old lady had come calling. And maybe that was why she had…maybe that was why I was turning into a woman. She had got the idea from seeing me in the robe. And decided. But where did that leave me?” 
 
    Chanel handed me the robe. 
 
    It covered me adequately. And, I hate to say it, it caused a physical reaction. We stared as my dick grew hard. 
 
    But not as hard. Sort of a soft hard. 
 
    And it wasn’t as big. It had been eight inches, then six, and now it was barely four. 
 
    I felt a sob coming out of my throat, and I stifled it. No. Whatever was happening…I would deal with it. 
 
    I tied the robe in front and walked into the living room. 
 
    “I called in my vacation time,” said Chanel. “I want to be with you whenever…whenever…whatever happens.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Do you want a drink?” 
 
    “Of course. I want a lot of drinks.” 
 
    I sat on the couch then. I turned on TV. I saw nothing. People moved and talked on the box, but I was in my own world. 
 
    Chanel came and sat down next to me. We cuddled, two hopeless people in a hopeless world. 
 
    Somewhere in there she began fondling my breasts. It felt good. My nipples stood up like it was cold, and I could feel my groin warming. 
 
    Then she pulled the robe apart and lowered her head. She sucked on my little member. No problem with a deep throat now. And she seemed very happy to just feed off of me. Then she stopped and raised her head. 
 
    “I know what will make you happy.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A permanent.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    She took me into the kitchen and sat me in a chair, then she got out curling rods and boxes of color and shampoo, and hair pins and all manner of nefarious things. 
 
    She tried curling my hair, making little waves in it, but then frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s not taking. Your hair should be all curly. Instead, it’s just the way it was. A soft wave. And it doesn’t have the feel of hair that’s undergone chemical treatment. It’s…like it can’t be cut. It can’t be changed, even for a perm.” 
 
    “So I’m really stuck this way.” 
 
    She frowned, then slowly said, “For ten days.” 
 
      
 
    The moose was halfway between the pack and the lake. The lake, where the snow was thin and it would have more ability to move, to kick, to bite. 
 
    We had to reach the moose before it made it to the lake. We had to pull it down before the ice… 
 
      
 
    The next day my tits were full size. Adults. All grown up. They were double Ds, and looked even bigger as my chest shrunk. 
 
    And I lost another three inches of height. I was now as tall as Chanel. 
 
    She handed me a bra without speaking. 
 
    I took it and, with a little help, figured out how to put my mammaries into the thing. When I stood in front of the mirror I was struck by how feminine my body was. I had hips that were rounding. My waist had shrunk. My tits looked enormous in the bra. 
 
    “You look good,” whispered Chanel. 
 
    I nodded, unable to speak. I was captivated by my image, even as I wanted to sob and look away. 
 
    I was truly a half and half man. 
 
    She handed me some panties, and I confronted the other big change of the day. 
 
    My penis was but an inch long. And it was shaped differently, more cone-like. More like a…clitoris. 
 
    I still had a slit, but even that looked like it was moving down the ‘clit.’ It looked like it was migrating downward. 
 
    I pulled up the panties. 
 
    I never knew how good women’s underwear felt. It was soft and silky, it fit better. There was no ‘junk’ to hang awkwardly, to bang around between my legs. I could cross my legs at the crotch without strangling myself. 
 
    Chanel moved in, tugged an edge here, smoothed the fabric there. She said, “It fits perfectly. You look…good.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “I’m just being honest.” 
 
    I said nothing, and she broke. “You want to know something? You look more than good. You look fucking delicious. You turn me on. I want to…I want to…” 
 
    In my mind I was still a man. And I responded to tears. I took her in my arms. Not as easy now that we were the same size, the same weight. 
 
    Our tits mashed against each other, and she gave a sort of sobbing giggle. And we hung onto each other. 
 
    We looked like two girls. I was in underwear, she was in pants and blouse. 
 
    I whispered, “Why don’t you get in your underwear.” 
 
    She gave another snorting sort of giggle and wiggled out of her pants and blouse. We hugged, and it was warm. 
 
    Our flesh was fevered, my skin igniting her skin and vice versa. 
 
    We kissed. Not my male lips ravaging her, taking charge, but our lips soft and female, searching and caressing, a softer kind of love. 
 
    We fell on the bed and we made sweet, gentle love. 
 
    I sucked on her nipples and held her tits, and she sucked on mine. 
 
    My hand went down to her juncture and I inserted a couple of fingers, long and slender fingers, and I careful with my nails. I began to fingerbang her. Slow come hither strokes, designed to find and stimulate her g spot. 
 
    She gasped and held on to me. I sucked on her nipples and pushed my hand in further. I began to use what was left of my male strength to penetrate, to rub, to shimmy, to jerk. 
 
    She began to thrust her hips up, taking my hand, fucking my hand.  
 
    We kissed, and it was so different. As a man I pressed hard, almost savagely. As a woman I tasted her, I slithered over her like a feather. I devoured her with gentleness. 
 
    She responded to this female style of loving. She ground her hips onto my fingers. And then she shook, all the way from the groin to her head, a ripple that ran up her body, consumed her even as it unleashed her. 
 
    “OOOHHH!” She moaned long and loud, and the she relaxed. Gave it all up. Just slumped. 
 
    Slowly, I withdrew my fingers. 
 
    We lay there, breathing hard. I was frustrated, horny, but it was okay. In fucking her like a woman I had discovered a level of submission in myself. And it felt good. 
 
    I know feminists won’t like this, but it seems as if there is almost a gene in the DNA that says, ‘Go with it. Give up. Let it happen.’ And that is what I had felt, even being the aggressor. 
 
    She turned to me, rose up slightly, then she slid down my body. She explored what was left of my dick. She felt it with her fingers, sucked it with her mouth. I could feel a peculiar joy emanating from her, a wonder, as a virgin exploring her own pussy. Yet, it was my pussy. Or, almost my pussy. 
 
      
 
    Finally, we dozed. Then we got up and tried on her clothes.  
 
    She put me in underwear, and I loved thongs. I loved the feeling of a strip of cloth rubbing my asshole. 
 
    She had a variety of bras, and I loved the shelf bra. My nipples sticking up, feeling the air, acting like antenna. I know, weird, but that’s what it felt like. 
 
    I tried on a corset, and it goes almost without saying that I hated it, and loved it. I loved the confined feeling, the ‘being kept’ feeling, like somebody was hugging my whole body. And yet it was so uncomfortable. 
 
    I loved nylons, and especially the garter type. I loved the slither of putting them on. I loved the way they clung. I loved the way they made my legs feel, like a dick in a rubber. 
 
    Well, that is the way nylons feel! 
 
    And I noticed that I had no hair on my body. I didn’t have to shave my body to feel that sleek, silky feel. 
 
    And, finally, dresses, and skirts, and halter tops, and tube tops, and scarves and slinky gowns and pencil skirts and…and, and, and…I became completely enamored of female clothes. 
 
    And here was something interesting. Instead of being worried, in losing myself to the shenanigans of trying on clothes, I had become happy. Something in me appreciated and enjoyed looking good. In not looking male, big and bulky with muscle, but sleek and svelte. 
 
    A man is a like a water buffalo. A woman is like a panther. 
 
      
 
    We leaped on the back of the moose. We sprang in and grabbed his legs with our white teeth. He was a whirl of grey bodies, and it almost looked like he was wearing us. As we trimmed him down to size, as we stole his life, as we ripped through his flesh….ahhh…BLOOD! And we fed. 
 
      
 
    The next day I was the same, except for one thing. 
 
    I arose. I inspected myself and saw no difference. I went into the bathroom and sat down.  
 
    Yes, I could no longer pee standing up. Now I had to squat, like a woman, because I was a woman. 
 
    And then I saw it. 
 
    The dick was a clitoris, and under the dick my slit had gone further south, lengthened, became a trench. 
 
    I know, it sounds crude, but it was what I felt like as I examined, for the first time, my very own pussy. 
 
    My slit. My snatch. My cunt. 
 
    That thing all men desire. 
 
    That holster for a cock. 
 
    That love canal which perpetuates the human race. 
 
    I sat for a long time after my tinkle. I thought about children. I didn’t want any. I didn’t want to give birth. 
 
    Yet, I knew there was that possibility. 
 
    Chanel came in with a look of worry. I had been in the bathroom too long. 
 
    I spread my legs and pointed. I didn’t say a word. 
 
    She squatted down and looked at me. Into me. She started to reach forward, then stopped. She looked askance at me. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She touched me. 
 
    I shivered. 
 
    As a woman I was a virgin, virtually untouched, unsoiled. And the feel of another human’s touch nearly made me swoon. 
 
    She withdrew her finger quickly, and I realized that I had groaned. 
 
    In horniness, in lust, in love. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Oh, God…no.” 
 
    But I was, and she knew what I meant. I was being overwhelmed by the sensations of having a cunt. 
 
    “Come, let me examine you.” 
 
    I went into the bedroom and lay on the bed. 
 
    She separated the labia and moved her face close. She looked at every single bit of me. 
 
    “You’re moist,” she said, looking over my tits at me. 
 
    “I’m horny,” I answered. 
 
    She touched the clitoris, and I shuddered and my whole body spasmed. “OH!” 
 
    She stood up. “It’s a real pussy. Everything is there. What do you want to do?” 
 
    “Oh…” my mind whirled through possible answers, yet there was only one answer that intrigued me, that called me, that made me look at her and blurt, “Fuck me.” 
 
    “Like a man.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    she stared at me, her eyes dark, a thousand yards away, and contemplating the mysteries of the universe. 
 
    “I’ll be back in 15 minutes.” She almost ran out of the room. 
 
    She was back in 15, and she carried a big bag. On the side of the bag read the legend: 
 
      
 
    Romantix 
 
    Your Favorite Sex Shop 
 
      
 
    She took out a mess of straps and began putting them around her waist. She told me, “Choose a penis.” 
 
    I looked in the bag and there were several boxes. I pulled out a variety of penises. 
 
    I opened boxes and laid out the dildos. They were all designed with ridges so that could be attached to the strap on belt. 
 
    There was a big black one. Natch. 
 
    And a white man’s dick, a little smaller, but with gnarly looking veins. 
 
    There was a slender pink one, smooth plastic finish.  
 
    There was a REALLY big one. 
 
    I held up the REALLY big one. It was 12 inches, thick as my forearm, my male forearm. “Seriously?” 
 
    She giggled. She was nervous and excited, and she blurted. “Maybe that’s for me. Later. I’m used to it, and I couldn’t resist. I would suggest the white man’s for you. But maybe after a little foreplay with the vibrator.” The vibrator was the pink one. 
 
    “I’ll trust your advice.” 
 
    “You should. I’ve been there. I’ve done that. Done right sex is the best thing in the world. Done wrong…and it takes a while to get over it and find the pleasure.” 
 
    “I’m all for pleasure.” 
 
    “Good,” she was breathing hard. Her movements were a little jerky. 
 
    “This turns you on, doesn’t it.” 
 
    “Oh, you have no idea.” She licked her lips, then began lubing the pink vibrator. “Lie down…” then she added, with a giggle, “bitch.” 
 
    I laughed. I was nervous, too. And I appreciated the humor. 
 
    In fact, I was scared, but there was something in me, something so horny and compelling that I couldn’t ignore it. I lay down on my back and spread my legs. 
 
    She placed the vibrator on the bed table. It stood up, it’s end glistening and ready. 
 
    She crawled in between my legs. We didn’t kiss, she just began playing with my slit. 
 
    She stroked it, gently, and I appreciated the soft, woman’s touch. She kissed it, taking the time to suck and use her tongue. 
 
    She took a lot of time. 
 
    “It’ll help if you play with yourself.” 
 
    “My…tits?” 
 
    She looked up at me and grinned. “Yes. Your tits.” 
 
    Then she dove back into me. She licked and slurped. She used her fingers, she drove me up the wall. 
 
    I began to groan and moan, deep sounds came out of me. They sounded like they were from in my belly, but they were really from deep in my groin. 
 
    It felt so weird, to have somebody wiggling something inside my body. It was intimate, and scary, and stimulating all at the same time. 
 
    She sat back, on her knees, like a zen monk, between my legs. She took the vibrator and touched it to me. 
 
    It felt weird. She didn’t have it on, and the sleek plastic felt slick, and it moved easily into me. 
 
    I was glad she had used lots of lube. It was big. It took my breath away, but it dove into and out of my pussy easily. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” I started groaning and thrusting my hips. 
 
    Suddenly I felt something stopping her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got a hymen.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “It might hurt a little bit.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We have to tear it to get through.” 
 
    We stared at each other, both of us breathing hard, our chests rising and falling with lust. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I commanded. 
 
    She did, and she was gentle, and the hurt wasn’t too bad when the dildo finally broke the barrier and entered my inner depths. 
 
    “There we go, girl friend.” She began moving it in and out. Long strokes, slow and excruciating strokes. Strokes designed to drive me up the walls and through the roof. 
 
    “Oh…yes…yes…” 
 
    And she pulled it out. 
 
    “Are you going to…I didn’t feel any vibration.” 
 
    “Later,” she remarked. “Right now it’s just time for a dick. We can add the frills later.” 
 
    As she spoke she moved between my legs. She was still on her knees, scootching up, and her dick touched my pussy. 
 
    My eyes opened wide. My mouth opened. I felt electric. 
 
    She entered me, smoothly, efficiently, and I felt the bigger dick just slide right in, open me, lay me bare, turn on all my switches of desire. 
 
    I made sounds, but I don’t know what. 
 
    She watched me, and began moving her hips back and forth. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” I wasn’t thinking. the ability to think had been fucked right out of me, and we were only starting. 
 
    She leaned into me, put some weight on the dildo, and reached up to grab my breasts. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, my voice sounding alien and alone. 
 
    She felt my tits, sucked the nipples, then moved up to kiss me. She lay on me, French kissed me, her tongue exploring my mouth, and her dick was solidly in me. 
 
    I tried to move. It was awkward, I didn’t really know what I was doing, but it didn’t take long to figure out what I had to do. 
 
    I began tilting my hips one way, then the other, opening up, then pulling with my pussy lips. 
 
    She groaned. I realized that the back of the dildo must be sitting right against her own pussy. 
 
    I found myself bucking, and she bucked into me. I felt my mons getting squashed, and my lower lips become open. Then she slid out, and it felt like she was pulling my nerves into daylight. 
 
    In and out, picking up speed, and as I adapted Chanel began fucking me harder. She grabbed my tits with both hands, she ground her mouth against mine, knowing that this was a time to act male. 
 
    I broke, like a wave on at the beach. A big wave. A tsunami wave. And I splattered over hard, white sands. The world disappeared and I was just there shivering with pleasure, my hips out of control, my whole body locking up. 
 
    A series of spasms, where my hips tried to push so hard they swallowed her dick. 
 
    And then I was coming down. Amazed. Wondering. Blessed. 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! 
 
    We looked up, shocked out of our moment. Somebody was pounding on the front door like they were trying to break it down. 
 
    She pulled her dick out of me, struggled out of the harness. 
 
    I moved past her, grabbing her robe, and headed for the door. 
 
    I swung the door open. 
 
    The little, old lady was standing there. Her toothless jaw was clamped so tight it looked like Popeye’s chin. Her arms were held up, slightly bent, and rigid. Her eyes were furious. 
 
    “You…what…?” 
 
    She snarled, in her screechy voice. “Real penis! Real dick!” 
 
    Chanel reached the door and moved next to me. 
 
    “And you…you!” Then she actually slapped Chanel. 
 
    Oh, it wasn’t a hard slap, more designed to wake somebody up rather than put them to sleep. But it was still a slap. 
 
    I moved in front of Chanel as she brought her hand up to her face. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The old lady just stepped back, raised a finger and waggled it and said, “Ten days and decreta. No real dick no work!” 
 
    Then she spun on her heel and marched down to the street and headed for her own house. 
 
    We stared after her in shock. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “She didn’t really hurt me,” Chanel rubbed her jaw with one hand. 
 
    We closed the door and looked at each other. 
 
    On one hand we were shocked. 
 
    On the other hand…decreta. 
 
    “You’ve got to fuck somebody with a real dick,” Chanel marveled. 
 
    “Somebody…somebody else? A…a guy?” I was stuttering, shocked by what I had to do. “But then what happens? Do I go back to being a guy? Or do I…does it make me stay a girl?” 
 
    “I think it means you stay a girl.” 
 
    Wow. This was food for thought. 
 
      
 
    Every night I had the dream. Taking down the moose. The swirl of bodies. The savage growling and tearing as we ripped flesh, and then I was at the throat. I could feel the artery under the skin. The jugular. Rip the jugular and it was all over. Nothing more to be done. 
 
    But then the dream ended, and I awoke, and I was left wondering what would happen if I fucked a real dick. 
 
     
 
    The last day. We had checked the calendar dozens of times. We had counted days, figuring out when things happened, where I was on the countdown. 
 
    This was the last day. I knew it in my body. My body was completely female, and it was talking to me, imparting knowledge to me in intuitive fashion. 
 
    Chanel solved the problem. 
 
    “Let’s go.” She grabbed the car keys and went out the door. 
 
    We had spent the afternoon primping me. Preparing me. 
 
    “Look,” she had argued. “If you don’t fuck, something’s going to happen. If you do fuck, something’s going to happen. So we can fuck or not fuck, and something’s still going to happen. Now, if this is your last night as a woman, wouldn’t you like to feel what a woman feels like? Wouldn’t you like to make love like a woman?” 
 
    Well, I wasn’t sure, but there was a piece of me that was saying ‘yes,’ so I went along with her. 
 
    I didn’t need make up, but she applied a little anyway. And, in a weird way, it comforted me, like putting on armor would comfort a warrior. 
 
    We drove through town and out to a bar that had a fairly good reputation. Yes, there was a rough element, but management seemed to be able to keep a lid on it all. 
 
    We walked in and Chanel gave me final instructions. “Shut up. Don’t talk. You’ve never spoken to another man, you don’t want to open your mouth and insert a high heel. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes.” I stared over the crowd. The bar was crowded, pool tables were in use. A few girls wandered through the crowd and carried trays filled with beer bottles, or whatever. 
 
    There were other women there, but, except for a few glances, they ignored us. 
 
    “Now, if a man comes up and talks to you, show him this.” She handed me a piece of paper. 
 
      
 
    I don’t feel like listening to you, 
 
    I just want to see the size of your dick. 
 
    Show me and you’ll impress me. 
 
      
 
    My eyes opened, and Chanel giggled. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to find a nice, gentle man to fuck you.” She laughed then. “Remember. I’ve done this before I know how men get, and I know what kind of a man is going to be good for you. Now, go sit at that table in the corner and keep your mouth shut.” 
 
    I went to the table, I scooted around the round bench seat and put my hands up on the backs of the seats. My hair flowed along my shoulders. My lips were red and inviting. My tits were on display. In short, I was a hot bitch. 
 
    Chanel circulated. I watched her go up to man after man, engage in conversation, ask a few questions, then smile and move on. 
 
    Men came to me, asked me if I wanted a drink, hit me with a pick up line, and I never knew men could be so stupid. 
 
    The things they said to me. 
 
    “Well, here I am. What are your other two wishes?” 
 
    “Hey, my name's Microsoft. Can I crash at your place tonight?” 
 
    “Do you like raisins? How do you feel about a date?” 
 
    “There is something wrong with my cell phone. It doesn't have your number in it.” 
 
    And on and on and on. 
 
    And I smiled, and I showed them the piece of paper, and interesting things happened. 
 
    Some of them got nervous. Some of them laughed. Most of them went away pretty quick. 
 
    And a couple of them actually unzipped and showed me their tools. 
 
    One of them was average. Maybe six inches. And it wasn’t very hard, so maybe he could grow into it. 
 
    The other one was massive, a telephone pole. A splinter in God’s eye. 
 
    I was shocked by this, I was surprised, though I shouldn’t have been, I asked for it, after all, right? 
 
    So I smiled, and nodded, and didn’t say anything, and they left. 
 
    And more men came around. So many men that I lost sight of Chanel. But I knew she was busy. 
 
    She told me, much later, that she simply walked up to men and asked them about the size of their dicks. 
 
    Like my men, they might get embarrassed, or nervous, or act weird. But some of them laughed, and some of them even joked with her. 
 
    She actually wasn’t worried about getting me a big dick. She just wanted somebody who was halfway intelligent and could laugh and joke and make fun of things. 
 
    Finding somebody intelligent in a room full of drunken idiots. Maybe we should have thought this through? 
 
    But, finally, a man came up and slid in next to me. He was about 5 foot ten, slender, but strong looking, and had a real nice face. He had brown hair, semi-long, thoughtful eyes, and moved very gently, as if he was afraid of knocking things over. He looked calm and competent. 
 
    “Hi. Chanel sent me over.” 
 
    He noticed my empty glass and waved to a girl waiting on tables. 
 
    “I see you can’t speak, so I don’t know what kind of drink to get you, but let’s just try an easy bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded and gave him a thumbs up. 
 
    Shortly I was sipping my drink, and we were deep in a discussion…without me talking. 
 
    “Okay, you look like a receptionist. A lawyer? Nope. How about…you’re a race car driver!” 
 
    I would shake my head, or nod to something appropriate, and he would blather on. 
 
    He was sweet, and kind, and he made my difficult situation easy. 
 
    Finally, a couple of drinks later, he asked, “Can I kiss you?” 
 
    Shock. I froze. I stared at him with big eyes. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. Too fast, right? Forget I asked.” 
 
    “No. You weren’t too fast.” Chanel slid into the booth. Unbeknownst to us, we were in our own world, she had been nearby and listening. “Now, you may kiss her. Be good and thorough, show her that you’re more than a stupid dick, and maybe you’ll get lucky tonight.” 
 
    Now he was embarrassed. 
 
    “None of that. You’re here because you seem to be a good guy. Now get on with it.” 
 
    He slid a little closer, he put his arm around me, all the time moving slowly, like I was a puppy that he didn’t want to frighten away. 
 
    He leaned in, touched his lips to mine, and I could smell him, and feel him. 
 
    His lips lingered, asked questions, and I found myself grabbing his lapel and pulling him in for more. 
 
    When we broke Chanel was smiling. “Excellent. Okay, Tim. Your name was Tim, right? Tim, we’re going to go out to your car, and you can throw her in the back and do her up right. I’ll stand guard.” 
 
    In a way, I didn’t like it. I was being treated like a sack of meal. On the other hand, what the hell was I here for? Not to fall in love, but to fall in sex. To get my cherry officially popped, by real man meat. And then…then we would see. 
 
    So we all walked out to our car, and I slipped out of my panties, lifted my skirt, and crawled in. 
 
    Tim crawled in after me, unbuckling his belt and pulling down his pants. 
 
    His dick was nice sized. Not too big, not too small. The really nice thing, though, was that he treated me so gently. Like he actually cared whether I was lying on a seat belt, or whether it was too uncomfortable should we change positions. 
 
    Fortunately, the back seat was big enough, and I was small enough, and he was compassionate enough, and he got between my legs without too much trouble. 
 
    He hesitated, watched me. “I’m sorry, no foreplay.” 
 
    From outside the car: “That’s okay. Just hurry it up.” 
 
    He slid into me, and I suddenly realized how glorious sex could be. The feel of real flesh. The way juices lubricate everything. The different feel and texture of a dick. 
 
    I gasped, and he slid it in, and out, and in and out. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” Chanel said from outside the car. For a guard she was a pretty good voyeur.  
 
    I held on to him. I marveled. I felt his hands on my breasts. His kiss was soft and lifted me up through realms. I felt exalted. 
 
    All too soon I felt him reaching a climax. 
 
    He jerked and shuddered, and then loosed his seed. 
 
    Real dick soup. Baby batter. Hot semen. I felt it coat my walls. 
 
    And he kept shuddering and juddering, and finally, he was empty, and shrinking, and he pulled out. 
 
    He said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t make you cum. Do you want me to—“ 
 
    Chanel: “Fuck’s sake, yes! Get down there and eat and use your fingers. Use your whole damned hand if you have to. But make her cum!” 
 
    So he did. I felt the rough texture of a man’s tongue, and I marveled. Had I been like this? 
 
    But it was good, and he used his fingers, and, finally, he started jamming three stiff fingers into me. I cold feel his knuckles striking the rim of my pussy. My breath left and I couldn’t think, and, finally, zingo bingo, I came. 
 
    “OOOOOOOHHHH!” 
 
    It was huge! Long, vicious, it wrung me out like a rag and threw down on the back seat. 
 
    Now he backed out, and he smiled. He was glad. 
 
    “Okay, Tim baby. I’ve got your number, might call you again.” 
 
    She actually hugged him, then patted his ass and sent him on his way. 
 
      
 
    I dreamed that night. I dreamed of the rippling bodies taking down the moose. I dreamed of the taste and smell of blood. And I poised above the jugular, and I ripped, and blood squirted over me. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and stretched, and I was still a woman. But, then I realized something was weird. 
 
    “Chanel?” 
 
    She rolled over, looked at me, then lifted the covers and smiled. “I think you’re going to be a woman for a long time.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you just had your period.” 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jackson was about the meanest boss in the world. Never a kind word. Never a please or thank you. Nothing but frowns and barked orders. And the day he took away Christmas bonuses was the topper. 
 
      
 
    “Wow. the company must really be in trouble.” Ann shook her head sadly. She was thirty, had dark brown eyes and black hair. Her white complexion really made her eyes pop, and the dress code really made her boobs pop. She was Jackson Rand’s personal secretary. 
 
    Rand Enterprises had a very strict dress code. All women must be made up, wear tight fitting pencil skirts and white blouses. Nylons and high heels a must. 
 
    “The company’s not in trouble at all,” scoffed June. She was a blonde, curvy red lips, a bigger chest than even Ann, and worked in accounting. 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Mia. Mia was a petite knock out. A redhead with a splatter of sexy freckles, green eyes and a body to die for. she worked in tech. 
 
    June leaned across the table conspiratorially, which placed her rather large boobs on the table. “You girls want to know the real reason the Grinch stole Christmas?” 
 
    The other two girls leaned forward, and June explained in a very low voice. 
 
    “He’s going to the Islands. He’s meeting his mistress. And he needed a little extra money for that.” 
 
    Ann and Mia stared at her. Their mouths were open. 
 
    “He had a late lunch last week, forgot his cellphone, he always does that, and I peeked at it. I saw his calendar for the week, I saw his plane reservations, and I saw texts where he told his lover, with much ‘LOLs’, how he was going to take away our Christmas bonuses to be with her. 
 
    The other two girls sat in shock, and their shoulders slowly slumped. They had worked hard all year. They had put out, and put up with his domineering personality, and this is what they got. 
 
    For a long minute they sat and stared at their salads, then Mia looked up. There was fire in her green eyes, and a set to her jaw that boded trouble for someone. 
 
    “You say he left his cell in his office.” 
 
    Ann: “He gets in a hurry and just walks out without it. If I see it I remind him, but I don’t always see it. Why?” 
 
    “Can you get me that phone for 15 minutes?” 
 
    “Sure. But I repeat…why?” 
 
    “Because I’m pissed off and I want to know more. Get me that phone.” 
 
    Ann blinked. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    That very afternoon Jackson took a two hour lunch. He wined and dined a lady rep from the state, who didn’t turn out to be from the state after all, but was really a high priced escort. Jackson didn’t want to be interrupted, so he deliberately left his cell phone. Ann immediately ran it across the hall to tech. 
 
    Mia was working alone, everybody else had gone to lunch. She was hoping Ann would bring the phone. 
 
    Quickly, she hooked the device up to her big mainframe. First she downloaded everything. Then she popped a little spyware app into the thing. Finally, less than fifteen minutes had passed, she handed it back to Ann. 
 
    Ann returned it to Jackson’s charger. 
 
      
 
    Two days later Jackson was due to fly out to the islands. Ann took him to the airport, an excruciating two hour trip during which he made rude comments, fired people on the phone, and generally conducted himself like a louse. 
 
    Ann got no extra pay, nor even a simple ‘thank you’ for driving long past quitting time. 
 
    She was about to pull away from the curb when she saw a tall brunette, very severe make up, hair tied back tightly in a bun, stride through the crowd. 
 
    Curious, she watched the woman. She watched her turn into the very terminal she had dropped Jackson at, walk through the crowd and right up to him, and slap him in the face. 
 
    Slap him in the face? Her boss? The original Grinch? 
 
    Then a cop tapped Ann’s hood and she had to move on. But as she drove home she couldn’t stop wondering. 
 
    Slapped him in the face. And it didn’t look like a soft slap. Right in the middle of a crowded airport terminal. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    Suddenly her phone rang. She ran it through the car speaker. “Hi, Mia. What’s up?” 
 
    “What’s up is I need you back here pronto.” 
 
    “What? I just did the long drive to the airport and—“ 
 
    “Never mind that, I have discovered the pot of gold.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The stuff dreams are made of.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I am talking about Christmas all year round. Now get your sexy ass back here. Pronto.” 
 
    Mia hung up, leaving Ann in a state of double WTF. First some mean looking bitch slaps Jackson in the face, then Mia lays some mystery on her. Well, it had better be good. And she took the next exit, got turned around, and headed for the office. 
 
      
 
    June was already at the office when Ann arrived. She had a puzzled expression on her face as she greeted Ann. 
 
    “Okay, bitches,” chortled Mia, “Come with me.” 
 
    They entered tech and Mia led them to a small room in the back. In it was a big computer. Mia sat them down, turned on the computer, and began typing. 
 
    “First off, there is this.” She pulled up a spread sheet. It listed a couple of years of expenditures. There were a lot, and quite a few of the squares had been outlined in red. 
 
    “The red squares are off the books. Hard to find, but easy if you’re me.” She grinned. 
 
    “So what…wait a minute.” June leaned forward, examined the entries. “These are…this is weird. I can see how he did it. He’s running it right through the company, but…” 
 
    “But it’s illegal.” 
 
    “According to the IRS,” June’s breath caught.  
 
    “Do we have to worry that Mr. Asshole is going to get us shut down?” 
 
    “Oh, no. No way anybody can find this. Only a highly trained and savvy tech person like myself,” she puffed on her knuckles and rubbed them against her chest, “can find this stuff.” 
 
    “But we have something to use against him,” Ann stated. 
 
    Mia smiled. In all the smiles Ann had ever seen, that was the most insidious, nefarious, secretive smile of all. 
 
    “We don’t want to do that.” 
 
    “We don’t?” June asked. “Doesn’t that make us complicit?” 
 
    Mia ignored that statement. “You see, then there is this.” She clicked a button and the screen opened up, June’s and Ann’s eyes opened up, and then, slowly, the future opened up. 
 
    A woman. Severe make up. Hair back in a bun. Looking like the bitch from Hell. Standing. With a whip coiled over her shoulders, wearing a black, leather outfit that showed off her tits. Sitting, legs spread, sneering into the camera. On a bed, no clothes. 
 
    “I saw her at the airport,” Ann blurted. 
 
    “And well you should. She is the focus of all these expenditures that are so illegal and which eventually robbed us of our Christmas.” 
 
    Ann and June were shocked, and still puzzled, then Mia tapped the keyboard again. “And then there’ s this. 
 
    The pictures on the screen were taken by the woman with the whip. Pictures of Jackson Rand. Naked, on his knees. Eating the severe woman’s pussy. Wearing a dress. His junk locked up in a strange device… 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A chastity tube,” breathed Mia. 
 
    …tied to a bed with red stripes on his buttocks and back. In a maid’s outfit with full make up. Taking a strap on up his… 
 
    “Wow!” June and Ann both blurted at that last picture. Jackson was on all fours, and there were several angles. The rear, showing the big dildo slamming into his rectum. The side, showing his back arching downward as he was ruthlessly penetrated. The front, showing his eyes, all made up with mascara and eye shadow, rolled back in his sockets. His lipstick was very red and sexy, too. 
 
    Stunned, Ann and June sat back in their chairs. Mia was already sitting back, and with a Cheshire grin wide enough to eat the moon. 
 
    “Do we have what we think we have?” Ann asked. 
 
    “Complete control of Jackson Rand enterprises,” Mia said. 
 
    “Oh. My. God.” June muttered. 
 
    Ann said, “We can write checks, pay ourselves as we wish, make that asshole get down on his hands and knees and lick our tootsies. 
 
    “My pussy,” blurted Ann. 
 
    “My asshole,” sighed Mia. Then Mia sighed again, and she said, “But, there are problems, and, there is more.” 
 
    Ann and June cocked their heads. Another shoe was about to be dropped, and they couldn’t imagine it being bigger than what they already had. 
 
    “First, we can’t just write ourselves checks. Jackson has driven this company to the breaking point, and we need to put it back together. There’s 500 employees depending on us. 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “We couldn’t hurt the people here.” 
 
    Mia: “But, while we spend the next few days resurrecting Rand Enterprises, and while Jackson Rand is getting his submissive, little ass whipped to a frothy red, there is one more little item that we will be able to use against him. 
 
    June and Ann watched the smaller woman. 
 
    Mia smiled. It was a tight smile, the corners of her mouth going up and leaving her full lips in a beautiful little crescent shape. 
 
    She reached forward and tapped the keyboard. 
 
    The screen was black. Nothing there. Ann and June looked at each other  in puzzlement. 
 
    “This, my dear bitches, is the feed from Jackson Rand’s cell phone.” 
 
    “But it’s black!” Ann protested. 
 
    “Because it’s in his pocket. When he takes it out we will have a real time feed on anything and everything our perverted little boss does.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. Yes. And double yes.” 
 
    “Now, I’m going to go home, have some ice cream, and come back tomorrow and see what we have captured.” 
 
    “But what if he just lays it down somewhere?” 
 
    “Then he does. But, I researched the resort he’s staying at, and told them to have one charger placed on the dresser in the bed room. I even told them which way I wanted it facing. The odds are in our favor.” 
 
    And that was it for the impromptu ‘briefing,’ and the girls went home, to ice cream and vibrators and dreams in the night. 
 
      
 
    The next day they all reported for work, even though it was the weekend. They all trundled into the same, little office as the night before, and they all sat down and watched the computer screen. They all had big cups of Starbucks, they were all wearing loose clothes that would NEVER come close to the company dress code. And Mia clicked the keyboard. 
 
    Blackness. And disappointment. 
 
    “We just have to scroll to real time,” explained Mia. 
 
    So they watched several hours of blackness pass in a couple of minutes, then a jiggly picture appeared. 
 
    A back walking away. A bare back. Throwing himself onto the bed, his arms and legs spread. 
 
    The woman, wearing the tight, leather mistress outfit, tied scarves around his wrists. She tied them tight. 
 
    Then she sat on the side of the bed and said something to Jackson. 
 
    “Sound?” I asked. 
 
    “Sorry,” muttered Mia, and she tapped the keyboard. 
 
    “…issed me?” 
 
    “With all my heart.” Jackson’s voice was no longer proud and haughty. It was like a school boy’s begging not to be flunked. 
 
    “And have you jacked off?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good, because you know what the punishment is for illegal cums.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Are you ready for what is about to befall you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    The woman got up, moved around the bed, picked something up from off screen, then leaned over Jackson’s ass. It was a butt plug. It was big, and had Barack Obama’s likeness on it. 
 
    She sucked on it for a moment, then pushed it into his ass. 
 
    Jackson grunted and arched up. “Oh!” His voice came loud and clear. 
 
    “And this is all recorded,” June said, absorbed by what she was watching. 
 
    “Every dirty pixel,” Mia said. 
 
    The woman unlocked the chastity tube and placed it aside. 
 
    “Does he wear that all the time?” asked Ann. 
 
    “He will now,” laughed Mia. 
 
    The woman began to work him over. She pressed on the butt plug, stroked him until he was big and red and dripping, then whipped him, with a real whip, until his ass was red, he was sobbing, and his dick was near spurting. 
 
    Then she backed off, had herself a drink, and exchanged a little small talk with Jackson. 
 
    It was so odd, to see him all tied up and crying, trying to maintain a conversation with the woman who was whipping his ass. 
 
    After a couple of hours of this the woman slapped his balls until he was soft and put the chastity tube back on him. Then she let him up and told him to get ready for lunch. 
 
    Jackson got ready all right. He picked up a bottle of Nair and headed for the bathroom. He came out hairless, and pulled on panties and a bra… 
 
    “He’s got tits!” 
 
    And he did. Mia explained, “One of the expenditures were for hormones. Our big, bad boss is trying to grow a pair. And I don’t mean balls.” 
 
    They all laughed, and Mia slowed the picture on the computer so they could study his growing, little mounds. They were cute. Easily disguised with a compression shirt. And they looked like they had the potential to get bigger. A lot bigger. 
 
    …and a corset which made his figure quite slender, and emphasized his boobs, he was wearing a shelf bra and the nipples would plop right through a blouse. 
 
    And he rolled up nylons and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset. 
 
    And high heels. 
 
    And then, the piece de resistance…make up. 
 
    Mr. Big, Bad, Studly Boss was accomplished at the application of cosmetics. He cleaned and moisturized, he put on foundation and light blush. He curled his eye lashes and applied mascara. Then his lips became all kissy as he put on a thick coat of lip stain. 
 
    Not lipstick, but the longer lasting stuff. Stain. 
 
    And gloss. 
 
    The woman came back into the room. She was wearing a dress which showed her boobs. It was very stylish and looked extra fine with her long legs and heels. And her hair was now undone. She had thick, gorgeous hair, and it spread over her creamy shoulders in a gentle wave. 
 
    No trace of the harsh mistress who slapped his face and beat his ass. Now she was a kind looking, gorgeous babe. 
 
    He pulled on a dress, slipped into his heels, and she put a wig on him. 
 
    Ready to go. 
 
    They walked out of the room all ready to crack crabs and eat caviar. And drink champagne. And get drunk and do it all again. 
 
    On the company dime. 
 
    The girl’s dime. 
 
    The employee’s Christmas bonus. 
 
    The girls all sat and were immersed in heavy thoughts. 
 
    Jackson Rand. Under their thumb. A big man with a big secret. An asshole if ever there was one. 
 
    And in that moment of reflection, waiting for the next chapter in their sexy, little soap opera, each of the girls made up their minds. They were going to bring Jackson down. And save the company. And there was nothing Jackson could do about it. 
 
      
 
    Ann picked up Jackson at the airport. There was no trace of make up on his face. There was no unsightly bulge in his slacks. He looked relaxed, and ready to go, and mean as ever. 
 
    “I see my calendar needs a little work.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Ann replied, watching him in the rear view mirror. 
 
    “You really should clean this car better.” 
 
    “I will, sir.” 
 
    “I need to call a meeting. Things are getting slack and we need to tighten things down. This is a professional company.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Jackson gave orders and complained all the way to the offices. Ann let him out, parked the car, and rode the elevator up to the 20th floor. 
 
    “How was he?” June asked. 
 
    “Same old same old. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes. We just need Mia to…here she is.” 
 
    Mia strode down the hallway. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. The sweat shirt read ‘Tax the Rich.’ She was carrying a keyboard and a mouse. The keyboard and the mouse were already hooked up to Jackson’s big wall monitor. 
 
    “Ready, bitches?” 
 
    “Lead on, head bitch,” June said, and they all giggled. Then, marching in step, they entered the back corridor, walked down to Jackson’s office and pushed the doors open. 
 
    Jackson was sitting at his desk, his hand between his legs, a drink to one side, and he looked up in shock. “What the hell!” He rapidly pulled his hand up. It looked a little tense. Like he had been doing something to himself below the desk. 
 
    “Jackson, we’ve come to talk.” 
 
    The girls moved chairs in front of the desk and sat down. 
 
    Jackson goggled, then said into the phone, “I’ll have to get back to you.” Then he turned red, and he whispered into the phone, “Yes, my love.” Which was apparently not loud enough, for a moment later he repeated, in a louder voice, “Yes, my love.” 
 
    He hung up the phone and glared at us. 
 
    “What the hell is going on? And you, why are you wearing that…that stupid sweat shirt? There’s a dress code here! And you two, why aren’t you—“ 
 
    “Shut up,” Ann yelled. 
 
    Jackson’s face froze, was stunned, then started to turn red. He was about to ratchet up and start screaming. The girls had all heard him scream before. They had heard him yell at a secretary for eating a donut at her desk. He had yelled at a mail boy for being ten minutes late with the mail. He had yelled at salespeople, and technicians, and even strangers on the street. 
 
    And he had gotten away with it. He was big and bullying, and…no more. 
 
    Mia tapped on the keyboard and the screen on the wall on the right side of the room lit up. 
 
    Jackson couldn’t help himself. He turned and looked, and his mouth dropped open. 
 
    There he was, on the screen, looking into the camera. Full make up. Charcoal eyes and red lips, very feminine looking. Eye lashes curled, long hair hanging down the sides of his face. 
 
    “I…what…I don’t…?” He stuttered helplessly. Caught by his own visage. Damned by his own make up. 
 
    The picture was a still, and Mia tapped a key. A cartoon speech balloon appeared. It said: 
 
      
 
    My name is Randy. 
 
    I’ve been a bad girl. 
 
    Please spank me. 
 
      
 
    He turned to the girls, his face the deepest shade of purple they have ever seen. But it wasn’t anger, it was embarrassment. ‘Please,’ he mouthed, but no sound came out. 
 
    “Watch,” Ann admonished. He turned his attention back to the wall monitor. 
 
    Another picture. Him on a bed. Naked. A woman caught uncoiling a whip across his back. His back was criss crossed with red stripes. 
 
    Another picture. Him wearing a bra and a corset, sitting on a bed rolling up nylons. 
 
    Another picture. Him putting mascara on his eyes, his mouth open in an O as he stretched his face in concentration. 
 
    Another picture. And another. And another. 
 
    And then the video. Scenes of the woman with the whip on vacation. 
 
    Scenes of her lashing him mercilessly, playing with his cock. Teasing him, making him cry, putting on the chastity tube, screaming at him to eat her pussy better. 
 
    And on and on and on. 
 
    The clip finished. Jackson sat down, a totally crushed man. He was like that final scene in King Kong. The giant ape is laying dead on the street, and Carl Denham says, ‘It was beauty killed the beast.’ 
 
    Except, in this case, it was three beauties. 
 
    A whisper: “What do you want.” 
 
    Mia said, “First of all, we want you to speak up.” 
 
    He looked up, a crushed, despondent, hopeless man. “What do you want?” 
 
    June said, “I’d like a manicure. I would die for nails as pretty as Randy’s.” She positioned her face coyly and made a brushing motion with her slender hand. 
 
    Ann and Mia giggled. Ann said, “I’d like a Maserati. A convertible. With a built in bar.” 
 
    More giggles. 
 
    “Please,” begged Jackson, forever after to be known as Randy, “Tell me what you want?” 
 
    Mia, always the more practical one, took the reins. 
 
    “Several items come to mind. Let’s start with the most obvious. Call that woman and tell her her services are no longer required.” 
 
    “But she’s got pictures! She might…” 
 
    “Tut tut. Don’t bother us with details. Now call.” 
 
    Broken, he reached for his cell phone. 
 
    “Put it on speaker.” 
 
    Staring at Mia, looking like a dog about to be hung, he hit a contact, then put the phone on speaker. 
 
    “How’s my little Jerk Off?” 
 
    Her pet name for him, and the girls almost lost it right there. They had heard her call him that, but to hear it all again, in real time…they placed hands over their mouths and stifled their mirth. 
 
    “Uh, I can’t see you anymore.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “You dare speak to me that way? Do you know what I will do to you?” Her voice lost that pleasant banter and became a hiss. A woman scorned. Or maybe a woman’s pocket book scorned. 
 
    “I can’t see you anymore. I’m going to hang up.” 
 
    “I’ve got pictures, videos, receipts. I’m going to put them on the internet.” 
 
    One thing about Randy, he wasn’t stupid, and he managed to come up with a counter. “The IRS would love to talk to you about all those very expensive gifts I’ve given you.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “You fuck.” 
 
    “Good bye.” 
 
    “Fuck you  you fucking fu—“ 
 
    He hung up. 
 
    The girls smiled as one. Three Cheshire cats, all in a row. 
 
    “Next item. Read this over the loud speaker.” 
 
    Mia tapped a key and the wall monitor filled up with a memo. 
 
    “I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “We don’t have the money!” 
 
    And it was true. The company had the money, but Randy had used it to have a vacation, and now the company didn’t have the money.  
 
    “Randy, Randy,” June smiled at him. “The company doesn’t have any money, but you do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It was very nice of you to take out a loan on your house.” 
 
    “What! I didn’t…you can’t…that house is paid off!” 
 
    “Not any more,” three girls smiling. 
 
    Mia: “Read.” 
 
    “I’m not going to.” He revolted. Which the girls had expected. 
 
    “The recordings you have seen are in the cloud, planted in unsuspecting computers everywhere, and even addressed to your grandmother.” 
 
    His mouth opened. 
 
    “What do you think mama would think if she saw you having such fun?” 
 
    Short revolt. He hung his head and pulled his desk mike forward. He turned to the wall and read, and his voice could be heard throughout the building. 
 
    “The subject of Christmas bonuses has come up again. I am pleased to say that everybody will be getting double the bonus. Checks will be cut this Thursday by six o’clock. Please pick up your checks at that time and take Friday off. Thank you for being a wonderful company, and Merry Christmas.” 
 
    We could hear the cheers erupt all through the building. We could hear people yelling at each other,  screaming congratulations and holiday happiness. 
 
    Ann, June and Mia smiled. 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy no. We’re just getting started.” 
 
    His face was ashen. 
 
    Mia tapped a key and another memo appeared on the wall. 
 
    He didn’t try to revolt this time, he simply picked up the mike and keyed it. “Will the following people please report to my office. Marsha Black, Sandra Cummings, Trisha…” he called a dozen women’s names, then pushed the mike away. 
 
    They waited. 
 
    The ladies came in, all. twelve of them. they looked a little crestfallen, a little afraid. 
 
    Randy said, “I realize the company has been remiss. It’s all my fault, and I’d like to make amends. Marsha and Sandra, you now have extended maternity leaves. Please take six months to be with your newborns. Your checks will be mailed to you every week, and  your jobs will be waiting, at increased pay, when you return. 
 
    “You other ladies, I have been remiss in assisting you with parenting. We are going to open a daycare within two weeks. It will be free, and you will be given whatever time you need to make sure it meets your expectations, and to visit your children during the day. My apologies for this mistake, and there will be an extra bonus in your next paycheck.” 
 
    The ladies couldn’t believe their ears. They cried, and they hugged each other, and they even forgot that Randy was the meanest man in the world and they thanked him. Two of them even hugged him, which brought forth big grins from Ann, June and Mia. Watching their boss meet his comeuppance in hugs was more delicious than could be imagined. 
 
    The ladies filed out, and Mia put another message on the wall.  Randy pulled the mike to him and called a half a dozen men’s names. Shortly, the half a dozen men, looking puzzled, filed into the office. 
 
    “Gentlemen. You are fired for being sexually abusive. You will get no severance, you will receive no recommendation for future employment. Get out of here.” 
 
    That brought forth stunned silence, then some nasty remarks, and then a sad troupe of unemployed idiots. 
 
    Randy looked at the three women. Surprisingly, his eyes were clear. He actually looked calm. The fact was, doing the right thing had actually brought him a little bit of spiritual relief. 
 
    People know when they are being bad, and he had known, and now he wasn’t. It was making deep changes in his psyche. 
 
    “Okay, Randy, well done on your progress, but the changes are just starting. Here’s how it’s going to go. We are in charge of this company. We will tell you what to do, what to sign, everything. You will not put your signature to a piece of paper, or even make a verbal agreement, until we okay it. All three of us. We will have daily meetings to discuss this procedure.” 
 
    “Is that all,” his voice was low, his situation was starting to effect him again. He had done a momentary good deed in helping abused ladies and firing sexual harassers, but he was still a pervert who had stolen from his company and betrayed the 500 people who worked there. 
 
    “Not a chance, Randy, baby.” Ann smiled. “Now, you already know that we have the goods on you, and you know everything is being held back. But you do have one possible hope.” 
 
    “I do?” And that actually confused him. 
 
    “Absolutely,” said Mia. “You see, if we reveal you, we lose our club. If everybody knows, then you have nothing more to fear. So we are in a stand off, be it with us girls having the upper hand. So, you will do what we say. In everything. No protests. No complaints. No trickery. If you don’t, we will send your little sex file to your grandmother.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to object but Mia held a palm up to stop him, 
 
    “If you refuse to follow our instructions again, we will send it to other immediate family members. And then to the family at large. And then to the company. And then to your business competitors. And then to the world at large.” 
 
    He looked like a fish then, opening and closing his mouth, stunned by the girl’s perfidy. 
 
    “But…I…you…” 
 
    June, Ann and Mia watched, and waited and smiled, and enjoyed his predicament. 
 
    Randy hung his head. His mind raced frantically. But there was no hope for him. 
 
    “Now that we all understand each other,” Ann said, “There’s one last thing. At least for today.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    “But…I…” now he was embarrassed all over again. 
 
    “Stand up,” steel in her voice. 
 
    He stood up, and his dick sprouted from his pants. He had been jacking off when they had entered, and he was still hard. 
 
    The girls grinned.  
 
    Ann, “I thought so. I can’t tell you how many times I have suspected…” 
 
    He started to put his penis away. 
 
    “No, no,” blurted June. “Finish yourself off.” 
 
    “But…me…now?” 
 
    “Now and here. And be quick about it,” Mia snarled. 
 
    Randy placed his hand on his penis and began stroking. His face was a mess of distraction. He really didn’t want to do this. 
 
    “Play with your nipples,” Ann commanded. 
 
    Dutifully, he reached up and began rubbing a nipple. 
 
    Remove your shirt, open your compression shirt and show us your titties, then keep rubbing. 
 
    His face stunned by what they knew, he followed directions. 
 
    For long minutes he stroked and played with his chubby nipple, but nothing was happening. “I…I can’t…not with you three sitting there!” 
 
    “But you can when the woman with the whip tells you to? When you have full make up on and she has her finger up your butt?” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Take down your pants.” 
 
    He tried to move slowly, but we wouldn’t let him. 
 
    “Now, bend over the desk.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Keep jacking off.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    Mia walked behind him. On his desk was a tray with cigars. She took one out and inserted it up his rectum. 
 
    He grunted and his eyes got a very far away look. 
 
    Then she started spanking him. 
 
    “When we say cum…we mean cum!” 
 
    Spank. Spank. Spank. 
 
    His face was red, but June and Ann could tell that Mia was turning the trick. 
 
    He started lurching. His eyes rolled a little, and he began to spasm. His upper body jerked, and behind him Mia smiled. “That’s a good bitch,” she said. 
 
    Randy stood up. His dick was leaking all over his desk.  Mia said, “Lick it up.” 
 
    He bent and licked. He was used to such things. 
 
    “Now, put this on.” 
 
    June held out a small, black bag. 
 
    He pulled out a chastity tube. Oh, the look on his face. Caught, gutted and ready for the grilling. 
 
    “And hurry, before you get hard again.” 
 
    He put on the tube and Mia locked a very secure padlock on it. 
 
    “We each have keys. We will have a board meeting whenever you wish to bring up the subject of getting your cock loose.” 
 
    “A board meeting?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re a company asset, and we wish to make sure you are not used frivolously.” 
 
    And, oddly, his face didn’t look terrified. There was something he liked about being in chastity, and the girls made quick note of it. 
 
    “Now, pull your pants up and go home. Report for work tomorrow, eight o’clock—“ 
 
    “But I don’t need to be here until ten!” 
 
    “And you like to leave early, but a real boss should show up early and leave late. Got it?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Say ‘Yes, ma’am.’” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. Get out of here. And make sure you smoke that cigar on your way home.” 
 
    The ladies all giggled happily. 
 
    Beaten, destroyed, a ruined man, Jackson Rand, now know as ‘’Randy,’ pulled up his pants and left the building. 
 
    The odd thing, the girls were watching him on the security feed as he left, was that people kept coming up to him and thanking him. 
 
    And, at one point, though confused, he actually showed a smile. 
 
    Was there hope for the meanest man in the world?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Tuesday morning arrived. Sunshine and cupcakes, everybody came to work, and were greeted with this missive. 
 
     
 
    ‘As comfort makes for a happy company, and since a happy company has better production, the dress code is hereby canceled. As long as you are clean and tidy, wear what you wish.’ 
 
      
 
    Ann walked through the building and listened to the comments.  
 
    “Oh my God! Is this real?” 
 
    “Thank God! I am so tired of heels and pencil skirts. 
 
    “I’m going home. I’ll be back in a half.” 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    Upstairs she made her way into tech and found Mia. 
 
    “Hey, girl, any news on the Randy front?” 
 
    “He’s been digging into the net all night. He’s looking for loopholes, but what’s he got? ‘My secretaries are blackmailing me, how do I stop them?’ Google hasn’t been very helpful.” 
 
    They laughed, and then saw him on the security cam. It was five minutes before eight and he was taking the private elevator up to his office. 
 
    They smiled at each other. The private elevator was at the end of the hall. Everybody should have had access to it. Well, they would now. Memo time. 
 
    June entered the building. She was wearing a blue linen dress with red leggings. An eyesore that somehow worked. She greeted her friends cheerfully, and, “How’s the big, bad boss?” 
 
    “We’re going to see him right now. Want to come?” 
 
    “Does a chicken want to lay eggs?” 
 
    They left tech, crossed the hall, and entered Randy’s office. 
 
    He had just put his cell phone on the charger, and he turned and looked at the three. The look on his face told them how badly he didn’t want to see them. 
 
    “Hey, Randy. How’s it hanging?” 
 
    June answered for him: “Long loose and full of juice?” 
 
    Mia quipped, “Real short and ready to abort?” Which caused the other girls to break out in hysterics. 
 
    Randy kept a stone face. He sat down. He didn’t say anything, just waited. 
 
    “We’re making your elevator employee friendly.” Ann said. He frowned. 
 
    June said, “We’ve changed the dress code. Everybody can wear what they want, except for you.” 
 
    “What?” Now he was worried. 
 
    June had a paper sack, and she put it on his desk. “Get dressed, and be quick about it.” 
 
    Randy looked into the sack, and his face got pale.  
 
    Nylons. A garter belt. A bra. 
 
    “I…please don’t make me…” 
 
    “Sorry, buddy boy, but you’re made. Now, chop chop.” 
 
    He picked up the bag and, head down, he rounded the desk and headed for the door. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    He stopped and looked at the three women. He was confused. “To put this stuff on.” 
 
    “Right here,” commanded Mia. 
 
    They directed stern looks at him, and he sighed. And he was terribly embarrassed, his face was bright pink as he took off his clothes and put on the sexy underthings. 
 
    “Really…I don’t…” he mumbled and the girls couldn’t make out what he was saying. 
 
    “Speak up, Randy Boy.” 
 
    Instead, he stopped mumbling. Shortly he stood in his glory. Panties and garter. Nylons. A bra, somewhat frilly, and his chest bulged slightly. 
 
    He looked down, and looked ready to cry. Then he began putting his clothes on. 
 
    Finally he was dressed, and he sat down behind his desk. He looked so manly, his specially ordered Burberry double breasted, his extra long, red power tie. His Italian loafers. 
 
    But underneath it they knew he was a sissy. And he knew that they knew. The knowledge in their eyes was delicious, and he stayed nice and red in the face. 
 
    “Okay, time to take apart these staff reports.” 
 
    Ann brought out a sheaf of papers and the meat of the meeting began. 
 
    Randy wasn’t a very good boss. He had taken over the company when his grandfather died a couple of years previous. His grandmother had tasked him to care for the family business, and he had driven it near into the ground. 
 
    Ann educated him about treatment of employees. June schooled him on simple ‘School of Common Sense’ principles. Mia jumped in whenever tech was involved. 
 
    And, after the meeting, which had gone all morning, the girls sat back. 
 
    “Randy Boy. We girls have private matters to discuss. Go buy yourself some high heels. Five inchers. Spikes. Boots are okay, but you will get brownie points for the kind that have straps that criss cross up. Shoo.” 
 
    “But where am I supposed to get heels?” 
 
    “At a heel store. You’re a heel, right? You should feel right at home.” Mia tossed the instruction to him nonchalantly, and the other two girls laughed. 
 
    “But I usually get these…these kinds of things off the internet!” 
 
    “Now where’s the fun in that? I’ll tell you what. Go to Playmates, I know it’s on the 6400 block of Hollywood Blvd. I’ll call and tell them you’re coming. Now get going. Find some shoes, then take a long lunch, then report here for afternoon instruction.” 
 
    Hang dog, Randy walked across the room. 
 
    Mia blurted, “And don’t take the elevator. Use the stairs.” 
 
    He turned and his mouth opened and he looked so delightfully upset. 
 
    “Oh, I’m kidding. You can use the elevator, but just this once.” 
 
    He shut his mouth, went back to being a hang dog, and walked out. 
 
    June and Ann giggled, and Mia looked thoughtful. “You know, we’re going to have to up the game.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He’s used to being abused. It won’t be long until he’s bored.” 
 
    “And you care if he’s bored?” 
 
    “I care if he doesn’t learn. Keeping him interested is going to keep him aware, and if he is aware he might actually become somebody.” 
 
    That was an interesting thought. And it would not only fix the company, but might make him into something resembling a human. 
 
    “Now, let me make that call, and try something.” 
 
    Mia hit a number on her phone, and: “Talia! How are you? Uh huh. Oh, I loved that. Now, listen, a big burly man is going to come into your story in about, oh, say fifteen minutes. He’s our boss, and he likes to be embarrassed. So this is what I want you to do.” 
 
    She explained the plan, then finished up with, “Say, can I hook into your security feed so we can watch the fun?” 
 
    A minute later the wall monitor lit up with the insides of Playmates. The girls could see long rows of lingerie, tons of shoes. Feather boas, hats, and gimcracks and doodads. 
 
    Nineteen minutes later Randy walked into the store. It wasn’t color, but the girls didn’t need color to see his embarrassment. His body language was jerky, a sad attempt at being cool and not obvious at the same time. 
 
    “That’s Talia.” 
 
    A skinny girl wearing a tee shirt and leggings came up to Randy. There was no audio, but it was obvious she was asking him what he wanted. 
 
    Then she looked at him with disgust. She was upbraiding him for being a man in an underwear shop. 
 
    Mia picked up her phone and called Talia. On the screen Talia glanced at her phone, realized who it was, and answered. 
 
    Talia half turned, grinned at the security camera, which meant she was big-faced and grinning on the huge wall monitor. She looked like she was hanging up, then she turned and faced Randy. And she was holding her phone so the girls could listen. 
 
    “You expect me to believe that? That you want a present for your girlfriend? Sheesh! Of all the perverts. Okay, tell me the shoe size of this so called girl friend.” 
 
    “Well, uh, she’s a big girl, and, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, no. you’re going to tell me she’s the same size as you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Yes.” 
 
    Talia led Randy to the back of the shop. There was a row of tubular chairs on a dirty, grey carpet. She sat him in one and folded her arms and looked at him. “Okay, so this make believe girl friend, what kind of shoes does she want?” 
 
    “High heels. With straps.” 
 
    “So her pretty painted toes can show?” 
 
    June, Ann and Mia looked at each other in shock. Painted nails. Of course! 
 
    Back on the screen Talia went into a store room, then returned with several boxes. 
 
    “Okay, slick, let’s see the tootsies.” 
 
    In the office the girls laughed. 
 
    Randy put his foot on a little stand and just sat there. He was conflicted about something. Then Talia pulled his pant leg up and it was obvious what he was conflicted about. 
 
    Nylons. 
 
    “I know,” groaned Talia. “You wore nylons to better approximate your girl friend’s feet. Right?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Randy couldn’t look at anything. He was mumbling. 
 
    “Speak up, sissy boy.” 
 
    Randy’s head shot up like he had been slapped. 
 
    Ann, June and Mia howled. Sissy boy. Now they had to include it in their own conversations, but without letting him know they were spying on him. 
 
    Talia kept trying shoes on poor Randy. She chose shoes that were too tight, or too pink, or otherwise abusive to his poor, tortured soul. Randy kept mumbling his answers, and Talia kept calling him on it. “Speak up! Sissy boy!” 
 
    A couple of employees moved closer. They were grinning as they checked stock and listened to Talia let loose. 
 
    Finally, he stood up, tall in a pair of spikes with the requisite straps. His toes peeked out the bottom and Talia shook her head. “Don’t you know anything?” 
 
    “Can I pay now?” He was actually asking if he could do something! Not demanding it like a cocksure boss. Could anything be better? 
 
    And, the answer, of course it could. 
 
    Just as Randy put his wallet back in his jacket Talia came around the counter. She glanced up at the security camera with a vicious grin. “Hold it.” 
 
    Randy held it. He froze. He thought he was done and out, but the worst was just starting. 
 
    “If you’re going to be a sissy, then you have to act like one.” 
 
    She picked up a tube of lipstick off the counter. She grabbed his tie and pulled him down to her level. 
 
    Randy started to struggle, but she snapped, “Don’t make me call Mia!” 
 
    Randy looked like he was crying, but the camera didn’t give enough resolution to be sure. 
 
    Talia painted his lips a bright red. Even on the black and white the girls could tell his lips were now a bright red. 
 
    The two employees started cheering and making comments. 
 
    “Now, I’m calling Mia, and if you don’t walk into her office with this lipstick still in place…I’m sure she’ll be a bit upset.” 
 
    June and Ann high fived Mia. 
 
    Then Randy started to leave the store, and Mia stopped him again. 
 
    “Don’t you want to wear your new shoes home?” 
 
    “Uh, no. I’ll carry them.” 
 
    “Nonsense. Everybody likes new things. Kick those loafers over here and put on your high heels.” 
 
    Randy moved like he was suddenly old. He removed his shoes and slid them along the floor to Talia. Talia nodded at his shoe box. 
 
    Randy took the shoes out and put them on. He laced the straps properly and straightened up. 
 
    Six inches taller, and feeling like he was about an inch tall. 
 
    Finally, he was allowed to leave, to the accompaniment of cheers and laughter. 
 
    “What do you think he’ll do?” asked June. 
 
    Ann: “He’ll either carry the shoes back here, or just slink out and try to fake it. His pants are long enough that he’ll just look a little long-legged.” 
 
    The girls settled in to wait. They changed the computer feed to the building security, and focused on the camera showing Randy’s parking spot. 
 
    Suddenly Ann jumped up and ran out of the room. 
 
    June and Mia exchanged glances and shrugged, and went back to watching the security feed. 
 
    Five minutes later a car pulled into Randy’s parking space. It was Ann, and she got out and, with a big smile on her face, flipped the security cam off. 
 
    She was back in the office four minutes later, and sitting down. 
 
    “I realized he could pull in, jump into the elevator, and jump out right next to the office. This will make it a little more difficult.” 
 
    Twenty minutes later Randy’s car drove into the garage and headed for his spot. The car slowed down, and the girls could see him striking his steering wheel, then it shot past, went down three different rows, and two levels, before he found a parking space. 
 
    All the time the girls were making remarks. 
 
    “Come on, Randy!” 
 
    “It’s just a short walk of shame.” 
 
    “Next time I’m going to disconnect the back elevator. Can you see him walking through the lobby like that?” 
 
    The girls watched him walk through the garage. He move quickly, and it was obvious that he was afraid. Suddenly he stopped and hid behind a car. Two ladies walked past, oblivious of their boss hiding from them. 
 
    The girls laughed uproariously. 
 
    Another level, more hiding and people passing, then he was at the elevator. 
 
    “Oh, excellent, look at this!” 
 
    June and Ann looked at the patch of screen. Janie Hackins was getting on the elevator. Janie and Randy were going to be face to face in seconds. 
 
    The girls leaned forward and studied the screen raptly. 
 
    The elevator door opened and Randy half spun away and covered his lipstick clad face with one hand. 
 
    Janie gave him the strangest look, then she was past and he was getting on. A minute later the girls saw him get off the elevator and scamper to his office. Nobody was there and he made it. He opened the door, stepped in, and was met by a trio of grinning faces. 
 
    He was blushing, had probably been blushing since the shoe store. “I got them.” 
 
    And here was the weird thing. There was an underlying happiness to him. Could it be that he actually liked the embarrassment, and almost being caught? 
 
    Or was it just being able to look like a woman? Finally, after all his years and fantasies and whippings? 
 
    “Okay,” Mia brought the room to order. “Let’s talk about how to read sales statistics.” 
 
    They spent the afternoon discussing how statistics could be read, what kind of incentives sales people needed, and various other things. 
 
    Finally, five o’clock, the girls stood up and stretched. “You know,” said June, “If you had applied yourself to all this sooner this might not have all happened.” 
 
    “Oh, heck,” said Ann. “It would have happened. He’s a sissy boy. Always has been and always will be.” 
 
    Randy mumbled something, probably a protest, but the girls ignored him. 
 
    “One last thing, Randy Baby…take off your clothes.” 
 
    “Everything?” 
 
    “No, just your male clothes. Leave the good stuff on.” 
 
    “But I have to go home!” 
 
    “The sooner you give us your male clothes…” 
 
    He started stripping. In a minute the girls had his slacks and suit. His loafers were back at Playmates and he stood tall in his heels. 
 
    “Okay, boss, see you tomorrow.” the three ladies headed for the outer door. 
 
    “But wait! How am I going to get home?” 
 
    “Drive your car?” asked Mia of the other two, and they all chortled. 
 
    “But I need to get to my car, and…and these heels…and these…this underwear!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. About that. Make sure you hand wash your duds, and paint your toenails red, and come back to work the way you’re leaving right now. We’ll put your suit in here early tomorrow morning. You can get it then.” 
 
    Then they cheerfully went home. 
 
     
 
    The building opened up at six the next morning, and the girls were waiting at the gate. Randy took his place in line behind them. When it opened they entered the garage, and this time Mia parked in Randy’s space. 
 
    Randy didn’t stop and pound the wheel, he zoomed past, found the closest space to the elevator and ran back to it. 
 
    The girls hopped on the elevator quickly, pressed the buttons, and giggled. They knew he had to wait for the elevator to return, he would be easy for anybody to see. They could imagine him watching the light that indicated floors and pounding on the ‘up’ button. Terrified. 
 
    They reached the top floor, tossed his suit, all wrinkled, onto his chair, then went back out to the hall to watch him. 
 
    The elevator door opened and he jumped out and ran for the door to his office. Then he stopped. June Ann and Mia filed out of his office. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned in disappointment. 
 
    “You aren’t glad to see us?” 
 
    “Randy boy, how disappointing.” 
 
    And, Mia: “You left here with lipstick. Where is it?” 
 
    But that isn’t…it’s not clothes!” 
 
    “You were supposed to show up like you left. Where’s the lipstick.” 
 
    “But I don’t have any!” 
 
    “Then you’d better get some.” 
 
    Voices out in the big office. People were arriving. 
 
    “But I don’t…please…can you…can you give me some? Do any of you have lipstick?” 
 
    “I do,” chirped June brightly. “But I don’t want your cooties on it.” 
 
    “I’ll buy you some more! Please! Please!” Voices were approaching the hallway. 
 
    The girls looked at each other, faces twisted in amusement. Then June reached into her purse. “Oh, all right. But you’re going to have to get me some new lipstick at lunch.” 
 
    “Okay! All right! Anything. Just please…please.” 
 
    June handed him the gold tube and he frantically turned the base and started applying it to his lips. 
 
    “Mia! Is that you?” A voice drifted down the hallway. “I need to see you about…”               
 
    Randy shrunk into himself, and, just in time, the three girls moved, keeping a tight line, and he squirted into the office. Seconds later he was pulling on his suit, and hoping that nobody was coming in to see him. 
 
    Mia talked to the chubby girl from downstairs for a minute, then the girl left and the three ladies turned to each other. They were grinning. 
 
    “I tell you, he likes it.” 
 
    “He likes being a woman, and he wants to get caught.” 
 
    Yes, he was frantic, desperate, but they could see the excitement in his eyes. And they could see his cock cage dripping. 
 
    “Then we need to keep doing this, and we need to get better, get more creative. As long as we keep him like this he’ll follow directions. If we don’t, he’ll have time to think, to protest, and we don’t want that.” 
 
    With much to think about, the girls went to work. And, as the day before, they spent the time teaching Randy how to run his company, something he should have known, but which he had been too busy getting whipped and beaten to take the time for. 
 
    And the days passed. And as the days passed Randy started getting a little belligerent. They were having him do embarrassing errands, and he frequently had to run through the garage in bra and panties, or stay late at work, afraid that somebody would discover him in his office, all made with nowhere to go. 
 
    After two weeks the girls knew they had to up the stakes. 
 
    “Randy,” June tossed him a bag. “Put these on.” 
 
    He pulled out a pair of breast forms. He was already walking through the building hunched over and in fear of his own tits being discovered. But these breast forms were bigger. Much bigger. 
 
    “Oh, no,” he muttered, but his eyes were shining. He was becoming a literal adrenaline junkie. Excited by having to run through the garage or go buy cosmetics or whatever. 
 
    He took off his jacket and put the new forms over his breasts. 
 
    Now hunching wasn’t enough. Now if somebody saw him they would see bulges. 
 
    And he didn’t complain. His eyes just lit up, and though he said how unhappy he was, he wasn’t. He was getting off on this game. 
 
    They gave him errands, and somehow he managed to navigate the building without being caught. He drank at the water fountain, turned into a room just before somebody could catch him, and slid by without notice. 
 
    And the gleam in his eyes was getting bigger. 
 
    “We’ve created a monster,” muttered June. She was actually getting tired of constantly watching Randy. He was figuring out how to run the company. How to read statistics, how to work spreadsheets, and he was getting good at it. 
 
    Well, of course. He was the founder’s grandchild, there had to be some DNA in him. 
 
    He started complaining, almost daring the girls to do something, and his biggest complaint was his chastity tube. 
 
    “I’m dripping constantly. I need some relief.” 
 
    And he was dripping. His pants would spot up in the front and the girls would catch him stuffing toilet paper in the front of his panties. 
 
    Which led to his next exciting adventure. But it wasn’t an adventure which would risk him being exposed, it was an adventure that risked changing his whole personality. 
 
    Two months in and things came to a head. “Get in here,” Mia snarled. “We’ve had enough of your silliness. Get up on the desk.” 
 
    Puzzled, but not really alarmed, after all, we didn’t beat him like his whip woman did, he climbed up on his desk. 
 
    Ann pulled his pants down. No big deal. That had been done plenty of times. 
 
    He knelt on all fours, his bra hanging low, his chastised dick tight between his legs. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “Don’t talk,” and Mia slapped his ass. Hard. 
 
    He grunted, but, again, it wasn’t bad. 
 
    Then June stepped behind him and began putting lubricant on his asshole. 
 
    “Hey! What are you—“ 
 
    “Shut!” Another slap on the ass. 
 
    Then June showed him the prostate massager. It was like a big thumb, and designed to press on his prostate. 
 
    He grunted when they put it in, and now his eyes were wide and uncertain. 
 
    They took turns pushing it in and swirling it around. They located his prostate, and began massaging it. 
 
    Randy’s eyes got even wider. It was pleasurable. He actually liked it. He never thought he would like something up his butt, but he didn’t know what was good for him. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. “I’m going to pee.” 
 
    And he did. But not urine…he let out a stream of semen. It came out and felt good and he closed his eyes. No orgasm, but now he was empty. 
 
    “Get down. And the next time you talk about having to cum…this is what you’ll get. 
 
    Unfortunately, that was what he wanted. The very next week he complained of being horny, of being hornier than he had ever been. So the girls massaged his prostate. And the next week, and the next. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got to do something about this,” Mia complained. “He’s like a big baby. We’re always coming up with new things, and it’s not punishment, it’s pleasure.” 
 
    Ann said, “I got tired of his whining the other day, so I made him wear a butt plug. All day. And when I told him to take it out he actually looked disappointed. 
 
    The girls sat around and bemoaned their fate for a while, and then Randy came in and had to be played with. And they knew…he was definitely leading from the bottom. 
 
    Fortunately for them, though they didn’t know it, a rescue was at hand. 
 
    It was a Monday and the girls were explaining the facts of life to the smirky Randy, and they heard a commotion at the front of the office. 
 
    Not a big thing, just more of a raised whisper, a hub bub, and they looked at each other. What now? 
 
    But they were busy spanking Randy and they were too busy to be interrupted, so they continued, and, suddenly, the door opened. 
 
    Mathilda Rand walked into the room. The wife of the founder of the company. Randy’s grandmother. The old dame herself. She had stories of starting the company up, of staying up all night to stamp envelopes, of working side by side, tirelessly, with her husband. 
 
    She stopped and took in the scene. 
 
    Randy with his pants off, bent over the desk, unaware of who had walked in. 
 
    Three women taking turns with a ping pong paddle. 
 
    And she said: “This ought to be good.” 
 
    Randy jumped up and spun, and his face dropped. In his mind this was the end. He was fired. Disowned. Out on his red, striped ass. 
 
    The girls jumped back, crestfallen. All their plans were now over. They would be fired.  
 
    Mathilda walked across the room, around the desk, and sat down. She leaned back and said one word: “Explain.” 
 
    “Well, uh, we, uh…” They all talked at the same time and said the same nothing. 
 
    “Stop,” Mathilda commanded, and hers was the voice of iron. She looked at Randy. “Explain.” 
 
    Randy looked down at the ground. His pants were still down, and his chastity tube was easy to see. 
 
    “Well, uh, these girls were helping me learn about…uh, company discipline. We’re exploring ideas about, uh…” 
 
    The three girls stared at each other in shock. He wasn’t throwing them under the bus? Why? 
 
    “That is the biggest load of horse shit I have ever heard in my life.” She pointed at Mia. “You, computer girl, talk.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…like he says…” 
 
    “Why do I see strange computer programs running on company computers?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “And what is all that porn doing?” She looked at Randy. “And why are you in the porn?” 
 
    Talk ran out at that point. There was nothing more to be said. 
 
    But Mathilda had plenty to say. “I’ll tell you what those strange programs and the porn is doing…” she glared at Randy. “My numbnuts grandson got caught getting his ass whipped by a dominatrix. 
 
    Jaws started to drop. 
 
    “Then you three idiots found out about it and moved in. It’s obvious from the pictures and videos you’ve saved that you’ve been trying to outdo the dominatrix. Now, the only question is…what are we going to do about it.” 
 
    “Grandmother,” Randy spoke up, and his voice was suddenly surprisingly strong. “It’s all my fault. I got caught, and they tried to teach me how to run a company. Their advice has been invaluable, and they deserve raises.” 
 
    Ann, June and Mia stared in shock. He was actually going to bat for them! 
 
    “Not only that, they’ve taught me something about humility. They’ve showed me how to treat my people and get the best out of them.” 
 
    “Oh, they have, eh?” Her eyes were thin and snappy, her voice was. like the growl of a pitbull. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. And I insist they get rewarded, not fired or disrespected in any manner. No matter what you do to me.” 
 
    The room grew silent. The girls were nonplussed and didn’t know what to say. 
 
    Randy was done with his speech, and he was actually standing up like a man. A man with his dick in a device and his ass red and raw, but a man. 
 
    Mathilda clasped her hands in front of herself and began rocking. Her no nonsense eyes dissected the quartet. Finally, she said: “I wondered what the hell was going on down here. Your statistics for the last couple of months have been a rocket. Not even Hiram and I had statistics like those, and I used to whip his damn ass bloody! And I never let him cum! And when he wasn’t working he was down on his knees and sucking my pussy. 
 
    Jaws dropped, all the way to the floor. Eyes opened wide. The atmosphere in the office was as if somebody had dropped a bomb. 
 
    “Oh, don’t look so surprised. The real question now is what do we do about this mess.” 
 
    “Then you’re not going to fire us?” bubbled Ann. 
 
    “Lord no. I’m giving you all a raise. You’ll be Chief Fanny Spankers in charge of bozo brain here. If his stats don’t go up then your salaries will go down. You are tasked with whipping, spanking, putting cherry bombs up his butt if you need to, but his stats will continue to go up if you do what you’ve been doing. So continue. Forget all your current jobs and focus on running him.” 
 
    She jerked her chin at her grandson. 
 
    “But, grandmother.” 
 
    “Oh, shut. You’re just like your grandfather. Without a little slap and tickle you just don’t get the job done. These girls have your ass now, and they’ll do a good job, right?” the old lady glared at the three younger girls. “So you do whatever they say, if they give me a bad report I’ll cut you out of the will. Now, I’m out of here.” 
 
    With that the old lady stood up and walked out of the room. 
 
    The three girls stared at each other, then at Randy. 
 
    “Randy. You didn’t throw us to the dogs,” Ann stated. 
 
    Randy looked at the ground, then up at the three girls. “I know I’m not a very nice person. But you’ve taught me something these past few months. When I walk through the office and people come up to me and thank me for a raise, or helping them with child care, or whatever, it feels good. I never felt that kind of good feeling, and I like it.” He shrugged. 
 
    “So a little spanking has gone a long way.” 
 
    “I hate to say it, but…yes. 
 
    Mia said, “then prepare to go a longer way. Bend over that desk.” 
 
    Smiling, Randy so bent. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
      
 
    END 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: brokenman.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I have problems.”  
 
    Lana looked up at her husband. “Your new boss?” 
 
    Jesse nodded. “She’s…demanding certain things, and I don’t know…” 
 
    Lana frowned. She said, “Let’s have a drink and discuss it.” 
 
    They adjourned to the kitchen and she poured him a stiff drink of bourbon and Coke. There wasn’t much left in the bottle, so she shrugged, tilted it and guzzled. 
 
    Jesse laughed. “It always amazes me that you can do that.” 
 
    “Just hold the nose and do it fast. Hits the belly harder, with a woosh.’’ 
 
    “I could never do that.” He shook his head. 
 
    “Well, I’m just a little more manly than you.” 
 
    He frowned, “that’s sort of what I wanted to talk to you about.” 
 
    She tilted her head quizzically. 
 
    He took a sip and prepared his thoughts, and she waited. 
 
    Jesse was a slender man, only five foot eight. 
 
    Lana was five foot six, and if she wore heels she was taller than him. Which led to a lot of joking about her being the ‘bigger man’ in the family. 
 
    Add to that the fact that he had a narrow face and expressive brown eyes, and she actually was a bit more manly looking than him. 
 
    But not that manly. Her blonde hair, so long she always had to toss it over her shoulder, and her rather amazing bosoms, and she was all woman. 
 
    “Well, I know how important this job is to us…” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And it’s a good job. And…” 
 
    “Cut to the chase, babe.” She could feel the alcohol exploding in her belly. She looked up at the new bottle. 
 
    “Margaret is instituting a dress code. Corporate image and all that.” 
 
    “That shouldn’t be a big deal.” 
 
    “Well, she’s insisting that everybody have, uh, longer nails. Well manicured.” 
 
    “Well, it is a cosmetics company.” 
 
    “But even the guys?” 
 
    “Guys have nails, too, and if customers come in you will be scrutinized.” 
 
    “But…” he started but she cut him off. 
 
    “Is it for all the guys?” 
 
    “Well, there’s only me and George over in shipping, and he wears gloves all day, so I doubt if he’s going to the object of her ire.” 
 
    Her ire. That was his favorite expression for describing his boss. Seems like Margaret was always pissy where Jesse was concerned. 
 
    “I don’t see what the problem is…just get a manicure.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…she’s got a salon that she ‘recommends,’ and she very pointedly recommended it to me. 
 
    “Well, go on down, get your nails done.” 
 
    “With all the women sitting around and staring at me?” 
 
    Lana laughed. “It’s only nails. Women get them done all the time.” 
 
    “But men don’t.” 
 
    “Is that all that’s got you all flustered?” She slid her chair over and reached between his legs. Yep. As she had expected, Jesse had a big boner. She unzipped his pants and pulled out his meat. For a small man he had a fair sized hunk of pussy pleaser. She began to stroke him. 
 
    “Oh,” he breathed out. 
 
    She stroked him gently, slithered her hand up his pole, and he felt every pore of her hot flesh rub over his most sensitive part. She began rubbing her palm over his head, and he could hardly breath. 
 
    “Oh…God…” 
 
    She smiled a wicked smile. She loved to get him like this, hot and bothered and out of control…under her control. “Honey, look down at your dick.” 
 
    He looked down, and he saw her red tipped nails wrapped around his cock, sliding over the skin, and it took his breath—what little he had left—away. 
 
    “Now then, you know how important this job is.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “You know what the big plan is.” 
 
    For him to learn as much as they could so they could start their own company.  
 
    “And I know this might seem embarrassing, but it will only be embarrassing for a while. Then you’ll get used to it. Women get used to it. We don’t even think about our fingernails.” She looked down at his cock, throbbing and turning red. The veins were standing out a droplet of pre-cum was forming at the slit. “Except when I take you in hand and—“ 
 
    “But I don’t…” he was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “You don’t want to get your nails done? You have pretty hands that customers will be impressed by?” 
 
    “But I…” 
 
    Lana pulled out the stops. She had been planning her own company for years now, and it was time to get it off the ground. And she certainly couldn’t have her husband getting a little squeamish just because he didn’t like the idea of having his nails painted. She leaned in to him, her red lips became the focus of her world, and she said, “You’re just going to have to ‘man up,’ or maybe that is ‘woman up,’ because we have spent a long time getting to where we are. A year of this job and we’ll have the bona fides to get a loan. We are right on the edge of success. 
 
    She was stroking him faster. 
 
    But he was still resisting. “But I don’t…” 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    He was pulsing, and the good, old semen trigger was about to click. In a second he was going to be spurting, but that second didn’t come. 
 
    He stared at his wife. “Wha…” 
 
    She smiled, stood up, and went for the second bottle. 
 
    Jesse looked down at his cock. It was actually dripping on the kitchen floor. Spatters of clearish pre-cum formed a little puddle. “Honey?” Desperation was in his voice. 
 
    She used a knife to cut the cellophane off the mouth of the bottle. 
 
    “Can we finish this?” He pointed to his dick, his voice was whining. 
 
    She unscrewed the cap and tilted the bottle. Glug. It slid down her throat , and she thought: if I keep doing this it will make my voice low and husky. Sort of sexy. She glugged again. Smacked her lips, and felt the liquor scoring her insides and turning into little flames in her belly. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    She looked at him. “Would you like another drink?” 
 
    Then he got it. If he didn’t comply, she would withhold, and that was one game he never seemed to win. Women just didn’t seem to get as horny as men. 
 
    But, if he could have seen inside her head right at that moment he would have been surprised. 
 
    Lana was getting turned on. 
 
    The liquor was helping. Good bourbon always warmed up her snatch. And pushing her hubbie around was awfully delicious. In fact, that was making her horny, too. And the idea of his slender frame endowed with bright red fingertips was making her downright wet down there. 
 
    She poured him a drink. Nothing like a little lubrication to bring him around. She placed it on the table and slid it towards him. 
 
    He took it and sipped. 
 
    She glugged. 
 
    And not for the first time in their marriage she was struck by the differences between them. 
 
    He was soft and gentle. Liked wine. In fact, liked wine spritzers, a girly drink if there ever was one. 
 
    She was woman all the way through, but she was also an alpha dog. Well, an alpha bitch. Though she didn’t usually let the bitch out. 
 
    But seeing Jesse weaseling on their plans, it brought out the bitch. 
 
    She smiled. She was wet and horny, and she decided to squeeze him a bit tonight. Maybe she’d even make him wear a bra when they made love. That always seemed to bring out the beast in him. 
 
    The beast being a bit of submissiveness that just simply turned her on. 
 
    “Honey,” she said. “I’ve decided you will get your nails done.” 
 
    “No way,” he was going to hold his ground, even if it cost him sex. 
 
    She sat down again and took his cock in her hand. “We can do this the easy way, or the hard way.” 
 
    Then he said something surprising. “I’ll just jack off.” 
 
    She blinked, and then his defiance warmed her up, made her really bitchy. She tightened her grip on his cock. “Don’t you dare.” 
 
    “I’m going to.” 
 
    So she let go. “Go ahead.” 
 
    So he took a big drink of courage and took himself in hand. 
 
    She watched as he began stroking. For a long minute he stroked, and he was getting close, when she suddenly reached up and grabbed his nipples and pinched and twisted. 
 
    “OW!” He let go of his cock and reached for his chest. “What’d you do that for?” 
 
    “Real men don’t need to jack off. 
 
    “Real men don’t have their nails done.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to get your nails done.” 
 
    “You’re trying to make me into a woman!” 
 
    She smiled. She liked the thought. She was surprised it hadn’t come up more often, their dynamics being what they were. 
 
    “I’ll make you into a woman if you want,” drip…drip…drip..for both of them. “But right now we are discussing fingernails. Drink.” 
 
    He drank some more. He rubbed his chest. His nipples hurt, she had really twisted them! 
 
    She decided to go soft for a while, and she took his cock in her hand again. She stroked him, she kissed him, and she could feel him melt. Sex was the one thing that always worked on him. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” he blurted. 
 
    “Hush, honey. Look at your cock. See my finger nails? Red, holding that big tool? You could have nails like that.” 
 
    “First you say I can’t jack off, now you’re telling me to.” 
 
    And that did it. She hated it when he caught her in a contradiction. She stood up, pulled his cock hard, and he yelped and leaped to his feet. 
 
    “You come with me. Right now.” 
 
    He didn’t have much choice and he followed her, and his cock felt like it was going to burst, orgasm right in her fist, except that she was holding it too tight. 
 
    She pulled him into the bedroom and literally threw him into the chair in front of her make up station. He looked up at her, almost in shock. 
 
    “I’m going to paint your nails, full red, right now. And you’re going to spend the weekend with them. You don’t have to go anywhere, but I might make you do things so you can get the full experience. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Oddly, or maybe not so oddly, his cock was at full attention. It stood up and was red in the head and pre-cum oozed freely. 
 
    Stunned, he nodded. 
 
    She giggled. “Mr. Happy likes the idea.” 
 
    He looked down at his penis, then back up at her, and he gulped. 
 
    She took his hands, finger by finger, and prepared them. Then she chose the longest fingernails she had and glued them in place. She trimmed them, then selected the brightest red she had. 
 
    Jesse watched, first in shock, then in awe. His fingers were already slender, but now they were long. And the red…it was… 
 
    She coated them with a clear hardener. Then sat and watched him. 
 
    He stared at his nails. He kept gulping. And his cock, it was throbbing. Pulsing. He could feel the vein underneath it, the one that led to the slit, pounding, and, despite himself, he felt it creeping up…up…and suddenly he felt all warm, and he gasped, and he came. 
 
    Lana stared in shock as Jesse shivered and shook and his cock spewed. 
 
    He had actually cum just from having nails put on him! 
 
    He sat and slumped in on himself, and he gasped and gulped, and he was so embarrassed. He bent his head over, hung it on his chest in humiliation. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he mumbled. 
 
    She stared at him with wide eyes, and began to grin. She had always known he was soft, that was why she loved him. He wasn’t like other men. He paid attention to her, and he was easy to bring around to her frame of mind. 
 
    And now, to find out that special, little kink, it was too much. He had actually cum just from having fake fingernails. 
 
    She closed her face up, didn’t want him to know how wet this was making her. She put his hand on his shoulder and said, “Well, you broke the rules now. I told you no jacking off, and you managed to make it happen.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Sorry isn’t enough, buster. You broke the rules and now you owe me.” 
 
    “I owe you?” 
 
    “Big time. And the first step is this weekend. And you waiting on me. Using those fingernails, and getting used to them. After all, when you go to work you’re going to have to be used to them. We don’t want you soiling your panties around all those ladies.” 
 
    He hung his head again, and tried to deal with his mounting shame. 
 
     
 
    That weekend was a revelation for Lana. All weekend she pushed Jesse around. Do the dishes. Do the laundry. Polish the silverware. Wash the car. Mow the lawn. Vacuum. Fix breakfast, lunch and dinner. 
 
    Jesse didn’t know what hit him. He was confused, and still embarrassed, over what had happened to him. And, to make matters worse, his dick had come right back up. It was standing straighter than a totem pole, taller than a lamp post. And it was dripping. 
 
    In truth, he had never been so horny in his life. And it was all the fault of those fingernails! 
 
    But he couldn’t stop looking at them. But the more he looked at them the hotter and harder became his cock. 
 
    “Look at the bulge in your panties!” Lana kept laughing at him, and feeling him. “Those nails really do turn you on.” 
 
    Then, when he was out doing the next task on her list, she would rub her pussy and feel how wet it was. This might be making him hard, but what it was doing to her was unbelievable. 
 
    Still, he kept saying he didn’t want to go to work like this. Especially with red fingernails. And his face was red and puffy with shame. And Lana could tell that he was serious. So she decided to take a drastic step. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, is this Margaret Trask? Hi, this is Lana Boyd. I’m Jesse’s wife, Jesse, from work. Oh, yes, is this a bad time? Or can we chat briefly.” 
 
    She watched Jesse trundle past the front window, pushing the mower, his hands encased in garden gloves. She smiled and found her hand automatically going to her crotch. 
 
    “Well, yes. Jesse told me about the dress code, and that everybody has to have first class manicures, and…no…I like the idea. I think it would be good for men to experience fine looking hands. But, yes, Jesse is resisting the idea. I decided it would be a good idea to liaise with you and see if you had any ideas, and…oh, okay. Well, that would be wonderful. In fact, that’s quite brilliant. I’m sure he’ll be relieved to find out that he doesn’t have to wear fingernails to work…but I won’t tell him. No. Not a word. Our secret.” 
 
    She hung and smiled. She liked the feel of Margaret Trask, and she knew the lady would deliver. In a way, they were like birds of a feather. Alpha bitches, determined to get their way. 
 
    Jesse sped past the window again, determined to go fast, and get out of the sun before somebody came over and saw him wearing gloves, and wondered what he had on under them. 
 
     
 
    “Okay. You win.” Lana said. 
 
    Jesse blinked. He rarely won an argument with his wife, and it felt good. In spite of the fact that he had so embarrassingly shot his load the night before. 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Yep. I know that when you really dig your heels in…well. You win.” 
 
    So they ate dinner, and it being Sunday night, Lana took his nails off. And smiled the whole time. 
 
      
 
    House of Chimera was located in a big warehouse downtown. It was remodeled, a real treasure of architecture, and a main office for the company. It served the whole west coast. 
 
    The main office was located in a place called Stepforth Valley, and it was supposed to really be something. But it would have to be to outdo this office. 
 
    At eight in the morning Jesse entered the building. He was clean and presentable, and his nails were just regular, old male nails. Looking a little better for being cleaning by Lana the night before, but nothing to celebrate. 
 
    He greeted the ladies as he walked back to his office. Being the only man in the company, outside of the shipping boy, who was actually an old man, he was popular. Take men away from women, even bitchy women, and the women start to miss them. Way of the world. 
 
    Jesse arrived in his office and began sorting through tasks to be done. There were important things, which had to be done now, moderately important things, which could be done sometime during the week, and not important things which could be filed in the circular file immediately. 
 
    He was just finishing up his sorting, and ready to begin the heavy lifting, when the intercom buzzed. 
 
    “Jesse, Mrs. Trasker is holding a meeting in five. Room one. You’re invited.” 
 
    “Thanks, Shiela,” he hung up and set everything aside and stood up. Get there early and get a good seat was his motto. 
 
    But when he arrived he was surprised to find that everybody was already there. He tiptoed across the room, heading for a chair in the rear, when Margaret called his name out. 
 
    “Ah, here he is. Jesse, come on up front.” 
 
    Surprised, but not alarmed, Jesse strode up the aisle. The ladies began to clap, which made Jesse blush. And, truth, he liked recognition. What man doesn’t like to be appreciated? And he had no idea that Margaret had instructed the ladies how to act towards him. Now, at the meeting, and from here on out. 
 
    “Have a seat here, Jesse.” 
 
    A make up station was set up. It faced the audience, again, not alarming. They frequently did demonstrations of new techniques and products. 
 
    “Now, it is fortunate that we have Jesse here,” Margaret Trasker walked behind him, placed a hand on his shoulder. She was middle-aged, and quite the stunner. Grey was forbidden in her personal hairstyle, and she had beautiful auburn locks. In addition, she was immaculately made up, and had a stunning, full breasted body. Exactly like one would expect from the head of a cosmetics company. 
 
    “Fortunate, because I have just received word from the main office, Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line.” 
 
    Jesse watched the ladies ooh and aww. He smiled. He didn’t know why he had been singled out, but he wasn’t worried. He just liked the way the women smiled at him. 
 
    “So, using techniques and advices handed down to me, we are going to experiment with Jesse a little, and see where it goes. Is that okay with you? Jesse?” 
 
    She turned his shoulder slightly so he could look at her. She gave him a big charmer of a smile. 
 
    “Of course,” he responded. He still hadn’t figure it out. Then Margaret dropped the other shoe. Or, rather, boot. 
 
    “We’re still waiting for male product to arrive, but we can use our regular cosmetics on Jesse.” 
 
    That’s when it started to penetrate. Regular cosmetics. Which meant cosmetics normally used on ladies. Which meant… 
 
    “Let’s start with his hands. Norma will do his right hand, and Jeanie will do his left. Nancy, turn on the projector so we can watch his hands on the big screen. 
 
    The lights went off and the wall to right lit up with a picture of Jesse’s hands. Small cameras were located above each hand, and the wall split them into two giant hands. 
 
    “Now, then, notice that Norma is using our special cleanser, that will prepare Jesse’s nails for…” 
 
    Margaret continued talking, and Jesse suddenly turned a brilliant, bright red. In fact, he wondered that he wasn’t glowing.  
 
    What was worse that, as the the girls handled his mitts his boner grew. Just a little at first, but soon it was a raging monster that threatened to split his pants. He hoped it didn’t show to the ladies in the front row. 
 
    “Jeannie is using our special trimming tool for the precise cut, and she will…” 
 
    He watched his nails be trimmed and sanded and prepared. Lana had already prepared his hands the night before, but it was still interesting. In fact, downright fascinating. 
 
    “Fortunately, she doesn’t have much to do, Jesse apparently keeps his hands in good shape. A hand for Jesse, please.” 
 
    A brief explosion of claps, and even one wolf whistle, and Jesse was redder than red. He felt like he was so hot his skin would melt. And, what was worse, he knew he was dripping. His pants would be damp in the front. 
 
    Yet, the clapping, the appreciation, had felt good. 
 
    He was conflicted, and on many fronts. He didn’t want his nails done. He didn’t want his nails done female style. He was ashamed. He was terrified that the lights would go on and everybody would point at his pants and giggle…yet what could he do? 
 
    And he had no idea that Margaret had proposed this demonstration specifically to get him to wear nails. 
 
    “These nails are gel, the most durable on the market, and we have selected the female equivalent of ‘super glue.’ You’ll be wearing these nails home, Jesse. A hand for our hero, ladies.” 
 
    More clapping, and even cheers. It felt good to Jesse, but he also felt like he was swooning. He was dizzy and faint, and terrified by the pictures of his giant hands on the wall screen. 
 
    And he was now afraid he was actually going to cum. 
 
    He began to think of baseball. Ninth inning, full count, don’t cum…don’t cum…the wind up…and the pitch… 
 
    “We have selected a bright red for this little experiment. Note how his hands look so sexy.” 
 
    A few comments, designed to make Jesse feel sexy. 
 
    But he was squeezing his toes in his shoes, praying to God… 
 
    Foul ball! It dribbles in the dirt and the catcher picks it up. He exchanges it with the umpire for a fresh, new ball. The catcher throws the ball back. The pitcher looks towards first base. The crowd is tense. The wind up…the pitch… 
 
    “And this hardener will effectively end chips and cracks. The total effect of this… 
 
    CRACK! Jesse heard the sound in his mind, of a baseball being tagged. But it was really the trigger in his groin. The first spurt was coming. 
 
    It’s a hit! Runners are rounding the bags, the first runner crosses the plate! 
 
    Jesse bit his lip and tried not to groan. The first spurt erupted in his pants, and the second spurt was on the way. 
 
    The second man crosses the plate! 
 
    The second spurt felt bigger than the first, a long, juicy stream of white, right into his jockeys…and starting to seep through. 
 
    The third man crosses the plate! 
 
    The third spurt was as big as the second. It felt sloshy in his pants already. And even as he tried to control his shivering the fourth spurt began to shoot up his tube. 
 
    And the batter crosses the plate! 
 
    Jesse relaxed his muscles. He had automatically tightened up. The girls doing his nails looked at him, not knowing that his penis had just erupted, then shrugged and went back to work. 
 
    None of the ladies in the audience could see the strain on his face, the mix of heaven and terror in the darkness. 
 
    Only Margaret had any inkling of what had happened, and that because happed to be standing right behind him, one hand on his shoulder, and she heard him groan, and being a woman of the world, she knew what it sounded like when men had their little orgasms. 
 
    She smiled and tightened her grip on his shoulder momentarily. She hadn’t known he was one of those kinds of men. Or maybe she had. She had hired him, after all. 
 
    Jesse felt her hand tighten and then let go. Oh, God! Did she know? How could she? 
 
    But, then, when the lights went on everybody would know. The lights would go on and he would be sitting there with a big cum stain on the front of his pants. And he was a pretty big cummer, so it might be a big stain. No mistaking that puppy. No, sirree. 
 
    His face so hot you could cook eggs on it, his dick now a slug, but already threatening to erect again, Jesse was in a full state of panic. 
 
    Yet what could he do? 
 
    Finally, the end of the terror, and the beginning of a new terror, and being exposed for all to see, a namby pamby man with bright red fingernails, the demonstration came to an end. 
 
    “Lights, please?” 
 
    Miraculously, Margaret was standing right in front of him, blocking the view of any in the audience. 
 
    “Norma, Jeannie, thank you. I’ll schedule a demonstration for next week. Full facial.” 
 
    There were a few ‘thank yous,’ and some muted conversations, but the ladies all filed out, and Jesse just sat there, his face redder than his nails, his embarrassment quotient turned up to the highest setting, and he knew that Margaret knew he had squirted. That was why she squeezed his shoulder. That was why she stood in front of him until everybody had left. 
 
    And that meant his job was done. 
 
    Now he not only had those nails…he had lost his job. And he knew that Lana would be pissed. 
 
    But right now, he was more worried about the coming confrontation with Margaret. And, right then, she turned around. 
 
      
 
    She turned around and smiled at him. 
 
    He was afraid to look at his pants. He was afraid she would look. 
 
    She turned and grabbed a chair, pulled it around and sat down facing him. 
 
    He was frozen, afraid, didn’t know what to say.  
 
    She smiled, a tight smile with just the corners of her mouth. And, she finally looked down. 
 
    And Jesse allowed himself to look down. 
 
    His pants were a sticky mess. The semen had seeped through and was totally visible for what it was. Not pee. Not spilled coffee. But white, sludgy semen. 
 
    He groaned in despair. 
 
    She looked up at him. 
 
    “Why, what do we have here.” 
 
    Jesse said nothing. His eyes were round and his heart was pumping. 
 
    “Did having your nails done actually make you…cum?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She leaned forward and placed her own well manicured nail on his lips. “Did you get so excited that you squirted your load?” 
 
    He wanted to say something, to beg, to explain, but her finger was in place and he said nothing. 
 
    But his dick was starting to grow hard again. 
 
    “Well, this is a shocking state of affairs. Are you a girly man? Or a manly girl? Or just a girl waiting to happen?” 
 
    She stood up then, and his mouth was free to speak. But how does one speak in the face of such accusations? 
 
    She turned around, took two paces, then stopped. Her back to him, she said, “I’m waiting.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, she turned half way around, looked at him sideways, and brought out her cell from behind her back and snapped a picture. 
 
    Jesse was shocked. His mind stopped working. 
 
    Click, click, click… 
 
    His hands came up to his mouth, his red tipped hands. 
 
    Click, click, click… 
 
    Then he realized that he had to move. He covered his face, a sob leaked out of him, he turned his head away. 
 
    She stopped clicking and laughed. 
 
    He dared to peek at her, and she was tapping her finger on her cell. 
 
    “There we go, all uploaded.” She lowered her phone and smiled at him. 
 
    “What are you…what…” 
 
    “Now, one more thing.” She lifted her cell phone and tapped on a number. The sound of ringing. 
 
    “Hi, Lana. Margaret here. Say, I hope I’m not speaking out of line here, but your husband just had a little cosmetic accident. No, nothing serious. Yes…he was having his nails done and he came in his pants. Uh huh. Oh, he did. So you knew. Well, we need to discuss the situation. Maybe you could bring him some trousers this afternoon, and we could all sit down and have a chat. Upset? Oh, no. Quite the contrary. I have dealt with men like him before, and I quite enjoy it. I just want to make sure everything is all right with you before I bring out the big guns. Okay. Say three-ish? No. Make it four. The girls will be winding down and going home and we’ll have plenty of time to sort through this. Oh, no problem. Thank you and we’ll see you then.” 
 
    She hung up. She smiled at Jesse, and Jesse felt like the world had come to an end. 
 
    “You can wear an apron to your office, then hide behind your desk. She placed her hands on the arms of his chair then, and looked him in the face. Her red lips and grey eyes took up his vision, and she said, “We’re going to have fun, Jesse. Are you ready?” 
 
    But Jesse wasn’t. He could hardly breath, and his mind had purely stopped working.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “So good to meet you.” 
 
    “Likewise.” 
 
    The ladies shook hands, very professional, and sat down. 
 
    Margaret was wearing a pencil skirt, black and a black jacket. Her high heels made her calves stand out, and her breasts, though hidden under the jacket, were obviously sizable. 
 
    Lana was wearing, interestingly enough, a similar outfit. A black pencil skirt, but with a blue jacket. Neither woman had on a blouse, and their bras were visible and quite sexy. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be the only similarity they shared. 
 
    Jesse sat next to Lana, but slightly to one side. But then the meeting was between the ladies, and he was just an accommodation to the situation.               
 
    The ladies chatted briefly, coffee was brought in, and they got down to business. 
 
    “Now, about this problem of controlling his orgasms.” 
 
    Lana sighed. “Yes. He’s always been a little…premature,” Jesse blinked, he hadn’t heard that before! “but this new thing, of just shooting his seed at the slightest provocation, and I think we agree that a simple set of nails is not much of a provocation.” 
 
    “I’m glad we’re in agreement. Let’s be honest. What do you want?” 
 
    Lana tried to play coy for a moment. “Want? Well, Jesse loves his job, and I—“ 
 
    “Jesse is over qualified.” 
 
    Lana stopped talking and tilted her head slightly. The conversation had just taken a left turn. 
 
    “When we hired him I knew that he knew way too much about our business. He knew cosmetics forward and back. He knows about applications, though you wouldn’t think so to see his red face right about now.” 
 
    Jesse blushed harder, and the ladies smiled briefly at him. 
 
    “So Jesse shows up, takes a position he is overqualified for, and the first thing I thought was…corporate spies.” 
 
    Lana blinked. Definitely a left turn. “I can assure you that we’re definitely not corporate spies.” 
 
    “Yes. I kept a close watch on Jesse, and his work is good, his knowledge is good, and he really enjoys this.”  
 
    Suddenly Lana turned to Jesse. “Tell me, Jesse, have you ever heard of Andreja Pejic?” 
 
    “No.” He seemed a little confused by the odd question out of nowhere. Lana, however, caught her breath. She suddenly knew where this was going. 
 
    Margaret studied Jesse for a long second, then turned back to Lana. “But you have.” 
 
    “I have.” 
 
    “We are considering something like that. It would mean lots of money, exposure, a whole new life, really.” 
 
    “And you’re considering Jesse in this new venture.” 
 
    “Yes. Representing the house of Chimera. But two things stop us. First, his little problem with over anxious squirting.” 
 
    “A delicate way to put it.” 
 
    “And the other is…what do you want? And by that I mean…why was Jesse willing to accept a job he was so over qualified for?” 
 
    Here it was. A moment where the roads crossed and new paths were taken. And a moment of brutal honesty, and risking everything. If Margaret didn’t like their motivations…they were gone. On the other hand…Andreja Pejic? 
 
    The thing that finally made up Lana’s mind was that she and Margaret were so obviously alike. Alpha bitches. If it were different circumstances they would cut each other tits off and feed them to the dogs. 
 
    But in this situation, two alpha bitches aligned…the world, baby. The world was theirs. 
 
    “Who’s this Andrea person?” Jesse mixed up the name. 
 
    “Shush, dear.” Shush, as in…’the adults are talking.’ 
 
    Jesse frowned. 
 
    Lana: “We want to start our own cosmetics company.” 
 
    Margaret: “Ahh,” and she leaned back in the swivel. 
 
    Then, for a long, long moment, the two women regarded each other. They sized each other up. They studied the hooded eyes, the close to their vest thoughts, their every little nuance. 
 
    Jesse was getting nervous. He didn’t understand where this conversation was going. 
 
    Margaret cleared her throat. “Well, then, there’s only that one, little problem of his.prematureness. Can you handle that?” 
 
    I can handle it, but it may take time and a certain degree of…experiment. 
 
    “Say six months? Time enough for him to learn the mannerisms, time enough for any hormones to take effect…I assume you are going to go that route?” 
 
    “That or plastic surgery. But I’ve always believed natural is better.” 
 
    “We can certainly explore both options. Size is not crucial, but it is important.” 
 
    Jesse was totally lost. It was as if the two women were speaking a foreign language. He looked back and forth between them, his head swiveling as if he was watching a game of tennis. 
 
    “Well, then.” Margaret touched the intercom button on her phone. “Janice, bring in three glasses and a bottle of Roederer Cristal, please.” 
 
    A minute later the secretary pushed in a cart with three flutes and a bottle of light colored champagne. She poured quickly, placed the tray on Margaret’s desk, and left the room. 
 
    All the while the two ladies watched each other. 
 
    Then, Margaret raised a toast. 
 
    “To both sides of the coin.” 
 
    The three tilted their glasses. 
 
    And Jesse was thoroughly in the dark. 
 
      
 
    “Who is this Andrea person?” They were home, and Jesse was playing catch up. And Lana was having a hard time keeping her eyes off his long, red fingernails. God, they made her wet. 
 
    “Andreja Pejic. The world’s first androgynous model. He walks the catwalks in female fashion, and outshines even the highest paid of the girl models.” 
 
    “Wow. Must be some kind of a freak.” 
 
    “Freak? No. Just a person. But he, or perhaps I should say ‘she,’ she had gender reassignment surgery, makes more money than a bank. A big bank. 
 
    “Huh. Well, good work if you can find it. But what does that have to do with us?” 
 
    “Maybe a lot, maybe a little. Come, pour us some drinks and I’ll explain the situation to you.” 
 
    Jesse poured bourbon and coke for both of them. While he mixed she watched his red tipped hands working the glasses, figuring out how to get the ice cubes out of the tray without breaking a nail, wrapping around a bottle like it was a dick. Her thighs actually felt slippery. 
 
    And Lana smiled as she watched him take his first sip. No wine spritzers for you, husband of mine. I need you drunk enough to make the right decision. 
 
    They sat on the patio, it was a beautiful day, and sipped their bourbon and coke, and Lana put on some good music, Pink Floyd, very sexy, that, and the day waned. 
 
    “So what are we waiting to talk about?” asked Jesse. He was on his third drink and feeling no pain. But he also wasn’t so drunk that he was incapable of thought. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    He blinked. She had been hiding something since they left Margaret’s office, and her tone had been very no nonsense, even when they chatted about day to day stuff. but now…this was an out and out command. 
 
    Still, he liked being naked with her, and, truth, he actually got a little boner when she talked tough to him. 
 
    He kicked off his shoes and slithered out of pants and shirt. 
 
    “Stand up, right in front of me. Show me yourself.” 
 
    Weirder and weirder. But he did as she asked. 
 
    She inspected his body. A bit too angular, which was why Margaret suggested hormones. And if he didn’t get big enough tits, they could go the plastic surgery route. That was an open door waiting for them. 
 
    And his face. He had a wonderful complexion. Clear and smooth, and the skin texture and color was just perfect. 
 
    And, of course, the piece de resistance…his fingernails. Long ovals. She wanted him to go full stiletto. The idea of those long, sharp nails trailing over her body gave her the shivers. 
 
    And she could see how he would take to make up. His face was a perfect blend of shadows and lines. It could be made very feminine. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    She softened her tone. 
 
    “Put a cushion on the cement between my legs, then get down and eat me.”               
 
    And, in her mind: the best negotiations take place with one party at a disadvantage. 
 
    Frowning, but happy to finally move into a more sexual phase of their conversation, Jesse did as she asked. Shortly he had his hands on her thighs—she was brought to a new level of horniness by his beautiful finger nails resting on her flesh—and his tongue laving her pussy. He licked, long up and down strokes, stopping every once in a while to nibble on her clit. 
 
    Lana sat back and reached inside her jacket. She lifted one boob out of her bra and began to play with the nipple. She sighed. She had had a couple of drinks, not as many as Jesse, but she was feeling pretty darn good. And so damned warm and ready. She actually wanted a dick in her right now. 
 
    To have this door open for them, right now, at this time…she moaned as the fire went from her nipple to her crotch. 
 
    Jesse looked at her, his brown eyes almost sad as he kissed and tongued her sacred palace. 
 
    She spoke, a low voice, chopped up by sexual feelings exploding in her: “You made me so hot today. I swear, I was so wet I was afraid I’d slide right off that chair and splash on the floor.” 
 
    Jesse blinked. Once again he was confused, but horniness made it all right. Besides, at least she was talking. No more of that sphinx thing she was so good at. 
 
    “So, my dear husband. We are going to make you the next Andreja Pejic.” 
 
    His head popped up. “What?” 
 
    She grabbed his head and shoved it back into her pussy. He continued to eat, but now he was listening, and hard. 
 
    “A little make up, a few hormones to give you breasts—you don’t need big ones, but they must be adequate—and then you can be making the big money.” 
 
    “I don’t want—“ 
 
    She grabbed his ears, hard, interrupting his objection, and looked into his face. “But I do. Now continue eating, and don’t interrupt me again.” 
 
    She pushed his face into her snatch, thrust her hips a little bit, felt his lips chewing on her in the most delightful manner, and she continued. 
 
    “I will be your manager. Margaret will use her contacts and provide many services that will exploit you to the fullest. We won’t have to wait for the money…it’s coming.” 
 
    Jesse was frowning, but still keeping her happy. 
 
    “We will travel the world, eating the best foods, drinking the finest wines. And, yes, you won’t be drinking bourbon after tonight. It’s wine spritzers for you, or just simple ginger ale.” 
 
    He raised his head and opened his mouth, but she was quicker, and once again she jammed his nose into her crotch, and this time she clamped thighs around his face. He couldn’t hear, but she didn’t care. She was having the daydream of her life, and it was all going to come true. 
 
    But finally, Jesse managed to push back to escape her iron thighs, and he stood up. “What if I don’t want to be a girl?” 
 
    Lana blinked, the idea actually surprised her. “Don’t want to be a…dear, EVERY man wants to be a girl. That’s why they lust after us, to be like us. To experience love in its purest form, to have the ultimate orgasm, and, of course, to wear our silky clothes and our high heels and…to wear make up.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to.” 
 
    “You just think you don’t,” Lana smiled. “Underneath that male exterior is a female just waiting to get out. 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to do it.” And he stomped into the house. 
 
    Lana stood up and followed him, and the click, click, click of her high heels was loud, like gunshots. She was pissed. 
 
    He went into the bedroom. He was loopy and upset and he was going to take a shower and go to bed. He didn’t make it into the shower, however, before Lana grabbed his cock and literally threw him on the bed. 
 
    “You will.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    And then, realizing that she had hit a brick wall, and that her normal alpha bitchiness wasn’t going to work, she went soft on him. 
 
    She got on the bed, knelt over him, and took his penis in her hands. “Honey?” And she grinned. 
 
    “No,” he said. But he knew he was already at a disadvantage. 
 
    “You are going to do this for us. Wouldn’t you like to be rich? And famous? And travel the world” 
 
    “Money isn’t everything, I don’t feel like people gawking at me, and the world can come to me if it wants.” 
 
    She laughed, a gentle sound that always delighted him. “You’re right of course,” she rubbed his penis, stroking the shaft and swirling the head. “But if you ever want sex again, in this whole wide world, you’ll go with the flow. I mean, think of…” and she began talking, and talking, and talking. And his second head grew bigger and bigger, and soon he was dripping pre-cum. A lot of pre-cum. 
 
    “But…I like being a man!” He was now protesting, and explaining himself, which was a weaker point than just saying ‘no.’ 
 
    “Of course you do. And on your off time you can be as manly as you want. Heck, you can even take hockey lessons and smoke cigars. And with me, in bed? Baby, you’re going to be the most man a man ever was. And do you know why?” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    “Because all the money you make is going to make me so horny. The more money you make the hornier I’ll get. Pretty soon it’ll be me who is exploding in delicious orgasm just at the sight of you.” 
 
    He frowned, “And that’s another thing. What’s this premature BS you told her about?” 
 
    “Well, honey, you do tend to shoot off a little too soon. And that trick with the fingernails, cuming just from getting your hands made pretty, that’s pretty premature.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…is it really that bad?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you this…rich men can keep it up longer. Men with money don’t have to worry about premature ejaculation.” 
 
    Which statement was a total lie, and maybe even the opposite of the truth, but Lana’s hands working his cock was getting to him, and Jesse was starting to buy into the fantasy. 
 
    “Well, I don’t care.” But he did. He had brought it up, and now there was no simple way to put the toothpaste back into the tube. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. One of the first things we’ll do is help you learn to control your penis.” 
 
    “What if I can’t?” 
 
    And, spontaneous, she blurted, “Then we’ll control it for you.” Such a simple statement, spur of the moment, yet, if there was any argument that most contributed to Jesse changing his mind, it was that one. Simply, there was something about being controlled that appealed to him. 
 
    And he squirted. 
 
    No warning. No sudden intake of breath. No muscular contractions. Just…squirt. 
 
    And Lana looked down at her hand in surprise.  
 
    And Jesse looked down at his penis, too. He hand’t expected that. 
 
    they looked at each other. 
 
    And she thought, he likes to be controlled. 
 
    And he thought, uh oh. 
 
     
 
    The next day at work, Jesse had barely settled in when he received a call from Margaret’s secretary. “Margaret would like to see you in room. one.” 
 
    Jesse walked down the hall, and he was dreading it. He was tired, had a very slight hang over, and was very uncomfortable with the change that was coming.  
 
    He had been talked into it, but…he was scared. 
 
    To put on make up. To be the girly man that real men laughed at. 
 
    And, a thought: not that any real man had ever done anything for him. No, everything he had gained, seemed to come from women. Women liked him and wanted to help him. 
 
    Did they see something in him that he didn’t? 
 
    He entered the room, and it was the same as the day before. Rows of women staring at him. Margaret at the front of the room, smiling and waiting. But the make up table was set up a little differently. 
 
    Uh oh. they were going to do his face. 
 
    “Welcome, Jesse. Have a seat.” 
 
    He was already starting to get red in the face. 
 
    Margaret faced the women. “Ladies, I have a special announcement. You may have heard of Andreja Pejic, the world’s first androgynous model. 
 
    “Andreja has changed the world. He has shown us a new type of female, and he has elevated men, and women, everywhere. The man, now he is a woman, has courage.  
 
    The ladies in the audience were glancing at each other. They had been prepared for a make up lesson, a demonstration, and now Margaret had left the script. 
 
    “But we of the House of Chimera have our own courage. We have a man who is willing to break the barriers and help us launch cosmetics for men in a whole new magnitude.” 
 
    The ladies were buzzing now, figuring it out. 
 
    “Ladies of Chimera, I give you Jesse, our own androgynous model…and the future of Chimera!” 
 
    And now the audience burst into applause. At first tentative, and then growing, and then the women were standing up and cheering. 
 
    Jesse sat as frozen. The applause, the cheers, it felt good, but his face was so hot that if he perspired he would steam. but he didn’t perspire. He was too scared to sweat. 
 
      
 
    Jesse arrived home late that night. He had actually been too scared to drive. His face was fully made up, his eyes were shadowed and scintillating, his lips were plump and red and moist looking, and he didn’t want any other drivers to see him. So he waited in the parking lot, shaking with terror, until dusk settled in, and then he drove quickly, trying to time his way through lights so that nobody could see him. 
 
    At that, he still beat Lana home. 
 
    He quickly poured himself a spritzer, all he was allowed, but, damn, he needed some alcohol, and began dinner. 
 
    And watched his nails. Red tips almost flashing as he figured out how to work the can opener. 
 
    Using a nail to cut cellophane. 
 
    The awkwardness and light clicking sound of them. 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    She stopped and looked at him. “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    He turned eighteen shades of red and began to sink into himself. 
 
    “No! No!” he said, coming to him, hugging him, “You’re beautiful! I just didn’t…you caught me by surprise.” 
 
    “I’m not…you don’t…” he didn’t know what he was really saying. 
 
    “Honey.” She kissed him, gently so their make up didn’t smear, and it was a very restrained sexual move that made his dick wake up. “If you knew how wet you were making me you’d buy stock in a sponge factory.” 
 
    He managed a small laugh at that. 
 
    And, of course, his dick got just a little bigger. 
 
    “So, after dinner, and a modeling session, we’re going to…” 
 
    “Modeling session?” 
 
    “I bought the most darling outfits. Lingerie, dresses, even a few pairs of shoes.” 
 
    “But we don’t have the money for that!” 
 
    She smiled, “Margaret is investing in you. Whatever you need, you got it.” 
 
    That surprised him. Just the night previous they were talking about more money, and it was already showing up. 
 
    “But, as I was saying…” she cupped his balls with one hand. “You have made me so hot that I can’t wait to get that big dick of yours into my…” she frowned. “Did you squirt today?” 
 
    He looked down. Shamed. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. We’ll figure it out. Maybe it will make you last longer tonight. Now, let’s eat…and talk…and get ready for the night of your life.” 
 
      
 
    They spent the night with him changing and learning to model. 
 
    “Here put your bra on like this. Time is important when you’re on the catwalk.” 
 
    Red-faced as always, Jesse nodded and tried to duplicate what Lana was teaching him.  
 
    Arrange your clothes before hand. 
 
    Get used to buttons being on the wrong side. 
 
    Avoid putting make up on before getting dressed. 
 
    And on and on and on. Jesse had never imagined there were so many things to remember. Heck, he had always thought being a woman was simple. Slap a little color on, paint your lips, and go out on the town. but now he was learning differently. 
 
    And, to complicate matters, Lana was having a hard time keeping her hands off him. He realized that she really was made horny by his look, and he was starting to relax and think that there were some benefits to losing his masculinity. 
 
    Finally, having changed his outfits dozens of times, having pranced about the house in some low heels that Lana had bought him, learning how to do the simple act of walking, they got ready for bed. 
 
    “You’ll be getting extensions this weekend,” mentioned Lana.  
 
    “Isn’t my hair long enough?” Jesse stood in his slip and saw his dick growing downright huge. It was even making a damp spot on the front of the material. 
 
    “We want to make you as female as possible. No bobs for you.” 
 
    “”Huh,” he slipped under the covers. 
 
    “Hold on. Did you take your make up off?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Let me show you how to use cold cream.” 
 
    “But don’t I have to go to work all made up tomorrow?” 
 
    “We’ll try to put you back together tomorrow, but if we can’t, then I’m sure Margaret will help out.” 
 
    Later, in bed, he lay staring at the ceiling. 
 
    She held his penis and stroked it. They were just warming up, and settling the last thoughts of the day in their minds. 
 
    Jesse’s thoughts were flights of panic, moments of terror, wondering how he was going to get through this. 
 
    Lana’s thoughts were of money, and she turned on her side, the better to stroke Jesse and kiss his nipples, and she said, “You know, I never realized the close relationship between sex and money. I mean, sex is power…and money is power…and…” 
 
    “They all go together.” Jesse was ready to pop. He had cum at the make up table earlier that day, but now he was already starting to feel the pulsations running up his dick. 
 
    “Yes,” she threw back the cover and mounted him. It felt delicious to feel his penis penetrate her, open her up. It was a good sized weenie, and she always enjoyed it. 
 
    He squirted. 
 
    “Oh, shit.” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “It’s not…what?” 
 
    She got off him. “We have several roads we can go down.” 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    She ticked off her fingers. “One, make you cum so much you’re empty. Two, tie your dick back. Might not stop you from cuming, but at least the mess might be ‘catchable.’ Three, aversion.” 
 
    “What’s aversion?” 
 
    “Associating unpleasant memories with squirting.” 
 
    “I don’t think I like that.” 
 
    “We’ll find out the hard way. Get down and eat me.” 
 
    “Now? But I just came in you! Yuck!” 
 
    “Exactly. And every time you cum you have to lap it up. On the floor, in your panties, on the lip of the toilet…you make it and you lap it. Now…get down there.” 
 
    She had to tug on his head a bit, but he finally slid down and found himself smelling his own sperm. 
 
    Yuck, he thought. Then he stuck his tongue out and tasted the first dribble. 
 
    Interestingly, it wasn’t bad. ‘Yuck’ was in the mind. The fact was that his sperm tasted bland, but with a touch of salt. 
 
    And, the bad news…he liked it. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jesse made himself up, and then was remade up by Lana, and then went to work. He was wearing a dress, and when he entered the building ladies kept coming up to him and complimenting him. 
 
    “You look wonderful today, Jesse.” 
 
    “Nice legs, sweetheart. when are you going to try some high heels?” 
 
    And a hug here, a hug there, and one girl even patted his ass. 
 
    All of which made him feel great…except for the fact that his face was red all the time. 
 
    Just barely sat down in his office when he was summoned, but this time to one of the private rooms where beauticians worked. 
 
    “Nice job, Jesse. Your wife help you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he mumbled, all tongue tied at being addressed while feminine. 
 
    “Well, she did good, but we have to do better. Here’s some cold cream, and I’m going to get some more permanent make up.” 
 
    Permanent? He was distressed, but, oddly, he felt a surge of excitement, and, his dick, of course, grew again. 
 
    “Oh, Jesse,” the beautician chided him. “Don’t you ever go down?” 
 
    And he didn’t. At least not while wearing make up. 
 
    But, boner not withstanding, he learned a lot, and knew that within a very short time he would be better at putting on make up than just about anybody.  
 
    That afternoon he was schooled in fashions, and real models came in and gave him advice. 
 
    “Cross your feet over, it makes your rump sway more than just a straight line.” 
 
    “Hold your hands like this, they will point to your face without being obvious.” 
 
    “More haughty. People people what looks down on them.” 
 
    Jesse’s mind was spinning. And he suddenly squirted. 
 
    The two models working with him stopped and stared. 
 
    “Did he really…?” 
 
    “Oh my God! He did!” 
 
    Margaret was called in and a long discussion occurred, and Jesse was embarrassed the whole time. He kept looking at the ground, and he was afraid to tell them that Lana had made him eat his own cum. But a part of him wanted to. 
 
    Finally, the models done for the day, Margaret turned to him. She was frowning. 
 
    “What are we going to do, Jesse? We can’t have your dick spitting as you walk down the runway.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    But Margaret did, and the very next day Jesse had to see the company psychiatrist. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve always been, uh, quick on the trigger.” 
 
    They talked about his mother and father and girls he had known, masturbation, even his pets. But there was no resolution, and after several meetings the good doctor had to tell Margaret that she was stumped. 
 
    Still, Margaret wasn’t willing to call it quits. Jesse was absolutely perfect, and though he was always red in the face and his dick erupting at unfortunate times, she was determined that he succeed. So she made up her mind. She called Lana, and the decision was re-enforced. 
 
      
 
    ONE YEAR LATER. 
 
    Jesse sauntered down the runway. He, or she, was a knock out. The gown was long, but slit in the right places to show off the beautiful curves of his legs. 
 
    His waist was svelte. A thin ripple of flesh that swelled into his large breasts. He didn’t have the largest breasts in the game, but, aided by corsets and tummy shapers, they swelled to a firm expanse of loveliness. 
 
    His face was impeccable. Hormones had redistributed his fat and his face was oval shaped. His lips were plump and always red. His eyes sparkled with color and life. 
 
    Over the course of the year he had changed, and greatly. 
 
    He now lived full time en femme. He was polished in make up, fashion, and all the subtle mannerisms that make up a beautiful woman. 
 
    Truth, on the street he was never recognized as a man, and many men gave him the look, the whistle, or even asked him out. 
 
    Now, glaring haughtily at the audience, he captured their imagination, and a thunder of applause. 
 
    He had, in fact, surpassed Andreja Pejic as the single most important androgynous model in the world. 
 
    And the money…it was so much they had to hire people to invest it for them. Millions and millions, just for striding down a runway and staring disdainfully at wealthy people. 
 
    I’m better than you, you might have money, but you’ll never touch my standards, but I’ll allow you to wear my dress, my gown, my underwear…for a veddy, veddy expensive price. 
 
    Finishing his walk, and the show, he smiled at his wife as he changed his clothes. It was warm today, and he was wearing a halter top and a short skirt. And, of his dick, there were no problems. No traces, no spurts, no embarrassments. 
 
    Lana drove, she usually did, and they made their way towards an exclusive restaurant. 
 
    “You did wonderful today.” 
 
    “I did, didn’t I,” and Jesse giggled. His voice box had been shaved and his voice was perfectly feminine. 
 
    “So, how are feeling sexually? Want a little?” 
 
    “Oh, God, I’ve been dying for you to ask!” 
 
    “Want to eat…or just get straight to dessert?” 
 
    “Oh, dessert by a mile. A bit of the old in and out and the appetite soars.” 
 
    So they returned to their hotel room. 
 
    Jesse got undressed, then slipped into some lingerie. He wore garters with nylons and a bra. He so loved the feel of sexy clothes when they fucked. 
 
    Under the stretch of garters his dick was miniscule. It was barely an inch long, and totally slack. It was no problem to tuck it in panties, and even to wear those panties down the runway. The slight bulge looked more like a clitoris than a cock. 
 
    A year before Margaret had arranged for him to receive a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. It wasn’t the normal drug, used to chemically castrate sex offenders, but a derivative that would not effect the libido. In reality, the drug had proved to actually enhance the libido, though the cock shrunk and became useless. 
 
    Lana put on the strap on. She asked: “Do you miss it?” 
 
    “The cock? Not really. I thought I would, but, as a woman, let me tell you dearie,” he put on affectations, “a cock is over rated.” 
 
    They giggled. Then Jesse lay back on the bed and spread his legs. Sometimes he liked to turn over and be taken like a dog. And sometimes he liked to look at his wife, enjoy her loving eyes as she plowed him. 
 
    She moved up between his legs, her cock brushed against his thighs as she patted a big glob of lube into his hole. He groaned at the sensual feeling, and then her finger made him gasp with pleasure as she rimmed the lube around his rectum. 
 
    “Oh, God! I love this!” 
 
    “Me, too, honey baby.” 
 
    “Are you wearing the cock with the nub on the back?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t be without it.” The nub would rub on her slit, and by grunting and groaning and turned and tilting and slithering, she would be able to fuck herself with the nub even as she fucked him. 
 
    And, in the moment before she slid the big dildo into him, he asked, “Do you miss it? The cock?” 
 
    “Hah!” she said. “Didn’t you know? I’m an alpha bitch. Better to fuck than be fucked, I always say.” 
 
    They smiled, and then she pushed forward and Jesse gasped. Her size always stunned him, and the feeling when she began to slide in and out was exquisite. And he wouldn’t cum, but he would be sated. A good dicking and he would be satisfied, and the build up of semen would be expelled, and he didn’t even require the big O. In fact, sex was better without the orgasm. 
 
    And he wondered. Maybe in a few years he would get off the drug. His dick might stay small, but it would squirt again. If he cared. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I told Bob not to get a shot. Heck, why would anyone in their right mind let the government put anything into their body? 
 
    But Bob was pretty rigid. He’d been in the military, and then he’d been a cop, and now he owned a construction company, and he believed in the Democrats through and through. So when President Harris said a loyal American wouldn’t hesitate to get a shot, a vaccination for the COVID virus, he was first in line. 
 
    “Come on, Barb,” he asked me. “Be patriotic.” 
 
    “Don’t needle me,” I responded, which I don’t think Mr. Straight Arrow really understood 
 
    So he drove off in his truck, and came back a couple of hours later, proud as a peacock as he showed me the little bandage on his butt. 
 
    “Great,” I said. “Now you can grow a third eye in the middle of your forehead.” 
 
    He snorted and went into the kitchen for a beer. And neither of us suspected how close I was to the truth.  
 
      
 
    Two weeks later, not even a month, and I woke up. I stretched. I cupped my pud with my hand and squeezed. Oh! I needed some. I felt that delicious tingle running through me, warming my groin, shooting tiny, little lightenings to my breasts. 
 
    I rolled over and poked Bob with a finger. 
 
    “Hey, big dick. Get to work.” 
 
    “Uh…what?” 
 
    “I need you to fill my pussy with man meat. You got any of that?” 
 
    “What time is it?” He groused. He had been working late. Poor boy. 
 
    “Time to satisfy your wife.” 
 
    “Go back to sleep! It’s the middle of the night!” 
 
    It was past eight. The sun was big and bright and shining in the window. 
 
    I climbed on top of him and rubbed him with my tits. 
 
    Now, I have to tell you, I have some gorgeous ta tas. They are big, double Ds, with large nipples that, when they get horny and stand up, are very insistent. 
 
    They were very insistent now, and I dragged those nips all over his body. 
 
    Well, there was no way Bobby boy was going to resist those puppies. 
 
    Suddenly he turned over, threw me over, and, I gotta admit I was moist, slid that big dong of his up my sex alley. He took my breath away, banged his big balls against my ass, and then I was holding on for dear life. 
 
    Bob has got lots of muscles, and he knows how to use them. He slammed down on me, pummeled me, and I was already feeling the heat. 
 
    Yet, I have to admit it, he wasn’t quite as hard as he usually was. Yes, definitely hard, but it was like I could feel a bit of a bend and squoosh to his penis. 
 
    Him slamming into me like a maniac on drugs, it barely registered. 
 
    And it wasn't long until I felt the toes curling, the back arching, the spasms deep in my pussy. I groaned, half a scream, really, and I showed the whites of my eyes. 
 
    He didn’t let up, he rammed and jammed and slammed all the way through my orgasm. I felt like I was being turned inside out, and then it was over. 
 
    And he wasn’t done. 
 
    Now sex, after you’ve cum is interesting. For a man, the head gets sensitive, and even painful. If the guy is a real guy guy, he muscles through it, and he can cum again. Not many guys can do that. I’ve only had a couple during my career as a dick pleaser. 
 
    A gal, however, is different. She doesn’t feel the irritation, she just thinks of baseball for a minute, and then…it’s ba-a-ack! 
 
    So I thought of baseball, the count is two and two, the wind up, the…and that was when I really noticed that he wasn’t quite as hard. Just a little bendy, but I started to work it, to tilt and thrust and…he flopped out. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. “Put that back in!” 
 
    He tried, but it didn’t go. It was actually soft. I mean, one second he’s like the rock of Gibralter, then he was a little squooshy, and then he’s the stay puft marshmallow man. 
 
    “I’m sorry, babe,” and I could see the frustration. He was fucking, and suddenly gets a flat right in the middle of the race. But I sure would have liked another cum.  
 
    He pushed off me, sat on the edge of the bed and looked down at Mr. Happy. 
 
    “Fuck,” he muttered. 
 
    “Aw, come on, big guy. It happens to the best of them.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it never happened to me.” 
 
    And that was true. When it came to hard dicks, Bob was Old Faithful. I’m not going to say that was the only reason I married him, but it sure helped. 
 
    “Well, come on. We’ll try later. Heck, you’ll be twice as horny later, and I’ll suck on your schlong until it’s long. I’ll bit on your weenie till it’s not teeny. I’ll—“ 
 
    “Okay,” he laughed. “I get the idea.” 
 
    That’s the thing about Bob. Not only is he a brown-eyed, handsome hunk, he is the easiest guy in the world to get along with. 
 
    So we took a shower, prepared for work, and went our separate ways. 
 
    I work for the Republican office in town. I’m not big on politics, but  they needed a secretary, and, funny thing, political types don’t really know how to do things. But that’s all politicians. They talk a lot, but when it comes time to put the rubber to the road, they are, pardon the expression, limp dicks. 
 
    So I reported for work, all made up and looking good, and organized polls, worked with community organizers, and did the things that a secretary isn’t supposed to do, but, like I said, politicians aren’t very good at actually working. 
 
    Bob, on the other hand, went on inspections. He had two high rises rising, and though he didn’t really have to do the down and dirty, he was the kind of guy who liked to be hands on, especially when it came to protecting his investments. 
 
    And that night he was home when I came home. Unusual. And packing. Uh oh. 
 
    “Got to go to the capital, babe. Got to lobby to handle some of these stupid government regulations, and some of the other contractors will be there…” 
 
    “What? But I thought we were going to handle that monstrous vaginal destroyer hanging between your legs!” 
 
    He kissed me then, a soul scorcher of a kiss, and he played with my nipples and handled my pussy. Roughly. I like a little rough sometimes. 
 
    Then, when I was out of breath and my hips were starting to thrust, he dropped me on the bed, laughed, and picked up his suit case. 
 
    “Oh! You son of a—“ 
 
    I ran after him. Caught him at the door. He kissed me again. Double soul scorcher. Fuck, I thought steam was going to come out of my cunt. 
 
    “Babe, I’ll do you double when I come back. Remember, I didn’t squirt this morning, so I’ve got a full load to deliver. 
 
    “And you better!” I hugged him, then walked him out to the truck. 
 
      
 
    He was supposed to be gone two days, but it was more than a week. A week of trying not to diddle myself, of looking at my vibrators longingly. Of playing with myself in the shower and then holding back at the last minute. 
 
    Oh, I was hot and horny, and I couldn’t wait for Bob to get home. 
 
    But, when he walked in the door, I knew something was wrong. His normally smiling face was sober, thin with worry. 
 
    “Honey? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    Yeah, right. And the Mona Lisa wears sunglasses. 
 
    I tried to take him into the bedroom, but he resisted. Said he was hungry. So I fixed a quick dinner and we sat at the table and munched, and I asked, “How’d it go?” 
 
    “Oh, you know government. They have reasons, all the great and good reasons, for raising taxes and regulating, and they don’t listen to a thing you say.” 
 
    “So it was a bust?” 
 
    And he sat there and started to say something. Then he stopped. Then he opened his mouth. Then he closed it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    And he actually began to cry! Tears came out of his eyes and slid down his cheeks. 
 
    Now I was alarmed. I had never seen Bob cry. He was an embodiment of the old saying, ‘women cry so they don’t swear, and men swear so they don’t cry.’ And here he was, his shoulders silently shaking, and tears pouring down his cheeks. 
 
    I went to him, and he actually pushed me away. 
 
    I understood. Manly man, don’t show any weakness, but I was his wife! 
 
    “Bob!” I grabbed his thick shoulder and tugged him around towards me. 
 
    And he collapsed into my arms, and he kept crying. And after a few minutes of soothing him, and asking him what was wrong, he stood up and pulled his pants down. 
 
    “This!” 
 
    His dick was the size of a Vienna Sausage. It was small. When I finally managed to measure it, a couple of days later, it was 1 and 7/8ths inches long. And I realized that it had shrunk even more since the first time I saw it. 
 
    I almost screamed. This was weird. This was like one of those old 1950 monster movies come to life. 
 
    But I managed not to, and I pulled him to the bedroom and made him take off all his clothes. In the bright light I examined his whole body. 
 
    He was still muscular, but I could see a certain flabbiness to his shape. He was always working out, so I knew this was a change. His pectorals, in particular, were little flabby mounds. And his nipples looked red and raw, like he had been scratching them, though, when I asked him, he hadn’t. 
 
    “I don’t know what’s wrong. I didn’t notice it for two days. I was working, rushing, and I never had the time to…I didn’t…but than I saw it. And I didn’t say anything because I was scared.” 
 
    “Well, you’re saying something now. You’re going to the doctor tomorrow first thing.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Listen, bozo! This is a major medical mess up. I’m tempted to call an ambulance right now. So don’t give me any shit!” 
 
    Then he just sort of caved in on himself. His shoulders hunched and he continued sobbing, so I just held him. I pressed his head against my breasts and tried to calm him down. 
 
    And, the weird thing, as I stroked his head and murmured soft reassurances, it felt like his hair was longer. Thicker. Weird. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Mr. Haskell, I don’t have any answers for you.” 
 
    I had known Doc Beacons for a long time. He was a staunch Republican, even donated, and I had called him a couple of times to thank him. He was an old fart with a heart of gold. But, for some reason, I felt like he wasn’t telling us the whole truth. 
 
    “But penises don’t just shrink like that!” 
 
    “No, they don’t. I’m going to have to call some colleagues, get some specialists involved.” 
 
    “I don’t want a bunch of people looking at my…looking at my…at me.” He was starting to sniffle a bit. Time to get him out of here. 
 
    But the more I watched the good doc, the more I felt he was hiding something. 
 
    “Doc, what aren’t you telling us?” 
 
    “I’m telling you everything I know. I just don’t know anything.” 
 
    Well, that didn’t ring true. First off, his face had gone bland, and I could tell he was making sure he didn’t blink. Blinks are a tell for when somebody is lying, or at least withholding something. Second, I just had this gut feeling. And I always trust my gut. 
 
    So we walked out the exam room, leaving the doc scribbling on a pad. And I told Bob, “Wait for me in the waiting room, I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Bob had his own problems, and he didn’t object, just walked down the hallway towards the front room. 
 
    I darted back into the exam room. “Doc. You aren’t telling me something. Now…give!” 
 
    He stared at me for the longest time, then he sighed, and he said, “I don’t know, but you’ll be better able to find out than I.” And then he got irritated. I knew he had said something he wasn’t supposed to, but what did it mean? 
 
      
 
    At home we ate. I fixed Bob a drink and we sat out on the patio, and things got glum. 
 
    I was okay. I mean that. Bob was my man. And, sure, sex is important, but human beings are more important. And nobody was more important to me than Bob. 
 
    But he was crushed. It was the loss of his manhood, as effectively as if it had been guillotined right off his pelvis. 
 
    “No kids,” he muttered at one point. 
 
    “There are ways,” I countered. 
 
    A little later, “I can’t please you.” 
 
    “I don’t need to be pleased, I need you.” 
 
    And so on, through the afternoon. 
 
    Then we watched a little stupid TV, and didn’t see a thing, and went to bed. 
 
    I wanted to cuddle, but he turned away. So I grabbed him and made him cuddle. And he cried again during the night. 
 
    Later, him cried out and sleeping a restless sleep, I had time to think about what the Doc had said. You’ll be better able to find out than I. 
 
    What the heck did that mean? 
 
    And, I figured it out. 
 
    The only thing we had in common was the Republican party. I worked there, he donated. 
 
    He was a passerby, I was in the box. I would be better able to find out. So there was something going on at work that…had something to do with Bob’s shrinking dick? 
 
    WTF could the Republican party have to do with shrinking manhood? 
 
    In fact, that was a long standing joke: that the democrats were women and short-dicked men, and the Republicans owned guns because they had big dicks. 
 
    I can’t tell you how many times I had heard, at drunken parties or just passing by conversations at the water cooler, men explaining that Democrat women were such bitches because their mini-dick men couldn’t satisfy them. 
 
    Yeah. Joke. But Bob was a Democrat. He supported Harris when Biden was declared incompetent. And a criminal. And unfit for public office. 
 
    In fact that was the only burr under the saddle of our marriage. He was a Democrat and I was a Republican. But I wasn’t that much in love with my party that…that what? My thoughts had been wandering, and had become lost, and I refocused on my realization. What did the Republicans know that would result in my husband’s tiny peeny? 
 
     
 
    Bob didn’t go to work for the next week. Tell the truth, I thought it would have helped him. Get out there and do some work, get his mind off his problems. But he just moped around the house, and I would keep catching him in the bathroom, looking at his dick, holding it between his thumb and forefinger, a look of complete and utter despair on his face. 
 
    And, a week later, I had to admit something else. Bob was getting shorter. I didn’t say anything, but I measured him by eyeball, estimating size when he was in a doorway, or the way his pants hung on him. Definitely shrinkage, and not just of his dick. He had started out at six feet, but the way his pants brushed on the floor, he had lost a couple of inches. 
 
    And his hair was longer. It was growing at a tremendous rate. I noticed, but I don’t think he noticed. About the only thing Bob noticed was the shrinkage of his dick. 
 
    Then, one night, getting ready for bed, Bob came out of the bathroom. He was nude. Had taken a shower, toweled himself off, and glanced in the mirror. 
 
    Not just at his dick, but his whole body. 
 
    “I’m getting…I’m changing.” 
 
    Truth, he had been hiding his body. Wearing robes around the house, and in bed, though I felt a certain softness to him, it didn’t register. But to see him fully naked, with a penis about an inch long, and his body rounder…rounder…round—he had breasts! 
 
    Yes they looked like fatty mounds, but I had gone through puberty, and I knew what female breasts looked like when they were budding and developing. 
 
    Last week he had been budding. This week he was developing. 
 
    “Bob,” I breathed. “You…you’re…” then I said nothing. Yes, he was growing his own set of tits, but I didn’t want to say anything. I needed to measure him.  
 
    I got out a tape measure and began holding it against his body, and jotting down statistics in a small notebook. 
 
    He had lost three inches in height. I knew that. I hadn’t said anything, and I had played denial in my head, but he was now only three inches taller than me. 
 
    His hips were bigger. He had been 36 inches. A narrow waisted man. Now he was 38 inches. But I had the feeling that while his hips were expanding, his body was shrinking, and they would go down. But they would be round…I think that was the first inkling…like a woman’s. 
 
    And his abs, normally like a six pack made out of rocks, was softer, and his waist was narrower. 
 
    And his chest was narrower, and…growing outward. 
 
    Tits. On my husband. I almost fainted. 
 
    But, and here is where I have to be brutally honest…there was a bit of me that suddenly…got warm. Moist between the legs. 
 
    I know, I have read stories of women who had husbands who transitioned, and who fell out of love, were even repulsed. 
 
    But Bob was not transitioning…he was being transitioned, and, truth, he was my man. I loved him. Nothing was going to change that. And, seeing his growing breasts, I felt that love grow even stronger. 
 
    “Back to the doctor,” I said. 
 
      
 
    So we went back, got a big fat nothing from the now openly secretive Doctor, and that was where I saw the article. It was in a newspaper left folded open on an end table. I only saw the headline, but it shocked me. But I didn’t want to read it in front of Bob. I didn’t want him thinking about this. I didn’t want him panicking. So took note of what paper it was, and what issue, and we had our exam and went home. 
 
    I fixed Bob a drink, we were both doing a lot of drinking these days, and went to the computer. 
 
    The National Inquirer. 
 
    I scrolled through the online pages, and found the article. 
 
      
 
    Men Turning Into Women! 
 
      
 
    Sources have revealed that the United States Government is covering up a drastic side effect of the COVID Vaccination. More and more men are reporting to their doctors that they are developing feminine characteristics. Men are growing hair at an increased rate, losing body mass, even shrinking. To compound the problem, there are reports of shrinking manhood and developing breasts. The White House has refused to take questions on the matter, scoffing and ridiculing the questions and those asking them. One source claimed the side effect to the vaccination has an official name. ‘Project Shrink Wrap.’ sources also say… 
 
      
 
    The article went on. It talked about doctor’s and the CDC and the fact that the government said there was no proof, but…there it was. 
 
    Project Shrink Wrap. 
 
    Bob was turning into a girl. 
 
    If he kept going he would be about my height, and maybe even more slender than I, and he might even have bigger boobs. 
 
    What to do? What to do? I paced in circles in my mind. 
 
    I walked back out to the kitchen, freshened drinks, and sat down and stared at Bob. 
 
    Bob stared back. He was a shell of a man…and the seed of a woman. 
 
    What to do. 
 
    Divorce was out of the question. 
 
    But I had to do something. I had to rescue him from the deep, dark depression he was sinking into. And I had an idea. 
 
    “Bob. I just read an article.” 
 
    He looked at me. His eyes saggy and no interest. 
 
    “According to the article, you are having a reaction to the COVID vaccine.” 
 
    “What?” Something back in his brain sparked. The fact is that as long as he didn’t know what was going on, he was victim to it. But when he knew what was going on…then there was hope. Decisions could be made. He could…fight back. “What kind of a reaction?” 
 
    “I left the article on the computer. You should read it yourself. It’s the National Inquirer, but it describes what you are going through to a T.” 
 
    He hurried into the computer room and sat down. 
 
    I poured more drinks, I wanted him drunk for what I was going to suggest. 
 
    Ten minutes later he was back, and his face was stunned, which was light years ahead of depression. “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    I shoved a drink at him. “Let’s celebrate.” 
 
    “What?” That sort of surprised him. “Celebrate losing my manhood? Turning into a…a girl?” 
 
    “You don’t mind me being a girl.” 
 
    He drank, a big, healthy slug. “That’s different.” 
 
    “It may be different, but you were never the kind of man to evade the truth.” 
 
    He said nothing then, and I kept my silence. I needed this to develop naturally. Bob was the kind of guy who, if you pushed, he would dig his feet in.” 
 
    Finally. “So, I turn into a girl. What then?” 
 
    I waited a beat, then slid a nonchalant remark in. “You learn how to be a girl.” 
 
    I could feel his surprise. The idea was novel. Bob was a manly man. To be a woman? It went against everything in him. 
 
    Yet…what was happening was happening. 
 
    “I don’t think I can do that.” 
 
    “So you’re going to be a girl wearing big man clothes?” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “You know, I’ll tell you, you will find it easier to run your companies as a woman.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You bat the eyes and the big, strong men wait on you hand and foot.” 
 
    Now he really frowned. 
 
    “Is that what you do?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I have been known to bat an eye or two, or to wink, or even to castigate a slacker’s manhood. I tell you, once you have it figured out, the world is your oyster. 
 
    “I want to think about it.” 
 
    “I think you should, but we have something else to discuss.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sex.” 
 
    There it was. The elephant in the room. Except for desperate hugging, we had not had sexual contact for weeks. Not since he brought his shrinking penis home. 
 
    “Well…I can’t!” And this was a bit shrill. 
 
    I smiled and patted his hand. “Bob? Have I ever told you about my father?” 
 
    Daddy had died many years ago, but I knew I had never told Bob what I was about to tell him. 
 
    Bob watched me. His face was pinched and unhappy. 
 
    “Daddy lost function about the age of 60. I remember those days well, because he went for being a Santa Claus to a Grinch. It was a few years of him being all grizzly bear growly, and Mama crying. 
 
    “Then, one day, he was back to normal. He was cheerful and happy and it was as if nothing bad had ever happened. 
 
    Bob tilted his head slightly, as if to ask what had happened, but he still wasn’t talking. 
 
    So Daddy had Erectile Dysfunction, and then he overcame it. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Many years later, after Daddy died, I asked Mama, and she told me one thing. It shocked me, then I understood. I understood how a man can function without a workable dick.” 
 
    I was being a little harsh here, but I wanted to plant the idea in his mind so it wouldn’t fall out. 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    “She said, and I quote, ‘I shoved a dildo up his ass.’” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Bob ashen. 
 
    Me waiting, determined. 
 
    Barely breathing, he whispered, “You want to…to fuck me?” 
 
    “Gays like it up the ass.” Again, brutal, but necessary. I had to make him grab a solution. It was the only way we could overcome this terrible tragedy. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “That’s right. The butt. We grease you up, a lot, and we grease the dildo. Then I can insert it, or even wear a strap on. Daddy apparently loved it, and it rescued him. Can you be rescued?” 
 
    I don’t…” he stopped talking and thought. Deep thought. Life changing thought. 
 
    When I thought he had immersed himself in thought long enough, I said, “Chances are, you’ll eventually be getting it up the pussy. So consider this practice, transition with a capital F.” 
 
    “Transition.” He picked up his drink and drained it. I poured him another. I poured myself another. If we weren’t so intense we would have been drunk. As it was, we were reaching the point where we had to be happy, or else. 
 
    “Have you ever…you know?” 
 
    “Fucked a guy? Nope. I’ve fucked the shit out of myself. In fact, that was how I got to like anal. I used a big old dildo and, I’ll admit it, it was a LOT of fun.” 
 
    He sat back, and his eyes got far away. And he said something interesting, “Do you think everybody who took the vaccination is turning into a woman?” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “And what are the women who took the shot turning into?” 
 
    “They’re already women. They’re probably just staying the same.” 
 
    “One of the things that passed through my mind, when this all started, was that it was my fault, that there was something in me that made this happen.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe.” 
 
    “Where do you keep your dildo?” 
 
    “Stay here.” 
 
    I went into the bedroom, grabbed the dildo and a bottle of lube. I returned to the kitchen and plopped it down in front of Bob. 
 
    He stared at it. 
 
    “Pick it up.” 
 
    He brought his eyes up to me, then back at the dildo, and he reached out for it. His fingers were almost touching it when— 
 
    “BOO!” 
 
    He actually jumped, brought his hand back to his chest. And I noted how his breasts gave a slight jiggle. 
 
    He laughed. “You bitch!” 
 
    “Takes one to know one.” 
 
    He reached out again, and he picked up the tool. 
 
    “Turn the knob on the bottom.” 
 
    He turned it, and the dildo began to vibrate. 
 
    “Jesus!” he muttered, the thing hopping in his palm. 
 
    “Turn it off.” 
 
    He did so. 
 
    “Put it in your mouth.” 
 
    Now his eyes went wide. He stared at me.  
 
    “Sometimes I suck it to get it wet enough. I’m usually already a little wet down there, so it doesn’t take much.” 
 
    “You…” he was looking at the dildo. Big and pink. Shallow lines running up the side, smooth at the top. 
 
    And he slowly put it in his mouth. 
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    Watching me, his eyes big and almost scared, he began to suck on the dildo. 
 
    “Now, you know what I want to do?” 
 
    He took the dildo out. His voice was breathy. “What?” 
 
    “I would like to bend you over this table and give you a thrill.” 
 
    “Bend me…” 
 
    “Over the table. Insert dildo, I’ll be very gentle, but when you start to feel the thrill I might start plowing you.” 
 
    He stared at me. I have never seen such wide eyes in my life. 
 
    “I love it when you ram that cock of yours into me. It opens me up. You fuck me good enough and I start to stutter and drool. Do you remember?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Let me do that for you.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    He stood up, and I realized how intense I was, and how wet I was. I was doing this for him, but I was also doing this for me. I wanted to take his ass. 
 
    “Drop your drawers. Excuse me, drop your panties.” 
 
    He gave a small grunt, and I could tell that big changes were happening in his mind. 
 
    I was taking charge. I was going to be the fucker, not the fuckee. He was the virgin and I was about to pop his cherry. 
 
    Doubtless, there would be a struggle, a conflict, in him. But…I felt hot and charged up, and I had a realization. This was something that fascinated men. Even when they were hopeless homophobes, there was something about getting fucked in the ass that drew them in. 
 
    Men wanted it. 
 
    And a man that said he didn’t was a liar. 
 
    Bob pulled his underwear down, and I saw his little manhood. it was like a two year old’s now. Small and pointed. And his balls were like like berries. All red and cute. 
 
    He was breathing hard. 
 
    I stood up and put my hand on his back. Wordlessly, I pushed him down on the table. 
 
    He bent over, put his chest, his small-titted chest, on the wood. 
 
    I squirted a big gob of lube into my palm and slapped it on his butt. I was deliberately rough. If he thought I was going to be rough, he would respond better when I was gentle. 
 
    “Oh!” he jerked. Then: “That’s cold!” 
 
    “I’m going to rim you now. It’s going to feel good.” 
 
    I put a finger in his butthole and ran it around gently. I could feel the texture of his anal ring. He gasped and was hardly breathing. 
 
    “Relax, and breath. If you fight it it will hurt.” 
 
    He forced himself to sigh, and his chest squashed on the table top, and I had visions of his little breasts flattening out. 
 
    “Okay, now two fingers.” I inserted two digits. I wormed them around, spreading the lube. I began to hook the fingers, rubbing the prostate within. 
 
    He gasped. “What’s that?” 
 
    “That’s your prostate. It pushes the juice. Prostate health is very important. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Three fingers, and I began to slid them in and out. Slow strokes, slithering against his ass ring. 
 
    He groaned. This was good, he wasn’t fighting at all. 
 
    And, to tell the truth, neither was I. I wasn’t getting stimulated at all, yet I felt like my heart was surging, and my groin was heating up. Jeez, this was making me hot. 
 
    “Here we go,” I muttered, and I placed the tip of the vibrator against his brown button. Again, he gasped. 
 
    I slid it slowly, so slowly, into him. 
 
    I had prepared him properly, and he opened up and relaxed even more. 
 
    “Ohhh!” he exhaled, shocked at how good it felt. 
 
    Then I began to move it in and out. In and out. Slowly, lovingly. 
 
    Bob pushed back against it. 
 
    After a minute I began to lift it up and down as I pushed it in. And, a minute after that, I began to corkscrew it, as if stirring his innards. 
 
    Bob was in heaven. His knuckles were white where he gripped the edge of the table. His chest was rising and falling, his buttocks were clenching and relaxing. 
 
    He wasn’t just getting fucked by a dildo, he was fucking back. He was a natural. 
 
    “Okay, lover, are you ready for the rocket ride?” 
 
    He nodded his head. He couldn’t talk for gulping. 
 
    I picked up speed. I began slamming him. His back arched and he wiggled his hips. 
 
    And, finally, I was using full force. I was ramming him so hard my hand was making loud slapping sounds against his ass. 
 
    Suddenly, he arched his back, lifted off the table, threw his head back, and gave the loudest, most guttural groan I had ever heard. then he began spasming, thrusting his hips against the edge of the table. 
 
    Confused, I didn’t know what was happening, I slowed down, but I didn’t stop, which was good. When I did look down I could see a thin, white stream coming out of his tiny cock. Apparently I had rubbed his prostate so well that he had actually had an orgasm. A real orgasm. Not one of those slam bam thank you ma’am male ones, but a full blown, over the top, tsunami-like female one. 
 
    Gently, I extracted the dildo, and I smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The next day Bob awoke with a smile. He had gone to sleep with a smile, he dreamed with a smile, and he rolled over to me and said, “That was un-fucking-believable.” 
 
    We kissed, and I was struck by how his face was changing. The fat was redistributing, his chin was softer, even his lips were fuller. 
 
    Oh, he wasn’t getting girly yet, but it was coming, and now that we had had a breakthrough I was getting ready.  
 
    “I’m going to get you a bra.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “And I’m going to fuck you while you’re wearing it.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    I explained: “Tits will sag. You are a robust man, you will be a robust women. Do you want your big, old knockers hanging down to your knees.” 
 
    He laughed, and even his laugh was changing. It was a little breathy, a little higher pitched. 
 
    Oh, I don’t think that the men at his work would have noticed, but I did. And I actually had the thought that I didn’t have much time. Whatever that damned vaccine was, it was working fast. 
 
    “Now, while I go buy girly things in your size, maybe a little smaller because you are shrinking—“ 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “While I’m doing that, you need to look into legals.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “In a couple of months you’re going to have long hair, big boobs, and…do you think that will translate to your driver’s license?” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “And you need to talk to the passport people, find out what you are going to need. And your name…” 
 
    “What about my name?” 
 
    “Bob isn’t sissyish enough.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    I laughed. “What am I going to do?” 
 
    He grinned sheepishly. “You’re going to fuck my ass.” 
 
    “Speaking of which, I’m going to get some toys. Anything you want me to look for? Maybe a dildo that is three feet long?” 
 
    He laughed again. This was getting fun. 
 
    “I don’t think I need something that big. But I’ll tell you something weird, if you promise not to tell anybody.” 
 
    I looked around. I made a ‘shhh!’ sound and put a finger to my lips. “I won’t tell anybody but Facebook, the local newspaper and Vladimir Putin.” 
 
    And, again, he laughed. I was starting to love this. 
 
    Then he looked around, conspiratorially, and he said, “I’ve always been curious about butt plugs.” 
 
    “What!” I yelled. “My hubbie wants a butt plug!” We were in the privacy of our own home, and nobody could hear, but the idea was there. His face turned red and he said, “Hey!” 
 
    My turn to laugh. I jumped up and scrunched my ass up and held my hands like a bunny about ready to hop. I crossed my eyes and sang a parody of the old ‘buggy ride’ song. 
 
      
 
    Thanks for the pluggy ride, 
 
    thanks for the pluggy ride, 
 
    I had a wonderful time! 
 
     
 
    And I grunted and hopped at the end of each line. 
 
    Bob went into hysterics. Now that secrets were coming out, and we were digging a little deeper, he was relaxing and acting normal. Better than normal, in fact. 
 
    And I had a suspicion. 
 
    Did my manly husband harbor secret desires to curl his hair and finger bang his own, little cunt? 
 
    It was something to think about, and as I thought about it I began to get horny all over again. 
 
    Dildo store, first stop. I needed some new toys. Sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose, you know. I needed a little vaginal stuffing, or maybe even some butt pluggery. Maybe. 
 
      
 
    I went to work that day. I had been taking a lot of time off, which didn’t matter for two reasons. One, I was valuable, and the Repubs didn’t want to have to do their own work. And, two, we were in between elections. 
 
    In between elections is a funny time. People work less, they party more, which was fine with me. I tended to stay in the office while they partied their brains out. 
 
    So I worked, I said hi to the Senator, he’s a horny old asshole, but nice if you can stand getting your ass slapped. And I admit, I’m not one of these girls who gets upset if somebody pinches their bottom. It isn’t rape, and it titillates everybody involved, so who cares? 
 
    And, before I went home, I went in to talk to the old goat. “Hey, Senator?” 
 
    Yes, Barb, you can bear my children.” 
 
    We laughed. Old joke, and I had slapped him once when he got too friendly, and after that he knew which lines to cross and which not to cross and we got along fine. 
 
    “I just wanted to let you know I’m going to be taking a bit of time off. If you need me for something, give me a call, but you know…it’s pretty dead around here.” 
 
    “Vacation or problems?” 
 
    “Vacation problems,” I obfuscated. He smiled. Being a politician he knew when people were being honest or not. 
 
    “Well, no prob. Keep in touch.” 
 
    “One other thing.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows. He had big, bushy eyebrows, old man eyebrows. 
 
    “Have you read anything about this ‘Project Shrink Wrap’ rumor that’s going around?” 
 
    “Why? Is your dick shrinking.” I tried to effect natural laughter. Just because he was a perverted old fool didn’t mean he didn’t have an eye for a lie. 
 
    “Nah. Neighbor’s curious is all.” 
 
    “Well, I haven’t heard a thing.” 
 
    And I knew he was lying. And the phrase ripped through my head. You’ll be better able to find out than I. 
 
    What wasn’t the good, old Senator telling me? 
 
    Yet, I couldn’t grill him. I didn’t want anybody looking at me suspiciously. I still had a manly man of a husband who needed some privacy. 
 
     
 
    “Oh, baby, have I got the works.” 
 
    “You do?” Bob’s voice actually broke. It gave a hint of a squeal. It wasn’t much, but he turned bright red. 
 
    “Don’t worry, hubby of mine, voices change, and yours will likely turn bright and bubbly like a 16 year olds before you’re done.” 
 
    That didn’t make him feel good, but it was the right thing to say. 
 
    “Now mix us a couple of stiffies, oh, sorry, no offense…” 
 
    He growled at me, but everything was working out pretty good here.  
 
    “..and get your sexy ass back in here. Yell to me how it went for you today.” 
 
    I opened sacks and bags and put them on the floor next to the couch while he shouted in to me about visits to the DMV, the passport office, talking to bank managers and lawyers and such. 
 
    The good news, there was so much transitioning going on, and I mean before this foul rumor about Project Shrink Wrap, that the legals to transitioning were getting easier and easier. 
 
    And there was no bad news. Well, except he told me it irritated him to have to sit down to pee, but…la la la. Life is tough, you know? 
 
    He came back into the living room and presented me with a tall, frosty glass. Bourbon and Cock. I know, it’s ‘coke,’ but I always call it Bourbon and Cock. It makes Bob laugh. 
 
    “So what do you have?” And his curiosity was suddenly in full view. 
 
    “Take off your clothes, little girl.” And chortled and leered and rubbed my hands together. 
 
    Grinning, he slipped out of his duds and stood. 
 
    His dick was maybe a half inch now. It was about the size of a healthy clitoris, and I wondered if that was what it would turn into. 
 
    Making myself not stare, I tossed him a flimsy garment. 
 
    He stared at the bra, and suddenly the laugher was gone. Here was the card from the bottom of the deck. Here was the truth he had been laughing about, and trying not to let bother him. 
 
    I waited. 
 
    He looked at me, then he shrugged. 
 
    “Okay. Aren’t I supposed to put this on backwards or something?” 
 
    “Until you get flexible enough to do and undo the clasps by bending your arms behind your back.” 
 
    We worked on how to put on a bra, and then we adjusted it. 
 
    He was looking good. I had guessed the right size, and he filled the small cups perfectly. And his body was getting narrower and they actually looked bigger than they were. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, coming back from the hall mirror. 
 
    “Next…” I tossed him panties. 
 
    He pulled them on easily, and I said, “Wait. Come here.” 
 
    He stood in front of me, and I felt his dick. Small and soft, just like a clit, but what was more surprising was that his marbles, and I mean that literally, were halfway up into his pelvis. 
 
    “Your testicles are moving up into your body.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” he worried. 
 
    “When balls get big, when you’re young, then they ‘fall,’ or descend. You seem to be going the other way.” 
 
    “Oh.” It was one of the most expressive ‘ohs’ I had ever heard. I mean, there was a trainload of meaning in that simple word. 
 
    He pulled up his panties, sipped a bit, and I tossed him garters. 
 
    “Whoa! But don’t I need to shave my legs?” 
 
    “Have you noticed your gams lately?” 
 
    He looked down. “Wow. They’re actually pretty bare.” 
 
    “I think you’ll start growing hair again, but it will likely be feminine hair. For right now, though, you are good to go. Here’s some nylons.” 
 
    He pulled on the garters and I explained how to roll nylons up his legs. Man, when he was done fastening that sheer material, I was blown out. And wet. His legs were SEXY! And did I mention that I was starting to get wet? 
 
    “What’s next,” he said, interrupting my train of horny thoughts. 
 
     “I was going to get you a corset, but I want to wait a bit, let your shape stabilize, or whatever. You want to try a dress on?” 
 
    “Might as well,” but his nonchalant answer held a wealth of fascination. 
 
    Here’s a clever, little number. It’s short, so we don’t have height problems, there’s horizontal pleating, which will stretch, and I think it will adapt to you. 
 
    I held out a purple bit of cloth. 
 
    “Wow, there’s not much to this.” He pulled the dress over his head and wiggled a bit. 
 
    Click, and a flash filled the room. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I need pictures. It will help me figure out sizes, changes in the future, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah, well…” 
 
    “Now, have you ever worn a pair of high heels?” 
 
    He shook his head, and I held out a pair of three inch heels. They were strappy, and would show off his toenails, once I got them painted. 
 
    He put them on and stood up, and looked more awkward than a duck on stilts. 
 
    I giggled, and he even grinned ruefully. 
 
    “First off, point your toes forward and try not to stand with your knees pointing out.” 
 
    He adjust his stance. 
 
    “Now, the trick to walking is to place the heel first, but to do it in line.” 
 
    He tried, and nearly broke his ankle, and I laughed and laughed and he was all red faced. 
 
    “Big college athlete can’t even walk in heels.” 
 
    “You girls make it look easy,” he admitted. “But, man—“ 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    We stared at each other. The drapes were drawn, nobody could see in, but he certainly didn’t want to be caught in the middle of a fashion show. 
 
    “Go to the bedroom, I’ll find out.” 
 
    He staggered across the room, so panicked he didn’t think to just take off the heels. When he was gone, I opened the front door. 
 
    Two men. Suits. Black suits. And I immediately thought of that stupid movie, ‘Men in Black.’ 
 
    “Mrs. Haskell?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Agents Ava and Adams. We’d like to speak with your husband. Is he here?” 
 
    I thought hard. On one hand, I didn’t trust these bozos. And, the other hand, the good Senator had been at work. I knew this intuitively and instantly. I talk to him, ask a question about an article, and these bozos show up. Not a coincidence. And, on the third hand, knowing what I knew, figuring things out, I wanted to talk to them…I needed information, and I had a feeling I would finally be talking to somebody, two somebodies, who might actually know something. 
 
    Of course, the question was, could I get it out of them? 
 
    “He’s in the shower. Do you want to come in? Have a seat?” 
 
    They came in and I showed them into the living room. At one end of the room were boxes with dresses and wrappings and lingerie all about.  And Bob’s slacks and shirt. Agent Ava looked at Agent Adams and nothing was said. but a look can speak a thousand words. I felt closer and closer to the solution to Bob’s conundrum. 
 
    I went to the hall and called to Bob, who was standing there listening. 
 
    “Bob! Have you started your shower yet? There are a couple of gentlemen who wish to see you.” 
 
    Bob tip toed down the hall and called back, sounding as if he was in the bedroom. “Be out in a second!” 
 
    I turned to the two suits who looked bland and ominous at the same time, and a few seconds later Bob entered the room. He was barefoot, wearing pajama bottoms and a tee shirt. 
 
    “Hi, guys. what can I do for you?” 
 
    Agent Adams began speaking. “We’re following up on certain people who received the COVID vaccine.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ll be blunt, Mr. Haskell, there are reports of certain side effects.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    And here it looked like they wanted to stop talking and slink back under whatever rock they had come from. “Well, uh…certain feminine characteristics.” 
 
    Heck. They had brought it up. “You mean like men turning into girls?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    So I pushed it. “Project Shrink Wrap.” 
 
    “What do you know about Project Shrink Wrap?” Agent Ava asked. 
 
    Here was a quandary. How much do I tell them. I knew nothing, and yet I had intuited everything. 
 
    “What the newspapers tell me.” 
 
    They relaxed. 
 
    “So why are you gentlemen here?” asked Bob. 
 
    “Well, uh, we’d like to…” 
 
    “They want to know if you’re changing into a girl, honey.” 
 
    A deathly silence while the effects of the bomb I just dropped were felt. 
 
    “Is that it?” 
 
    Agent Adams looked at the boxes and clothes at the other end of the room. “I think we know the answer to that.” 
 
    “So what now,” asked Bob, bitterly. “You take me away to a camp for nonconsensual transitioners? Brass knuckles and rubber hoses? 
 
    “No! No!” Both agents held up their hands, actually panicking a little at how south this interview had gone. 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “The government understands what has happened. We want to offer financial assistance, to help any people who have experienced these side effects. 
 
    “They want to buy you off.” 
 
    “And if you can’t buy me off, then come the rubber hoses. Is that it?” 
 
    “No…no!” the agents looked miserable now. From ominous to weasel in one easy step. “We are offering medical assistance, psychiatric counseling, and a certain financial award. 
 
    “Well, I’ll you what you can—“ 
 
    “Bob,” I cut in. “Let’s hear what they have to say.” Bob was nonplussed, but I turned to the agents and asked, “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “No ma’am,” a little relief. “But if we can all sit down and relax,” he glanced at Bob, “then we can go over the details of why we’re here.” 
 
    So we all sat down. Beavis and Butthead outlined their great plan to support the feminization of America, and we were all friends. Or, at least Bob hadn’t pulled out his assault weapon and put a few leaks in them. 
 
      
 
    Later. 
 
    We were in bed, the lights were out. I had my hand on my pussy, I like to squeeze my pussy, and Bob was wearing his first nighty. 
 
    And, God, was I wet. I know, I’m always wet. But when you have a good looking babe next to you, don’t you get wet? 
 
    Anyway, I said, “Bob. Ladies don’t get physical.” 
 
    “I wasn’t physical.” 
 
    “You were pretty close. If I hadn’t pulled the plug you would have chopped those idiots down to size.” 
 
    He snorted. There was always that bit of male machismo in him, just waiting to stand up and push out his chest. 
 
    “Admit it.” 
 
    And, finally, he grunted. “Okay.” 
 
    “Proper ladies don’t fight. They use their wiles. For instance, moi, I defused the situation, made them feel at home, and discovered something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That this Project Shrink Wrap is real.” 
 
    He turned to me. He placed a hand on my boob and started diddling my nipple. “So?” 
 
    “So I want to find out more. This vaccination thing, it’s just all too convenient. COVID comes around, the government shuts everything down, then they come up with a miracle cure…” 
 
    Miracle vaccination,” he murmured. My nipple was standing up. Little lightenings were shooting towards my groin. I groaned. 
 
    “Go on,” he mouthed my nipple and I arched my back. 
 
    “I mean, the vaccination came along a handful of months after the disease, almost like it was all ready. And…and…” 
 
    “And what?” he put a hand on my pussy, inserted a finger, and stroked me. 
 
    “Ah, fuck. What was I saying?” 
 
    “You were telling me about your great, big conspiracy theory.” 
 
    I pushed him away. “You fucker.” 
 
    “Aw, come on.” I’m in the middle of it all. I just want to forget it for a while, and get a little. Come on, baby, give me a little.” 
 
    I frowned in the darkness. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Do you want me to do you? Or you do me?” 
 
    “I want you to fuck yourself.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    And I suddenly relaxed. I realized what had happened. The Men in Black had offered money, and sympathy, and understanding…and Bob had taken it. 
 
    But it wasn’t my dick that was falling off, so I hadn’t. 
 
    I turned on my side and faced Bob. I cupped his tit. It felt good. It was warm and the nipple was erect. “Sorry, babe. I got carried away.” 
 
    He moaned. “Ah…that feels good.” 
 
    “How about this?” I sucked his nipple then, and he gasped. Poor Bob. He had been a male all his life and he didn’t understand how good a woman could feel. 
 
    “If you don’t mind, I said, cupping his mons, feeling the little peeney trying to poke between my fingers, I’ll do you. I feel strong and powerful, and I want to be on top. You don’t mind if I’m on top, do you, Bob?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” he gasped. I was pulling on his nipples. Both of them, and he was feeling it all the way through.  
 
    I got up in the darkness, went to my drawer and found the new strap on I had bought. I put it on, along with a bigger dick. Bob was going to like this. 
 
    “And, if you don’t mind, I’m going to fuck you stupid. Do you mind?” 
 
    “Leave me enough so I can make bacon and eggs tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Ha! to fuck you so good you don’t even know how to pour orange juice. Now that is a goal. Turn over on your hands and knees.” 
 
    “Doggy style?” 
 
    “You betcha, rover. I want to fuck you like an animal. I want you to howl for the moon. Are you ready, baby?” 
 
    He was, and I slapped a good handful of lube into his crack, then I smushed it around, pushed it into his hole, rimmed him a bit. 
 
    And, the truth was, I was actually a bit irritated. 
 
    And after telling Bob that women didn’t get physical. 
 
    But the truth of the matter was that I was pissed. I was pissed at the doctors for their vaccination. I was pissed at the government for encouraging and distributing. And I was pissed at Bob for finally settling down and accepting what the Men in Black had to say. 
 
    And I was pissed at myself because I had calmed everything down. Maybe I should have let Bob go get his assault rifle and puncturize the two bozos. 
 
    So, pissed off, I was about to take it out on my husband. Fortunately, he was going to love it. And I would to…when I was done. 
 
    I stepped between his legs and lifted up his nightie. I pressed the dildo against his asshole. Like the first time, he was all ready. I slid into him, and he grunted and arched and immediately began pushing back. I placed my hands on his hips and felt the extra fat, like that of a woman, and I controlled him. 
 
    “Come on, baby,” I growled. 
 
    He squealed. Actually squealed, as I pushed my big dong into him. 
 
    “Come to papa.” I banged him again, and his flesh quivered. 
 
    “Come on, baby!” I thrust and I thrust, and he held on to the edges of the bed and moaned loudly. And he tried to wiggle, to accommodate, but it was too fast, too rough, and he was finally getting a little of what he had handed out so freely when he was a man. 
 
    “Fuck, bitch! Fuck!” 
 
    Then he was pushing back, holding his own. 
 
    Somewhere in there his little clitoris discharged. I didn’t notice when, and maybe he didn’t, either. 
 
    But he did, and when I was done with him, he groaned and tried to crawl out from under me. 
 
    I pulled out and slapped his ass. 
 
    “Thanks, bitch.” 
 
    And he, laying on his belly, his ass destroyed, said the only thing he could. “You’re welcome.” 
 
      
 
    The very next day I went to work. It was Saturday and nobody was there. I walked through the office, heading for my own office, but making sure I was alone. 
 
    I was. 
 
    I went into the Senator’s office. 
 
    He was out on some boat trip, probably with a bunch of under aged escorts. Old pervert. 
 
    I went behind his desk, sat down on the swivel and considered the room. 
 
    He had a safe. And I was afraid that what I was looking for would be there. 
 
    But it might not be. 
 
    Democrats are notorious for their lack of security. 
 
    Hillary’s emails. 
 
    Weener’s laptop. 
 
    Hunter’s computer. 
 
    The Dems are a bunch of lazy ass sluts when it comes to security. 
 
    But I was in a Republican office. How strict were they on security? 
 
    Not very. 
 
    Yes, they kept better track of their computers, but I had seen the Senator toss a classified folder in his desk, or just slip it into a filing cabinet. 
 
    The question was, where would the file I was looking for be? 
 
    I opened a desk drawer. A few files, but not what I was looking for. 
 
    I wandered over to the safe. I pulled it. It opened. 
 
    Lazy ass Republicans were just as bad about security as the lazy ass Democrats. 
 
    I reached in, pulled out a bunch of folders, glanced at them, then put them back. 
 
    Huh! Where oh where… 
 
    I walked to the shelves and inspected them. 
 
    And the filing cabinets. 
 
    And even the closet with its golf clubs and tennis rackets. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    I went back to the desk and sat down. 
 
    Then I stood up and went to the wet bar. I poured myself a stiff shot of Johnny Walker King George V. Expensive slop, certainly good enough for me. 
 
    I returned to the desk and sat down and cast my gaze about the room. 
 
    Where oh where… 
 
    And I knew, the old joke. It’s always in the last place you look, because after you find it you will look no more. 
 
    And, idly, I opened the second drawer in his desk. The one I hadn’t bothered with because he never puts important papers in there. 
 
    But he put a single folder there. And the folder was printed with the legend: ‘Project Shrink Wrap.’ 
 
    I smiled, and I opened the folder. 
 
      
 
    I came home, and I was so blown out that I was dizzy. I couldn’t think. My brain was officially on hiatus. 
 
    I had been fucked stupid before, but never as stupid as this. 
 
    “Hey, babe. Where have you—what’s wrong?” 
 
    I just stood and stared at him. Then I went into the bedroom and lay down. 
 
    I lay, unthinking, my mind traveling through the cosmos like it was a pinball machine and I was the ball. 
 
    Bing! Bing! Bang! I hit all the poles, was struck by the flappers. The ball bounced crazily, getting stuck between two poles that bounced me back and forth. 
 
    The universe suddenly made sense, but I didn’t want it to. 
 
    Bob came in. We had done his nails that morning, and full make up. He was pretty as a picture. A sex picture. 
 
    He was wearing a slinky dress, high heels, and his lips were red and beautiful. 
 
    How long? Another month? Then he would be full femme? Have a pussy and everything? And periods! And be able to get pregnant! 
 
    He handed me a drink. It wasn’t as expensive, and as smooth, as Johnny Walker Georgie the fifth, but it was good, and I needed it. 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to have to talk to me.” 
 
    “His voice was marginally higher, incrementally higher. Soon he would be a sultry contralto. Maybe a mezzo-soprano, but probably a contralto. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    I sat up and took a big glug. Then I looked at him. 
 
    “Project Shrink Wrap concerns the vaccination. The one you took.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “It is not a normal vaccine. It doesn’t give you a bit of some sickness so you can build immunity.” 
 
    “Yeah?” He was confused. 
 
    “What it does is inject synthetic material into your cells, into your DNA, and it ‘retrains’ your body.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    “In this case it retrains your body to eliminate the Y chromosome. Nothing male left. All female.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he was honestly confused. 
 
    “They turned you into a girl on purpose.” 
 
    “Yeah?” But he wasn’t alarmed, and the second half of the insidious equation made itself felt. 
 
    “And they retrained you not to become alarmed about it.” 
 
    He shook his head. Even as he took in the data he refuted it in his mind, but I now understood how he had been so upset in the beginning, but had come around. 
 
    “You’ll go through puberty, and you’ll have emotions, but you won’t care about what was done to you, even if you found out.” 
 
    And I was telling him, he was finding out, and he didn’t care. 
 
    “I still don’t understand what all the fuss is!” 
 
    I sighed, put away my own upset. I said, “Bob, men are too hard to control. Politics is all about control. Women are easier to control. So they made all but a few of the men into women. There’s still a few men,  mostly politicians, or otherwise in the know about this scheme, and they are the only ones left with dicks on this planet. The rest of us…we are just…just…fodder for their dicks!” 
 
    “And this is important…why?” 
 
    I sighed. I finished my drink. I said, “It’s not.” I handed him my empty glass. “Now be a dear and go do the dishes.” 
 
    Smiling, he did. He walked out of the room with a complacency that was just beginning to grow, was just altering his DNA. Soft and compliant, and perfect for the new rulers of Planet Earth. A slave with tits and a pussy, tailor made for a new civilization. 
 
    The Democrats had done it. 
 
    But the Republicans had known, and let it happen. 
 
    That made both parties complicit. 
 
    And I thought about being a natural woman. And the men were gone, at least most of the alphas were. 
 
    And the only alphas left were a few old political types, and the naturally bitchy women. 
 
    Lord love a duck. And I knew one last thing: they had changed men into women because women were more compliant, and I was one woman who was not going to be compliant. 
 
    In fact, I was going to be an alpha bitch about it all. 
 
    Maybe they had control now, but one woman can do an awful lot if she wants to…and I wanted to. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Mrs. Hardy, but there’s nothing we can do.” 
 
    I stared at the ring of doctors standing in the waiting room. “But…I don’t…what is happening?” 
 
    The doctors hemmed and hawed, and finally a nurse shooed them out. All of them, and they were glad to go, which should have told me something right there. What doctor gives up his position to a nurse? Unless it is really something so bad the doctor can’t confront it? 
 
    “Mrs. Hardy, sit here. I’ll go over what has happened.” 
 
    Dully, somewhat in shock, I sat down. Ten days ago I had brought my husband in. Joe had COVID. Corona Virus 19. I knew he had had a rough time, but I had waited outside, talked to him on the phone, and prayed to God. 
 
    Then the doctors called me in, and they were going to tell me something, but that something had fallen to the nurse. 
 
    “Your husband didn’t have COVID 19.” 
 
    “What? But why did you keep him here?” 
 
    “As you know the virus has been mutating, and Joe presents what we think may be the final phase of the mutation.” 
 
    I shook my head, not understanding. 
 
    “The doctors have labeled it COVID SC, and it is quite a bit more virulent than the normal COVID.” 
 
    By this time I was ashen and even trembling. My wonderful husband had…had… 
 
    “What COVID SC does is attack the Y chromosomes in a man’s body.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. A woman doesn’t have Y chromosomes…does this thing only attack men?” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. Hardy.” 
 
    For a long moment I grappled with the concept, attacking Y chromosomes? Why? And what did it do? 
 
    “So is he going to be all right?” 
 
    “He’s ready to go home right now.” 
 
    That was too easy, and I stared at her suspiciously. “What aren’t you telling me?” 
 
    I had visions of Joe being a basket case, of him laying in bed for the rest of his life and myself having to wait on him hand and foot. 
 
    “Joe has turned into a woman.” 
 
    “What?” I felt like somebody else was asking her the question. I felt like I was outside my body. 
 
    “That’s right. All the Y characteristics have been deleted from his body. The COVID SC made him into a woman.” 
 
    “Okay. Enough. Tell me the truth. I want to see my husband!” 
 
    I was pretty frantic, my hands were shaking. Heck, my whole body was shaking, and the nurse placed her hands on mine and tried to calm me down. 
 
    “We can go see him whenever you’d like. In fact, we don’t have to go see him, I’ll have him brought down. But I need to know you’re calm enough to handle it.” 
 
    I did deep breathing, under her advice, for a minute, then I managed to frame a decent question. “You’re not a nurse, are you?” 
 
    “No. I’m a doctor who…let’s just say my specialty is helping people undergoing transition.” 
 
    “Transition?” 
 
    “Sex change. People are born male and want to be a female, or the other way around. I counsel them and—“ 
 
    “I know…I know.” I wanted her voice to stop. 
 
    She waited a while, she was willing to wait for me to come to grips with my new situation. Finally, I nodded. “Can you bring him down now?” 
 
    She hit a contact on her cell phone and spoke into it. To me she said, “He’ll be right down.” 
 
    I sat on that uncomfortable chair in the waiting room for five minutes, and the things that went through my mind. 
 
    Bruce Jenner. Transitioning. Having the testicles and manhood cut off. What had happened? The doctors said they didn’t do anything, but Joe was now a woman? How could that be. 
 
    The elevator dinged at the end of the waiting room, the doors slid back, and my husband was pushed out. 
 
    Joe had been six feet tall, 200 pounds, lots of muscles, short hair. He owned a construction company, and he looked like it. He even watched football and smoked big cigars. 
 
    Now he was five foot six, maybe 120 pounds, and his face was a delicate oval. His hair was longer, much longer, and his lips were plump. 
 
    But he was still recognizable. He was Joe, but he was a she. 
 
    I fainted. 
 
      
 
    I drove home, and Joe cried all the way. 
 
    I had never seen Joe cry before in my life. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” he kept asking. 
 
    So, by the time we were home, I said, “First off, you’re going to suck it up. Being a woman isn’t the end of the world. You might even like it.” 
 
    Tough love, eh? Well, he needed it! Heck, I’ve been a woman for 30 years, and I have enjoyed the heck out of it. Men opening doors for me, pulling out chairs, whistling when I show a little leg…it’s all good. 
 
    Of course, I have had to learn to bite my tongue, people who are physically weaker don’t deliberately provoke people who are physically stronger. But that’s sort of universal, you know? 
 
    We pulled into the driveway and got out of the car, and first thing idiot Bob comes over. 
 
    I call him ‘Idiot’ Bob because he’s sort of a goof. Always making stupid remarks, acting all manly, and looking down on women. He even treats his wife, Joanna, like she’s a lame brain. Now that’s an idiot if ever there was one. 
 
    “Hey! Joe…you’re not Joe.” 
 
    Joe was on the other side of the car, head down and hair hanging in front of his face. 
 
    “That’s Joe.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He went around the car before I could stop him, bent down and looked up into Joe’s face. 
 
    “Holy fu—what the hell happened? This isn’t Joe!” 
 
    Denial, in the face of proof. I told you he was an idiot. 
 
    “Joe caught a new strain of COVID.” 
 
    “And it changed him into a woman?” 
 
    Suddenly Bob backed up. “Whoa, man. Don’t come close to me! I don’t want to catch that shit!” 
 
    What we didn’t know was that it was already too late. The doctors had said Joe wasn’t contagious, but they were working off old COVID 19 data, not new COVID SC data. 
 
    “Go home, Bob.” 
 
    Bob went. 
 
    We entered the house and I threw all the medicines that had been given to me for Joe into the trash. The damage was done, no medicine was going to help Joe now. 
 
    Joe went into the living room and sat down in front of the TV. He didn’t turn it on, he just sat and stared at the floor. 
 
    And I knew I had to do something. The gloom was thicker than Joe’s farts after chili. It was the kind of gloom that, if left alone, would swelter and finally flare up into suicide. 
 
    Heck, just because he was a girl didn’t mean I didn’t love him. In fact, I liked how cute he was. His big honker had turned into a cute button. His hair was really thick and luscious, though it needed a combing. And his face was…I blinked. 
 
    Joe was sitting there sad as Jesses James after he got shot. And what do women do when they are sad? 
 
    I turned Pandora to a classics station and turned it up so it filled the house. The neighbors might think I was nuts, celebrating after my husband had been in the hospital for ten days, but half the neighbors were. like Idiot Bob, and the other half were like me, sexy women who needed no excuse to party. 
 
    “What are you doing?” asked Bob. 
 
    I took his…her…hand and lifted her up. I led her to the kitchen table and sat her down. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I poured her a big, old whiskey and Coke. I didn’t know, maybe she would like wine spritzers, but she used to love Coke and bourbon, so… 
 
    I went to the bedroom and grabbed my make up kit and brought it back to the table. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “It’s good looks in a bottle,” I cracked. “Now drink some more.” 
 
    So he sipped, and protested and said he didn’t want to put on make up. 
 
    I held up my hand mirror. “You see this?” He stared at himself. “That is an ugly woman. Do you want to stay an ugly woman?” 
 
    “Uh…I don’t want make up.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s all gooey stuff and things.” 
 
    “Gooey stuff and things? Are you kidding me? That’s not what your dick says when I wear make up.” 
 
    “That’s different.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “You’re a woman.” 
 
    “And I’m a beautiful woman,” I smiled, flipped my chestnut hair, and puckered a kiss at him. He stared at my red lips. “You, on the other hand, are an ugly woman. Now shut up and drink and let me do my magic.” 
 
    So he sipped, a lot, and I worked him over. Eyebrows, pluck those babies, leave nice, little arches. Moisturize his face, foundation, base, all that stuff, even a little rouge. Then, my real fun, I worked on his eyes. Oooh, sweet charcoal on the lids to accentuate his grey eyes. Lengthen those lashes. Mmmm. And, finally—by now he was fascinated—I painted his lips. 
 
    And showed him the hand mirror. 
 
    His eyes went wide. He was no longer an ugly woman. He was beautiful. Pardon me, I keep slipping, SHE was beautiful. 
 
    “Oh my God. Is that me?” 
 
    “We should have done your hair first, but I’ll just comb it out. We can style it later.” I combed her lush locks out, and it was gorgeous. I trimmed them and brushed his hair with a wet brush and managed to get it to curl around his face. Mmm. Good looking bitch, if I do say so. In fact, I think I was a little jealous. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Joe panicked. “Oh, no!” 
 
    “Just sit here,” I commanded, and I went to the front door. 
 
    “Hi Jesse. Bob told me that Joe is…changed. I’m sorry, please forgive me, but I had to see for myself.” 
 
    I brought my neighbor into the kitchen. 
 
    Joe was frozen. He was totally frazzled. His face was bright red under the make up. 
 
    “Joe? Oh. My. God! you are…” she turned to me, “She’s beautiful!” 
 
    “The magic of cosmetics. Want to help?” 
 
    “Absolutely. What’s next?” 
 
    “Nails.” 
 
    “Long and stylish?” 
 
    “The longest. And the reddest. We have to make sure that Joe never forgets how beautiful she is. You can imagine how messed up the poor dear is. She doesn’t even want to be a woman. Can you imagine that?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” Joanne breathed. “Why not? Especially if you look like that?” 
 
    So we spread Joe’s hands out and put on inch long stilettos, and we painted them blood red. Mmmm. 
 
    Then we took pictures. 
 
    “You know, she’s still in that stupid hospital gown.” 
 
    Joe looked down at her gown. She looked up, and her eyes were just so doe-like and cute and trusting. 
 
    “I’ve got a dress that might be perfect, but her feet…I don’t have any shoes.” 
 
    “I’ve got some heels that will work. You get the dress.”  
 
    Joanne rushed back to her house, and maybe that was when Idiot Bob got infected, though I tended to think that it happened what he got close to Joe earlier. 
 
    I got a blue dress, very metallic and shimmery, and I helped her put it on, and that was when it finally hit me. I was sitting there, staring at her, and Joanne re-entered the kitchen and stopped. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    I couldn’t speak plainly, I was so shook by what I had just realized, that my speech was sort of…burbly, if you get what I mean. But I managed to say, “He…she…has no dick.” 
 
    And it was plain to see. The dress hugged her mid section and presented her crotch, and there was no familiar man bump. There was no peeny lump, no hill where a cock might have been. Instead, it was just smooth. 
 
    “You’re right,” Joanne said, standing next to me and staring at Joe.  
 
    Joe was drunk now. I had been refilling her as needed. And she looked down at her crotch, and she looked up at us and in her sweet voice she said. “I have a cunt.” And he began to cry. And not just little sniffling sobs, but a full blown make up shattering hysterical cry. 
 
    Joann and I rushed to her. “Don’t, honey. You’ll make your mascara run.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Joe. It’s okay.” 
 
    And: “A cunt is a lot better than a cock, anyway.” 
 
    Her tears slowed down and she looked up at us. “It is?” 
 
    “Absolutely. If you get a boner, as a man, then everybody can see it. It’s almost embarrassing the way guys are always walking around trying to hide the bump in their pants.” 
 
    I added, “When you have a pussy it’s easy to hide. you can be horny as all get out, and the only sign is going to be if somebody sees your panties are wet. 
 
    Joe giggled. Then she sobered. Then she said, “Instead of hard ons I’ll get wet?” 
 
    “That’s the skinny, Minnie,” I reassured her. 
 
    “Have another drink, Joe,” suggested Joanne. To me: “Do you have nylons?” 
 
    I did. And a garter belt. I got them and we lifted up Jo’s dress and helped her put on garters and showed her how to roll nylons on. 
 
    Finally, we were done, and it wasn’t a bad job. Her face was pretty, and her form was good, and I suddenly noticed something. “Her boobs are bigger.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “When I picked her up at the hospital she had little mounds. Now they’re big.” 
 
    “Well, she is stacked.” 
 
    And Joe said, “I’ve got boobs.” But, fortunately, he didn’t break out in tears again. Of course, he was getting drunker, and that might have helped. 
 
    “Wait here,” blurted Joanne suddenly. 
 
    While she was gone I had Joe walk across the room, and I gave her pointers on how to walk in heels. “Toes in line, keep those knees pointed inward. Yeah, let that butt sway.” 
 
    Joanne came back in, and she had Idiot Bob in hand. 
 
    Bob stopped and stared. 
 
    Joe stood still and stared. 
 
    We girls giggled. 
 
    Joanne: “What do you think, Bob?” 
 
    Bob: “Wow.” 
 
    And we all felt it then. In an instant, Bob had stopped seeing Joe as a man and started seeing her as a woman. 
 
    And, perverse me, I pushed it. The music was going good and I said, “Dance with her, Bob.” 
 
    Joanne clapped her hands in glee. This was her manly man hubbie, a homophobe from way back, and now he was trapped. 
 
    “I don’t…I think—“ 
 
    “Oh, Bob. You big sissie. She’s a beautiful woman, and I just gave you permission to dance with her. Now take her in your arms.” 
 
    Joe, for her part, opened her mouth in shock. Now not just to look like a woman, but to be treated like one, to be danced with, to be taken in the arms of a man…yet, I say it again, she was drunk. 
 
    Hesitantly, but with a vigor I found disconcerting, and would find troublesome later on, Bob took Joe in his arms and danced with her. 
 
    At first they sort of shuffled, arm’s length. But something was happening to Bob, and he pulled Joe closer, and then they were body to body, and yet Bob kept his head back and stared at Joe, and his face was a picture of raptness which I didn’t understand. 
 
    Then Bob started moving his head closer, and his lips started to focus on Joe’s red lips, and I finally got the message. 
 
    “That’s enough.” I parted them, slightly in shock. Bob was actually going to kiss Joe? 
 
    And Joanne seemed a bit…weird about that. 
 
    On one hand she had encouraged it, and she hadn’t spoken up, I had. She had seemed fascinated by the scene. 
 
    I think that was the point that I realized that things were happening here that I didn’t understand. 
 
      
 
    That night I showed Joe how to make love like a woman. I dressed her in a bra—man, those boobs were world class—and garters and peignoir, full make up, and then I kissed her. And kissed her, and kissed her. 
 
    She was breathing hard, panting like a dog, and I cupped her mons and felt how wet her panties were. 
 
    Then I laid her down and nibbled on her chest. I loved those nipples and I palpated those mounds, and she began arching her back and moaning. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she said. 
 
    I just smiled, kissed her some more, and put my fingers up her pussy. 
 
    She went wild. She began to buck and squirm, and I could feel her moistness, and the heat, and I knew she wanted it. 
 
    “Oh, this is different,” she moaned. 
 
    I went to my drawer and pulled out a dildo. 
 
    “What’s that? You have one of those? What are you going to—“ 
 
    “Shh,” I whispered. “This is where it gets good.” 
 
    I pushed her back on the bed, and—interesting, I was actually physically stronger than her now—and I pushed her knees apart. 
 
    She actually struggled a little. Well, heck. She was a guy, and about to be penetrated. No wonder, eh? 
 
    I began to lick her, slurping my tongue up her sweet labs, I made sure she was wet and ready, then I placed the dildo into her junction. 
 
    “Oh!” Her eyes were wide. 
 
    I pushed it gently, and it slid in nicely. Apparently my little Joe was hot to trot, and quite well lubricated. Shortly she was biting the sheets and groaning and twisting her hips all over the place. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” I pushed it in hard, then let it slide slowly out. The interchange of hard and soft drove Joe wild. She tried to grab it herself, but I was able to fend her off and stay in charge. 
 
    “Please! Please! Do me!” 
 
    “I am, baby. I am.” 
 
    And she groaned and held to my wrists and even felt up her own tits. She pulled those nips and started to spasm. I knew it was happening, so I turned on the vibrator. 
 
    “OOHHH!” Joe wailed, her body thrashing on the mattress, totally out of control. 
 
    “OOOHHH!” 
 
    And I reamed her out, circled the base of the vibrator and felt the tip circling within her, and her hips bounced and tilted and she had a massive orgasm. Not bad for it being her first female big O. 
 
     
 
    The next day was Monday, and I went to work with Joe. It wasn’t just that I knew she needed help in adjusting, it was a feeling that I had, something deep inside that told me to be careful, to watch out, that there were things happening that I didn’t fully understand. 
 
    We were in the truck, and she drove, and it was fun watching her figure out how to drive with high heels. 
 
    And there was still a bit of ‘man’ to her. She drove like a man, cutting people off, hogging a lane, telling somebody who wanted to get in line to ‘fuck off.’ 
 
    It made me frown, but I think I realized that it was okay. After all, we had just started her journey. 
 
    We stopped in front of the office trailer and got out, and the looks started right away. And it wasn’t two minutes before everybody in the company was in the office, ogling Joe. 
 
    I explained the situation. Joe was still getting his feet wet, and everybody took it all right. In fact, they took it a little too well. 
 
    Suddenly I felt very small, being surrounded by all these big, hunky type construction workers. 
 
    And they were all crowding around Joe, staring at her, making crude remarks. 
 
    “You got some nice ta tas, Joe.” 
 
    “Does this mean you’ll be drinking wine instead of beer?” 
 
    “You got a nice ass, Joe.” 
 
    It was like a gang bang. Not that I’ve ever seen one, or been in one, but it was like I imagined it would be. Guys crowding around, getting closer and closer, and then, I imagined, they would be pulling out their dicks, stroking them, getting ready for a little action. 
 
    I cut into the crowd. “All right, you guys. Show and tell is over. Back to work.” 
 
    It took a second, which surprised me, but then they all left, but with back glances and…and something in their eyes. 
 
    Lust? Was that lust? 
 
    So I stayed close to Joe, and she didn’t mind it, and we took off at noon. At that, it was a hard day. At least for me. It seemed like every guy wanted to come up and talk to Joe. And they were so damned familiar. Yes, she had been their male boss, but it was almost like they were trying to work up the courage to hit on her. 
 
    And Joe infected every last one of them. 
 
     
 
    We walked into a trendy restaurant. The kind that Joe hated when she was a man, but now her eyes lit up.  
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    That simple word made me smile. 
 
    And she ordered, get this, a veggie wrap! 
 
    “Joe?” I asked him when he made his order. 
 
    “It just feels right. And I’ve got to watch my figure. And can I have water with a slice of lemon in it?” 
 
    I watched, amazed, and felt like a pig eating my turkey breast. 
 
    And, when we left the restaurant I am pretty sure that Joe had infected over a 100 people. 
 
    A 100 people. Waiters and busboys, people at nearby tables, people passing by as we waited for a table. Even the fellow who parked the truck. 
 
    But, of course, I didn’t know it at the time. And I wouldn’t know it for a few days. But my first hint came that very night. But it was a strange hint that I only figured out after a few days, while putting pieces of strange behavior together. 
 
      
 
    “Bob wants to dance with Joe again.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He says he can’t get it out of his mind.” 
 
    “Really!” 
 
    We were standing on the shared lawn between our driveways. 
 
    “And here’s the bad news. Last night, Joe couldn’t get it up.” 
 
    Joanne is one of those people who seem to want to talk about their love lives constantly. I guess it makes them the center of attention, or something. 
 
    “Happens to everybody at some time or another,” I shrugged it off. 
 
    “Not to Bob. He’s a male nympho. You hold up a toilet roll and he gets a boner.” 
 
    We giggled at that. Then we heard: “Let go of me!” 
 
    Shocked, we looked at each other, and then ran for my house. That was Joe. 
 
    We burst into the kitchen and Bob was trying to kiss Joe. He was holding him in his arms, and Joe had his hands up, but Bob was so much stronger. He didn’t use to be stronger, but he was now. 
 
    “Help me!” Joe yelped at us. 
 
    I cut in between the two…uh, between Joe and Bob. Joanne grabbed Bob by the collar and pulled him around. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “I…I don’t…” confusion left his eyes. “Joanne? What’s going on?” 
 
    “You were trying to molest Joe. What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    “I was? I don’t…I didn’t?” 
 
    I held Joe, who was sniffling in my arms. Funny, for the first time in my life I felt like a protector, and it felt good. It gave me a sense of power, made me feel strong and really worth something. 
 
    “You did! We just came in and…” suddenly we were all silent. I think it hit us that Bob really didn’t know what he was doing. 
 
    “Take him home, Joanne.” 
 
    “Come on, Bob,” she held his arm and dragged him. 
 
    Bob looked like he wanted to cry. Like he wanted to apologize, bu that he wasn’t really sure what for. 
 
    And that was my hint. But, like I say, I didn’t really understand it for a few days. Until Wednesday, to be exact. 
 
      
 
    Six in the morning on Wednesday. It had been two days since Bob had gone out of control, and I was still puzzling over it. I was awake, Joe was sleeping next to me, and my mind was still turning over the odd situation of Bob and Joe. 
 
    Sure, he’s a guy, and Joe looks like a…heck, he is a girl, but why did Bob overcome all societal conditioning and suddenly start forcing himself on women? 
 
    I mean, Bob’s an idiot, but…but what was really going on? 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    I jumped up, I didn’t want to wake Joe, and ran for the kitchen door. The kitchen. It had to be Joanne. 
 
    “Hey, girl, come on in.” 
 
    Joanne entered the kitchen, and she looked a mess. She was bedraggled and miserable and looked like she had been crying. 
 
    “Oh, Jesse!” and she hugged me and started crying anew. 
 
    I let her cry for a moment, hoping it would just cry out, and then I put her at the table. “Hold on, coffee, and then we’ll talk.” 
 
    So I made some brew and poured a couple of cups, and the whole time Joanne sniffled. 
 
    “So what is happening?” 
 
    “Bob’s turning into a girl!” 
 
    “What?” I almost spit out the coffee in my mouth. 
 
    “He couldn’t get it up the other day. The next day he seemed a little smaller, but I figured…I don’t know what I figured, but now his dick is real small, and it doesn’t get hard, and I can see him changing.” 
 
    “See how?” 
 
    “His hair is longer. His lips are fuller. It’s like fat is moving around on his face, and his waist is smaller, and…and….I could swear he has little boobs!” 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” And it started to hit me, I started to put it all together, the way Bob had been acting, the way the men had crowded around Joe at the worksite, what Joanne had said about Bob getting a sudden case of Erectile Dysfunction…could it be? Were they? Were the men turning into women? All of them?  
 
    And on some, deep, dark level of perception I understood it. But it would be some weeks before it was scientifically proven true. 
 
    In every man there is a bit of woman. In every woman there is a bit of man. 
 
    But in Joe there was no man. All the Y chromosomes had been knocked out. Deleted. And that made him…a perfect woman. 
 
    Heck, I was imperfect. I still had bits of man in me. But Joe…he was a better woman than me. And the men were attracted to him. And it was like a survival thing, they all wanted to have babies with Joe, and make the race perfect, but what nobody realized was that Joe was a carrier, so that even as the men were attracted to her, they were infected, and their Y chromosomes were being deleted. 
 
    I didn’t fully realize that, the morning that Joanne talked to me over coffee, but I intuited it, pieces of it, and things were already coming together in my mind. 
 
    Joe, a woman, a perfect woman, a carrier, and if he wasn’t stopped it could spell the end of the human race. 
 
    No more men. 
 
    Nothing but women. 
 
    OMFG!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I have never been a Lesbian. 
 
    Nothing against them, I just preferred men. 
 
    And I could make love to Joe, though she was a woman, because there was something in me that still saw her as a man. 
 
    Even though there was no man, no Y chromosome, at all, in Joe, my residual mental image of her was as a man. 
 
    I don’t know why I explain that right now, probably for the same reason I did nothing about the situation once Joanne educated me. 
 
    I wasn’t a coward, I understood the ramifications, but it was like being hit by a truck, sometimes it takes a couple of minutes to get back up on your feet. 
 
    Thursday, however, I swung into action. 
 
    First, I called the doctors and told them what was happening. They wanted to see Joe right away, but I wasn’t ready for them to take her away, lock her up in some facility and poke her with needles for the rest of her life. 
 
    Second, I called lawyers to see what our rights were. Turns out, Joe and I  had lots of rights. We had the right to sue, might come in handy, and we had the right to tell the doctors to go pound sand. 
 
    But, and here’s the big one, if a state of emergency was declared we would have no rights. Which meant they could take Joe, and I, and lock us up and stick needles into us for the rest of our lives.               
 
    Third, based on what I had learned from points one and two, we ran for our lives. 
 
    I know, that’s a little dire sounding, and it really wasn’t that bad. 
 
    We loaded up our car, hid it in the airport parking lot, long term parking, Ubered to the work site and took one of the company trucks. Signed it out to one of the fellows who was on vacation. 
 
    When the FBI finally figured out what we had done it would be too late. We would be long gone, or, maybe, back home. 
 
    You see, I knew this COVID SC was going to happen fast. It had taken Bob two days to present symptoms. And I knew from talking to Joanne, over the next few days, and from what Joe had told me, that full change actually happened in about a week. 
 
    And Joe had infected probably 120 people, the restaurant and the guys working for him, and Bob, of course. And those 120 people would probably infect another 100 people each within two days. So by the time the FBI, or CDC, or the WHO, or whoever, got serious in their investigation, a full week would have passed. Or 100 X 100 X 100 X 100 X 100 X 100 X 100. Or 1 with 14 zeros behind it. Or 100 trillion people. Or, since there weren’t that many people on earth, the whole earth would have been infected. 
 
    Or, to put in very slightly different terms. Within a couple of weeks 3.8 billion men would have turned into women.  
 
      
 
    We drove to our cabin in the hills. We stopped and shopped, we made sure we had plenty of propane, though it was summer and there was no big requirement for heat, and we made sure we had books and videos and extra clothes and everything, and then we did something sneaky. 
 
    When we arrived at our cabin we passed it by. We knew the Joneses lived two cabins down, so we went to their cabin. The FBI would take apart our cabin, and we could watch them from across the bay. The Joneses were on a world tour, so we were good. 
 
      
 
    And, as I said, I talked to Joanne. 
 
    Sure enough, some guys in hazmat suits came by and took everything out of the house, then surrounded it with yellow tape and armed guards. 
 
    Joanne gave me the daily report, and she even went out and talked to the men in hazmat suits and tried to get more information. 
 
    But they weren’t very forthcoming. 
 
    And, a day later, Joe and I watched the ‘Invasion of the Haz Mat’ suits across the bay. 
 
    We had binoculars and we sat on the deck and watched the men take everything out of that house. 
 
    And, by the next day the shit storm had hit the world. 
 
    I mean, how can you hide the fact of 3.8 billion men turning into women from the world? 
 
    How can you stare at a TV screen and watch the male announcers get a little softer in appearance and manner, and then have the whole news thing taken over by women, and not be suspicious. I mean, every man in the world going on vacation at the same time? 
 
     
 
    “You can come home now,” I was on the cell with Joanne. “Tape’s down, but you ‘re going to need new furniture.” 
 
    I smiled. I knew that would happen. I just didn’t know it would happen this fast. 
 
    I brought up the subject with Joe at dinner that night. 
 
    “We can go home. Joanne says it’s safe.” 
 
    Joe was different. 
 
    He had changed into a woman, and that had made her different, but there was something else going on with her. 
 
    “What?” I asked, as she hemmed and hawed. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just feel…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, don’t you feel like going home?” 
 
    “I do.” But there was a big ‘but’ in there. 
 
    So I took her to bed. Well, isn’t that the way women have manipulated men for the history of the human race? The only problem was that Joe wasn’t a man anymore. 
 
    “Would you like me to do you tonight?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” But there wasn’t a lot of enthusiasm. 
 
    I strapped on the dildo. Tell the truth, I liked the dildo. I used to love taking it, it was a good change up for a big, old flesh weenie, but now…now I loved giving it. 
 
    There was nothing better than kissing Joe’s soft body to a nubbin. Of sucking on her big breasts, they were bigger than mine, and feel the electricity shoot through her. Of sliding that pole, Joe liked a big one, right up her love alley. 
 
    And her lips were so soft, and it was such a delight to hold myself over her, to brush her hair and kiss her cheek and nuzzle her neck. 
 
    And when she started to squirm and spasm, Oh, Lordie, it was a heaven I had never known. 
 
    And I freely admit, here and now, that I was into control. I loved controlling her. Bringing her to the Big O and pushing her over. 
 
    This night we spent a long time just making out on the front room couch. We sipped wine and each other, and we felt each other’s tits, and I was feeling about as warm as warm could be. And I knew Joe was feeling the same way. 
 
    “Come on, babe,” I led her by the hand through the cabin to our bedroom. It felt so good to hear her little feet pattering behind mine. And as I laid her down and fell on top of her I felt a surge of horniness that threatened me with a premature orgasm. 
 
    But I held off, and I went between her legs and spent a lot of time licking her, and then finger banging her. She was lusting and pulsing and her face was perspiring with lust when I crawled up and began to insert my fake penis into her. 
 
    Joe arched her body up to accept the dildo. Her lips spread and I pushed the point into her. She accepted the tool, and it slid down into her depths. 
 
    “Uh, yes!” she hugged me, and we played with each other’s breasts and we kissed and loved and, she had a glorious orgasm. 
 
    Then it was my turn. In the darkness Joe put on the strap on, I could see the glint of light reflected in his eyes as he watched me. And I knew something was wrong. 
 
    Yet, when he fucked me, I couldn’t tell that anything was wrong. 
 
    It was the same Joe, be it in a different body. The same mannerisms, the same way of eating me, of suckling me, and yet I knew something was wrong. 
 
      
 
    The next day we drove back to town. First we trundled our belongings back to our own cabin. the furniture, and everything else, was gone, so we just put everything on the floor and left it. 
 
    In town it was obvious that panic had struck. Cars were abandoned here and there. Grocery stores were out of toilet paper. We just barely managed to get our grocery shopping done, the store was that empty. At that, we would be eating our meat from cans for a while. 
 
    Finally, we arrived at home. 
 
    Home sweet home. 
 
    Emptied of furniture. And all the little things that people collect throughout their lives. Pictures, Christmas ornaments, scrap books. 
 
    Everything gone. 
 
    But Joanne and Bob were there, and they welcomed us home. 
 
    Bob. 
 
    He was a lithesome blonde. Joanne had made her up and dressed her, and she was gorgeous. 
 
    And when Joe and I got out of the car she ran around to Joe, held his hands in a very feminine way, and just stared at Joe. 
 
    And Joe stared back. 
 
    Joanne and I stood together and watched them. 
 
    I felt a sinking in my heart, and I had the feeling Joanne was feeling the same. 
 
    Our men were women. And they were more attracted to each other than to us. 
 
    Still, what could we do about it? And that was when I started to realize that the changes women were going through were tougher than that of the men. 
 
    Men change into women, and they have to learn. But women are left with the debris of the change. 
 
    What do you say to the man, who is now a woman, who is no longer interested in you? 
 
    And it was true. Observing the looks in Joe’s and Bob’s eyes, both Joanne and I knew that they were more interested in each other. 
 
    “I have some people you need to meet.” 
 
    I looked at Joanne. 
 
      
 
    “This is Jesse Hardy. Her husband, Bob, was the first to be infected with the COVID SC mutation.” 
 
    The room filled with ladies gave me a polite hand clap. We were all in Joanne’s garage, which was bigger than any room in her house and so accommodated our numbers. 
 
    Our husbands, not just Joe and Bob, but the husbands of all the ladies, were in my house. Sitting and standing and talking and…and who knew what. 
 
    In the eyes of every woman in the house was a hurt. A betrayal. A loneliness that only a woman abandoned can understand. 
 
    “Okay,” Joanne said. “We can meet and greet afterwards, but right now let’s have reports. 
 
    A thin girl, Elsa, stood up. “Apparently not every man is changing into a woman. The actual statistic is about 90%, which is still considerable. The population of the United States will likely decrease severely, no estimates as of yet.” 
 
    And that was her report. 
 
    Another gal stood up, Chantel, a chunky girl with heavy tits and a swollen face. Swollen with crying as much as anything else. “The roads are still working, a lot of truckers are women now, but they keep driving. The real problem seems to be on the home front. Men change into women, panic, go through all sorts of emotional BS, and they have to be coddled into working and holding up their end.” 
 
    She sat. And I wondered: their end of what? 
 
    And there were more reports. Talks about police protection, fire services, and even a rather lengthy bit of wind about politics. 
 
    And, of course, the Dems accused the Repubs, and the Repubs accused the Dems. At which point I stood up. And, because I was the wife of Patient Zero, everybody paid attention. 
 
    “I think we all better get over it and realize that there are no more Dems and Repubs. That’s yesterday. Today we have a different society. We have a spattering of men, and we have old women, and new women.” 
 
    The girls looked thoughtful, so I decided to keep going. 
 
    I don’t know about you, but my husband is…falling out of love with me. I don’t know why specifically, but it seems he likes the company of new women better than old women. This is going to be the new dividing line. And I want to pose one question, it’s probably ill thought out, might be totally inconsequential, but…are the new women going to be in charge? Or the old women?” 
 
    “Men are in charge,” said some poor twit. There was bitter laughter at her comment, however, so she didn’t say anything else. 
 
    Elsa stood up and said, “How does that effect sex.” 
 
    And now we were all silent. 
 
    Finally, unable to endure silence, I stood up again. “Let’s analyze the possibilities. 
 
    “There’s a few men left, but not enough to go around.  
 
    “And then there’s woman on woman. Which doesn’t seem to be new woman on old woman, or old woman on new woman. Elsa, your question is good, but it is still going to resolve with a political decision, or maybe some kind of sociological resolution.” 
 
    More silence. And, finally, we resolved to discuss the issue at the next meeting. Until then, have some donuts or go collect your husband, such as she is. 
 
    The men, when we did go ‘collect’ them from my house, looked guilty. Like they had been doing something they were not supposed to do. 
 
    Still, they were relatively docile creatures, so nobody cross examined them, or shamed them, or otherwise mistreated them. 
 
    I just know that when I saw Joe she was bland and cheerful, too cheerful, and I knew she had been with somebody. 
 
      
 
    The next meeting, a week later, was much the same as the first. The number of men changed into women was down a bit, down to about 85%, but we all agreed that the extra 5% was probably old men, past their prime, into the male ‘change of life,’ as it were. 
 
    The interesting thing was that children were changing, and this almost without exception. 
 
    And, a side note, scientists were looking into possible breeding programs, which opened up the door to designer babies and such. 
 
    And that one twit, who had spoken so stupidly last week, wondered if they could make a dog. She would much rather raise a dog than a child. 
 
    I kid you not. 
 
    But she shut up again, she was only good for one stupidity a week, apparently, and the meeting went on. 
 
    “My name is Janey. I just wanted to say that it looks like the new women are banding together.” 
 
    A bunch of raised voices and Joanne had to slap her shoe on a table to get proper silence reinstated. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I don’t mean politically, like we’ve discussed, it’s more like they have some sort of deep feeling for each other. I’ve caught my husband standing, holding hands, staring into the eyes of other new women.” 
 
    Some of the girls scoffed at that, some were upset, and some said nothing, just thought out loud. 
 
    It made me think. 
 
    But, like most meetings, in the end it was just a bunch of talk, and we all went for donuts or husbands, as was our wont. The next meeting was scheduled for a week hence, and it was to be held in the auditorium of the local school. Changes had been happening so fast, and there were so many old women now. But before the  next meeting I had my own little crisis, and that crisis would drastically effect the world. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday. Joanne and I went out shopping. Afterwards, she wanted to go visit a friend, and I didn’t, so she let me off at the corner and I walked 100 yards to my home. 
 
    It was dark in the house, but I didn’t think anything of it. Joe might be over at Bob’s holding hands and gazing into each other’s eyes. I had caught them before, and I was sure to catch them again. 
 
    Then, feeling a bit perverse, and curious, I slipped through the front door and listened. 
 
    The mutter of voices down the hall. 
 
    I tip toed down the hallway…to my bedroom. 
 
    Well, Bob and mine. 
 
    And I listened. 
 
    “Oh, baby, put it there. Oh…yes! Now wiggle.” 
 
    Heavy breathing. I could feel lust emanating from the room, a palpable wave of emotion that was all consuming. 
 
    “Here, one on top.” 
 
    “Yes, oh, this is a good dildo!” 
 
    They were fucking, shamelessly, just hiding in a corner, apart from the world, and I felt so betrayed, so left out. I had done everything for Joe, and now he and Bob were doing for themselves, and I was lurking in the hallway, tears streaming down my face, wishing it could be me that under the dildo, or over it. Being the penetrator or penetrated, it made no difference. I just didn’t want to be lonely. 
 
    “Oh! That’s it! Now fuck me!” 
 
    I could hear the bed springs creaking as their weight went up and down. I could hear their voices, gasping in pleasure. I could even hear the moist suckiness of the dildo as it went in and out. 
 
    “Oh, I love you!” 
 
    And that was what did it. 
 
    I went through the door, straight arming it to the side where it bounced off the wall. I stood glaring at the two…women. 
 
    Bob was on the bottom, her face turned towards me. She was shocked and shamed and embarrassed and trapped. 
 
    Joe was on the top, half risen in shock, and her face was the same, humiliated and sad. 
 
    I said nothing. Nothing needed to be said. 
 
    I turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    I heard their voices whispering behind me. I heard the creak of bed as they got off, and the scamper of their little girl’s feet. 
 
    I sat in the living room and waited. Bob went into the kitchen and out the side door. She was like a little elf, kicked out by the big monster Santa Claus. 
 
    Then Joe came in. Her head was hanging and she was ashamed. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” I asked bitterly. 
 
    “For…you know…we’re married.” 
 
    “Are we?” 
 
    “When I was a man I married you. For better or worse. I guess this was the worst.” 
 
    Interestingly, this was the most Joe had talked to me in weeks. And it was intriguing. I wanted to see where it would go. 
 
    “Do you want a divorce?” 
 
    “Oh, no! No!” And she looked really frightened. Her eyes grew enormous, and I could tell this was actual fear. 
 
    “So you don’t want to divorce, but you want to have your cake and eat it too.” 
 
    I was dreadfully aware of how trite this was. How cliche ridden. The only thing that was odd was that it was between a woman and a woman, and not a man and a woman. 
 
    She fell to her knees then, and tears filled her eyes. “Please. I’m sorry. Isn’t sorry enough?” 
 
    “No.” Cold bitch, I. But she deserved it. And there was something here I couldn’t figure out. 
 
    “So why are you fucking Bob?” 
 
    “Because…I can’t help it.” Tears were coming out of her eyes now.  
 
    “But you won’t stop.” 
 
    “I can’t!” and she actually wailed this answer out. 
 
    I didn’t say anything for a while, then, angrily, I snapped, “Go clean yourself up. You’re disgusting.” 
 
    Her tears had been lessening, but my words snapped her back into her crying. She ran from the room, sobbing, like a 15 year old girl. 
 
    I thought for a long time then. 
 
    I was married, and he became a she, and now it was different. No brainer there. 
 
    She couldn’t keep her hands off the little girl next door. Or, for that matter, off any little girl. I didn’t know, but that might be the truth. To watch a bunch of the little sissies interact, it certainly seemed possible. 
 
    Sissies. Huh. I had just called my ‘man’ a sissy. Yet, wasn’t she? There was a whole lexicon here that needed to be analyzed and fixed. 
 
    Why was she so scared of me leaving her? With her looks she could probably even get one of the last few men with dicks to take her on. 
 
    Joe appeared at the doorway. She was cleaned up, and she had re-applied her make up. She was wearing nothing, just her boobs sticking out, and her little patch of heaven below. Snuffling, she asked, “Can you come to bed?” 
 
    I blinked. I had done this same thing to Joe. I had lost an argument, and won it in the bedroom, and here it was being done to me. 
 
    She saw my quandary, she came to me, timidly, hesitantly, and touched my hand. 
 
    “Please Jesse. I need you. We need to make this all right.” 
 
    On one hand I wanted to slap her, to yell at her, to scream out that I wanted a divorce. 
 
    On the other hand, she was so pathetic it was adorable. In that moment, Bob aside, she lived for me. She wanted to please me. She wanted my love. 
 
    How could I say no to such adoration, misbegotten as it was? 
 
    I stood up and she grabbed my hand with both of hers. A thin grin bubbled out on her face, an embarrassed grin, yet, a hint of triumph? 
 
    She tugged me, pulled me down the hallway. She was acting giddy, and she got behind me and pushed me down on the bed. 
 
    I had no expression on my face; I felt like somebody else was having this done to her. 
 
    She took off my clothes, whispering all the time. “I’m so sorry. I never want to hurt you. I just couldn’t…you’re so beautiful. 
 
    My clothes off, she launched her body on to mine. She was slightly smaller than me now. Maybe an inch smaller and 20 pounds lighter. Physically, I was dominant. 
 
    She kissed me, and I felt the slither of lipstick on my lips. I felt her hands groping my pussy. 
 
    I felt myself giving in. This pleasure was all for me, and how can any saner person say no to pleasure? 
 
    Then said, breathily, “Wait. I’ll go put on the strap on.” 
 
    She got off the bed and I followed her shadow in the darkness. I could see her fitting the dildo on, adjusting it, then she was back. She climbed up, kneed her way between my legs, and suddenly, I didn’t want to be fucked. 
 
    Oh, I wanted to fuck. She had me so wet and horny, but I didn’t want to be fucked, I wanted to fuck. I wanted to drive that delicate creature down under me. I wanted to open her, separate her from her senses, make her scream with pleasure until she was stupid. 
 
    “Give me that,” my voice was harsh, grating, and she quickly handed me the strap on. 
 
    I stood up and stepped into it and began adjusting the buckles. “Lie on the fucking bed,” I snarled. 
 
    There was an anger in me, but not with her. 
 
    Was it with myself? Was I angry for falling in to this trap? 
 
    I didn’t know. I just knew what I was supposed to do. 
 
    “Get up there and spread your legs.” 
 
    She should have run from the anger in my voice, but she didn’t. It seemed to actually make her hornier, hotter, and she scooched back on the bed and opened her sweet thighs. 
 
    I climbed on to the bed, knee walked between her legs. In the dim light I could see her eyes, glinting with fear and happiness. 
 
    Fear and happiness, both emotions, contrary emotions, and yet it seemed to satisfy her. 
 
    I put my hands on her thighs and pulled myself the remaining few inches. She groaned as my hands dug into her legs. 
 
    “Oh, please,” she whispered, a guttural prayer to the God of the dildo.” 
 
    “Please my ass,” I snarled, and I sunk it into her. 
 
    Oh, she was wet. The dildo slid in like it was greased, and she arched her back and gave a cry. And I knew, she wanted this rough. She wanted to be taken. This was a battle here, and I had somehow been selected to be the winner. 
 
    I fucked her brutal then. I rammed it in and out, and I grabbed her tits and squeezed them until she cried. 
 
    Yet it was right. It wasn’t mean, it was the pecking order, and I was meant to be the top pecker. And she…she needed to be put in her place. 
 
    For long minutes I abused her with the dildo, and she whimpered and cried and loved every second. And though I was being mean, and though she loved it and wanted more, I didn’t know what to think. 
 
    But then, I wasn’t supposed to think. I was supposed to ravage, and let the Gods sort out the remains. 
 
    So I delved deep, I dug out her soul, I brought out the whimpering, little submissive that she was designed to be, and though I wondered, I didn’t hold myself back. 
 
    Then, when she was crying, yet holding on for dear life, I drew out. I flipped her over and took her from the rear. I held on to her ass and rammed her between the cheeks, and she howled. 
 
    But I repeat, it wasn’t pain, it was the pleasure of submitting, of giving up. She had been a he, and he had never submitted. Therefore, this was crucial to her understanding, and to our relationship. 
 
    We had made love before…but this was me FUCKING her. 
 
    She cried, and yet she wiggled back up against me. 
 
    I slapped her ass, and she bucked and wanted more, looking over her shoulder with begging in her eyes. 
 
    And, finally, butt fucking done, I only had one tool left. I pulled out and I began pushing my fingers into her. Three fingers, sliding smoothly in and out. And, as she got used to it, I used four fingers. And, finally, my hand slipped in. I fisted her, and now I turned gentle. 
 
    I knew this hurt, and I knew it was necessary, and that she was giving herself to me in the most intimate manner. She would never be the same after this, she would be totally female, and she wanted me to take her. 
 
    This was how I would beat Bob, and any of the other sissies who wanted to supplant me. 
 
    And I think, somewhere in there, I realized a truth. A truth I would bring to the next ladies meeting. 
 
    But right now that truth couldn’t be verbalized, it could only be imparted on my knuckles and in her pussy. 
 
    Interestingly, neither of us had an orgasm that night. She was submitting, not looking for sexual pleasure. And I was doing my duty. A duty I had been remiss in, and I had to rectify that mistake. I had to make her mine. 
 
    The contract between us hadn’t changed. And she had been acting like a 16 year old girl. I had to put her in her place, teach her to be an adult in her relationships. We had swapped roles, but the contract was still there. We had put ourselves together for better or worse, and this was the worst. 
 
    And the best. 
 
    For it was the sealing of the deal. 
 
    This was the signature at the bottom of the paper. 
 
    This was our souls bonding. 
 
    Finally, I took my fist out of her, and I lay, exhausted, and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    She had started crying somewhere in there, but not tears of pain, but of happiness. She had been put in her place. 
 
    She turned over and snuggled up against me. I could feel her small hands holding on to me. I could feel her lips pressed against my rib cage, and the flow of tears down my flesh. 
 
    Most of all, I could feel her, no longer conflicted, now decided. Happy.  
 
      
 
    The very next day I told Joanne what I had done. I spoke aloud, and Joe was humming happily as she did the dishes and made sure we had enough coffee. She didn’t mind that I described how I had beaten her ass and shaped her to my will. 
 
    In fact, I think he liked it. It was like a compliment to him. 
 
    “I fucked her senseless. And then I turned her over and fucked her ass. And I wasn’t gentle. 
 
    Joanne looked puzzled. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “And then I rammed my fist up her pussy.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know, it sounds brutal, but it was necessary.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because Joe was alpha, and there was too much alpha left in her. I had to drive the alpha out of her. I had to show her who’s boss.” 
 
    Joanne said nothing for a while, but as I continued explaining, she got a far away look in her eyes. 
 
    Bob had strayed. Bob needed to be returned to the fold. Bob needed a good fuck. A fuck that showed the sheep who the master was. 
 
    I smiled. First Joanne, then the world. 
 
      
 
    Joanne and I went to the meeting that weekend, and we were smiling. And the other ladies all noticed. 
 
    “What are you two goin on about?” asked somebody. 
 
    “I’ll tell you after reports.” 
 
    Reports, and the percentages of men who retained their dicks was better. 
 
    And scientists were gleefully talking about artificial insemination, and how there was plenty of sperm to go around, and…yes, designer babies was possible. 
 
    And there were more female cops now, and they had better manners, were more compassionate and less likely to use their billy clubs. 
 
    The military was being redesigned as an ‘emergency corps.’ Women who traveled the world and helped out int he emergencies. 
 
    And the news went on and on. 
 
    And, finally, it was my turn. 
 
    “Ladies,” I gave a big grin. “There are three races now. There are the males, the old females, and the new females. And we are the old females, and we need to consolidate our position if the races are to progress.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “How are you…” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    So I told everybody what I had done with Joe. how I had made the old marriage contract work by becoming the alpha, the one in charge. 
 
    Let me tell you, there were a lot of thoughtful ladies as I wound up my talk. 
 
    And I said: “Think of it this way. Men have X and Y chromosomes. New women have only pure X chromosomes. Old women have X chromosomes, but there is a smattering of Y in them, and this Y has remained intact. The COVID SC has not taken the Y out of us, and that is good. For if there is not a bit of man in a woman, and a bit of woman in man, then we would not understand each other. We would be a species eternally at war, and that until one or the other was destroyed. 
 
    “The new woman, however has absolutely no Y chromosome. The new woman is perfect. A perfect X chromosome. 
 
    But the Y chromosome made men dominant. And the X chromosome made for perfect submission. The new women are waiting for the Y to rule them, to give them their place and purpose in the world. Thus, you must do as I have done. Take your old men, your new women, and teach them who is boss, who is in charge. Until you do that the new women will wander and search, and they are only looking for somebody to tell them what to do, to take charge of them. 
 
     
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    He rolled over and put his back to me. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. My husband had never refused my charms before. I’m a petite five foot two, not much in the way of breasts, but a pleasant face. But whatever my shortcomings, or blessings, depends on how you want to look at it, my big lug of a husband had never rolled away from me before. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said, his voice muffled by his face being covered in blanket. 
 
    “Don’t give me that!” I’m small but feisty, and I sat up, grabbed his shoulder and pulled. 
 
    He wouldn’t turn. So I tried sitting on him and pushing on his shoulder with my weight. He still wouldn’t turn, so I grabbed a hold of his best friend, and realized the problem. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” I shouted, “What the hell?” 
 
    And, finally, a little help from my grasping hand, he turned over. 
 
    His cock was HUGE. John is a six footer, and he has a normal cock, six inches. But now his tool was a foot long, and swollen, and it wasn’t even hard!” 
 
    “I don’t know what happened!” and he was blubbering. I tell ya, it doesn’t make a girl feel good to see her manly man crying. 
 
    I jumped out of bed and turned the lights on. He tried to curl back into the blankets, but I wouldn’t let him. I yanked and tugged, finally got ahold of his dick, and pulled. 
 
    Groaning, embarrassed, he turned over and I got a good look at his penis. 
 
    It was, indeed, 12 inches long. And it was fat. And the veins were big and throbbing, and it wasn’t even hard. 
 
    Throbbing? But not hard? 
 
    “Get dressed,” I snapped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We’re going to the hospital.” I was already getting dressed. 
 
    “I’m not going to no—“ 
 
    “Shut up! You are!” 
 
    “I ain’t!” 
 
    I sat on him, I gripped his dick in two hands and held it up. “This is serious, A guy’s dick doesn’t swell up like a balloon for no reason! You’re going to the hospital. And if you refuse I’m going to call the cops to help me get you there.” 
 
    “But I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    I knew what his problem with hospitals was. It was his problem with everything. 
 
    He had a sever case of ‘shy.’ Whenever he got around other people he would get tongue tied, be unable to talk, or even nod or shake his head. He had always been this way, and it was probably the reason I was able to snag him. Other girls thought he was weird, but he sort of intrigued me, so I took the time to work under the shy and found a beautiful man. 
 
    “Okay,” I soothed. “Don’t worry. I’ll be with you every step of the way. I’ll do all the talking.” 
 
    He softened up. This was always the way with us. We rarely went into the public, but when we did I did the talking. 
 
    “And you have to admit, this is serious.” I grabbed his dick again. It was terribly bloated. A big, saggy, bright red blimp. 
 
    “I mean, this isn’t even hard. What if you get a boner in this condition…it might blow up!” 
 
    “Oh,” and that sort of frightened him. 
 
    “So get dressed, and let’s look into this. Come on.” 
 
    By cajoling and pleading I managed to get him into his clothes, and there was another problem. His pecker wouldn’t fit into his pants. 
 
    “Uh oh,” he muttered, looking down to where his over-sized sausage hung outside his jeans. 
 
    I tried to stuff the thing into his pants, but it was no go. The thing was just too big and the crotch of his pants was too small. 
 
    And, tell the truth, I was a little afraid of touching it. I mean, what if it did blow up? 
 
    “You could go unbuttoned?” 
 
    “I ain’t goin’ around all unbuttoned and my cock hanging out.” 
 
    I nodded. I understood. If some old biddy got a sight of that monster they’d have a heart attack. 
 
    “Okay, okay, I have a wrap around.” 
 
    “What’s a wrap around?” 
 
    “It’s a skirt that wraps around and then you button it.” 
 
    “I ain’t wearing no dress.” 
 
    “So you’re going naked? Get out of those pants.” 
 
    Miserable, he shucked his jeans and I held my wrap around to his waist. Yep, just barely, but it made it around him. It was a red print thing, and I wrapped it around him and tied the sash. 
 
    There he stood, a big man in a dress, but I didn’t dare snicker. “Okay, get out to the car.” 
 
    He picked up his jacket and carried it out. I finished dressing, grabbed a hat, and was 30 seconds behind him. 
 
    I drove. I had heard stupid stories of men whose dicks got so hard the blood all went down there and not up to their brains, and they fainted. I had thought the story a joke, but now I wasn’t so sure. His dick was probably as big as his head, and if all the blood went down there there would definitely be a shortage. All I needed was for him to get a hard on and faint and run into something. 
 
    The night was dark and we cut down the road like an arrow. We passed big fields and saw only the shadows of standing cows. 
 
    “Uh oh,” he said.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is my brother’s jacket, it’s too small.” 
 
    “Put it on anyway, you need to at least make a show at covering your chest.” 
 
    So he struggled into a jean jacket, and it wouldn’t button in front and it was too short, and it even showed a bit of his midsection. 
 
    “Oh, man.” He moaned. 
 
    “It’ll be all right.” 
 
    We arrived at the hospital and drove right to the emergency parking lot. We got out of the car and I got a look at my hubbie in the bright lights. Uh oh. 
 
    He had on work boots, new ones that he was breaking in, and in the right light they looked like the stylish kind of boots some girl in the big city would wear. 
 
    And the wrap around looked like a tight skirt, showing off his hips and butt. 
 
    And the jacket showed skin like it was, again, stylish. And the front was open and his muscular pecs actually looked a bit like…mounds. 
 
    My manly husband looked like he was wearing a girl’s outfit! 
 
    “Here,” I hissed and I threw him my hat. I wanted to help him cover up a bit. I knew that if he got embarrassed enough I wouldn’t be able to get him into the hospital with a back hoe. 
 
    He put on the hat, and this only caused another problem. 
 
    On the farm we wear hats, and we get lots of buzzing insects, and the sun shines on the back of our necks, so we sew a flap of material on the back to cover our necks. I had had the bright idea, being so stylish myself, of just putting part of a wig on the back of my hat. Hair looked more girlish, like me, and it was soft and warm in the winter, and…and now my hubbie was wearing a hat from which flowed long curls. 
 
    I had made him look more like a girl, not less. 
 
    But we had been walking, and we were now under the electric eye and the emergency room door opened up before I could repossess my hat. 
 
    And, to be honest, if I took the hat he would be embarrassed. Maybe nobody would say anything and everything would turn out all right. 
 
    A young nurse rushed up, “Ma’am, what is the trouble?” she burbled, all efficient. 
 
    Before I could do or say anything, John started talking. 
 
    Talking! Just like a normal person! Well, he was a normal person, except for the shyness, but…talking? After a lifetime of never saying anything? 
 
    But, what was worse was that he matched his speech with actions. 
 
    “I woke up a few hours ago and my dick was all huge. Look.” He lifted the edge of the wrap around up and there hung his dick. Big, huge, a monster among monsters, red, throbbing, head the size of a tennis ball, down to his knees. 
 
    The nurse had straightened up in surprise at his voice, a man’s voice coming out of a woman’s stylish body, and then, seeing the dick, she had simply fainted. Her eyes opened wide, her knees gave way, and she just slumped to the floor. 
 
      
 
    All hell seemed to break loose then. One of their own fainting, doctors and nurses came out of the doors and through the windows and from behind potted plants. They clustered around the girl who had fainted and patted her hand and somebody put some smelling salts under her nose. 
 
    The girl gasped, shook her head, and sat up. She pointed at John. “Him!” Then she fainted again. Which was fine with me, because she was hogging all the doctors, and now a couple of them inspected John and me. 
 
    “Are you okay,” a nurse asked me. I pointed to John. 
 
    “Are you all right, ma’am?” One of the doctors asked John. And, son of a bitch, John started talking again! Like he had never talked before in his life! 
 
    “I woke up a few hours ago and I felt funny, and I felt my dick and…” this time he didn’t do show and tell. One nurse fainting was enough. “…and it was big and swollen. 
 
    “Can you show me?” asked the doctor. 
 
    So John looked around, ducked his head a little bit, and lifted the flap of the wrap around. 
 
    Another nurse fainted, a couple of them put their hands to their mouths and gasped, and even the male doctors looked a little stunned. 
 
    One young guy even blinked and had the temerity to say, “We’re going to need two stretchers.” 
 
     
 
    John and I sat in the doctor’s office and waited for results. He had been given a gown, but he was still wearing the hat, and he still looked a little girly. 
 
    “John? How come you’re talking?” 
 
    He just shook his head, the hair coming from under his hat gave a shimmy. It actually looked pretty nice. I tried to imagine him with a full wig, or, maybe, even his own head of wavy hair. 
 
    “I mean, you never talk much, but when that doctor called you ‘ma’am’ you just started speaking normal. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he mumbled. 
 
    Then the doctor walked in. He was followed by two other doctors, and they all had that bland expression doctors have when they're going to give you bad news. 
 
    “What’s going on? Did you find out what is wrong with my husband.” 
 
    The doctor, his name was Smide, gave me a funny look then. 
 
    “Ma’am,” he was addressing me, but suddenly John was talking.  
 
    “Did you find out why my dick grew so big? I never heard of anything like this. Can you tell me what’s wrong?” 
 
    I stared at John. So much talking. He had just talked more in ten seconds than he did in a year. 
 
    “Well, sir,” and I saw him suddenly huddle up, shrink into himself, and I knew his speechifying was at an end, and suddenly I knew why. “Sir…we have several problems here.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, your husband has two conditions. One chronic and one, uh, latent.” 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “The first one is called acromegaly. It is a condition, usually is felt in middle-age, though kids seem to get all the press on it, where the pituitary gland produces too much growth hormone. This results in an increase in size, the sudden growth of hands, feet, facial features, that sort of thing.”               
 
    “But…his dick?” 
 
    The doctor seemed to be a little embarrassed by my coarse language. I wondered if he would be embarrassed if his wife had suddenly grown a gigantic pair of elephant ears. 
 
    “That is unusual, I haven’t found any records on this phenomena, but we’re still doing preliminary research.” 
 
    “Okay, so John is growing body parts too fast. What’s the second thing…this ‘latent’ thing?” 
 
    “Well, your husband fits into a very small and special category. He is what we call biologically hermaphroditic.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “When he was born, we checked his records, he had the sex organs of both male and female. Corrective surgery was done and—“ 
 
    “Wait! What? Are you saying John is a girl?” 
 
    “No…no. Hermaphroditic means having the sex organs of both male and female. His parents felt that John was more suited to be male than female, so they elected to—“ 
 
    “So he’s a man.” 
 
    “Well, yes. But his body at birth presented as both male and female, and his parents decided he should be male. “ 
 
    “So they sewed his vagina up.” 
 
    “Well, that’s a crude way of putting it, but…yes. The actual terminology would—“ 
 
    I waved my hand. 
 
    “So what does that have to do with his dick growing big?” 
 
    “Well, I was getting to—“ 
 
    “Are you making this shit up?” 
 
    He was starting to get irritated at me, as if I gave a rat’s ass. And he said to me, “Ma’am—“ 
 
    But John took it as if the doctor was talking to him. “I remember mama dressing me up as a girl. Papa hated it, but Mama said I pleased both her and papa. But when I hit puberty and my dick started getting hard all the time she…” 
 
    John went on and on, and I stared with my mouth open. The big lug was a talking fool! After a lifetime of being shut up he was talking like he was the only one in the world. 
 
    Finally, the doctor broke in. “Sir,” John shut right up, “if you folks would let me explain.” 
 
    And, stunned by John’s new found vocalizing, I put a hand on his arm to quiet him, and I even shut my trap. 
 
    “John was born both man and woman. He still has female hormones in his body. The acromegaly is making his dick grow larger, and that’s where the real problem is.” 
 
    I blurted, “What?” 
 
    “It’s going to continue growing, and when it reaches a certain size the nerves and blood flow will be constricted and…we’ll have to operate.” 
 
    He shut up. 
 
    I spoke, “Operate? What kind of an operation?” 
 
    “It’s called a penectomy. We remove his penis—“ 
 
    “What?” John blurted. I shushed him. 
 
    “We remove his penis. We can surgically transition him, a few hormone therapies, and he can present as a woman.” 
 
    “You’re saying my husband’s penis is going to fall off so we have to make him a woman.” 
 
    The doctor opened his mouth, then closed it. That is exactly what he had said, but he didn’t want his fancy words translated into  simple English. 
 
    One of the other doctors, the man, cleared his throat. “I’ll be in charge of the penectomy. If I can explain a few things?” 
 
    “I wish you would.” 
 
    “First, your husband has some time left as a man. It’s probably better to leave him be for a while. In fact, there are things we can do to keep him male for a while.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, I know this is awkward, but more sex will delay the acromegaly. The release of sperm, the constant emptying of the testicles, it will delay the change.” 
 
    “Use it or lose it.” 
 
    He blinked, and nodded. 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “Well, there is anal sex, pegging it’s called, and…” While he talked both John and my mouths dropped. I had never of such things. Then I looked at John. If my husband was going to be a woman, then this was what we had to do. Lord help us. 
 
    The other doctor, a woman, cleared her throat. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I’ll help you with counseling.” 
 
    “Counseling? Like marriage counseling? We don’t need no marriage counseling.” 
 
    “Transition counseling.” 
 
    That was when it hit us. Transition. Hermaphroditic. John, my manly man of a husband, was going to change sexes. 
 
      
 
    “Did your mother really dress you up like a girl?” 
 
    “She did.” We were home now, and sitting in the living room, our minds churning over what we had learned. “She used to make me wear a dress all around the house. She even put make up on me a couple of times. Papa used to get so mad, but she didn’t care. Now that the doctor told us about this herm…herm…sex thing, I guess she felt cheated that I got made into a boy and not a girl. I guess she wanted a daughter. 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    He was still wearing the wrap around skirt, it was the only thing he felt comfortable in, that his dick and balls would be hidden by. 
 
    “You started talking, you know.” 
 
    “I know.” He looked guilty. 
 
    “When anybody called you ma’am you started to talk. When they treated you like a man you shut up.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know.” 
 
    That was one thing about John, he might be sexually…weird, but he wasn’t dumb. 
 
    “Well, there’s only one thing that bothers me.” 
 
    “What?” he looked at me. 
 
    “This sex thing. You gotta have more sex. I don’t know if….your dick…it might be too big for me.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Maybe we better try it out.” 
 
    “Oh. okay.” 
 
    And, tell the truth, as soon as the doctor had told us more sex would delay the inevitable, I had been hungering for that cock. 
 
    Heck, in my whole life I had only fucked three peenys, and they were all John’s size, or close to it. And now, right on my doorstep, was a big dick. A REALLY big dick, and, as long as I’m telling the truth, there isn’t a woman alive who doesn’t wonder if a big dick is better. And now I had my chance to find out. 
 
    “Come on, slick,” I stood up, grabbed his hand, and pulled him towards the bedroom. 
 
    He followed along, a smile appearing on his face. 
 
    I pushed him on the bed and lifted his wrap around skirt, and, here is where it gets weird. He was in the wrap around, and wearing the too small jacket, and he…I imagined him as a woman. 
 
    I stood over him, staring down, letting my mind create big tits, a narrow waist, and hair…hair… “Stay here,” I ran back into the front room and got my hat, the one with the hair down the back. I ran back into the bedroom and put it onto his head. 
 
    Bingo. Wearing a dress, a jacket that exposed his midsection and made his pecs look a little like boobs, and the long hair. And I was suddenly horny. 
 
    I hadn’t been horny before, just wondering, but now, seeing the possibilities of John as a woman, I felt my juices flow. Which was good. The size of his dick I needed a little extra lubrication. 
 
    “What?” he asked, staring at my suddenly lust crazed features. 
 
    “Nothing,” but my voice was throaty, horny, dripping with desire. 
 
    I climbed on him and sat right below his dick. God, it was a monster. 12 inches, and fat, and I began to stroke it with both hands. 
 
    Fortunately, he was a shower and not a grower. If that dick had grown any bigger it would have split me in two. But it stayed the same size, just got harder, and began to throb. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” grunted John. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I murmured, eyeing that mammoth pole of flesh. 
 
    I ran my hands up and down the sides, feeling the thick veins. The red turned a little purple and pre-cum began to ooze. 
 
    “Do me, baby.” 
 
    “Not yet,” said. I was in awe. I just wanted to stroke it for a minute, and admire it, and imagine what it was going to feel like when he plowed that puppy into me. 
 
    “Fu…” he half mumbled, lurching his hips a little. 
 
    I grabbed his balls with both hands and squeezed. 
 
    “OOOHHH!” 
 
    I grabbed his cock and stroked. 
 
    “YEAHHHH!” 
 
    Then I squatted over him. I placed that tennis ball of cock head into my slit, and I began to sit. 
 
    “Hunh hunh…oh…” 
 
    Yet I couldn’t get it in my snatch. 
 
    “Fuck!” he snapped, frustrated and wanting a little relief. 
 
    I ran into the bathroom and got out the lube. I ran back in, slathering my hole with it. Then I used both hands to coat his pecker. 
 
    “Oooh, that feels good.” 
 
    I perched over him again, placed the head of his dick between my lips, and tried to relax. 
 
    John was going out of his mind. He always was a horny bastard, and now he was getting the treatment. And I am sure that in his mind, fuck or lose it had become fuck or die. 
 
    He grabbed my waist and this moved me off balance, and he thrust, and I fell. 
 
    “OOOWWW…OHHHH!” I felt like I was being blown up form the inside, that I was a tire being filled with air and ready to pop. then the pleasure replaced the pain and I shut up. My eyes were wide open, as was my mouth. 
 
    John just lay there for a moment, holding me in place, and he laughed. “You look funny.” 
 
    “Wha…?” 
 
    “You’re drooling.” 
 
    And it was true. My mouth was slack and I was actually drooling, salivating, and the liquid splattered on his belly. 
 
    “Here,” he said. And he thrust up and pulled me down. 
 
    I…have…never…in…my…life…. 
 
    It felt like a battleship had just come into dock. It felt like my very womb was being penetrated. All my nerves screamed out, a mix of pain and pleasure that became super pleasure. 
 
    I tried to squat, to lift up, but I couldn’t get my legs under me. 
 
    “Here,” he said, and he flipped me over, and now my impalement was complete, his full weight was shoving that stupendous hunk of man meat into my innards. 
 
    I gasped, couldn’t breath, and though he had just started, I was already close to cuming. I felt the white hot heat churning in my groin. I felt the waves of goodness sweep over me, and he began pounding that monster dick into me. In and out, in and out. I couldn’t move. I was being rag dolled. I couldn’t breath and still he kept sliding that long…long…long pole into me, crushing me, expanding me. Then pulling it out…out…out. 
 
    I felt the veins, thick and throbbing, rubbing against my rim and into the channel. I felt the big head. I felt his monster balls slap against my rump. 
 
    “OOOOOO!” I came, and came and came. 
 
    But John didn’t. 
 
    But he knew that I didn’t like sex after I had cum, so he pulled out. Oh, the disappointment on his face. To be robbed when he was so close. 
 
    “Hold on, hold on,” I muttered, trying to come down from the heights. 
 
    He lay next to me, circled my nips with one big finger. 
 
    I finally came to myself, and I sat up. 
 
    “Are you ready?” he asked eagerly. 
 
    “Are you kidding? I won’t be ready for a week after that!” 
 
    Again, the disappointment crossed his face. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll help you get off.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    I began stroking him again, and I even tried to get his cock head into my mouth. It was no use, but I knew that stroking him would finally get him off. At least he was super horny and close. 
 
    So I stroked, and I licked the under part of his head, and finally, finally, I felt him start to jerk, to spasm, and I could feel big spurts of semen shooting up his dick. 
 
    He came, his eyes went wide and he actually yelled, and an unusual amount of sperm came out of his dick. 
 
    Well, of course, his balls were bigger. 
 
    And he gave me at least 20 big, thick ropes, juicy streams of semen, rich with chunks. He covered my face and my chest, and there were even a couple of spots on the ceiling. 
 
    Then he lay back and sighed. “Oh, God, That was good. That was the best cum I ever had.” 
 
    And I knew, big was better. But I also knew something else. 
 
    “John, we have a problem.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need sex, and you need a lot, but I can’t give it to you.” 
 
    “You can’t?” 
 
    “John, I feel as stretched as…as stretched as…I feel like somebody just shoved a watermelon up my ass. Well, my cunt. I can’t do that every day, and especially multiple times a day, like you’re going to need. And, call me old fashioned, I don’t want to have a cunt that’s all stretched out of shape. Why if any other man tried to fuck me, not that I would fuck another man, but if he did, after you fucked me, it would be like him sticking a pencil into a glass. His dick would rattle around. Heck, you opened me up so much I thought my insides were going to fall out!” 
 
    John frowned. Actually, he looked ready to cry. “But I gotta fuck! Or lose my dick! That’s what the doctor said!” 
 
    We sat there and thought about it. And we talked a bit. And we came up with a few ideas. 
 
    “There’s always the cows or the horses,” I suggested. 
 
    “I ain’t gonna fuck no animal!” 
 
    I understood that. But now that we had brought up the subject  of fucking something other than I… “How about my friends?” 
 
    I had lots of friends. And I always listened to them carrying on about how their husbands didn’t care, or their dicks were too small, or some other drivel. 
 
    Heck, I would start with the gals at my church. They were a varied lot, skinny and fat, big tits and small, but always complaining—I had even heard some of them praying—and wishing for a big-sized dick. 
 
    “Your friends?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “But they’re all church goers!” 
 
    “People who go to church like sex. You ever seen how many begats there are in the bible?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    “Furthermore, this is a mission of mercy. Once I explain the situation they’ll be glad to come help you out.” 
 
    “But you’re my wife!” 
 
    “And I always will be. But listen, If they can fuck you for a year or two, extend your amount of time as a man, then that’s that much longer that I will be able to take advantage of you. As a man. And when it’s all done, and you have to…you have to have your…” 
 
    “Dick cut off,” he finished for me. 
 
    “Thank you, your dick cut off, then they will all be done with you, and you will be left with me.” 
 
    He mused over that, thought over that. Lying on his back he said, “So I got to fuck all your friends. Hmmm.” 
 
    “Why, sure! You always remarked on how Bessy had the biggest tits this side of Iowa, wouldn’t you like to feel them? Suck them? Maybe even fuck them?” 
 
    “Oh,” the light came into his eyes. 
 
    “And what about Donna? That girl has been eying your pants for the longest time. Won’t she be surprised?” 
 
    We both giggled a that. The idea of prude Donna finally finding out how the other half, the big dicked half, lives. Why, her eyes would pop right out of her eyes and roll around on the floor. 
 
    John asked, “What about Rhonda? Would you care if I fucked her?” 
 
    “Why, Johnny! You randy old goat. You want that old hen?” 
 
    “She ain’t old, and…I just sort of like her. Would you mind?” 
 
    “I’ll call her first on the list. In fact, maybe we should just have a church social here and ask for, uh, contributions. You know, help for your condition. Then I could tell everybody, and maybe you’ll even get some pussy right there on the spot.” 
 
    “Could we?” 
 
    “I’ll go in and arrange it right now.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    That night we held our first meeting, and it was a doozy. 
 
    Nine girls form the church showed up, and we all sat in a circle and held a prayer, then we talked about getting new hymnals, the back shed at the church needed painting, and charitable projects we wished to engage in, which brought everybody’s attention to me. 
 
    “You called us together, Judy.” That was Wanda Bratton. A slender woman with some decent ta tas and smiles for everybody. Even though we knew her husband was a goat who wasted his seed on whores. “What is this emergency project you need help on?” 
 
    “Well, ladies, I’m going to be talking a little medical here, its a medical problem, so don’t be worried if I cross into some racy subjects.” 
 
    They all tittered and said they didn’t mind racy subjects, and Wanda blurted, “As long as I’m in the race.” And we all giggled some more. Then I started. 
 
    “My husband, John, he has a medical condition.” 
 
    There was a chorus of sympathy. 
 
    “You see, he was born a man…and a woman. It’s a medical condition, and his parents decided to have him be a man, so they suppressed his…womanliness.” 
 
    “Did he have a…sorry, girls, a cunt?” Wand asked. 
 
    “He did. Apparently he still has it. It’s just sewed up inside him. 
 
    “Oh, that poor dear,” whispered Rhonda. 
 
    “Now, the problem is, he’s contracted some sort of condition, sort of like elephantiasis.You know, that thing where people’s bodies swell up?” 
 
    “Is he getting fat?” 
 
    “Well, not really. Sort of. I mean…” 
 
    “What do you mean, Judy?” Donna asked. 
 
    “It’s his penis.” 
 
    Eyes opened. Surprise. Even shock. 
 
    “His…his peeny? His thingy?” 
 
    “That’s right. And the condition is that it’s really big now, and the only way to relieve the pressure is for him to have sex. A lot of sex.” 
 
    “Oh, that nasty thing,” muttered Donna the prude, but her eyes were glinting so much they wee almost steaming. “What are you going to do about it?” 
 
    “Well, here’s the thing. He needs a lot of sex, or his dick is going to fall off. Now, we’re prepared for him to be a woman, but the doctors recommend keeping him a man as long as possible. That will make his transition to womanhood easier.” 
 
    The girls sort of blanked out for a moment. Every one of them got a far away look in their eyes, and I just knew they were thinking about one thing…a big dick. 
 
    Heck, Bessy was deprived because her man said she had ‘cow tits.’ Stupid man, not seeing her blessings. And Donna was such a prude she limited her husband to once a month, but who knew how that was effecting her? Rhonda, poor dear, was getting a little older, and she had to be missing a good dicking or two. And Wanda never got any. Her stupid husband was going to Billy’s Bar and wasting his seed and actually paying for it! More than stupid. 
 
    Wanda, “So it would be an act of mercy to help John through these troubled times.” 
 
    “It would,” I nodded. 
 
    Rhonda asked, “I wouldn’t mind helping him, of course I would have to pray for him. That would be true charity. Would he mind if I prayed to God while I, uh…you know?” 
 
    “John is always praying during sex. He yells out ‘God!’ And ‘Jesus!’ All the time.” 
 
    Rhonda sat back with a satisfied smile on her face. 
 
    Bessy: “And he doesn’t mind my big…’cow tits?’” She lifted one, and it was big, and we all oohed and awwed. 
 
    “Personally,” I leaned forward, “I’ve always thought John would like to experience a more full breasted woman. I mean, look at my buttons.” 
 
    The girls all shook their heads and made clucking sounds. 
 
    Donna stated, “And it is all to give succor. To aid in a distressful time. It is the purpose of our little group.” 
 
    “Of course it is. Why, you don’t think I would ask this if John was…not having this condition?” 
 
    “Well, no. I just wanted to be sure.” 
 
    So we voted, and every last one of the ladies volunteered to come to the aid of poor John. 
 
    “Can we see him now? His condition?” Donna wiped a bit of drool from her chin. 
 
    “Of course. John?!” 
 
    John had been in the kitchen. He was wearing just a blanket. He stepped into the living room and stood there. “Uh, hi.” He was so embarrassed. 
 
    “John, could you show the girls your condition?” 
 
    John opened the blanket and the ladies all gasped. 
 
    It was huge, hanging to his knees, and it was red, and there was even a drop of pre-cum forming on the end of it. 
 
    “Oh, my,” breathed Donna. 
 
    “I think he’s going to need a lot of charity,” Rhonda spoke in a low voice. 
 
    “Would you like a contribution?” 
 
    We all turned to Bessy.  
 
    “You mentioned a, what do they call it? A transition? Surely that is going to cost money?” 
 
    “Of course it is,” I reassured her. “And any contribution would be greatly appreciated. 
 
    “She’s just trying to get to the front of the line.” I don’t know who said it, but all the ladies nodded their heads in agreement and reached for their purses. 
 
    “Well, Bessy, it looks like you won the lottery.” 
 
    She giggled. “It’s better than Bingo. Can I help him now?” 
 
    “Of course you can.” I turned to the other ladies. “Now, I don’t know how long he’ll last, but there’s coffee and donuts on and dining table if you wish to wait and take a chance that he’ll last.” 
 
    The ladies all rushed into the dining room and began slaughtering the donuts. I was glad I had bought extra, and I made some coffee. 
 
    Meanwhile, Bessy took John into the bedroom. Heck, she dragged him into the bedroom, and I heard the bed springs creak as first he lay down, then she got on top of him. 
 
    Then waiting for the coffee to percolate, I heard the bed springs again, and I frowned. They hadn’t even bounced. Surely they couldn’t be finished so soon. 
 
    Then Bessy poked her head into the kitchen. Her face was red and she motioned for me to come out and speak with her. 
 
    “Uh, I’m awfully embarrassed, but…do you have any lubricant?” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, I am so sorry!” I bought a couple of jars and forgot to put them out. I rushed into the bedroom, into the bathroom, and brought out two jars of ‘Slip and Slide’ super lubricant. 
 
    Bessy giggled and I apologized again. Then, “is there anything I can do to help before I go back to the ladies?” 
 
    “Well, if you could help me up…” 
 
    Bessy was rather large, and our bed was high, so I helped her get up on it, then I helped her grease up. I slathered gobs of lubricant on her pussy, and she giggled some more, and got red in the face, and I didn’t wonder if she wasn’t having a couple of mini-orgasms. 
 
    Then she was perched over John, and I helped her fit his cock to her lips, then I didn’t need to do anything. She was heavy, lost her balance, and slid right down his cock. Her eyes opened large, her breath caught, and she said, “Oh, my!” 
 
    “Now, John,” I cautioned. “You be gentle with these ladies.” 
 
    “I will,” he nodded and gulped. The feeling of a pussy other than mine sliding up and down on his cock was getting to him. 
 
    “And don’t you cum too soon.” 
 
    “I’ll try, but…but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “She’s got such nice boobs!” 
 
    Bessy giggled again, and I smiled. “Her husband thinks they’re cow tits.” 
 
    “Hiram’s an idiot then!” 
 
    “Oh, Johnny, that’s the nicest thing anybody has ever said to me.” She giggled, and he thrust upwards with his hips. Her eyes went wide. I knew that pleasure was spearing up through her innards. 
 
    “Okay, John, I’ll leave you to her ministrations, but remember, no fast cuming. I don’t want to have to return anybody’s donations.” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t ask for my money back.” Her voice was breathing, bouncing in time to John’s thrusts. “I would just ask for seconds.” 
 
    “You got it, girl. But don’t you try to make him cum too fast then.” 
 
    “I…I…wo….wo…n’t!” He was fucking her so hard her chin was bouncing up and down and making her stutter. 
 
    I left the room, listening to the sound of bed springs being abused. 
 
    John did three ladies before he squirted, then he surprised me by saying he thought he could do it again if he had a half hour to rest. 
 
    None of the ladies left, and he was able to get through four more. 
 
    It was near midnight before everybody left, and then the ones who hadn’t fucked him promised to return first thing in the morning. And the ones who had been fucked promised to return as soon as they were recovered. And I had to chuckle. A couple of the woman were dazed, fucked stupid, and they all walked a little bow-legged. 
 
    As I counted money that night I wondered how long John could keep his dick on. If he could last a year we could retire and cruise the Bahamas for the rest of our lives. 
 
      
 
    The next day the ladies showed up, and they brought a few friends with them. They stood around on the porch and chatted, and listened when, every once in a while, the woman inside would start moaning or even yelling as they came. 
 
    But things looked to be off to a good start, so I took a short trip to town to pick up more donuts and coffee. If things continued like this the ladies of the town would be round like donuts and walking like they always had to pee. 
 
    When I got back, the doctor was there. Doc Smide, and he was talking to a couple of the ladies, and he had a bulge in his pants like he wanted to be administered to. Well, of course, with that much estrogen flowing men would definitely be feeling a resulting upsurge in their testosterone. 
 
    “Whacha need, Doc?” 
 
    “I brought some medicine for John. How’s he doing?” 
 
    “Well, the ladies are making sure he staya a man for a good long time. This medicine, it ain’t gonna take the lead out of his pencil, will it?” 
 
    “Oh, no. With his hormonal balances we don’t need to reduce his testosterone, and it looks like the ladies will be taking that out of him, anyway. These pills will help him develop breasts. They work pretty fast, and with his natural hormones they’ll work even faster. So I suggest you go out and buy a couple of bras.” 
 
    “Okey doc,” I quipped. I took the medicine, thought about throwing it away, then decided not to. I liked the idea of John having his own set of ta tas. 
 
    So the doc left, and business continued. It was late in the morning before all the girls were satisfied and left, and I fed John his first dose of something called Pueraria Mirifica. He took several pills, looked down at his chest and sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I was sort of expecting titties to just sort of pop out.” 
 
    I laughed. “Give it an hour or two.” 
 
    He laughed. “Yeah, I guess that is pretty dumb, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “You know…I’ve always been envious of tits. I see woman walking around, the way people admire their chests. It must be nice to be admired.” 
 
    I thought about what he said, and I reached a decision. I popped a couple of pills in my mouth. “Sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.” 
 
    He grinned. “Yeah, baby. Big tits rule!” 
 
    In the afternoon more girls showed up. And the next morning. And it was pretty obvious that the word had gotten out. We live just outside a town of 2000 people, and that meant that there were about 1,000 women in town, and I think they all knew and wanted to help. 
 
    So the days passed, and a week, and the real trouble started on Monday after Sunday. 
 
    Well, yeah, it’s always Monday after Sunday, but the significance here was that church attendance was down. Women were too tired, or too happy to be dragged down by old Fire and Brimstone, which was the nickname for Pastor Garney. And since men didn’t attend unless their women dragged them along, the church wasn’t even half full. And it didn’t take a genius to figure out what was happening, and Pastor Garney showed up at the house early Monday morning. 
 
    There were maybe twenty gals lined up, eating donuts and drinking coffee, when the pastor’s old station wagon cruised up the drive. He managed to run over a couple of Magnolias and knock over a wheel barrow before he came to a stop. He stepped out of the car and glared at everybody. 
 
    He began walking towards the house, spouting his stuff. 
 
    First he tried Hebrews 13:4: “let the marriage bed be undefiled, for God will judge the sexually immoral and adulterous!” 
 
    Then he shouted out some Jude 1:7: “those who indulge in sexual immorality and pursue unnatural desire will undergo a punishment of eternal fire!” 
 
    And then, from Revelation 17:4: “Women hold in their hands a golden cup full of abominations and the impurities of sexual immorality.” 
 
    Leviticus 21:9 was a good one: “she who profanes herself by whoring, profanes her father; she shall be burned with fire!” 
 
    But my favorite was Jeremiah 3:9: “Because she took her whoredom lightly, she polluted the land, committing adultery with stone and tree!” 
 
    I mean, really? Fucking stones and trees? That woman must had a real pair of ovaries! 
 
    But, as the women getting a bit restive, I decided I needed to take a hand, and I did know my bible. 
 
    I shouted at him: “Isaiah 58:10: Feed the hungry, and help those in trouble. Then your light will shine out from the darkness, and the darkness around you will be as bright as noon.” 
 
    He blinked, then made the sign of the cross and yelled at me. “Deuteronomy 23:18: “You shall not bring the fee of a prostitute or the wages of a dog into the house of the Lord your God in payment for any vow, for both of these are an abomination to the Lord your God.” 
 
    One of the ladies yelled out from the porch, “Donations aren’t fees or you would have gone broke a long time ago!” 
 
    I grinned. I yelled, “Luke 11:41: But give that which is within as charity, and then all things are clean for you.” 
 
    And it went back and forth. The preacher against the harlot. Except it wasn’t me that was whoring. If anybody it was John, and how can a man be a whore, eh? 
 
    I suppose you could say John was a ‘whorer,’ but since it was all for medical purposes that seemed sort of lame. 
 
    Anyway, after a half hour of that Pastor Garney got tired, or maybe just out shouted, a lot of the ladies were piping up with their own bible verses, and he left. 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief. I was tired of yelling. It’s hard work. But the trouble was only starting. Pastor Garney must have called some husbands, because about noon time they started showing up. 
 
    First was Hiram, who had called his wife ‘Cow tits.’ 
 
    “You come home now,” and he marched up on the porch, grabbed her wrist and started to drag her across the gravel to his truck. 
 
    Then, to everybody’s surprise, Bessy dug her heels in. She stopped, and since she was a hefty girl and he was a stripling of a man, he stopped. 
 
    “You ain’t fucked me in five months, and the last time you told me I was fat and ugly and had cow tits!”  
 
    The ladies on the porch all gasped. 
 
    “So now I have to contribute to the well being of a man and you get your feelings all hurt? Where were my feelings when you called me ‘cow tits?’” 
 
    “But, honey, I’m sorry, I didn’t know…” he stammered, and Bessy surprised us again. She slapped him right in the face. SMACK. His head turned sideways and her hand print could be seen on his red cheek. 
 
    “Now you go home, and I’ll be home when I finish fu…when I finish administering my Christian charity to this poor man.” 
 
    Defeated, and definitely outweighed, Hiram slunk back across the gravel, got in his truck, and drove away. 
 
    Next was Wanda. Her husband, Jason, came down the driveway in his sport’s car. He got out and stomped across to his wife. And he outweighed her. 
 
    He grabbed her wrist and started to pull her, and then, surprise of surprises, other women moved in to hep her. 
 
    “You let go of Wanda, you drunk asshole!” 
 
    Drunk asshole? This was a Christian woman, but, darned if her words didn’t make me proud. Sometimes you have to turn the other cheek, but this was one of those times when you want to get an eyeball for an eyeball. 
 
    Jason stopped as women lined up in front of him, then surrounded him. He looked at his wife. Wanda rubbed her wrist, and she finally spoke up. “You been going down to the whorehouse at Billy’s Bar for years now, and now you get upset because I’m getting fu…I’m administering charity to a poor afflicted man! Begone you Philistine!” 
 
    The rest of the ladies started yelling at him then. 
 
    “Stand firm, then, and do not let yourselves be burdened again by a yoke of slavery.” Out of the bible, but I didn’t know where. 
 
    “Get out, get out, you murderer, you scoundrel!” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    Lord, I think those ladies knew the biblical curses better than they knew the prayers. But maybe that’s just because Pastor Garney was so Fire and Brimstone. 
 
    “At any rate, a few rocks were thrown and Jason retreated to his car and zoomed away. Gone to Billy’s Bar, no doubt. 
 
    And that was the way it went that afternoon. And not only did the women curse the men, and throw rocks at them, but when they did go home…they came back the next day. So apparently they didn’t need all the sisterhood they experienced on this day to keep up their courage. Charity will do that to you, you know. Make you stronger. It certainly made John stronger. All their charity made the months pass, and the months would become years. And John would thoroughly enjoyed his last days as a man. 
 
    But then, one day, not a month after the girls had given the men their comeuppance, I looked at John and I marveled. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    We were having sex. I had let the ladies push me aside for a while, and I had finally asserted myself After all, I was married to him, and isn’t it right that a woman should give her husband a little charity 
 
    “You got titties.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    He looked down at his chest and, sure enough, he had these little bumps under his nipples, and his nipples were puffy looking and standing straight up. “Oh my gosh!” 
 
    “Say, these look pretty good.” I hadn’t sat on him yet, and I leaned forward and touched a nipple. 
 
    “Ooh!” and he covered the nipple with one hand. 
 
    “What? Does it hurt?” 
 
    “It feels good. It gave me a tingle all the way down in my dick.” 
 
    “Then take that hand away!” I pushed his hand aside and I put my lips to his little mounds. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he moaned as I sucked. 
 
    I used my teeth and pulled, and he about went out of his mind. 
 
    “Oh, God! That feels too good! Don’t stop!” 
 
    I wasn’t about to. Heck, I knew he had good staying power, and I wanted to make sure he was good and horny. And, I know this sounds funny, but sometimes it feels good to have a good gush of squirtem up your quim. All that white liquid warming your insides, dripping out. It gave a woman a sort of…I don’t know…a ‘successful’ feeling. 
 
    So I sucked, and I grabbed his balls, such as I could, with my hands. And I laid on top of him, all awkward, but sucking and massaging and having the time of my life. 
 
    And he groaned and moaned, and, finally, I jumped up and squatted over his dick. 
 
    Oh, God, it was good. That big thing penetrating me, turning me inside out, making me feel like God hisself was screwing me. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re going to make me cum.” 
 
    “That’s the idea!” I panted, my chest heaving, and suddenly I froze. I looked down. 
 
    “John!” I gasped. 
 
    He opened his eyes and looked at me. 
 
    “I’ve got tits, too!” 
 
    And, sure enough, and they were a little bigger than his. I had a couple of small bumps before, but now they were big bumps. I was going to have to start wearing a bra! I was going to bounce when I ran! And, the weird feeling of exultation inside…I was going to be womanly in shape, as well as essence. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” and he grabbed my chest, palmed my nipples and rubbed. 
 
    “Ahh…ohhh!” And.I couldn’t help it, I had intended to stay the distance, but I erupted. “OOOH!!!” 
 
    But, it was okay, my orgasm caused John to burst. 
 
    “GAHHH!” 
 
    And we squirted so close together we might as well have been one. He kept pushing his hips up, and I kept sitting harder and harder, and I could feel his gism filling me up. 
 
    As I have noted, John was a big cummer, made bigger by his condition. I could feel his big gun, pulsing like a jackhammer, and I could feel squirts against my inner walls. And they went on and on and on. 
 
    “God!” He finally muttered, relaxing, satisfied. 
 
    Shortly after that I collapsed on him. And I played with his titties, which made him giggle and push me away. Poor, sensitive John. 
 
      
 
    So there we were, two titty monsters. 
 
    Oh, I know we weren’t that big, but we started playing with womanly things. Things like dresses. Lots of the women in church knew how to sew, and they would measure us and bring over the most darling outfits. 
 
    I liked it, because I was getting shape and looking more and more womanly. 
 
    John liked it because wearing a dress let his cock breath. 
 
    And, one day we started playing with make up. 
 
    Now, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but Christian women usually wear the nicest make up. They like looking good when they go to church, and who can blame them, eh? I mean, God would much rather have a good looking woman on her knees than some ugly slattern. 
 
    So my tits grew, I wore nice outfits, and it was fun to paint my eyes and color my lips. 
 
    And John courtesy of the hormones he was taking, and courtesy of his own natural estrogen taking charge, becoming predominate in his body, began wearing dresses more and more, and his breasts filled out the top, and his waist shrunk, and his hips began to get rounder. 
 
    And he liked to look good, too. Not a day went by without us playing with make up, and exploring styles and fashion. 
 
    And, we played with long nails, and hair styles, and we just had the most girly fun. 
 
    And then, one day, I looked at him and said, “John, go get the measuring tape.” 
 
    So he did, and here is the thing. He was spending a lot of time in bed, being charitably contributed to by the ladies of the town. And I was busy counting money, or fixing him food, for all the shrinking of his waist he seemed to be eating more food, or being on top or under him, so I just hadn’t noticed. 
 
    “What?” he asked, handing me the tape. 
 
    I didn’t say a word, just measured him, and, sure enough, he was taller. And not just by a little. 
 
    “John, how tall are you?” 
 
    “About six foot.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You measure out at almost six foot six.” 
 
    “What? How could that…” 
 
    But we knew.  
 
    “You got that acromegaly thing. And it ain’t just your dick growing anymore.” 
 
    “But…my whole body? Why haven’t I noticed?” 
 
    “Cause you’re always lying down. Or I just ain’t lookin’ at you.”               
 
    “But that…wow!” 
 
    Now that we knew what was happening, we kept a close watch on his height, and here is where it gets interesting. As he got taller he didn’t get fatter, or weird looking. 
 
    He got heavier, the floorboards would creak under him, but only a little bit. He was getting more…proportionate! 
 
    A regular woman, I looked it up in Google, might be 36 by 24 by 36. But he was measuring out at 48 by 32 by 48. I mean, he was…STACKED! 
 
    But it was all proportionate. 
 
    “You don’t think I’ll get too tall someday, do you?” 
 
    “No matter how tall you get, lover, I will always love you.” 
 
    And, one more interesting thing, in this saga of interesting things, his dick didn’t grow. 
 
    But it did grow softer. And, finally, one day, it was just too soft. 
 
    The ladies were all lined up, but they had known what was happening, and what was coming to pass. 
 
    Big John’s dick was dead. 
 
    Lord, thinking back, it was funny. But when we went to the hospital they made a big procession. All the ladies in town drove their cars, or their trucks, or even their backhoes or graders, and they followed us to town, giving a big long, honking dirge. 
 
    Honk…honk…honk…honk…honk… 
 
    All the way to town. All together. Birds flew out of trees, citizens, which means the males, stopped what they were doing and watched. 
 
    And I often wondered if they were rejoicing. Big John was dead, maybe they would get their wives back. 
 
    We arrived at the hospital, John got taken in, and all the girls cheered and whistled and stomped their feet so loud the hospital sent out somebody to make us be quiet. 
 
    And he got his dick cut off. 
 
    A penectomy. 
 
    But, interesting enough, not the balls. The doctor told us the balls would make good ovaries, they just had to push them back into John’s body and let nature readapt them for their new purpose. 
 
    John came out of the hospital, and he was a new…woman. And he seemed happier for it. He walked out the door, ducking to get out, he had kept growing and now he was over seven feet tall, and he straightened up and faced us. 
 
    He hugged me, and thanked me, and he hugged all the ladies as he could and thanked them for their Christian charity. Then we went home. 
 
    But that’s not the end of the story. 
 
      
 
    A couple of months later John and I were talking. We had just made love, I had found the most darling dildo, and we were talking about what it’s like to have male orgasms versus female orgasms. 
 
    “Male Os are harder, faster, and female Os take their time,” he explained. 
 
    “Really. I always wondered what it would be like to have a male orgasm.” 
 
    And we talked and then we kissed and went to sleep. 
 
    I slept good that night. I didn’t have Big John’s dick, but I did have a dildo, and it felt wonderful. It felt wonderful to both of us, and we used it front and back until we thought the darned thing would break. But, heck, if it did, we would just get another one. 
 
    And I stirred in my sleep, dreaming dreams of dildos and  John and how wonderful life was. And I felt a warmth inside, and I was dreaming, but I was just aware enough to know that I was having a wet dream. 
 
    Imagine, me having a wet dream. That’s sort of reserved for men, but women can have them, and I felt so loosey goosey in my dream, and I felt myself moving my hips, and then it burst over me. I groaned and moaned and felt the world just simply explode. It was like creation had just shattered into tatters.  
 
    Then I felt a shaking. John was waking me up. “Honey? Judy?” 
 
    “Wha…?” I brushed his hand away. I wanted to wallow in the depths of my orgasm for a while. 
 
    “Honey!” but he was insistent. 
 
    “What?” I came awake. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yes, but…” I felt different. I looked down the bed. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    John looked down, and he repeated after me, “Oh my God!” 
 
    And we stared. Then he pulled the covers off. There, sprouting from my junction, was a nicely formed dick. And it was dribbling bits of goo from my dream. 
 
    I looked at John, and he looked at me. 
 
    “Honey,” he said, “I’ll call the girls. I think we need some more charity!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    We got charity. 
 
    Apparently, my parents hadn’t told me that I had been born with two sexes, and they had decided it would be best if I grew up female. 
 
    So, the game was on again, and I looked forward to the months of the girls helping me make the transition. I would miss being a woman, especially after just getting my tits, but, oh well. Whatever God wants…God gets. 
 
      
 
    Oh, and one last thing. Big John’s dick. 
 
    When they took it off we had the doctor’s save it. We took it to a taxidermist in town, and had it stuffed. 
 
    It hangs over the mantle piece, a reminder of days gone by. 
 
    Funny thing, every Sunday more and more ladies show up here. We drink coffee and eat donuts, and we sit in rows and we watch that dick mounted on the wall. 
 
    Funny. It was so heavy we had to have it mounted on a cross piece, and now, if you turn your head a little and use your imagination, it looks like a cross. 
 
    And sometimes we ladies talk about it, about how Pastor Garney’s church went bust, and how he is always seen getting his coals raked at Billy’s Bar. 
 
    And sometimes we talk about how we should probably pray a little, make our Sundays a little more…spiritual. 
 
    Then we look at the dick, and somebody whispers what we’re all thinking. 
 
      
 
    The Church of Big John’s Dick. 
 
      
 
    But, really, it is: 
 
      
 
    The Church of the Big Dick. 
 
      
 
    And we all know what we are praying for. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Womanland: Whatever you do…don’t unlock the Warlock 
 
    Sam and Shiela have a vacation in a resort named ‘Womanland.’ It is supposed to be a little ‘slap and tickle’ resort, but it’s more. It is a place where Witches thrive and men don’t survive. Sam, however, has a little secret, and Womanland is going to be fighting for its life!
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey…how long have you been lactating?” 
 
    I looked at Al and said, “Oh, about 7 years.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    I didn’t like his silent way of disapproving, “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you think it’s about time you, you know, let them get back to normal?” 
 
    I knew it. He was going to lay his ‘what’s proper’ number on me. “So breasts putting out milk is not normal.” 
 
    “No, no…it’s just…” 
 
    “And it makes my tits too big.” 
 
    “No! I love your big tits!” 
 
    “But you don’t like tasting the milk?” 
 
    “I love your milk!” He was getting red and frustrated. 
 
    “Then what is it?” 
 
    “It’s just…it’s not proper! You’ve never had a baby, but you managed to lactate, and you…you never stop! You wake up and I have to suck your boobs because they are too full. You have to pump them at night before you go to bed. And every couple of hours during the day you have to attend to them. I mean…it’s like a fetish, an obsession, it’s not normal!” 
 
    I studied Al. He was a good guy, but a little, I don’t know, mousey? Not alpha? I mean, he worked, made good money with his home internet business, and he was always polite and never treated me wrong, and it did feel so incredibly heavenly when I sat in bed and he cuddled up against me and drained my milk. 
 
    “So let me get this straight. You want my breasts to shrink a cup size or two.” 
 
    “Well, no, besides…” 
 
    “Besides what?” 
 
    “There’s always…plastic surgery.” 
 
    I stared at my hubby. “Plastic surgery? To get them back to what they are now? Who’s not being normal now?” 
 
    He sighed. “I knew this wasn’t going to go well.” 
 
    I changed tacks. “Look, how would you like it if I asked you to give up hard ons, and then we put a big, old iron rod in your dick so you could have boners again?” 
 
    “That’s silly.” 
 
    “But you asking me to give up these tat tas,” I lifted one and pointed it at him, “just so some guy who lives up the block won’t think I’m weird is not silly?” 
 
    “Okay, end of conversation.” 
 
    See, I told he was mousey. Or, at least, in this case, weaselly.  
 
    “Not really,” I griped. “Only until you get this bug again…and again…and again!” 
 
    “Don’t be bitchy.” 
 
    I tell ya, if he was sucking my tit right then I would have slapped him with it. What a bone head! And an idea started to worm it’s way into my consciousness. 
 
    “The fact is,” he said, sealing what would eventually be his doom, “What you are doing reveals that you have some sort of weird fetish, and I just don’t understand it.” 
 
    “You don’t understand what it means to be admired by everybody when I walk down the street with my enormous milk bags? You don’t understand the warm feeling when we are making love and you are suckling at my breasts? You don’t understand how nice it is to lactate…without having your hole stretched into next year without having to have a baby?” 
 
    “No.” He had that folded arms mentality. He had taken the high ground and wouldn’t admit to any argument. He was right and I was wrong and that was it. And, with no other recourse, no way to move my block-headed hubbie, the idea exploded in my head. 
 
    I smiled, “Yes, dear. You’re right, and I’m a crazy bitch with a perverted fetish for big boobs and I like to squirt my milk all over the place.” 
 
    He frowned. He was right, even though he was wrong, but I was agreeing with him? Now this was a change up for his little, male mind. 
 
    “Unfortunately for you, I’m a member of a group that believes otherwise.” 
 
    He breathed out, “The League of Lactators.” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, if you wish to give up nursing at my wonderful breasts, I will understand. I wouldn’t expect you to lower yourself to my standards. I wouldn’t want you to enjoy warm milk, and a hell of a good fuck with a cunt that is not all stretched out…Mr. Mini-Dick,” oh, that got him. He’s not the biggest, and it’s a sore point with him. I’m big and he’s not, how delicious. “…so if you want to forego your nightly feeding, and your morning feeding, and any feeding in between, maybe just drink it out of bottles I put in the frig,” I had caught him doing that. For a man who complains he sure did like his milk…. “…then feel free to do so. I’ve got plenty of people who are more than happy to suck my milk.” 
 
    Nothing he could say to that. I didn’t usually take such a strong stance to his silliness, but he had actually irritated me with his judgements and holier than thou crap. 
 
    I turned off the light, turned on my side, back to him, and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next day I went to my group meeting, and I was glad it was scheduled for that day and I didn’t have to wait. I wanted to put an idea out to the girls. 
 
    The League of Lactators is a group of gals like me. Some of them have children,, some don’t, but we all like to give milk, and we have all, except for Marsha, who is a newby, have been lactating for three years or more. 
 
    Now, before you get the wrong idea, we’re a mix of Dems and Repubs, some of us go to church and some don’t, the one’s with children are very concerned about schooling and day care and such things, and we all are concerned with the state of society. We’re not political, but we are responsible. 
 
    And, I won’t hedge here, we’re all pretty good looking. Not a cow among us, in spite of all the wise cracks people make about ‘the Udder Mudders,’ or ‘the Tit Bitches.’ 
 
    And, of course, our beauty is enhanced by our large bosoms. And our bosoms do look enhanced because, not only are they full of milk, but we all wear loose bras, shelf bras, and so on, so that our ducts and channels aren’t confined. A tight bra strangles the milk supply. Loose bras facilitate it. 
 
    That all said, I sauntered into Donna Foreham’s tidy, little ranch home and greeted my sisters in lactation. Hugs, air kisses, a bit of tea—the kind of tea we drink is better for producing milk—and we sat in a big circle and held little conversations. We talked about everything, schooling, husbands, and two of us who weren’t married talked about cock, a little frantically, if you get my drift. 
 
    Today, however, was going to be different. I stood up and clapped my hands. “Ladies,” they all gave me their attention, “I have a problem, and I have a solution, but I wanted to talk it over with you girls before I did anything. 
 
    Joannie Tiltson smiled, “Let it gush, sister.” 
 
    We chuckled, we liked bad puns, and I began. 
 
    “First off, you know I love my husband, but he is a twit.” 
 
    More chuckles. The girls knew exactly what I was talking about. 
 
    “So, what gives Hannah?” 
 
    “Al is stupid on the subject of milk, and he’s getting worse and worse. He likes to nurse, and he likes my size,” I hefted one of my sacs and grinned, “but he wants me to stop lactating.” 
 
    Frowns and boos. We girls were a pretty tight group, and we all looked out for each other. 
 
    “Before I tell you my plan, does anybody have anything to suggest?” 
 
    “Give him some some medroxyprogesterone acetate,” Joannie quipped. She was the doctor among us. 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Marsha. 
 
    “Used for chemical castration of perverts. Guaranteed to make a man bonerless for at least six months. More, depending on dosage and frequency.” 
 
    We all smiled, but I objected, “Problem is that Al isn’t a pervert…he’s simply a little stupid on some subjects. Anybody else?” 
 
    “Well,” offered Marsha, “you could cut him off….no, no, not that way…just refuse him sex until he comes around to his senses.” 
 
    “The problem with that is that then I give up sex, too.” 
 
    “I’ll lend you my dildo,” grinned Donna. “Guaranteed for five years or 50,000 orgasms.” 
 
    We all laughed at that. 
 
    “No,” I said, “It’s a good idea, but too many drawbacks. I think my plan might be a little better.” 
 
    “Well, out with it!” exclaimed Donna. 
 
    “I thought…I thought maybe if we gave him his own set of boobs.” The girls sat up and took notice. “Maybe if he had his own set of ta tas to lug around, then maybe he would be a little more kindly disposed.” 
 
    Everybody went silent and thought about it. 
 
    Donna: “Make ‘em big. Make him wear a bra. Show him what it feels like to have bigger and more sensitive nipples.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Marsha put forth, “It’s just too bad we can’t make him lactate, too.” 
 
    We all nodded, exchanged knowing looks, and would have moved on, except that Joannie cleared her throat. We all looked at her. 
 
    “It is is possible for a man to lactate.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Comments erupted. 
 
    Joanie held her hand up. “It’s called galactorrhea. It requires a bit of hormonal shift, but it’s pretty easy, and men have been known to produce milk. Even nurse.” 
 
    “Galacta whata?” asked Marsha. 
 
    “Galactorrhea. In the medical journals it is described as excessive or inappropriate amounts of milk. There are a few drugs that are used to help ladies who are slow in lactating, and it has been known to make men lactate.” 
 
    I breathed out in awe. “Al, with tits, real live tits, and real, live milk! That would certainly shut his mouth.” 
 
    “Shut up and suck,” blurted one of the girls. 
 
    We all began to giggle then, and we made plans, and since the meeting was now winding down we took out our breasts and pumped out a few bottles. And we worked on each other, which, even though we weren’t Lesbians, still felt good. 
 
    Interestingly, a few of the girls had small orgasms. That happens some times, milking can be a hard duty to the unwilling, but to those who embrace their womanhood, it can result in pleasure and small orgasms. 
 
    And, an hour later, and my breasts at least five ounces lighter per boob, we adjourned, and we all had things to do to help in the great conversation of Al Housen. Al, the stick in the mud who was going to get the biggest boobs we could give him, and squirt milk with the best of them. 
 
    Jonnie and I headed to her offices, where she prescribed a couple of medicines. 
 
    “Now, these drugs are pretty strong. We should notice results within a month, but there are a couple of drawbacks.” 
 
    “Not side effects,” I asked. I don’t want him limp or growing a new penis on his forehead.” 
 
    “I’d like to see that,” Joanne laughed. “No. The ‘side effect,’ in the case of these drugs is that he’s going to go through a VERY horny period. When his breasts start growing he’s going to be wanting to fuck anything with a hole, even a board with a knot hole. You’re going to have to put out a lot, and even then, watch him. His hormones are going to be driving him, and he might make bad decisions.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I should have asked the other girls if they wanted to help.” 
 
    “You don’t mind if he fucks around?” 
 
    “As long as he doesn’t bring a disease home. Don’t get me wrong, I can get jealous, but if it’s just sex, it’s like kissing. Do it as much as you want.” 
 
    “Bring it up next meeting. I’m sure some of the girls would like a little Al meat.” 
 
    “It’s not that big.” 
 
    “Hmm. You know, there is a chance it might grow smaller. How big is Al?” 
 
    “Five inches.” 
 
    “Would you mind four?” 
 
    I thought about it for a moment. I wasn’t really satisfied anyway, and I used a dildo quite a lot, and the idea of getting Al to finally understand about breastfeeding was too enticing. 
 
    “I can do four. The smaller the dick the bigger the dildo.” 
 
    Joannie gave me a hug. “A girl after my own heart.” 
 
    So I went home, dropping by the pharmacy on the way, and that night Al got his first dose of super lactacting medicine. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t notice anything for a week. Oh, Joannie had said a month, but it might start earlier, but I was so eager! 
 
    And Al backed off his stand on me ending lactation, and we fucked a bit. And, that man, for a guy who was against such stuff, he fed at my breasts a lot. And he didn’t complain. 
 
    But, lying in the dark, feeling the warmth and goodness of sharing my milk with my man, I couldn’t help but smile. 
 
    On the second week Al started to get a little grouchy. Not bad, but definitely different for him. He was usually the kind of guy who told jokes, liked to play pranks, and generally have a good time. 
 
    Now he was glum. Not depressed, just glum, sort of like he was having heavy thoughts and couldn’t stop. 
 
    So something was happening, and I kept feeding him his daily dosages, and waited. 
 
    Third week. He apologized to me. 
 
    “Honey, I’m so sorry I’ve been so grumpy. I don’t know why.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said airily, “it’s just puberty.” 
 
    “Not funny.” 
 
    And it wasn’t, because when we did have an argument, or I wanted to put him in his place, I accused him of never going through puberty, and that’s why he was only five inches. 
 
    “Okay. I didn’t mean it that way. My sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” but he was still Mr. Unhappy face. 
 
    “Say, I might have something that will cheer you up.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “These!” I ripped my blouse open, sent the damned buttons flying, and held my boobs up. I was wearing a shelf bra and the nipples were big and oozing milk. 
 
    He smiled. He was easy. But then, what man isn’t? 
 
    He bent to my tits and took one of my nipples in his mouth. “Mmm. Good.” 
 
    I walked backwards, he kept up with me, and I turned into the bedroom and the back of my legs hit the bed. I sat on the bed, pulled him with me, and now he was laying on me, sucking my tit as he lifted my skirt and pulled my panties down. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I said. “You’re eager.” 
 
    And he was, and I knew, halfway through the third week, that he was entering the horny phase. 
 
    He pushed forward as he pulled his cock out, and he edged in, and the little thing entered my pussy. 
 
    Oh, God, I wished he had a bigger peeny. I love him, but a girl can wish, can’t she? 
 
    He thrust with his hips and I felt him brush against my innards, but not enough. 
 
    I hugged him, and he kept sucking, and my milk was flowing. 
 
    I tilted my own hips, then I pushed him back. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    For answer I turned around and crouched on the bed on all fours. I could feel his grin as he eyed my round ass. I wiggled my fanny and he grabbed it and guided his cock back into paradise. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he grunted, smacking me with his hips, his little balls swinging against me. 
 
    For a long minute he fucked me, and I groaned, trying to get him deeper, trying to somehow make his cock feel bigger. All the while he leaned on my back and squeezed my tits. Lord, I was getting the milking of a lifetime! Long squirt after long squirt, and then, when he took his hands off, they kept squirting on their own, with no stimulation. Which is not to say I wasn’t stimulated. 
 
    Heck, once the milk starts really flowing it is a glorious golden, drawn out mini orgasm. I just felt so warm and good. 
 
    Then, my milk flow starting to slow, I let my upper body fall. My tits were pressed on the bed and I was supported by my shoulders. This was the best position, it tilted my pussy just right, for maximum penetration. 
 
    Al knew it, and he knew I was about done, so he redoubled his efforts. He wanted to cum before I did, because he knew when I came I would kick him out. The problem was that Al had never been an easy cummer. 
 
    Oh, I know, some guys are fast, premature ejaculation and all that, but Al wasn’t one of them. He not only was small, but he was slow. Which didn’t do me much good. As I indicated, once the milk started to slow I started to lose interest. I then came or I didn’t. If he drove extra hard, he could get me off. If he didn’t…I used the dildo. And he would finish himself off with his hand while watching me. Or not. 
 
    I tell ya, when a girl is close to a good orgasm she stops thinking about her partner. There is only her and her cunt and how to make it pop. 
 
    Well, that day he did it good. He pushed and grunted and slammed into me, and tried to make his dick feel longer than five inches, and I felt the warm explosion starting up in my groin. And throughout my body. My tits suddenly felt hot, I felt a white screen pass through my head, and my body started lurching and spasming. 
 
    “Yeah!” he crowed, proud that he could get me off. 
 
    And I shuddered and flattened out, which pushed my buns up and forced his cock out of me. 
 
    I lay there, feeling the milky mess under my breasts, satisfied, in spite of the small cock, and feeling pretty good as I came down. 
 
    I heard him sit on a chair and start stroking himself. Poor baby hadn’t gotten off, and I giggled. I turned over to watch him. 
 
    “Damn!” He said. “I can’t seem to get off!” 
 
    I smiled. I went to him and sucked on him for a while. A small cock may not be much for fucking, but it is better for blowing. I was able to fit his whole member in my mouth, and my tongue must have felt gigantic to him. But he still couldn’t get off. Finally, I backed off. “Sorry, hon, but my mouth is getting tired.” 
 
    “Okay,” he sat, disconsolate, a man who had succeeded in satisfying his wife, but not himself. Poor boy. Stuck in a twisted conflict. I almost laughed. And then I had an idea. 
 
    “Go take a shower and cool off.” 
 
    He did. And I picked up my cell. 
 
    “Joannie? He’s hot and horny, can’t get off.” 
 
    “I thought so. Al fits into the category of getting hornier because he can’t cum. It will last a few weeks, at least until his breasts have really started growing.” 
 
    “So who should I call?” 
 
    All the girls had expressed an interest in fucking a man with a small dick that might not work. In fact, there was even a pool, the girl who made him actually squirt would win the pool. 
 
    “I think you’ve already made a call.” 
 
    I grinned. 
 
    “I’ll be there in five minutes, and I’ll make up a good excuse to be there and available. Why don’t you go shopping. I can text you when I’m done.” 
 
    “Deal,” and I hung up. 
 
    I listened to Al singing in the shower. He had a good voice, and the warm water was probably feeling pretty good in there. 
 
    And I thought about what was going to happen to him. Heh heh. 
 
      
 
    It was more like ten minutes, but Joannie showed up, and she was wearing nothing but a bathrobe, and another bathrobe around her hair. 
 
    I showed her into the living room where Al was sitting and thinking about the bulge in his pants. 
 
    “Hi, Al.” 
 
    “Hi, Joannie.” 
 
    “Joannie’s shower is broken, and right in the middle of sudsing. She’s going to use ours to clean up.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Joanie and I passed him and I showed Joanie to our bathroom. I air kissed her and whispered, “Have fun.” 
 
    “I will,” she responded. “Is the camera set up?” 
 
    “It’s running, and I covered the red light so he won’t know it. You won’t have to do a thing.” 
 
    She grinned, reached out and gave my boob a good squeeze, then entered the bathroom. 
 
    I went back into the living room. “I’ve got to go shopping.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Shopping. Big deal. A woman thing. But he was going to remember this shopping trip, even though he wasn’t on it, especially because he wasn’t on it, for the rest of his life. 
 
      
 
    Two days later the Lactation League had their meeting, and there never was such an eager bunch of bitches. They all knew that I had set up a camera, and that I had videos Joannie’s tryst with Al. 
 
    We arranged the chairs around the big screen TV and I slipped a disk into the player. A quick squiggle of lines, and then we had a clean view of my bedroom. We could hear voices, but there was nobody in the room. Then the volume of the voices grew louder. 
 
    “Look, I don’t…my wife…” 
 
    “Your wife has bragged about how big you are, and I want to find out for myself.” 
 
    Joannie entered the room, she was holding Al by the penis and pulling him along. She was naked, her big tits hung down and her we could see little drops of white on the tips. 
 
    “She said I was big?” 
 
    “She did, and I’ve got the proof in my hand.” 
 
    “Oh,” and Al grinned, and we all laughed. The penis in her hand didn’t look so big. 
 
    “Now get on that bed and let me have my way with you.” 
 
    “But Hannah might not like—“ 
 
    “You let me worry about Hannah.” 
 
    She pulled him around by the dock and pushed him on the bed. He sat down and looked up at her. 
 
    “And while I’m worrying, you can take care of this.” 
 
    She moved forward and maneuvered a big boob into his mouth. 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    The girls applauded and cheered. 
 
    Then Joannie moved forward, pushing him back with her tit, and he laid back and she crawled over him. 
 
    He sucked, his mouth working, and his eyes were looking up at her face. 
 
    She bent at the waist and managed to stroke his dick while he suckled. 
 
    “Mmm!” he groaned. 
 
    “Mmmm, yeah, baby. You really are big!” 
 
    Again, we all cheered. Joannie was really doing a job on him. 
 
    Then she pushed his head back, lowered herself, and began sucking his cock. She didn’t have to move her head back and forth, like she would with somebody of size, and that made it that much easier to hold his whole dick in her mouth. She made groaning sounds and reached up to touch his nipples. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” 
 
    I stopped the disk. “He’s never responded to nipple sex.” 
 
    Joannie explained, “The drugs are making his nipples more sensitive. Within a week they’ll start to pop.” 
 
    I turned the disk back on and we all watched in amazement as Joannie started raping his nipples. She moved up to them, sucked them, and he arched his back and cried out in pleasure. 
 
    “My, God!” I breathed. I couldn’t wait to explore this phenomena. 
 
    His nipples were as sensitive as mine, and we were just starting. 
 
    On the bed Joannie finally moved up and positioned herself over his penis, which, while it was small, was as hard as I had ever seen it.  
 
    Joannie signaled me to stop the video. 
 
    “He’s going to go through a month or two of hard dick soft dick, and it will be difficult to cum. And then he’ll shrink a little bit, but he won’t lose his ability to get hard and squirt, it’ll just be…tough. 
 
    “More fun for us,” giggled Donna. 
 
    One of the girls said, “I never thought a small dick could be so hot.” 
 
    Joannie: “Let’s be honest, girls, we’ve all wondered what dicks other than our hubbies and boyfriends would be like, and there isn’t a woman alive who hasn’t wondered what a big monster would be like. And, if you think about it, it’s almost as obsessive when you think about what a small dick would be like.” 
 
    “So what’s it like?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s good. It’s frustrating, and that makes you work harder, but then when you get over the top, the cum is actually harder. It’s because you had to work for it.” 
 
    We all thought about that, and I started up the disk again. 
 
    Joannie bounced on him, driving here weight down and trying to get more dick. Her frustration was obvious, and at one point she even looked directly at the camera and made a face of pleasure and frustration and ‘what the fuck.’ 
 
    We all laughed, and we watched Joannie’s tits flop. After a minute she grabbed a hold of them. It was obvious that flopping tits, should they flop hard enough, could be painful. 
 
    Under her, Al was writhing and groaning and doing his best to cum. In trying to please himself he was forgetting to please Joannie, and that provided a unique pleasure in itself. 
 
    One of the girls started chanting. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…fuck!” 
 
    We all took up the chant, actually chanting in time with the movements on the screen. 
 
    “Almost!” Joannie yelled. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…fuck!” 
 
    “I’m almost there!” 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…fu—“ 
 
    On the screen Joannie howled. She pulled her tits and pounded on her pussy. Her back was shuddering and jerking. Milk dripped wildly from her breasts and spattered everywhere. 
 
    “YES!” 
 
    “YEAH!” 
 
    “WOW!” 
 
    We all stood up and cheered like we were cheering the winning home run of the world series. 
 
    Joannie raised her hands in victory, then began bowing. 
 
    Afterwards, going through our weekly milking session, a dozen horny women laying around and pumping themselves and each other, and me even fingering myself, we discussed the affair more thoroughly. 
 
    “You can get your mouth all around his cock, and I think his cock might even be more sensitive than normal. He’s got the same amount of nerves as any other guy, but they are just crammed into a smaller space.” 
 
    “I like how you were able to get both his cock and both balls into your mouth. What did that feel like.” 
 
    “I couldn’t do much with my tongue, but I think he liked the idea. Leastwise he was making sounds like he did.” 
 
    “I’ll say.” 
 
    “Say, Hannah, I’ve got a question.” 
 
    I turned to Marsha. For a newby she was coming along fast. 
 
    “How did he…what did he say when he found out that you arranged the fuck?” 
 
    I laughed. “He didn’t find out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. Joannie left, and she told him not to say a thing to me, that she didn’t want to ruin our friendship.” 
 
    “And he bought that?” 
 
    “Al and I have an understanding. I understand his indiscretions, and he understands mine. Mind you, we don’t fuck around on each other, but if he’s at a convention in St. Louis and some girl comes on to him and he’s drunk…I understand. And vice versa. 
 
    “Now, he fucked Joannie, and she was pretty insistent, and now he’s caught. He fucked around on me, and with my friend, but he doesn’t want to ruin my relationship with Joannie over a fuck.” 
 
    The girls exchanged glances, there was still some figuring out going on. 
 
    “But…then he thinks he’s cheating.” 
 
    “And that is going to make it all the better. He’s like a kid who’s stealing cookies, and we know that stolen cookies are always the best, right?” 
 
    There were nods around the room. 
 
    “So Marsha, I want you to come over tomorrow at noon. I’ll tell him I left a dildo for you, but when you go to look for it it won’t be there. He’ll help you look for it, your clothes will somehow get lost, and voila, super fuck.” 
 
    “Tomorrow at noon,” she affirmed, biting her lip. 
 
    “Then, when you’re done, tell him not to say word to me, that you really don’t want to lose my friendship. 
 
    “Really? And he won’t suspect something when I use the same reason?” 
 
    “Listen, Al is horny. When Al is horny he doesn’t think straight. You could tell him your pussy needs a lube and oil and he’ll think that’s normal.” 
 
    We all giggled at that one. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, coming to a firm decision. “Tomorrow at noon.” 
 
    “And don’t worry, the camera is on a high shelf, the red light is taped up and I’ll leave it running.” 
 
    Marsha gave a sigh. “And I’ll get to fuck a real, live small dick.” 
 
    One of the girls asked, “Won’t it seem rather…absurd? Leaving a dildo for Marsha?” 
 
    I grinned. “I told you. right now Al is fucking stupid, and in the best possible way. The fact that it is a dildo will just increase the horny quotient. 
 
    The girls all nodded, and they smiled at each other, and I offered one more suggestion. 
 
    “And make sure you tell him his dick is big.” 
 
    The girls all broke out in laughter at that. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The fourth week. I noticed Al scratching his chest, and sometimes grimacing. 
 
    “What’s the matter, babe?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Must have pulled a muscle.” 
 
    Yeah, right. If nipples had muscles. 
 
    “Lemme see,” I went to him and examined his chest. At first he was a little squeamish, but as I ran my hands over his pecs, including some extra puffy nipples, he shivered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know…it felt good.” 
 
    “This does?” He was wearing a black tee and his nipples were pressing hard against the material, doubtless stimulating his overly sensitive chest peenys. I gripped the nip with my fingers and pulled. 
 
    “Ohh!” He groaned, and his knees actually buckled a little. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I going to have fun. 
 
    “I didn’t know you were this sensitive.” 
 
    “I didn’t, either.” He gritted his teeth as I rolled up the shirt and put my lips to his nipple. 
 
    Yep, it was, they were, definitely swollen. Real swollen. If his nipple was normally a dime, now it was a penny. Zowie. 
 
    “Oh…please!” 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “It feels like it’s electrifying my cock?” 
 
    “That big thing?” 
 
    He looked at me, a bland expression which held a little surprise. “I thought my dick was too small for you?” 
 
    “No, I think it’s been growing.” 
 
    “Really,” he bent his head forward, looking downward. His little penis bobbed, five inches long,. but probably in its last days at that length. “It looks the same to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, but baby, it feels humungous to me.” 
 
    Grinned, he swaggered into the bedroom. He threw me on the bed, acting a little mannish for a change, but then a big cock will do that to a man, give him a big ego. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    He knelt between my legs and gripped my boob in one hand, he milked me thoroughly as I jacked his cock. Every once in a while he would shift boobs, and he was doing a good job. It felt like he was pulling gallons out of my titties, and the feeling of warmth grew and grew until my hips started to buck. I groaned, and he glanced at me, realized I was going to cum, and he redoubled his sucking efforts. 
 
    Electricity shot through me, my pelvis exploded, and I began to shake and moan. 
 
    “Yeah!” he said through a mouthful of nipple and milk. 
 
    Yeah, indeed. I rocketed to the stars, exploded into the heavens, and slowly found my way back to earth. 
 
    Then it hit me. He had made me cum just by sucking on my tits. Didn’t even put his dicklet into me. Oh, my God! 
 
    He was starting to fiddle with his dick, getting ready to put it into me. I pushed him back with one hand. “No.” 
 
    “What? But I need to…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, but you gave me the greatest cum ever. In fact..” I paused. 
 
    “What?” His eyes were wide with horniness. 
 
    “I think I like getting off that way best.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Yes. That gave me such a great cum, we’re going to do it that way.” 
 
    “Well, great, now just let me slide in and I’ll get my…” 
 
    I shushed his lips with a finger. 
 
    “I think you work harder when you don’t cum.” 
 
    “But, honey! I need it! I’m so horny all the time! You’ve got to let me—“ 
 
    I placed my hand over his mouth. “Oh, come on. Show a little self control. You can do this for me.” 
 
    Well, he begged and pleaded, but I was adamant, and it was hard not to laugh at his desperation. He was so cute, begging on his knees for a little relief. 
 
    But here was my thought, he was horny, and he was really horny for me, and he would get hornier and hornier because men are always horny for what they can’t have. 
 
    Besides, the girls were wanting more, that little dick of his was making them work harder than ever, and giving them great cums, and they were almost begging me for a chance at Al. 
 
    And, a little aside, I wanted them to see his nipples. I wanted them to suck and admire and pull on them. The more ‘massaging’ he got the better it would be. Or so I reasoned. 
 
    So I walked out of the bedroom, totally satisfied, and he followed me around the house like a puppy dog, big, brown eyes begging. 
 
    “By the way,” I said, “I’m going to be out of town for a couple of. days.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes. There’s convention on FLRs, and I want to—“ 
 
    “What are FLRs?” he interrupted me. 
 
    “Female Led Relationships. That’s where the woman is more in charge and the man does what he’s told.” 
 
    “Don’t we already have that?” he groused. 
 
    “Yes, dear. We do,” I affirmed. “But sometimes you seem a little unhappy about it. This will enable me to get more educated, make me a better leader.” 
 
    He frowned, but there wasn’t much he could say. 
 
    “But…can’t you put it off? I mean, I’m really horny.” 
 
    “Or just use your hand or whatever.” I dismissed his concerns. 
 
    “Use my…” I knew he wasn’t thinking of his hand. He was thinking of all those women that had been paying him visits over the last week. 
 
    “Sure, you know,” I made a stroking motion with my hand. 
 
    “Oh.” But he had visions of my friends dancing in his head. But he wasn’t telling me. He was cheating, even if it was only in his mind. And it was making him feel guilty, even as he couldn’t control it. I almost laughed aloud then. 
 
      
 
    The next day I left on my trip, and went over to Joannie’s house. Joannie and I had been getting quite a lot of Al’s dick, the other girls wanted some, and we decided to just hang out and have a little pajama party. Eat some popcorn and watch the video feed and let the other girls have their turns. 
 
    Yep. Video feed. Joannie had hooked the camera direct to my laptop, which was in the closet and plugged in. The camera would send me real time movies of any of Al’s shenanigans. 
 
    So I hugged Joannie, we had a little breakfast, I had left the house early to give Al plenty of fuck time, and then we turned on the computer and called up the videos of my dear, sweet husband. We were just in time. 
 
    DING DONG! We heard the front door bell. A few minutes, and Donna backed into the room, tugging Al by the cock, laughing even as he tried to protest. She was wearing just a coat, and the coat was open and showing her charms to the max. She shucked the coat off without losing one stroke of Al’s cock. 
 
    “Hey! Wait! I can’t…” 
 
    Donna was having none of his guff, though. She lay back on the bed and pulled him right into her. 
 
    “I’ve been doing nothing but dreaming of your big dick…” 
 
    Joannie and I broke out in gales of laughter. 
 
    “Well, uh, thanks, but I’m married and this has to—“ 
 
    “Oh, yeah, there it is,” she pulled him into her pussy, then grabbed his body so he couldn’t escape. She humped him mercilessly, and Al couldn’t help it, he began to hump back, and he sucked on her nipples and had a good meal. 
 
    For long minutes they squirmed on the bed. Her moaning, and then she inadvertently rubbed a palm across one of his nipples. He gave a deep moan, and she remembered. Quickly she brought her mouth up and began to suck. “Oh,” she moaned at one point, “You even have big nipples.” 
 
    First Al preened. Which was good. We wanted him to want big nipples, and they were going to get bigger. Then he start to rut harder. He was proud, and he was hornier than a virgin in a whore house. He flipped her over and pounded in her. 
 
    She began to moan, loudly, and I wondered if the neighbors could hear her. Then she did something I didn’t expect. She pushed him off and said, “I brought something over for you.” 
 
    He barely heard her, he was thrusting his cock in the air and trying to maneuver his way back into her honeypot. 
 
    “Uh…yeah…” 
 
    She pushed all the way off, pushed him back on the bed, and ran out of the room. 
 
    Joannie and I looked at each other in puzzlement. 
 
    “What in the heck is that girl…?” 
 
    Donna ran back into the room, she held her purse and was taking something out of it. “Turn over,” she snapped. “Get on your hands and knees.” 
 
    He looked at the thing in her hand, and he recognized it at the same moment Donna and I realized what it was. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I muttered, my mind blown. 
 
    “She’s got to be kidding!” blurted Donna, laughing. 
 
    On the screen: “I’m not going to—“ 
 
    “You are if you don’t want me running out the front door screaming ‘rape!’” 
 
    She held a butt plug. It wasn’t unduly large, though I am sure, to Al’s mind, it must have looked like the Titanic. 
 
    “But that’s going to hurt!” 
 
    “It’s going to feel good. And it might even help you squirt.”               
 
    Well, that made sense to Al, hungry, horny Al, but he still protested. “But that’s going to ruin my asshole! I want be able to…to keep stuff in me!” 
 
    “What? Don’t be stupid! People use these things every day, and you don’t see snail trails all around town, do you?” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” 
 
    The argument went on, but Donna finally made it happen. “Okay, slick, here’s the deal. I’m going to the front door, I’m going out the front door, and I’m going to scream until the police come. Mr. Raper. Or you’re going to let me grease this little thing up and insert it. What’s it going to be?” 
 
    Al didn’t say anything. 
 
    Donna turned around and walked out the door. 
 
    Joannie and I were open mouthed, and I realized that it might be difficult to deal with a rape charge, and I was getting a little scared, when Al broke. 
 
    “Wait!” He jumped up from the bed and yelled. 
 
    A few seconds later Donna came back into the bedroom. Her smile was tight and controlled as she enjoyed her victory. 
 
    “Up on the bed, bozo, and don’t give me no shit. Literally.” 
 
    Joannie and I were on our feet now, laughing, disbelieving, and high fiving. This was really going to happen. 
 
    Al got on the bed. He bit his lip and looked worried. 
 
    Donna pulled a jar of lube out of her purse and began slathering goo all over the plug. She lectured him as she made sure the butt plug was ready. “The trick is to relax. If you fight it, it’s going to hurt. And it may feel like an ouchie the first time, but once you are accoutered…” accoutered? Joannie and I were near hysterical now, our jaws had officially dropped and we kept patting each on the back to reassure ourselves that this was really happening. “…it’s going to feel like heaven. You’ve got lots of nerves back there and…” she began applying lube to Al’s ass. A lot of lube. “…they are going to all fire up and scream ‘Happy New Year.’” 
 
    “HAPPY NEW YEAR!” Joanie and I screamed together. 
 
    Joanie put one arm around Al’s ass, put the anal toy to his anal, and Joannie and I sat down on the couch and actually held each other. Nobody, on the screen or in Joannie’s living room, said a word. There was plenty of deep breathing and gulp and gasping from Al. 
 
    Donna wormed the plug around, pushing it lightly and letting it come out. Al kept jerking and groaning. She pushed it in further and further. Al kept trying to lurch away, an instinctive reaction, but Donna kept hold of him, kept pushing and pushing, and suddenly, pop, it went in. 
 
    Donna stood up and went into the bathroom to wipe her hands off. 
 
    Al was frozen in position, then he started turning, on all fours, small movements because he was terrified. He swung around and faced the bathroom, and the camera, and the look on his face was absolute amazing. His eyes were big and round. His mouth was big and round. He was in shock. 
 
    “How’s it feel?” Donna called from the bathroom. 
 
    “It’s, uh…I don’t…” he was flabbergasted. Gobsmacked. Dazed and confused. 
 
    Donna came back into the room, she was laughing. “Cat got your butt?” 
 
    “I…I don’t…you…” 
 
    She sat on the bed, reached behind him and wiggled the plug. 
 
    “Oh! Hey! Wait!” Al jerked and twitched and his hands slipped off the edge of the bed. He flattened out, and his butt was in perfect position. 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” Donna held him down with one hand in the middle of his back, with the other hand she maneuvered the plug. We watched as she wiggled it, corkscrewed it, tapped it gently. 
 
    Al jerked and twitched, his hips tried to escape, but only aided in the pleasure. 
 
    “Go on, struggle, big dick. Show me what you got. 
 
    Now Al was breathing hard, and he was actually drooling. His mouth was slack and a string of spit was elongating from his chin. 
 
    Donna took her hand off his back and climbed on to the bed. She squatted behind him and worked the butt plug with both hands. She used her weight to push harder, she pulled until Al’s head jerked up. She pushed it to one side, then the other. She even turned it in his asshole. 
 
    Al began to fuck back. Just like he had a pussy, but the pussy was his ass. He wiggled and moaned, and I could see big tears coming from his eyes. He was so pleasured he was crying! And he thrust back and his hands made fists and clenched and, suddenly, his back arched and his mouth grew big and his eyes opened in shock. 
 
    “I’m…I’m…OH MY GOD! 
 
    The way his hips jerked, we could tell he was coming. 
 
    Donna dug into his butt like she was a gardener with a spade. 
 
    Joannie and I leaned forward, our mouths open. 
 
    My husband had just been buttfucked and had had an orgasm! 
 
    On the screen Donna sat back and breathed. I realized how hard she had been working. She sat for a long minute. Al certainly wasn’t moving. He was completely collapsed, half off the bed. He hadn’t been cuming much, and now this…he was stunned beyond belief. 
 
    Donna finally rolled off the bed and got dressed, which meant putting on her coat and buttoning it up. She said, “You can leave that plug in for a few hours. Feels sort of good, doesn’t it.” 
 
    Al grunted and nodded. 
 
    “And, who knows,” she faced the hidden camera and winked. “Maybe somebody will come along and rescue you, eh?” 
 
    I turned to Joanie to tell her to get going, but she was already halfway to the door. 
 
      
 
    We showed the video at the next meeting. We had made more videos, but Donna’s was the big hit. The ladies all congratulated her, and she was preening with pride, and all the ladies had questions. 
 
    “How long have you…” 
 
    “How did you know he would…” 
 
    “What gave you the idea…” 
 
    And she said, “If you think that is good, let me cut in line tomorrow and I’ll really show you something.” 
 
    “Two days in a row?” somebody asked 
 
    “Hey! I don’t know if you noticed, but I was so busy giving Al his education that I didn’t get off myself!” 
 
    Long story short, we not only agreed to let her cut in line, every woman in the League of Lactators was in Joannie’s living room, perched on the edge of their seats, waiting to see what would happen. 
 
      
 
    DING DONG! We heard the doorbell. We heard the greeting, and then Joanie led Al into the bedroom by the dick. Same coat, which she kept buttoned up. 
 
    Interestingly, Al didn’t protest about being married. But that just made me smile. It didn’t make him less guilty, and, besides, the videos we were getting, if I ever decided to go the blackmail route I certainly had the material. 
 
    “Al, I have a little extra something for you?” 
 
    Al was walking almost normal, just a little gingerly, and he said, “Isn’t this butt plug thing enough?” 
 
    “Oh, no, sweet cheeks. That was just the start.” 
 
    His eyebrows slanted inward. 
 
    “Now take that plug out and get ready.” she unbuttoned her coat and spread the flaps, and every girl in the viewing room dropped her mouth. 
 
    Donna had a dick! 
 
    Everybody was blinking, trying to figure it out, I had images of her having a pussy the day before, and then we started to figure it out. 
 
    “It’s a strap on!” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “It is!” 
 
    Al looked down at the thing. It was black, about the same size as the butt plug, but not flared. His jaw dropped. “I can’t…you can’t…” 
 
    “I can and will. Now, are you going to waste my time by making me run into the street, without the strap on, and scream rape? Or are you gonna get on the bed on all fours and take it like a man.” 
 
    “Like a man? Don’t you mean like a woman?” 
 
    “Have it your way,” she snorted. “But you’re going to take it either way. So get up there and get ready.” 
 
    Al was broken in by the butt plug scene of the day previous. He hung his head, but not all the way, and I could read his body…he was excited. 
 
    And his little pecker showed it. 
 
    He climbed up on the bed. 
 
    “Over here,” Donna commanded. She was positioning him for the best camera angle. 
 
    Al moved to the end of the bed and we girls had a fantastic view. We could see his ass, and the dildo on Donna’s waist, and everything was ready to go. 
 
    And, the girls of the League were all on their feet, holding their breaths, and making small remarks. 
 
    “I can’t believe it!” 
 
    “He’s going to do it!” 
 
    “I want to fuck him next!” 
 
    Donna smiled at the camera, actually gave a wink and a thumbs up, and set herself behind him. She applied LOTS of lube, pressed her plastic peter to his brown button, and began to feed mu hubby a good does of cock. 
 
    Al arched, and moaned, and suddenly flattened out. I didn’t know if it was pain, or pleasure, or what, but it didn’t faze Donna. She just reached up, grabbed his hair, and kept pressing. 
 
    The dick slid into his asshole smoothly, and Al began making sounds. Guttural sounds. sounds like he was a caveman. 
 
    Donna was grinning as she began to saw in and out.  
 
    Al jerked and twitched, at one point he was grasping the sheets in front of him with white knuckles, but, in the end (pretty good pun, eh?) he enjoyed it. He began pushing back, wiggling his butt, and fucking the dildo with all his might. And he groaned and moaned and his eyes were far away. 
 
    “Hold it,” stated Donna. She unfastened the dildo from his ass and left it in him. 
 
    Al laid on the bed and gasped for breath. 
 
    She held the pecker in place with one hand. “Turn over.” 
 
    Al had to struggle, his muscles seemed to be working funny, but he managed to flip on his back. 
 
    Donna used her hand to push the dildo in and out, and the other hand played with his nipples. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she muttered at one point. “I love a man with manly nipples, all big and great for sucking. 
 
    Al was jerking and fucking and too busy to answer, but I think I heard a grunt which sounded like ‘yes.’ 
 
    Then Donna pushed his legs and hips down so he couldn’t dislodge the penis, and she climbed on top of him. 
 
    Al felt her weight, and it shoved him down harder, impaled him deeper. She grabbed his nipples and began to fuck him. 
 
    Al was half screaming now, but all in pleasure. His nipples were getting stimulated, his ass was getting fucked, his dick was being ravaged, and Donna, like a wild woman, rocked back and forth, bounced, and screamed, at one point, we couldn’t believe it, “YEE HAW!” 
 
    Then, finally, she had her orgasm, and, again, all the ladies in the League were on their feet, cheering and clapping and high fiving and saying things like… 
 
    “Way to go!” 
 
    “Fuck, yes! 
 
    “I want to do that!” 
 
    We all stood around, none of us willing to sit, and chatted as we watched the feed. 
 
    Al just lay on the bed, not moving, staring at the ceiling. 
 
    Donna got dressed, again just buttoning up the coat, and then left. Five minutes later she entered Joannie’s house to the sound of cheers and hoots and ribald comments. She bowed, and we all chatted and asked her things, and then Joannie said, “He’s crying.” 
 
    We turned to the screen. Al was sitting up, he hadn’t taken the dildo out, and was sobbing. 
 
    Uh oh. This might be bad. 
 
    Joannie: “You want to check on him?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m still at a convention. Girls?” 
 
    All hands went up, but it was a girl named Lisa’s turn.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said as she left the house. 
 
      
 
    We watched the screen. Heard a DING DONG. But Al didn’t move. He was still crying. 
 
    Then Lisa entered the bedroom. “Al? What’s wrong, honey?” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing…” he blubbered. 
 
    She sat down next to him and put an arm around him. “It’s okay, honey. You can tell me.” 
 
    Al said what I didn’t expect: “I’m just so…so…so happy.” 
 
    Lisa smiled, kissed his forehead, and winked at the camera. She held a thumbs up so Al couldn’t see it. Tears of happiness. I was so glad I hadn’t panicked. 
 
    “Did you know…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I have a…I have a…” 
 
    “You have a what?” 
 
    “I have a dildo up my ass.” 
 
    “You do?” Fake surprise. 
 
    Al turned to Lisa then, gulping and sobbing, and he begged, “Could you please fuck me?” 
 
    Well, it is an understatement to say that all previous celebrations in Joannie’s living room were nothing compared to this moment. We cheered so loud that we saw neighbors looking out their door at the house, which just made us laugh. 
 
      
 
    Week five, and Al had small bulbs. The size of radishes. And his nipples were bigger. If they were dimes, and had become pennies, now they were nickels. And they were getting more and more sensitive. Al had taken to not wearing shirts around the house, which was adorable as I could see his growing buds whenever I wanted to. The material was just too rough on his little nippies. 
 
    And when he left the house he would put bandaids on them to protect them. 
 
    Of course, whenever we fucked, they were open season for me. There was nothing like seeing the pleasure explode in his eyes when I sucked on those pippies. Well, they weren’t big enough to be puppies, and certainly not full grown dogs, but pippies. Yes. I liked that, and that was what they were. 
 
    I would wake up in the morning, fuck him good, express sorrow when he didn’t cum (heh heh!) and then go shopping, or visiting, or whatever, and one of the girls would cum by. 
 
    Donna was ahead on the pool. She had made him cum twice. A couple of the girls had made him cum once, but except for those four cums, he was living a dry life. And getting hornier and hornier. He walked around the house naked sometimes, stroking his cock, looking at me with begging eyes. 
 
    I just chuckled and commiserated and went on about my business. Let him be horny, let the girls have their fun, and I looked at the calendar. I gave him two more weeks before he hit the final phase. 
 
    And I would catch him every once in a while, fondling his chest, looking confused, and pleased, and, of course, horny. 
 
    He was realizing that something was happening to him, but he wasn’t objecting. And who would? He was getting fucked by beautiful, lactating woman all day long. Literally. And if his chest was doing something, it was small price to pay. 
 
    And here was the interesting thing, he was getting fucked, and wearing the butt plug, but he hid it all from me. 
 
    I was okay with that, but it was showing me depths of the man I loved that I hadn’t known existed. 
 
    Was he worried that I would be upset? Was he worried that I wouldn’t accept his new fetish for getting his butt screwed? Was there something else going on? 
 
    I didn’t know, but the game was on and I was loving it. 
 
      
 
    Week six, and his boobs were growing, and I could tell it was starting to get to him. 
 
    Once I caught him staring at himself in the mirror, a most thoughtful expression on his face. He turned sideways and cupped his little boob. Oh, it was cute. Just like a 13 year old girl, budding, changing, and caught up in emotions and hormones and everything. 
 
    And he did get a little emotional. That crying jag he went through was the worst, but it seemed he was always turning away and wiping his eyes, getting moody, that sort of thing. 
 
    And, one of the girls noticed that his dick had shortened up a little. Not much, none of us expected it to suddenly shrivel and drop off, but it was shorter. A quarter inch. But it stayed hard, and he stayed horny, and that was fine with us. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He was pulling on a shirt and had forgotten to put on band ages. He had rubbed a nip and it had hurt. 
 
    “It’s just…nothing.” 
 
    “Come on, honey. Tell mama what’s going on.” 
 
    “I just…my chest…I must have pulled a muscle.” 
 
    I kept my smile on the inside and looked at him. I put a look of surprise on my face. “Al? You’ve got boobs!” 
 
    “What? Me! No!?” he tried to turn away, to avoid it. 
 
    I knew the girls were watching on the TV, or at least it was getting recorded. This was going to be the best documentary on transitioning in the world. 
 
    “Come here,” I turned him around and felt his chest. He squirmed, and it wasn’t from pain. 
 
    I lifted his shirt and cupped a boob. “This isn’t a tit?” 
 
    “Well, I just haven’t been working out. It’s just flab.” 
 
    “Ha! If that’s flab then I never worked out! Honey, face it. You’ve got tits. What have you been doing?” 
 
    “Me? Doing? I haven’t been doing anything!” 
 
    Dangerous ground here. I wanted to miss his big secret, that he was fucking all my friends and fucking himself and using a butt plug and getting dildo-ized, and yet not miss his growing tits. 
 
    “Come on. You don’t just grow tits out of nowhere, especially if you’re a man.” 
 
    “It’s called Gynecomastia. It just happens to men. They get some fat on their chest, looks like boobs.” 
 
    I looked doubtful. I had uncovered him, but I didn’t want to push him. Yet. 
 
    “Well, okay. But…” 
 
    “Look it up on the internet.” 
 
    Excellent, he had been looking it up, and he had somehow figured out a way to justify his boobs. It gave me the perfect opening. 
 
    “Well, okay. But I don’t want you to turn gay, start taking it up the butt or something.” 
 
    Bingo. The look on his face was priceless. Totally busted, and shamed into keeping his secret. 
 
    “I would never do that!” But he almost choked and his face turned red. 
 
    “Oh, I know. You’re a manly man. Especially with that big dick. It’s just that…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If they get much bigger…you’re going to have to cover them up or something.” 
 
    Right. No way I was going to let him cover these puppies up. Yes, no longer pippies, now puppies. Pretty soon to be howling dogs. 
 
    “Cover them up?” He had trouble wearing a shirt. 
 
    “Sure. Wear a bra or something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He was shocked, but under the shock I could see the thrill in his eyes. 
 
    “I’m not going to wear. bra!” but it was weak. He must already have been thinking about it. 
 
    “Well, if you want big, old sacks hanging on your chest. Your choice,” and I left it at that. 
 
     
 
    I went to my meeting that week, and that was the beginning of the end for poor, old Al.  
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” said Marsha. 
 
    We were sitting in front of the screen. We had just watched one of the girls do her magic and, while she had had a fantastic orgasm, Al was having harder and harder times. 
 
    “What’s that?” Joannie asked. 
 
    She told us, mouths dropped, and then I began wondering. Why hadn’t I thought of this? It was the logical next step. Why hadn’t any of the girls thought of this? 
 
      
 
    We were sitting in Joannie’s living room. Eating donuts, drinking coffee, and watching the screen. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    A minute later Marsha entered the room. She winked at the camera and put Al on the bed. Out of her pocket she pulled a little bundle. She tossed it at Al. 
 
    “What’s this?” He unfolded…a nightie. Pink. Frilly, see through. 
 
    “Put it on,” Marsha growled, letting her horniness show. 
 
    “But, what for?” 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you, and I’m going to pretend you’re a girl.” 
 
    Al stared at the garment for a good ten seconds, then, surprising me, he stood up and put it on.  
 
    He stood there and stared down at himself. It was short, and his little dick rubbed against the hem, and was extra hard for the stimulation. The cute thing, though, was his boobs. They were little girl tits, but obviously tits, and they poked the front of the nighty out. 
 
    “I don’t know—“ 
 
    “Oh, shut up, lay down, I’ve got to have you!” 
 
    Al actually smiled. He liked this. Good thing he didn’t know it was only phase one. “Do you want me on all fours or on my back?” 
 
    “All fours, to start.” 
 
    Obediently, Al got on to the bed. 
 
    Marsha greased him up, moved up to his pucker, and pushed her cock into him. Al was getting easy. His hole was stretched properly, and he liked it, and fucking him was easy. 
 
    He groaned and arched his back and pushed back. 
 
    Marsha slapped his ass. “Yeah, bitch!” 
 
    She fucked him. In and out. A bit rough, but it was good for Al. 
 
    Finally, she told him to turn over. She was looking at his eyes. She was feeling his tits. She was plowing into him. She suddenly drew back and frowned. 
 
    “What?” He sounded a little desperate. My man was learning to love and crave cock. 
 
    “It’s not right.” 
 
    “What isn’t?” Real panic. He didn’t want to give up his new sex style. 
 
    “You. You don’t look like a girl.” 
 
    “But…I’ll turn back over. I’ve got tits! You’ve got to fuck me!” 
 
    Marsha shook her head. “No. I want a woman. I’ve always had the urge to try out a woman, and you just don’t look enough like a woman. If this was a real dick on me it wouldn’t be hard.” 
 
    “But…but…what can I do?” He pled. 
 
    Marsha thought, and she was doing a marvelous job of acting. Finally, she said, “Well, there’s one thing we could try. I don’t know if I should ask you…” yeah, better to have him ask for it. 
 
    “What? Anything! I just need to feel your cock in me again!” 
 
    “Well…okay. Get up.” 
 
    Al stood up. He was actually trembling with desire. I wished I’d discovered his anal fetish before. But then it probably would have balanced out my fetish for having big milk bags on my chest, and then we might never have reached this stage. 
 
    “Sit there.” She pointed at my make up table. 
 
    Al sat, and Marsha began to work on him. We had adjusted the camera so we could watch, and the sight was absolutely fascinating. 
 
    Al had a masculine face, but I think the drugs we were giving him were softening him, redistributing fat. Not a lot, but he didn’t need a lot. 
 
    Marsha cleaned his face, she primed it, corrected his color, which was interesting as males have slightly different colors than females. But Marsha was good, and his face began to look more feminine. Concealer, foundation, even a little blush. Now he was definitely looked feminine, and she was just getting started. The crux to make up is the eyes. The eyes make one crackle and pop, or they don’t. Examine a man’s eyes next to a made up woman’s eyes and you will see it. 
 
    So she spent a long time getting his eye shadow just right, curled his eyelashes, and, finally, the pièce de résistance, lips. 
 
    She plumped them, which startled me, because I had always thought Al had thin lips, but a little plumper, some bright red, some gloss, and zingo bingo, my heart dropped. 
 
    He…she…was gorgeous. Al’s face was a perfect picture of femininity. Except for the hair. But I had prepared for that. I had left a wig on the table. 
 
    Marsha pulled the wig over Al’s own hair, clipped it in place, and stood back. 
 
    Every woman in the viewing room was stunned. We were speechless. We stared with open mouths. 
 
    On the screen Marsha moved him in front of the mirror, which was perfect for the camera. We stared at his flawless make up, the curve of his jaw, the shadows and highlight. 
 
    “I think I’m in love,” breathed Joannie. 
 
    “Fuck love,” said one of the girls. “I’m in lust. I want to go over there right now and do him double. I want to fuck him till he’s stupid. Fuck. Until I’m stupid. Fuck!” 
 
    Two of the girls were actually rubbing their nipples, not caring that milk was squirting. One of the girls placed her hand on her crotch and squeezed her pud. 
 
    As for me, that was interesting. I love Al. But I know him, and I’m used to him. He always gave me more than enough sex, so it was no big deal. Fun and games, but the deep lust of a new relationship wasn’t there. Now it was. 
 
    Now I felt wet. Now I felt my core turn white hot and my legs felt weak. I was actually gasping.  
 
    I wanted to fuck that…woman. I wanted bad. This wasn’t just Al…it was…AL! 
 
    A new Al. A soft and feminine Al. An Al built for long nights. I could imagine him between my legs, eating me to a frothy squirt. I saw myself standing behind him, cupping his big tits as I drove my plastic cock into him. I could— 
 
    “Easy,” Joannie nudged me. I looked down and realized I was cupping one breast with one hand and playing with myself with the other. 
 
    “Oh, let her go. She was just getting started,” one of the girls laughed, and I blushed. 
 
    On the screen Marsha had taken Al back to bed. She was slow and gentle in her movements, as if manipulating a woman. She arranged him on his back, made sure he was lubed up, and then she started fucking him. 
 
    We could feel her excitement. We watched as she felt his tits and kissed him, and we were all envious as Al groaned and moaned underneath her. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    “You’ve created a monster,” Joannie murmured next to me. 
 
    On of the other girls picked up on it and said, “We’ve created a monster, and baby, do I want a piece of that monster.” 
 
    From there it took off. The girls clamored for a chance to be with him, missing work, abandoning their husbands and boyfriends, concentrating their all on Al. They made him up, dressed him up, and fucked him, and were fucked by him, and I was having the time of my life. He was looking softer and softer, and I even saw traces of make up on him every once in a while. I didn’t say anything, however, just sort of ignored him, contained my own overwhelming desires for a girly fuck with Al, and watched the play unfold. 
 
     
 
    Seven weeks. 
 
    “That did it. Put this on.” I threw a bra at him. 
 
    Him. Sometimes it was hard to think of him as him, watching him be a girl all the time. 
 
    He looked at the bra. There was still a touch of resistance in him. He said, “I don’t think I want to.” 
 
    So I went to him, put it on him, and pushed his hands away, and zingo bingo, he was stacked. It was a shelf bra, and his nipples peeked over the edge so cute. And they were big nipples. First dimes, then pennies, then nickels, and now they were beyond coin sizes. They were  more than two inches across, and the nipples were thick and stuck up a half inch. 
 
    Man, if his nips were that big, then how big were his boobs going to be? 
 
    Speaking of his boobs, they were already getting hefty. I had given him a C cup bra, and he filled it up. 
 
    So, stacked. And it made my clitty hard and my hole drippy. Still, I had promised the girls that I wouldn’t fuck him for a while, that they could use him, and I didn’t want to get in their way, no matter how much I wanted to take him. 
 
    Well, anticipation is worse than death itself, they say, and so it must be true that anticipation made sex ten times better. At any rate, I couldn’t wait to finally take that boy…girl…to bed and have my way. Believe me, I was dreaming, daily, of spreading his legs and fucking him till he was not just stupid, but a moron for the rest of his life. 
 
      
 
    Eight weeks. Al had actually made it to D cups. He strutted around the house in a bra, and yet he still had his secrets. He didn’t say anything about dildos and butt plugs, or getting made up and fucked like a girl. 
 
    Fine with me, but it was time to bring it all to a close. Besides, I noticed that he was starting to sweat…through his nipples. He hadn’t noticed yet, but I saw wet spot, just small ones, and realized we had made it. He was starting to lactate. 
 
    So the girls of the League of Lactators discussed it, and we finally came up with a fitting plan to end the shenanigans. And, boy, was it a doozy. 
 
      
 
    One morning, fucking Al to my cum, not his, I left the house. I told Al I was going to visit a friend in the next town over. Don’t expect me back before dark.  
 
    He smiled, kissed me good bye, and I knew he was thinking about getting dressed up and getting a fuck or two. I drove off with a wave. 
 
    At Joannie’s house we made our final plans, and then Marsha went over and prepared Al. She made his face up, put nylons and a really sexy bra on him. She made him wear a corset, which she pulled tight and, he didn’t know it, put a little lock on the top loop. Then she put him in heels. Very stylish, and she giggled, no way to hide this, when she put the little locks on the tops of those. Now he was truly trapped and ready for our fun and games. Marsha started to fuck him, and half way through, him huffing and turning red and trying to make his little dick, it had actually gone down to four inches, to squirt. 
 
    Marsha took a break, left Al gasping on the bed, and answered her phone, “Hello?” She listened, then she gasped, then she hung up the phone and yelled, as she ran out of the room. “I’ve got to go!” 
 
    Now Al was stuck. He was totally and completely en femme. He was wearing sexy clothes, was made up, had huge boobs (and a cock to small to notice), a beautiful, long wig, and…and no way to get it all off. 
 
    It was my turn, and I was licking my chops. 
 
    I drove up to the house , nudged my car up against the garage door, wanted to shut down all possible exits, and slammed the door. Loud. 
 
    Oh, I could actually feel his panic. He had these big secrets, and he hadn’t told me, and now…can you spelled busted with a capital BUSTED! 
 
    I walked up to the front door, and my cell rang. I stopped and answered it, in a loud voice. 
 
    Joannie whispered, “He’s in the garage. He was looking for pliers or scissors in the kitchen, then he ran into the garage when he heard you coming.” 
 
    “No. Nothing. Come on over. My friend canceled our meeting, so I have no plans for the day we’ll hang around and sip wine. Sure, bring the girls.” 
 
    Heh heh. 
 
    I hung up the phone and entered the house. I wandered through it, “Al? Honey? Are you here?” 
 
    No answer. But I knew there wouldn’t be. He was in the garage, sweating bullets and trying to figure his way out of this mess. 
 
    Suddenly a car of girls pulled up to the curb and half the League got out and came up to the house. They were laughing and giggling and trying to act normal. Then another car drove up, and the other half of the League came up the steps. 
 
    We gathered in the house, laughing and joking and trying to act like it was just a normal meeting. 
 
    “Where’s Al, Joannie yelled to me from the dining room. I was in the kitchen and I yelled back, “Don’t know. Must have gone on an errand.” 
 
    “His car is still here!” 
 
    Joannie entered the kitchen, and speaking in half loud voices, knowing that Al was just on the other side of the door, terrified, listening to us, we continued our conversation. 
 
    “Don’t you ever worry that he’s got a girlfriend? that he would leave you?” 
 
    “Al? Are you serious? He’s is the kindest, most considerate man in the world. He would never lie to me. And cheating? Not a chance.” 
 
    Oh, poor Al. Being complimented even as he huddled in fear and thought over his sins. Me bad. Heh heh. 
 
    So we had coffee, talked the talk, and grinned the whole while. 
 
    Finally, Marsha asked, “Say, didn’t you say you had a set of golf clubs I might borrow?” 
 
    “Sure. They’re in the garage. Come on.” 
 
    Giggling, we crossed the kitchen and I opened the door. 
 
    On the far side of the garage the back door clicked shut. 
 
    We giggled some more, then I picked up the clubs and headed for the back door. I opened it and said, “Come on, Marsha, let’s work on your swing in the backyard.” 
 
    I waited a second, then stepped out. We walked up the side yard and into the back yard. We went out to the lawn and talked about golf for a second, then one of the girls said, in a whisper that was loud enough to be heard by Al, “Hannah…I thought I saw a prowler.” 
 
    At this point we all took assigned places. Marsha went to the hall closet, Joannie went to the kitchen, and other girls went to places inside the house. 
 
    I and the remaining girls discussed the ‘prowler.’ 
 
    “I saw somebody run past the sliding doors.” 
 
    “I didn’t see anything.” 
 
    “Yes, somebody crossed the patio. They were running.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s go see.” 
 
    We tromped, making enough noise to scare a burglar, and into the far side yard. 
 
    Now, I knew Al would run, and he only had two choices. He could turn left and try to run through other yards, in plain daylight. Or, he could run along the front of the house, hope nobody saw him, and go in the front door. We all agreed, and we were right, that he would go for the front door. 
 
    The side yard being empty we ran back to the patio, and we were just in time to see Al come through the front door. 
 
    Oh, he looked beautiful. He was tall and slender with big, huge tits. He had long hair that trailed over his sexy lingerie. He looked like a woman who wanted to fuck. 
 
    He closed the front door and tip toed, which was easy because he was in heels, across the room. 
 
    Suddenly, A girl came out of the hallway and screamed. 
 
    Al spun, gasped, was terrified. 
 
    He turned to run, and Joannie came out of the kitchen. “AL!” 
 
    Al spun, and started for the garage, Marsha stepped out of a closet and pointed at him and screamed. 
 
    Al turned yet again and and Maxine came through the back of the kitchen. 
 
    And women poured in from the back. 
 
    Al stood and actually began yelling. His eyes were wide, his mouth was wide open, his hands were up to the sides of his face. He was so cute, even his nails were done. 
 
    For maybe ten seconds, it was chaos. Women touching Al, blocking his path, and Al yelling and crying and going in every direction but out. 
 
    But, finally, the tension too much, we began to laugh. 
 
    By now Al was actually on his knees, crying, sobbing, his mascara running down his cheeks in rivers. 
 
    We laughed. We roared. We held our bellies. 
 
    Slowly, Al stopped crying. He started looking around, still panicked, but reason slowly encroaching on his poor, addled senses. 
 
    I went through the girls and leaned down and grabbed his arm. I lifted him to his feet. He couldn’t miss my laughter. 
 
    He finally managed, “You…you…this was…” 
 
    “Yes, babe. The ultimate gotcha.” 
 
    Somebody handed him a drink. He needed one. Flutes of champagne were making their appearance or us girls. 
 
    “Then the…I was…they were fucking me!”  
 
    “With my blessing. For the joke.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” He took a big slug of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “That’s right, my girly, little man, and now all your secrets are out.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he repeated, and took a bigger slug of alcohol. 
 
    Finally, we all began sitting. Al had the place of honor, a bar stool facing a semi circle of the League of Lactators. He was working on his third drink, and was finally starting to relax. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that. I mean, I was cheating, getting buttfucked, even dressing like a girl.” 
 
    “And you’re a beautiful woman,” somebody murmured. Everybody agreed. 
 
    “But what happens now?” 
 
    “Things go on like they have been, but I finally get to fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh…” and he was thinking. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “All these girls, you ladies, you kept telling me my dick was big.” 
 
    We all smiled ruefully. 
 
    I said, “Al, when it comes to cocks, you got the short straw. You are not only tiny, but you are tinier.” 
 
    He hung his head. “I know.” He looked up, “It was fun hearing the lies, but…I know I’m not big.” 
 
    “And now you’re even less big.” 
 
    He looked down. “I am, aren’t I. And…” he stopped, looked up at me. He was coming out of shock. “Why am I shrinking? And, for that matter, what’s the real reason I’m getting tits? I mean, this isn’t gynecomastia, is it.” 
 
    “No, babe. I’ve been giving you some hormones.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Joanie blurted in, “Would you like your five inch cock back? Or would you settle for four inches, and all us women pawing you over, fucking you, getting fucked by you?” 
 
    And Marsha chimed in: “Do you want to give up wearing women’s clothes?” 
 
    Al looked around the circle of ladies, and he got real honest. “I guess, I guess…yeah. It’s okay.” 
 
    There were a few cheers, and lots of satisfied smiles. 
 
    Joanie asked him then: “Al, how does it feel to be a member of the League of Lactators?” 
 
    “Well, I guess…yeah. It feels good. But I’m not really a lactator. I mean, I’ve got tits, but I don’t put out any milk, so—“ 
 
    “Al?” 
 
    He looked at me.  
 
    “Have you looked at your boobs lately? Like right about now?” 
 
    “What, no…I…” 
 
    I pointed down at his nips, and a couple of the girls chuckled. 
 
    He looked down and saw points of wetness in his blouse. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Show us, honey, and give those hound dogs a squeeze.” 
 
    He took off his blouse, his tits were big, and the nips showed over the shelf. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    He looked at me, then down, and he put his hands on one of his boobs and squeezed. Almost immediately a white drop formed, and two squeezes later he was actually squirting milk. 
 
    I went to him. “You once asked me to let my boobs dry up. How do you feel now?” 
 
    He stared at me, shocked, amazed, and he shook his head. “No way.” 
 
    And the ladies of the League of Lactators all gave a cheer. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, babe, you’ve got a choice. 
 
    She held out her hands. In the palms of those sexy, red tipped digits were two pills. One was red and one was blue. 
 
    We were sitting at the kitchen table at her home. She was facing me, and she was never more beautiful. Her long, dark hair spread over her bare shoulders. Her eyes smokey and mysterious. Her lips red, plump, and she licked them, her pink tongue sliding over them, moistening them, making them glisten. 
 
    And, I might add, we were naked. She had invited me over, gotten me naked, and told me she had a deal for me. 
 
    She sat there, facing me, and I could smell her arousal, and the glimpse I had had of her vagina indicated that it was wet. 
 
    I, of course, was totally erect. 
 
    God, I was in love. 
 
    Heather was the perfect woman for me. She was five and a half feet tall, massive mammaries, tiny waist, smarter than Einstein, and she had me. She knew she had me. From the very first day I set eyes on her, she had me. 
 
    “What’s in them?” I asked.  
 
    “You’ve seen the matrix. You take the red pill things change, life goes crazy, you find out the truth and fight the evil forces of mental manipulation and sexual abuse.” 
 
    Sexual abuse? Uh oh. That was the one thing about Heather, she liked to tease. A lot. I had gone home so many times with my pants bulging and my throat gulping and so turned on I couldn’t stand it. My heart pounding, my penis throbbing, so full of lust that my eyeballs were steamed. 
 
    “You take the blue pill and you wake up in bed. Alone and horny, and we’re done.” 
 
    “D-done?” My heart dropped. Yes, she kept me horny, but on those few times when she did let me get off, usually by her hand, once by her mouth, and once, just rubbing the tip of my dick against her pussy….well, actually it was her rubbing her pussy lips against my dick. I was tied down at the time. 
 
    “Done, sweetheart. You either take the next step, the red pill, find out what evil lurks behind the curtain, or, see ya later alligator.” 
 
    “See you…” my heart had dropped all the way into my sandals. I felt like the world was not just ending, but exploding into a cinder. 
 
    “But, we’ve had so many good times!”  
 
    Well, she had. Being demanding and pushing me around. Making me wait on her hand and foot. And I was teased, and stroked, and tied down for her pleasure, whatever that pleasure brought.  
 
    Which meant that I wasn’t just having pleasure, I was in heaven. 
 
    “And we can have more, once you choose.” She smiled. “Or we can call it quits.” 
 
    “But what’s really in the pills?” 
 
    “Your future. One way or the other. Your choice. And you better make it, because I’m not going to sit here, offering you your future, while you dither and dally.” 
 
    “Can I have a drink while I think about it.” 
 
    She shook her head, which, because we were leaning towards each other in kitchen chairs, was only a foot apart from mine. Her hands were in front of me, offering…what? 
 
    “You must make this choice with a clear mind. Your own mind.” then she laughed. “For the last time.” 
 
    The last time? what the heck was she plotting? What was in the pills? What would happen to me. 
 
    “Wait,” I said, and I actually took my attention off her. My eyes glazed, and I actually had deep thoughts. 
 
    She was fine with that. In fact, I think she wanted that. She wanted me to do this of my own accord. 
 
    I thought of the movie The Matrix. Neo took a chance and found the love of his life. In a culture heavy with slavery and sweat and chains and mental machines that raped the mind, he found true love. 
 
    And, he learned Kung Fu. 
 
    I had watched the scene in the dojo a million times, Neo struggling, getting beat, Morpheus encouraging him to find the truth of himself, and then…he knew Kung Fu. 
 
    But it wasn’t the kung fu that I kept thinking about, it was the love of my life. 
 
    I had already found the love of my life. My dick told me so. So why should I give her up? Oh, that’s right. I had no choice, or rather, my choice was give her up, or take the next step. whatever that next step was. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, my eyes focusing on her. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    I took the red pill from her hand, I put it in my mouth. 
 
    Now she offered me a drink. Coke and bourbon, my favorite, and washed that little pellet down the old gullet. 
 
    She sat back, satisfied and watched me. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “We wait.” 
 
    “What was in the pill.” 
 
    She just laughed. 
 
    I sat back. I pushed my hair back. To one side of me was the window, and I turned and looked at myself. I was the same. I was Justin Brooks, suburban schmuck, just out of college. No prospects and a lifetime in front of me. 
 
    “I’m glad you took the pill, Justin.” 
 
    I looked back at her. “Uh, so am I.” 
 
    She giggled. “You sound so funny.” 
 
    “What’s supposed to happen now?” 
 
    Her lips pursed in a quirky curve. “I think this is where you see your reflection, you reach out and touch it.” 
 
    I looked at my reflection in the window. 
 
    “Go ahead. Reach out.” 
 
    So I did. Feeling foolish, but compelled by my fascination. I touched the tip of my finger to the window. Nothing happened. Mercury didn’t run up my arms and into my mouth and turn me inside out. 
 
    I brought my hand back, feeling foolish. 
 
    I looked at her, she was laughing. 
 
    We sat there for 15 minutes, nothing happening, yet she just kept telling me to sit, to wait. 
 
    Then another 15 minutes, 
 
    Then I felt funny. My eyelids fluttered, and I gulped, and the world just sort of felt…skewed. 
 
    This was what Heather had been waiting for. She leaned forward, again licking her lips, and she motioned me to lean forward. 
 
    There we were a foot apart, staring into each others eyes, and she said. “Take off your clothes. Quickly. And don’t stop looking at me while you do. You must keep your eyes on me, totally on me, nothing else, for the next five minutes. 
 
    I tell you, I shucked my clothes faster than a rubber band snaps. In 15 seconds I was sitting there, naked, my penis pointing towards her and throbbing uncontrollably. 
 
    She was fully clothed, her chest rising and falling in excitement. She reached forward with both hands and placed them around my penis. 
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned. She had made a point of telling me not to cum for a week. No masturbation. She had been insistent, and even grilled me every day. And I hadn’t. I was hornier than a tuba. 
 
    “Justin. I have been waiting for this, but first I had to make sure you were right, that you were the one.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, giving in to the feel of her hands stroking me, her warm palms sliding up my shaft. I could feel her breath on my face, gentle and sweet smelling. 
 
    “No. Open your eyes.” 
 
    I opened them. 
 
    “No matter what happens, you must focus on me. I must become your world for the next few minutes, until you have an orgasm.” 
 
    I nodded, licked my own lips, and felt her hands pulling me onward, stoking my lust, making my fires burn brighter. My testicles felt like they were swelling, everything getting tight down there. 
 
    She stroked, and she moved her face closer. Close enough to kiss. I stared at her lips. 
 
    “No. My eyes. And don’t try to kiss me. Just do this.” 
 
    I had no intention of doing anything else. I was about to cum. I lived for this. Sex with Heather. My world made whole. 
 
    She focused on me, and kept stroking. 
 
    I wanted her to fondle my balls, maybe slap them a bit. But she just stroked and stroked, and watched my eyes. 
 
    I wanted her to palm the head, maybe even to bend down and suck it a bit. But she just kept stroking, watching my eyes. 
 
    I didn’t take long, maybe three minutes, then she slowed down, real slow. No premature ejaculators for her. She wanted us to look at each other for the full five minutes. 
 
    So I did, though I was gulping and sweating, and then the world started to turn over, to slant, and I felt like my stomach was turning inside my turning body, and my senses were all skewed, but I kept my eyes on her. No matter what bizarre acrobatics my senses were going through, I watched her eyes. 
 
    Her eyes, liquid pools of blue, never ending depths. The black hole in the center spreading out, overwhelming me, swallowing me. I felt like I was drowning, and I heard her voice… “Come on Justin, just a little more, you can do it.” 
 
    She was far away, and I felt my core surge with love for her, and my penis, suddenly it felt like an old steam locomotive, chugging and chugging, steam spurting out of it. And I realized: 
 
    My dick was pulsing! 
 
    The steam was my spiritual energy, being shaped, being funneled, being drained into…her…her eyes…her… 
 
    I was cuming, my dick spurted, and suddenly everything started to go right side up. 
 
    I looked down, and she let me. 
 
    My dick hung there, a big, fat slug drooling semen. There were drops on the floor, but the major issue was in her hand. 
 
    I had been so messed up, so far out in some weird world, that I had hardly felt it, and I felt this massive sense of disappointment. 
 
    I watched, and she lifted her hand and tasted the sperm, then she smiled and sucked it into her mouth. Gobs and gobs of the sweet essence. 
 
    And I felt like I was falling down a drain pipe. 
 
    I reached out, grabbed the kitchen table with one hand, the other hand flailed around searching. 
 
    Heather laughed. Her teeth were so white and beautiful, so straight and powerful. I couldn’t take my eyes off her lips stick, perfectly applied, red, giving her a lustful appearance. And I wanted her to lust for me. In fact, my whole being gravitated to the thought that I needed her to love me. I would do anything for her, if I could only get her to love me. 
 
    “How you doing, Justin?” 
 
    I blurted, “Please, I just need you to love me.” 
 
    “If you want me to love you…get a hard on.” 
 
    I blinked. I loved her, but there was a part of me that realized how non sequitur her command was. 
 
    I looked down. Without being touched. Without any stimulation, and after having just shot a massive load, my dick was erecting. I watched, stunned, as it rose to a turgid pounding. 
 
    “Wha…?” I said, confused. 
 
    She laughed and said, “Go sit in the living room. Wait for me. Do not say anything until I say you can.” 
 
    I stood up and walked into the living room, and a part of me watched my body walking, and wondered…why am I doing this? She had told me what to do, and I didn’t quibble, I didn’t object, I didn’t even ask why. I just did what she said. 
 
    I sat down, feeling a sense of amazement at myself. My submissive self. 
 
    A moment passed and Heather walked through the living room. She glanced at me, and I stared at her hungrily, my dick hard as a spaceship  counting down. She just laughed and walked into the bedroom. 
 
    I waited. I listened to her shower. I just wanted her to come back to me; I just wanted to gaze at her! 
 
    Yet she was ignoring me. I could feel it. I knew it. She had done something to me, and she was enjoying her little joke. 
 
    I felt a little irritated. I wanted to go in and give her a piece of my mind. But when I told my body to stand up it just sat there. I was a useless appendage attached to a boner. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later she came out of her room. She tossed me a towel. “Dry me.” 
 
    She took a position in front of me. 
 
    I stood up and began blotting the water off her. I put the towel to her body, pulling it around her, blotting and rubbing. I dried her breasts off, and my cock started to drip. 
 
    She felt a splatter of pre-cum and looked down. She laughed. “Don’t get any of that on me or you’ll be licking it off.” 
 
    But I couldn’t help it. I had been commanded to dry her off, and moving around her my hard dick swayed, and a bit of juice landed on her thigh. 
 
    “Lick that off.” 
 
    Without a word, I knelt, placed my hands on her lovely legs, and lapped the pre-cum off her, which caused even more pre-cum to leak and fall on her foot. 
 
    “Lick that off, too.” 
 
    I bent down, on all fours, and began to lick the pre-squirt off her toes. 
 
    “While you’re down there, fuck my foot with your tongue.” 
 
    She walked away, and I lurched after her, grabbing and missing and falling on the floor. 
 
    She laughed as she sat down and I scampered after her. 
 
    I took her foot, her beautiful, red toes, and I washed them with my tongue. I poked my tongue between her toes. I sucked on the toes. I kissed and licked the bottom of her foot. A piece of me was far away, dazed, protesting, but I couldn’t stop. 
 
    Suddenly she raised a foot, placed it against my chest, and pushed. 
 
    I rolled back on my ass, scrambled to right myself and was ready to dive back to her feet, but she said, “No.” 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    “Squat in front of me.” 
 
    I hunkered down at her feet and stared up at her, awed by her incredible beauty. 
 
    She was giggling, having the time of her life. “Oh, Justin. Justin. I love you this way. I’m going to keep you like this for a long time. Would you like that?” 
 
    Like a dam bursting, I broke. I had been given leave to speak. 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Say yes.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She smiled. “From here on out you will always reply appropriate to my wishes. If I ask, you may speak your mind, but you will always revert to doing what you think I would like you to do.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and tried to speak, but I was going to say something inappropriate to her desires, and I was officially speechless. 
 
    “Okay. You may break rule one once.” 
 
    “I don’t…what is happening? Why am I doing…I don’t…” 
 
    She held up her finger and I shut. Like a bear trap. Words died in me and I was bound by what I came to know as rule one: Do only what is appropriate to her needs. 
 
    “Now then, I really thought about this…should I leave you to wonder why you can’t not follow my desires, but I figured you might eventually go insane, and we don’t want that. At least, not until you have waited on me sufficient to be allowed to go insane.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    I gulped and loved her forever. 
 
    “The blue pill was nothing. A placebo. Sugar. But we would have been done. I needed you to take the red pill, and if you wouldn’t, then I would find somebody who would. 
 
    “What was in the red pill…wait, I should tell you where I got it from first, that will help you understand the significance of the red pill. 
 
    “My first name is Heather. But my last name isn’t Johnson. It is Frankendick. You may remember reading about Dr. Frankendick in the newspapers last year? Nod if you do.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Well, you remember that Dr. Frankendick and his wife were discovered in his home on an endless loop of slavery and sex. They were deemed to be insane and locked away. 
 
    “As a distant relative, their only relative, I took possession of their house, and this included samples of the chemicals that had reduced them to their bizarre state, and complete instructions for making other products. 
 
    “The drug that was used, that they invented and was actually used upon them, was a derivation of Rohypnol. The date rape drug. 
 
    “What I gave you was a pill of pure, undiluted essence of Rohypnol. 
 
    “The effect is to make you unable to do anything except what your master says. By making you stare into my eyes for five minutes, while the drug took effect, I became imprinted on you. I know, you loved me before, but you could always walk away, refuse me, and if you are going to be my boyfriend I can’t have that. 
 
    “So you are officially my property, and you will always do what I say. And even though you will have thoughts, you will be unable to resist my commands. Do you understand what I have said? You may say what you will.” 
 
    “I understand, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But what about my free will? What about my rights as a human being?” 
 
    She held up a finger and I slapped my jaw shut. 
 
    “You already exercised those rights when you made a choice and took the red pill. Now, enough chit chat. Chit chat makes me so wonderfully horny. Lick me to an orgasm.” 
 
    I wanted to speak, to object, to say something, but all I could do was dive forward and bury my head between her thighs. 
 
    I licked, I gobbled, I ran my tongue up her slit and nibbled on the clitoris. All the time I was erect and dripping. My dick rubbed against the carpet and I groaned at the feeling of the head being roughly stimulated. 
 
    She lifted my head. “By the way. You will be erect and dripping at all times, unless I say otherwise. And…you are not allowed to come.” 
 
    I managed to stare at her incredulously. 
 
    She pushed my head back down. “Now come on. Do me right.” 
 
    So I did. 
 
    “Use your fingers, use your nose,” she moaned. She lay back and began playing with her tits. 
 
    I could barely see her pulling on her nipples and her hips started to move back and forth, fucking my face as I redoubled my efforts. 
 
    “Oh! Oh!” she cried, and then the spasms set in. Her pelvis jerked and she held my face in place. I couldn’t breath, but I couldn’t back away. I continued to eat her as her thighs tightened and squeezed my face. 
 
    Finally, she pushed me away. I was weak from not breathing and fell back on the rug. 
 
    She sighed, and I quickly came back to my haunches and stared at her. 
 
    Far away, I was aghast, objecting, hating everything. But I couldn’t help but stare at her and love her. 
 
    She came to her elbows and said, “I need another shower. Go stand in it and make the water the right temperature.” 
 
    I ran for the bathroom, jumped in the shower and turned the spigots. Fortunately, she had just taken a shower not long before, so I only experienced lukewarm water, which quickly became hot. But I dreaded the idea of doing this with cold water. 
 
    She came to the shower, “Get out and dry the floor. Next time close the door so you won’t get water on the floor.” 
 
    I jumped out of the shower and ran for the towel I had previously used to dry her off. I began scrubbing the floor. Meanwhile, Heather was in the shower. She was humming, and I could see her soaping her delicious breasts through the frosted glass. My hard on was, of course, gigantic, and it brushed against the floor, stimulating me even further, but there was no hope for relief. I was stuck in a place where everything aroused me, but nothing released me. 
 
    She stepped out of the shower, “Dry me off.” 
 
    I walked around her and rubbed her skin. It was so fine, so perfect, and suddenly she grabbed my cock and began to stroke it. 
 
    My rubbing slowed down and I began to gasp. My cock was turning red, pre-cum flowed out of the tip. I felt the surges beginning deep down, churning my balls, driving the liquid up the shaft, but nothing came out of the head. 
 
    Heather giggled. “This is so much fun. Is it fun for you?” 
 
    Appropriate, I answered. “I love it.” And, truth, there was something in me, underneath the protest and dismay, that did enjoy it. 
 
    She patted my cheek. She kissed me, and the world became white and dizzy. Her mere touch was making me swoon, and she still stroked my cock. “Now, dear, I want you to dry the floor again, then you may sleep in the shower. You will awake at six o’clock, fully rested, and prepare breakfast. I want sausages and waffles and a mimosa. Bring them in and stand by my bed when everything is ready.” 
 
    She walked away from me. As I knelt to the floor and began wiping up her water I heard her bed springs creak. A minute later the floor was dry. I turned off the light and stepped into the shower. Then commenced one of the most miserable nights I have ever experienced. 
 
    It was wet in the shower. It wasn’t cold, but I was trying to sleep on wet tiles, and my flesh slipped on the tiles, and I bumped my elbows, and the tiles were hard to sleep on. 
 
    I kept waking up, wiping water off me, dozing, bumping a knee, existing in a sleepy state that couldn’t get respite, and, to top it off, my erection wouldn’t go away. 
 
    I didn’t get any real sleep until probably five in the morning, and then it was just an hour, and I awoke, feeling freshly rested, and I stood up. 
 
    I tip toed past her bed. She slumbered peacefully, and in the glow of her clock I stared at her precious face. So beautiful, so perfect, and I loved her. 
 
    But I needed to hurry if I was going to get her breakfast. 
 
    Once out of the bedroom I ran for the kitchen. My dick bounced and liquid splatted on the floor. I knew I would have to clean up more mess later, but right now, I was being driven by my love for her. I had to do what she wanted. 
 
    I cooked the sausages and waffles, put everything on a tray, including butter and syrup and a glass half and half with orange juice and champagne, and I brought them back to her bedroom. I took a position where I could gaze lovingly at her. I stared down at her and felt my love swell, and my cock dripped endlessly. 
 
    A few minutes later she stirred. She turned over, stretched, opened her eyes, and looked at me. 
 
    “Justin! how wonderful of you. Place the tray right here.” She patted the bed. 
 
    I put the tray down and she began eating. Little nibbles of sausage, lots of syrup. “Mmmm, you’re a good cook.” 
 
    I said nothing. I just watched her lips move and fell deeper in love. 
 
    She sighed. “You may talk, just…oh, hell, you can talk. I don’t want you deaf and dumb or anything.” 
 
    “Please,” I said. “May I cum?” 
 
    She laughed, ate a little more, and said, “Now where is the fun in that? You give a big, old squirt, and then you are empty, no longer in lust. No, I prefer you to be horny, to be enslaved to me by the juices in your cock.” 
 
    And I realized: yes, I did love her, but that was just fueling my horniness, and…and I needed relief. 
 
    “How long are you going to keep me like this?” 
 
    “A long time.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I have to tell you, I like you like this.” She giggled. “I think, in the end, you won’t want to escape. Your mind will just sort of snap, and you will realize that there are worse things than being my slave.” 
 
    That was food for thought. 
 
    She finished eating. “Do the dishes, clean the kitchen, then come back and we will have a discussion. Answer me with ‘yes, ma’am.’” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I took the tray and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    A short time later I was back, and she was ready for me. She was still in bed, but she had kicked the covers off and was playing with herself. She smiled up at me. 
 
    “Would you like to get in me?” 
 
    “Oh, please!” I blurted, actually lurching in place. 
 
    “Very well. You may fuck me until I cum, but don’t you dare have an orgasm.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I was already on the bed, crawling up between her legs. 
 
    “Not so fast, bozo. Give me a good licking.” 
 
    I stopped at her crotch and began tasting her. Oh, the torment. I could feel my cock erupting with pre-cum, my hips were lurching, and my cock felt like every throb was a spank. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That’s it, lover.” She held my head and pushed her pussy into my face. “Now, come up and do me right.” 
 
    I crawled up and placed my cock at her hole. Oh, God, my penis was massive! Redder than I had ever seen it, and the veins were pulsing with desire. 
 
    “Come on, shove it in.” 
 
    Helpless to her commands, I moved my hips and pushed forward. 
 
    She gasped and held on to me. She pulled me tight, then bid me be still. “Don’t move for a second. I just want to enjoy the feel of a good cock for a while.” 
 
    I lay, motionless, my penis ensconced in her cunt, throbbing so hard I thought my heart would burst. 
 
    “Isn’t this wonderful? Doesn’t it feel good to just hold it?” 
 
    “No…no…I want to cum!” 
 
    She laughed merrily. “Oh, you silly goose. You aren’t allowed to cum. Now start to move. Slide in and out, give it a twist or turn every now and then. 
 
    I fucked her, and my dick was controlling my mind. Well, she was controlling it, but my dick was second in line, and I was a far distant third. So part of me lusted and pumped and moaned and groaned. And my dick felt the goodness and was so enraptured, taking me down the path of compulsion and addiction. And a piece of me was screaming ‘No! No!’ 
 
    Heather knew what was happening. She watched the torment unfold on my face and she kept chuckling. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby. You’re a good fuck.” 
 
    She ground her hips upon me. 
 
    “Please,” I managed to whisper. “Please, let me cum. Set me free!” 
 
    “Nonsense,” she moaned. She reached own and felt my balls. Her eyes opened. “They’re so hot! And they feel so full!” 
 
    “They are, and they need to let go. I need to be emptied!” I sounded so piteous, yet she just smiled. 
 
    “God, it makes me horny to see you like this.” 
 
    And there was the catch 22. The hornier she made me, the hornier she got, and why should she ever let me squirt? 
 
    “Oh, God…God…Fu…” I drove my giant cock into her, and she began to shake and tremble.  
 
    “Oh, yes, here we go!” She held onto me then, and her pelvis shuddered and spasmed, and she squeezed me so tight I thought I might break. The orgasm went on and on, never ending, and then, suddenly, she lay back and gasped. 
 
    I lay in her, my heart pounding, my cock surging, and nothing happening. 
 
    She pushed me and I got off. I withdrew my cock and stared at it. It was glistening with her juices, the head was purple, and even as I watched white droplets formed and fell from the slit. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I moaned, and my hips thrust back and forth, fucking the air itself, trying to get some relief. 
 
      
 
    Heather lay back for a second, then she wheeled around and sat on the bed next to me. She looked at my poor, abused tool, and she giggled. She took it in her hand and started stroking.  
 
    “Now then, my dear. I’ve arranged for you to take a job. So I need you to lick me clean, ready the shower, dry me off, then clean yourself up. You may dress casual, and I will leave a slip of paper on the kitchen table with the address. They will be expecting you, so don’t let me down.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I was sad, horny, excited. My dick was large, throbbing, and my balls felt super filled. I watched her hand work me, making me ever hornier and hornier. 
 
    “And, Justin?” 
 
    I looked at her. “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    She smiled at me, squeezed my balls and pecked my cheek. “You’re a good boy.” 
 
    Then she lay back on the bed and waited for me to get on with my chores. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I reported to a sex store downtown. I walked in, looked at the walls of dildos, the butt plugs, the whips and glossy books, and I knew what my life was becoming. 
 
    Oddly, it didn’t matter as much as it had. I was already getting acclimated to loving my hard on. I just wanted to work in the store, get done, and go home and gaze upon Heather, and…get off! 
 
    The driving motivation of my life. Getting off…with Heather. 
 
    I wanted to fuck her, suck her, bring her to frothy Os, in spite of the fact that she never let me get off. Or maybe because? 
 
    “You must be Justin.” A girl wearing the shortest shorts I had ever seen, and possessing the juttingest tits in the world, sauntered up to me. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Hea—“ 
 
    She kissed me. She just walked up and splatted one on me. And it was a good one. 
 
    At first I was shocked, but it didn’t take long to respond, and then I was giving as good as I got. 
 
    She broke it off. I wanted more, I leaned forward, tried to pull her to me, but she got a hand up and pushed on my chest. 
 
    “Oh, Heather wasn’t kidding. You are a horny one!” 
 
    Well, yeah. I hadn’t cum in a week, and now what Heather had done to me, I wanted to pop in the worst way. 
 
    But, of course. I couldn’t. 
 
    So Ginger (that was her name) reached in my pants and grabbed me and led me back into the store. 
 
    Past the rows of toys and lubes and strap ons. Past fake asses and monster dildos. She kept glancing over her shoulder at me, laughing, tugging on my penis. “You’re going to be our stock boy. You’ll work in the back. Good thing it’s summer, because Heather wants you nude all the time. Heather doesn’t like clothes. And we’re supposed to keep you hard, send you home all hot and bothered. Are you going to like that? Does Heather ever actually fuck you? Oh, that’s Jill over there. Hi Jill! This is Justin. He’s our new Peeny Boy.” 
 
    My face was red, but there was nothing I could do, I was supposed to work for her, to follow directions as if they were given by Heather herself. 
 
    “There’s the break room over there, and there’s a forklift. You know how to drive a forklift? Good.” 
 
    My cock was surging, my hips were jerking forward and I was gasping. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    Ginger didn’t care. Well, she did care. She thought it was funny and she kept giggling and stroking me even harder. 
 
    When we finally stopped she looked at her hand and laughed. It was slimy with my pre-cum. 
 
    “Oh, you gusher.” She wiped the goo off on my chest. “Now take your clothes off and get ready. I’ll show you what to do.” 
 
    I took off my clothes and now my boner, her handle, stood out for me to actually see. 
 
    “Oh, my. That is big! And it’s so red! Does it hurt? I mean that must be painful.” 
 
    I was naked but for shoes, and she came closer to me and began stroking me. 
 
    “Uh, yeah, can you…can you get me off?” 
 
    “Oh, I probably could, but where’s the fun in that?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…”  
 
    She put a finger to my lips. “I love to hear you beg, and I want you to beg a lot, but right now, I have to show you how to fill orders. 
 
    “Now, before we start, I want you to stroke yourself. You may stop whenever you get too close, but as soon as the urge passes, it’s back to stroking.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    I blinked, grabbed my cock, and began sliding my hand back and forth. 
 
    Oh, it felt heavenly. I was so close, and so horny. 
 
    She slapped me. Not hard, but enough to open my eyes. Keep stroking, but keep your attention on me, on the job. 
 
    “Oh…okay.” I gulped. My balls felt like they were going to explode. 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    Ding! 
 
    I looked to the side. On the end of a prep table was a printer. A sheet of paper shot out of it as I watched. 
 
    “Oh, goodie. Just in time. Hey! Justin…just in…it’s a pun.” 
 
    I stroked and nodded and gulped. 
 
    “Grab that paper and let’s fill it.” 
 
    I took the lone sheet of paper in hand, and she grabbed my cock and led me away. 
 
    “What’s the order?”  
 
    I looked at the paper and focused my eyes, which was hard because my chest hurt with heat, my balls were tight, my dick kept pulsing against her grip. 
 
    “A strap on and a negligee.” 
 
    “This is the strap on aisle,” she pulled me down a wide aisle and we found the strap on item. 
 
    Then another aisle. Her pulling on me, me gasping and making moaning sounds. “And these are the negligees, look for number 302A. 
 
    I found the number. It was in a small packet. 
 
    “Okey dokey, back to the table.” 
 
    At the table, while I kept stroking myself, she put the two things in a box, taped it, addressed it, and threw it in a big rolly cart. “That’s for the mail man. Stop stroking.” 
 
    I stopped. I was shivering. She was grinning. “I really don’t know where Heather finds such wonderful boys. 
 
    “I…I need to cum.” A long string of pre-cum was hanging to the floor. 
 
    “Catch that drool with your other hand.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    Ginger came close to me. She put her fingers on my nipples and started flicking and circling them. “Now, eat it.” 
 
    I felt the gag reflex try to kick in. My throat lurched and I wanted to puke. I lifted my hand and sucked the contents. Slightly salty but otherwise bland goo touched my lips, coated my tongue, slid down my throat. 
 
    I stopped wanting to gag. My eyes opened. 
 
    “Tastes pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “I think it does,” and she looked at me pointedly. 
 
    “Oh,” I blinked, and realized that it really was delicious. Just the right amount of bland. Yes, I liked it. 
 
    I nodded and she smiled. 
 
    “You see, pre-cum, and especially cum, is energy. And if it just falls on the floor it is wasted energy. And somebody comes along and mops up your wasted energy and squeezes out the mop and all your energy just goes down the drain. 
 
    “But if you eat it, it recycles, and you stay healthy, never skinny out, and you actually don’t need as much food as you think. Isn’t that great?” 
 
    “I, uh…I—“ 
 
    She frowned and spoke in a warning voice, “I asked if that was great.” 
 
    “Oh, uh, yeah. It’s great. I love it. It’s delicious.” I was finding that just as I had fallen in love with Heather, following the directions of Ginger was making me fall in love with her. I did so want to please her. And I wanted to fuck her. And I wanted to cum. But we know the story on that. 
 
    “Okay. So you fill the next order, I’ll watch.” 
 
    As if on cue…Ding! 
 
    Stroking myself, I picked up the order form. High heels for a cross dresser. I looked at the map which was posted above the table and located the aisle. 
 
    Heather followed me as I trotted, dick swaying and dripping, down the high heeled aisle. 
 
    I found the heels and climbed up a ladder for them. 
 
    Heather stood under me, one hand out to catch my drippings. “High heels. We’re going to have to have you wear some. You’ll find they’re a lot of fun.” 
 
    I descended to the floor and she held her hand out. I dutifully licked it. Yes, it tasted yummy.  
 
    “Good boy.”  
 
    Then she followed me to the prepping table and watched as I boxed, addressed, put postage on, and threw the order into the mail cart. 
 
    “Excellent!” she laughed. “Now, in between orders you may sit on that barstool. You can face it in any direction. You should stroke yourself, keep yourself on edge, and wait for the next order. Go on, have a seat.” 
 
    I got on the barstool and faced her. God, she was beautiful. Long, red hair, and those breasts… I asked, “May I touch your titties?” 
 
    She giggled. “Why Justin! You are so fresh!” And she gave me a light, almost loving slap on the cheek. 
 
    I touched my cheek in wonder. I wasn’t fresh, I was compelled. I was in love. I just wanted to please her. 
 
    “Now you sit there and wait for orders, and we’ll do stocking this afternoon. I’ll call you when it’s time for lunch.” 
 
    She left and I sat on the barstool and looked towards the street. Out the big doors was a small parking lot, and then a driveway about fifty feet long. I watched cars whiz by on the street. I watched people walking along the sidewalk. They frequently looked up the drive, but I was at the back of the warehouse, in the shadows, and they couldn’t see me. 
 
    Still, it was exciting to be sitting naked, knowing they could almost see me.  
 
    In fact everything was exciting. It was exciting to be in love with Heather, and now with Ginger. And there were other beautiful girls in the shop and I had no doubt I was going to be falling in love with them. 
 
    Ding! 
 
    I jumped off the stool and ran to fill the order. 
 
      
 
    “Justin, report to the lunchroom!” I was startled by the loudspeaker. I looked at the mail cart, it was full to overflowing. I had worked hard and I was happy. I was happy because Ginger would be happy, and Heather would be happy, and that made me happy. 
 
    I didn’t realize that I was thinking less and stroking more. 
 
    I trotted towards the corridor leading to the shop. I held my balls with one hand so they wouldn’t bounce, they were so full they were painful, and I pumped my cock with my other hand. I had to be careful, though. My cock was getting a little tender. 
 
    I entered the lunchroom and found that six other employees were already there. I saw Ginger, talking to another girl at the back of the room and I ran to her. 
 
    “Hi, Ginger.” 
 
    “Hi, Justin. Did you have a good morning?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “And do you want to cum?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Please, please.” 
 
    The other girl giggled as I begged. 
 
    “Well, you can’t cum, but we can relieve the pressure a little. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I was all eagerness and cheer. 
 
    “Excellent, let’s put you on the machine.” 
 
    The machine was a weird set up of planks and bars, with a little motor and tubes in front of it. 
 
    She showed me how to lay on a big padded plank and put my head and hands on the edge of another plank that had half holes cut into it. She then lowered another plank, and I was laying in a sort of pillory. 
 
    “What does this do?” 
 
    “You’ll find out. Now, let’s put your dick in this suction cup thing, good, and you’ll be expected to do all this the next time we milk you.” 
 
    “Milk me?” 
 
    She attached a couple of clips to my nipples and I groaned. 
 
    She flicked a switch and the machine hummed and I felt suction on my dick, a pulsing suction. I grunted and would have thrust my hips forward, but she had put a strap around them, fastened me to the plank so I couldn’t move. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Don’t worry, you’re not going to cum.” She was behind me, and she pushed something up my rectum. I groaned and lurched against the straps holding me down. 
 
    “This will massage your prostate, and you will leak cum. You’ll be all empty by the end of lunch.” 
 
    She came to the front of the set up and smiled at me. I had to turn my head up to see her, and it hurt a little bit. 
 
    “Now you just relax and enjoy yourself, and I’ll come get you at the end of lunch.” 
 
    She walked away, and I stared at her round, sexy ass. 
 
    For a while it felt sort of awkward, just laying there and having my dick mechanically sucked. The other people in the lunch room, however, just ignored me. 
 
    I began grunting in a low tone. I wanted to cum, but the machine was designed not to let me have an orgasm. It just wanted my juice, it didn’t want me to ruin the rhythm with a big O. 
 
    Then, a little later, probably halfway through lunch, I started to feel all loosy goosy. I just felt relaxed. 
 
    I could feel the suction on my penis, pulling, pulling, pulling. 
 
    I could feel the little motions inside my ass as the prostate massager rubbed  and rubbed and rubbed. 
 
    And the clips on my nips felt painful, but in a good way. 
 
    So I slipped into some kind of subspace. I wallowed in enjoyment. I loved my horniness. And I was almost sorry when Ginger stopped the machine and set me free. She held up a glass and inspected it. 
 
    “Oh, you’re a big cummer.” She turned and put it in a refrigerator. 
 
    “What are you  going to do with that?” I asked. 
 
    “We sell sperm to pharmaceutical houses, food research facilities, that sort of thing. Sperm is rich, and when you add it to foods the food overcomes any lack of nutrition caused by over used soil, too many chemicals, that sort of thing. 
 
    “They put sperm into food?” 
 
    “Of course they do. They’ve been doing that for decades.” 
 
    “But…do people know?” 
 
    She laughed. “They don’t care. When is the last time you looked at labels in the supermarket? Do you really know what all those chemicals are?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “One of those chemicals is a scientific name for sperm. I tell you, if people knew what they were eating…” she tsked and shook her head. “Do you know how much nutrition is found in various kinds of mammal sperm? Even in animal feces.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. But what do you care as long as it tastes good, right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Say you love your processed food.” 
 
    I found that my disgust was silly. I really did like yummy foods. And if sperm was the secret ingredient…that was fine with me. 
 
    “I guess I do. I really love food with sperm in it.” 
 
    “Excellent, now here, put these on.” 
 
    She handed me a pair of high heels. I stared at them like they might bite. 
 
    “But these are girl’s shoes!” 
 
    “No, no. They’re your shoes, and you really love them.” 
 
    Gosh, I do, don’t I?” I took the shoes, sat down and replaced my athletic shoes. 
 
    “Now, you can still run, but be careful. Better to walk fast, and do it like this.” 
 
    She demonstrated, walking across the lunchroom. The few people still eating clapped. Her ass was swaying and she had one hand on her hip like a fashion model. 
 
    She came back. “Just place one one foot in front of the other and let your ass feel good.” 
 
    So I tried it. It was awkward, but it felt good. There was a certain freedom in letting your butt sway back and forth. When I returned she said, “Just think. If you had tits they would sway, too.” 
 
    I looked at her, but she just smiled. She didn’t tell me that I wanted to have tits, and for some reason I thought this was curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    “However, that said, I have to say that your sway isn’t enough.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
     “Don’t worry. I’ve got something in mind that might help. Here, put this in.” 
 
    I stared at he hand. It was a butt plug.” 
 
    “I can’t—“ 
 
    “You love the feeing of a good plug.” 
 
    And, funny, I realized that I did. i had never used one before, but I knew that I loved the feeling of being filled. 
 
    I took the plug and, because the milking machine had reamed me a bit, I found it easy to insert the plug into my rectum. When I straighten up and tried to walk i found it awkward, but i could also feel that it would help me learn to swing my ass better. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The mailman had come while I was being milked, for the cart was empty. I went to the printer but Ginger stopped me. 
 
    We’re going to do do stocking now. Go get the forklift. 
 
    The forklift was parked in a corner of the warehouse. I brought it out. 
 
    “There are a half dozen or so pallets outside. Go get them and line them up in the center of the floor. 
 
    “But that’s outside!” I protested. “Somebody will see me.” 
 
    “Do it,” she snapped with a laugh. 
 
    So I drove outside, and saw what she already knew. Except for the drive to the street, the whole parking lot was surrounded by 12 foot fences lined with green material. There was no way anybody could see my nakedness. 
 
    I loved the feel of the sun and fresh air on me skin, and I quickly brought the pallets in. 
 
    “How’s the cock doing?” Ginger asked when I stepped off the forklift. 
 
    I looked down. It was just half a chub. Long and slack, no juice dripping from it. 
 
    “Oh!” I panicked. I hadn’t been stroking it. I started to grab it but Ginger put a hand on my forearm. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. You’ll be drained a couple of times a week, and you’ll feel fine and empty, no urge to masturbate for a few hours. But I tell you, about the time you go home tonight you are going to be one horny puppy. Now, you need to stock the products on the pallets. Here’s what we do.” 
 
      
 
    By the end of the day I was tired, but feeling good. I started to get back in my clothes, but Ginger said, “Just pick them up and go get in my car.” 
 
    I did, and Ginger came out and started the car, as she drove down to the street she told me: “I’ll give you a ride home today, but after this you’ll be taking a bus.” She told me the times and places for bus stops, then handed me a bus ticket. I stared at it. I wasn’t much of a fan for buses. 
 
    “You’re going to love taking the bus,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, I forgot. Yeah.” And I knew I really loved riding on buses. 
 
    We drove through the city, and it felt so odd to be sitting naked while a woman drove. Ginger seemed to know that, because she kept chuckling, and at stop lights she would pinch my nipples or grab my cock. 
 
    I started to get horny, and suddenly my dick was raging, like REALLY raging. 
 
    “Right on time,” she quipped. Then she explained. We emptied you at lunch. About four hours later your dick gets hard, and you’re going to be feeling super, super horny. You see, we got your body to let loose, but your mind still thinks it’s got a full load.” 
 
    I was processing that, trying to figure out what it all meant when we pulled through the gates and Ginger stopped. Heather came out of the house, and my heart leaped. Oh, God! I loved her! 
 
    “How’d it go?” 
 
    “Excellent. He’s good worker, and we emptied him out for you.” 
 
    Heather smiled, and my heart felt all warm and fuzzy. She opened the door for me. “Go in and clean the kitchen. Make sure you lick up any splatter.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I walked towards the house, feeling tall in my heels, my ass swaying and one hand on my hip and the other held up with the hand relaxed and palm down. 
 
    Click. Click. Click. went my heels. It sounded so sexy. 
 
    Ginger whistled and I turned around. They were smiling at me. I continued on into the house. 
 
    I cleaned the kitchen, and, sure enough, my dick started to leak, and it was so hard, and I felt so horny. I kept rubbing up against counters, and I stroked myself. When Heather came in I was down on the floor, pulling on my cock as I licked up pre-cum from the floor. 
 
    She laughed. “Very good, pretty boy. Now, there is a menu in the drawer over there, do your best and make it exactly right for my dinner. But before you do that…” she sat down in a chair and spread her legs. 
 
    I knew that I loved eating her pussy. I lived for it. I crawled across the floor as quickly as I could and I put my face to her snatch. 
 
    She groaned and pulled my head tight and clamped her thighs around my face. I took long, slow licks at her slit. Up and down, stopped every once in a while to suck on her clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That’s the way to do it!” 
 
    I knelt and focused all my efforts on her pussy. I wanted her to cum. I needed her to cum. I loved it when she came. 
 
    She began thrusting her pussy forward, tilting her hips and pushing my face down. At one point my nose was in her vagina, and she fucked it like a dick, moaning and groaning. She began pulling on her tits, then she gave a half shriek and pushed my head back.  
 
    Astounded, I watched as she came. She was sometimes a squirter, and this was one of those times. Golden liquid erupted into the air, two squirts, then she stopped. She pounded on her pussy with one palm and gave three more squirts, then she lay back and gasped. 
 
    “Oh, God! That was good.” She sat up and looked at me. “I have a feeling you’re going to be my favorite pussy licker of all time. What do you think about that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” I almost clapped my hands in glee. I did so love her. I wanted to be her most accomplished pussy licker of all time. 
 
    She smiled. “Good. Now lick the floor clean, then fix my dinner. Bring it into the computer room when it’s ready. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    It took me a while to get the floor clean, but I did it. Then I worked on her dinner. She liked a lot of soups and salads, and just a little meat. She would cook a roast on the weekends, well, I would, and then she would have me cut little cubes to put in her salads through the week. 
 
    Interestingly, she had me mix some medicine into a nightly smoothie. I didn’t recognize the ingredients, but she explained they were herbs that were designed to make her breasts fuller. They sure were working, her boobs really made my mouth water. 
 
    I finished fixing dinner, then served her.  
 
    She pushed back from the computer and had me place the dinner tray on a folding table next to her. 
 
    “Eat me while I eat,” she commanded. Don’t give me an orgasm, just keep gently licking. Be like a kitten cleaning its paws.” 
 
    I went to work. I lapped and sucked and was very gentle. 
 
    Heather sighed and sat back. She held the bowl in one hand and used a spoon with the other. On the computer I could hear the sounds of fucking. 
 
    “I like to watch a little porn while I eat. It’s so much better than the news.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” my voice was muffled, being mouth being busy at the moment. 
 
    She finished her dinner, and she was getting hot. Her pussy was emitting more fluid, and she occasionally jerked her hips in a spasm. 
 
    She placed her dishes to the side. 
 
    “You may take this slop away. You can lick it clean for your own dinner, but make sure you run the dishes through the washing machine when you’re done.  When you’re done I’ll be in the bedroom.” 
 
    I quickly took the tray away, and was conscious that my dick had returned to its perpetually erect state. And it was dripping. And I wanted to jam it in a pussy so bad I could hardly think. 
 
    Fortunately, she had left me some bits and pieces, she usually did, unless I didn’t live up to her standards, so I had enough to eat. Barely. Then I did the dishes, and while the washing machine was cycling I ran to the bedroom. 
 
    She was laying in bed, reading a porn book and diddling her pussy. 
 
    “Ah, at last,” she looked up as I entered the room. Then she said what I didn’t expect. “Come fuck me. And you may cum if you wish.” 
 
    I could cum? If I wanted? Boy, did I want! I was so hot and horny I almost literally dove through the air and into her snatch. I clamped my mouth on her pussy and sucked. I grabbed her tits with both hands. I was a wild man, totally out of control. 
 
    She giggled and didn’t resist me. 
 
    I worked up her body then, lavished her beautiful boobs with glee. Working the nipples, massaging the mounds. Then I moved up and began kissing her. 
 
    She kissed back, and she had her arms around my neck as I reached down and inserted my penis into her sacred palace. 
 
    “Oh!” she groaned. “I love it when a man is hard and anxious!” 
 
    I ground into her, feeling her heavenly walls grip my cock and pull on it. I corkscrewed into her, feeling my shaft rub against the sides of her pussy. I tilted my hips and scooped my dick into her. 
 
    She began to moan with the savagery of my attack. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, fuck me.” Then she kissed me as I desperately tried to cum. 
 
    And tried and tried and tried, and then it finally hit me, what Ginger had said. My body was empty of juice, but my mind was filled with the idea that I had lots of juice. 
 
    I could fuck all night and never squirt. 
 
    “Oh!” I blurted, when I realized the trap I was in. 
 
    Heather knew exactly what I was thinking. She laughed at the look on my face. She touched her palm to the side of my face in a caress. “Poor, poor Justin. And you thought you had a chance!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Maybe you should just focus on giving me my orgasm. It’ll be better that way.” 
 
    So I did. I slowed my motions and focused on her pleasure, and, you know…it was better! 
 
    When she finally came I experienced a sense of accomplishment that I had never before experienced. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, pushing me away. Then she stopped and frowned. She looked up and said, “Have Ginger give you some proper fingernails tomorrow.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Good. Now go prepare my shower.” 
 
    Eagerly, I jumped into the cold shower, my dick super throbbing but so denied. 
 
      
 
    Later, when she was ready to climb back into bed, she pointed to a small box in a corner of the room. “You may sleep in there from now on.” 
 
    I entered what turned out to be a dog cage, pulled the door shut and curled my thin blanket around me. 
 
    Oh, I could have pushed the door open, but I wasn’t supposed to. She wouldn’t like that. 
 
    And I could have gotten up and gotten another blanket, but, again, that wasn’t what she wanted. And what she didn’t want…I didn’t want. 
 
    All I wanted was for morning to come so I could rise, fresh and rested, and do everything all over again.
  
 
    That was my life for a year. Working naked in a drafty warehouse. 
 
    Sometimes I would wear a butt plug.  
 
    Sometimes I would wear articles of female clothing. Corsets, garters, other things. 
 
    My fingernails were kept long and red. 
 
    My hair grew long and was styled in a very feminine fashion. 
 
    Preparing meals and cleaning Heather’s house. 
 
    Being milked every Monday and Thursday. 
 
    Bringing Heather to daily orgasms. 
 
    A whole year of this bliss, and then, one day, a month into my second year, Heather told me to put on clothes. 
 
    This surprised me. I hadn’t worn clothes, except of bus rides, or sporadic trips to a grocery store, for a year. 
 
    I put on the clothes I had arrived in. 
 
    “Come with me,” and she strode out of the house. 
 
    I sat in the passenger seat as she drove across town. We stopped in front of an apartment house. 
 
    She walked up the walk, up the stairs, and to the last apartment in the complex. She opened the door and I followed her in. 
 
    It was one room, furnished. She showed me around the apartment. The refrigerator was full, there were towels in the closet and sheets on the bed. There was even tooth brush, tooth paste, and other items for keeping oneself clean. 
 
    She tossed the keys on the counter and turned to me. “This is your apartment. The lease is up in three months. By that time you will have a job and be self-supporting, or you will be out on the street.” 
 
    “What? But what is happening?” 
 
    “I only keep boys for a year. Then they are on their own.” 
 
    “But…but I don’t want to be on my own! I don’t know what to do! I just want to live with you and love you!” 
 
    She touched my face gently. “It’s done, Justin. You’re on your own.” 
 
    Then, without another word, she left the room. 
 
     
 
    That night I was lost. I tried to lay on the bed, but I couldn’t. I ended up sleeping in a corner of the bedroom, one sheet wrapped around my shivering body. 
 
    The next morning, I got up and didn’t know what to do, so I took a bus to the store.  
 
    Ginger met me at the door. She placed a hand on my chest and kept me out. “You no longer work here. Please leave.” The look on her face was sad, but somehow amused. 
 
    I went back to the apartment and tried to figure out what to do. 
 
    Nothing. I couldn’t do anything. I tried eating, but even that simple act was fraught with difficulty. 
 
    The next day I went to Heather’s house. The fence was too tall to climb, and I could only glimpse through the tall bushes surrounded the property. I didn’t see any trace of Heather. 
 
    The first month passed slowly. I ate little and wasted away. I was weak, and I cried a lot. 
 
    I wanted Heather. 
 
    I wanted my life in the sex store. 
 
    I wanted to be naked, not have to buy clothes, or food, or anything. I just wanted to restock the shelves, fill orders, and get milked. 
 
    A couple of weeks into the second month I made my decision. I went to the open driveway that led to the warehouse. There was a naked man sitting on my barstool. I waited until lunch, then snuck into the warehouse. I climbed up a rack and slid into the crawlspace above the store. It wasn’t my doghouse, but it would do. I lay in a corner and sniffled,  and, when the store closed that night, everything locked up tight. I cried myself to sleep. 
 
    This went on for several days. 
 
    I grew hungry. I knew I was starving. So one night I climbed down, entered the kitchen and looked through the refrigerator. It didn’t hold my beloved scraps, but there were a few leftover lunches. I ate them, then crawled back up into the crawlspace. 
 
    The next day I heard voices in the lunch room. And I heard voices in the store. I sat, shivered in fright, and wondered what had happened. 
 
    At the end of the crawlspace, above the store, there was a small office. It was Heather’s office at work, and there was a small door that opened on the crawlspace. Suddenly it opened. A shaft of light pierced the gloom, and Heather stood in her office, looking into my gloom and doom. 
 
    “Justin. Come here.”  
 
    I expected her to be outraged, but her voice was gentle, even kind. 
 
    I crawled through the crawlspace and emerged into her office. She sat behind her desk, waiting. Ginger was standing to one side. On her computer monitor was a picture of me scavenging into the refrigerator. I had been caught on the security cams. 
 
    “Justin. Justin.” She smiled ruefully and shook her head at the sight of me. She turned to Ginger. Feed him, clean him up, and bring him back here.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Ginger took me down stairs. I was wearing clothes, shabby and dirty, and she gave me others to carry with me. She drove me to Heather’s house. She had me stand on the front lawn, and she gave me a bar of soap and hosed me down. I was commanded to scrub. Afterwards i put on the clothes she had given me. 
 
    We went to a restaurant. I ate, voraciously, as she had told me that Heather wanted me to eat, and she watched me, an amused smile on her face. 
 
    “The crawlspace. I never would have…” and she shook her head. 
 
    She took me to a beauty salon and had my hair washed and styled. 
 
    She had my fingernails repaired. Bright and beautiful. 
 
    Then she took me back to the sex store, spritzed me with a squirt of perfume, and pushed me up the stairs. 
 
    I climbed the narrow steps to Heather’s office. This was what I dreaded. She was going to kick me out again. I wouldn’t be allowed to love her. 
 
    I entered the office and she looked up. She pointed to a chair. “Sit.” 
 
    I sat. 
 
    She finished some work, then stood up and stretched, then she came around the desk and pulled a chair up to face me. We were now sitting in chairs, face to face, like we had been when this had all started, when she had first offered me a choice of pills. 
 
    “Justin. You are so sad.” 
 
    Yet she smiled, and her happiness was my happiness. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” And I started crying. 
 
    She lifted my face with one hand and told me to stop crying. 
 
    I tried, the tears stopped, but I couldn’t stop sniffling. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what? For loving me? Why be sorry about that?” 
 
    “But…I…” I truly couldn’t think. 
 
    “Justin. Almost 14 months ago I gave you a pill. It made you love me. It was your choice. Whether you knew what you were doing or not, you made the choice.” 
 
    I nodded, a burble of sobs caught in my throat. 
 
    “That pill was only good for a year.” 
 
    I blinked and stare at her. 
 
    “That’s right. You haven’t been on my super Rohypnol for a couple of months. You haven’t been compelled to serve me, to love me, to give your life to me…you just wanted to.” 
 
    “But…that can’t be!” 
 
    “Oh, it is. 14 Months ago you made a choice. That choice expired, and for the last few weeks you have been living another one.” 
 
    “I have?” 
 
    “Yes, Justin, and I’m about to ask you to make another choice.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
    She turned to her desk and picked up something with each hand. What she picked up was small and I couldn’t see what her hands were curled around. 
 
    “You can’t claim ignorance. Now you are making a choice with full knowledge.” 
 
    She turned her hands over and opened them. 
 
    In one palm was a pink pill. In the other was a blue one. 
 
    I stared at them. I stared at her.  
 
    “If you take the blue one it’s all over. You will go back to your apartment, find a job, live your life, do what you want. Your choice.” 
 
    “And the pink one?” 
 
    “The pink one is super concentrated hormones. No Rohypnol, this has got to be a choice of your own accord.” 
 
    “What will it do?” 
 
    “It will change you into a girl. You will work at my store. You can live with one of the other girls. I will set up a small fund for you to eventually retire on. You won’t see me much, but I’m sure you will learn to love one of the other girls. Ginger, perhaps. She’s like you.” 
 
    “Like me?” 
 
    “She was a warehouseman for a year, and she made her choice.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    She grinned. “You can’t tell from looking at her, can you?” 
 
    “Does she…does she still have…” 
 
    “Her package? That’s for you to find out. That’s always everybody’s individual choice. And speaking of choices,” 
 
    We were perched, leaning towards each other. Close enough to breath each other’s breath. Close enough to kiss, but those days were over. I had choice now, I had other lips to kiss…or not. 
 
    Pink or blue. 
 
    I picked up the pink pill and tossed it down my gullet. 
 
    Heather sat back with a smile. She had a glass on her desk, and it was filled with Coke and bourbon. She handed it to me and said, “Welcome to the real world.” 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Lana is an idiot. 
 
    Lana is my sister, and we have never gotten along, and I couldn’t believe it when she called me up out of the blue. 
 
    “I’m going to Europe, but I need to find a summer home for Chuckie.” 
 
    Oh, great. My least favorite sister is going to saddle me with my least favorite nephew, and…and then I got an idea. 
 
    “Lana, is Charles still cross dressing?” 
 
    “What? Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Don’t avoid the issue. Does Charles Cross dress?” 
 
    Silence. then: “Well, maybe a little. Just every once in a while.” 
 
    Huh. He probably wore gowns on the golf course. I said: “Well, I always liked his softer self, so I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will let Chuckie stay here for the summer as long as he does exactly what I say.” 
 
    “Well, of course he will. He’s a good boy and…” blah blah blah. 
 
    “No, Lana, you don’t understand. I said ‘anything.’ Like what you did for Charles twenty years ago. 
 
    Blah bla—what? I could hear her mind shrieking. “You want to what?” 
 
    “I want to do what you did to Charles 20 years ago.” 
 
    “But I don’t…no. You can’t—“ 
 
    “Good bye.” I hung up. And I grinned, and I chortled, and I poured myself a glass of sherry. I gave her 24 hours and she would come begging. 
 
    She didn’t have a lot of friends, her nephew, as I recalled from seeing him some 13 years previous, was a brat, and there was no way she was going to find a home for him for a summer. 
 
    To add to that, she wasn’t fond of the male of the species. 
 
    She met Charles, found out he was rich, and told him to marry her. When he wouldn’t, she spent a summer converting him into femininity. I hadn’t seen him for years, but I could still see him in my mind, prancing about in high heels and a bra, lipstick and red nails. His penis flopping about like it was big. Have I used the word ‘sheesh?’ Well, here it is again. Shee-eee-eesh. 
 
    The rest of the day I spent thinking over my plans. I wrote scenarios, I checked out the price of girly things in a male size, I imagined fixing up the bedroom, and the dungeon. 
 
    Ah, the dungeon. I hadn’t used it lately. But all my toys were still down there. A little dusting, a little polish, and Chuckie would have a fine place to play. Heh heh. 
 
    And, feeling a little horny, all that planning and thinking about what I was going to do to Chuckie, I ran upstairs to polish my dildo. And I think you know what I mean. 
 
    Then I swam in the pool, went for a run, and called Martha, my BFF. I just had to share the news 
 
    “Hello Daphne, you bitch.” 
 
    “Hello Martha, you cunt.” 
 
    Then we giggled. We always started our conversations out like this. For over two decades we had been bosom buddies. Emphasis on the word bosom. We were both stacked, the boys chased us, and we found we were particular suited to each other.  
 
    “Guess who’s coming to dinner?” 
 
    “You mean ‘cuming?’” 
 
    “Get your head out of the gutter, sister…” 
 
    “I’d rather keep it in the gutter, with you.” 
 
    “Hardy har har, now guess.” 
 
    “Jeffry Epstein?” 
 
    “Oh, you silly…my nephew!” 
 
    “Your nephew? I didn’t even know you had one.” 
 
    “My sister’s son!” 
 
    “Your sister? I didn’t even know you had one.” 
 
    “Argh! That did it! Get that stupendously fat rhino ass of yours over here right now!” 
 
    “Ooh, goodie, I’ll bring some refreshments.” 
 
     
 
    A half hour later the doorbell dinged and I strode to the door. Click. Click. Click. “Who’s there?” 
 
    “A handsome stud with a really big dick!” 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” I swung the door open. 
 
    “Oops, I lied,” Martha entered, air kissed and hugged me. Her big tits pressed against mine. She was carrying a bottle of champagne. 
 
    “Champagne?” 
 
    “They were out of Vodka.” 
 
    We giggled. We walked into the kitchen where I took out two flutes. Expertly, she popped her cork—not that way, at least not yet—and poured us a pair. 
 
    We leaned our butts against the island and sipped the ambrosia of the Gods. 
 
    “Champagne in the morning,” I chortled. “How evil.” 
 
    “It’s what the doctor ordered.” 
 
    “An evil doctor.” 
 
    We hugged each other again, then stood back and looked at each other. Then I turned us towards the side wall, which was a big mirror. 
 
    In body we could have been twins. We had started out with big boobs, and they had just gotten bigger.  
 
    We had the same shade lipstick, a metallic red. Her eyes were smoky grey, mine light blue. She had brunette locks that poured over her white skin. I had blonde curls that waved halfway down my back. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look at us. Divorced, horny, and turning into fat cows.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself, Miss Double Ds.” 
 
    “I’m bigger than that.” 
 
    “No!” I looked at her. 
 
    “And you probably are, too.” 
 
    I checked myself out again. I still had a good waist, not a 23, like in college, but probably not over 28. “We’re going to have to measure.” 
 
    “So what’s this stuff about a nephew.” 
 
    “Chuckie. My sister is going to Europe for a few months, she’s trying to palm the boy off on me.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. A slave boy!” 
 
    We giggled. 
 
    “You’re reading my mind, sister.” 
 
    “So what does he look like?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, they send me family pictures every Christmas, but I just throw them in a drawer.” 
 
    “Well, where’s the drawer?” 
 
    “Upstairs.” 
 
      
 
    In my bedroom Martha opened a drawer, pawed through scissors and papers, a tape measure, a dildo—she held it up and winked at me—and a stack of Xmas cards. Quickly we looked through the cards. 
 
    Pictures through the years. Lana looking like a bubble brained blonde. Charles, looking so manly. “He’s a cross dresser,” I explained, “and an idiot. I told Lana that if she palmed her idiot son off on me I would make him into a cross dresser.” 
 
    “And she’s okay with that?” 
 
    “She’s okay with anything that diddles her pussy and makes her money. I’m sure her nephew doesn’t diddle, and he’s probably a lazy snowflake. So she won’t care.” 
 
    “Ah, this generation…” Martha commiserated, then she found last year’s card and held it up. 
 
    They stood in front of a tree weighted down with lights and tinsel. A tomountain of packages surrounding their feet. 
 
    Lana on the left, holding a glass of cheer and looking a little wasted. Charles on the right, holding a flute up with one hand, and tipping Chuckie’s Santa hat down over his eyes. Chuckie didn’t look too happy, and Martha and I weren’t too happy. Sort of ruined the picture. A guy in garish PJs, a stupid hat on in his head, squeezed between two drunks. Hmm. 
 
    “Doesn’t look promising.” 
 
    “Well, at least he’s not fat.” 
 
    “No.” I turned to Martha. “I’m going to make him a cross dresser.” 
 
    She stared me and waited. 
 
    “I have been wanting to get back at Lana for 20 years.” 
 
    “For what.” 
 
    “Charles was my boyfriend.” 
 
    “Aha,” she nodded. “I thought I detected an extra bit of vitriol.” 
 
    If I can send him back to her a prancing fop it will serve her right. 
 
    Daphne stared at me. Hard. 
 
    I slumped. “I know.” 
 
    “He’s an innocent.” 
 
    “So what do we do? We use him for a slave boy, let him jack off a lot, and that’s it?” 
 
    “Well, it is cruel to hurt somebody else to get back at another person.” 
 
    “Oh, damn. You rain on my parade.” 
 
    She sat down on the side of my bed and sipped. She watched me. 
 
    I straightened up. “Okay. Slave boy only.” 
 
    “And I get to help?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    We clinked glasses, and, at that moment, the phone rang. 
 
    I grinned. “She broke. It didn’t take more than a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Well answer the phone, girl friend.” 
 
    I picked up my cell, put it on speaker, and spoke in my haughtiest voice, “Yes…who is this?” 
 
    Martha laughed silently. 
 
    “I don’t want you to abuse Chuck.” 
 
    Daphne nodded. She was right. 
 
    I sighed. “Well, I don’t know why I’m so kind, but I’ll tell you what. I won’t do anything he doesn’t want. Any abuse that occurs will be self abuse.” 
 
    “Don’t try to be funny about this.” 
 
    “I’m saddled with your bonehead offspring for a summer. Yeah, I guess it isn’t funny.” 
 
    She was silent at that, but only for a moment. Then: “We just put him on a plane. And listen, I warned him about you.” 
 
    “Warned him what?” 
 
    “I told him you were strange and that he should be very careful around you.” 
 
    I soughed. “Well, okay, sister mine. Text me the data and I’ll pick him up at the airport.” 
 
    “No need. He’ll Uber.” 
 
    “Excellent. Have a great Europe.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    No thank you. Just…click. I turned to Daphne. “On his way.” 
 
    “Goodie. Let’s measure your boobs, then have a swim.” 
 
    We measured, and that was fun. 
 
    “Take off your blouse.” 
 
    “You just want to get your hands on my boobers.” 
 
    “Accurate measurements in the name of science,” she reprimanded me. 
 
    She held up the tape measure and circled my chest. I felt the cold material slide across my flesh and it gave me a shiver. 
 
    “Getting horny?” 
 
    “Be serious.” I was. 
 
    “Okay, 58 Z.” 
 
    I laughed. “Now you be serious.” 
 
    “Okay. 40 EE. You cow!” 
 
    “You’re just jealous.”  
 
    She put the Xmas cards back into the drawer and took out the dildo. She said. “Lay down and I’ll get you off.” Her voice was throaty. 
 
    Now, we weren’t Lesbians. We were just efficient. We didn’t want to kiss, we just wanted a quick bang, relieve the pressure, get on with life. 
 
    I lay back, pulled up my skirt and lifted my legs. 
 
    She pulled my panties down with one hand, then began massaging my cooch.  
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “It’ll feel better in a minute. You have any lube?” 
 
    “I’m wet enough.” 
 
    “Oh, she likes it rough.” 
 
    “In the bathroom.” 
 
    She went for the lube, brought back a jar and placed it on the night table. She coated the dildo, then put a finger glob onto my snatch. 
 
    “Ooh,” I gasped. 
 
    She smiled and pushed the dildo into me, and I really gasped. 
 
    “Geez Louise! You ever hear of foreplay.” 
 
    “We don’t need no stinkin’ foreplay,” she giggled, and she began ramming it back and forth. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” my hips responded with jerks.  
 
    “I think she likes it,” she quipped. 
 
    Being penetrated in such hard fashion, it was so caveman, it just woke up the survival senses. The only way to survive was to fight back, and fighting back with a pussy is  always fun. 
 
    “You bitch!” I moaned, trying to hold her wrist with my hands. 
 
    She swiped my hands away and kept jamming into me. “Take it like a cunt, you cunt!” She laughed. 
 
    Within a minute I was spasming, twitching, my pussy muscles gripping frantically and losing to the lube. 
 
    “Ha,” she said, as I went over the edge. 
 
    “AHHH!” My back arched like I was getting electrocuted. My mouth opened wide and I felt the white heat consume me, lift me up, and deposit me on the sheets, a puddle of sweat and happiness. 
 
    “Ah, God,” I said, after a minute. “You really got me.” 
 
    “Well,” she said, licking the dildo, “You could always return the favor.” 
 
    “Grrr,” I said. I reached up and pulled her arm. She fell to the bed as I stood up. I took the dildo and stood over her. “Vee haf Vays of deallink vith cunts!” 
 
    “Oh, mine fuhrer!” she threw a hand across her big chest in a mockery of fear. “Please…not the cock!” 
 
    I held up the dildo. “You are takiink it all!” 
 
    “Noooo!” she wailed, as she pulled up her skirt.  
 
    I pulled her panties down and spread lubricant over her hot, little honeypot. 
 
    “Oh, that does feel good.” 
 
    “How about this?” I growled, and I jammed…my little finger into her. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” 
 
    “What’s the matter, is it too big?” 
 
    “Use the dildo!” 
 
    “I am, it’s just that…you’ve grown.” 
 
    She tried to sit up but I pushed her back. 
 
    “This big, giant dildo, I remember when it could at least touch the walls. But now…what have you…been fucking elephants?” 
 
    She finally managed to reach a hand down and grabbed my wrist. So I pulled out my finger and stuck the dildo in. Hard. 
 
    “Gah!” And she let go of my wrist and sank back on the bed. 
 
    “You want turn about? Here you go!” I used both hands and began jackhammering the thing into her slit. 
 
    “Fu…fu…fu…!” she writhed on the bed. It looked like she was trying to escape, but I knew the truth, she wanted more. I gave it to her. 
 
    I pushed her back on the bed using nothing but the dildo and my well toned muscles. I shoved that dildo as far as I could, and she humped back in little half inches, trying to get traction, but she couldn’t. 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” 
 
    Her eyes were glazing and her boobs were shivering with the impact of my fucking. 
 
    Finally, I tired, my arm muscles gave out, so I used one hand to push on her mons, which included squashing her poor, little clit, and circled the dildo in her. 
 
    I fucked her, I scooped her innards, I excavated her lust. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she almost screamed when she came. I have never seen a body lock up so hard. And it lasted long. For a full 30 seconds she was locked in spasm, and I knew she was having a REALLY good cum. I kept worming the dildo into her, making it last longer. 
 
    She finally broke, and collapsed. For a long minute she just lay there, trying to regain her breath. 
 
    I grinned as I cleaned the dildo off and placed it in the drawer. 
 
    “Come on down to the pool when you recover. Don’t forget to make us a couple of drinks. Make mine bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    The last thing I heard, as I walked out of the bedroom, was her wheezing, “Oh, you fucking bitch.” 
 
    I laughed all the way downstairs. 
 
      
 
    I swam laps in the nude. I always swim in the nude. If God had wanted me to wear a bathing suit I would have been born with one. Right? 
 
    Finally, I got out, walked around the pool and lay on a lounger. At that moment Daphne came out of the house with a couple of frosty ones. She handed me one and sprawled on the lounger next to me. 
 
    We sighed. The sun warmed us, we were fucked out, but feeling that delightful tingle of having just cum. 
 
    “What a life,” murmured Daphne. 
 
    “I’ll drink to that.” 
 
    We sipped our drinks, chatted, and before we knew it, we were ready for our second. And then our third. 
 
    “It looks like a lost weekend for us,” commented Daphne. 
 
    “Just in time,” I answered. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    We looked at each other. 
 
    “That can’t be…” 
 
    “Not yet!” 
 
    I looked at my cell phone. Only a couple of hours had passed. 
 
    “Well, whoever it is, you have to answer it.” 
 
    “We have to answer it.” Giggling, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to her feet. I dragged her through the house. She protested, but she was drunk and laughing. 
 
    Tell the truth, it was something that only a drunk would do, and we were drunk, so we did it. 
 
    We stood in front of the door and I swung it open. 
 
    On retrospect, I wondered what we were doing. What if it had been an UPS delivery. Or a pizza driver with the wrong address?” 
 
    But it wasn’t. It was Chuckie. 
 
    His mouth opened, his jaw dropped, his eyes were as wide as pies. He dropped his suitcases and stared at us. 
 
    Two buxom, naked, drunks. Our tits flopping in the wind, our cheer exuding out the front door and into the great, wide world. 
 
    “Come on in!” I was slurring my words slightly. 
 
    “Yeah, put up or shut up!” drawled Daphne. 
 
    He blinked, but then, as we stood back and held the door for him, he picked up his suitcases and entered the house. 
 
    He was not a tall boy. He was actually a couple of inches shorter than me, and he had long, brown hair. It was in a pony tail, and I had the urge to pull it as he passed us. 
 
    He stopped in the foyer. He just stood there, looking at us.  
 
    We giggled and held each other up. 
 
    “You’re my Aunt Martha?” 
 
    “Ooh, you’re an Aunt,” Daphne laughed and poked me in the ribs. 
 
    “And you’re my nephew Chunkie. Chuckie. Whoever. Put your bags upstairs, last room on the left. Then come down and go swimming.” 
 
    “And don’t wear no stinkin’ clothes.” 
 
    “Clothes? Why would he wear clothes?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m saying!” 
 
    “Clothes?” 
 
    “Bathing suit,” Daphne figure it out and corrected herself. 
 
    We laughed and staggered back to the pool area. We laid down on our lounges and kept laughing and giggling. 
 
    A short while later Chuckie came down. 
 
    In the light he was slender, soft, sort of like a miniature of Charles. Except that Charles was studly, and Chunkie wasn’t. Chuckie. 
 
    He had soft brown eyes, full lips, his skin was beautiful, slightly olive with no blemishes. 
 
    The interesting thing was that he had little mounds for pecs. Not like muscle, but like actual tits, but small. That made me wonder. 
 
    “Ooh, he’s bootiful,” slurred Daphne. “Take off that stupid swim suit, Chunkie.” 
 
    She was having the same trouble I was with his name. 
 
    Blushing, Chuckie slid his trunks down over his thighs and stepped out of them. He had, of course, a boner. 
 
    For a skinny, little fart he was fairly well endowed. From perverted research I knew that average American men were 6.5 inches. Chuckie was at least 8. An inch and a half over average. Lucky boy. 
 
    “Go get a drink, Chunkie. Chuckie.” 
 
    Chuckie walked back into the house. Both Daphne and I, though drunk, were obsessed with staring at his ass. It was not big. But if his waist was a little skinnier…hmmm. Then I shook myself. I had told Lana I wouldn’t mess with him. Too much. 
 
    He returned with a drink. 
 
    “Wush that?” We stared at his drink. 
 
    “It’s called a Beggar’s Banquet. It’s got maple syrup and lemon and a splat of beer in it.” 
 
    Daphne and I stared at each other. Then I asked, “Can you make me one?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re too drunk. It would be wasted on you.” 
 
    “You can’t tell us what wasted is!” protested Daphne. 
 
    He smiled, a polite, little good boy smile. “Mother told me not to serve people too drunk to drive.” 
 
    “Mother?” 
 
    “Lana?” 
 
    “Mother insisted that I learn how to make and serve proper alcohol. She also warned me not to endanger drunks.” 
 
    “Drunks? Did he call me a drunk?” 
 
    “Listen, buster,” I started, and I stood up. 
 
    I wavered, he reached out to steady me, and we fell in the pool. Well, I actually fell, and I grabbed on to him and pulled him in with me. 
 
    I spluttered and gasped and then I felt his hand grip my biceps and lift me up. My head appeared above water and I gasped for air. 
 
    “WEE!” and Daphne cannonballed us. 
 
    Then Daphne and I were laughing, laughing so hard that Chunkie…Chuckie…started smiling. 
 
    “Thash it, sweet cheeks,” burbled Daphne. “Throw all hope aside.” 
 
    “You ladies are really…something else.” 
 
    We splashed for a while, then we climbed out of the pool. Chuckie put us in our loungers and we stared at the sun. We were at the end of our drunk, dazed, feeling great, and wondering what was next. The world was circling a bit, and I looked at Chuckie. 
 
    “So, it’s your summer. What you want to do?” 
 
    Chuck then said something which totally blew me out of the water. Even drunk I was gobsmacked by what he said. 
 
    “Mother said you’re going to feminize me.” 
 
    I blinked, and blinked, quite owlish, and Daphne was laughing and laughing, and that’s the last thing I remember. 
 
      
 
    “Unh…oohh…what happened?” 
 
    I was laying in my bed. Fortunately it was a wide bed, because Daphne was groaning on the other side. 
 
    “Martha? Is that you?” 
 
    “No. Leave me alone.” 
 
    We slept again, and when we woke up it was about ten in the morning, and it was a beautiful morning. The sun was creeping through the window, the air was fresh, there were even a bunch of stupid birds singing in the trees outside. 
 
    Slowly, I swung my legs out to the floor, then I held my head. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. Oh, it was a fog, but I must have slept through the major part of the hangover. I looked at the clock. 
 
    10. An ungodly hour in my condition, but it was what I had. 
 
    “Hey,” I shook the bed. “Get up.” 
 
    Daphne groaned, then stretched. “I need a drink.” 
 
    “Hair of the dog,” I agreed. I reached over and pushed her and she fell off the bed. 
 
    “Ow! Hey!” Then she stood up, rose up like a muddy Frankenstein. “I’ll get you back for that.” 
 
    “Later. Let’s go swimming.” 
 
    We walked down the stairs, a little staggery, then out to the pool area. 
 
    Chuckie was reading a book, the cover said, ‘We Made Him Our Fem- Boy: Three women, one, boy, one summer.’ It was by some idiot named Grace. 
 
    He put it down and lifted his sunglasses and inspected us. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “I remember you.” Then I fell into the pool. When I came up he was walking into the house. Oh, well. 
 
    Daphne and I swam our stupor off and began to brighten up. The world started to make sense, and we swam laps slowly, but appreciated the water sluicing off our outer bodies, and smoothing out our inner thoughts. 
 
    Finally, we climbed out of the shallow end. The sun threatened to dry us off, so we just stood there and faced it. Then I heard a sound. We turned around. Chuck was carrying two plates, one on each arm, and two glasses, one in each hand. 
 
    “Breakfast, ladies.” 
 
    We looked at each other in delight, then hurried over to the little wrought iron table with the glass top. We sat down and he placed drinks in front of us, and then. our plates. He was a good juggler. 
 
    “These are Palomas, they will hold off any alcohol hangover, and the citrus will replace nutrients. I didn’t know how you liked your eggs, so I made simple omelettes. A bit of onion, peppers, seasoning, and, of course, cackleberries.” 
 
    “Cackleberries,” I laughed and then sipped. God, it felt good, and I felt what muzziness remaining in my skull dissipate. “You’ve been talking to my sister.” 
 
    “Occasionally,” he agreed. 
 
    We ate then, Daphne and I, and we soon were refreshed and strong and ready to go. And Daphne suddenly blurted, “My God, I remember you. You were drinking this crazy drink, and you said something…something important…” 
 
    She tried to remember, but I remembered first. “You said… you said your mother said…we are supposed to feminize you?” 
 
    He smiled. He was cute when he smiled. He looked so young. 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    Daphne and I looked at each other. I remembered talking with her about that, and deciding not to. And here it was again, being offered on a silver platter. I looked around. 
 
    “What?” he asked.  
 
    “My cell phone.” 
 
    “I put inside. Last night. Would you like…of course you would like me to get it. Or you wouldn’t be looking for it. One moment.” 
 
    He trotted into the house. Trotted, like in hurried, and in hurried to do my bidding. My mind was starting to get boggled by his perfection. 
 
    “Can you believe him?” whispered Daphne. 
 
    Then he was back and handed me my phone. 
 
    I hit Lana’s number. Ring, ring, ring. No answer. 
 
    “Try a text. She’s probably talking with somebody, she’s always talking with somebody, but she’ll check her texts no matter.” 
 
    So I texted. 
 
     
 
    Lana, are you serious? 
 
      
 
    I put the phone down, expecting an answer in an hour, when she finally got off the phone and checked her messages, but I had an answer within ten seconds. That girl might be a twit, but she was quick. 
 
     
 
    Of course. We’ve discussed. Ask him. Now go away. 
 
      
 
    Bitch. 
 
    I turned to Chuckie. “I’m supposed to feminize you.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. If you would.” 
 
    “And you want this?” 
 
    I’ve talked it over with mother. A lot. And I really want to experience this. I’m afraid of permanent, I want to see what it’s like.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’ve watched my father for years. He is the happiest man I know. I love my father, and I want to be like him.” 
 
    I looked at Daphne. She put her hands up and shrugged and gave me a WTF look. 
 
    And I knew that my sweet, loving sister, the bitch, had managed to put one over on me. Grrr. 
 
    “Okay. Have you tried any cross dressing or anything?” 
 
    “When I was young. But when mother found out she made me stop.” 
 
    “She did? How come?” 
 
    “She said I wasn’t old enough. She said I had to mature a bit before I made such decisions.” 
 
    Hmm. Maybe Lana wasn’t so stupid after all. Well, she was, but at least she had done one right thing in her life. 
 
    Daphne blurted, “So let’s get this straight. You will turn yourself over to us for the summer. You will do anything, absolutely anything, we ask, and in return we just have to gussy you up. Make you soft and sweet. Tenderize you.” 
 
    “Like a girl,” he nodded. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    We had a few more questions, but he was quite serious, and finally Daphne dropped a bomb. 
 
    “Okay, look. I’m with this, but I’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “Yes?” he arched his eyebrows, and I noticed that it looked like he had done a little pre-plucking. And it looked good. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know how to say this, so let me just blurt it out.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I need sex.” 
 
    His eyes opened a little, but he didn’t say anything.  
 
    “I like young men, they are a gas, and the idea of fucking a girly girl…that sort of makes me wet. So, do you think…could you…” 
 
    He smiled. “Of course.” 
 
    “And you don’t mind that I’m a bit older than you?” 
 
    He knelt then, the darling boy knelt, and he looked her right in the eyes. “When I first saw you yesterday I was afraid. I didn’t know which of you was my aunt. But I got an instant boner, and,” he looked at me, “no offense here, Auntie,” he called me auntie, the dear boy, and he looked back to Daphne, “I didn’t want you to be my aunt.” 
 
    “Oh,” I could feel Daphne’s heart do a flip, then lay down and give up. “You dear boy.” 
 
    “In fact,” he stood up, “I don’t mean to be forward, but mother always said you,” he looked at me, “were sexually adventurous. I wanted to learn about that. But I am so afraid.” 
 
    “Of what?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re my aunt, and because we shouldn’t have sexual relations, I was afraid that you wouldn’t…show me how to be sexually adventurous.” 
 
    We were silent for a long moment after that. We kept exchanging glances, grokking things, trying to absorb certain things, feeling our way through this strange, new relationship. 
 
    “Well,” I said. “I know we’re related by blood, and that we shouldn’t…shall I say,’do the deed?”…but we can certainly play with each other. It’s just that I’ll get the short end of the stuck, which in this case is no stick at all.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” murmured Daphne. She was now staring at Chunkie hungrily, like she wanted to take him into the bedroom, cook him on one side, turn him over, and cook him on the other. 
 
    I looked at her. “Okay for you, bitch.” 
 
    She giggled. “There are those who are pure as the driven snow, they get their wishes. Then there are the ugly hags who get nothing.” 
 
    “Did you just call me an ugly hag?” 
 
    “If the shoe fits…” she reached out and felt his trunks. “Lose the trunks, bozo.” 
 
    Quickly, Chuckie shimmied out of them. That delightful cock sprang up and I felt my heart sink. I wanted it so-o-o much. 
 
    Daphne grabbed his cock and pulled it. 
 
    Chuckie grunted and began to move his hips. For a few seconds they explored the hand job, then I cleared my throat. 
 
    “What?” asked Daphne, feigning irritation. 
 
    “There are times and places.” 
 
    “And this is the time and—“ 
 
    I held up a hand, “hold it, don’t say it, because it’s not.” 
 
    “It’s not?” now she was curious. 
 
    I turned to Chuckie and smiled sweetly. “Tell me, dear boy. Have you ever seen a dungeon?” 
 
    Daphne yelped a chortle, stood up and walked away. Chuckie’s dick being in her hand, he was compelled to follow. I didn’t think he minded. 
 
    And I ran for the computer room.  
 
    I am not a loose woman, but I have appetites, and every once in a while I meet a man I’d like to sample. So I set up the playroom, my dungeon, and one of the little tricks about it was that there was a video feed that led directly to my computer. When there were no men around, and I got a little horny, I had a complete set of videos to get myself wet and wild. 
 
    I was about to get another one.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I powered up the computer, pulled up the security system, tapped on line 4, and, voila, I was looking at the dungeon. Full color, full sound, full lights. 
 
    Daphne and Chuckie enter. Daphne tried to turn the lights down, but they wouldn’t go. Of course not. I was controlling them, and I wanted to see. 
 
    So she showed Chuckie the dungeon. 
 
    Against one wall were whips and boas, handcuffs and feather, dildos and butt plugs. In short, everything a young man, or woman, would need to titillate themselves or others. 
 
    At various places around the room were pieces of furniture. 
 
    In one corner was a pillory. I loved to be locked in it, my butt projecting to the rear, defenseless and ready. 
 
    In another corner was a Sybian. Oh, the hours I had spent letting that thing take me to the stars. 
 
    In yet another corner was a simple poster bed. With leather circlets at the four corners. 
 
    In the center of the room was the piece de resistance, a specially made table. You could tie a person to it, and his arms and legs to moveable arms, and then you could arrange him, or her, as you wanted. 
 
    You could move it upright into a St. Andrew’s cross. You could move it horizontal open open the legs, for a suck from down under or  a fuck from up above. 
 
    I tall ya, that table was a masterpiece. 
 
    In the basement: “Tell me, dear boy,” Daphne held his arm and snuggled her boobs against him. “Have you ever had anything up your butt?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “And what have you had up your butt?” 
 
    “Well, when I was younger I tried to sit on a coke bottle…” 
 
    “Things do go better with Coke,” Daphne laughed. 
 
    “…but I didn’t understand about lube so it just sort of hurt. But then, a few years ago, I discovered butt plugs. I use them all the time. I even have some in my suitcase.” 
 
    “Okay, pick a plug, any plug,” she indicated the wall. 
 
    “Chuckie walked to the wall, a focused look on his face He examined my collection. He chose a good-sized one, a glass one. One of my favorites. 
 
    “I always wanted to try out glass plugs.” 
 
    “There’a a bottle of lubricant on that shelf over there.” 
 
    Chuckie got the lube and began slathering it over the bulbous object. 
 
    I chose that moment to turn on some music. 
 
      
 
    Nights in white satin 
 
    Never reaching the end 
 
    
Moody Blues. Great stuff. The four speakers in the dungeon would be caressing their ear drums delightfully. 
 
    On the screen Daphne suddenly looked up at the camera. She smiled. She knew I was watching them. 
 
    “Here, let me help.” Daphne went to Chuckie. 
 
    Chuckie gave her the plug. 
 
    “Spread your legs,” and she grabbed his cock and stroked it. 
 
    “Oh,” I could hear his groan. 
 
    Daphne put the tip to his rectum and pushed it in. It went easily, which showed that Chuckie was experienced in the art of butt pluggery. 
 
    He straightened up slowly, feeling his way through the barrage of sensations exploding in his asshole. 
 
    “I don’t usually use ones this big,” he admitted. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Oh…oh, no. I t doesn’t hurt.” I could feel the awe in his voice. 
 
    “Excellent,” she reached behind him and grabbed the base of the plug. She began to rock it in his asshole. 
 
    “Oh!” his face lit up and his pelvis rocked back and forth, “Oh, my.” 
 
    Daphne played with him then. One hand on his cock, holding him in place, squeezing hard so he couldn’t cum, she pushed and pulled on the plug. She corkscrewed it and wiggled it, and Chuckie moved this way and that. His knees buckled, and he put one hand out and grabbed the counter. 
 
    Daphne let go of his cock then. She reached around and pulled his head around and down to her. She pressed her lips to his. 
 
    He was groaning, moaning, making guttural sounds that sounded like they should have been made in a cave a million years ago. 
 
    Her hand went back to his cock. They continued kissing as she fucked him with her hand, squeezing so he couldn’t cum, and working the plug against his prostate. 
 
    I tell ya, that girl is a pro! 
 
    Finally, she backed off. He was holding to the counter with one hand, and the other arm was around her shoulder. He was so weak she was holding him up. 
 
    She whispered into his ear. “I can’t wait to get you into the pillory, or maybe on to the Sybian, but right now, I have hunger.” 
 
    He moaned as she screwed his butt a particularly good one. 
 
    “What…what do you…” 
 
    “I want you to fuck me. I want you to put that big dick in me and stir my pussy. I want you to suckle my breasts, and stick your fingers up my asshole. In short, I want you to do me as good as I’m doing you. 
 
    She went to the poster bed and sat down. 
 
    He stood for a moment, breathing hard, trying to collect his thoughts, then, good boy, he walked over to Daphne. He walked a little gingerly, he did have a full asshole, but that was good. It was driving him over the edge. I could see the long string of pre-cum issuing from his cock. 
 
    He laid her down then, and he began to kiss her. He kissed his way up her legs, sliding his tongue and lips over her flesh. He dove into her cunt with his tongue, and I could tell he had a long one. He groped her breasts, yet delicately, feeling for what she wanted and trying to give it to her. 
 
    Finally, he set his cock to her pussy and began to tease her. He ran the rod up her lab, flicked her clit with his head, then back down. Over and over. Inserting an inch, then drawing back and continuing. 
 
    She began to lurch up at him, tried to ensnare his manhood with her pussy. 
 
    He moved back, pulling away so she couldn’t quite engulf him. 
 
    She groaned in frustration, and he stirred the outside of her slit with his dick again. And again and again. It was one of the most educated teases I had ever seen. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to cum until you do. I won’t even cum then, if you don’t want me to.” 
 
    Oh, my God, what a dream. He could make drinks and omelettes. He was polite. And he could hold himself back until the woman was actually satisfied. 
 
    At that moment I wanted him more than anything. But I knew the rules. No fucky fuck between blood. All I needed was to get pregnant by my own kin and spit out an idiot. 
 
    On the screen Daphne was thrashing back and forth, desperate for a cum, but he kept it just out of her reach. A true master, he tantalized and titillated and brought her along. And, finally, her begging and crying and even pounding on him with her fists, he pushed her over the edge. 
 
    She groaned loudly, so loudly that I could actually hear it in the computer room. She closed her eyes and squeezed her body, and the orgasm hit. It overwhelmed her, blew her away, and she was obviously out of her mind. 
 
    God, what a cum. I was so jealous. 
 
    Then I got an idea. Giggling, I ran to my purse and took out a lipstick, then I ran for the stairs. 
 
    They were still just laying there, him on top of her, and I ran across the cement floor. 
 
    He looked confused, “What?” 
 
    She just looked, and I realized that he had actually fucked her stupid. What a man! 
 
    I squatted next to the bed, and I colored his lips. 
 
    His eyes went wide, were sort of shocked. 
 
    I kept pressing the tube, rolling on the color, and, suddenly, he groaned and arched his back. 
 
    “OHHHH!” 
 
    He was still in her, and her eyes opened. She could feel him squirting his batter deep into her. 
 
    I ran back across the room, laughing. The dear boy had actually cum just from having lipstick put on him. He really was ready to be a girl. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry I came in you,” Chuckie said to Daphne. 
 
    “Oh, I never mind a little sperm up the coosh. She leaned forward and looked intently into his eyes. “But tell me, how did you ever learn to…be so good?” 
 
    He actually blushed a little. 
 
    “Well, I’m not supposed to tell anybody, but you are family, after all.” 
 
    We were sitting on the patio having the first of our afternoon drinks. The dear boy had fixed us some Smoked and Salteds. Here’s his recipe… 
 
      
 
    2 oz Bourbon 
 
    .25 oz maple syrup 
 
    5 dashes bitters 
 
    Stir with ice and strain into a glass with a large ice cube. A slice of orange on top. 
 
      
 
    And they were de-fucking-licious! 
 
    They were made even more delicious when we insisted that he stir them with his beautiful, iron hard cock. 
 
    “Out with it,” I muttered as he hesitated. 
 
    “Well, I showed an interest in sex right away, and mother finally realized that she might just well give in. We never fucked, mind you, but when father was away and she was horny she would have me get her off manually or orally. But I was never allowed to put it in her. She liked lengthy sessions, and she taught me quite a lot. But,” he looked at me, “she always said that you were the expert when it came to sex.” 
 
    “Well,” I agreed modestly, “I have been known to take a man to heaven a time to two. 
 
    “Oh, I can’t wait!” 
 
    Daphne laughed. 
 
    I said, “Maybe later.” 
 
    He looked disappointed, so I patted his cock and said, “You just came.” 
 
    “So no cuming until I recharge.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. you’re young. It won’t be long. But we may need to put you on a diet at some point.” 
 
    “Oh.” That didn’t sit well. 
 
    “But the more you get into loose lips over there, without cuming, the better.” 
 
    “What? Did you just refer to a part of my anatomy as—“ 
 
    “If the shoe fits,” I waved a hand airily. To Chuckie: “But that doesn’t mean we can’t get started. Go get a pillow to kneel on and we can start your lessons right now.” 
 
    Chuckie actually clapped his hands in glee. He rushed into the house. 
 
    Daphne leaned towards me. “Why does your sister think you’re better at sex?” 
 
    “We used to have contests, who could make each other cum the best. I always won.” 
 
    She giggled and Chuckie returned. Quickly, he was on his knees, tongue deep in my pussy, and learning the fine art of getting a woman off. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day Chuckie practiced what he learned on Daphne. The poor girl actually had two screaming Os. Then he fixed us a sumptuous repast: he barbecued ribs and served those viands with cheese dipped potato skins. The boy could cook, and I wondered if maybe I was going to have to revise my opinion of my sister. She had done a marvelous job with Chuckie. 
 
    Then we drank for a while, Chuckie screwed Daphne some more, and I went upstairs to diddle myself. God, I was getting horny. 
 
      
 
    The next day  we took Chuckie to the make up table. 
 
    “Now then,” I asked as I brushed out his hair. “I noticed you have a couple of bumps. Have you been taking hormones?” 
 
    “I have,” he admitted. “But I’ve been careful. I want a big set of boobs, but I want my penis to still work.” 
 
    I nodded, brushed his hair this way and that, analyzed what style would suit him best. The dear boy did have luscious hair. 
 
    “Well, until you get large enough, there are tricks.” 
 
    I showed him how to wear a bra. He had his own shelf bra, and it was perfectly sized. It showed his nips. His nips were larger than normal, the hormones were doing their job.  
 
    “Now, we tape under the pecs, the mini boobs in your case, like this.” I squeezed his little titties together and it gave him better cleavage instantly. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Daphne?” 
 
    I held his hair back and Daphne applied a streak of make up, a shadow to create a valley, and suddenly his eyes went real big. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Daphne and I grinned. In the mirror it suddenly looked like he was a C cup. 
 
    He turned a bit and the effect lessened. “Oh,” a slight disappointment.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” I touched his shoulder. Yours’re coming, and until they do, don’t turn sideways.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    “And choose your lighting,” Daphne instructed. “Learn when lighting will accentuate the shadows, or expose them. A little dim lighting and you are going to look a D cup.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” he breathed, absolutely thrilled. 
 
    “Now then, let’s talk make up.” 
 
    For the next two hours we had a wonderful, girly time. We laid on the concealer and the blush and the foundation and all that. We curled his eyelashes—is it my imagination or do boys really have better lashes than girls?—and shadowed his eyes until they were mysterious vales. In the vales his eyes sparkled with secrets. 
 
    Then, my favorite, lips. 
 
    “This is plumper. You already have good lips, but we want you to have great lips.” 
 
    “An Angelina mouth,” he whispered. He knew what he wanted. 
 
    Then we stained his lips. 
 
    “Why not lipstick?” 
 
    “This is longer lasting. Then you don’t have to put on as much lipstick. It will make clean up easier, too.” 
 
    We chose a shade of red that was not exactly shiny, but metallic. He smacked his lips several times and admired the look. 
 
    “Okay, now the clothes. Any thing in particular that you would like to wear for your first foray into true feminism?” 
 
    “Sorry, I only have two suitcases and I didn’t have enough room to pack anything.” 
 
    “Oh, I have lots of closets. I’ve been collecting clothes for years and I never throw anything away.” 
 
    We crossed the hall and entered one of the rooms I use for storage. In the room were racks and racks of expensive dresses, shoes, skirts, blouses, lingerie, everything. 
 
    He was like a scamp in heaven, going from one rack to another, holding up articles of clothing and asking our opinion. Daphne and I sipped our drinks and thoroughly enjoyed his childish joy. It was so good to be young. Daphne had told him she preferred younger men, and I did, too. There is just something so refreshing about having a large and dripping and always hard cock at your disposal. Young men never get tired, are never jaded, and are more than willing to live dangerously. 
 
    In fact, I recommend, if you older gals want a true fountain of youth, that you take on younger lovers as often and as many as you can. 
 
    Anyway, Chuckie finally decided on a slinky black dress. Classic. It had a slit up the side for showing off the stems, and a low neck that would just work with his new boobs. 
 
    We put him in garters, nylons, slipped the dress on him, then gave him high heels. 
 
    Now he was our height, or so close it didn’t matter. And, you know? It is a better world when everybody is the same size. No looking up or looking down. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend, you are almost complete. Shall we adorn your loveliness with jewels and gems?” 
 
    “Oh, please!” 
 
    We took him back to the make up table and I brought out my dazzlers. I’ve managed to accumulate a pretty good collection of jewelry over the years, and he stared in awe at the necklaces and earring and bracelets and rings. 
 
    He looked at me. Or, perhaps I should say ‘she’ looked at me. “Are you sure? These must be so expensive!” 
 
    “Jewelry doesn’t usually wear out. Besides, the joy they get from being worn by someone so lovely as yourself makes them feel younger.” 
 
    He looked at me and giggled. 
 
    I smiled, “At least it makes me younger to see them so appreciated.” 
 
    We went diamonds then. Daphne picked out some string earrings that really caught the light. I selected a necklace that would make the eyes glitter and sparkle and reveal his chestal charms. Then we bangle-ized him with shiny silver, and he picked out a selection of rings. 
 
    Then we stood in front of the big mirror in the hallway downstairs. We oohed and awed, turned this way and that, showed a bit of thigh, a flash of titty, and posed and posed and posed. 
 
    Two full breasted women with the cheer of years and moist vaginas. One slender girl with rather amazing boobs, who looked like a diamond in the night. 
 
    And took lots and lots of cell pictures. 
 
    The end of this summer,” I told Chuckie, “We’re going to get you a professional photo shoot. Guaranteed this is a summer you will remember.” 
 
    “I’m already remembering it!” his eyes filled up. “I’ve never felt this way before. It’s…it’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of.” 
 
    Quickly we group hugged and hushed his tears. “Don’t mess your make up, dear.” 
 
    Finally, we all sat down in the living room and sampled some more of Chuckie’s awesome mixology talents. 
 
    We were sipping ‘A Place in the Suns,’ the recipe being, 
 
      
 
    1 oz fresh lemon 
 
    1 oz fresh orange juice 
 
    2 oz Rye 
 
    Shaken, not stirred, thank you James, 
 
    and a slice of orange. 
 
     
 
    It wasn’t an expensive concoction, but it was a true sip of what those nasty old Gods liked to imbibe. 
 
    And I said, “Are you ready for a little fun?” 
 
    Chuckie looked at me. “Really?” The dear boy was almost drooling. Then, a little dismay, “But I just got dressed like this,” he inspected himself winsomely. 
 
    “Tut tut,” I waved away his objection. ”Why do you think girls get all prettied up?” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    I grabbed his cock and squeezed. “So they can be ravaged a bit.” 
 
    He giggled. 
 
    “Come along,” I took his hand, “Let Auntie show you what that dungeon is really for.” 
 
    We descended to my sacred sanctum and I turned on a mix of my favorites, things like: 
 
    I don’t Know (McCartney) 
 
    Still the Rain (Karen Lovely) 
 
    Bad Romance (Ariana Savalas) 
 
    And so on. 
 
    The dungeon filled with soft but savage music, guaranteed to thrill the soul. 
 
    I took him on a tour of butt plugs and dildos. The dear boy had a liking for tall hose holy hole fillers, and I felt he should know the ins and the outs of them. Sorry about that pun, but I just couldn’t resist. 
 
    “This is delicious, but it needs a slight curve.  There is a brand that is heat shapable, you can put the curve in it, but I don’t have one right now. I broke it.” 
 
    “You broke a butt plug?” asked Daphne. 
 
    “I have an ass that works, unlike some of us,” I sniffed. 
 
    She pinched mine and giggled. 
 
    “Now this one is so much fun,” I held up a plug with a horse’s tail on it. “Don’t try to run with it, though. You may feel like a gorgeous, prancing horse, but you can trip if you don’t force yourself to plod lightly.” 
 
    Daphne and Chuckie giggled. 
 
    After I had finished my spiel I turned to Chuckie. “Now then, dear boy, choose a toy.” 
 
    For right now? 
 
    “Nope,” I answered mysteriously. 
 
    Curious, he examined my wall and chose a beautiful pink and bulbous prostate massager with a slight curve. 
 
    “Oh, you’re in for it now.” 
 
    “Why?” he asked me. 
 
    “You’ll find out. Daphne, since you’re the baggage, I must insist you perform layman duties.” I held out my empty glass. 
 
    “I’ll put arsenic in yours,” she retorted. she ran up the stairs, ran across the house, we could hear her feet padding along, and returned just as quickly. She was getting somewhat of an education and she didn’t want to miss a thing. 
 
    “Now then,”I opened a drawer. “Here is the Sybian equivalent of what you picked out.” 
 
    I took out an attachment that was shaped very similar to the butt plug Chuckie had selected. 
 
    “A real Sybian? Oh, my gosh,” Chuckie’s eyes lit up. “I always wanted to…mother has one…but I heard they aren’t good for men. They just make the asshole numb.” 
 
    “That’s only if the man tries to use it like a woman. A Sybian is designed for a woman, and it fits her anatomy, and it is particular designed to rub that clit and find the G-spot. 
 
    “A man simply must turn the setting way down and choose a shape that is more suited to his anatomy, which, I might add, you have done.” I held the attachment up. “This little fellow is going to acquaint you with your prostate, which is the equivalent of a woman’s G-spot. It is called a P-spot.” 
 
    We all sipped our drinks, and I led them over to the poster bed. I picked up a remote and pressed a button. A motor lurched into life, and the sound drew their attention upward. 
 
    A Sybian descended from the gloom above the bed. It was on four ropes and sank until it touched the bed. I put the attachment on and stood back., 
 
    “Now then, when you seat yourself you should wrap your wrists around the ropes to help you stay upright. Let’s grease you up. This is going to be a hell of a ride and I don’t want you hurting yourself.” 
 
    Daphne and I applied lube, a lot of lube, to his asshole, then slathered it all over the Sybian attachment. “Okay,” I said. “Upsy daisy.” 
 
    Carefully, Chuckie got onto the bed and positioned himself above the Sybian. He wiggled his dress up his thighs and his hips and spread his legs and I helped him fit the massager to his brown button, then he sank slowly but determinedly down. 
 
    “Oh,” he whispered, his eyes wide. 
 
    Daphne grinned and gave his cock a few strokes. 
 
    “Feel it in there?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” he was already gasping for breath. 
 
    “Good. Here’s the first and only setting.” I clicked the remote. 
 
    We heard the sound of the Sybian motor, a very low hum, and Chuckie  instinctively arched his back at the unfamiliar vibrations that ran through his rectum. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “Now, wrap your hands in the cords and relax.” 
 
    Daphne and I sat on the bed and sipped our drinks. We began chatting like he wasn’t even there. 
 
    “He really is a dear boy, isn’t he.” 
 
    “The best,” I agreed. 
 
    “How did you learn this stuff?” 
 
    “Well, there were the contests with my sister, and then there was a long assortment of lovers, sometimes shabby sometimes a wonder. And, of course, I am a well read woman.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Have I ever showed you my library?” 
 
    “Why, no! I didn’t even know you had one.” 
 
    “Chuckie, dear? We’re going to go upstairs for a half hour. You be a good boy, and don’t cum.” I walked to a drawer and took out a cock ring. I returned and put it around Chuckie’s red and drooling member. “Now, don’t take this off. Store up your juices and when I get back I’ll show you how to expel them. Okey dokey?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…yeah.” he was red faced, eyes closed, lost in the wondrous vibrations of the Sybian Goddess.
Daphne and I went upstairs, to my attic. 
 
      
 
    “I fixed this room special. No moths or bugs, proper atmosphere, no mold.” 
 
    I turned on the light and she stared around in wonder. “Oh, My. God!” 
 
    The walls of the room were lined with shelves, and the shelves were packed with books. 
 
    There was a reading chair in the center of the room, and a table with an assortment of dildos on it. 
 
    We went to the shelves, and Daphne picked out books at random and leafed through them. 
 
     
 
    `A Defense of Masochism,’ by Anita Phillips. 
 
    ‘A Woman’s Guide To a Female Led Relationship,’ by Victoria West. 
 
    ‘Erotic Power: An Exploration of Dominance and Submission,’ by Gini Scott. 
 
    A complete collection of Anne Michelle’s works. 
 
    Then we came to a glass fronted section, and Daphne asked, “What are these?” 
 
    “My pride and Joy. A collection of works by Grace Mansfield, and this shelf is her friend, Alyce Thorndyke.” 
 
    Daphne picked up a Thorndyke book and examined it. 
 
    “That one, Alyce Thorndyke, she has an incredible background. She was actually kidnapped by drug dealers. Now, how do you think she survived months of being used and abused? 
 
    “How?” she looked at me raptly. 
 
    “Like the Arabian nights, keep them enthralled with incredible stories. Except, in her case, she used her imagination and thought up new ways of sex and kept the drug dealers too horny to kill her.” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” 
 
    “Cross my heart.” I ran a finger over my chest twice. 
 
    Daphne handed me the book and I returned it to its proper place. 
 
    “I’d love to get that girl in my dungeon. I’ll bet she could teach me a few tricks.” 
 
    “I doubt that,” Daphne said wryly. 
 
    I giggled and cupped her breast. 
 
    Shall we get back to Chuckie? It’s probably time to turn him over and cook the other side. 
 
    Laughing, arm in arm, we left my library. And let me say only one other thing. People who are serious about sex, who aren’t just dilettantes, or youngsters who think they know something but don’t, should have a library. A real live library. Proof against computer crashes and energy black outs. There is absolutely nothing in the world like a little alone time with the masters, hearing the rain patter on the roof while you explore your inner self with a king-sized plastic lover. 
 
      
 
    In the basement dungeon Chuckie was just right. 
 
    His cock was purple and dripping, pulsing, trying to get past the cock ring, and failing. 
 
    He was lurching on the Sybian, his eyes closed, his hands wrapped in the cords so he wouldn’t collapse and fall off the beast. 
 
    And he…she…was so beautiful. The way his breasts bulged with him gasping for breath, the way his face was flushed and covered with light perspiration, the delicate set of his desperate features, the way his bangles jangled as he lurched. He was ready. 
 
    “Okay, Chuckie. It’s time to take you to heaven.” 
 
    “It…it…is…is?” 
 
    He could hardly speak. 
 
    “Daphne, I want you to suck on his cock. Not too much, and be careful of the area under the head.” 
 
    Daphne crawled up on the bed and took his cock in her mouth. 
 
    Funny thing about a man getting butt fucked, they don’t always remain hard. They just start focusing on prostate pleasure and forget about their cock. It opens up a whole new erogenous world to them. But a little oral stimulation and that cock gets harder than it ever did before. 
 
    Daphne was on all fours, her boobs hanging down to the bed, her neck bent back a little, and she looked like a dog sniffed an ass. But her mouth was doing its job. Chuckie was groaning and lurching, and it was plain to see that he was totally ready. 
 
    “Now, then, my little Chuckles,” I took his nipples in both hands and squeezed them. His whole body spasmed. “I want you to forget about cuming.” I laughed. 
 
    Daphne actually tried to laugh, with a mouthful of cock. 
 
    I went to my workbench and brought back a tens unit. I had Daphne draw back, and I attached one of the leads to his cock ring. 
 
    “Back to work, girl,” I advised Daphne. “But don’t touch the cock ring.” 
 
    I then attached the other lead to a slim probe. I put that probe underneath Chuckie, slid it up the underside of the massager and into his ass. I could feel it when it touched the bulge of his prostate inside. 
 
    I stood back and held the tens unit. “Okay, Chuckles, are you ready for the orgasm of your life?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” He nodded. He was drooling. I knew his cock was drooling into Daphne’s mouth. 
 
    “Three, two, one…” I flipped the switch on the tens unit and current went through his sexual organs, his balls felt like they exploded, his asshole muscles began to contract  spasmodically. His chest arched. 
 
    In front of him I saw Daphne’s eyes go wide. His cock was bulging and purple, and I knew he was forcing the sperm up the tube and into her mouth. Cock ring be damned, he was having the orgasm of his life. 
 
    His mouth opened and his eyes stared into some wonderful Neverland. 
 
    For a long twenty seconds he hung there, his hands now clenched because of the electricity coursing through his sex organs, holding the ropes and he wasn’t able to fall. 
 
    I turned the tens unit off. 
 
    Still he jerked. Sperm was leaking out of Daphne’s mouth. She couldn’t swallow it all. 
 
    He was like a marionette, lurching and dancing under the strings of electrical sex. 
 
    I placed a hand on his face and said, “It’s okay. It’s okay. Let yourself relax.” 
 
    Still, he couldn’t. Not for a whole minute. He had no semen left in him, his body was jerking, and he was totally helpless. 
 
    Then, finally, the spasms became less. His shoulders started to slump, and his hands relaxed. 
 
    Like syrup pouring out of a frozen can, he collapsed. He fell forward. 
 
    I gently tugged Daphne and she moved back and made way for him. 
 
    He lay there, breathing, wondering what he was doing on earth. Helpless and unable to move. 
 
    “Come on, Daphne. Let’s leave this poor soul to recover. 
 
    Daphne and I went up the stairs, poured some drinks and went swimming. 
 
    It was a full hour before Chuckie finally came out to the patio. At that, his legs were shaking and he needed to hold on to things with his hands. 
 
    He managed to make it to a lounge and sat down. 
 
    Of the girl, there were still traces. 
 
    His make up was smeared, his dress was ripped. His hair looked, well, electrified. 
 
    He wasn’t smiling, he was just alive. More alive than he had ever been in his life. We handed him a drink and he sipped it, and we laughed. 
 
      
 
    That was a glorious summer. The games we played, the sex was grand. I even got off a lot of times, though not by dick, and boy did I want that. 
 
    But I will always remember that moment when Chuckie was sitting, drained of his semen, scoured down to a nub, and what he said to us. 
 
    He didn’t even look at us. He just asked, and in tones that indicated he was asking the whole universe… “What ’s next?” 
 
    Daphne and I, of course, rolled with laughter. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I love my husband, but he is such a cheater. 
 
    A couple of weeks ago I was coming home from a business trip. I was three days horny, and, believe me, that is a lot for me. 
 
    So I pull up to the house and there’s a strange car in the drive way. 
 
    Huh? Jim worked at home, so I figured maybe somebody had come to call on him for work. 
 
    I pulled past the driveway and over to the curb. I got out and walked back towards the house. I had on flats, so my usual click, click, click of high heels wasn’t present. I slid under the garage door, which was half open, it was closer than the front door, and entered the kitchen. 
 
    Now, I respect Jim’s work. He makes good money, and I didn’t want to interrupt if he was having some serious wheelings and dealings, so I walked silently. Not tip toeing, but just walking gently. 
 
    I heard voices and frowned. I recognized Jim’s but the other voice was…a woman’s? 
 
    Well, Jim could have a woman call on him. Maybe she represented a company and they wanted him to do some work. I walked silently through the kitchen and stopped just outside the foyer, I listened, and now I only heard Jim’s voice. 
 
    “Oh, baby, yeah! That’s the way I like it. Uh…uuh…put your finger up my asshole…yeah! Oooh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” 
 
    Wha….? What the hell… 
 
    I stepped into the foyer and faced the living room. 
 
    Jim was standing in front of the couch, facing me. The girl was sitting on the couch, and she had a mouth full of my husband’s cock. And my husband’s cock was spewing. 
 
    Jim had his head back and he was shooting the first rope down the slut’s voracious mouth. 
 
    “What the fuck is this!” I screamed. 
 
    The girl popped up and faced me. 
 
    Jim just stood there with his cock spitting semen. He shot streams all over the backside of the woman who had just sucked him to a frothy cum. He drooled his slime on the couch. 
 
    He saw me. He looked right at me, but he didn’t care, and it wasn’t just that he was getting his rocks off. He just had this stupid, happy expression on his face and kept cumming. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you!” I screamed. 
 
    She was shorter than me, and nekkid as the day she was born. Totally flustered, her make up was smeared and her big tits hung down, and I advanced on her. 
 
    “You come in here and fuck my husband and…” 
 
    “I didn’t fuck him,” she whined, trying to gather her clothes. 
 
    I grabbed her long hair and jerked and she went with me. I dragged her towards the front door. 
 
    “But I didn’t get paid, yet!” she wailed. 
 
    She tried to struggle out of my grasp, so I shifted my grip. I closed a fist around her over-sized nipples. 
 
    A look of real pain shot through her eyes. 
 
    By now we were in the foyer. She had dropped half her clothes, she was crying, and I opened the door and tossed her out. 
 
    All she had a bra and one high heel, but I didn’t care. I snarled, “I’m getting my husband’s shot gun and coming back here.” I slammed the door. Hard. The whole damned house rattled. 
 
    I turned back to Jim. 
 
    He was just finished his orgasm. His back shook and then he grabbed his cock and flicked a bit of squirtem off it. 
 
    “You son of a bitch!”  
 
    Outside I heard a car door slam. The woman had taken me at my word and run for it. She was going to drive home with just a bra and one high heel. Good. And I ended up putting her clothes in a bucket and pouring bleach on them, then throwing them in the garbage can. No recycling for her shit. 
 
    “What do you have to say for yourself.” 
 
    The son of a bitch just smiled, sort of loopy, and that’s when I got it. 
 
    My husband of ten years was not only fucking whores, but he was on something. 
 
    “Oh, that was a good one.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open. It was incongruous, such a response. What the hell was going on? 
 
    “Don’t be such a Debby Downer,” he grinned, and then he just sauntered past me towards the bedroom. 
 
    I followed, wanting to screech like a harpy. Wanting to stick my foot, shoe and all, up his ass. But he wouldn’t have cared. He was stoned. He was on something. The whole world was soft and cuddly to him. 
 
    I wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly. 
 
    He flopped down on the bed, glanced over his shoulder at me, and said, “Welcome home, honey.” Then he laid his head down and closed his eyes.  
 
    I went to him and lifted one arm. Nothing. I dropped it and it fell on the bed. He was passed out. 
 
      
 
    I took care of the whore’s clothes, as previously described. I took a shower. Somewhere in there I began to cry. Anger gave way to tears and I sobbed my heart out. 
 
    The love of my life. A cheater. And a drug abuser. And he didn’t even care! 
 
    I stepped out of the shower and dried off. While I rubbed the towel over my body I could see him, snoring loudly now, on the bed. 
 
    Images floating through my mind. Beating him with a belt while he slept. Let him wake up with the bloody stripes of a convict. 
 
    No. I wasn’t a physically cruel person. 
 
    An image of future years, him buying whores and bringing diseases home. Me catching syphilis, gonorrhea, even AIDs. 
 
    Him smiling and cheerful as they carted him away with me shooting a gun at him. 
 
    But I wasn’t the violent sort. I know, I showed a bit of violent behavior when I kicked that whore out of my house, but that was different. That was heat of the moment. With time for reflection I never would have done that. 
 
    I dressed and left the bedroom. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and got down the booze. Bourbon and Coke. I poured myself a stiff one, and, at that moment, Sally drove into the driveway. 
 
    Sally’s my bestie. We’ve been through thick and thin and had the best time of our lives. 
 
    Now I watched as she strode up the driveway. A good looking woman, with red lip and big tits. 
 
    I grunted as thoughts of other women assaulted me. The other woman. The whore I had kicked out of the house. 
 
    Sally entered the house and called, “Tammi? How come you’re not parked in the driveway? How—“ she entered the kitchen and saw me. Saw the shattered look on my face. “What?” 
 
    And I began crying all over again. 
 
      
 
    We sat on the patio, the sun bright and shining, my life feeling like shit. Sally had seen my hubbie, naked and passed out, and now she was sitting with me, and we were sipping our bourbon at a rapid rate. 
 
    “Are you going to leave him?” 
 
    Bitterly, I snapped, “I love him.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Talk with him.” But my voice revealed the depths of my hopelessness. 
 
    “That son of a bitch,” she mused. “And here I thought he was one of the good ones. Good, old Jim would never cheat on you. And you never suspected anything?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s always been a little too friendly with ladies, and I have seen his hands wander a bit, but I thought he was just flirting. A guy thing.” 
 
    Sally shook her head slowly. “Bastard.” 
 
    “So what would you do?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled at me. “Pack his pecker in cement and make him stand in one place while I parade beautiful woman before him.” 
 
    I laughed, a quick snort that brought bubbles to my nose. I was shattered, and I needed a laugh. And she was so matter of fact in her description… 
 
    We drank some more, and then she said, “Why don’t you?” 
 
    “Why don’t you what?” 
 
    “Do what I just suggested.” 
 
    “Pack his pecker in cement?” 
 
    “Well, not exactly, but there are other ways to do this. Ways that wouldn’t hurt him, and yet he would get the lesson.” 
 
    I mulled that over. “How…what did you have in mind? How would we do it?” 
 
    “Let me get back to you. I want to talk to some of the girls in The Club. See what they think. Do a little brainstorming.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, then stopped. 
 
    The Club was what we called our little group of women. We were friends over the years and we liked to get together every few weeks or a month and have a hen party. We would chat and gossip and trade secrets and talk to each other. 
 
    Not a few of the girls had had problems that a talk with the other girls had solved. 
 
    Still, I didn’t want my marriage problems broadcast. 
 
    Then I shrugged that thought off. Who better than friends? 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “But I need to talk to Jim first.” 
 
    “If he doesn’t even care, if he actually is talking drugs, you won’t have much luck. 
 
    Sadly, I thought she was right. But I had to try. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t see what the problem is, babe.” He was awake now, feeling a little guilty, but only a little. 
 
    “You’re not home, I get a little horny, it’s only a few bucks for a blow job…” 
 
    “So a blow job isn’t sex?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “And it’s not breaking your marriage vows? Your vows to me? Your wife?” 
 
    “But honey…” He weaseled on. 
 
    This was going nowhere. 
 
    “What about the drugs? What were you taking?” 
 
    “Just a little Vicodin. It helps me unwind. I get real tense sometimes. 
 
    “So you buy cheap sex and take drugs to relieve your pressures. What happened to honest communication? With your wife, maybe?” 
 
    “You’re always busy. And I don’t want to bother you with my problems.” 
 
    “So you feel justified in screwing around.” 
 
    “Now, honey, I already explained about that. 
 
    “Yeah, blow jobs aren’t sex.” 
 
    “Exactly!” He was actually relieved. He thought I understood. 
 
    I turned around and left the room. I stomped into the bedroom and he didn’t follow me. I picked up my cell and hit a contact. 
 
    “Sally?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Let’s do it.” 
 
    I hung up the phone. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later. 
 
    I made Jim a delicious dinner. Steak and potatoes smothered in butter and grease. A tall drink. Apple pie for desert. 
 
    He devoured the meal and I served him a second drink. He never noticed the little bits of white material floating in his drink. He went to sleep quickly and easily, right in the middle of a sentence. And the sentence, interestingly enough was: “So I guess you’ve gotten over all this stupid anger about me and…and, me and girls…and…” Snore. 
 
     
 
    The warehouse was dark. Pitch black. The windows were covered with black plastic, even the spaces around the doors were blocked. If it was a painting it would have been a black bear in a coal mine at midnight. 
 
    “Wah…what’s happening?” Jim’s voice rose up in a quavery tone. 
 
    The lights were turned on. The light. A small, yellow cone shone down from the ceiling. He was well lit, but the shadows only showed the dim, naked figures of buxom ladies wearing hoods. 
 
    He was lying, curled up, his head raised, trying to figure things out. His penis was chained to a big ring bolt in the floor. His wrists were fastened to his thighs. His face began to look panicky. 
 
    He sat up, looked down between his legs, looked around the room. 
 
    Eight women on the rim of the cone of light. He was able to see that they were naked. He took note of the paddles laying next to their chairs. He could barely see, by squinting, that they were wearing hoods. 
 
    I knew he would recognize my body, but he would never guess at the identities of the others. He always chuckled about my club, and had only met a couple of the ladies, and that in passing. 
 
    “James Haskins!” A voice thundered out. It was one of the girl’s mothers, who was an ex-actress and who had begged to be included. She was in the deep shadows, and her voice was thundering, stentorian, dooming. “You have failed womankind!” 
 
    “What? Who…who are you?” He was fearful, close to tears. 
 
    “You have been found cheating on your wife.” 
 
    “What? No…no! It was only a blow job! It wasn’t really sex!” 
 
    “Is that your defense? That your silly little dick spitting into a whore’s mouth is not sex?” 
 
    I almost giggled. 
 
    “Look! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to hurt anybody! It was just…it was just…” and he started to cry. 
 
    That was good enough for me. I just wanted remorse. I figured that if he was willing to change then everything would be all right. 
 
    The girls, however, felt differently. 
 
    The voice boomed out, “What shall be his punishment!” 
 
    One of the hooded figures stood up, she stepped into the light. 
 
    It was Roxanne. She had probably the biggest tits of all of us, and they were standing up big and proud. She held her paddle in her hand. 
 
    Jim’s head snapped up. He stared at her, and, son of a bitch, I could see the lecher in him. 
 
    Roxanne stepped forward. 
 
    Jim tried to move around, but he only had two feet of chain. He squatted, and turned as she circled him. 
 
    And his dick started to grow. 
 
    “Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” thundered the voice. 
 
    “No! No!” yelled Jim, but it was too late. He had a full erection. 
 
    “James Haskins! Touch your head to the floor and receive your punishment for unauthorized erections!” 
 
    Unauthorized erections? Where did she come up with this stuff. I put a hand under my hood and stifled my laughter. The girl next to me, Sally, snaked a hand over to pinch my thigh and remind me to keep shut. 
 
    “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    “Put your head to the floor!” 
 
    Slowly, and with difficulty, it was hard with his hands tied to his thighs, he assumed the position. He lay on his side, then rolled over so that his head could touch the floor. His butt was perfectly positioned. 
 
    Roxanne circled him, got set, and…WACK! 
 
    Oh, Jim howled. He scuttled and cringed and tried to cover himself. But Roxanne was done. 
 
    Roxanne strutted back to her place and backed into the shadows. 
 
    I noticed that Jim had lost his erection. 
 
    Another girl stepped forth. This was Lacy. She had good boobs and a round butt. Jim looked up. 
 
    She just stood there, and Jim’s dick started to grow. 
 
    “James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” 
 
    James looked down. He saw his penis getting big and bold. He looked up, “No! No! I can’t help it! It just…it just does it on its own!” 
 
    “Assume the position!” 
 
    James didn’t want to. He didn’t move. But we had prepared dialogue for this. Lacy was the one who got to deliver the dialogue. “Listen, buster. We aren’t going anywhere until you assume the position.” 
 
    Sniffling, James timidly lay on his side and worked up so that his head was on the floor. 
 
    Lacy walked around behind him. The wind up…the pitch…WACK! 
 
    James fell over, I could see his ass was red on both cheeks. He was sobbing. His penis immediately shrunk. 
 
    Lacy returned to her place and another girl stepped into the light. Big boobs, and she stood with a slight spread to her legs so he could see her coosh. 
 
    James tried not to look. 
 
    “Look at your accuser!” yelled the voice. 
 
    It took a minute, but finally James looked at her. And his penis started to grow. 
 
    “James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” 
 
    “Oh, no…no!” And I knew that if James could have hit his penis to make it stop growing he would have. 
 
    “Assume the position!” 
 
    It took a while, but James had to confront the situation. He wasn’t going anywhere. He was terrified. He didn’t know what else was going to happen to him. But, finally, he was ready. 
 
    WACK! 
 
    It took an hour to get through all the girls, including me, but when we were done James was sobbing, tears were flowing, and he was cursing his dick for getting hard for each new girl. 
 
    Finally, we were done. 
 
    The girls in The Club all stood up and walked in a line towards a door. They walked softly, but he could probably hear them. There was only one woman left. Me. 
 
    We had discussed my choices. Leave him and call the police. Undo him and give him clothes. Other things. What I had finally decided on, however, was simple, but insidious. 
 
    I walked to the center of the room. I placed a glass of water in front of him. I turned around and left. 
 
    Jim was thirsty by now. He picked up the water and drank. And shortly went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine!” I chirped cheerfully, springing out of bed. “It’s a new day!” I drew the curtains back. 
 
    Jim bolted upright. He stared around wildly. 
 
    I pretended not to notice. I walked into the bathroom. “Did you have sweet dreams?” 
 
    I waited for the shower to get hot, and watched him in a little hand mirror I had propped into a corner. He would never notice it, but I would see him. 
 
    He got out of bed, gingerly. He rubbed his ass, turned around and looked over his shoulder at it. 
 
    It was bright red. Both cheeks. He was going to be sitting softly for a couple of days. 
 
    Smiling, I got into the shower. 
 
    As I soaped and lathered and shampooed and all that kind of stuff I was thinking about how well this worked out. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment was that we hadn’t filmed it. It would have been nice to have that reminder, maybe show it to Jim if he ever felt like wandering. 
 
    Still, he had gotten the message. I was sure he was cured. 
 
    Little did I know. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and maybe I should blame myself for what happened next. You see, even though I loved Jim, and though he had been shown the error of his ways, I didn’t want to make love. 
 
    I tried it a couple of times, but just started crying and pushed him away. 
 
    I think a year or two and I would have gotten over it, but the sad truth was that while Jim had been handled, I still had a deep hurt that hadn’t been handled. 
 
    So I didn’t go back to sleeping with him. 
 
    The thought made me miserable, but I didn’t, and I tried not to even think about it. 
 
    A recipe for disaster, especially given his history, if ever there was one. 
 
    My first clue was his happiness. 
 
    At first he was sort of hang dog. He knew I had been part of the scene that had humbled him, and every time I looked at him, and maybe gave a smirk, he knew. 
 
    Then, he stopped being hang dog. He just started smiling a lot, and I knew…he was playing with drugs again. 
 
    I didn’t say anything, but I did do a little snooping, and I found his stash. I didn’t throw it out, or confront him, or do anything drastic. I was hurt, and I was still in the throws of my own depression, and I just wanted to stand back and figure things out. 
 
    But it made me start to suspect him, and I determined to track him down, to catch him in the act. 
 
    Now, I don’t know what I would have done. I was just sort of mildly obsessed. I was like a dog chasing a car, if I had actually caught it I would have been stumped. 
 
    I examined his computer. Nothing there. Well, a few websites that were inappropriate, but…so what? Is there a guy alive who doesn’t look at a little porn? And I reasoned that if he was watching porn then maybe he wasn’t going out and getting it. Silly me. 
 
    I checked his phone numbers. He didn’t have a lot of them, but they all seemed above board. Nothing that screamed out: Blow Jobs! $75! 
 
    I went back to his computer, and I was staring at it, and then I realized…I had checked his browsing history, but what about his email? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I hummed. I tapped my fingers on his desk. I went and got a drink and just thought. I knew something was going on. I just didn’t know how to find it. 
 
    And, on a whim, I don’t know why, I typed into his browser ‘blow jobs.’ Now, when you type into Google the computer will finish filling it out for you. I had reached ‘Blo,’ and I saw a list of links hanging from the address box. 
 
    I stopped. 
 
     
 
    ‘Blow jobs, how to do’ 
 
    ‘Blow jobs, self taught. (Huh?) 
 
    ‘Blow jobs…’ 
 
    Yadda yadda yadda. 
 
      
 
    And, at the bottom of the list, ‘Blow jobs by Marilyn.’ 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    Bingo…fucking bingo! 
 
    The picture of the girl whose ass I had kicked. 
 
    A password required. I ran the cursor over the box and the passwords were computer loaded. I clicked. I was in. 
 
    Pages of them messaging. 
 
     
 
    ‘I want you. I can’t wait to feel your cock on my lips.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Not tonight, my wife is still awake.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Can’t wait to suck your tits.’ 
 
     
 
    ‘You should talk…you’ve got the most sensitive nipples in the world!’ 
 
      
 
    And, at one point, Jim actually said,  
 
      
 
    ‘My wife doesn’t understand me. Oh, if only I was married to you.’ 
 
      
 
    My mind stopped. If only he was married to her? 
 
    I checked the dates. I scrolled back. I found messages that were sent during our vacation, when I was hauling him off the beach to suck and fuck him to a fare thee well. He was talking to her, dreaming of her sweet lips, and willing to pay her $75 a shot. 
 
    Motherfucker! 
 
    I closed the computer. 
 
    I think, at that point, I was probably officially insane. 
 
    I had no feeling. I was like a psychopath, watching a spider crawl into a fire, no emotion, just wanting to see the quick flare of fire as the spider burst into flames. 
 
    The spider being my husband, of course. 
 
      
 
    Two days passed, I had lunch with Sally, and I think that helped bring me out of it. 
 
    Jim was so happy on his drugs he didn’t see the insane calmness of me. I probably would have snapped one night and taken a baseball bat to him while he slept. 
 
    But Sally helped. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, oh. What the hell is going on.” 
 
    I had sat down and smiled at her. My smile must have been ghastly. A rictus of crazy frightening at worst. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    She ordered a couple of drinks. Then made me drink both of them. She watched to make sure I did, and I did. I gulped those suckers like they were the keys to the kingdom. 
 
    She reached across the table and took my hand. “Out with it.” And she wouldn’t let go of my hand. She wouldn’t look away. She kept calling me back to her with her eyes when I tried to look away. 
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing.” I said, airily. Desperate and breaking into little pieces. 
 
    “Jim,” she stated. 
 
    I cracked and fell into an ocean of tears. 
 
    I sobbed and I sobbed, my back rippling, my chest gasping for air. 
 
    She just waited. 
 
    The waiter came up to ask if everything was all right. She just moved him along. 
 
    After 15 minutes I slowed down. 
 
    After a half hour I stopped. 
 
    I stared at her with red eyes, mascara a ruin, but somehow empty and refreshed. I was going to be okay. 
 
    After a little revenge, of course. 
 
    “Tell me,” she commanded. 
 
    I told her of my suspicions, of Jim being too happy, of find his drugs, of searching his computer and finally finding his emessages. 
 
    She nodded, listened, and when I was done, she simply got up, came around the table and hugged me. 
 
    Everybody in the restaurant was watching, of course, but we didn’t care. 
 
    She gave me hope, and I needed it. And The Club was called for an emergency session. 
 
      
 
    I fixed Jim a big dinner. He was happy, so it may have been wasted, but I did, and at least knew that it would be consumed. 
 
    It was consumed. Jim thanked me, and wandered off. Vacant, horny, wanting to get back to his internet lover. 
 
    I hummed while I did the dishes. Heck, I hummed all that night. And I checked his messages with ‘Mistress Marilyn.’ 
 
    La de da. Nothing. But I knew it was coming. 
 
    Nine days later it came. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sorry. I don’t know why, I just couldn’t get it up.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t worry, lover. Next time I’m going to suck you so hard your asshole will whistle. 
 
    His asshole will whistle? I laughed. I liked that. 
 
    I invited Sally over and showed her the message. Oh, what a laugh we had. 
 
    And the girls of The Club started dropping by. 
 
    They all had big grins, and especially when they greeted Jim. And they took to hugging him. 
 
    And they even made a point of brushing their hands across the front of his pants. 
 
    Jim was, of course, made extra horny by this, and he badly needed a blow job. 
 
    Six days later.  
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It happens, lover. You should probably see a doctor, though.’ 
 
      
 
    I printed out the message and showed it to the girls. they all chortled and snickered. They hugged me and we had little celebrations. 
 
    More and more I invited the girls over. It became rare for Jim to not see one or two of the girls during the day, and I spent hours on the phone at night. 
 
    Jim stayed happy, but there was a haggardness to his happiness. The drugs were making him happy, but there was an underlying problem that was making his life a problem. 
 
    He couldn’t get hard. 
 
    No boners for Jimmy boy. 
 
    No erections, hard ons, chubs or anything. 
 
    He was just a slack worm, and the slacker he got the more worried he got, and the more it showed through his drug haze, and the more the girls and I laughed. 
 
    Finally, the day came. 
 
    “Jim? Baby?” 
 
    He looked at me. We had just finished dinner and he was sitting there, caught in his own stew. 
 
    “I know we haven’t done it much, but I…I think maybe if we try…maybe tonight…” 
 
    Oh, he was caught. Conflicted. He wanted to fuck in the worst possible way, but he hadn’t had a boner for a month. Mistress Marilyn had even messaged him, 
 
      
 
    ‘Call me when you can get it up.’ 
 
      
 
    So he wasn’t even getting blow jobs, and now I was sitting there asking for a fuck. 
 
    I could see his mind running over the fact that he couldn’t get hard. But…God! He…he…he had to do something! 
 
    “Well, uh…I haven’t been feeling…” 
 
    I unbuttoned my blouse. Right there. In the kitchen. 
 
    He gulped as my big boobs came into view. 
 
    I shimmied out of my dress. 
 
    He gulped again, his eyes were still on my boobs. 
 
    I took off my bra. His mouth sort of opened, and a weird sound came out. A sighing sort of a gasp. 
 
    “Jim? Baby? I really need it. Please?” 
 
    He didn’t move. Wanted to move, but I knew his dick wasn’t getting hard. 
 
    “Jim?” I took his hand and pulled him to his feet. I led him out of the kitchen, down the hallway, into the bedroom. 
 
    I heard a slight sound behind me and knew that the girls were filing in and arranging themselves in the living room. They were quiet, and Jim never suspected a thing. 
 
    I pushed him on the bed and started working on his zipper and buckle. In a trice he was naked, and I took his slack cock in my mouth. 
 
    “Uh…oh…” he grunted, but there was nothing there. He was making sounds out of habit, not out of any lustful feeling. 
 
    “Look,” I said cheerfully, “I’m deep throating you.” I took his entire dick in my mouth. Erect I couldn’t do that. Slack, it was easy. I rolled the slug around in my mouth and sucked and tongued the slumping dick. 
 
    He groaned, but it wasn’t pleasure, it was frustration. He couldn’t get it up. He couldn’t be a man. 
 
    I grabbed his nuts and squeezed them. I played with them, I batted them. I stuck my finger in his asshole. 
 
    He made sounds, especially when the digit went up his button, but his cock stayed asleep. 
 
    Nothing there. 
 
    I stood up and looked down at him. His face was a study in misery. 
 
    “What’s the matter? Don’t you love me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, I do…I’m just tired.” 
 
    “Like you’ve been tired for the last month?” 
 
    His face rippled in surprise that turned to shock. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, like the girl says, I paused, then said it with significance. 
 
      
 
    ‘Call me when you can get it up.’ 
 
      
 
    He blinked. Things were coming together in his mind. He realized where he had heard that phrase before. 
 
    “Tammi?” 
 
    I grinned and stepped away from him. 
 
    He got to his feet and walked towards me. 
 
    I turned and walked down the hallway. 
 
    “Tammi? What do you mean? What do you…” 
 
    He froze. He was coming out of the hallway and saw the ladies sitting in a semi circle, facing him, their hoods on. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered, his face turned grey. 
 
    “James Haskins!” A voice thundered. Marsha was a matronly woman, the ex-actress, and she stood behind the circle. Her voice a weapon. 
 
    “Oh, god!” Jim blurted, then he fell to his knees. It didn’t matter that he was in his own home, he was being called to task. 
 
    “Stand here, Jim.” 
 
    I lifted him up and positioned him facing the ladies. 
 
    He stared at them. 
 
    They took their hoods off and smiled at him. Some of the smiles were quirky, some rueful, some amused. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Jim repeated. 
 
    “Jim Haskins,” Marsha spoke in a normal voice. “You have cheated on your wife for the last time. We are an old and powerful coven of witches, and we have laid a spell on you. 
 
    “We are going to set a task out for you, and if you accomplish it, we might return the function of your penis to you. If you don’t, then…” she shrugged, like ‘so what.’ 
 
    In truth, I had added one drop, that’s all it took, of medroxyprogesterone acetate, to his food. 
 
    That was the drug used to ‘chemically castrate’ sexual offenders. But it didn’t really castrate them, it just stopped erections, and when it wore off, after about six months, erections were possible again. 
 
    But Jim didn’t know that, and, for all he knew, we really were witches. Oh, how delightful. I had a stick and I could wait to use it! 
 
    “What…what do I have to do?” 
 
      
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, honey,” I woke cheerfully. I turned over in bed, splatted a big kiss on his cheek, and got up. 
 
    Jim lay there, no expression on is face. 
 
    I looked at him. 
 
    Quickly, he put out some false cheer. “Good morning…dear.” 
 
    I smiled. I was naked, and I stood spread legged, giving him a fine view of my bush. “And how’s my wonderful hubby this morning?” 
 
    “I’m fine. How are you?” He was like a robot trying to be a human. 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine.” I jumped back onto the bed and lay on my belly. “Give me a back rub.” 
 
    Quickly, he slid out from under the covers and squatted over me. He began massaging my back, my waist, but butt, my legs. His hands squeezed and kneaded. 
 
    “Mmm. You’re going to have strong hands in six months.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    “Let me turn over and…ah, yes. Do my front, and then get me off.” 
 
    He gently dug his hands in and massaged me. He especially worked on my breasts, and sucked the nipples. 
 
    I knew he was hurting inside. He couldn’t get it up, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t get horny. In fact, he was going to be more horny than ever. We were ordering lots of hormones for him, and we had selected chemicals that would increase his estrogen, but not interfere with his horniness. And with all the massaging and sex he was going to be putting out…he was going to be hornier than a bull on viagra. But he was going to be a cow. Heh heh. 
 
    Finally, I was nice and hot and tilting my hips towards him, and he went down for the finish. For long minutes he ate me and I arched my back and stuck my pussy into his face. Hard. I loved the feel of his soft tongue slithering up my slit. 
 
    “Nibble the kibble,” I moaned. That was my code phrase for suck my clit. 
 
    He did, and I gasped. 
 
    “Use your fingers.” 
 
    He started with one finger, but quickly went to three. I felt my juice gushing over his hand, and I said, “Now.” 
 
    He started jamming three fingers in and out of me. I could feel his knuckles hitting the rim of my hole. I gasped, and I bucked and squirted. 
 
    “OH, YEAH!” 
 
    Jim eased off and backed away. I lay there and luxuriated. Waking up with a massage and a cum, every day, how delicious. 
 
    I sighed and sat up. “That was wonderful. Thank you, dear. Go get my shower ready.” 
 
    He scampered into the bathroom and made sure the water was exactly the right temperature. 
 
    “Marsha? Are you here?” 
 
    Click, click, click. Marsha loved her high heels. Wore them everywhere. She entered the bedroom. “My, that sounded like a good one.” 
 
    “Heavenly,” I affirmed. “I’m going to shower now, you want a cum?” 
 
    “Why, I don’t mind if I do.” She giggled and began taking off her blouse. 
 
    I smiled. For an older lady she had a wonderful set of ta tas. Big and bulbous, overflowing. They weren’t as big as Roxanne’s, but they were firmer. 
 
    “Have a wonderful time,” I said. I walked into the bathroom. Jim held the door open for me and closed it gently when I was under the water. 
 
    Ah…this was the life. It had been one month since Jim had been acquainted with his new life, and I honestly didn’t know why all women didn’t do this: chemically castrate their man and hold his function as reward for service. 
 
    And it was wonderful turning him into a woman. 
 
    He was starting to get boobs. His skin was finer, and the fat was already redistributing on his face. 
 
    And he was becoming quite accomplished at putting on make up. 
 
    Of course, his horniness kept reminding him that he was a man, but that was okay. 
 
    I soaped and loufahed and washed my hair. I listened, with a smile, as Jim worked on Marsha. She was such a nasty girl. She would deliberately not wash her pussy, and loved it when he wrinkled his nose or hesitated. She also had a wart down there, and she delighted in making him suck it. 
 
    Oh, so nasty. I laughed. 
 
    I stepped out of the shower and Jim was waiting with a towel. 
 
    “Thank you, dear,” I said as he dried me off. 
 
    I walked out of the bathroom and sat down at the make up table. Jim had the hair dryer out and running. He gently brushed my hair out as he dried it. 
 
    “Give me some good waves today, slave boy.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Finally, my hair dry, I began putting on make up. “You can start yours while you wait.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” He moved to the side of the table and began working with his little box of creams and lotions and such. He was becoming expert with concealer, foundation, blush and all the other skin products, and I loved watching him when he curled his eyelashes. Men have such long, thick lashes, and his thickened up and curled and looked like they were almost fake. 
 
    “Jim?” I asked as I put on lipstick. “How’s it going?” 
 
    “Wonderful, dear.” 
 
    “No. I mean really. Tell me your true feelings.” I did this every once in a while. First, I really wanted to know. Second, to get him to verbalize his emotions was a wonderful thing. With the hormones kicking in, and his emotions running high, it made him so girly to talk about what was bothering him. 
 
    He sighed. “I’m okay.” 
 
    “Do I detect a little reticence in that statement?” 
 
    “Oh, no.” 
 
    But I could read him like a book. “Come on, out with it. Truth between girlfriends.” He didn’t really like it when I called him my girlfriend, but that was one of those ‘so what’ things. 
 
    He soughed, heavily, and said, “It’s sort of fascinating to…to look at my make up. Or to feel nylons slithering over my hairless skin.” 
 
    I giggled. “Would that give you a hard on if you were actually a man?” 
 
    He actually blushed a little. “I think it would.” 
 
    I stood up and looked at him, and he began to cry. Little tears leaked out of the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “What’s wrong, little Jimmy?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Is it the hormones?” 
 
    “I think so. Yeah.” 
 
    “Say ‘yes,’ not ‘yeah.’ It’s much more feminine.” 
 
    “Okay. I mean yes.” 
 
    “Well, have a good cry, and check your make up before you come out.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    I left him there, little bits of mascara washing down his face. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine, sluts!” I called into the spare bedroom. Roxanne and Sally were spending a few days. “Get him while he’s hot!” 
 
    A pillow flew at me and I easily sidestepped it. I continued down the hall. 
 
    Marsha was in the kitchen, starting the breakfast.  
 
    “You should be letting Jimmy do that.” 
 
    “I know. But he gave me such a delightful cum, and I like to work. So I thought…” 
 
    “You’re a kind person,” I kissed her cheek. 
 
    “For a witch,” she responded, and we both gave out evil cackles. 
 
    I sat at the table and Marsha put some orange juice in front of me. I sipped, and noted Jim coming down the hall. He was walking softly, carrying his high heels. As he passed the spare bedroom Roxanne’s voice yelped. “I saw you! Don’t you try avoiding your duties. Now get in here and start eating.” 
 
    Jim’s shoulders slumped and he turned and went back into the bedroom. shortly I heard the sounds of grunts and groans and squeals. I laughed. 
 
    “The poor boy. He does suffer so.” Marsha placed a plate with an egg on it, perfectly done, on the table. “Sausage in two minutes.” 
 
    I began eating, listening to Jim slurp and use his talents. 
 
    “He hates eating girls out after he’s put on his make up.” 
 
    “As I said, poor boy.” Marsha showed no mercy, just enjoyed everything. 
 
    Ten minutes later I was done eating, and Roxanne was out of the bedroom. Five minutes later Sally sauntered in, looking a little weak kneed. 
 
    Jim slunk down the hallway to repair his face. 
 
    “Well, girls,” I spoke as they began eating. “How’s it going.” 
 
    “You know, it’s only been a month, but I’m thinking we should keep him this way.” 
 
    I know what you mean,” I said. “But we all agreed.” 
 
    “Agreements can be changed.” 
 
    I smiled. “I don’t think Jim will like that.” 
 
    “Are you referring to ‘no vote Jim?’” Marsha was washing dishes, but her ears were quite good. 
 
    Roxanne, Sally and I laughed. 
 
    “Yes, that’s the one,” Sally tossed back. 
 
    Marsha came to us. “You know. It is possible to make him love being a woman, and we could keep our slave.” 
 
    “But?” I asked. 
 
    “But we would need to go further.” 
 
    “Further than feminizing him completely? What’s left.” 
 
    “Oh, there are many steps on the road to complete and utter emasculation.” There was a mysterious quality to her voice. “But you would have to be willing, Tammi.” 
 
    All eyes were on me. It was my husband, after all. 
 
    I pondered. My eyes got that far away look, and they watched me. 
 
    Jim. A good provider, but a cheater. Would making him a woman make him stop cheating? Probably. But what would happen when he went back to being a man. And I knew, with sinking heart I knew. A cheater once is a cheater forever. 
 
    My eyes unglazed and I faced my friends. “I’ve got a few concerns, but I’m willing to consider it.” I looked at Marsha. “Have you ever done this ‘total emasculation’ thing before?” 
 
    She smiled a tight but happy smile. “Oh, yes.” And she began to talk. 
 
    Interestingly enough, it was a three week program, and we decided to implement the very next month. In one month his tits would be quite obvious, maybe even large. And he would be unmistakeable as a woman. 
 
      
 
    One month later, his tits were almost C cups, his face had shifted and become cute. His hair was past his ears and we had layered it to really bring out the highlights. 
 
    “Hi, sluts,” Sally chirped, cheerfully, coming through the front door. She had just been out on a date with a fellow named Tom. She had known Tom for years, and knew that he was a big dick, and a big cummer. 
 
    She looked at Jim, who was standing by, waiting to wait on the girls. “Come with me.” 
 
    Dutifully, he followed her down the hallway. It was delightful to listen to intermingling ‘click, click, clicks.’ 
 
    Shortly afterwards we were all silent, listening to the sounds of sex. 
 
    “Hell, we can’t hear anything. I’m going to go listen.” Marsha slipped her heels off and tip toed down the hallway. The rest of us, there were three other girls plus me, we all wanted to be in on the start of Jim’s emasculation, tip toed behind her. 
 
    At the bedroom door we all stopped and turned our heads this way and that to best listen. We were just in time. 
 
    “Oh, yes, now eat me!” 
 
    He had finished spreading his love all over her breasts and she was ready. 
 
    “Oh, yes…yes…Hey! why are you stopping?” 
 
    “There’s…there’s…something is in your pussy!” 
 
    “Oh shut up and keep eating.” 
 
    “But…but what is it?” 
 
    “Eat it. Now. And don’t worry. It not only won’t hurt you, it’s good for you.” 
 
    “But…I…I can’t.” 
 
    Sally told us later that she had to grab his hair and force his head back down to her juncture. “It’s sperm, you ninnie! Now lick it out!” 
 
    “Bummm ahnn caan!” 
 
    “Shut up and eat, or you’ll never be a man again.” 
 
    We girls had to stifle our giggles, and we walked back down the hallway. 
 
    When Sally came out of the bedroom, looking flushed and satisfied we all clapped with our fingertips. She bowed. “Man, that was good. Getting eaten out after you’ve just had a big load deposited in your quim…there is nothing better. It’s so sensitive, and his face just slides around and stimulates you so wonderfully. 
 
    15 minutes later Jim entered the living room, and we could tell he was a changed man. He had taken the time to repair his make up, but we could see a redness to his cheeks, a dismay to his eyes, a slump to his shoulder. 
 
    “Don’t slouch,” snapped Marsha. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He tried to straighten up, but his mind was in shock. I took pity on him. 
 
    “Jim.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “How many times have I swallowed your cum.” 
 
    He admitted, “A lot.” 
 
    “And it was good.” 
 
    “But…it was another man’s!” 
 
    We all tittered. 
 
    Sally said, “All men are the same. All semen tastes pretty much the same. But you’ll find that out pretty quickly now.” 
 
    He stared at us, but nobody elaborated. 
 
    “Now, honey,” I said. “Every real woman has got to know how to swallow sperm. Lots of it. And you want to be a real woman, don’t you?” 
 
    He was caught there. He was commanded to answer in the positive. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now go make us some drinks.” I turned to the other girls, “I don’t know about you, but I feel like celebrating little Jimmy’s transitioning.” 
 
    Little cheers and affirmations. 
 
    Jimmy went into the kitchen, trying to to slump. A moment later he was back. “We’re out of liquor.” 
 
    We girls looked at each other, mock aghast. Marsha: “Well go get some, you ninny!” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    Now Jimmy was in a quandary. He had never been out of the house, and he had to go to the liquor store. And there was no way out of it. 
 
    He tried to hem and haw, to make excuses, but we just laughed and shooed him away. 
 
      
 
    20 minutes later the door opened and Lacy came in, followed by Jim. 
 
    “Guess who I ran into at the liquor store?” 
 
    Jim slunk past her, bags in hands, and shortly we heard the sound of drinks being mixed. 
 
    “How’d he do?” asked Sally. 
 
    “Oh, he was a hoot,” and she described how he was trying to cover himself up with a scarf. “He looked cute and stupid at the same time.” 
 
    “What’d you do?” I asked. 
 
    “I yelled out ‘Jaime!’” And hugged him like a girlfriend. He found out that in numbers there is strength. He seemed to relax, and was able to complete his mission. 
 
    We all had a good chuckle over that, then Jim…Jaime, brought in the drinks. 
 
      
 
    By the end of the week Jaime was ahead of schedule. He had had to eat the loads out of the girls’ snatches daily, once twice, and he wasn’t even blinking. He would slobber and lick, and then swallow whatever came out with no hesitation. 
 
    On the last day of that week I went out. Sally had arranged a date with Tom. Mr. Big Cummer, and, I tell you, it is quite amazing to fuck somebody other than your husband, especially after years and years of fucking only your husband. 
 
    It was like being out of your body, and all your nerves are twice as fired up, and when you find out that a bigger dick than your husband’s is available… Oh, my. Katie bar the door. 
 
    So I laid down on the bed, his side, let him sleep in the wet spot, and had him eat me. 
 
    Oh, his eyes were as big as pies when he realized what I had done. He raised up, was about to speak, and I pushed his head back into my valley. “Don’t talk, just eat.” 
 
    And he did. It was a thrilling victory for me, and as I came down from my second wonderful cum of the night I thought about how appropriate justice was, to make a cheater eat a cheater’s cum. 
 
      
 
    Second week. 
 
    A couple of the girls who knew carpentry were hammering and sawing in the garage, and Jaime was forbidden to go see what was happening. 
 
    That night we held a party. And we all wore dildos. Big old strap ons. Oh, we weren’t all going to rape him, only I had been voted to break him in. But he was going to suck us all, and then I was going to pop his cherry. 
 
    “Have a drink, Jaime,” I handed him a glass. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We decided you needed a break. So we’re going to get you a little drunk tonight.” 
 
    The ex-drug addict had been refused all alcohol, all drugs, and was on a salad diet. His weight was dropping off wonderfully, but he was starving. But a girl has to do what a girl has to do to keep her waist line, right?” 
 
    He tossed that drink down faster than Speedy Gonzalez masturbates, and he was handed another one. Then the fun began. 
 
    “Would you like another drink? Jaimie?” Marsha stood in front of him. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “What’s that? Dear boy?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to earn it.” 
 
    “What would you like me to do?” 
 
    “Suck my cock.” 
 
    Jaime turned bright red. You would think that after sucking another man’s juice out of his wife’s pussy he would be done with embarrassment, but he wasn’t. I actually thought it was sort of cute. 
 
    Cute or not, he knelt in front of Marsha and put his mouth on her dick. 
 
    She grabbed the back of his head and began lightly fucking his face. 
 
    He gagged, but manage to control himself. 
 
    “Make sounds, dear boy. Show me you love to suck cock.” 
 
    “Ah…gah. Yeah.” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    And so the party went. Us girls getting loopy, and Jaimie going from lady to lady, earning his liquor with blow jobs. It was particular humiliating, and yet delightful. 
 
    “Oh…oh…I’m going to cum!” yelled Roxanne, her big tits bouncing. She thrusting into his throat like she was blowing her load. 
 
    Jaime again gagged, but he was learning to take cock down his throat better and better.  
 
    “Oh, you’re a mess. At least put some lipstick on!” And shortly all our cocks were getting smeared with red. 
 
    And, the good part, Jaime started getting into it. He slobbered and he licked, and he responded to our compliments with a smile and a bit of pride in his eyes. 
 
    Finally, we took him out to the garage. 
 
    “Lay on the horsie, Jamie,” Marsha commanded. 
 
    Jaime looked at it. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “More of a how to fuck,” I giggled. 
 
    He was drunk, and he was used to following directions, so he laid down on a wide plank with some towels folded across it for cushioning. 
 
    The plank was supported by four two by fours, and we quickly secured his hands and feet, a handcuff to each limb. 
 
    His face lay on one end in a sort of cradle. His red lips facing whoever wished for a blow job. His butt hung off the other end. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    “Now,” I said to my husband, squatting in front of him so he could see me. “Now I break you in. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Sure. Whatever.” 
 
    Marsha knelt next to me. “Isn’t it wonderful? Feeling like this?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” 
 
    I said, “No, really.” 
 
    He had stopped crying pretty much, but moisture filled his eyes and he admitted. “It does feel good.” then: “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “I’m going to emasculate you. Now relax, and learn to take it like a woman.” 
 
    I kissed him, on the lips, which I rarely did anymore, and I walked behind him. 
 
    “Oh!” Jamie squirmed as I squirted lube onto and into his asshole. “What are you doing?” 
 
    But he was figuring it out now. 
 
    “Making you a woman,” somebody quipped. 
 
    I stood behind him then, and I placed my cock head onto his brown star. It fit perfectly and I waited. 
 
    Lacy was in front, and she kissed him. And kissed him. And kissed him. 
 
    Jaime lost himself in her lips, and I pushed an inch in. The head popped through the rim, and his eyes went wide. Lacy grabbed his hair and kept his face on hers. 
 
    Kiss, kiss.  
 
    Marsha started rubbing his back. 
 
    He relaxed, and I added an inch. 
 
    Inch by inch I penetrated him, and, I tell ya, there is something absolutely incredible when you take a man’s power away from him. 
 
    He had always been the manly man, assuming ownership with his cock. 
 
    Now he had no cock. I did, and I was assuming ownership. His ass was my property. 
 
    All the way in. My fake balls up against his body. 
 
    Lacy backed away and one of the girls knelt in front of him and started taking pictures. Later I would see the look on his face, 8 by 10, shock and awe, a defeat and an acceptance and, in a way, a victory. He was taking it. And…he was liking it. 
 
    Marsha nodded to me. 
 
    I began to move back and forth, sawing my hips in, giving a twist, pulling out, corkscrewing mercilessly. 
 
    Jaime groaned. 
 
    Marsha nodded, and I picked up the pace. My hips smacked into his flesh, my cock disappeared into his orifice. Jaime began to make sounds. Gulps, gasps, expressions of delight. 
 
    His dick, poor, limp thing, began to ooze sperm. I was hitting the prostate and forcing the semen through his cock. He didn’t feel anything, no spasm nor orgasm, but he was being drained. He was going to be extra horny from here on out. 
 
    And, finally, after ten minutes, Marsha held up her hand. Good. I wasn’t used to the fucking motion of the hips the way a man did it, and my muscles were sore. 
 
    I backed away and my dick flopped out of his asshole. 
 
    Jaime groaned. He had felt full, complete, and now he was empty. I had done it right, and he would crave cock from here on out. 
 
    We left him there. We undid the cuffs and just walked out of the garage, turning off the light and leaving him, gasping, sobbing in happiness. 
 
    Hours later he would sneak into bed, careful not to wake me. But I was awake, and I was smiling. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the week the girls took him out to the garage and opened him up. Each night one, or even two girls, would exercise his butthole.  
 
    After that first time Jaime didn’t need to be tied down. He would simply go out and lay down and take it.  
 
    And he liked it. 
 
    And he realized that, in a way, though it resulted in more and more horniness, it provided a form of sexual release. 
 
    Eventually, in the weeks ahead, he would come to the girls and ask them to fuck him. 
 
    We would, of course, accommodate him. 
 
     
 
    The end of week three. D day as far as Jaime’s emasculation was concerned. 
 
    We held another party, and we wore cocks, and we gave him drinks in return for blow jobs, but we didn’t get him as loopy as before. 
 
    To completely emasculate a man one must leave a little wiggle room. Room in which the man must make his own decision. If he doesn’t choose to be emasculated, it is not as effective. 
 
    About an hour into the party Tom showed up. 
 
    Tom is a hunky fellow. Dick is about eight inches long, not unusually fat, but nice. It really fits into the pussy. 
 
    Several of the girls had utilized him, he did shoot such delightful and large loads, and we all gathered around him. 
 
    Jaime stood back, watching, wondering, and knowing that something was up. 
 
    I took Tom by the hand and took him to Jaime. 
 
    Jaime looked completely like a woman now. He was wearing a tight dress, a slit up the thigh, a heart cut into the top so his cleavage, all him, could be presented. His hair was perfect, his make up was impeccable, his lips were red and moist and ready. 
 
    “Jaime, Tom is going to be your date tonight.” 
 
    Jaime was frozen. 
 
    “Shake his hand, girlfriend.” 
 
    Sally moved forward and moved Jaime’s hand forward to a shake. 
 
    “Give a hug.” 
 
    Sally moved him into Tom’s arms. 
 
    For a moment they hugged. 
 
    I could see Jaime’s eyes were thoughtful. I think he had figured it out. He was going to get fucked. For real. 
 
    So we drank a little more. We got Jaime to dance with Tom, and then we all went out to the garage. 
 
    “Lay down, Jaime.” 
 
    Jaime looked at me, eyes all shiny and opaque, like mirrors. Oh, what mysterious things were going through his mind. 
 
    He lay down. There was tension in him, as he gripped the two forward legs with his hands. But we didn’t have to cuff him. 
 
    I sat in front of him, gave him some sips of bourbon and Coke, talked softly to him. 
 
    He didn’t say much, just listened. 
 
    I kissed him gently, “You’re a good girl.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    The girls greased Tom up, then they lubed Jaime. They took their time, fondling him, loving him, making him warm and loose. 
 
    Then Tom stepped  between his legs. His cock was hard and loomed large. He placed the tip of his cock to Jaimie’s hole and gently inserted. 
 
    Jaimie’s eyes went wide. His back was shivering and rippling. 
 
    “Relax, lover.” I whispered to him. I kissed him again. I took my time and really swallowed his lips. 
 
    Tom slid smoothly in. We had prepared Jaimie, had stretched him out, and he took the cock in easily. 
 
    “Oh,” said Jaime, and I knew he was feeling the wonderful sensation of hot skin rubbing against his anal walls. 
 
    Tom began to move in and out.  
 
    Oh, the wonder in Jaimie’s eyes. He began to push back, to fuck Tom. 
 
    Tom grinned and grabbed Jaimie’s hips. He drove in hard, and Jaime groaned with the pleasure. “Oh…yes…yes….” 
 
    In and out. Flesh on flesh. Heat on heat. Jaimie’s mouth was slightly opened. I grabbed the back of his head and kept kissing him. Our lipstick was smeared and he was barely aware of me, but it was all working. He was growing towards a massive explosion. 
 
    An actual orgasm. A prostate orgasm. The girls had been careful, kept him on edge, trying to avoid the inevitable, saving him for Tom. 
 
    The surges began. 
 
    “I feel it,” said Marsha, who was holding his slack penis. “It’s coming. 
 
    Jaimie was grunting and groaning and lurching. He was out of control, caught by the tsunami sneaking up on him. 
 
    “Here it comes!” 
 
    “So do I,” grunted Tom. 
 
    Jamie drooled a long stream of sperm out of his limp penis. 
 
    Tom began shooting ropes of thick, white liquid into his bowels. 
 
    For a long minute they both came, locked up, spasmed out, shooting their guts out. 
 
    Then it was over. 
 
     
 
    By the time six months had passed we no longer used Jamie for a slave. He was one of us. He giggled and gossiped, he joyously ate pussy,  and he had fucked two other men, and Tom several more times, but we no longer made him do anything. He did everything on his own. 
 
    One day, he was doing dishes and four of us gals were sitting at the table having a hen party, and he suddenly stopped what he was doing and just looked out the window. His expression was so serious, and he was so obviously thinking, that we all felt it. We grew silent and watched him. 
 
    “What is it, Jaimie?” 
 
    He turned to us. Wiped his red tipped fingernails on his apron, brushed a strand of hair back. “You aren’t going to turn me back into a man, are you?” 
 
    We were silent. Then Marsha said, “I think that’s up to you, Jaimie. What do you want to do.” 
 
    He stood there, a once upon a time man, and thought about it. He tilted his head slightly and licked his red lips with his pink tongue. His eyes were charcoal shadowy and his breasts were quite large. Over C cup, and we were betting he would get to D cups. 
 
    He said, “Well, I know what I want to do.” 
 
    We all sat there and waited for his decision. 
 
    “I want to…do the dishes.” 
 
    He turned back to the sink and we all laughed. 
 
      
 
    END
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    I thought Covid was bad, but it was nothing compared to what happened next. It started with planes flying overhead, gaseous clouds trailing after them. The gas spread out, seemed to dissipate into nothing. 
 
    I was driving down the street at the time, the top was down on my Mustang, and I was going to Sally Benton’s house. Sally was my honey, and we were going to go to the beach, play in the waves, and then play in each other, if you get my drift. 
 
    Then the planes came, flying low, a picture of a Blue Jack Ass laughing on the fuselage. Gas spewed out of the tails of the planes, and everything came apart. I felt faint, but managed to guide my car to the side of the road. I was conscious of an accident down the road, some people weren’t lucky, and then I passed out. 
 
    I came to a few minutes later. 
 
    I tried to start my car, but it wouldn’t work. So I got out and started walking down the street. There were other people out walking, and no cars were running, so I figured the gas had messed with mechanical things. 
 
    But who could it have been? The Russians? The Chinese? But we had early warning systems! No way it could have been either of them. 
 
    Engrossed in thought, I wasn’t far from Sally’s house, and I kept putting one foot in front of the other. Then things got weird. 
 
    My first clue was my feet. I was wearing athletic shoes, and suddenly they didn’t fit. They just started flopping, and I actually stepped out of one. When I bent over to put it back on and tie the laces tighter, I almost fell over. My clothes were too big. 
 
    The first thing that went through my mind was that my clothes had stretched out. I thought that the gas…maybe it was causing the cotton to come apart, and the first stage was that the material got all stretchy. 
 
    Then I thought about my shoes. Then I looked at the world, really looked, and realized that I was shrinking. 
 
    Then I felt a terrible pain in my groin. I fell on the ground and grabbed my nuts. They hurt, and they felt like they were getting smaller! 
 
    At that moment the pain lessened, and I could feel my package. Yep, it was okay…wait a minute! My dick was shrinking! My balls were getting smaller! WTF! 
 
    I tried to get up, I tried to feel my package through my now falling off pants. I was honest to God terrified! 
 
    The planes! The Gas! My body shrinking! And now my manhood? What was happening to me? 
 
    Suddenly a man ran past me. He was shrieking and pulling his hair. I took note that he had really long hair, and he was shrieking like a girl. 
 
    Then the pain started in my groin area again, and my chest hurt like I was having a heart attack. 
 
    I keeled back over on the ground, puddled into my clothes and passed out. The last thing I remember, before I went unconscious, was: why is hair in my face? 
 
      
 
    I awoke with hair in my face. Long blonde hair, like my hair, but long. 
 
    I just lay where I was, and knew that things were different. I could feel that my body was smaller. I knew this because I was still in my clothes, and my clothes were too big. I was laying in them like they were a puddle. 
 
    My shirt was like it was ten sizes too large. The familiar feel of a tight belt was gone. One shoe was gone, and the other felt like I was a child and tried to wear my father’s shoes. 
 
    “Ohh,” I groaned. My head hurt, and I felt like I had some kind of dread disease. Bitten by a tetse tetse fly, and changed into a shrinking man. 
 
    The confusion, the struggle to understand, went through my head. I tried to sit up, and that’s when I realized the true extent of my problems. 
 
    “Oh!” My chest felt like something had been attached to it, and it was dragging me down. 
 
    Inside my shirt my hands were free and I felt for my chest. 
 
    BOOBS! 
 
    I had breasts! I had tits! Bazoombas! Those things that are fun when they’re on girls, but…what were they doing on my chest? 
 
    I felt them and tried to understand.  
 
    They were big. They were bigger than my girlfriend’s, and she had big ones. 
 
    And the nipples…they stood straight up, big as thimbles! And when I touched them a sexual shock went down to my groin. 
 
    Through my panic I realized that it felt good. I instinctively  reached to my groin and…MY DICK WAS GONE!  
 
    My penis was absent, as were my balls, and all I had was a slender, little slit with big lips, or labias, or whatever they were called. 
 
    I felt myself frantically. 
 
    Oh, God! What had happened to me? 
 
    I was becoming more aware by the second, and I realized that I could see. Light was coming in through the weave of my shirt, and through the neck hole over my head. 
 
    I struggled around and examined my body with my eyes. 
 
    I was short, and big boobed. I had a vagina. My hair was long and blonde. 
 
    Yes. Whatever that gas had done…it had changed me into a girl! 
 
    Now, I don’t know why I didn’t freak. I remembered that fellow with the long blonde hair who had run past me screaming. He had freaked. He must have been freaked because he was changing. 
 
    I held on. I tired not to freak. I tried to control myself. 
 
    I was terrified, my thoughts were scattered and shaken and didn’t make sense. I was trying to cope. But, then, I was always the kind of guy who coped. 
 
    When my father had tried to talk me into being a Democrat, I had refused. 
 
    When my mother had wept for my soul because I wanted to meditate instead of pray, I had held my ground. 
 
    And I was working my way through college, holding down a job, and I was coping. 
 
    So I held it together…in a freaking out sort of way. 
 
    I began to wiggle. I pushed my hand up through my shirt neck and pulled, and I began to shimmy out of my over sized clothes. 
 
    I got my head up, but I couldn’t get my shoulders through. I pushed out of my jeans and stood up. 
 
    The world was going crazy. 
 
    People were sobbing and crying. 
 
    A couple of girls near me were naked. They were looking around like the world had come to an end. Which, of course, it had. 
 
    No cars worked. 
 
    People were coming out of stores and standing around on the street. A lot of them were girls, like me, in over-sized clothes. 
 
    I looked at my car. It just sat there, and I wondered what was wrong with it. Such an odd thought. What’s wrong with the car, when the real problem was what was wrong with me. 
 
    I was next to a parking meter. Comparing my height to the meter height I judged that I was about five feet. Not a very tall girl. 
 
    I saw my reflection in a store window on the other side of the sidewalk. I looked like a waif. I had big, blue eyes, long eyelashes, smooth, tanned skin. 
 
    Well, I had been tanned before, so it stood to reason that I would still retain that tan. I guess. 
 
    My shirt was a denim shirt with snaps on the pockets. It hung off my body and exposed one slender shoulder. Under the shirt, I had very large tits. My nipples poked out through the material. 
 
    I had been six foot four, and now I was five foot, and the shirt hung to my knees. Almost like a gown, or dress, or something. 
 
    And my face was rounder, softer. My hair was a long, golden frazzle. When it had gotten longer it hadn’t grown into a fashionable style. It looked like some cavewoman’s hair. 
 
    Unconsciously, wanting order in something in this new and crazy world, I pulled my fingers through my hair. But I needed a good brushing. 
 
    People were starting to move around me. 
 
    Two girls, small as me, walked past. One was holding up loose pants and the other was wearing a shirt like mine, no pants. Their hair was messy, too, and they were crying and asking each other what happened. 
 
    A guy rode past on a bicycle, and he leered at me. 
 
    A store keeper came out of an imported cheese store. He looked at me and said, “You better get yourself home, missy.” 
 
    Missy. I was ‘Missy’ now. I had been Brad Longstreet. I had been the envy of guys with short dicks, and the guys on my swim team had called me ‘long dick.’ 
 
    What was I now? ‘Short snatch?’ 
 
    I know. I know. Measuring a guy by the size of his dick is worse than childish, but when you spend a lifetime being something, and then find that you are not that something, it’s rough. 
 
    The old guy from the cheese store had walked down the street and was talking to other people. His advice was good, though, and I headed for Sally’s apartment. 
 
    I was too far away from my own, and I was only a couple of blocks. from hers. I figured she could help me sort this mess out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Sally! Sally!” My voice was high pitched, a girl’s voice, and I knocked on her door. Well, actually, I pounded on it. While walking to her apartment I noticed people staring and pointing, and it looked like a couple of guys were even following me. 
 
    Normally, I wouldn’t care. But normally I was six foot four and 200 pounds. Normally I would have eaten a couple of punks like those that were falling me up. I was young, strong, practiced in the martial arts, an athlete in good condition. But now I was five feet tall, maybe 120 pounds, and most of that seemed to be centered in the big, round globes on my chest. 
 
    “Hold on!” came Sally’s voice, and I sagged against the door in relief. 
 
    “Hey! there she is!” 
 
    I turned around and looked down the stairs. Three punks, and I do mean punks, were starting up the flight of steps. They were dirty, ragged, and unshaved. They were the kind of men who wore their pants so low you could see their ass cracks. 
 
    “Sally!” I yelped, pounding on the door again. 
 
    The door opened and I pushed forward, and Sally pushed back! “Get out of here!” 
 
    “Sally, it’s me! Brad!” But I was talking to a door that had been slammed in my face. 
 
    “Ha! Gotcha!” 
 
    The punks were crowding onto the landing and I screamed. I tried to fight, but their hands were everywhere. They groped my tits and pushed me on my back, and I had the sudden and terrible feeling that I was about to lose my virginity. My female virginity. My male virtue had long since passed. 
 
    “Feel those titties!” 
 
    “I get to fuck her first!” 
 
    “I get sloppy seconds!” 
 
    I was crying. I couldn’t fight back. I didn’t have the muscles, and they parted my legs and one of them pulled down his pants and moved forward. My eyes widened in horror at the sight of his scabby manhood. It wasn’t big, but it looked diseased and filthy. 
 
    “Hey! Asshole!” We all looked up. Sally stood over us and she let loose with a spray of pepper spray. 
 
    “Fuck! Hey! OOOOWWW!” The three punks fled down the stairs, tripping and falling and screaming insults. 
 
    “Oh, thank God!” 
 
    Sally grabbed my arm and hoisted me to my feet. A bit of the pepper spray had gotten me and I was crying. But I was safe. At least, I thought I was. 
 
    “I don’t know who you think you are,” she dragged me into the apartment. “But I couldn’t let those assholes rape you.” 
 
    “But, Sally, it’s me, Brad!” 
 
    “Sit there and don’t move. I’ll get a wet towel for your eyes.” 
 
    “I swear! I’m Brad.” 
 
    She stopped, turned to me with a big frown. “My Brad is six foot four, a hunk with muscles. You better stop talking right there, sister.” 
 
    I tried to calm down then. I was still sobbing, but only lightly, when she came back with a towel. I rubbed my eyes and tried to collect myself, and I finally said. 
 
    “I was gassed, by a plane. I managed to stop my Mustang on the side of the road, but I started changing. I shrunk, and I got these…these…big boobs!” I almost shouted as I held them up for her to see. 
 
    Sally started to laugh, and I stared at her. “That’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard! Mysterious planes gassing everybody. How come I didn’t change?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe because you’re already a girl. But I saw other people change, but not everybody. Just some guys. Not girls. Maybe it doesn’t effect girls.” 
 
    She chuckled, “That’s so stupid. You’ll have a fine career as a science fiction writer…if you get the fuck out of my apartment and go somewhere else.” She snarled the last, and I cringed. 
 
    I said, “I drive a blue Mustang with a black top. License plate number 1ABH334. I’m in college, the city college, majoring in literature. I have a job teaching surfing.” 
 
    She got a mean look on her face. “Have you been stalking Brad?” 
 
    I tried again. “I met you when I attended a pep rally. Our team got beat 7 to 6. You like pink underwear, and you have a big, pink teddy bear on your bed. I have to move him every time I spend the night. And you always laugh and say my manhood is threatened. Your mother’s name is Florence, and she’s got Diabetes. We visited her last April, and she asked you ‘How did you ever find such a hunk.’ She—“ 
 
    Sally slapped me in the face. She was enraged, and she said, “You’ve been spying on us! Nobody could know those things!” She grabbed me by the arm and began pulling me towards the door. She’s a big girl, four inches under my old Brad body, but a foot taller than my ‘Missy’ body. 
 
    “But I know them because I was…I am…Brad!” 
 
    She yanked open the door and pushed me out. I tripped as I went out and fell on my face. Well, my boobs. 
 
    “Oof!” And I looked down twenty steep steps. 
 
    “If you ever come back here and I’ll have you arrested!” She slammed the door. 
 
    Sniffling, I got to my feet and began walking down the steps. By the time I reached the bottom I was sobbing. My shoulders were shaking, and I descended another short flight of steps to the street.  
 
    I didn’t know where to go. I was weak and fragile. I was…a girl! And, realizing this, I sobbed even harder. 
 
    I crossed the street slowly, my world destroyed, and headed back towards my Mustang. I turned once, at the far corner, and looked back towards Sally’s apartment. She was standing behind the sliding door on the balcony, and when she saw I was looking up at her she drew the drapes. 
 
    I walked up the street, trying to control my emotions, but failing. I reached the street where my Mustang was parked, turned towards it, and saw a tow truck hooking it up. 
 
    “Hey!” I ran down the street, then slowed. My boobs were flopping, and they were so heavy it hurt. 
 
    “Hey!” I reached the tow truck. “That’s my car!” 
 
    The driver was a big fellow wearing dirty overalls. He had a day[s growth of scraggly beard and fleshy features. “Sorry, lady, I got orders to clear the street.” 
 
    “But the plane! The gas!”
He frowned. “You show me the keys and I’ll let her down.” 
 
    “The keys! They’re in the cup holder in the center console!” 
 
    He shook his head and said, “I ain’t got time for this.” 
 
    The two truck pulled away from the curb, my beautiful blue Mustang behind it. 
 
    I ran behind him, my arms flailing, then I had to slow down again. The boobs were starting to bounce. 
 
    And there I stood. Crying, helpless, nowhere to go. 
 
    I would have had to walk five miles to get to my apartment. And I didn’t have the keys. And the apartment manager wasn’t going to believe I was me. No way in Hell. 
 
    So my run after the tow truck became a trudge. A sad walk of shame. I headed towards Sally’s apartment. Not because I intended going there, but because it was the only place I knew. 
 
    I didn’t make it very far, though. I was just too distraught. I sat down on a lawn and just started crying. 
 
    And crying. 
 
    Seemed like I couldn’t stop. 
 
    But, eventually, I did.  
 
    And I just sat there and the afternoon whiled away. 
 
    Then I saw the three punks again. And they saw me. 
 
    I could see their crooked grins from a block away, and I got up and started running. I held my boobs with one arm and ran as fast as I could. 
 
    Which wasn’t very fast. As Brad I had a good, long stride, loved to run in 5K and 10K races. And I did pretty well. 
 
    As Missy I had short legs, and my chest was a load to carry. 
 
    I turned down the street Sally lived on. When I passed her apartment the punks were only 50 yards behind me, and gaining fast. 
 
    On the next block they caught me. One of them tackled me, threw me to one side and I slid and rolled across a stubby lawn. Then all three were on me. Again, they groped my breasts. They shoved my legs apart, and the one with the scabby dick was on his knees and pushing forward, and— 
 
    “Hey! Asshole!” 
 
    We looked up, and Sally was there, and she let loose with the pepper spray again. They scrambled back but she didn’t let up. She kicked one of them between the legs. He leaped into the air and fell, then scrambled to his feet and ran away with his hands cupping his testicles. She kicked another one in the butt, and he sprawled, then scrambled to his feet and kept running. Then she turned and came back towards me. 
 
    I cringed and tried to back away from her. My hands scrabbled at the grass and my eyes were wide with fear. She squatted in front of me. 
 
    “It’s okay. I know who you are.” 
 
    “You…you do?” Again, I couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    She held out her hand. 
 
    “Yes. Now let’s get you safe, and I’ll tell you what happened.” I put out my hand, and she took it and helped me to my feet. Then she put an arm around my shoulders and walked me back to her apartment. 
 
      
 
    “It’s on all the news. We can watch it in a sec, but let me give you the capsule version.” She washed my forearm, which had rashed when the punks had tackled me. 
 
    “The United States has been attacked. The enemy flew overhead and sprayed everybody with gas. We haven’t found out where the planes came from, but apparently the gas turned certain men into girls. Here, this will sting.” 
 
    She dabbed my scrape with hydrogen peroxide. As a guy I would have laughed. As a girl I flinched. 
 
    “You want to eat something?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She went to the kitchen and put together a grilled cheese sandwich with sliced hot dogs and pieces of onion. The smell was delicious. 
 
    “Why don’t you turn on the TV?” 
 
    I sat on the couch and watched the newsies describe the tragedy. 
 
    “…unknown assailants…” 
 
    “…not sure why certain males have changed…” 
 
    “…reports are still coming in…” 
 
    It was a whole lot of nothing. 
 
    Sally brought me the grilled cheese, and then watched while I ate it. 
 
    “I can’t believe it,” she said, as I licked my fingers. “You eat the same way as Brad. The way you move…it’s girly, but it’s also Brad.” 
 
    “But I’m so short!” I protested. 
 
    She smiled a wan smile. “And stacked. I guess being hung as a man must have transferred over to being stacked as a woman.” 
 
    I looked down at my boobs. They were big. 
 
    I started to cry. 
 
    Sally slid over next to me and put an arm around me. I turned my face into her and cried tears over her boobs. 
 
    “It’s okay. We’ll figure this out.” 
 
    After a while I snuffled out and moved back a little. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be. You’ve had the shock of all shocks. That you’re still sane says something about you.” 
 
    Outside it was full dark. The TV sound was off and the flashing images cast flickers of light over us. 
 
    “What now?” I asked. 
 
    “Now? Now we sleep. You need to rest. Tomorrow you’ll be more relaxed, able to think, and we can make a plan. Maybe the stupid TV will actually say something intelligent by then. 
 
    Suddenly, I was shy. “Where do I…I mean…” 
 
    “Where do you sleep?” she had a wry grin on her face. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “You’ll sleep in my bed. Same as you always have. Come on.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me into her bedroom. She had a big bed and she looked at me and said, “Which side does Brad sleep on.” 
 
    “Nearest the door. He wants to protect you in case anybody breaks in.” 
 
    She nodded, a small smile on her face. “Don’t mind me, I’ll be quizzing you every once in a while, making sure you remember. You have to remember that this is all pretty weird to me, too.” 
 
    I nodded, and I stood there, not knowing what to do. 
 
    “You want to sleep with Pinkie?” 
 
    I looked at her teddy. He was huge, big as me. 
 
    “I guarantee, you’ll feel safe and protected. Pinkie is a bad ass. Come on, take that shirt off and get in.” 
 
    Slowly, I pulled my big shirt off and slid under the covers. Sally pushed me a little, all the way over. “You can sleep between me and Pinkie tonight.” 
 
    I cuddled up to Pinkie, then turned over. Sally had turned out the lights and was going back into the living room. 
 
    “Where are you going?” I had fear in my voice. 
 
    She turned. “I need to do a little work. I want to watch the news some more. I’ll come to bed in a half. And when you wake up tomorrow morning, if you wake up before me I might not be here. I have to do a little shopping. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered back. 
 
    “Good. Say hello to Pinkie now, and sweet dreams. Every thing is going to be all right.” 
 
    Then she gently closed the door and I was alone in the darkness. Except for a big, pink teddy bear. 
 
    I turned to him, and his button eyes glinted in the low light. Funny thing, as Brad I dismissed the idea of a teddy bear being a comfort. That was for kids. But now…now things were different. I slid over, and reached past his arms. I snuggled into his grasp, and Sally was right. There was something living and warm and protecting about the big guy. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    I awoke at ten in the morning. I had slept straight through, which was logical because of the shock to my system. For a moment I just lay in bed. Secure in the arms of Pinkie the Great. I felt my body. I felt my tits. Yes, they were still big. Double DDs, maybe larger. I had a much smaller chest size, so my boob size…I would have to measure. And I would have to measure height and weight. I needed to see what I had to work with. 
 
    Though, to be sure, I felt healthier than all get out. 
 
    I even felt a little horny, and that was weird. 
 
    Girls get horny different than guys. I had heard people say that, but now it was real. Instead of getting a white hot boner, I had a slow build up of heat, but it was as undeniable as a hard on. 
 
    I reached down and felt my snatch. Oh my God! It felt just like a girl’s pussy! 
 
    I touched around my vagina. I felt the lips, and then the clitoris, and a sexual shock went through me. I quickly withdrew my hand. I felt like a 12 year old, discovering something dirty. Then I realized I wasn’t 12. I was grown up, and I could ditch all the societal conditioning. Sex was good. 
 
    But I still chickened out. Simple truth? I was afraid. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how afraid I was. The body was so small. It was…sexy, and that freaked me out. I was used to lusting after, not being lusting for. 
 
    Having to pee, I got up and went into the bathroom, and that was an adventure. 
 
    As a guy I just whip it out and hose it. 
 
    But as a girl…I had to actually sit down! How inconvenient! 
 
    Then, I had to figure out where to put the urge, what muscle to tighten, before any pee came out. 
 
    I finally figured it out, and sighed in relief as I heard the delicate tinkle. As opposed to the heavy stream. Weird. 
 
    I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. I was beautiful Maybe a little round in the hips, but the size of my breasts balanced it all out. I leaned forward and examined my skin. Female skin. Fine and bronzed by the sun. 
 
    But my hair was a fucking mess. And my eyebrows…I suddenly realized why girls pluck them. I looked like I had caterpillars crawling over my eyes. 
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    “Yes,” and my voice freaked me out. It was high pitched. Girly as all get out, but I was unaccustomed to being a soprano. I went back into the bedroom. Sally was poking her head in the door. I suddenly felt embarrassed. I had no clothes on, and the only clothes I had was the shirt I wore the day before, and it was dirty and grass stained and even ripped. 
 
    “I thought I heard you stirring. Come on in. Breakfast is ready.” 
 
    I looked at the shirt, picked it up and looked at it in disgust. 
 
    “Oh, don’t bother with that. I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    “Just come out…naked?” 
 
    She laughed. “Remember, I’ve seen you naked before.” 
 
    “But not like this!” 
 
    She entered the room then. She was wearing jeans and a sweat shirt, and I envied here in that moment. 
 
    She took my hands and looked me in the eyes. I was so scared I almost flinched, but I managed to look back. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve been changed, and we’re going to have to go through some changes, and we start right now. You may never be embarrassed in front of me. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’ll never be embarrassed in front of you.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now come on.” She tugged my hand and led me into the living room. The breakfast nook was on the other side, and she led me, bouncing boobs and all, to the table. “Sit.” 
 
    I sat, and she served me sausage and biscuits. And poured a glop of syrup on everything. My favorite…when I was Brad. 
 
    The smell hit me then, and I realized I was starving. 
 
    Well, of course. Going through a body change like I had had probably taken a lot of energy. 
 
    “Oh my God! Thank you.” And I dove into that breakfast like it was my last meal. 
 
    Sally sat down opposite me and watched me. And I kept raising my eyes to look at her. 
 
    I was Brad. Brad had loved Sally. I loved Sally. But everything was so…weird. 
 
    “I love watching you eat.” 
 
    “I put in mouth. I chew. I swallow. I don’t understand.” 
 
    She laughed. “How Brad you are.” Then she sobered. “And we have to talk about that.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “The TV. It’s going crazy.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “The news is saying people who have changed have to be rounded up. They say it’s a health crisis, that you might infect somebody. So they’re rounding up all the people who have changed into girls and taking them to a big Walmart that they changed into a FEMA camp.” 
 
    I blinked. “I read about that!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Before the planes gassed me. I read that the government was making refugee camps and they were going to round up all the Republicans and lock them up. 
 
    Sally smiled. “I had forgotten what a conspiracy nut you were.” 
 
    “But doesn’t this sort of prove it?” 
 
    “It proves that the government is over reacting, and it means we have to protect you.” 
 
    “How do we do that?” 
 
    “First, all the girls being rounded up are easily recognized because they don’t know how to be girls. They have bushy, untrimmed  eyebrows. They don’t know how to care for their hair. They don’t know the first thing about make up, and…Lord, the clothes they’re wearing! 
 
    I sort of slumped in on myself. “That describes me to a T.” 
 
    “It won’t in an hour.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “We’re going to teach you how to be a woman. No way they’re going to take my boyfriend and lock him…” she stopped. It hit us both. 
 
    We stared at each other for a long minute. I almost broke out in tears when I blurted: “But I’m not your…your boyfriend!” 
 
    She reached across the table and placed her hand on mine. “You are, and you aren’t. And we’ll figure that all out. Right now you have to follow my directions; I’m in charge if we’re going to make this work.” 
 
    I nodded. It was a jerky sort of a nod, but it was agreement. 
 
    “So, first things first, what is your name?” 
 
    “Missy,” I blurted. 
 
    Sally was surprised at how quickly I had answered. “You’ve been thinking about this?” 
 
    “No. It’s just that when I first changed an old guy came out of a store and he said something like, ‘You’d better go home, Missy,’ or something like that. And from that moment I just started thinking of myself as a Missy.” 
 
    Sally nodded. “I like that. Intuitive and logical, and…” she moved her head and inspected me, “It sort of fits you.” 
 
    By now I was finished eating, and I realized something else. “Eating makes you feel fat, doesn’t it.” 
 
    She grinned. “And if you eat like that every day you’re going to get fat. Consider that your last meal.” 
 
    That statement sort of made me sad. As Brad I was used to eating anything and everything, and seconds and thirds. Now I was going to have to, what? Eat salads? Eat like a bird.” 
 
    Sally giggled at the expression on my face. “You look like you lost your best friend.” 
 
    “I think maybe food was my best best friend.” 
 
    “Well, you’ve got me now. We’re not only boy friend girlfriend…we’re girlfriend girlfriend, and it’s time to save your bacon.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t mention that word! It makes me hungry all over again.” 
 
    She just smiled, got up and put the dishes in the sink. “I went shopping while you were sleeping. I knew we were going to have to do this. Are you ready for the new you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Try not to look so happy, okay?” 
 
    She led me to the couch, and a half dozen bags. 
 
    “What’s this?”  
 
    She opened the bags and poured out clothes. And undergarments. and in one small leather sack with a fancy name on it was make up. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” 
 
    “You remember when you lent me your credit card? Told me I could keep it if I ever had an emergency?” 
 
    I looked at her.  
 
    “This was an emergency. So I not only spent freely, I took out $800. You’re going to need cash, and the TV is telling everybody to be aware of girls who don’t have the correct IDs. Since you no longer match your picture…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Oh, oh. Thank you.” I held up garment after garment and inspected it. 
 
    “I’m pretty good with sizes, so most everything should fit. Are you ready?” 
 
    I wasn’t. Sally had been so kind, and I was so messed up, I just bent my head down and started sobbing. 
 
    “What? What?” She slid across the couch to me and hugged me. 
 
    “You’re so good. Doing all this for. Taking care of me.” 
 
    “Heck, you would have done for me. In fact, you were definitely on the track to taking care of me…for the rest of my life.” 
 
    I hugged her back, and cried all over her sweat shirt, and was embarrassed. Finally, she moved back, put up a hand with the sleeve of the sweatshirt clutched in her fingers. She began wiping the tears, and it hit. 
 
    Like a boner. 
 
    That connection. 
 
    That magic. 
 
    I felt it, and was confused, it was more girly than I had experienced as Brad, but she got it right away. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    And we stared at each other. 
 
    Horny. 
 
    And this big barrier between us, at least in my mind. I was a girl now. How could we…? 
 
    She placed her hand along side my jaw. Her hand felt so much bigger now, and she gazed into my eyes. “I’ve been wondering about this.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Shush now. We needed to address this some time, why not now?” 
 
    “But I’m a girl, and—“ 
 
    “And I have been wondering what it would be like to kiss you.” 
 
    I froze. I was a girl, but in my mind there was so much male, and the heat generated by my groin, and my heart, it was taking over me. 
 
    “So we’re going to find out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This.” She leaned forward and placed her lips on mine. 
 
    My heart suddenly felt like somebody had booted it up into my throat. 
 
    Our eyes were wide and wondering. 
 
    And her lips felt so good. In fact, they felt better to me as a female than they had to me as a male. And I realized that girls are built differently. 
 
    Oh, not just the dick and tit stuff, but in the way their nervous system works. They are so much more sensitive. And now I was sensitive, and I felt the perfection of her lips on mine, and I felt like I had been thrown in a washing machine and was spinning dry. 
 
    Our eyes were still open, shock and aw, and she reached up and held my boob. 
 
    I jerked slightly, but it was good. Then she palmed my boob, rubbed her soft hand across my nipples. It was like electricity blowing out my chest, and suddenly I knew what girls meant when they talked about being ‘wet.’ 
 
    We parted, and we stared at each other. I have never been so hungry in my life. 
 
    “Fuck,” she breathed softly on me. “I’m not a lesbian, but this is amazing.” 
 
    “I…I…” And then I kissed her again, and this time we closed our eyes and lost ourselves in each other. Feeling the texture, the smoothness. Our tongues did a short dance, and then we broke for air. And we were both gasping, and we started laughing. 
 
    She took my hand and led me into the bedroom. “I’ve never made love to a woman. I think I may have been missing something.” 
 
    We lay on the bed, on our sides, facing each other, and we explored each others bodies. 
 
    She was taller, more muscular, her long black hair was like spun silk. 
 
    I was rounder, and my boobs were bigger, and my hair was an unruly splashing waterfall. 
 
    Together, there was a certain yin and yang to us. Whereas I had once been aggressive, the alpha, now she was in control. She was bigger and stronger, and it was only natural that she would assert herself. 
 
    We kissed, and we felt each others tits, and finally she lowered her hand to my pussy. 
 
    Now I gasped. I was scared, and fascinated, and helpless under the sensations rocking me. 
 
    She smiled as she looked down on me, playing with one nipple and tickling my clitoris. “This is so weird…but so right.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” was all I could manage to say. She knew about sex. I didn’t. Not in this body. 
 
    She slid down the bed, separated my legs, and began to lick. Her tongue was long and talented, and she knew how to use it. She took long licks at first, right up my slit, and I could feel the roughness of her tastebuds, I was now that sensitive. Then she latched on to my clitoris and began to suck it. 
 
    I was going crazy, and not in a slow and lackadaisical manner. I clutched her hair, and she had to tell me not to pull. Then I held her head, too hard, but all she did was giggle. 
 
    And then I felt the beginning of creation. I felt it as God separated the deep and caused a spark to come into existence. My hips were lurching, out of control, and she had to put weight on me to hold me still. And the heat became white hot. Not a quick explosion, like Brad had had, but a slow turn up of the juice, raising me up like a wave, higher, and higher, and then I fell over the edge. I felt like I was surfing in the sun, and life had ended, and God was standing right in front of me, waiting to lead me into paradise. 
 
    And then it all started to speed up, and I became aware that I was crying out words. Utter nonsense, but it had all made sense now that I had shaken hands with God. 
 
    I collapsed. 
 
    Sally crawled back up to my side. “Holy God damn!” She said. “I have never seen anybody shoot off like that?” 
 
    “I…no…I…” 
 
    She laughed. “Man, you are truly a fuck. You are like sexually a bomb and you blew up!” 
 
    Slowly, I began breathing again, and I realized that I was in the world. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend. It’s my turn.” 
 
    Oh, that was easy. As Brad I was quite good at eating pussy., and now I had had the experience of being eaten out I knew what to do, and about ten times better. 
 
    I slid down, pulled my hair out of the way, and began to duplicate what she had done. I spent a long time just licking her slit, my hands reaching up to play with her nipples. 
 
    She was breathing, and her hips were moving, and after a long time, a time in which she actually begged me to hurry up, I began to nibble on the clitoris. 
 
    “Ah!” she groaned. “At last!” 
 
    “Yes, at last, but I wasn’t going to let her off so easy. This girl had to  do some real suffering before I exploded her. 
 
    The clitoris is like a little cone, and I took my time, sucking on it, swirling it with my tongue, and reaching up and rubbing it with my finger. 
 
    Now she wasn’t talking, unless guttural grunts and moans count as some kind of language. And I guess they do, and I started marking my progress by how much nonsense I could make her spew. 
 
    “Ah…Gah…please…oh…hunh hunh…” On and on she went, her hips bucking, her back arching. She had gripped my hair, but just held on. She didn’t pull it like I had, and I marveled at her presence of mind. 
 
    Then she said: “The dresser! The dresser!” 
 
    Curious, I opened a drawer and saw…DILDO! 
 
    There was a tangle of straps, it was a strap on, but I didn’t bother with that. That would come later. Right then I just grabbed the dildo and touched it to her pussy lips. 
 
    She went wild. She was crying now, actually crying, little tears leaking out of her closed eyes. “Fuck me! Like Brad! Don’t be gentle!” 
 
    I slid it in, softly, but she kept moaning and groaning, so I began to wiggle it around, to jam it in and corkscrew it out. 
 
    I had her so warmed up so it didn’t take long. She yelled something I couldn’t understand and all her muscles arched up and froze. Just her hips jerked then, again and again. Her mouth was open and her eyes were closed, and she spasmed uncontrollably. 
 
    For a whole minute. 
 
    Then she started to come down. 
 
    Finally, breathing hard, gasping, she muttered. “Fuck!” 
 
    Then another minute passed, and she was able to speak, and she pulled me up and spoke into my face. “Brad, or Missy, or whoever the hell you are. That was fucking amazing!” 
 
    We started to laugh then. The sheer joy of perfect sex does that to you, makes you laugh. Though I hadn’t known that before. 
 
    Before I had been Brad, and I had tried to be considerate, especially in sex, but I hadn’t known what I was doing. Nobody does…until they’ve been both sexes.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    First, she sat me down and spruced me up. 
 
    Getting my eyebrows plucked wasn’t fun, but when she was done I had nice, little arches over me eyes. It framed my eyes, made me ten times neater, and it was just the start. 
 
    Long hair takes work. A lot of work. We jumped in the shower and washed and shampooed and conditioned…and then she put big curlers in my hair. 
 
    I was half freaked. I had seen women do this but to have it done to myself…that was weird. 
 
    Then, make up. And, man, this was an education. I mean, washing the skin, moisturizing the skin, laying a foundation, putting in blush, the eyelids, the lips…it was too much! 
 
    Funny, she did it in literally seconds for her self. Split splat splot, and her face looked like Rembrandt had done it. When I tried it, however, oh, Lord! Too much, too little, brush this way and not that, too hard, too soft, too tight, too loose…it was like trying to paint a bird in flight. 
 
    But, after an afternoon of playing around, I was getting the idea. Oh, she had to help me, and I mean a lot, and she would have to continue to help me, but I was learning. 
 
    But, once done, I was amazed when looking at myself in the mirror. 
 
    “That can’t be me!” I muttered. 
 
    She grinned. You must have good genes, because you were handsome as a man, and now you’re gorgeous as a woman. 
 
    Then the curls came out, and she dressed me, and…wowie! I gave me a hard on! Or, I would have, if I still had a dick. 
 
    I was wearing culottes, a bra that lifted me right up into the stratosphere, and a sweat shirt. 
 
    A plain old sweat shirt, with the collar cut off so it hung slightly to the side and exposed one shoulder, and the bottom cut off to expose my midriff. 
 
    “Ooh, ooh!” she exclaimed, studying the final product. “We need to get your belly button pierced!” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Way! It will set your skin off and make it extra golden. Besides, we have to pierce your ears, anyway. Can’t you just see a line of diamonds hanging from your lobs?” 
 
    She brushed my hair back with one hand, and suddenly we looked at each other. We had been playing with my body all morning, and now we felt the sexual spark hit us. 
 
    The spark. The hunger. The magic. 
 
    The desire to nibble on clit and use that dildo and suck on tit and— 
 
    “Not now,” she said, disappointment in her voice.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We just spent all morning making you up, and now you want to mess it all up? Sex is a dirty business, girlfriend. Besides, we have to go out.”               
 
    Panic set in. She could see it in my wide eyes. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll coach you on how to act. We can pull this off.” 
 
    “But the TV, it said I would be arrested and put in a…a refugee camp!” 
 
    “Not if you don’t look like a cavewoman, and you don’t. You look like a woman who has been a woman forever. And with a little attitude, you’re going to knock ‘em dead.” 
 
    But I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Besides, we have to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We have to rescue your car.” 
 
    And she was right. My poor blue Mustang, my pride and joy that let me ride amongst the peasants with the top down and the wind blowing my surfer hair…I needed it! 
 
      
 
    We showed up at City Tow, which did all the towing for the city, and walked into the front office. 
 
    As a guy I wouldn’t have noticed, but it was filthy. There were dirty thumbed magazines strewn on the couch, including car mags and porn mags. There was a layer of dust over everything. There was a refrigerator that was full of so much old food it had mold growing around the edges of the door. And grease. There was grease on EVERYTHING! 
 
    I looked around distastefully. “Are men really this dirty?” 
 
    “Were you?” 
 
    “Not this dirty!” 
 
    She just laughed. 
 
    Then an old bald man came to the window. He was grouchy, looked like half a heart attack, and, of course, dirty. He had grease down one cheek, his clothes were filthy, and he looked like he was hung over. 
 
    “I’d like Brad Longstreet’s Mustang brought up.” 
 
    He looked at me. And then he looked at me. 
 
    I thought Sally had prepared me, but she had only prepped me by half. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” And the slob actually drooled. 
 
    Sally nudged me. I spoke most haughtily. “I’m his sister. I was driving it when one of your morons towed it, and I want it back.” 
 
    “Well, I, uh,” he looked at a computer screen, “yeah. But I need to release it to him.” 
 
    “I’m his sister. He lent it to me. Don’t make me get a cop.” 
 
    He blinked. But he didn’t get mad. Sally had told me that no man would ever get mad at me. It wasn’t in their DNA. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I could get in trouble.” 
 
    Sally nudged me again. She had told me to be haughty, and when he showed any resistance, to go soft on him. 
 
    I sighed. I pursed my lips in frustration, and they were red and plump and delicious. 
 
    He licked his lips. 
 
    I put one hand on my hip struck a pose. 
 
    His eyes lowered to my breasts. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    He looked up. 
 
    Then I opened up the big, baby blues on him. 
 
    “I know you’re busy. And I know this is such an imposition.” 
 
    Sally nudged me one last time, and I did the unthinkable. I placed my small, soft hand on top of his gnarly, dirty one. 
 
    Oh, geez. The slob melted like a popsicle thrown into an oven. You could just see his face transmogrify. 
 
    “Maybe you could help me out? Just this once?” 
 
    My eye lashes fluttered like butterflies on a spring day. 
 
    “Well, yeah. sure. I can do that.” 
 
    And then the most astounding thing happened. 
 
    “Heck, I can even waive the charges.” 
 
    I could feel Sally suck in her breath behind me. 
 
    Then, two minutes later, he was handing me the keys, and sliding his pudgy, greasy palm over my delicate flower of a hand. I had to do everything in my power not to jerk away from him…I was a guy, dammit! But, then, was I? 
 
    “Oh! My! God!” blurted Sally, as we drove down the street. “Did he just waive a four hundred dollar towing fee for you?” 
 
    “So I did good?” I stupidly asked. 
 
    She laughed, and then pounded on the dash. “Girl friend! You got the magic in you! I have NEVER seen a man fall that hard. And believe me, I have done what you did a lot. But when you did it…” she shook her head. 
 
    “So I did good!” 
 
    She just laughed. 
 
     
 
    We drove down the main drag, and I had my first inkling of what was really happening in the world. 
 
    We saw two police cars at the side of the road, picking up distraught looking females. Females who hadn’t had the good fortune to be rescued by their girlfriends. 
 
    We saw a girl hiding in some bushes, and another one walking fast down the street, leaving a wake of pointing people. 
 
    Yes, people who had been changed by the gas were being picked up and locked away. 
 
    “Wow!” I said, observing the pursuits and arrests. “You weren’t kidding. 
 
    “The TV wasn’t kidding. We need to go home and catch up on the news.” 
 
    And it was true. We had spent so much time making me over that we had neglected basic reconnaissance on the enemy. And I did consider the police, and anybody who was locking up small, disheveled girls as the enemy. 
 
    It was the Republican in me. I believed in courts of law and due process. I believed everybody had basic rights. But what was going on abrogated all that. 
 
    People rounded up without charges, under the guise of sickness. But was it sickness? Or was it some kind of gas weapon? 
 
    So we drove to a Chinese take out, made some jokes about ‘cream of sum dum guy,’ and went home with a couple of cartons of orange chicken and rice. 
 
    Then eating with forks, the heck with those stupid chopsticks, we sat down in front of the boob tube and relaxed. 
 
    And I had to learn to eat with lipstick, and she promised to give me lessons on how to touch up my make up after a meal. Frustrating. 
 
    And the news said: 
 
      
 
    More news on the attack on our country. No other country has stepped forth and claimed responsibility, but suspicious run high that it was the Russians. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” I murmured. “It’s always the Russians.” 
 
    The news went on… 
 
      
 
    Apparently, there is an actual difference in DNA when it comes to belief systems. 
 
      
 
    Sally and I jerked our heads and looked at each other, then swiveled back to the TV. 
 
      
 
    People afflicted by this new disease are all male, and all Republicans. Scientists claim that… 
 
      
 
    I was on my feet and yelling at the TV. Sally was still sitting, but she had a hold on my wrist and was pulling me down. 
 
    “There’s no such thing! that’s impossible! You can’t tell the difference between a Republican and a Democrat like that!”’ 
 
    “It’s okay…it’s okay. Be quiet. Neighbors.” 
 
    I came to myself. I turned to Sally and spoke in a lower voice. “That’s impossible.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    And I stopped. Her calm voice was the voice of reason. I was a Republican, and I was now a girl. And a lot of men hadn’t been affected. Were they Democrats? 
 
    “It’s impossible.” but now I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Let’s call your father.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “He’s a Democrat. A vocal one. If he hasn’t changed…” 
 
    “I can’t talk to him like this. He won’t recognize my voice.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to him. He knows me. All you have to do is listen.” 
 
    I stared at her for a long minute, then nodded. 
 
    She took my cell phone and pulled up the contacts and hit my father’s number. 
 
    “Hi, Brad.” His voice was his normal gruff male voice. 
 
    “Hi, Mr. Longstreet. It’s Sally.” 
 
    “Hi, Sally. what’s up? Why are you calling me on Brad’s phone?” 
 
    “He’s out right now, and he thinks he lost his phone. But it was stuck in my cushions. If he calls can you tell him I’ve got it?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Then, Sally glanced at me, and I knew she had had a thought. “What do you think of all this disease stuff going around?” 
 
    My dad’s voice changed tenor, became a little more no nonsense. 
 
    “Damn Republicans got what’s coming to them.” 
 
    “I know! Do you know anybody who got changed?” 
 
    “I’ve been on the phone the last few hours. It seems the news is right on. Men are changing into women, and from what I’ve been told every last one of them was one of those damned Republicans.” 
 
    “Well, it sure is weird,” Sally said, and then she wiggled out of the conversation. “Oh, I’ve got to pick up a friend at the college.” 
 
    “Oh, sure. We’ll talk again. And you make sure you don’t go near any of those damned Republicans.” 
 
    “I sure won’t.” And then she hung up and looked at me. 
 
    “Oh my God.” I whispered. And, “I still think it’s impossible.” 
 
    “But the impossible seems to be happening.” 
 
    “But…but what will we do?” 
 
    She had no answer. And I had no answer, or I wouldn’t have asked the question.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    “You need to learn about dick.” 
 
    “Dick? Who’s he?” 
 
    “Dick. Penis. Meat pole. Cock. Long dong. Pussy Pleaser.” 
 
    I raised a hand, “Okay. I get it. But I’ve had a dick…so what are you going to teach me that I don’t already know?” 
 
    “How to take one.” 
 
    I grew silent at that. 
 
    “Look, you did well today with that gorilla at the tow garage, but what if things go further? What if you need to suck somebody? Or fuck somebody?” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Maybe to get your way…maybe because you want to.” She shrugged. “At any rate, tonight’s lesson is going to be about how to fuck a cock. And suck it, of course.” 
 
    “So I have to use my…my vagina?” I was aghast. I had had it played with, and finger banged, and sucked. And I had peed through it, but this was way further than that. 
 
    “You have to learn how to use that pussy. For fun or profit. Hopefully for fun…with profit.” 
 
    “But that means putting a dick into my pussy!” 
 
    “You betcha.” 
 
    “You’re not going to have some guy fuck me, are you?” 
 
    She laughed, “Oh, puh-leeze. We’re just going to use my dildo. A little strap on action, if you get my drift.” 
 
    “Oh.” The odd thing was that I actually felt a little disappointment. Oh, I didn’t want dick, but there was a fascination for the unknown, and even though the idea of having some slob stick his penis in me was…scary. It was also…possible. But I would have to overcome certain male elements of my personality. And, truth, I didn’t know if I wanted to do that. 
 
    In my mind of minds I wanted my own dick back. I mean, this girl stuff was blowing my mind. But when one has been a stud for a couple of decades it’s hard to give that up. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    “Well, first I have to get a few things to stretch you out. I could start with a turkey baster, but we’re going to want to work up to a baseball bat, or maybe the head of a golf club.” 
 
    My eyes went wide, my jaw dropped. Stupid me, I believed her. 
 
    She began laughing and laughing. “I really had you. A golf club! And you believed me!” 
 
    I looked sheepish. “Well, I’m new to this fucking stuff.” 
 
    “You did all right when you were a man.” 
 
    I shrugged, and liked the compliment. 
 
    “Okay, first things first, we’re going to relax you. Let’s have a drink, maybe make out a little, then I’ll give you a massage, complete with dicking, and then we’ll give you the real dicking, strap on style.” 
 
    It sounded overwhelming to me, like everything I was reading in a porn magazine was coming true at the same time. But I said, “Okay.” 
 
    So Sally poured us a couple of tequilas, and we put out some salt and lemons, Sally didn’t have any limes, and we stared at each other, and we couldn’t help but grin. 
 
    We licked the back of our hands and put salt on it. the salt adhered. We each picked up a shot glass and tossed the liquor down our throats. It burned, it whooshed, and we grabbed for the slices of lemon like they were fire hoses and we were on fire, which is an apt analogy. 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    Another shot, and we could feel the potent brew roiling in our stomaches. I wondered how much liquor this smaller body I had could take. Then I had a thought. 
 
    “I’ve got another way of drinking tequila.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yeah, hold on.” I ran in the other room, grabbed a tube of lipstick, it happened to be bright red, my favorite color, and ran back. 
 
    “Watch.” I applied the lipstick, thick, then I poured a little salt on a saucer, and pressed my lips against the saucer. Sally stared at the white granules on my lips. She was absolutely fascinated. 
 
    “Now,” I spoke carefully, lisping, trying not to lose any of the salt. “Take a sip, a small sip, then kiss the salt off my lips. When it gets to be too much you can quit and go for the lemon. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” but she was already moving forward. She moved her face close to mine, sipped a half shot, and pushed her lips against mine. I could feel the salt sliding between our lips. I could feel her tongue lapping, trying to get some salt. I could feel a bit of tequila seeping out of the corner of her mouth. I grabbed her by the hair and licked at the tequila, not wanting to waste a drop. 
 
    Then she pushed me away and slammed a wedge of lemon into her mouth. Tears were coming from her eyes. Her mouth was red with my lipstick, and she was…what kind of word can I use to describe her feelings? Blown out? Enraptured? Captivated? 
 
    I don’t know, but she was looking at me as with new eyes. Eyes of respect. 
 
    “Where did you ever learn that?” She finally managed to ask. She was fanning her mouth and breathing hard. Her chest was heaving, and it wasn’t just from the drink and lack of breathing while we kissed. It was horniness, pure and simple. 
 
    “I knew a girl who read a book. It was in the book. The book was called ‘The Bomber’s Story.’ So I tried it.” 
 
    Suddenly, her eyes thinned. “With who? With that girl?” 
 
    My mouth opened but I didn’t say anything. Then I squeaked out, “This was before I met you.” 
 
    She gave me the eye, but she was laughing, too. Everybody has a life before their life. 
 
    “Okay, your turn.” 
 
    She applied lipstick, pressed her lips against the salt, and got ready for me. 
 
    I too a small sip, then attacked her lips. I licked, I sucked, I tasted her. I ‘drank’ Sally. 
 
    And she ate me up right back. She caught some of the dribble of tequila from my mouth, and then I had had enough. It was too hot, I needed relief, and I grabbed a lemon wedge and sucked it like it was the last canteen in the desert. 
 
    Sally laughed, her eyes were alight with fire and tequila, and she handed the lipstick to me. 
 
    We drank like that for a half hour. Laughing and giggling, our faces turning bright red around our mouths, being too drunk to care. 
 
    Surprisingly, we only drank maybe a quarter of the bottle. Little sips go a long way, but we were loopy as all get out. 
 
    So we lay in each other’s arms and kissed. And occasionally put fresh lipstick on, and occasionally sipped straight from the bottle. And we were too drunk to need salt or lemon.  
 
    Finally, stoned on love and guava piss, we stood up, swayed, held each other’s hands, and retired to the boudoir. 
 
    I sat on the bed, brushed my hair out of my eyes, and watched as she took out her dildo and handed it to me. 
 
    It looked huge to me. “I can take all of this?” 
 
    “I can, and, to tell the truth, Brad’s dick was about this size. In fact, this is why I bought it. It’s like Brad’s.” 
 
    I giggled as I heft the big, purple tool. “We’re talking about me as if I’m a separate person.” 
 
    Sally smiled, but didn’t say anything. But what was there to say? Deep currents were running here. We were a man and a woman, and a woman and a woman, and we were lesbians, and we were going to perform hetero sex. 
 
    “Lay back,” she said, and she pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    I fell back, laughing, and grabbed my boobs when they moved around on my chest. 
 
    She sat down next to me. “Spread,” and she pushed my knees apart. 
 
    For a second I resisted that simple command, then I gave in. I was a consenting adult, and I spread my legs. 
 
    “Nice,” she said. And she ran a finger up my slit. 
 
    I jerked from the sexual charge that resulted. I felt like electricity was gobbling up my innards. 
 
    She switched hands, held the dildo in one hand, and placed the other hand on my snatch. She spread my labia and began trailing the dildo over my flesh. 
 
    We were laughing, drunk, and then we were not laughing, and it was serious, but we were still drunk. 
 
    “These are the labia,” she leaned forward and sucked the lip on one side of my pussy, then the other. 
 
    “This is the clitoris.” She sucked on it, then she drew back and used her fingers to push it around. 
 
    I groaned and tilted my hips in want. 
 
    “Now, you’ve got to be wet. So make the man eat you. You can’t rely on just your own juices, or his little drizzle of pre-cum.” 
 
    “Make him eat me,” my tones were awed. The sensations were making me grow weak and my groin heat up. 
 
    She licked me then, sucked noisily, and slobbered. Then she backed up and said, “Okay, let me know if it hurts.” 
 
    She began to insert the dildo into me. 
 
    I gasped, and she stopped. “Hurt?” 
 
    “No, God no!” 
 
    She smiled and pushed it a little further, and then it stopped. Which is to say she stopped because the dildo hit an obstruction. 
 
    “I thought so,” she murmured. “Hold on.” She ran into the bathroom and came out with a fluffy towel. “Lift your hips,” and she slid the towel under me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got a hymen.”  
 
    “A…a cherry?” 
 
    “Yes, and it’s going to pop, and there’s going to be a little blood.” 
 
    “Oh.” And I was worried, but too drunk to give credence to my worry. 
 
    She began to work the dildo into me again, but she was slow, and she wiggling it and corkscrewed it, feeling for the hymen. The tip of the dildo suddenly stopped, and I could feel a very, very slight pain, and resistance. 
 
    “We could do this like ripping a band aid off fast,” she spoke conversationally. “But I want you to love sex with your new pussy.” 
 
    I was groaning and moaning, and even pushing my hips, and hymen, into her hand. 
 
    “Easy, now.” 
 
    “It’s just too…too—“ 
 
    She leaned up to me and kissed me, a slow, tender kiss, and it calmed me down. I realized that I wanted the pleasure, but not the pain, and I was getting both. I had to relax, to let her do me the right way. And, with that realization my hymen broke. 
 
    I could feel the thin membrane separate, and the dildo slide through, and it didn’t hurt, but I felt a gush of liquid shooting down my channel. 
 
    “There we go. Got it. You’re bleeding.” 
 
    I lay there, she didn’t move the dildo, and it felt big inside me, and we stared at each other. And I hadn’t realized how big such a thing could be. 
 
    Now I was a woman. I was full and complete, even though it was with fake dick, and I had bled for my enlightenment. 
 
    After a minute Sally wiped my thighs with the towel. Then dropped the towel on the floor. “Okay, it’s still going to be messy, but are you ready to experience dick?” 
 
    My eyes were huge, and I nodded and gulped. 
 
    She smiled, and she began to work the dildo in and out of me. 
 
    I felt it slide in, I felt all the nerves screaming with pleasure. I wanted to hunch over and go into the fetal position with the wonderfulness of it all. 
 
    She pulled it out, and I wanted to arch my back, tilt my hips and grab that wonderful cock with my pussy. 
 
    In and out, driving me more and more into white hot pleasure. This was different than jilling off, like we had done the previous night. This was real sex. It was hole and cork. Pussy and plow. 
 
    She took her hand off my nipple and put it on the bottom of the dildo. “Grab your own tits. Give yourself some pleasure.” 
 
    I grabbed for my tits, pulled on the nipples. 
 
    She slapped me on the pussy, and I grunted and lurched. I was out of control, and she knew it, and she controlled me, manipulated me, moved me closer and closer to ‘the moment.’ 
 
    “Oh…fuck…I never…” 
 
    She was grinning happily, shoving that big thing into me, yanking it out. Now that I was broken in she was showing no mercy. 
 
    I began to make weird sounds, little grunts and even whistles. My hips were lurching, my tits were on fire, and then I felt it start. 
 
    My eyes snapped open and I stopped moving. It was like there was a dragon crawling down my sex tube, looking for something to eat, trying to obliterate my awareness and replace it with sublimity. With heaven. With the truth of the universe. 
 
    “Oh…OH…OH…! 
 
    And it broke over me, my hips convulsed like somebody was shooting electricity through them. 
 
    My back arched and my hands went down to my gap, and then I folded in on myself. I just bent in half and held my pussy, and my mind…where was my mind? Oh, yeah, over there, the other side of paradise. 
 
    Sally stood up, tossed the bloody towel into the bathroom, and went to her the bed stand and opened the drawer. She pulled out the tangle of straps and began untangling it, then she stepped into it. 
 
    I came down sufficient to watch her, but my mind was not registering, or, rather, it was registering, but there was not thought. I was observing without thinking, or judgement or any of those stupid human things. 
 
    She took the dildo and fit it into the strap on. As she screwed the dildo into place she grinned at me. “There’s a nub on the back end. So even while I’m fucking you, you’re going to be fucking me. If you’re a good, little bitch…I can get off, too.” 
 
    She came to the bed and stood in front of me. “Sit up,” and she took my hand and pulled me upright. 
 
    The dildo was right in my face. It was glistening with my juices, there was even a trace of red on it, but I didn’t care. As a prissy bitch I wanted an orderly world, but as a lust hungry wench, I just wanted the world. 
 
    “Suck it. Get it wet. You want lubrication, and spit ain’t bad.” 
 
    I moved my head forward, was astounded when my lips slid over the head. I held the head in my mouth for a moment, savoring the experience. As a man I couldn’t do this. But as a woman…I had to do it. 
 
    “Yeah” Sally whispered, then she reached down and adjusted the strap on slightly. “Gobble me,” she commanded. 
 
    I did, and she groaned again. “That’s it. Now suck me. Suck me off. Pretend this is a real dick. Close your eyes and do your duty.” 
 
    And I did. I slobbered, and my plump lips slithered up and down, and I took the dick halfway into my mouth. 
 
    “Don’t bother trying to deep throat me. That’s takes practice and discipline. That can come with time.” 
 
    I nodded, and my head bobbed, and she thrust her hips gently forward, and she held the back of my head and controlled me. 
 
    For a long minute I just sucked, getting the feel of the thing, trying to understand what I was doing. 
 
    “Okay,” Sally pushed my head away. I looked up at her. “Now lay back and get ready for poppa.” 
 
    I lay back, and watched as she pushed my knees apart and crawled up between my legs. 
 
    In this moment I was scared again. She was going to fuck me. She was going to put that dick in me, and with her whole weight. 
 
    But I was a man! I thought weakly. 
 
    Then I felt her arms on each side of me, and the dick touched my pussy. Now not powered by hand, but the whole weight of her body. 
 
    Her body, a woman’s body, but now it was being a man’s body. Sally was, for a the moment, a man. And she had something for me. 
 
    It was different when she pushed the dick in. It was more powerful, more stable, and it seemed to split me apart. 
 
    Not like being inserted, but like being split in two. 
 
    Then she was in, and I felt her lying on me. I felt her tits on mine. And we looked in each other’s eyes. And she said, “Brad or Missy. I don’t care. I love you.”  
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
    And then she began to move. Not small jerks and motions, as if with a hand, but full powered lungings into my core. I felt her hips inside mine. 
 
    I grabbed her tits then, and I pulled them, hard. 
 
    She groaned. “Oh, you bitch!” And then she laughed and pushed into me hard. So hard I let go of her breasts. And she collapsed on me, laid on me with her whole weight, and it took my breath away and I put my arms around her body and hugged her. I held on for dear life. 
 
    “Here we go, baby.” 
 
    She began to saw into me. I had no defense. I couldn’t hold on to anything but her, and she drilled into me like a nail into wood. She savaged my hole. She ruptured my soul with her hard love. 
 
    I could feel myself draining away, becoming a rag doll to her force, her power. 
 
    This is what it feels like when a man takes a woman! I realized. This is fucking! This is what it feels like to give up, to give in, and to take, to accept, a man complete. 
 
    And Sally thrust and thrust, so much power, so much love. And the more I gave up, the closer the super nova came. 
 
    And it rose up in me, a bright light that obliterated reality and showed me the truth of love. It felt like I was floating in space, and the big dick inside me was a rocket ship, shooting me higher, taking me to places I hadn’t even imagined. 
 
    I held on, and then I felt her. The nub on her end of the dildo had worked, and it had gotten her off. Yet I felt sorry for her…as a man. No man could ever hope to understand this completion, this resurrection of pure spirit. 
 
    All they could do was spit a little and grunt, and think they had experienced something. 
 
    Sally locked up, her back arched, the prick as far into me as it could go, and I could feel her spewing her love out. No seed splatted on my walls, but she emptied her spirit into me. 
 
    And, in a way, I felt sorry for me. Because I needed something more than plastic. I really needed a real dick. Hard and fleshy, something to two balls off of, a pointer to the love that rescued the human race from itself. 
 
    Then it was over.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    We watched the TV, cuddling on the couch. Kissing each other, and just enjoying ourselves. 
 
      
 
    The round up of these sick people is proceeding nicely. Citizens are advised to follow the orders of officers engaged in the round up. these heroes are easily recognized by their blue shirts and the logo emblazoned on their backs. 
 
      
 
    A knock sounded at the front door. 
 
    “I’ll get it!” I bounced up and ran around the couch to the door. 
 
    “Missy?” called Sally, but it was too late. 
 
    I opened the door and was confronted by two ladies in blue shirts. And I was frozen by the logo that wasn’t only on their backs, it was on a patch on their shirt front. It was the Blue Jack Ass in a circle. 
 
    Like the plane that had released the gas! 
 
    They stared at me, then grinned. From my frozen state that deduced that I was scared, which I was, and that I was a Republican. They jumped forward, and though I tried to get away, they grabbed me and started pulling me out of the apartment. 
 
    “Help!” I screamed. 
 
    “No help for you, Republican!” one of them sneered at me. Then Sally arrived. 
 
    “Get your hands off her you bitches!” 
 
    For a second everything was chaos, then Sally had batted their hands away and was standing in front of me like a protective mother. I stared over her shoulder at the two blue jackasses. 
 
    “We’re collecting Republicans!” snarled one of them. 
 
    “Then go collect them. Missy and I are room mates, have been for years.” 
 
    “Then let’s see her license.” 
 
    “You can fuck her license. I want the name and number of your supervisor.” 
 
    That shut the two jackasses up. They looked at each other, then started to weakly protest. “We’re just doing our job!” “There’s no need to  call our supervisor.” 
 
    “Then get the fuck out of here!” Sally moved back, moving me back, and slammed the door in their faces. 
 
    Sally and I stood in the hallway and listened. For a second there wasn’t any sound, then we heard their footsteps on the stairs. 
 
    “Come on,” Sally tugged me out into the living room. She went and drew the drapes, then drew them back far enough to watch the street.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m watching those bitches. If they stand around and watch the apartment, we have trouble They’re waiting for their supervisor. If they go on about their business then…ah. Here they are.” 
 
    I stood next to Sally, and I could see through the crack in the drapes. The two Jack Asses went to a blue van with a circle with a Blue Jackass in it. They seemed to be discussing something, then they headed for an apartment house across the street. shortly we could see them come out, and they moved to the next apartment. 
 
    Sally sighed, let the drapes come back together, and turned to me. “That was close.” 
 
    “They were going to take me away.” 
 
    “Yes, they were. And you, girlfriend, must learn something about women.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Women are meaner than men. Men get in an argument they talk a lot, they might push, but they tend not to fight. They are physical, and they’ve been in fights, and they don’t want to get hurt. 
 
    “Women, however, don’t have that experience. They start fighting, and they let out their claws and they don’t seem to understand that pain is pain.” 
 
    “So what should I have done?” 
 
    “What I did. Talk tougher. And threaten them with something bigger than they are.” 
 
    “Their supervisor.” 
 
    “Exactly. They might want to fight, but if you show them a bigger club,” and she shrugged. 
 
    I marveled at her explanation. Women are meaner than men. I turned over experiences in my mind. I sorted through the way women were described as ‘catty,’ and how men bumped for respect. The men seemed to settle things between themselves. They established a pecking order. But women did seem a bit more vicious. Once they started fighting they seemed to hate forever. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “Once again you’ve saved my bacon.” 
 
    She grinned. “You can thank me when we get your dick back.” 
 
    And suddenly it hit me. “Sally! Those girls…that truck! They had the Blue Jackass in the circle!” 
 
    “That’s the emblem of the special police. I suppose it’s based on the Democrat symbol, and—“ 
 
    “It was on the plane that gassed me!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Before I collapsed, or passed out or slept, or whatever, I remember distinctly. I looked up and the plane was low and I could see the circle with the Blue Jack Ass in it.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be mistaken.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “Maybe the gas was effecting you…giving you hallucinations.” 
 
    “Hey, I’ve been stoned enough to know the difference between reality and a hallucination.” 
 
    Sally studied me. She could hear the ring of truth in my voice. 
 
    “But that makes no sense. Why would the special police gas you…and then round you up?” 
 
    We stood there for a long time. Wondering. And I finally put it into words. “Because there was no attack.” 
 
    “No. You can’t…that’s a conspiracy theory. And you Republicans are always spouting conspiracy theories.” 
 
    “But I know what I saw. Can you explain it any other way?” 
 
    She couldn’t. “Okay, let’s say you’re right, and I’m not saying you are, what do we do?” 
 
    “Go to the newspapers. Tell the truth. Reveal the conspiracy.” 
 
    Sally was silent for a long time, deep in thought, then she said, “If we do this then you’re putting yourself at risk.” 
 
    “But if I do this then there’s a chance, a small chance, that I could be turned back into a man.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to risk losing you. Brad or Missy, I want you.” 
 
    “And I love you. But if people are being transgendered against their will, then we need to speak up about it.” 
 
    Finally, Sally agreed. But first, we had to spend a night researching the Blue Jackasses, and we had to eat and rest. And most of all, we had to make love. 
 
      
 
    The next day I woke to a finger up my cunt. 
 
    “What!” And I tried to move, but Sally held me down, laying half across me as she nibbled on a nipple and finger banged me. “Let me go!” 
 
    “The fuck you say!” she giggled, and inserted two fingers. 
 
    I was moving my hips up and down, but after a second it was more I was humping her hand more than struggling. 
 
    “Let me go,” I moaned weakly. 
 
    She just laughed, a very evil laugh, then she took her hand away and spun around, threw a leg over me, and was sitting high on my chest. Her buttocks was above my tits but below my face. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need to get me off.” 
 
    “I can’t!”I tried yelling, “Rape!” but she wiggled forward, and suddenly my mouth was eating her pussy. 
 
    “Gah! Yu go le go!” 
 
    She laughed and moved down, smushed her pussy onto my face. 
 
    I had no choice. It was eat, or be smothered. I started by giving little bites, then, when she moved up an inch, I began chewing on her hole. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    I could see her arch her back, and she began slapping and pulling her breasts. 
 
    I gobbled more. I used tongue and teeth, and I found her clitoris. 
 
    “Unh! Oh!” 
 
    I sucked and bit. I pulled and slapped it with my tongue. 
 
    “God!” And then she orgasmed. It was a quickie, an early morning quickie, and she froze on my face for a second, lurched a couple of times, then I tasted the sweet nectar as she squirted a bit of juice. 
 
    She fell forward, suddenly tired, and held herself up on her hands. 
 
    I wiggled out from under her, and she didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    I stood up, and she rolled over and lay back. “God, that was good.” 
 
    “If that was good, think how this will be.” And I jumped on her. 
 
    If she hadn’t just cum I wouldn’t have been able to hold her down. But I managed to lay across her belly. It was an awkward position. She had my full weight on her, and her arms couldn’t get the leverage to toss me off. 
 
    I put a fist to her pussy and began grinding my knuckles into her. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh!” 
 
    “Turn about is a bitch, you bitch!” I laughed and pushed my fist harder. Then I opened my hand and inserted two fingers. 
 
    She gasped. I finger fucked her for a minute, and I must have been hitting something good, because she lost all strength and moaned and her body rippled with pleasure. 
 
    Three fingers, and more moans, and then something unexpected happened. My new body was small, and had small hands, and my hand actually slipped into her. She was juicy from just cuming. She was getting hot and slick from my pressure, and she just suddenly relaxed and my fist slipped past her labia and I was suddenly up to the wrist. 
 
    We froze. I stared at my wrist. She brought her head up and stared at me. I stared at her. And then she mumbled, “Fuck me, you bitch!” 
 
    Tentatively, a little scared of what I was doing, I moved my fist inward. My wrist slid across her nerves, and the look on her face. It was sublime rapture. It was heaven on a stick. I have never seen such pleasure on a human face in my life. 
 
    Her head dropped back, and it sounded like she was gargling, then I felt her hands grab my wrist. I was moving slowly, but she grabbed my wrist and used my fist like it was a dildo. She pushed my fist in and out, groaning and crying out. She was so loud the apartments above and below us could hear us, if they were listening. 
 
    “Fuck me…fuck me…fuck me, Brad!” she chanted. 
 
    I began to take over. I had more leverage, and I rammed my fist in and pulled it out. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She yelped, her hips jumping six inches up. 
 
    I pulled out and her fingers clutched at my wrist, her nails actually scoring me. 
 
    In and out, again and again. Violent love. Sweet ravagement. And before I knew it, she was bucking and crying and cuming again. And again. And again. 
 
    I stared at her in awe as she came down, finally stopped cuming. Then I pulled my fist out, slowly and carefully, and realized she had passed out. 
 
      
 
    She slept for an hour, and I went in and fixed breakfast. And while I waited for Sally to wake up I thought, she called me Brad. 
 
    But I was Brad. But I was also Missy. 
 
    Did she want Brad or Missy? 
 
    And, not to be crass, did it matter? One way or another, we were together. And we had a love that was bigger than merely being male or female. 
 
    So immersed in thought, I actually jumped when Sally slid into her seat. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “You were deep in thought. Mmm. Delicious!” She chewed on a piece of bacon. 
 
    “I was wondering whether I was Brad or Missy.” 
 
    “Does it matter? As long as we’re together?” 
 
    I smiled. She just cut through all my mental cogitations, and didn’t even sound crass. 
 
    “So what’s on the plan for today? 
 
    “Well, more lessons for you. We need to work on make up, and we should dress you in something that will knock out the men, not make the bitches too jealous, and then we should reconnoiter.” 
 
    “Reconnoiter?” 
 
    “The Blue Jackasses. We need to find out more about them. I’ll look on the internet first, but we’re going to have to go to the newspapers, or city hall, or somebody, and start figuring out how to tell your story. I mean, we want to be smart enough to tell it, and not get arrested by the Blue Jackasses.”               
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And, by the way, thank you.” 
 
    “For?” 
 
    “For that glorious morning cum. I have never been fisted before, but it’s not going to be the last time.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    And then she said, “And we need to fist you.” She held up her hand. It was larger than mine. A lot larger.” 
 
    “That’s too big.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she leered at me suggestively, and I had to laugh. Sally was truly incorrigible.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    I never realized how many ways a girl could play with clothes and make up. I didn’t have many clothes, but I tried them on in different combination. I borrowed jewelry, and marveled at the way it changed my face and whole being. Sally combed my hair different ways, and we searched for the look that was ‘me.’ She marveled because she found a couple of looks that seemed perfect, brought out my curves, emphasized my face and made it sweet appearing, and yet extremely sexual. 
 
    And the make up. We spent some serious time really exploring it. Different eye shadows, bronze and blush, different shades of lipstick. 
 
    And I was learning all the time. Sally said I was a quick learned and would be putting my own make up on within the week. It was odd, being given a compliment as a girl, and it went against all my maleness, and yet, I glowed on it. 
 
    Finally, she put fake nails on me. She brushed downwards, three coats, and put a hard shine on top to protect them. “You’re going to have to learn to pick things up, use a phone, even eat, all over again. It’ll be frustrating at first, but you’ll get it, then it will be fun. While guys try to smush their fingers into a little square on a cell phone, you’ll be tapping that fingernail and feeling a thrill run up your finger and to your spine, and then…somewhere else.” 
 
    We giggled. Seemed all we did was giggle. 
 
    Then we had a quick, small lunch, rabbit food, and I wasn’t too thrilled about that. Then we headed out for the day. 
 
    She drove, and I sat in the passenger seat. The sun felt wonderful, and the wind blew my long, blonde hair behind me. I caught glimpses of me in the make up mirror on the visor, and realized how truly beautiful I was. 
 
    So weird. I was a hunky man, never had trouble with the girls, and now I was one of the girls, and I could feel my whole way of believing shifting and changing. I would no longer hold the door open for a girl, but stride past a fawning male with pride and out thrust titties. I could no longer relax and joke, I would have to be careful and on the watch for lustful males all the time. 
 
    Sally interrupted my thoughts, and she must have been reading my mind: “Now, how do you treat men, and how do you treat women?” 
 
    “With men I look down, or upward in admiration. I giggle a lot and let themselves act crazy for me. With women I have to figure out whether they are good or bad. If good I trust, with reserve. If bad, I take a snide attitude and watch for an opportunity to walk all over them.” 
 
    “Don’t watch, just do. You can’t give the mean girls a chance. Once they think you’re weak they will make it their life mission to squash you.” 
 
    On one hand, I knew how good this advice was. On the other hand, I was astounded at how she immediately categorized women as good or bad. As Brad almost every woman was good. They all giggled and responded to me. Only one in a thousand was a bitch. As Missy I was told it’s more like 50/50. And once a bitch doesn’t want something from you, they scorn you. So you have to be more beautiful, more arrogant, and willing to walk all over them with your high heels. 
 
    First stop, my apartment. I had my keys now, and I wanted to pick up a stash of extra cash I kept on hand. So we swung by my apartment, Sally parked and I ran in. And ran into Marsha, the manager. 
 
    “Who are you?” she barked as I unlocked my door. 
 
    I was surprised, she had never spoken to me in such fashion, and I wasn’t quick enough. She stepped forward and tried to take my keys. “Give me those!” 
 
    I jerked them back, and Sally’s training, plus a little bit of my own pissed off self asserted itself. She had always been sweet to Brad, but to find out she was one of the bad ones, it pissed me off, and it pissed me off that she had had me fooled. 
 
    “I’m Missy, Brad’s sister. And who the fuck are you?” 
 
    She pushed my up against the corner of the hall. Shit. I had almost been through the door, and now I lamented my big titted body. It seemed that everybody was stronger than me. I was going to have to do a little working out, maybe study some more MMA, if this continued. 
 
    “Get your hands off me, bitch!” My voice rose up, and I think the only thing I had in my favor, she wasn’t buying my tough girl act, was that I was right. And I knew I was right. 
 
    So we struggled for a second, my hand closed tightly over my keys, and I realized that the real reason I was having trouble was that I still had that piece of male in me that said it wasn’t right to hit a girl. 
 
    Heck, if a guy had tried what she was doing I would have cold cocked him. Slobber knocked him into the next century. But no guy would try that because as Brad I was big, strong, and had an alpha male confidence. 
 
    Realizing that, I finally made a move, I head butted her. I jerked my head and hit my forehead into her nose. 
 
    “Ow!” She said, and lurched back, keys forgotten. A little bit of blood ran down from her nose. 
 
    “Ow!” I cried, tears coming to my eyes. I had never head butted anybody, and I hadn’t known how much it hurt. I rubbed my forehead and stared at her. I wondered if she was going to come back on me. But, as Sally had pointed out, girls aren’t used to real violence. She just held her nose and stared at the blood seeping onto her hands. 
 
    I had my advantage. “I’m going in to call the police. You wait right here.” 
 
    I entered the apartment, closed the door, then raised my voice so it could be heard outside the door. “Hello? I want to report a mugging, my address is…” I continued talking as I moved away from the door, and by the time I reached the kitchen I knew she wouldn’t be able to hear me. I stopped fake talking and ran for my room. I collected a paper envelope I had taped to the bottom of my drawer, I know, tacky, but it worked. 
 
    I grabbed a credit card I only used every once in a while, then headed for the door. Then stopped and went back into the kitchen and picked up a bottle of Wild Turkey, 101. I had never opened it and it was a shame to think of it going to waste. 
 
    I returned to the front door. Except for a few drops of blood on the landing, there was no sign of Marsha. I sprinted down the stairs and headed across the street for Sally. 
 
    She watched me, and she grinned, and I knew I must make a sight. My hair was a little mussed up from my encounter, my boobs were bouncing, and I was holding a big, old bottle of booze. 
 
    As I got in she said, “Bitch, you are every man’s dream, why did…what happened to your forehead?” 
 
    “Drive, and I’ll tell you. I rubbed my forehead. No bump, but the visor mirror revealed a big, red mark. 
 
    So she drove, and I told her about Marsha. 
 
    “Sounds like a real bitch,” she commented when I was done. “Try a little make up on that bump.” 
 
    “That surprised me. I don’t know why, or maybe I do. When a guy gets a bruise it’s ‘so what? That’s part of life!’ But I couldn’t take that attitude as a girl. My first response always had to be…look good. 
 
    So I opened up a compact, weird things, those little cases, and I touched up my forehead, and darned if that big red spot became nothing more than a hint of redness. 
 
    “Excellent,” I muttered, then turned to Sally. “You want to try the bank? See if I can get any more money out?” 
 
    “Might just as well.” 
 
    We stopped at my bank and I walked up to the front door. I could see official people inside, so I turned to the ATM. I couldn’t get everything out, but I could get the limit, which was $800. A minute later I was back in the car. 
 
    “Good thing to avoid the official types. So saying, are you ready to go to the newspapers?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Sally turned and headed across town to the local newspaper. 
 
    “We’re going to have to be careful,” Sally cautioned, as we walked up to the front doors. 
 
    Boy, did I know that. Jack Asses picking up people on the street, the news telling everybody to watch out for ‘infected people,’ the suits in the bank. ‘Careful’ was going to be my middle name from now on. 
 
    We entered a shiny, new building and crossed to the front desk. 
 
    “How may I direct you?” the receptionist smiled at us. 
 
    “We’d like to see a reporter,” Sally took the reins, and that was good. This place had a strange feel to it. 
 
    “And this is about?” 
 
    Sally lifted an arrogant eyebrow, stared the girl down, and stated in the most bland manner, “News.” 
 
    For a long second I thought we were going to have trouble On later reflection I saw that we were fine. For one, Sally had spotted the girl as a bad one right off. Good eye, girlfriend. For two, we said we had news, and if she turned us away and we did have news, bye bye cushy ‘sit around and file your nails’ job. 
 
    “One moment.” 
 
    She poked a phone with one finger and spoke into her lip mike. “Todd? We have some potential news out here.” 
 
    She didn’t wait for him to say anything, she just smiled and said, “Please have a seat. Todd will be right down.” 
 
    And Todd was right down. He greeted us cordially, then invited us back to a small office. He sat behind a desk littered with paper. The bookshelves were packed with odds and ends, only half of which were books. He had a big computer, very dusty and well used, sitting on the left side of his desk. 
 
    He leaned back in his swivel, clasped his hands behind his head, and said, “What can I do for you, ladies?” 
 
    Just as the building had a weird feeling, Todd had a weird feeling. There was just something, he had a smirky sort of smile lurking on his lips, and his eyes were very expressive, and…and insulting. Like he knew something and you didn’t and it was your fault you didn’t. 
 
    My estimation of Todd seemed to be shared by Sally, because she spoke slowly, haltingly, as if trying to figure him out. 
 
    “We saw the planes going overhead the other day, when we got gassed.” 
 
    “Umm,” he grunted without commitment. Encouraging us to go on even while he showed little interest. 
 
    “And we, uh, we noticed there was a circle with a blue donkey on it. It’s the symbol of the special police.” 
 
    “Yes,” he nodded. 
 
    “And we wondered…why is the symbol on the plane that gassed us, and on the sides of the special police trucks?” 
 
    “And why would that be news worthy?” 
 
    “Well, the TV said it was an enemy, but the…” and here she got real circumspect, “…why would the enemy have a Blue Jack Ass on it?” 
 
    He frowned, pursed his lips in a twisted way, and seemed to think. 
 
    Right at that moment, a girl stopped in his doorway. 
 
    “Todd, we have a news meeting with Black Lives matter in fifteen. Boss wants some copy by deadline. Meet and greet, welcome to our fair city, that sort of stuff.” 
 
    Todd nodded his head and the girl continued on down the hallway. Todd went back to considering us. 
 
    “What do you think it means?” 
 
    “We weren’t sure, that’s why we wanted to come report it.” 
 
    “You probably should go to the police. Can I have your names?” He leaned forward, picked up a pen and pulled a blank sheet of paper in front of him. 
 
    And suddenly I knew what it was that was weird, Todd was gay. He was male…and not male, and where did that put him? How was I supposed to treat him? 
 
    Sally had figured it out, too. Her body language changed. “We thought that maybe somebody had stolen a plane, and we wanted to…but I guess you’re right. We should go to the police. Come on, Missy.” She stood up. 
 
    Quicker than spit Brad rounded the desk. He stood between us and the door. “I think you should wait while I get security up here?” 
 
    “I think you should get out of the way. It’s against the law to hold somebody against their will.” 
 
    “I think you might be more than you appear.” He leveled an accusing gaze at us. 
 
    “And I think you think we’re Republicans!” 
 
    “Aren’t you? If you were gassed you would be unconscious, and how does an unconscious person see the Blue Jack Ass?” 
 
    “Because I’m a Democrat, you numb nuts! And I’m a woman! And you’re the Republican, trying to get in the way of citizens reporting criminal activities.” 
 
    Things were moving fast now, and Todd scrambled for words. 
 
    “If you’re really one of us then you won’t mind sitting and waiting for security.” 
 
    I thought hard, and came up with the ultimate weapon, one of Democrat devise. 
 
    “You racist!” I yelled. 
 
    He stepped back and blanched. Then he snapped, if you think I’m a racist then you must be one! 
 
    We were getting nowhere, so Sally pulled out the big gun. “RAPE!” 
 
    We could hear the offices go silent. “RAPE!” 
 
    But nobody came. And it hit me. A news reporter is supposed to go look at tragedy, not try to help those in jeopardy. We could get raped by this gay creep and nobody would bat an eye. It was just a news story to them. 
 
    So I pulled out the biggest gun. On the corner of his desk was a reward for reporting. It was a glass cube, not very big, but it was hard plastic, contained some kind of gold, congratulatory, super-sized coin, and it was heavy. 
 
    So I swung it around in an arc. I saw his eyes widen and his hands start to come up. Then the cube slapped into his forehead. 
 
    Bang! He went down like a a guy hit in the head. 
 
    Sally smiled and nodded, took my hand and led me over his body and out of the office. The last thing I did was drop his ‘trophy’ in his lap. He just groaned and looked up at me and rubbed the blood seeping from a huge discolored area. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! You really smacked that him!” 
 
    We were hustling for home. We didn’t know if the police would be interested in a couple of desperados smacking an asshole on the head with his own good work, but we didn’t want to find out. 
 
    “Boy, he was weird though.” 
 
    “Did you see how quick he fell when I hit him?” 
 
    Sally smiled, “Good thing you were a guy.” 
 
    “I really didn’t want to hit him. But this guy, brrr,” I shivered. 
 
    We talked about men as gay, and how female gay was, and the different ways they responded. The odd thing was, they responded like girls, but they still had a testosterone-y feel to their actions. 
 
    Finally, we reached Sally’s apartment. Nobody had stopped us, and we walked up and let ourselves in. 
 
    As soon as I closed the door Sally locked it, then grabbed me around the waist and pulled me to her. Our tits pressed together as she kissed me. Her lips felt so delicious, and I began to feel her boobs. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered, pulling me into the bedroom. “You are so messing my mind.” 
 
    “Shut up,” I spoke huskily, my blood rising, my estrogen working like testosterone does for a man. I pushed her back on the bed and began shucking my clothes. I was unused to female clothing, however, and she was naked before me. She watched as I struggled with the bra. I flexed my arms up behind me, a very unnatural thing for a male, and worked the fingernails over the clasps, trying to undo the thing without breaking a nail. 
 
    “I feel like I’m more alpha than you, and it’s bringing out the beast in me. You’re making me hornier than a male. I have never lusted for anybody in my life, as I do for you.” 
 
    “Oh, finally!” I threw the bra to one side, shimmied out of my panties, and climbed onto the bed. I crawled up between Sally’s legs and she reached her arms out to me. 
 
    We kissed, long and slow, taking our time and letting the pleasure build. And the heat. And the moisture in our groins. 
 
    “You want the dildo?” 
 
    She looked at me with the oddest look, then she said, “Can you wear it?” 
 
    “You bet your titties!” 
 
    I jumped out from between her legs and off the bed. I opened the drawer and pulled out the strap on. And inside I was exulting. A dick! I get to have a dick again! 
 
    In a trice I was back between her legs, and now I stopped at her box and started using my tongue. And, baby, did I use it. I slurped, I sucked, I nibbled, I bit. I virtually inhaled that moist pussy, and she started wiggling and groaning and holding my head to her junction. 
 
    Then I slid up and munched on her bosoms. I kept one hand down between her legs and used two fingers to search for her g spot. 
 
    “Ah, God!” she writhed and twisted and tried to fuck my fingers back. She arched her back and I pulled on her nipples. 
 
    And, feeling very male-like, I knelt and pressed the dildo to her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she paused and held onto my upper arms and gazed into my eyes. It was like she was hypnotized by lust. Yet, wasn’t I? Also? 
 
    I pushed forward, and it was comfortable and weird at the same time. The dildo was set a little higher on my frame than my dick had been, and it required different motions, different muscles. But it was a dick! And it reminded me of all the manly I was…had once been. 
 
    I slowly sank the plastic peter into her snatch, and loved the way she drew in her breath. 
 
    I tell ya, there is nothing like the feeling of a prick pushing past your membranes, filling up your sex, making you feel submissive, and yet like you have conquered the world. And I realized this not just from the male perspective, but from the female viewpoint. 
 
    “Oh, God! I love you. And…you remind me so much of Brad.” 
 
    Ah, yes, Brad. I was him, I was me, at least for a little while, and I began to drive into her harder, letting her feel the difference between a male initiated cock and a female initiated cock. 
 
    And it was different. For a moment the alpha look left her eyes, and she gave her self up to pleasure, to being a woman. 
 
    She began to hump and buck, and I had to move quick and fast, because I didn’t weigh as much as I once did, and I didn’t have the muscles, and I was in danger of being thrown off. 
 
    “Yes…yes!” She began to spasm, and I knew it was starting. I grabbed her nipples with my red tipped fingers and scratched them. It was something I liked, so I knew she would, and she did. 
 
    She gave a funny screechish sort of yelp, humped up, and the damn burst. Her eyes rolled back and she held on to me and rode the tsunami. for a long moment she twitched and jerked, and then she started to come down. 
 
    I didn’t pull out, I just stopped moving. And she could feel me in her and just enjoy the sensations without the urgency. 
 
    “Oh…that was sublime,” she sighed. 
 
    I held on to her and loved her, and just engrossed myself in the feeling of her warm flesh complimenting mine, heating me up, making me hornier just by her fleshy ambience. 
 
    Finally, however, I reached a peak of horniness. I cleared my throat. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Uh, have you, uh, forgotten about me?” 
 
    She laughed, then pushed me off. She sat cross legged and looked at me. There was a funny humor exuding from her eyes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to leave you high and dry.” 
 
    “What?” My voice rose up in protest. “After what I just did to you?” 
 
    “And you did it very well, but there’s something you need to know about being a woman.” 
 
    I was pouting now. I was REALLY horny. I NEEDED some. “What?” I grouched. 
 
    “You go out on a date, the guy’s a hunk, but he doesn’t go for you. He drops you off without a kiss, but your loins are on fire. You are so wet  you are leaving a snail trail. You stomp into your bedroom, you’re breathing hard. You know that he should have fucked you, but he didn’t…what do you do?” 
 
    My eyebrows tilted downward toward my nose. “I don’t know. Jack off?” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    And I got it. In hushed tones I repeated, “Jack off? Really?” 
 
    “Every girl does it, and every girl has to start somewhere. Jacking off, or Jilling off, as we rightly call it, sometimes takes practice. It’s not like men, you whip it out, whip it good, and spit out a frothy mess. A woman has different plumbing, and she has to learn how to do it the right way.” 
 
    I was staring at her and I was all agog. 
 
    “And, fortunately,” she breathed on her fingernails and rubbed them on her chest. “I am the expert who can talk you through it.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And, let me tell you, the first time is the best. Are you ready for your first trip down stimulation lane?” 
 
    “Well, I guess so.” 
 
    “Okay, lay here. On your back.” 
 
    I took her place, head on the pillow, and she sat next to me, kneeling like a zen monk, and staring avidly at me. 
 
    “In front of you?” 
 
    She laughed. “Embarrassed? After I’ve had  my dick in you, and yours in me, and we’ve Jilled each other off?” 
 
    It did sound like I was being stupid, but I couldn’t help it. And, oddly, I think it was some of that male in me that was causing that embarrassment. One of the things I was learning was that men are much more restricted than women. Women are restricted by society, specifically their society, but men are restricted by themselves. And since I had both the male and female viewpoint, I was double restricted, and yet, in a way, double freed up. 
 
    “Okay, rub your nipples a little. 
 
    I did, and my face was bright red. 
 
    “Oh, look at poor you! All humiliated by having a tit. And a slit.” 
 
    I tried to push the embarrassment away. 
 
    “Now, stick a finger in your snatch.” 
 
    Feeling like I was on fire, I did, and it felt good. “Oh.” 
 
    “Yes, a little penetration goes a long way, but the secret of female masturbation is not penetration.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
    “Definitely not. The key is to rub right here.” She rubbed just a fraction of an inch above my clit. Immediately I felt electricity. 
 
    “Oh, Missy likes that!” Sally giggled. “Now, the trick is to play with your tits, lick them if you can, and your boobs are so fucking big you should be able to do that easily, and keep rubbing that spot above your pussy. 
 
    So I did. I lifted my tits up and sucked on my own nipples, and it felt good. Really good. And I rubbed my pussy, and even slapped it a little. 
 
    “Good! You have an intuitive feel for this. Now, if you feel like rolling a bit, turning on your side, or whatever, feel free.” 
 
    I arched my back, and energy seemed to leap off my tits. I wiggled my hips, and I could feel the button I was rubbing screaming out. 
 
    In truth, I wanted a dick. I wanted penetration. I wanted somebody else to help me. 
 
    But that wasn’t the point here. This was flying solo. 
 
    So I rubbed, and my breathing became harsh and ragged, and Sally said. “Close your eyes. Forget I’m here.” 
 
    That was easy. I had gotten so horny I had forgotten my embarrassment. And I was so close it was easy to forget about everything else. 
 
    “Now, last hint…try to relax. don’t make it happen, let it happen.” 
 
    This last piece of advice was hard, and I rubbed myself for a long minute before I could figure it out. but when I did, I popped. I mean, I BANGED! 
 
    My eyes flicked open and the world was white and I was barely aware of anything else. There was only this explosion, almost male like, deep inside me. My back arced so hard I thought it was going to hurt. I was dimly aware of Sally jumping for joy, literally, next to me. she was clapping her hands and laughing, and my mouth was in an O of surprise and delight. 
 
    And, slowly, the whiteness faded, and I began to see the world again. My body relaxed, and I could breath, be it in short and ragged gasps. 
 
    And Sally said the most interesting thing. 
 
    “A real woman never needs anybody else.” 
 
    And it was true, but I knew it wasn’t totally true. Sure I could Jill off, but I needed her. I needed her warmth and protection. I needed her sweet, moist pussy. I even needed her plastic dick. 
 
    And a part of me started to cry. And tears flowed out of my eyes. 
 
    Sally hugged me then. She held me and comforted me and shushed me. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    But I couldn’t stop crying for a long time. I was crying for my lost dick. I loved being female, but I had started out as a male, and I was losing that. I was adapting and changing, and it was hurting me, even as Sally helped me through it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    We woke early the next day, refreshed and ready to go. Sally gave me a small lesson on make up, and we determined to get me some more clothes, high heels, more sexy underwear, bras that really showed me off. 
 
    We ate a quick breakfast, then we started out with our shopping. 
 
    We were in a lingerie shop, holding up items to our bodies and giggling and laughing, and I suddenly asked. “What am I going to do about identification?” 
 
    “That might be tough, and it might not.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you have to establish yourself. Once you establish yourself, however, the government doesn’t care about you as long as you pay taxes.” 
 
    I thought about that, and I thought about the various possibilities. 
 
    First I would need to get a birth certificate, then a driver’s license. Hmm. 
 
    “How hard is it to make a birth certificate?” 
 
    “Pretty easy, probably. Just go online and find one, then copy it, and then change it to suit yourself.” She was looking at a shelf bra, and I knew what she was thinking. Fuck me bra. And I liked it. 
 
    And that was about all we did that morning. Shop, talk, make plans, and keep a low profile. In the backs of our minds was the afternoon. We were going to go to City Hall and poke around. 
 
    The news paper had been a dead end. And social media we were scared of. Everybody knows the social media is a spy machine for the government. 
 
    But maybe if we went to city hall and nosed around, maybe we could find somebody who knew something, or was sympathetic, who we could speak to with honesty. 
 
    It was discouraging to know that half the United States had gone over to the dark side. The more we watched TV the more was we were convinced that the Democrats had executed a coup, and that the country was changing, now and forever. 
 
    Of course, it always changed, but to be changed against the will of the people? 
 
    Anyway, we tried to keep ourselves cheerful, and we went out to a fancy bistro and ordered veggie sandwiches and ate them. Well, Sally ate them both of them. I only nibbled before I handed mine over to her. 
 
    “How are you ever gonna put some fat on those skinny bones of yours?” She joked. 
 
    “I think it’s you that’s going to be loading up on the fat.” 
 
    She held up a sandwich and looked at it. Veggie sandwiches, now there’s a plot. How come a girl can’t eat what she wants?” 
 
    “She can, if she wants to look like this” and I puffed my cheeks out and looked cross eyed. 
 
    Sally laughed and laughed, and I loved the sound of her laughter. 
 
      
 
    The afternoon came and we drove down to the heart of the city. Traffic was light, which stood to sense now that half the Republicans,  25% of the total population, were women and in some FEMA camp somewhere. 
 
    Still, we didn’t park too close to City Hall. If we had to run for it we didn’t want to get bogged in traffic. Easier to run a couple of blocks than play bumper tag. 
 
    As we walked onto the plaza where City Hall was located we saw the changes right away. 
 
    To the right of City Hall was a table advertising for people to join Black Lives Matter. On the left was a table looking for Antifa recruits. 
 
    As there was a small crowd mingling, we stood around and listened to people for a while. 
 
    In front of the Black Lives Matter table: “You don’t want to join Antifa! They’re fascists!” 
 
    “But they say they’re anti-fascist!” 
 
    “Who do you think is fire bombing and dragging down statues, eh?” 
 
    And, in front of the Antifa table: “Stay away from Black Lives Matter. They’re communists!” 
 
    “But aren’t they for black people?” 
 
    I had to lean in closer to hear the whispered explanation. “They’re not really black!” 
 
    We walked up the steps, winding our way around news crews filming politicians. I had heard it said that a politician never wastes a good disaster, and now I knew it was true. These politicians were spouting all sorts of various things, and seemed awfully happy. 
 
    We entered the rotunda and looked across to where a table was set up and many people were engaged in talking over one another. Over the table hung a flag. On the flag was a circle, and inside the circle was a Blue Jackass. 
 
    “Oh, my,” I whispered. 
 
    We looked at a big menu board, but weren’t encouraged. All the people we  thought we might be able to see were on the second floor or higher, and there were two big guards next to the elevator. 
 
    We wandered up to the Blue Jack Ass table and listened surreptitiously to the various conversations. 
 
    One conversation: 
 
    “We rounded them all up and the judge is pronouncing sentences right now.” 
 
    “What’s going to happen to them?” 
 
    “Damn Republicans, who cares.” 
 
    Another conversation: 
 
    “But they’re women now, we should send them out to service our troops. They’re all whores anyway.” 
 
    Another conversation: “We have to repeal the 19th amendment. These damned Republican women now outnumber the Democratic women, and…” 
 
    And, standing behind a councilman being interviewed: 
 
    “They’re not real women, so they don’t have rights. As far as I’m concerned, they don’t get to vote, and they’re just chattel, property of the state.” 
 
    Suddenly Sally bumped me. I looked at her, and she grabbed my sleeve and pulled me towards an open door. Behind it were stairs, and no guard, and she just managed to get to it before it closed. 
 
    Quickly, we ran up the stairs. 
 
    “Who are we going to see?” 
 
    “Howard Bossoms.” 
 
    “Howard Bosoms?” I queried. 
 
    Sally laughed. “I watched a couple of interviews with him. He’s a Democrat, but he seems to be sympathetic, or at least not vindictive. 
 
    We came to the third floor and walked briskly down the hallway. A few doors down we came to a closed door with frosted glass and the legend, Representative Howard Bossoms. 
 
    We listened, but there was no sound. Sally tried the doorknob, it turned, and we entered. 
 
    An empty waiting room. We walked across a rich rug, passed a desk of exotic woods, and came to the door to Howard Bossom’s place of work. 
 
    Sally tapped. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    We entered. 
 
    It was a big room, lots of furniture. There was a conference table on the right. To the left were several chairs and a big TV set. In front of us was another desk of exotic wood, and behind the desk sat Howard. 
 
    He was an older man, grey hair starting to fringe out. He was wearing spectacles, but his eyes shone behind them. 
 
    “Good afternoon, ladies. What can I do for you? 
 
    We went to his desk, and he motioned us to sit down.  
 
    Sally and I looked at each other, and then I began. 
 
    “I’m pretty scared.” 
 
    “Yes, this epidemic…” 
 
    “It’s no epidemic.” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly and watched me. He appeared bland, but I knew that just hid a shrewdness. “How so?” 
 
    “I saw the plane that did the gassing. It was the special police. The plane had a circle with a Blue Jack Ass in it.” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes?” he didn’t appear unduly disturbed. He just sat back and took it in. 
 
    “Well, that’s about it. We’ve tried telling the newspapers, but they…they weren’t interested.” 
 
    He smiled. Then he stood up, came around the table and headed for the wet bar. He seemed to be deep in thought. 
 
    “I hate champagne,” he said, as he poured bourbon into three glasses. “I’m going to splash a little Coke in here. It’s good bourbon, but ladies find the taste a little rough.” 
 
    Sally and I stared at each other. We had just told him the world was ending, or at least the United States, and he was making drinks! 
 
    He returned to us, handed us each a glass, then went back for his own. Shortly he was sitting behind his desk again, musing, getting ready to pontificate. 
 
    “So what makes you think I would be interested in your, excuse me if I say…’tall tale?’” 
 
    “But it’s not a tall tale! It looks like the Blue Jack Asses are a branch of the Democratic party! And they have used weapons of mass destruction—“ 
 
    He lifted one eyebrow. 
 
    “Okay, call it weapons of mass transformation. But they have deliberately attacked the Republican party and changed them into girls. They…” 
 
    I ranted for a half a minute, then just sort of shut. It was his eyes, kind and knowing, that did it. 
 
    “Okay, so let me get this straight.” He leaned back, held his glass of booze as if he was balancing it on his belly, “You were a Republican.” And he looked at me. 
 
    It was an accusation without being an accusation. It was merely a statement of fact without rancor. 
 
    “I…but—“ 
 
    He waved a hand desultorily, “Oh, I don’t care. I’ve got far bigger problems.” 
 
    Sally and my mouths were starting to open. It was plain he knew about the planes and the Blue Jack Asses. 
 
    “The camps are already overflowing. They were supposed to be big enough. And we are having a heck of a time getting enough women to be guards.” 
 
    He looked at us, his eyes filled with Santa Claus humor. 
 
    “We can’t have men guard the Republican women. Oh, no. The women would offer themselves, and the men would take them, and suddenly we would have a bunch of Democrat men turning into Republicans, and we would have to send out the planes again…” 
 
    Now our mouths were fully open. He didn’t just know about…he was fully engaged in. He was virtually admitting complicity. 
 
    He stood up and went to the bar again, poured himself another drink. He looked at us and held the bottle up. We found ourselves shaking our heads at him. 
 
    He came back and sat down. 
 
    “What I would suggest you do,” and he looked at me. “Is go on about your business. I can even help you get official documents, driver’s licenses and so on, should you wish. The camps are too full, and you girls don’t impress me as being overly dangerous, as far as loose cannons go.” 
 
    Sally and I looked at each other. We looked back at him. He chuckled. 
 
    “I know. You’re wondering why I’m being so helpful. Well, first off, as I said, the FEMA camps are full, and what are we going to do with all these extra girls? We’re going to have to eventually let them go, the ones that don’t get sent to entertain the troops, and that means re-educating them with Democratic principles. Lot of work, that. Republicans don’t seem to understand the concept of freedom. They don’t seem to want to do what they are told.” 
 
    He seemed to have no trouble making such a contradictory statement. 
 
    “So go home, go about your business, come see me if you need help with documents, and, oh, and be careful. There’s a very strong possibility that a lot of women are going to be deported.” 
 
    “But…but…” I stuttered, “but I’m of Irish lineage! I had family fight in the revolutionary war!” 
 
    “Irish. Despicable people.” he shook his head, then, politician like, “Present company excluded, of course. Is there anything else?” 
 
    We shook our heads, and we stood up and walked for the door. Right before we reached it I spun around and blurted, “Is there any way to make me back into a man again?” 
 
    He smiled wanly, “There is, but what do you think the chances are that you would be given that potion?” 
 
    And so we left City Hall. We walked down the front steps and trudged two blocks to my Mustang. And when we got there I got into the drive’s seat and we just sat there. Thinking. 
 
    The Blue Jack Asses had won. 
 
    There was no more United States. 
 
    And, on a more personal level, it looked like I would be stuck being a woman for the rest of my life. 
 
    Which wasn’t bad, I liked it, but I needed to dick somebody. Precisely, I needed to dick Sally. She was my woman, and we would probably be stuck as Lesbians for the rest of our lives. And I suppose that wasn’t bad…but I needed to be a man if we really wanted to explore our relationship. 
 
    Tears slowly crept into my eyes, overflowed, and trickled down my cheeks. 
 
    “It’s okay,” said Sally. But she didn’t take me in her arms. I knew that she was having similar thoughts to my own. 
 
    I started up and drove back to her apartment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    We drove down the main street, lost in our thoughts. Me sad for my lost manhood, but already trying to figure things out, how to get fake ID, or real ID, if representative Bossom could be trusted. And that was a question: how do you trust a guy who has just transgendered half of the Republicans in the United States. 
 
    Sally was thinking her own thoughts, and I was pretty sure what they were. Could she commit herself to a Lesbian relationship? Could she live without ever feeling the warmth and wonder of a real, flesh penis? 
 
    We came up to the place where the plane had first flown overhead and gassed me, and I looked at the spot, and wondered at the vagaries of life.  
 
    Suddenly, a plane flew overhead. It flew low, and it was red, and I could see the circle on the side of it with a Red Elephant on it. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I screamed, and then I looked at Sally. She was holding her throat, turning pale, and her eyes were totally panicking. 
 
    I steered to the side of the road and stopped and leaned over to her. 
 
    “Sally!” 
 
    She was unconscious, and I patted her hand, then I grabbed a bottle of water that was in the side panel and poured it over her face. 
 
    She came awake. Her eyes were dazed. “I feel sick. I feel funny! I’m going to sleep.” 
 
    “Sally! Don’t sleep! Try to stay awake!” 
 
    But she shifted to the side, her head leaned against the window, and she started snoring. 
 
    We were only a few blocks from her apartment. We had to get there. I pulled out, there was no traffic now, everybody was stopping their cars, and I saw a man run screaming down the road. His voice was high pitched, like a girl’s and he was holding his chest where two boobs were growing. 
 
    I cursed, and pounded the wheel, and shook Sally, but she slept on. 
 
    Within two minutes I was pulling up to her apartment. I got out and ran around to her door. I opened it and she started to fall out. 
 
    “Wha…?” 
 
    I caught her, and I pulled her, and I yelled at her. “Wake up! We’ve got to get you upstairs!” 
 
    She was heavy, heavier than I remembered, and I got under her arm and started pushing/pulling her up the stairs. 
 
    “I don’t feel well.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s going to be all right.” 
 
    She seemed to be getting heavier, and her arms and chest felt so solid. it was like her tits had disappeared and she had grown muscles. 
 
    We reached the top of the stairs and I managed to stagger her into the apartment. 
 
    She tried to get to the couch, and I struggled to get her aimed towards the bedroom, but I finally gave up. She felt so strong. Even dazed, it was like she was a powerhouse. 
 
    I pushed her onto the couch and she immediately went to sleep. 
 
    I thought about calling for an ambulance, but she was sleeping, snoring loudly, in fact. 
 
    I went to the sink and got a wash cloth and cleaned her face. 
 
    She mumbled, and I stared, her eyebrows were thicker, fuller, and her jaw was becoming hard and angular. 
 
    Her tits had disappeared and I could feel hard ridges of muscle on her chest. I took her clothes off and stared. She had a penis. Small, but getting bigger. 
 
    I covered her with a blanket and tried to deal with my thoughts. 
 
    A Red Elephant. The Republicans were striking back. They were changing Democratic women into men. And Sally was a Democrat! 
 
    That was really going to mess things up. 
 
    25% of the population, half the Democrats, would grow a pair. They would becomes strong and powerful, and they would start to become more manlike, more…Republican! 
 
    What a fine mess. A world of Democrats, suddenly made into real men. And they would be lusting after Republicans made into women. 
 
    Finally, nothing else to do but let Sally sleep it off, I poured myself a drink and turned on the TV. Time to see what new ‘enemy’ the United States had to deal with. 
 
    For a long couple of hours I stared at the TV, and the changes were immense. 
 
    The men on Republican stations were now softer, more concerned with their make up. 
 
    The women on the Democrat stations were suddenly tougher, real take charge men, and the lines of politics began to blur. 
 
    And I watched, and my mind was in a spin, and I kept checking Sally. She was fully changed now. Looked like a damn weight. lifter, muscles all over the place, and when I lifted the blanket I had covered her with I couldn’t believe my eyes. 
 
    Her penis was big, bigger than mine had been. It was long, and thick, and it was hard. Real hard. And throbbing. 
 
    Cautiously, I reached a hand out and touched it. 
 
    What a massive engine of pussy destruction! 
 
    And Sally stirred. “What?…What happened?” Her voice was deep and husky. 
 
    I put the blanket down and moved up to watch her face. 
 
    She opened her eyes. She still had a bit of make up on them, residual color from shadow, a bit of lipstick, but there was no mistaking the fact that she was a man, with a masculine face. 
 
    And the penis under the blanket totally backed that up! 
 
    “Sally, can you hear me?” 
 
    She smiled. Her lashes were shorter, her hair was shorter, her teeth were strong enough to bite sharks with. 
 
    “Hi, ba—my voice!” 
 
    She sat up in panic. She moved quick and sure, like a man. 
 
    “It’s okay! It’s okay!” And I tried to hug her. 
 
    But now she wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly, like a woman. Now she was feeling hard and masculine, and she wanted to get things done. 
 
    “What’s happened to me?” 
 
    “A plane went overhead. You got gassed, you turned into a man.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she jumped to her feet and ran into the bathroom. 
 
    For a long moment I waited for her to scream. But men don’t scream. 
 
    I followed her into the bathroom. 
 
    She stood in front of the mirror and was touching her cheek with her hand. She studied her bare chest, the light smattering of hair, the way her thick muscles were corded over her frame. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I grabbed her hand and led her back into the bedroom. I sat her down. 
 
    “What is going on?” 
 
    “You had a nightmare, but it’s changing into a dream.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I cupped his face—time to stop thinking of her as her, and start thinking of her as him—and kissed him tenderly. 
 
    Confused, not sure what was happening, he started to respond and kiss me back. 
 
    I pushed him back and crawled onto him. I sat on him, and his dick rose up, a monstrous thing, right in front of me. It was so long it touched my belly, and it felt like an oak tree. 
 
    “Missy?” 
 
    “Sal,” I said, and I stroked his penis. “I was scared. I was scared that I would have to live as a woman, and you as a woman, and we would miss out on all those man/woman things.” 
 
    He started to grunt, and I knew his balls were roiling with fluid just waiting to be spent. 
 
    “But now things have changed, and I’m no longer scared. I’ve got you to protect me, and I will take care of you. I will love you, and feed you, and even have babies, if that happens. 
 
    He was getting hotter, and I was already hot and boiling. He was rigid like a baseball bat, and nearly as big, and I was moist enough to take it all. 
 
    He began to moan, to make deep, guttural sounds. His hips began to move up and down. 
 
    “Sal, baby, are you ready for your first fuck as a man?” 
 
    And Sal, though confused and dazed and changed into something that he, as a she, never expected, nodded his head. 
 
    I squatted over him then, and I held his dick with one hand and placed it between the lips of my orifice. 
 
    His eyes were wide, wondering. He was going through sensations he had never even imagined existed. 
 
    “Okay, baby, here we go.” 
 
    I slid down, down, down. He opened me up, filled me, and my breath caught. 
 
    He was better than another pussy, better even than a plastic dildo. He was alive and warm, and I could feel his heart beating with love. 
 
    And I know that my heart was filled with love. 
 
    And I fucked him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END
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    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized Cop ~ He wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. He infiltrated a dangerous gang and got the goods, but now he has to get out. 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. 
 
    A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
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    Dominated for a Week: He was Caught and Punished! ~ Brandon is a kinky, little boy. He wears dresses, has a chastity device, and lives for when his wife is working as a stewardess. Then he is caught, and five women take control of him. He doesn’t know who they are, but his wife is due home any time! 
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    My Wife Dominated Me: He asked for a little, she gave him a lot! ~ Jerrod and Janice have a strange relationship, he gets to make love to her when he makes a million dollars. What he doesn’t know is that the end of one agreement is the beginning of another, and she has incredible plans for him! 
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    A Month of Feminization: He never thought he’d like it! ~ Roger received a mysterious present, now he’s locked into a chastity belt, and somebody has hacked it! His wife thinks it’s funny, her friend thinks it’s hilarious, then his wife goes away and the fun starts. Will Roger ever be free from the clutches a mysterious internet hacker and…his wife’s best friend? 
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    The League of Lactators ~ Hannah has been lactating for seven years, and Al has finally had enough. He demands that she stop the milk. Hannah realizes that there is only one way to teach Al the joys of breast feeding, and she and the ‘League of Lactators’ set the game in motion. how will Al feel when he has some big, juicy guns of his own? 
 
      
 
    A Kindle customer said: Is there anyone out there that lucky to have a mate that would take them through such a change and have such wonderful friends to help?? 
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    My Neighbor Feminized Me ~ Jerry has a problem. He likes bras. One night his neighbor catches him stealing a bra, and, uh, doing something in his pants. 
 
    Now she’s taking Jerry on a trip. They are going to spend a weekend in the mountains and get to the bottom of his ‘problem.’ 
 
      
 
    MM said: Hot and steamy short story that doesn't leave out the necessary details but it's to the point. really enjoyed reading it.
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    I was Feminized by the FBI! ~ A serial killer is on the loose, and it is up to Special Agent Jensen to catch him, or her. But to do that Jensen has to become a woman and explore the heart of the transgender community in San Francisco. His/her handler, FBI agent Shipps, finds herself compromised and confused by all the gender shenanigans. Will the serial killer get away with his, uh, her crimes? 
 
      
 
    A Kindle customer said: How nice of the FBI to give her such amazing breasts. At one point I not figure which end was up but what an unexpected conclusion!!! 
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    The Sexual Edge ~ Johnny ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson was going to be champ. Then he met a girl who took him apart. Now she’s offering to put him back together…can he trust her? 
 
      
 
    Mike said: This story was well written and had all of the pieces to make a great book. Background, plot and a great storyline with the best ending. I thought it was a great read!

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Novels, short story collections… 
 
    there are new books and stories coming out almost every day! 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    The BEST Erotica in the World!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ’21 Stories…’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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