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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Do you remember the original ‘Big Book of Male Boobs?’

[image: ]

I believe that was the first ever collection of stories about men who get boobs. It was compiled almost two years ago, so I figured it was time to revisit sacred territory. Guys, you have absolutely no idea what a thrill it is to jiggle along, all eyes on you, everybody jealous and eating their hearts out. Go on, get a bra, stuff some socks, or water balloons, of forms. Strut, and you’ll find out why being a woman is so much more fun than being a man!

Here’s the link for that old book… MALE BOOBS!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Boob Maximizer

He wanted biguns…he got ‘em!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I guarantee it will work.”

Lance Smith snorted. “It will make tits bigger?”

“Guaranteed.”

“And how do you know?”

“Come here…” Doc Brown led Lance into a back room. In the room were several tables laden with bottles, bunsen burners, and exotic machines.

Lance was actually impressed. He had known Doc Brown since college, and while the guy was a little over the top, it was obvious that he was sincere.

“See…see!”

Doc Brown pointed at a cage on a table in a corner. Lance leaned down and peered closely. Mice. Little white mice that were a little plump on…Lance peered even closer.

“Oh, my God!”

“That’s right,” Doc Brown folded his arms and took on a smug expression. “They have tits.”

“Can I see one?”

“Sure.”

The Doc opened the cage and took out one of the two mice. He held it up so Lance could examine it.

Sure enough, the mouse was…stacked. it had big tits. For a mouse.

“Can I touch it?”

“What are titties for?” giggled Doc Brown. Truth was, he was a virgin, and the idea of sex embarrassed him.

Lance reached forward and touched the tiny boob. Sure enough, it was a tit, almost looked human, except that it was miniature and on a mouse.

“OhmyGod!”

Doc put the mouse back in the cage and closed the door. “There’s your proof. What do you say now?”

“I say I want it.”

“It’s expensive. A thousand dollars a bottle.”

“I don’t care! I’d take a dozen bottles if you have them.”

The Doc frowned. “This is a very concentrated formula. One dab should increase bust size by a full, uh, cup, or whatever they measure boobs by.

“That’s okay. I understand. Can I have a dozen bottles?”

“Okay,” and in the Doc’s mind he was thinking, ‘It’s your funeral.’

A short time later Lance was writing a check for $12,000. It was his whole savings, but…but he was so excited.

He chortled, “Man, when Mazie sees this…she’s going to love it!”

“Remember, only a single dab massaged into the skin.”

“Sue, yeah. I got it,” Lance said, not giving it much thought, then he was out the door.

Behind him, Doc Brown looked at the check and smiled. Then he frowned. If he was any judge of character, he’d better start working on an antidote, or a ‘shrinker formula,’ or something.

“Honey, I’m home!” Lance called out cheerfully.

No answer. Good. Mazie was still at work. Boy, was she going to be surprised.

He went into the bedroom, opened the paper sack and took out the twelve bottles of Boob Maximizer. The bottles were small, and they weren’t labeled. He put them in the drawer of the little table next to his bed. Then he frowned.

Truth was, Mazie hadn’t been receptive to the idea of getting implants. And he had tried creams and potions before, and she had just laughed.

“I’m a comfortable C cup. I don’t want to carry big, old behemoths around and get a sore back. You want big boobs then you better think about getting your own implants.”

Huh. Short-sighted woman didn’t know what was good for her. But he’d get her there. Once she had a massive set of mammaries she’d be thanking him.

He took one bottle and went to his wife’s make up table. Hmm. Eye shadow wouldn’t work, nor lipstick, although the idea of Mazie with big, puffy lips was somewhat appealing to him. Ah, he picked up a blue and white bottle. Cerave. Just the thing. A skin moisturizer his wife always used.

He took the squeeze bottle into the bathroom and squirted the whole thing down the toilet. Then he opened the bottle of ‘Boob Maximizer’ and started putting the stuff into the empty tube.

Oh, man, it was difficult. The old saying, ‘it’s like putting tooth paste back in the tube,’ came to mind.

Still, he put the bottle and tube nozzle to nozzle, and the stuff went in eventually. Huh. Even smelled similar. But not the same. He frowned. He still had a little space in the tube of Cerave, so he went to the kitchen. Hmm. smell and texture, they had to match. Good thing most things were white. He spurted a bit of mayo into the tube, then held it up. Felt the same. Yeah. This would work.

He heard the sound of his wife’s car enter the driveway.

Cripes! He ran back into the bedroom and placed the tube back in its position, then went out to greet his wife.

“Hi, babe.” He gave her a big kiss.

“Whoa…” she said breathlessly. “You must have done something bad to be that horny!”

He laughed. “I’ve been a good boy.” In his mind he was chuckling at how bad he had been, and how happy she would be when she had some truly bodacious boobs.

“Well, Mr. Good Boy, help bring in the groceries and we’ll get some dinner started.”

So he did. And all the time he kept sneaking glances at his wife’s form.

She was five foot five, good figure, but, like so many women, she needed some help up top. And she was going to get it. He mentally rubbed his hands together in satisfaction.

Dinner. A little TV. Time for bed.

All the while Lance kept glancing at Mazie.

“You sure you didn’t do something bad?” she joked. “You’ve been staring at me all night long.

“How could I not stare at such a beautiful woman?”

“Wow. Flattery, too. What it is you’ve done, I give you permission to do it again.”

They laughed, and he made a mental note to ‘do it again.’ Heh. Right!

They went to bed, and made he couldn’t control himself. The idea of her having mountainous mounds made him so horny. He rolled over and grabbed her breast.

“Wow, you don’t waste time, do you?” She kissed him. A gentle, loving kiss.

He managed to turn it into a tongue poking, slobbery thing, and they were off and running.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned, running his hands over her body. His chest felt warm and tight with desire, and his penis was hard a rock. An extra hard rock.

“Boy, something’s got you all hot and bothered. Babe, your dick is like a steel rod. And…my gosh, you’re dripping all over the place.”

“Just my love for you,” he mouthed her breasts, sucking on the nipples gently. And my love for your big breasts about to be, he thought.

She laid back and helped guide him into her. He was shaking with desire as he pushed forward and…

“Oh…fuck!” he blurted.

“Oh, no! You didn’t cum already, did you?”

The feel of his squirtem coating her inner thighs was the answer.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

She hugged him. “It’s okay. I should have realized you were a little too excited.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You could always get down there and do a little mouth work…” she said, hopefully.

Lance was silent. He wasn’t fond of oral sex, and especially if he had just squirted all over. One thing he really didn’t want was a mouthful of his own cum.

Mazie sighed and pushed him off her. “All right.”

Lance rolled onto his back and lay there. His balls were empty, and it felt good, but he really wanted her to have big boobs. If only she would rub that Cerave into her chest.

Mazie lay on her back and waited for Lance to go to sleep. She needed a little private time with Vinnie the Vibrator.

But Lance was restless. He was fantasizing about her chest and couldn’t sleep.

Finally, Mazie got up. She had a wet spot under her and she wanted a towel, and it would be nice to take a quick shower and wash his squirt off.

She took a luxurious, hot shower, even washed her hair, and then came out of the shower. She would have to dry her hair, but that was okay. She picked up her hair dryer and went into the next room.

She needn’t have bothered. Lance was quite awake.

She came back into the room and got into bed.

Lance’s eyes burned in the night.

Mazie rolled over, closed her eyes, and went to sleep.

And so the week went. Every night Mazie came home to the very energized Lance. The evening passed and Lance seemed extra horny.

And, truth, Mazie was getting extra horny. Lance kept squirting before she could get close, and then he lay awake and watched her with big eyes. She wasn’t able to get out her vibrator, and she ended up taking late showers. Now cold showers, to calm herself down.

Funny. People always thought it was the guys who had to take cold showers, but, not so. In fact, if Mazie got much hornier she was going to pop!

“Geez, honey, what’s got into you?” she asked on Friday night.

“I’m just a little extra in love with you,” he quipped.

“Well, that’s great.” Inside she was sort of tired of the extra attention. She just wanted an orgasm and not all this endless slobbering and quick on the trigger ejaculations.

For his part, Lance was going crazy. He wanted her to put Doc Brown’s formula on her tits. He wanted her to grow, and grow, and…GROW!

He wanted her to have massive triple Ds. He wanted to bury himself in sucking and fuck her boobs and…and she just took her showers and never used the stuff.

Finally, Saturday afternoon, they were getting ready to go out and she was sitting at her table. She picked up the tube of Cerave and squeezed a small glob into her hand.

Lance grinned and watched.

Suddenly Mazie frowned, and sniffed at her hand. “Huh,” she grunted. “Smells bad.”

She took the tube into the bathroom and squeezed it down the toilet. “I hate it when stuff goes bad.”

Lance stared, open mouthed, and watched a thousand dollars go down the drain. Fuck! What the fuck! Shit! A thousand dollars.

“Well, no loss,” Mazie said, re-entering the bedroom. “I can just pick up some more.”

Lance almost cried. But he still shot early that night.

Sunday afternoon, and Mazie went out with a couple of her girl friends. While they late lunched Lance took the empty tube of Cerave out of the trash. He smushed another bottle of Boob Maximizer into the empty container. He used more mayo, and a bit of ranch dressing. When he thought the smell was perfect he wiped the tube clean and put it aside. When Mazie got another bottle he would compare the odors and texture, make sure everything was perfect, and replace the new with his special stuff.

Heh. This was going to work out, after all.

The week passed. Lance squirting all over the place, usually before he could even get inside her.

Mazie was actually getting used to this, and she did manage to get together with Vinnie the Viber, so it was okay. A little frustrating, but not too bad.

But, by Thursday, Lance was going crazy. She hadn’t replaced the Cerave, and he was desperate.

“Are you going to get a new bottle of that Cerave stuff?” he finally asked on Thursday night.

“Not yet.”

“Well, I’m going by the store tomorrow. I’ll pick one up for you. ‘Cerave,’ that was the name, right?”

“Oh, you’re a honey. Thanks, babe.”

She kissed him lightly.

And he immediately kissed her sloppily, grunted and groaned and palmed her boobs.

She giggled. “I don’t know what you’ve been putting in your tea, but…”

And they had an almost marathon sex session. Almost, except for the fact that Lance came too soon. But at least she got him to use his fingers.

“Honey, you’ve been leaving me high and dry. It’s time to help me out.”

So he risked getting his hands all gooey and finger banged her. Yuck.

The next day he picked up a bottle of Cerave, and before she got home from work he sniffed it, made sure his concoction was just the same, then put his tube in the box and threw out the new tube.

“Thank you, honey.” She took it into the bedroom and put the box on her table.

The next night it was still there. And the next night, and the next.

Lance was almost out of his skull. He wanted her to use the stuff. He wanted her to have big boobs.

Finally, unable to stand it any longer, he asked, “How’s that new cream I bought you?”

“Oh, it’s fine,” she said without thinking.

But she hadn’t opened it.

Lance could almost cry.

A week later he saw that the box was gone and the tube was…where was the tube?

He found it in the trash. Empty.

Trying to sound nonchalant he asked Mazie, “I noticed the Cerave in the trash. Didn’t it work out?”

“No. Something stinky about it.”

Another thousand dollars down the drain! And her boobs were still the same size!

“Well, I’ll pick up another one for you.”

“Don’t bother. I’m growing discouraged with the product. I’ll find something else.”

The next week she brought home some Vanicream.

By that night Lance had managed to throw out her original cream and replace with a cream of his own making. He spent hours trying to get the smell and texture just right. At least this time it was a jar and not a tube. Made it much easier to get the stuff into the container.

And, a day later, he found it in the trash.

FUCK!

A month later he knocked on Doc Brown’s door. The Doc opened the door. He was as seedy and wild-eyed as ever.

“Yes? Oh…yes… the Lance fellow. How’s that cream working out?”

Lance followed the Doc through the house and into the laboratory. “Not good, Doc,” and he explained how he couldn’t duplicate the texture and smell and his wife kept throwing everything out. “And I only have a few bottles left!”

Doc frowned. “What kind of cream is your wife using?”

“She just got a jar of something called ‘Neutrogena.’”

“Hmm.” Doc sat at a computer and found Neutrogena. “Yes, these chemicals…uh huh…I can do that.”

“What?”

Doc turned away from his computer. “I can duplicate their formula so your wife detect the difference.”

“Really?”

“Child’s play.”

“Really? I don’t know how to thank you!”

“Of course it will cost…”

“But, Doc, I’m sorry, I have no more money!”

The Doc quickly figured the math out in his head. The cost of the chemicals, the time, about $10 total, but he was entitled to a little profit. “Well, normally it would be about $10,000 for something this complex…”

“But Doc!”

“Since you’re a valued customer, however, five thousand dollars.”

Oh, crap! Lance thought. He didn’t have five thousand dollars.

“Check or money order is fine,” Doc mentioned.

Lance’s mind raced. “How about a credit card?”

“Nope.”

Lance’s mind raced some more. He could get the cash with the card, then… “Okay.”

An hour later Lance showed up with the cash, and a bottle of Boob Maximizer.

Doc took the money and bottle and promised he’d have something in a couple of days.

Lance replaced the bottle of Neutrogena with his special bottle. Perfect. Perfect. And he went to greet his wife, who had just driven into the driveway.

And, extra blessing, his wife didn’t make him wait a week or two before applying the goop to her skin. That very night she sat at her table and rubbed the sweet smelling ointment into her breasts.

He stared at her massaging her breasts, and he gulped, and he felt faint.

Mazie stood up and sauntered towards him with a grin. “What do you say, sailor, want to show a girl a good time?”

He nodded, hardly able to breath, but when she pulled the blankets up they both stared at his cock. He had already cum.

And, the next morning…”EEEEK!” Mazie sat up and stared at her chest. Lance was instantly awake. He had been so horny and frustrated that he hadn’t slept well, anyway.

Mazie’s chest was near doubled in size! From a comfortable size C she was now a double D, maybe even a G!

Lance stared in shock. He had expected some growth, but not this much…and certainly not this fast!

“Oh, my God!” he burbled.

“What…what has happened?” Mazie got out of bed and almost fell over. Her boobs were so heavy she was going to have to find a whole new sense of balance. She staggered across the room and stared at herself in the mirror.

Her breasts were enormous! They were so big she had to hold them with her hands. And she knew she was going to need to get stronger just to heft them like this. And a bra! My God! She was going to have to see Omar the tent maker to get a bra to fit these…these…massive…

“Oh, my God!” Lance was next to her staring, and licking his lips. He had never seen so much flesh, so much pulchritude, such delicious…even her nipples had grown! They were the size of thimbles, and he had never wanted to suck anything so badly in his life.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered, drooling, and he bent his head.

Mazie pushed him away. “What happened? What is going on? How can this be…?”

“Don’t worry about it, honey, your boobs are just fine. Just the way I like ‘em.”

She suddenly got it. She stared at him. “You did this.”

“No…no, I—“

“You’ve been horny for months, and getting me all that skin moisturizer which kept going bad…what did you do?”

“I didn’t do anything,” he moved forward, reaching for her massive chest. He needed to feel them, to suck them.

“Tell me the truth! What’s in the moisturizer you kept getting for me?”

“Nothing, honey. I just—“

She slapped him a hard one. Right across the face. Suddenly he realized that she was actually mad.

“Ow!” He stared at her.

She stood, frightened and angry at the same time, holding her huge boobs up with one forearm. the boobs overflowing and looking so delicious that Lance was in danger of cumming right then. Just looking at them and he was going to—“

“What do you do to me,” she hissed.

And, finally, mentally cornered, Lance said, “It’s just a little boob maximizer. It’s good for you.”

She slapped him again, but this time with a fist.

“Fu—!” he was knocked back.

Then she kicked him. Hard. Right in the you know where.

Lance doubled up and fell to the floor.

“You stupid son of a…” then Mazie was sobbing.

Lance groaned and tried to figure out what the big deal was.

“I can’t believe you did this to me,” Mazie said for the hundredth time that afternoon. They had spent all morning with her screaming at him, and it didn’t look like she was done. Not by a long shot.

“I’m sorry, honey. I thought you’d like a little extra, uh, femininity.”

“That’s what you call it? Extra? You made me into a freak!”

“But…but…”

Lance stared at her chest. He was so damned horny. He had never seen such magnificent boobs in his life, but her anger…wow!

Mazie picked up the car keys.

“Where are you going?”

“To get a bra,” she snarled. “And I’m using your credit card.” then she was out the door.

And back two hours later, and in an even worse mood. “You son of a bitch! You maxed out your card…I had to use my own.”

Her tits now poked out in front of her. And they were really poking. They were like road cones, big ones.

Licking his lips, Lance said, “Well, but…I’m sorry. I had to pay for the last jar of…of…”

She gripped him by the shirt front and twisted her fist. He found himself staring into her baby blues, which weren’t looking so babyish right then. “What else did you spend money on?”

“No! nothing! I didn’t—“

“How much did you spend on that stupid cream in the first place?”

“Nothing! It was free! I didn’t spend—“

Mazie went to the computer, pulled up their bank account, and stared in astonishment. “Twelve thousand dollars!” She turned to him. “You spent $12000 on some stuff to make my boobs bigger?”

“Well, I didn’t mean to. I just…he, uh…I couldn’t…”

“You stupid, fucking, son of a…come with me!”

She grabbed his shirt front again and pulled him towards the bedroom.

“Honey! Please…you’re taking this all out of propor—“

She stopped in front of her make up table. Lance could see her monstrous boobs in the full length mirror, and the mirror wasn’t even wide enough to accommodate her new boobs.

She grabbed the cream and unscrewed it. She scooped a huge glob of the stuff out and slapped it on his chest.

“You want big boobs? You got ‘em! See how you like living with these…these…these FREAKS on your chest!

She scooped the rest of the ointment out and slapped it on his chest. She put her hands on his chest and started smushing it through his shirt and onto his skin. He tried to back up, but she went with him, pushing her hands onto his pecs, squooshing the cream into his skin, his pores.

“See how you like it you son of a bitch!”

Then he was falling back on the bed, and she was on top of him, pounding on his chest with her fists and crying.

“You fucking…fucking…”

Then she was in the bathroom, slamming the door, and sobbing like her heart had been broken. Which it had.

Lance sat up, now he was crying. He was stunned, dismayed, and finally figured out he had done something bad.

Yes, his wife finally had the tits he had dreamed of, but he was pretty sure he was never going to get to touch them.

Dismally, he wiped the goop off his chest, then took off his tee shirt and put it in the hamper.

The day, as days are wont to do, passed.

Mazie came out of the bathroom. She wouldn’t look at Lance except to glare, and she was mumbling curses under her breath.

Lance tried to talk, but her withering stare, her icy demeanor, he wound up saying nothing.

Dinner…without dinner.

Her drinking straight from a bottle, saying things like… ‘If I had a knife…somebody give me a gun…son of a fucking bitch!’

Him trying to keep a low profile, and gulping frantically as he caught glimpses of his wife’s huge profile.

Her slamming the bedroom door so hard it shook the house.

Him sleeping on the couch. Sad, miserable, and scratching at his chest, which had suddenly started to itch.

Slowly, time ticked.

Midnight, scratching and rubbing at his chest. He was truly miserable, because the itch seemed to be deeper than skin, no way to get surcease from the growing itchiness.

One o’clock. He felt like clawing at his chest. The itch was worse than anything he had ever felt.

Two o’clock. Even his nipples hurt. He felt like grabbing them and ripping them off his fevered body.

Three o’clock. Rubbing his chest so hard, his pecs felt inflamed he had rubbed them so hard. They were starting to feel not just itchy, but pained.

Four o’clock. The itching had grown into a pain so terrific, and his head hurt, and he tossed and turned, and…finally, went to sleep. Or, more like passed out from the pain.

Seven o’clock. He rolled over and felt something hit him in the chest. Blearily, he opened his eyes, looked down at his chest, and…

“EEEE!”

He had HUGE tits! BIG tits! MASSIVE boobs. He sat up and placed his hands under them. They overflowed his hands and he just sat and stared.

The bedroom door opening, and Mazie was suddenly standing over him, staring at him.

He looked up, opened his mouth, tried to speak, couldn’t say anything.

Mazie started laughing. She laughed and laughed and laughed. “Hah hah! Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander you stupid idiot!”

“But…but…but…”

He was crying now, and big drops fell on the huge expanse of flesh swelling from his chest.

Mazie, laughing hysterically, returned to the bedroom. Ten minutes later she exited the bedroom. Her chest was big and high, and she didn’t look at Lance.

“Honey…please…can’t you…”

She merely laughed at him and walked out of the house.

For an hour Lance sat and held his new tits. He cried, he snuffled, he wondered what he was going to do.

Finally, he stood up, and nearly fell over. The weight on his chest made him want to do nothing but walk forward.

He went into the bedroom and put on a tee shirt. His boobs sagged and he looked ridiculous. He realized that he needed a bra.

But where does a man get a bra? And especially for boobs as big as his?

He headed out to the garage and grabbed some duc tape. The next half hour was an education in frustration and enlightenment. How does a bra work? How much of a load do the straps take? How does a strip of tape duplicate the cups of a bra?

Finally, feeling very awkward and silly, he was able to put on his shirt. In the mirror he found that he had not made a bra so much as just bound his chest. The result was a big puffy chest, and boobs that hurt.

Hurt or not, he had to do something about them.

“Doc! You’ve got to do something!”

Doc Brown’s eyes opened wide at the site of his customer with a bulging chest.

“What the heck is…”

Lance pulled off the strips of tape, and nearly died when his nipples felt like they were being ripped off.

Doc Brown goggled, then he grinned. “My stuff really works, doesn’t it?” Then: “But why did you put it on yourself?”

“I didn’t. My wife put it on me.

“Well, wow. You’re really stuck now.”

“But don’t you have an antidote?”

“Sure. $10,000.”

“WHAT!”

Doc thought about all the household ingredients he had used. And in the proper proportion. “Well, for you, $9,000.”

“Okay. You have a deal. Where is it.”

“Not so fast. Money first.”

“But, I don’t…Okay.”

He took out his wife’s credit card.

“Cash only.”

“But…I can’t…Can’t you trust me? I’ve been a long time customer!”

“I trust you to get the money first.”

Lance sighed and nodded. Head hanging, he walked out the front door.

At the bank he tried to get a loan. No dice.

Then he tried to open another credit card. Less dice.

Finally, he tried to take out a loan on his house.

Nope.

“But why not?” he beseeched the banker.

“You’ve already got a loan out.”

“I do not! I inherited that house! It’s free and clear.”

The banker reached into a drawer and pulled out a contract.

“I lent the money this morning personally.”

“Let me see that!”

The banker held the contract so Lance couldn’t reach it, but so that he could read it.

“But…that’s impossible! Why would my wife borrow all that money!”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to talk to her.”

Feeling lower than a basement in a parking garage, Lance left the bank. He drove through the streets unaware, his mind trying to come to grips with his dilemma. He was entirely aware of his big tits getting in the way of the steering wheel.

What to do? What to do?

Finally, he realized he was going to have to go beg Doc Brown. Maybe the scientist could be convinced. And, if he couldn’t, Lance began thinking of more drastic measures.

He pulled up to Doc Brown’s house, went up the walk and knocked on the door.

“Yes?” Doc called through the door.

Lance frowned. “Doc, I’ve got to talk to you.”

“I’m busy right now. Come back later.”

Lance pounded on the door. “Doc! Let me in!”

“Go way!”

Sounds behind the door. Low voices.

Lance pounded on the door so hard the latch gave way. The door swung inward, and Lance goggled.

Doc Brown was…his wife…they were hugging….they had been kissing…what…what…

Doc Brown was irritated. “I said I was busy!”

“But that’s my wife!”

Doc turned to Mazie, “But you said you weren’t married.”

“I won’t be. I’m going to see a lawyer right now.”

Doc turned back to Lance. “You see? Everything is on the up and up.”

Mazie walked out the door, as she passed Lance he noticed that her chest was normal. “Hey! Wait! Wait!” He ran after her, tugged her arm and she turned. Yep, her tits were back to being a nice size C.

“What do you want?”

“Your tits! How did you get rid of them?”

She smirked. “Doc Brown gave me the antidote. I didn’t know you had bought the Boob Maximizer from him. Good thing he was my first stop.”

“But…but, honey…”

Mazie advanced on Lance. “What?”

Helpless, he backed up and blurted, “The bank…you took out a loan!”

She smiled. “Yep. And I signed your name. Good luck on paying it off.”

“But…you can’t sign my name.”

“Sure I could. I’ve been signing it for years. My signature is now more accepted as yours than yours is.”

“But…but why?”

“To pay for the antidote, stupid.”

“But…that’s $20,000!”

“It’s not my money so I don’t care.”

“But…but…”

Mazie ended the conversation by stomping off. Lance watched her car disappear down the street, then turned back to Doc Brown.

Doc was looking at the latching mechanism and scratching his head.

“Doc! you gotta help me!”

“You really busted this door.”

“The hell with the door. You gotta give me the antidote for these… these…

“Oh, I don’t have any more of that.”

“But…you don’t…”

“Your wife just bought all of my stock. She got a good deal, too.”

“But you have to make me some more.”

“Oh, no. No can do. Your wife took the recipe, and I simply don’t have the time to recreate the formula.”

“But, Doc!”

“Sorry.”

“But…why were you kissing her?”

Doc Brown looked puzzled. “I don’t know. She just saw your car pull up and started kissing me.“

Lance didn’t know what to think of that, so he snarled, “Ahh!”

Lance drove around for a while, but soon realized that he was going to do nothing but run out of gas. He finally headed for home. When he got there his wife’s car was in the driveway. Struggling to keep his breasts up, his arms were getting tired, he walked into the house.

His wife was sitting on the sofa, smirking at him.

“Well, my stacked husband is home. How’s it going, Mr. Big Boobs?”

He trudged past her and entered the bedroom. Then he came back out. “Uh, Mazie?”

“Yes, dear?” she drawled sarcastically.

“Do you really have the antidote for…for these?”

“Hmm. I do recall having a couple of bottles of Boob Maximizer antidote. Now what did I do with those silly, old bottles?”

Lance went down his knees, and almost fell over, and began begging. “Please, honey. Please! Can’t you let me have some?”

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned it.”

“No. You haven’t. You haven’t until you have fully experienced what it is like to be a woman. And especially to be a woman with big breasts.”

“But…but…but what can I do to convince you to give me the antidote?”

“Well, for starters, you look silly standing there and trying to hold your boobs up. The specially made bra I used is on the bed. Go put it on.”

Lance went into the bedroom, found the bra, took off his shirt and put it on. He felt instant relief for his sore arms. The straps were heavy on his shoulders, but he could stand the weight.

Marveling at this fact of woman’s architecture, he went back to the living room.

Mazie started laughing. “You look ridiculous.”

He stood, red-faced, and hung his head.

“You look like a man wearing a bra. Do I look like the kind of woman who would be married to a man who wore woman’s clothing?”

“Uh…but there’s nothing else…I…”

“I guess we’re going to have to make you look like a woman.”

“WHAT?”

She stood up and went into the bedroom. He followed helplessly.

She handed him a bottle of Nair. “Take the bra off, put this on, wait fifteen minutes then shower.”

He took the bottle, stared at her, but had no choice. He gave a nod and began taking off the bra.

15 minutes later he stepped into the shower. He watched dismally as his body hair swirled into the drain. He stepped out to find Mazie waiting for him. She snickered.

“Can I have the antidote now?”

“Are you kidding? We’ve just gotten started. Put your bra on and sit at my make up table.”

He did, and Mazie was right there waiting. “Now, this is moisturizer. A simple bath won’t get you clean enough.” She cleansed his face with a little pad. “Now, this is primer. This will…” and she led him through the steps of make up.

Fifteen minutes later he stared at his face in the mirror. His eyebrows had been plucked, his eyelids were shaded, his lips were red…he didn’t look like a man at all. But he also didn’t look like a woman. His face might be pretty, but his haircut was a man’s, and he still had the muscles of a man.

Mazie was biting her lip, trying to keep from laughing.

“Please,” he begged.

She stepped into her closet and brought out a dress. It was skimpy and stretchy and low cut. She tossed it to him. “Get dressed.”

“But…” but there was nothing to say. He pulled the dress on. Mazie pulled him in front of a mirror.

He wasn’t a big built man, and his big tits gave him more than enough curves. The most amazing thing, however, was the decollete. His big boobs stretched out the dress and he had about a mile of skin showing. It was so stretched that his nipples were visible.

“Oh, my God,” Mazie muttered.

“What?”

“Look!”

She pointed at his crotch and he looked down. His dick was erect and quite prominent.

“What, but, what do…” he was confused.

“You like it! You like having big boobs and wearing a dress.”

“Honey,” he cried. “I don’t! Please, give me the antidote!”

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned my lesson.”

“It appears you’ve learned something else, too.” She rubbed up against him, and his cock grew even harder.

He pushed her away.

“What? You don’t want to get it on? I’ve got to tell you…you’re sort of turning me on. How many times have I gotten dressed up for you, just to go out and have some fun. Now you know what it feels like. Kinky and horny.”

Lance just shook his head.

But, if there was any good news, it looked like Mazie was getting over being angry. At least, she was grinning.

“Now then, try on my wig…yes, oh, that does wonders.”

He looked in the mirror at himself. His face was so red it shown through the make up, but he actually did look like a woman now. Except for the big bump in his groin.

She rummaged the dresser and pulled out a corset. “Put this on.”

He held the thing and was aghast. It was so small, and the fabric felt so…tight!”

“Come on, we haven’t got all day.”

Shamed, but still erect, he lifted up his dress and pulled the corset over his torso.

He didn’t have much of a belly, and now he had less. And the bump in his dress was less.

Mazie stood thoughtfully and studied him. She shook her head.

“What?”

“Not enough. I know. Your dick is pointed up. Put it down.”

It was difficult, the material was so tight, but he managed to push his dick so it was pointing downward. It hurt.

Mazie laughed. “There we go. And, look, you’re trying to bend a little bit. Trying to relieve the pressure?”

He nodded.

“Well, good. It makes your butt pooch out.”

“Honey, can’t we—“

“Nylons,” she tossed him a pair. “You’ve…no wait. Let’s paint your nails, first.”

He tried to sit down, and it was a struggle, but he finally made it. He could hardly breath, and he felt like he was going to suddenly snap straight and slide out of the chair.

Mazie bent down and painted his toenails a bright red. Then, while he was waiting for them to dry, she put fake fingernails on his fingers and painted them a bright red.

“Blow on your fingernails. I’ll help you with the nylons.”

He blew, and she unrolled stockings up his legs and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset.

Finally, she went to her closet once again, this time bringing out some high heels. His favorite…when they were on her. High, so her calves would shape up. Open toed so he could see her nails poking out so sexy. Sling back.

But they were on him, not her. His toes, his calves.

Of course he overflowed slightly, and they were tight on him, but…they were still sexy. He could feel his dick trying to get harder and he bent over and groaned.

“Oh, I think he likes it,” Maxie laughed.

“Please, honey…I’ve had enough.”

“Nonsense. Now stand up and let’s get a picture.”

She pulled him to his feet, which made his feet truly ache in the tight shoes, and pushed him in front of a mirror. She stood next to him and snapped picture after picture. She even held the camera with one hand and felt his big tits with the other.

“Hey!”

“Hey, what?” she snapped. “You’re always groping me. How do you like it.”

And, the funny thing, he did like it. He liked the feel of his flesh being squeezed. He liked the stimulation to his nipples. He was glad the corset was hiding his excitement, because he knew Mazie would just laugh harder.

“Okay, you’ve dressed me up. Can we undress me and give me the antidote?”

“What? All dressed up and nowhere to go? Not a chance. We’re going to Charlie Coyote’s.”

“NO!”

“Yes. And we’re going to get drunk and look for men to fuck.”

“Mazie! I can’t! You can’t make me do this! Give me the antidote!”

“Not until you’ve had the full experience.”

“But I’ve had the full experience.”

She suddenly grew tired of his whining. She put her face right up to his and snarled. “You emptied our savings, and then I had to take out a loan on the house. We’re broke, in debt, and all because you wanted a bigger set of tits. Well, buster, you’ve got them now, and you’re going to find out what it feels like to have every man staring at you, looking for a feel, wanting to fuck your little, round butt. Now go get in the car. I’ll be out in two minutes.”

His mouth opened and closed.

“And don’t start crying. I don’t want you to ruin your make up.”

Totally defeated, but still with that betrayer hard on, he staggered out of the house.

Ten minutes later Mazie came out of the house. what had taken her an hour to accomplish with him she had done for herself in minutes. She was fully made up, wearing a green dress, a little more modest in the cleavage, and strutting.

Well, she was a good looking woman.

Lance stared at her.

“Get out,” she said, opening the driver’s door.

“We’re not going?” Lance said hopefully.

“Oh, we’re going, but you aren’t driving with your first set of heels.”

Lance got out and went around to the passenger side. He saw neighbors staring and he wished he could shrink into a ball and roll away.

Mazie laughed. “You don’t like the neighbors staring at your sexy legs and big boobs?”

He didn’t say anything.

“Here, we forgot to put earrings on you.”

She had a little bottle of alcohol and she dabbed his lobe, then shoved a needle through it.

“OW!”

“Baby.” She put an earring on him. it was long and dangly. Then she did his other ear.

“And don’t forget this.” She handed him a choker. It was black with little diamonds on it. This will emphasize your tits, and you want the men to notice that you’ve got a big pair, right?”

He shook his head, and was aware of the danglies brushing against his neck.

“Okay, sport. Let’s go have some fun.”

Charlie Coyote’s was an eatery during the day, and a night club at night. Every night beautiful women and handsome men slid across the small parquet floor to a five man combo.

“Oh, things are rocking tonight, aren’t they?”

Mazie locked the car and came around to link her arms with Lance’s.

“Mazie. Please don’t do this to me.”

“Heck, I didn’t do anything to you. I believe it was you who bought the Boob Maximizer.”

“Yeah…but, I’m sorry.”

“No you’re not. Not yet. Now, come on.”

She walked him across the parking lot, and it was good that he did because he was finding it very difficult to walk in high heels.

Inside the bar the place was jumping. Men and woman danced, couples and small partiers talked at the tables, and the bar was three people deep.

Mazie found a table and pointed Lance towards a bar. “A couple of drinks. You know what I like. Here’s my purse, and it might help if you tried to speak in a higher voice.”

Lance found himself standing alone, looking back at the table where Mazie waited with a grin, looking towards the bar.

It was only twenty feet away, but it felt like a mile.

Lance walked slowly, and measured his steps carefully. He was unsteady, but he managed to make it.

He stood and waited, and slowly moved through the crush.

And a hand cupped his bun!

“Hey!” He squealed, and a couple of fellows smiled at him. One fellow, a swarthy fellow with a sly look, merely grinned.

“What you want, ma’am.”

He turned to the bartender. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

“Order?”

Finally, he managed to blurt. “Pina Coloda and a Coke and bourbon.”

“What?”

He had to say it again, and he tried to raise the pitch of his voice.

The bartender started mixing, and he opened Mazie’s purse and searched for money. No money. But there was a credit card. Maybe there was a bit left on it. But maybe not. What to do…what to do.

The barman put the drinks down and asked, “You want me to run a tab?”

He nodded.

He picked up the drinks and turned around and his boobs slapped into the guy behind him.

“Whoa,” the guy gulped and stared at his chest.

“Sorry,” whispered Lance, and he staggered through the crowd.

Now he was so embarrassed that he was in a hurry. He almost fell, but managed to make it back to the table. He gave Mazie her drink and sat down next to her.

She sipped appreciatively, and he gulped his whole drink down in a gulp.

“Whoa,” she quipped. “You might want to make things last.”

“Okay. Okay. You’ve had your fun.”

“No…no. I haven’t. Now the game is simple. You’ve got to get a man to come on to you.”

“I’ve got to fuck a man?”

“Oh, maybe. You could give a blow job, or if you can find a man that likes trannies, your butthole is definitely for sale. No charge.” She giggled and sipped some more. “So, you’re all dressed up, and you’ve got to trap a man.”

“But why?”

“Because that’s what women do, silly. Why do you think I get dressed up before I go out?”

“I…because…”

“Because I want you to fuck me. I want you to suck my boobs and show me how much you love me. And now that’s what you have to do.”

“To…to have sex…”

“Like I said. A blow job is fine. Extra points for taking it up the heinie, but that’s the price of the antidote to those big pillows you’re toting on your chest. Now, watch me, and I’ll show you how it’s done.”

She gulped her drink, grinned, then stood up and headed out.

She stood in the back of the crush around the bar, and he watched as she shifted her weight and rubbed her thigh against a guy’s thigh. A look, a smile, and a conversation was started.

for a moment he felt a sharp rise of jealousy, and he could only imagine what that conversation was. ‘You come here often?’  ‘Yeah.’ ’Want to fuck?”

He looked away and tried not to imagine his wife with another man.

For a long minutes Lance sat there and wished he had another drink. Well, he had to get one, and he had to get out there and…and press his thigh against some guy’s. So he—“

“Want to dance beautiful?”

The fellow was big, athletic looking, and towered over Lance.

Lance’s mind went in seven directions, but he nodded.

The man held out his hand and Lance stood up. They stepped onto the dance floor.

Lance wasn’t much of a dancer, but he did know how to lead. Problem was, he wasn’t expected to. The fellow took him in his arms and swirled him through the pack of dancers.

Which was good. Lance found himself holding on, and being supported he didn’t trip and fall over on his heels.

They danced, and Lance actually found the sensation of being controlled and guided over the floor exhilarating. Time and again he thought they were going to collide with another couple, and the fellow picked him up and swung him this way and that, and his heart was thudding in his chest.

His over-sized chest. The fellow was staring down at it whenever he could, seemed almost mesmerized, and Lance began to feel a strange sense of power, of control over another human being.

Finally, after two quick dances, the fellow guided him to a quiet spot to the side of the bar. “I’m Johnny.”

Fuck! He hadn’t thought of a name. “Betty,” he blurted, momentarily losing control of his voice. It was the name of his cousin, and it would do.

Johnny tilted his head slightly and smiled. “So you come here often?”

Lance shook his head.

“Would you like a drink? Maybe unwind a bit? You seem awfully nervous.”

Lance nodded and whispered, “Bourbon and Coke.”

Johnny waved to the bartender and called out an order. The barkeep nodded and went about preparing the order.

Johnny moved Lance back, and suddenly Lance found himself with his back to a wall. Men and women streamed past them into the corridor with the bathrooms off it. Johnny braced one arm on the wall next to Lance and Lance found himself effectively corralled.

“You know, you really are a beauty.”

Lance stared wide-eyed. Johnny was leaning closer, talking intimately. “You haven’t been dressing up long, have you?”

“Dressing up?”

“As a woman?”

“I…I…”

Johnny laughed, showing some white teeth. “There, you’re all nervous again.”

The barman appeared and handed them drinks.

“Two more, Todd,” Johnny said.

Todd nodded and went back behind the bar.

They sipped, and this time Lance forced himself to actually drink slowly.

Johnny said, “What amazes me is your chest. I mean, those are real. Yet you don’t look like you’ve been taking hormones. How’d you do it?”

Lance’s voice sounded like it was from another planet to him as he answered, “Good genes.”

Johnny chuckled. “I guess so.”

The drink helped. Lance began to relax.

Johnny helped by holding up the conversation, smiling, and treating Lance respectfully.

A second drink, and Lance started to get dizzy.

“You okay?” Johnny asked, suddenly concerned.

“I don’t know. It’s gotten really hot. Do you feel hot?”

“We should go outside, get a little fresh air.”

“Oh.”

“Come on, we can go out the back.”

That was the point that Lance figured something was wrong. A couple of drinks never made him feel this dizzy, and it was so damned hot.

Johnny supported him and walked him down the corridor. They stepped through the back door and into a parking lot.

“What’s happening?” Lance asked. His voice was slurred.

“Come on over here. You can sit down in my van.”

“What? Don’t wanna. I need to go…”

He tried to move away from Johnnie, but the bigger man effortlessly kept him walking towards a far corner of the parking lot.

“Don’t wanna…lemme go…”

The van door slid open and another man was in the door. He grabbed Lance by the arm and pulled him.

“Wow! Nice boobs!”

Then Lance was in the van and the door was sliding shut. He felt hands on his body, grabbing his buns, feeling his tits. What had been sexy and gave him a hard on was no longer sexy.

The driver’s door opened and closed, and the motor roared to life.

“Let’s go…”

Lance tried to struggle, but he was thrown back by the sudden motion of the van. He fell and was pushed onto a mattress. He tried to move, but he was held down and hands lifted his dress.

“Fuck, this bitch is built!”

Voices laughing, then his panties were pulled down and…and thumb was pushed into his rear!

Lance tried to move his butt away, but his butt was drunk, too, and, it did sort of feel good, even though everything was wrong and…

WOOOOOO!

Red lights flashed and the inside of the van was lit up.

“Shit!” Somebody yelled.

“Go around!” Johnny screamed.

“I can’t!

CRASH!

Lance sat on the back of an ambulance and cried. He had been drugged. Rohypnol the cop had called it. The ‘date rape’ drug.

A few feet away a cop was talking to Mazie.

“Yeah, they get some poor tranny, drug her, take her out and rape her and beat her up. Your husband is lucky.”

“So you were waiting for them to make a move?”

“We’ve been watching them for a week. Just sorry it had to be your husband.”

A few more sentences, then Mazie thanked the cop, came over and sat down next to Lance.

Lance sobbed. Fuck his ruined make up. He couldn’t stop.

“You ready to go home?”

Lance nodded.

“Come on.” Mazie took his hand and led him to their car. Lance was aware of people staring, but he didn’t care.

Mazie put him in the passenger seat, then got in the driver’s seat and started the car up.

They drove through town silently, except for Lance’s snuffles and gulps. They arrived at their house and Mazie got out and came around to Lance. She got him out and walked him into the house.

She guided him into the bedroom and sat him down in the make up table. She began repairing his make up.

“What…what are you doing?” a frightened part of him was scared she’d make him go out again.

“Lance, you’re an asshole. But you’re my asshole.”

He listened as she educated him.

“Women have to watch out for men. We are weaker, we don’t know how to fight, so all we can do is pick the people we want to be with. But when the man you want to be with is a bully…that’s bad.”

He nodded, knowing exactly what she was saying.

“To be betrayed by my own husband…heck, I know you like big boobs, but I don’t want them. What you did…it was wrong.”

“I know,” he cried. The tears coming again.

She waited for him to dry up.

“Now you know. Now you’ve been helpless while some asshole has his way with you. Did you like it?”

He shook his head. He had stopped crying so she finished repairing his make up.

“So what are we doing?”

“Your lesson is almost done. But there’s something else you have to learn.” She rolled lipstick on his lips. He tasted the wax and found himself pressing his lips together instinctively.

“You have to learn the good side. The side I was experiencing before you had your momentary lapse of sanity. It would be a shame if you came out of this knowing only the bad. Are you ready?”

“Ready for what?”

“Come with me.”

She led him into the kitchen. She mixed him a drink, but with only the bare touch of bourbon. She had him drink it while she turned on the music. Then she took him in her arms.

They danced, and he felt her hips sliding against his. For the first time since the Rohypnol he felt an erection. It felt good.

They danced, swaying, not moving around much, but moving.

She began kissing him. Holding him and pressing her lips to his.

He felt the buzzing begin in his mind. He felt the heat in his chest.

She felt his boobs, gently, hefting them, holding them, palpating them.

“You can feel mine, if you want.”

He did. He touched them carefully, aware of what an asshole he had been, and he found a sweet joy, no matter that they were small, in fondling a part of the woman he loved.

They danced into the bedroom.

“Would you like to experience love as a woman?” she asked.

He found himself nodding. Gulping, but nodding.

Mazie lifted his dress and pulled his panties down.

He lay there, hardly able to breath. The corset was so tight, so restrictive, but that gave him other sensations, good sensations.

She stroked his cock, then she arranged a couple of pillows and turned him over. She went into the bathroom and returned quickly. She had a jar of Vaseline.

“This is what it feels like.” She slathered lube on his hole and he marveled. It didn’t hurt. It felt so good, and he felt himself giving minute jerks to her gentle fingers.

She inserted a finger into him and he gasped and arched.

“It’s good, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” he mumbled.

She put two fingers into him and began reaming his butthole. He couldn’t help but groan.

Then three fingers.

“Would you like me to get out my vibrator?”

He nodded.

So she did. She touched it to his brown star and slid it gently in. He was relaxed now, and it slid easily, filling him, making him open his legs and moan.

“I’m going to turn it on now.”

She did, and he began to cum. Not an explosive cum, but a sneaky ocean that swelled up and overwhelmed him.

“Oh…oh…”

She worked him, swirled the vibrator inside him, and she stroked him, and the semen left him.

Finally, she pulled the vibrator out and turned it off.

“Oh, God!” he breathed.

“Want more, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said into the pillow he had been biting.

“We can do it again. We can do it all you want. But you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“Anything.” He turned over and looked at her with eyes of love.

“Keep those tits for a while.”

“What?”

She pulled his neckline down and began suckling his breasts. The sensation was out of this world, and though he had just cum he couldn’t deny the heat going from his chest to his chest.

“You see,” she finally said, “I realized something. I realized that I like you with tits. I like you all made up. But I also like you with a dick. Do you know how wet I got making you look like a woman?”

For the first time that night, in fact since this whole thing had started, Lance found himself giving a strangled sort of chuckle.

“So I will give you the antidote, but not for a while. And I am going to dress you up and make sweet love to you. Is that okay with you?”

Lance nodded.

“Good. Now, I’ve been doing all the work. Would you mind freshening up your lipstick, then coming to bed and eating me to a frothy squirt?”

“I’d love to,” Lance answered.

And they hugged, and then he did as he was told.

END
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Mystery Boobs
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PART ONE

“Honey, something’s wrong!”

Sally didn’t look up from her crossword puzzle. “Yeah, sure. What’s a six letter word for not very smart?”

“Stupid?”

“Thanks.”

“No, I mean really.”

“Stupid works, so…” she bit her lip and pondered the next clue, ignoring me and my problem.

We were sitting around on a Friday night. It was a three day weekend, Memorial Day, and the tube was on low, there were books to be read, and…and I had a strange itching on my chest. My pectorals burned, and my nipples felt like somebody was pulling them with pliers. Most of all, my pecs were getting bigger.

Well, not exactly my pecs, but the area around my nipples.

I stood up and went into the kitchen. I needed some courage. Should I call a doctor?

I lifted down the bottle of Wild Turkey and poured over a glass of ice cubes, then added a bit of Coke. Man, I thought, tilting my glass and taking a big slug, I need this bit of ‘medicine.’

I drank it all and poured another one.

Sally came into the kitchen. She was staring at the folded back crossword puzzle book and frowning. “I need an eight letter word that means…what are you doing?”

She stared at my drink.

I stared at her. And I had a boner.

“Something’s wrong.”

“What?”

How do you tell your wife that you are growing…breasts? I mean, I didn’t know if they were breasts, but the swelling on my chest, it was like a pair of golf balls.

“Uh. I have some, uh…pain.”

“Pain? Where?”

She put her crossword puzzle down on the kitchen table and came to me. “Rick, what is going on?”

“Well, uh…I don’t know exactly how it happened. But…uh…”

I was at a loss for words and I lifted the glass to take another slug.

She put her hand on my wrist. “Rick?”

I shivered, put the glass on the counter and began to unbutton my shirt.

“What the heck are you…oh. Oh…oh my…what the…” she stared at my chest.

“I don’t know what’s happening.”

She reached forward, very gently, and touched my erect nipple.

I shivered and felt little lightening bolts shoot through my body. Oddly, it felt so damned sexual.

“And I’ve got…my dick is hard.”

“Well, of course,” she was fascinated by the small mounds on my chest. “What? Your dick is hard?” She looked up at me.

“I know. I’m always hard. But not like this. This is like…super hard.”

She looked down at my crotch. My pants were bulging, and I suddenly lurched forward, bending at the waist.

“What?”

“It sort of hurts. I’m too…too stiff. Do you mind…do you mind if I…” I was already doing it. I pulled down my zipper and let my cock out.

“Fuck,” Sally whispered. She reached down and touched my peeny. “That’s like a fucking rock!” There was a bit of excitement in her voice. Like a lust type of excitement.

She reached down and circled her hand around my shaft.

My knees buckled. Her touch was so intense. I mean, a good stroke can always bring me to my knees, but this was more than that. This was like horny to the Nth degree.

“We gotta fuck,” I whispered. It was like there was a sexual haze over my mind, compelling me to lust, to rut, to have my way.

“Wait a minute,” she reached up and put her hands on my chest, on my boobs. I think she just meant to push me away, but now her hands were square on my little mounds.

“When did this happen?”

“It’s been happening all day.” I reached down and gripped my cock. I took a big stroke and it felt like I could cum if I tried. I started trying.

“Stop that,” Sally said, pushing my hand away.

“Aw,” I soughed in disappointment. “I need to.”

“No. No you don’t.”

“Why not?” I was whining.

“Because we have a medical emergency here. We need to figure this out.”

I was listening, but not thinking. I picked up my glass again. Maybe a little more bourbon and Coke would relax me, take my mind off the tits growing on my chest, the way my dick was so super, ultra hard.

She pushed my hand down. “We need to take you to the hospital.”

I pushed her hand away and managed to take another glug of whiskey. I sighed, felt my cock pulsing, and said, “I don’t want to go to the hospital.”

“You have to. This is big.”

I looked at my chest again. “They are?”

“Not you…the fact that it is happening at all. Men aren’t supposed to have tits.”

“I don’t care about that…I just want to squirt. Let’s go in the bedroom.”

She stared at me. “You’re not thinking straight, are you?”

“I don’t know. I feel okay. Except that my tits are burning and I really need to get laid Come on…” I tried to take her hand and lead her, but she just pushed me away and outmaneuvered me.

“Sit down.”

She pushed me into a chair and I ended up sitting. Breathing heavily. Feeling this incredible heat in my chest.

“Look, you either go to the hospital or I call 911. Either way, you’re going to get medical attention.”

Oh, man. Now I was stuck. “Can’t we just call our doctor?”

“Rick, let’s just man up and—what?”

“Poor choice of words.”

“Okay. Woman up. And let’s go look into this.”

“Let’s call the doctor. He’ll tell us if I have to go to the hospital.”

Sally frowned, but she went for her cellphone. I poured another drink. She came back in with her cell ringing.

“Hello, Dr. Johnson. This is—“

“This is the exchange.”

“I need to see Dr. Johnson right away.”

“Is this an emergency?”

“Yes!”

I was shaking my head. “No.”

“It is,” she hissed at me, covering the phone briefly.

“You should call 911 for an emergency. Do—“

I was shaking my head, and Sally said, “My husband doesn’t…can we just talk to a doctor?”

“Your doctor is Johnson?”

“Yes.”

Boy, she was intense.

“I’ll ring him, what’s your name?”

“I’m Sally Hobbins. It’s about my husband, Rick.”

“Please hold the line.”

We sat there, staring at each other. She had a terribly worried look on her face.

I sipped, and I was starting to feel a little better. I mean, so what if I had a couple of…of boobs? There were guys who had that gynocomastia whatever crap, they just wore compression shirts. No big deal.

“You shouldn’t drink.”

“You should,” I countered, actually displaying a bit of cheer.

She frowned, then the phone made a clicking sound and Dr. Johnson answered.

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins. What can I do for you?”

“It’s Rick. He’s got these…he started growing…he’s got…BOOBS!”

That last word just blurted out of Sally like a fart in church.

Silence for a moment. then: “Pardon me?” I knew he was wondering if we were drinking or something. Nope. At least not Sally, Doc. As for me…I took another sip. I eyed the bottle. It was getting low, I was going to have to go get some more.

“He’s got boobs. Like real, live boobs. They aren’t big, but they are perfectly shaped. About the size of golf balls.”

I glanced at my chest and smiled. Four! I said in my mind.

“Well, uh, you should probably go to the hospital.”

I smiled, I knew he was trying to shuffle us off. I shook my head.

“He doesn’t want to.”

Another moment of silence, then: “Tell me again, and describe in detail these, uh, bumps on your husband’s chest.”

“They aren’t bumps. They’re…” Sally went into detail, describing the size and shape, even the nipples.

I reached into my pants and started stroking myself.

Sally frowned and made downward motion, a ‘stop’ motion, with her palm.

God, I wanted to squirt.

“Well, I guess I could see him. No, wait. Let me make a phone call and get back to you.”

Sally said okay, then hung up the phone.

“See, no big deal.” I think I was slurring my words.

“It is a big deal. What if you have some kind of bizarre cancer, or some African disease or something.”

“I don’t,” I said with confidence. “I feel just fine. I just have…uh…you know.”

“Tits.” She said it accusingly.

“Well, yeah. But lots of people have tits.”

“Not men people! Men don’t—“

Ring!

She grabbed the phone, “Yes?”

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins.” It was a woman’s voice. “I’m Dr. Melanie Smith. Dr. Johnson gave me your number and explained the situation. Could you explain it again for me?”

“My husband, Rick, he has these tits on his chest. He…”

Blah, blah, blah. I poured myself another drink.

Finally, “Yes, uh, could you drop my office this afternoon?”

“Of course. What time?”

“Two o’clock. See you then?”

“Oh, yes. And thank you.”

Two o’clock. Two hours. I could make the booze last that long. Maybe. I measured the bottle with my eye, considered how much Coke I had in the fridge.

“You need to stop drinking.”

“I need to drink more.” I burped.

She took my glass and poured the contents into the sink.

“Hey!”

“Get ready to go.”

“No! It’s only twelve. Our appointment isn’t until 2!”

Sally kept biting her nails and picking on me, and finally I went in and started a shower. After the shower I dried off and lay on the bed. Just for a minute. And awoke just before two.

If anything, my boobs were bigger. I mean, maybe a third party couldn’t notice, but being inside my body, I noticed. And I could feel them. I sat in the passenger seat and just going around the corner I could feel them sway on my chest.

“It’s not a big deal,” I mumbled for the eighth time.

“You’ve got growths on your chest,” Sally snapped.

“So do you, you’re not panicking.”

She looked at me, and if looks could shrivel pork chops…

We pulled into a shaded parking lot and parked under a small oak. I got out and tried to hold my body so my chest was a little back, my back a little hunched. I might talk tough, but I was sort of embarrassed. What I really needed was another drink.

We walked past a sign. Melanie Smith MD. Under her name was the legend, ‘Obstetrics & Gynecology.’

“Hey!” I blurted. This is a doctor for women!”

“Oh, shut up.” She pushed me up to the door.

The door was open and we walked in. It was cool, a couple of potted palms, a couple of ferns, a rack with magazines about women and childbirth and all that stuff.

What the heck was I doing here?

“Mr. and Mrs. Hobbins,” she came out of a side door and greeted us. She was a chunky woman, grey, bubble cut hair, Square glasses. She was smiling, but under the smile was a tenseness.

We shook hands and she said, “Come on back. No nurses today, so let’s head for the exam room.”

She led us down a long hallway. There were pictures of fat babies on the walls and I felt terribly out of place.

Into an exam room and she had me sit on an exam table.

“So, tell me about these breasts you have.”

“Show her,” snapped Sally.

I was already a bit red, but now I turned bright red. I unbuttoned my shirt and spread the front. My boobs were plain to see. The nipples were erect, and I could swear they were bigger. And, again, I had a big erection.

But I had had the erection all day. I had it when I woke up, and it was pulsing and throbbing all morning, and when I finally examined myself and discovered my boobs it had really throbbed. It was almost like the growth of my tits was connected to my hard on.

Doctor Smith blinked, and her mouth opened slightly.

She sat down and stared at my rack, and I think she was truly flabbergasted.

“Oh, my,” she muttered.

“When I woke up this morning I felt a little swelling, but they weren’t this, uh, defined. But they were itching and I was rubbing them, and by noon I showed my wife and they were like this. Except, maybe smaller. I mean, they got bigger just since I showed them to my wife.”

“They do look bigger, “ Sally admitted.

“And the nipples seem to be standing out more.”

Dr. Smith leaned forward and reached a hand out, and suddenly everything was awkward.

She was a doctor, and doctors do have to touch bodies, but there was just this awkward feeling.

She withdrew her hand. She whispered, “I’m going to touch them…examine them.”

I put down my reaction and nodded.

She reached forward again and took one of my boobs in her hand. It was a perfect fit. She didn’t have big hands and my tit filled her palm.

I shivered.

“Did that hurt?”

“No…it just…it gives me the shivers.”

“Describe the sensations,” she ran her hand around my cone. Her thumb brushed my nipple and I thought I was going to faint. “Ooh!”

“What?”

“It…it makes me…it’s sort of sexual.”

Sally soughed in disgust.

“Hey! I can’t help it! It is what it is!”

She said, “His sex drive has always been too much.”

“Hey!”

“I try to keep up with him, but…he’s just a horn dog.”

Now I was really embarrassed. First I have tits, then my wife decides to complain about our sex life.

Dr. Smith didn’t seem to take note of Sally’s complaint, however. She said, “I’m going to rub your nipple, tell me what it feels like.”

She ran her thumb over the nipple, just a light touch, but I almost swooned. “Fuck,” I whimpered.

“Told you,” sniffed Sally.

“Have you always been this sensitive?”

“No.”

“And how about your penis and testicles? Have they always been sensitive.”

“I’ll say,” quipped Sally.

“A little bit,” I mumbled.

“A little bit? He’s horny, but he sometimes squirts just from being touched.”

“Premature ejaculation?” asked Dr. Smith.

“Well, eh…”

“Don’t be embarrassed. It’s a common condition, sometimes called RE, or rapid ejaculation.              “

“That’s Rick, all right.”

All this time Dr. Smith had been touching my breasts, feeling them, palpating them, even using two hands, and she had been touching my nipples. Suddenly I groaned and bent forward a little. The hot sensation went down between my legs.

“Told you so,” pronounced Sally victoriously.

A wet spot appeared on the front of my pants. I was now almost purple, and I couldn’t look up at the doctor.

“You just…you…ejaculated?” she asked in astonishment.

I nodded.

“Told you.”

“Okay, we need to do a full work up. When Doctor Johnson referred you…” she shook her head. “I had no idea. I thought maybe it was some hysterical condition, but this is real.”

Sally frowned.

“I’m going to take some pictures and schedule you for some tests. We’ll figure out what’s—“

“Are you going to cut them off?”

Dr. Johnson turned and regarded Sally. “Why?”

“Because they’re wrong. They belong on a woman, and he has no business…it’s wrong.”

“Mrs. Hobbins, they may be out of place, but they are a scientific marvel. They must be studied and conclusions must be made.”

“You make conclusions. I want them cut off.”

“But he’s young and healthy, there appears to be no trauma, there is no reason to do a mastectomy on your husband.”

“Do you think I want to be seen with a man who has…who has…TITS!” She looked away, her leg was crossed and one leg bobbed nervously.

“But don’t you understand what an opportunity this is? The things we can learn? This is a whole new realm. We might be able to cure breast cancer, help barren women, solve all sorts of female problems. You simply must—“

I want them cut off. The sooner they are cut off the happier I’ll be.”

They continued arguing, Sally demanding that my boobs be removed, Dr. Smith arguing in favor of scientific advancement. I listened for a long minute, getting over my rapid ejaculation embarrassment, and finally I muttered, “I don’t want an operation.”

Both ladies stared at me.

“I don’t like the idea of a knife cutting into me when there’s nothing wrong.”

“You call those nothing wrong?” Sally pointed at my tits. “You’re going to be a laughing stock, you’ll make me a laughing stock. It won’t be Mr. and Mrs. Hobbins anymore…it’ll be Mrs. and Mrs. Hobbins.”

“I can wear a thick jacket. I can wear one of those compression type shirts.”

“Honestly, Richard,” she always called me Richard when she wanted to dig the knife in deeper. “I can’t, for the life of me, understand why you would want o be a freak, to have everybody laugh at you.

Dr. Smith was watching me, nodding slightly, showing her approval  for my decision as much as she dared with Sally going on a rant right next to her.

“Well, uh…it’s my body.” I was almost whispering.

“But it’s my reputation! I don’t want to be married to a freak!”

I was blinking, embarrassed, and really didn’t want to be there.

Dr. Smith jumped in. “I’ll schedule tests for you tomorrow, Mr. Hobbins. “Let me take a few pictures right now.”

She stood up and opened the door and beckoned for me to follow her.

“But…I…won’t there be…”

“There’s nobody here today. We can take pictures against that wall.”

She put me against a blank wall in another exam room. She darted into her office and brought out a cell phone. All the while Sally was ramping up, calling me a freak and demanding that I get an operation.

I stood against the wall and wished she’d go away. What ever happened to ‘love and cherish’ and all that stuff? I mean, she was always a bit snippy when I squirted too soon, but I understood that. But now…me having these…these growths on my chest…

Dr. Smith had me remove my shirt. She took pictures from every angle. She had me raise my arms, and hold a ruler in various positions.

“I can’t believe you would do this to me. Out of all the men in the world why did you choose to get breasts. You could at least have the decency to…”

Dr. Smith had me bend over so she could record how far my boobs hung. I think that was the most embarrassing. But as she clicked I had a thought, and it was a thought I should have expressed before.

“Do you know what caused this?”

Sally wasn’t that interested in what caused it. She just wanted the situation fixed. She sniffed and held her head up in disgust.

“The tests will give us some idea of what caused this condition,” said Dr Smith.

“But surely you must have some idea?”

She frowned and stopped clicking for a second. “I would guess, just a guess at this point, that you have hormonal imbalance. Your estrogen is likely very high, and your testosterone…”

“Is probaby non-existent. I think I married a fairy.”

That hurt, but Dr Smith merely glanced at Sally and continued, “Your testosterone is probably low. I would hesitate to discuss genes, X and Y chromosomes, but we’ll have to look at that, too.”

“But why now? I’ve been a guy all my life. Now I get tits?”

“That is the sticky wicket,” she nodded thoughtfully. “Tell me, have you…you’re not in transition, are you?”

“Transition? What does that mean?” Hey, I’m not up on things. I actually didn’t know what she meant.

“Changing from a man to a woman? Taking male to female drugs, that sort of thing.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Some people do. But you’re not?”

“No!”

“Have you encountered any, uh, chemical oddities? Breathed in fumes you didn’t recognize, taken any drugs?”

“I smell stuff all day long. I work at the dump.”

She cocked her head.

“I drive a bulldozer and push landfill around. I wear a mask, but…” I shrugged.

“But you smell things.”

“Hey, you can’t believe the stuff people throw away.”

“Here we go,” muttered Sally.

“Well, hey, I came across a fully functional Volkswagon transmission. And one time I found a box of Elvis Presley records, the old ones, 33 and a 3rd. Then there was—“

“But what about smells?”

“Usually it’s just things like transmission fluid, but I don’t know. People throw everything away.” Again I shrugged.

“Well, we’ll find all this out when we start the testing.

“How much is this going to cost?” Sally asked, dripping with suspicion.

Dr. Smith blinked.

“I mean, we’re not rich. And those insurance people, when they find out we’ve got a claim they’ll cancel us.

“Uh, Mrs. Hobbins, this isn’t…when people discover your husband’s condition…they might pay you.”

“What?”

“Sure. If they can find out what made breasts grow on your husband’s chest they’ll want to find out why. Like I said earlier, maybe they can develop a cure for breast cancer, maybe a pill to help a woman grow a pair after a mastectomy, cure all sorts of female ailments.”

“Let me get this straight…somebody will pay me for his boobs?”

That was the moment it all changed. Before then I was disgusting, a freak, an oddity, something to be shoved under the rug. Now I was a dollar sign.

“There might be monetary benefits.” Dr. Smith was careful, but I think she realized that she had found the key to my wife’s cooperation.

“What do I have to do?” Ka-ching! went Sally’s eyeballs.

“Let me do my tests, I’ll nose around, write a paper, make some inquiries…”

“And when do we get paid?”

“Well, that depends…on who is interested.”

“But they’ll be interested?”

“Oh, definitely.”

“So what do we do with him in the meantime?” Sally jerked a thumb towards me.

Odd, I was suddenly transferred from being a husband to being a commodity.

“Try to find out what has caused this condition. Make a record of what he eats, any smells you can identify, any chemicals he might come in contact with.”

“Okay, now let’s do these tests you wanted to do.”

An hour later I walked out of the doctor’s office. I had band aids on my arms from all the pin pricks, and I was probably a gallon down hemoglobin wise.

“I’ll drive.”

“But I want to drive.”

“You shouldn’t be driving. You should be resting. Now what did you shove around at the dump this week?”

I sighed. “There’s no telling.”

“Can we go to the dump and find out?”

“Hey, everything is mixed, buried, there is no telling.”

“Okay, how about household chemicals, did you…” On and on she went, grilling me, interrogating me, trying to find out what I had done that would make my boobs grow. By the time I was home I was a very tired person.

“Okay, let’s make a list of what you eat…”

“You make a list, I’m going to take a nap.”

“Wait a minute, you can’t…we’ve got to…we need to…”

I walked through the house, closed the door to the bedroom and laid down. On my back. My boobs sticking up. It seemed like they were bigger than they had been at the doctor’s office.

I reached down and felt them. A thrill shot through me. And my dick was pointing straight up. I got out of my clothes and laid down again. I could feel my cock pulsing. My breasts were on fire.

I sighed.

The door burst open. “What are you doing? Oh, my God, are you jacking off? You can’t do that! You can’t change anything you’re doing we need to find out if sex affects…” she went on and on.

I sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my face. I finally looked up and said sharply, “Sally!”

“Huh?”

“I’m not jacking off. I’m sleeping!”

“But you’re naked!”

“I often sleep naked. And it feels good to take my shirt off and let my…my boobs feel free. And my pants are so tight my cock is hurting. Now bug off and let me be.”

She sat down next to me, took my hand, tried a different emotion. “Honey, you’ve got to understand…this could be our ticket. We need to take care of you. We need to…”

“I’m going to sleep,” I retracted my hand from her claw and lay back down. My tits hung sideways on my chest and my dick poked a hole in the air. And throbbed. God, I wanted to rub one off. Or even have a little sex with my wife. But Sally wasn’t interested, and she was so shrill. I closed my eyes and wished the world would stop.

Sally was quiet for a few seconds, then she stood up and whispered. “Okay. fine. You take your nap. We’ll get started when you wake up. Go ahead.” She tip toed out of the room.

I lay awake for a while, but did eventually sleep. the odd thing was that it didn’t bother me to have boobs as much as it did to have the doctor talking about me like an experiment, and Sally was showing a nasty side of greed.

Heck, I liked driving a bulldozer. I learned it in the army, did it in civilian life, and there was just something thrilling about running over anything and everything and leaving whatever it was squashed flat.

That’s power, baby!

But Sally had never seemed to understand that.

Oh, we had a good life together, but she was always hinting I should go to school, ‘make something of myself.’

But I was doing what I wanted to do! what else was there?

But now…money on the horizon, Sally seemed to be flipping out.

I woke up and went out to a house in chaos.

Sally had taken everything out of the cupboards and the fridge and put everything on the counters and table.

“What are you doing?”

She looked up from where she was scribbling on a spiral ring notebook. “”What have you been eating. Maybe there’s a combination of chemicals that caused you to bust out up there. And could you put some pants on?”

“Sorry,” I said, “But my cock is so hard…”

“It may be, but…it’s sort of obscene sticking out like that.”

“Maybe if we went to the bedroom and, uh, relieved me?” I was hopeful, raising my eyes in question.

“You know better than that. We don’t want to change anything. And I mean especially masturbating.”

Feeling a touch of bitterness, I said, “What? If I squirt my boobs will deflate? I wouldn’t mind that.”

She focused her gaze on me. “Don’t even joke about that. Those ta tas are money in the bank. You know what I found out?”

“What?”

“There’s people who are transitioning that would pay big bucks for a pill that wold change them, give them boobs overnight.”

“So?”

“So we have to tap into that. There’s money to be made here.”

“But I’m happy now! Sure, a little extra money would be great, but…like this? With these?” I cupped my tits and held them towards her. I shouldn’t have. Just touching them caused a hot sensation to rush through me.

“We’ll be happier when you’re rich. No go put some clothes on.”

I started back towards the bedroom.

“Wait a minute…”

I turned back towards her.

“Turn around. Slow.”

Puzzled, I did so.

“You’re bigger.”

I looked down. Damn. She was right. I was as big as oranges. Maybe not huge for a woman, but pretty well proportionately. But…for a man? Worse than huge. This was crazy.

“Crap,” I muttered.

“I’m going to have to get you a bra.”

“What?”

“We need to take care of your bosoms!”

“Not a bra!”

“Trust me, it will feel better. Big tits can weigh a lot. You need to take the weight off. Believe me, it will feel good to be supported.”

I said a dirty word and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom  I took a moment to stare at the mirror. Yes, I was bigger. I wondered how much bigger I would get.

And, Crap, I was going to have to wear a bra. I could feel my muscles working to hold my boobs up. They were going to get sore after a while.

Feeling pretty low, I pulled on a tee shirt, then some pajama bottoms. My dick stuck out ridiculously, tented that material way out there, but it was the best I could do.

Suddenly I heard the doorbell, then voices. I walked out, very aware of how stupid I looked with my dick on display.

There were four people in the front room. My wife, Dr. Smith, a very businesslike guy in a suit, and a nurse. The nurse was pretty good looking. I became even more aware of my boner.

“Oh, hi, Mr. Hobbins,” Dr. Smith said. “This is Charles Crandon and Cyndi Smith. No relation to me.” She smiled.

Sally grinned at me. “Mr. Crandon represents Transfem Pharmaceuticals. He’s interested in investing in you.”

“Call me Charles, and it’s actually more than a simple investment.”

“Oh?” I asked. Nurse Cyndi was looking down at my groin. I forced my desire to die of embarrassment down and kept my eyes on Crandon.

“We would like to move you to a larger facility. You could like in a mansion behind our company headquarters, and we would monitor you closely. I’ve brought Cyndi today in the hopes that you will begin our program right away.

Cyndi looked up at me and I met her gaze. She was a really good looking woman. Large breasts and good shape, shoulder length brunette hair, green eyes that really seemed to take my measure.

“What would Ms Smith be doing on this…’program?’

“Monitor your daily activities, begin the procedure of finding out what chemicals you might have come in contact. Mainly, watch over you, make sure you’re happy sand well fed, see to your needs.”

I ignored the double entendre. I wasn’t particularly happy with all these people disturbing my peace and quiet.

I turned back to Crandon. “And what is this program all about?”

A simple research to find out what has caused your…’blossoming.’ He looked at my chest, and he gulped. Odd. It was like I made him nervous.

Actually, thinking about that, I could understand his nervousness. I mean…I was a guy with tits.

“Isn’t that wonderful, honey? We’re going to be living in a mansion!”

“Well, I wasn—“

“You’ll have access to a swimming pool, exercise equipment, everything. You’ll have Netflix and Apple TV and…”

Crandon blathered on and I looked at Dr. Smith, who was watching me closely. When Crandon wore down she cleared his throat. “We want you and your wife to be happy.”

“And what are you going to be…what will I be…”

Crandon smiled. “You’re a very important person, Rick, if I may be familiar. We hope to develop medicines, cure diseases, and—“

Sally: “They’re going to make a pill that will enable a man to change into a woman over night.”

I realized what the ‘Transfem’ name meant.

“So what do you say, Rick, can we take you ‘uptown?’” he grinned jovially.

“Well, I don—“

“Of course we will,” snapped Sally.

I looked at the floor. I was thinking. I didn’t want to move. No real reason. Except that I liked work, and I didn’t think Transfem would want me to be out driving my bulldozer.

I was about to say no, to take a stand, when I looked at Nurse Cyndi.

She was watching me, her lips slightly pursed, deep in thought. Now, I tell you this honestly, I didn’t have any lust for her. Well, I had lust for everything, my dick was so damned hard. But I looked at her, and she seemed…concerned, like she actually cared what I thought, and I found myself saying, “okay.”

Sally actually gave a little jump and clapped her hands. Dr. Smith and Crandon looked at each other, and there was victory in their gaze.

Nurse Smith just nodded slightly. Not in approval or disapproval, just…okay. The deal was done.


PART TWO

I should say, before I continue, that I signed a lot of papers. I was careful, but even then, I could see that there were certain things that I would have to be careful of.

The main thing was that, even though I was signing my life away, I was doing so with open eyes.

The point is that I knew, no matter what I signed, that I could walk out the door and say the hell with them, and the most they could do was take me to court.

And what could they get? Money? Good luck with that. Even with all their bonuses and stock shares and all that, I only had about $5,00 in the bank.

But that’s the way it is with rich people. It’s usually all on paper, and it’s usually hidden away.

So I was getting rich on paper, and there were certain things that I did do, incorporate, for instance, that enabled me to squirrel away a good chunk of money.

So I was okay with all the papers that I was signing.

And the mansion…it actually was a mansion. When Transfem bought their corporate property there was a big, old house sitting in the back of the property. At first they intended to just demolish it, but they just never got around to it.

So there we were, living in a 20 room, turn of the century, monster mansion. Gables and chimneys, big fire places and a basement, it was sort of cool.

And, we had access, just a short walk, to the gym at the rear of the Transfem building. State of the art weight equipment, a large swimming pool, and just to the side was a large room with lots of books, a billiard table, a ping pong table, and all sorts of other amenities.

So when I wasn’t being poked and prodded, which actually wasn’t really all that much, anyway, I was working out, reading, and just enjoying myself.

And so the time passed.

I gave blood, was measured by devices, saw Dr. Smith a lot, she actually gave up her practice to be part of the research into me and my mystery boobs, and Sally and I settled in. Sort of.

Sally seemed to be intensely interested in where our money was going, stock options, the stock market, and so on.

Fine with me. I had my million dollars socked away, so how much is enough? Would Sally be a better person if she had ten or twenty mill in the bank?

Apparently she thought she would be. But I’ll get into that a bit later. Right now I want to talk a bout my boobs.

My mysteriously growing chest stopped growing after two weeks, my boobs stabilized at a good triple D.

I know, it sounds big, but remember that I’m a man, so while big, it wasn’t ridiculous.

A triple D sticks out six inches from the rib cage, but they are wider, especially since I was a man and had a larger chest. So they were proportionate to me.

And I wore a bra. All the time. At first it was weird, being in a harness, being all tightly wrapped, but women get used to it, so I pretty much got used to it.

The funny thing was that Sally still viewed me as a freak. She wanted to be by my side, protect her investment, as it were, I was a chunk of dough, after all, but she didn’t want to touch me, and she especially didn’t want to have sex. This came to a head about three weeks in.

“Honey, don’t you want to have sex?”

God, I was horny.

She considered me. “I’ve talked to the doctors, I’m not sure sex is good for you in your condition.”

“What condition? My tits aren’t growing any more, I’m just a guy with, uh, boobs, and I have sexual needs and wants.”

She patted my arm and smiled. “Now you just relax.”

That was it for the conversation. And when I tried to bring it up again, or to touch her in a sexual way, she shied away, and once she even shivered. Like in disgust.

Now, my dick wasn’t super hard anymore, it seemed to relax a bit once my boobs stopped growing. But I was still a man with a man’s needs.

So one morning Sally went off to meet with a lawyer and I was lazing in bed, and my dick got hard, and…and I began stroking myself.

We lived in the top floor of the mansion, so I didn’t think anybody was around. Two security guards usually played cards in the small desk area set up in the foyer. I didn’t think Cyndi was around, she usually worked an hour at the company headquarters than came to watch over me. So I push the covers back, I grab my cock and start stroking and stroking, and I’m playing with my balls and rubbing my nipples, and I felt close, real close. I closed my eyes and felt one of my tits. I squeezed, and it felt so good. I could feel the ignition deep down, I could feel the hot sperm creeping up my shaft. Almost…almost..al…YEAH!

Sperm shot up and squirted, and it felt so good, and…Cyndi walked into the room.

“Rick, do you want—“ she froze. She was already a few steps into the room, had been looking at a clipboard, but now she was staring at me.

I was squirting and couldn’t stop.

I panicked, I couldn’t reach the blankets I had pushed down, and I began wiggling, trying to reach them, all of which made it look like my body was having massive spasms as I squirted my huge load into the air, onto my body and the sheets.

Her hand went to her mouth in shock.

I was trying to talk, but…shit. In the middle of one of the strongest orgasms I had ever had…and the squirt went on and on.

Then she giggled.

I was red-faced, totally embarrassed, but…what was I to do. And I found myself giggling.

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Then we were silent.

“I’m sorry,” I started.

She just gave a big chuckle and strode into the bathroom. She appeared a moment later with a wet hand cloth.

“Don’t be. Sometimes…you just have to do it.”

I started to move, to get up, but she pushed me back. “Don’t make a mess. I’m a nurse, I’m used to this stuff. Of course usually it’s bed pans and stuff, but…” she wiped the goo off my body.

I lay there, for the first time in a long time a woman laid hands on me.

“Doesn’t…aren’t you and Sally active?”

I grunted. “She doesn’t want to since this started. She thinks I’m a freak.”

Cyndi grunted. She lifted up my cock and ran the warm cloth around it.

“Well, you’re not.”

“Thank you.”

She wiped some of the spooge off the sheets and stood back. She measured me with a look. She looked at my tits.

“I don’t think you’re a freak,” she spoke softly, almost tenderly. “Matter of fact, I think they’re kind of…cute.”

“My tits?”

She nodded. She was biting her lip gently, and that concerned look came into her eyes.

“They’re cute?”

“Hell, Rick. They’re sexy.”

“What?”

Now she looked a little embarrassed, but only a little. “Sure. You’ve got a rack many a woman would die for. It looks as sexy on you as it would on a woman.”

“Wow.” Her words made me feel so good. After being poked and prodded, tested and measured, treated like a piece of meat on the butcher block, somebody was actually treating me like a human being.

“You realize, of course, that you’re wearing the wrong type of bra?”

“Really?” I looked down.

“Really. Do you want me to bring you a couple?”

“Sure.”

“Okay, tomorrow. Right now I have to take your blood pressure and that sort of stuff.”

“Okay.”

And she did.

But, for the first time since I had arrived in the mansion, since Charles Crandon had enlisted me, I felt happy. I was actually just talking. To another human being. Passing the time of day.

Of course, it helped that Cyndi had actually picked up my dick and wiped it off. That was a form of intimacy that gave me hot flashes for a week. Every time I thought of it I got hard.

The next day Cyndi brought in some bras. Sally was there, and Cyndi simply strode into our room and said, “The doctors want me to outfit him.”

Normally, a wife would get weird about that. Another woman attending to her man’s body. But Sally didn’t get weird. She just nodded and continued working at a little writing desk by the window.

“Take your shirt and bra off,” Cyndi said to me. And there was a wild secrecy about it all. She had handled my cock, and she was going to handle my tits, and not in a clinical way, and my wife was in the room.

I slid out of my shirt and unfastened my bra. I put it aside.

“I got you three different types. This first one is a sturdy bra. Good for athletics, you won’t bounce around too much. You’ll find it comfortable, but constricting.”

She put the thing on me. I could smell her hair, and she looked up at me and our eyes met, and that secret was in them. She backed off and placed her hands under my boobs. She hefted, and squeezed, and it definitely wasn’t a scientific assessment. There was an emotion here, a sexuality.

Sally kept scribbling in some little notebook.

“Have a look.”

I stood up and went into the bathroom. Sally followed me.

“Wow. This is a lot more comfortable. But I can see how it would get tiring after a while.”

She stood next to me, we were just out of range from Sally’s line of sight. She reached up and held my boob, gave it a little bounce, pulled on the material. She acted like she was fitting me, but we both knew she was just feeling me up.

“Let’s try on the other one.”

We went back into the bedroom and I took the first one off. She put a second one on me. She kept looking up at me and her hair was tickling my face.

“This is more of a day to day bra. It conceals, lifts, isn’t too tight. You’ll need a few of these, but wear it a few days and we’ll talk about how it feels.”

I went into the bathroom again. Wow. It made me look big. But I felt supported. “This is comfortable, but I can feel the stretchiness of it.”

“Absolutely. Not for athletics, but it’ll last a month. Most bras are disposable, built for a limited time span. The material in that first one is stiff, it’ll last a long while, unless you get really heavy into strenuous sports. Now the third one…”

We walked back out to the bedroom.

“The third one I just bought on a whim. I thought you’d like to see what it feels like to be sexy.

My ears went up like a rabbit’s, rotated around and listened to her. I mean, sex is my middle name, right?

At her writing desk Sally was chewing on a pencil and staring out the window. She was oblivious to us. I almost felt sorry for her. No sex, nothing but calculations in her brain. And here I was, getting a big, old boner, and she didn’t even notice it.

Cyndi put the bra on me, and man, that big, old boner changed into a BIG, OLD BONER!

My breasts overflowed the cup, my nipples hung in the wind, and I was reminded of how horny I had been when I had first started growing my tits.

I wanted them sucked on. I wanted my dick fucked. I wanted to run around the room and hump table legs and stuff.

Cyndi knew it. She felt the rush in me. She kept her face carefully guarded, but she knew I knew, and she was breathing harder.

“This is called a half bra. You can see how it exposes the breasts. They aren’t good for the long haul, but on a night out you’re going to be feeling like a million. Want to look?”

“Sure,” I tried to sound nonchalant.

We walked into the bathroom and I almost fell over.

I always thought that women’s tits are the sexiest thing in the world. But mine had been…freakish. And I had just covered them up, and tried to support them without thought for comfort or fit.

But now I had…the sexiest things in the world! Big. Thrust out. The nipples erect.

I was almost gasping, trying to come to grips with my sudden horniness, and the Cyndi, watching me, biting her sexy lip, reached forward and touched my nipple.

I groaned.

She pinched it gently.

My knees actually buckled.

She twisted it.

My dick was pulsing so hard I thought I was going to cum.

She was holding her laughter in as she let go and said, “What do you think?”

“Wow.” And then, maybe some bit of intuition trying to save my marriage, I said, “Let me show my wife.”

Cyndi nodded, and her eyes were dark, but accepting. I think, at that time, she had no intention of going further. She was just having fun.

I walked back out into the bedroom and over to Sally. “What do you think, honey?”

Sally looked up at me, and that was a moment that will live forever in my brain.

She had no emotion on her face. Her eyes were black, staring, and it was like she was regarding a pig with a broken leg.

“Lovely, dear.”

I was crushed. And I backed away. After a moment she went back to her little notebook.

I turned to Cyndi, and I almost felt like crying.

She just nodded and said, “I’ll pick you up a couple more, now that we have you sized right.”

I slipped out of the bra and handed it to her. She gave me the middle, more serviceable one. I started to put it on.

She reached out and placed a palm on my forearm. She nodded, and in that nod was, ‘It’s okay. Don’t worry. Everything is fine.’

I nodded. And I felt better. But as I fastened the bra and got my girls settled in the cups I realized: this marriage was over.

The end of a marriage is…weird.

On one hand, you live with the other person. You go places with them. You do things together.

On the other hand, it is like you are with a stranger. There is a distance between you that can’t be covered, not no way no how.

It was like that with Sally and I.

We talked, mostly about money and investments she was planning to make. We ate dinner, and I could feel a resigned emotion coming from her. She even kept watching over me when I was tested by the scientists of Transfem.

I was still her investment, after all.

But we were done, and the closeness was gone, and she started staying apart from me more and more.

In the beginning we used to go swimming, hit the weight room, play billiards, but now she went out for long hours. She had meetings with lawyers and investment counselors.

I was left alone.

And what does the mouse do when the cat is away?

Play.

To my credit, I made no secret of it.

Cyndi was taking my vitals one morning and I turned to my wife: “You’re going to be gone this afternoon?”

“I have meetings right up to five.”

I looked at Cyndi. “Do you want to shoot a little pool?” I turned to my wife. “Is it okay if I shoot a little pool with Cyndi?”

Sally stared at me, and I knew that the woman knew.

I had not cheated, I was honest, but…in that woman’s way of intuition she knew that Cyndi was going to be the one.

But she also knew our marriage was over. So what did it matter if I went out with another woman?

Slowly, she said, “I think that would be fine.” Then, to Cyndi. “I’m awful busy these days, so if you can keep my husband company…that would be fine.”

A few minutes later she left. Out the door. A spritz of perfume in the air, the curves of her ass hidden by a suit, and…Cyndi and I were alone.

Alone with a lust unstated. And unstated. How do you start to cheat on your wife? Even if it’s not really cheating? How do you court a woman in such an odd situation?

You don’t. You go play pool.

So we sauntered over to the rec room and played a couple of rounds of pool, and we talked.

Talked, like actually communicated. Something Sally and I hadn’t done for ages.

Cyndi had been trained for the ER, but she became tired of the intensity of emergency trauma. So she wound up with a job with Transfem, and that was fine with her.

“So what did you do before you became my babysitter.” I sunk the four ball in the corner pocket.

She walked around the table and sized up her next shot. She tilted her head one way, then the other, her hair moved and I was impressed by the intelligence in her eyes as she estimated angles.

“Transfem does a lot of work to help people change from men to women. This involves everything from make up to hormonal medicines, to even Adam’s apple shavings, and so on.”

She missed. And she left me nothing. I grabbed the bridge and set up for a long shot. “Did you have much to do with people undergoing transition? Personally, I mean?”

I missed.

“All the time,” she grinned. She had an easy shot to a side pocket. “I actually like them.”

“Trans people?”

She shot, clipped the eleven ball, and said a moderately dirty word. “I thought I had that one.”

“You got a little anxious,” I grinned at her. I made an easy corner shot, then hit the ball a little too hard on the next shot. The white ball bounced around and left her in the middle of nowhere. She cursed again, and smiled at me. “Do you like it when a girl talks dirty?”

“I like it when you talk dirty.”

“Flatterer.” She did a ‘hail Mary’ shot, and actually knocked a ball in. Unfortunately for her, it was mine. “Are you lucky Or am I unlucky?”

I smiled, “We make our own luck.” I took a shot, and the ball rolled around for a while, then stopped on the edge of the side pocket.

She laughed.

“So why did you like these trans people?”

She stared at me. “They take a softer view of life. They make big decisions. They have a harder shell sometimes, but when you get inside, it’s…it’s…” she shrugged and set up her next shot.

I won.

I was a better player and I usually won, and we usually played a couple of games every afternoon.

But we didn’t do anything.

Sally had left the door open. Hell, she had kicked the door open. But except for a friendly pat on the butt, which left my cock a rock, or a brush of the breasts, which made her gasp in pleasure, we didn’t do anything.

Sally kept giving us more and more room. She went out with friends. She had power lunches that lasted for half the day. Sometimes she just disappeared and I had no idea where she was.

But I think she was just waiting for something to happen. Underneath it all…she wanted to move on.

Then her mother became ill.

“I’ll be gone a couple of weeks.”

“I’ll miss you.”

She was packing her suitcase, and she stopped, and sighed, and turned to me. “No. You won’t.”

I didn’t say anything.

“I’ve been waiting for something to happen, but you know and I know…we’re at the end game. We’re not a couple anymore. We have different interests.”

I was frozen.

“You’re a soft person, Rick. And I loved you. But this new game, this being rich, it calls for a harder person.”

“Like you.”

“I like it.”

“So what now?”

“Do you want a divorce?”

“I probably will. Tell the truth, I actually haven’t thought about it.”

“Well, think about it. I know you’ve got a couple of million squirreled away, but we’ve got over twenty mill total. We need to—“

“Take it.”

“What?”

“I’m not a money person. Never will be. You give me half, which is the law, and I’ll just waste it. But you take it all and we both know you’re going to make a hundred million in the next few years. You let me go with my small amount and I can live on it. That’s all I want.”

She stared at me, and I knew what she was thinking: soft. He’s a soft person.

And, maybe: he’s a fool.

“What about your girlfriend.”

“Are you speaking of Cyndi?”

“Have you fucked her yet?”

“No.”

“Well, make hay while the sun shines. When I get back we can have the lawyers play their games. So…do what you want.”

She snapped her suitcase closed, walked over to me, touched my cheek softly, and shook her head. “I don’t know what to think about you.”

But I knew what to think about her. But I was too soft to say it. Besides, when you have made love to somebody there is always a piece of you that remembers, that cherishes, that holds that memory tight.

Yes, she might be too hard, but…it was a good thing that I wasn’t, or we would have destroyed each other.

Sally walked out, suitcase in hand, past Cyndi, who was coming up the stairs and greeted her, and didn’t say a word.

But Cyndi was used to Sally’s closed mouth attitude.

“Where’s she going?” she asked, laying out her blood pressure machine.

“Mother is sick.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.” And she was serious.

She pumped up my arm, watched the dial, then took off the band. I watched her.

“What?”

“Push has come to shove.”

“Oh?” Her eyebrows went up in mild curiosity.

I unbuttoned my shirt, sat on the edge of the bed in my bra.

She watched me, suddenly wary. She stared at my boobs, and I could see her mentally lick her lips.

“What are you doing?”

“Do you really think they’re sexy?”

“Oh, God,” she whispered. She was mentally drooling.

“Prove it.”

“What?”

“Touch me. Let me know you love them. Make me feel like…like…”

“Like a trans?”

I nodded.

“But you don’t want to be a trans.”

“But I want to be what you want. You like trans, and at this point it’s merely a matter of clothing.”

“Unless you want to lose the dick.” She was standing in front of me, wide-eyed, breathing hard. “Do you want to lose the dick?”

“I want to fuck you with the dick.”

She nodded. “Good, because while I like trans, my personal preference is for men to have penises.

“The best of both worlds.”

“Exactly.”

She reached out and touched my beasts. I shivered. She watched me, and her eyes, I could see she was making mental adjustments.

“Are we going to do this?”

“Yes. But I am wondering how far I can take you.”

“All the way,” I answered without hesitation.

“Define ‘all the way.’”

“Whatever you want. Make me into whatever you want. I want to be whatever you want.”

Her head went up and down, and the calculations inside changed. “Stay here. Take a shower. Shave all your body hair off. I’ll be back.”

She left, and I went to work. I found some Nair and grinned. Shaving is for sissy’s.

And, as I watched my hair go down the drain, I wondered at the vagaries of fortune, at how the wheel had turned for me. I had grown boobs. I didn’t know why. Toxic spill? Alien rays from outer space? Who knew. And that had destroyed my marriage, which, truth be known, must not have been much of a marriage in the first place, and led me to this wonderful person.

A person who appreciated the ‘soft’ in me.

A half hour later she came back into the room. She was pulling a rolling suitcase.

I raised my eyes.

She opened the suitcase. “We have lots of stuff, stuff that transgender people have left over the years. First, sit down at the make up table.”

I sat down and she brought over a make up kit. She began cleansing my face, putting on primer. “This is expensive make up. Trans people don’t usually spare the expense when they try to become who they are.”

I nodded.

“Don’t move.”

Shortly she was coloring my eye lids. I watched as my eyes took on a smoky, mysterious look.

She put lipstick on me, and I couldn’t believe how hard my cock was.

“Blonde, brunette or redhead?”

She had three wigs, and I looked at the brunette. “That one. It’s like your hair.”

She fitted it to me. Whispering: “You’re going to have to grow your own hair.”

“Okay,” I was gulping now, stunned, maybe even scared, by the face that was staring at me from the mirror.

“Okay, clothes. Thank God yours are real.” She put the sexy shelf bra on me, then she pulled a red dress down over me. It was low cut, and my boobs bulged.”

“We’ll eventually get a corset for you. But you’re pretty slender, anyway.

She fastened a garter on me, then stopped. She bit her lip. “We need to paint your nails.”

So we painted my nails. A bright red. She brushed the paint on delicately, and we kept looking at each other and blushing. And exulting. This felt so right.

Then she rolled nylons up my legs, and pulled out a pair of high heels.

“These should fit you,” and they did.

We looked at the bathroom mirror. I was perfect. I was a man, the bulge in my dress was proof, but I was a woman. And there were always ways to handle the bulge in my dress.

She loved me.

We walked down to the kitchen. The security guards’s eyes near popped out, but we sauntered past them, hand in hand, totally happy.

Oh, I was awkward in the high heels, but she helped me, steadied me, kept me going.

We poured a couple of drinks, then walked back up stairs.

There was a small balcony outside one of the rooms, and we took a couple of chairs out there and sat and sipped our drinks and chatted. Just chatted.

She kept looking at me, as if surprised. She kept touching my lips, marveling at the color, and a couple of times she re-applied lipstick.

I felt so sexy. On top of the world. I felt like I finally deserved my boobs.

Finally, we moved our chairs to face each other, and we sat, face to face, and we explored.

She felt my boobs and I felt hers. She kissed me and I kissed her. We grew hornier and hornier.

She placed. a hand on the bulge in my dress and smiled at me. “God, are you beautiful.”

“Takes one to know one,” I responded.

We giggled. Giggling is so much better than laughing.

Finally, we went back to my room.

“Half the fun of getting dressed is getting undressed,” she explained. Then she stopped. She froze, she looked at me with an inexplicable expression.

“What?”

“We could fuck, and it would be great, but…”

“But what?”

“What if you didn’t fuck me?”

I looked confused. I certainly felt confused.

She said, “What if I fuck you?”

It was like the world stopped. “What?”

“What if we didn’t just fuck, penis in vagina, but instead I de-flowered you? What if we took this fantasy further, to the extreme. Would you like to feel what it is like to be fucked? Woman style?”

I was silent, and she was breathing hard, but she forced herself to let me think.

Finally, I whispered, “I want to do what you want me to do. I want to be you.”

She moved her head up and down. “Then I’m going to fuck you.”

That was a forever moment. That was a bargain, and a light in the wilderness.

“Okay.”

She reached into the suitcase she had brought and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. She held it up and looked at me. “Can you handle this?”

“For you? Anything.”

She put on the strap on and the dildo stuck out from her groin.

“Wow,” I said.

“Get on all fours, I’m going to fuck you like the dog you are.”

“Woof!” I said, getting on all fours.

She went into the bathroom for a second, and came out with a jar of lube. She scooped some out. “Pull up your dress, lower your panties.”

I did so. Suddenly my ass felt the cool air. Between my legs my cock was suddenly free. It pointed down and was hard as steel.

She placed the lube in my asshole. She smushed it in, made sure I was ready.

“Okay, lover. A night to remember.”

“Forever,” I agreed.

She grabbed my cock and stroked me. With her other hand she reached under me and grabbed one breast. she let go. “Take them out. Let them hang.”

I pulled my dress down and my boobs hung, brushed against the mattress.

“Okay, baby. Here we go.”

She felt my breasts, pulled my nipples, and inserted a finger.

I gasped. The finger was…cold, but hot. My breasts felt like they were a furnace.

She reamed me, moving her finger around and around. Almost immediately I began moving with her, trying to get the most out of the contact.

Two fingers, and I felt light headed. Now she was pulling my nipples, stroking, pinching, pulling, and my chest felt like it was on fire.

Three fingers.

“You’re almost ready,” she whispered. My hair hung down over my face, but her words penetrated and made me feel so warm. I could feel her knuckles pushing against the ring of anal muscles. Then she pulled her fingers out and moved closer to me. I felt the tip of the dildo touching my asshole.

I was scared, breathing high in my chest, dizzy.

She pushed forward, slowly, lovingly, and I began to fill up.

I had fucked women like this, I had filled them up, and they had gasped and moaned, and now I knew why. I was filled with meat, heat and love.

Slowly, she slid in, and the filling sensation became greater and greater. I felt like my asshole was going to bust, but not in a painful way.

Then she was in.

“Okay, baby. Time for the ride.”

I gulped and nodded, and she began sawing gently in and out. Sliding that big hunk of fake meat through my ring, feeling the plastic veins ripple along my insides. Then the exit, like I was being pulled inside out.

My limbs became weak and I started to collapse.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, “I’ll stay with you.”

I fell forward, and she threw her weight on me, stayed with me, and suddenly her whole weight was driving the dildo to the deepest depths.

“Oh…” A simple word, but filled with life and guts and gusto.

She kept pounding into me. Slamming down on my rump, splitting me open, letting the real me out.

I pushed back, ground my ass upwards, then I felt a strange laziness assail me. “Oh,” I said.

“Are you peeing?” she asked.

“I…I think I am.”

“It’s okay. We pressed on your prostate. That’s cum coming out.”

“Really?”

She was heavy on me, but good. I just let myself go. It was weird. It was like an orgasm, but without being one. i didn’t get the big bang, but I got that intense, warm feeling that results from a big O.

Finally, she pulled out. I was obviously done. It felt so good, it was like I was immersed in a big ballon of good and warm. She smiled, stepped out of her dildo harness and lay down next to me.

“Wow,” I said, looking at her.

“Was it good?”

“It was better than regular sex.”

She smiled.

“What about you?”

“Well, you’ll find that you won’t be able to cum, but your dick is extra hard. It’ll stay hard, give me lots of pleasure. A few minutes from now we’re going to explore that.”

“I won’t be able to cum? So…what? I just stay hard?”

“Yup.”

Then I had a thought. “Are you going to do this to me all the time?”

She looked at me, a grin on her face.

“I mean, are you going to fuck me until I…I pee out all my sperm? And then I fuck you? And can’t even cum?”

“Yup.”

I thought about that for a while. Then: “Does that mean I won’t be having any more male orgasms?”

“Yup.”

I blinked and thought about it.

She leaned towards me, whispered into my ear. “Do you think you can handle that?”

I said, “Yup.”

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: fem games cov use.jpg]

Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


My Man Grew Breasts!

Feminization to lactation…he deserved it!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

He didn’t believe it. One second he is walking down the trail, and the next…he stood if shock and stared at the woman.

She was beautiful. Her hair was dark and shiny and her eyes were green almonds, glittering as her hands squeezed, released, squeezed, released.

She was wearing shorts, which revealed a long, pair of shapely legs.

He had seen her earlier, at the campsites, and noted that even under a jacket her breasts were very large, wall shaped, and he could imagine the stiff nipples underneath. Then she had taken off her jacket and entered a tent. In that moment he had seen her beautiful, erect nipples. And the dark circles around the nipples.

She was lactating.

Now she wasn’t wearing a jacket, or even the tee shirt he had glimpsed under the jacket. She was wearing nothing but bare skin and boobs, and…she was lactating.

She sat against a tree at the side of the trail and squeezed her boobs and milk came out. Drips and little sprays, getting the ground wet in front of her, some of the drops landed on her shorts and leaving circles of  dark moisture.

She looked up at him, their eyes met and locked.

He was married, but he was also a healthy male, and his pants bulged.

“Are you all right?” he asked, sounding a little stupid. Of course she was all right. She was just…milking herself.

“You’re the guy from space 14.”

“Yes.”

“Can you help me?”

“What do you want me to do.”

It was like they were in a fugue, a universe all their own. Their eyes seemed to trade knowledge and they didn’t have to say a thing.

“Please. Help milk me. My tits are too big, my hands are tired. I nee to relieve the pressure.”

Her eyes were glittering, her lips were moist, red, and she licked them.

“I don’t…my wife…”

“I understand if you don’t…it’s just that they hurt so much. I need help to milk them. They start to hurt, and my hands…”

He knelt in front of her. “I…I can help…but…”

She moved slightly, made room for him to sit next to her.

“Oh, thank you. You have no idea how much this means to me. They start hurting, and I thought a hike would relieve the pressure, take my mind off them, but it really just makes it worse. They’re really hurting now.”

She hefted her boobs with her hands. They were swollen with milk.

Timidly, and yet compelled, Rodney put his hands out and touched her tits.

“Oh, yes.” She grabbed his hands and placed them on her tits. “Now squeeze, help me drain the milk.”

He squeezed, and she groaned and big drops came out of the nipples.

“That’s it.”

He kept squeezing, building up a rhythm, and she told him what to do, how to do it.

The milk flowed, and she said, “I was supposed to dry up this weekend. The baby is at home and he’s on bottles now. We figured a little camping trip, our first break since child birth, and…and they didn’t dry up. They just hurt so much.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

He squeezed.

She said, “Could you…that really helps, but it doesn’t get enough milk out…could you…”

“What?”

“Could you suck them?”

Rodney felt his boner erupting in his pants. He had been stiff from seeing her, and then stiffer from touching her. But now, her request hanging in the air, his cock started to throb. To be asked to suckle a strange woman’s breasts…and he thought about June. She was back at camp, and he knew he shouldn’t be touching this woman’s breasts, but…she needed help.

“I guess,” he found himself saying.

“Oh, good. Just lean down here…that’s it. Put your lips on my nipples.

His mouth surrounded her soft, white flesh, the pink tips, and he sucked.

The milk came out warm, sweet, and he pressed the tit with both hands.

“Oh, fuck! Thank you! Thank you! Now it’s coming.”

He sucked hard, and squeezed, and after a couple of minutes she said, “Can you do the other one?”

He had to lean across her body to do the other one, and he placed a hand between her legs and began sucking the other nipple.

“Oh, heysoos,” she whimpered. “This is good.” And, after another minute she whispered, “This is making me so horny.”

Rodney was horny. He and June liked to play for a week before eh released, and he was supposed to be denied this whole week, and tonight he would get his big cum.

But now his dick was hard, and he was sucking another woman’s tits, and she raised her hand and grabbed his crotch.

He gasped, looked at her over his mouthful of tits and milk.

She looked at him, and she wanted it. Then she slid down a bit, and her crotch came into contact with his hand that was braced between her legs.

“Oh, God…yes.”

He managed to raise up, to get his mouth off her tit, and he opened his mouth and said, “I don’t—“

She kissed him. She fused her mouth to his. He could feel the soft, moist flesh. Then her tongue explored his mouth.

He tried to talk, and then he wasn’t trying to talk. He was kissing her back.

She unbuckled her pants and slipped them down her legs and kicked them off.

He had both hands on her tits and was kissing her, and she unbuckled his pants and pulled them down.

She pulled him as she paid back, and he was  suddenly on top of her, in between her legs, and his cock was hard and in her hand.

“Yes! Yes!” She fitted him to her and absorbed his cock.

Rodney was firmly ensconced in her pussy, he was caught by her hands, he couldn’t have gotten out of her if he had tried.

He was past the point of trying, however.

She was lush, still possessed a small bulge of pregnancy fat, and it was sexy.

She put her legs around him, kept him in her, and began rutting, tilting her hips and groaning even as she hang onto his mouth with hers.

Rodney began to dig in. Tilting his own hips and scooping his dick through her pussy. He reamed her and rammed her, and she held onto him with hands and legs. It was monkey love, but lying on the ground.

She scrunched her hips and ground them into him. She tilted and scooped up into him. They were both so horny that it was a perfect match. And when they came it was a perfect match, too.

Cumming at exactly the same time as your partner is incredibly difficult. No matter how much you try, one or the other of the partners cums first, or last.

But this was perfectly in synch. He felt the trigger click down in his groin at exactly the same moment the waves rose up to engulf her.

He felt the semen pumping up his shaft at the exact moment, she was driven to jerk her hips into him and locked up. They strained, motionless, as he pumped into her.

They holding each other tightly, hanging on for dear life, and then it was over. She sagged, he relaxed, and then he pushed off her.

“Oh, God,” he said. “I’m sorry.”

“For what? It was good!”

“I know, but…I’m married.”

“Oh, yeah. I saw that woman with you, she must be your wife.”

“Yes.”

“Well, don’t worry, I won’t say a word about what we did. Mum’s the word.”

“Really?”

“Pinkie sweat on the turd of bear.”

He sighed, and was relieved, but there was also a guilt trip going on in his mind. He didn’t want to cheat on his wife, and he didn’t want to lie. He had seen friends do that, and it never ended well.

But what else was he going to do?

June was the most beautiful, most fantastic, kindest woman he had ever known!

So he decided he would just try to forget it, and he would never see this woman again, and…”

She giggled.

“What?”

“You’ve got…i left milk prints on your shirt.”

He looked down. Yep, two wet marks, right at the nipples. “Oh, crap.”

“Put it in the stream over thee. Wash it. She’ll never know. You can go back in your undershirt.”

They stood up, and there was a comfortably awkward moment, then she offered her hand. “Well, thank you.”

“You’re welcome, and thank you.”

They chuckled, then she set off down the trail towards camp.

He took a moment to dip his shirt in the water, then he hung it up and walked up the trail, away from the camp. He would hike a mile, then pick up his shirt on the way back. He—“

“Rodney?”

He spun around, June was right there. And she must have just passed that girl…he didn’t even know her name.

“Hey!” He grinned and tamped down his guilt.

“What’s with the shirt?”

“Oh, uh, I took it off to shake some dirt off and lost hold. It fell in the stream. I figured I’d pick it up on the way back.”

June listened, and wondered. There was a tinge of nervousness to him. Nothing anybody would see, but she was his wife and she took note.

And she wondered at that girl who had just passed her. She had been a mess. Dust and leaves on her back, and she had apparently been lactating.

Or maybe somebody had been sucking her tits.

Then she chided herself for being silly. Rodney was true blue. He’d never cheat!

“Well, now that I’ve got you all alone, and you’re already starting to undress…” she grinned lasciviously.

He grinned, and she kissed him.

Rodney kissed back, but he had to make himself to it. First, he was empty. Drained. The lactating girl had gotten his seed and he was done. Second, guilt. It was there, nibbling away at him, making him feel…bad. And the result was that his pecker, even if it had been rockin’ and rollin’, was unable to stand up.

June noticed, and tried harder. She reached into his pants and grabbed his weenie.

Which was soft.

She stopped kissing, faced him from an inch away, and said, “What the fuck? Why isn’t this hard?”

Rodney was stuck. He was mind blasted. He didn’t know what to say.

“Rodney? Did you cum?”

Rodney bit his lip, hemmed and hawed, and it burst out of him. “Okay. You caught me. I just got desperate. I jacked off, and that girl almost saw me so I pulled my shirt off and tied it around my waist. That’s why I had to drop it in the stream.”

June bought it completely. She started laughing. “She almost caught you? Jacking off like a school boy? Oh, you must have been embarrassed.”

“I was.” He became sheepish, and relieved.

“Well,” she chuckled, “Don’t think I’m going to let this pass. You were supposed to save your load for me. And you blew it in your hand. I’m going to make you suffer, mister.”

“Look, I’m sorry.”

“Maybe I won’t let you come for a month!”

His dick jerked at that. Denial always turned him on. But still, his dick didn’t stand up. It was just too wasted for that.

He continue his walk then, and she came with him, holding his hand, swinging their hands, and she was happy as a lark.

He acted happy, but even though she had bought his story, and he was safe, he still had that guilt eating away at him.

An hour later June and Rodney were back at camp and people were heading to the main area. “What’s going on?” asked June of one camper.

“Marshmallow fire! ‘S'mores and everything!”

June grinned. “Better change your shirt, we’re gonna get fat tonight!”

Ten minutes later they were standing around a big fire pit with a dozen other campers. The fire was roaring, and people were holding giant marshmallows on long sticks. They had to be quick because they could only get so close.

Old music was playing, and Rodney and June grabbed some sticks and braved the flames. Against the rules, a pint of bourbon was making the rounds, and when it was done another one made the rounds. Understandably, people were smiling and laughing and joking and having a good, old time.

Rodney had the marshmallow trick down. He would extend his stick right next to a log until it burst into flames, then he would hold it up until the flames engulfed it, then blow it. He was getting perfect, charcoal coated mallows. They were laughing because June couldn’t get the trick of it, and Rodney kept giving her his perfect marshmallows. Finally, she burned her stick too badly and had to go get another one.

Rodney roasted a good marshmallow, popped it into his mouth, and felt a touch at his elbow. He turned, and it was the girl. He glanced at her chest and grinned. She was wearing little pads in her bra to soak up the milk, and it made her boobs look even bigger.

“I just want to say thanks,” she murmured. Then she patted his ass and moved off.

Rodney smiled. He was going to get away with it. He didn’t see June standing right behind him; he didn’t see the look of surprise, then disappointment that crossed her face.

She could tell that the girl and her husband were on more than talking basis. There was an intimacy to their covert glances. More, he had said she had passed him, and that they hadn’t talked. Yet she knew him. And that meant that Rodney was lying, and that meant that he had done something to lie about.

June retreated a few paces and watched her husband.

He was handsome. Strong. A good man. But…he must have done something.

She watched him as he laughed with other people. Her eyes were filling with tears and she forced herself not to cry. But she was determined to get to the bottom of this.

After a while she realized that he was going to come looking for her, so she made sure her eyes were dry, then she rejoined him at the fire pit.

The rest of the little vacation went easily. Rodney thought he had it made, so he was happy, though he did have that little niggle of guilt in the back of his mind. But he rationalized it away by promising to himself that he would be the best husband June ever had.

June was smiles and politeness because her hurt was threatening to consume her and she just had to keep it under control. They were in a public place. She didn’t want to cause a scene…so…just wait.

She didn’t wait long, though. As soon as the car door shut for the trip home her attitude of smiles and everything is beautiful went right out the window.

Rodney, happy with himself, didn’t notice. He just wheeled the car through the turns and curves and headed for the big city.

“Well, that was fun,” he murmured, looking left, looking right, before taking a turn.

“Mmm.” June’s jawline was rigid.

Rodney didn’t notice.

A few minutes later, fiddling with the radio dial, Rodney said, “We’ll have to do this again.”

June leaned forward and snapped the radio off.

He glanced at her, and she didn’t look happy, but…he was happy so he shrugged it off.

And, a few miles down the road he said, “Shall we pick up some Mickey Ds?”

“Suit yourself.” The words were as if limned in ice.

He glanced at her, “Is something wrong?”

She sat, she stewed, she simmered. The problem was that she had no proof. All she had was a suspicion backed up by observation and her female intuition. There was a small chance, like the chance of a ice cube in the desert, that he was innocent. So she relied on subterfuge.

“You know that girl you passed on the trail? The one with the big boobs? The one who had milk in her breasts?”

Oh, man. Rodney went careful. He felt like he was walking through a lion’s den with juicy T bone steaks strapped to his thighs.

“Uh, yeah.”

“The one who almost caught you jacking off?”

“Yeah, I remember.” He carefully kept his eyes on the road.

“This morning, while you were packing, I went over to her tent. I talked to her.”

The world burst into confetti made from leaves of poison oak. Rodney’s mind panicked. He burst into sweat and he suddenly felt like he was a stranger in a strange land, holding on to a steering wheel with hands that were rigid claws.

So far, Rodney hadn’t tumbled, but he was having physiological reactions that told June she was on the right track. So she put the spear in and twisted it. “I thought it only fair that you tell me your side of the story once again. This time without leaving out any details.

Rodney started shaking, and he pulled the car into a turnout and gripped the wheel and closed his eyes and prayed.

“Well?”

He broke. Completely. “Honey! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to! But she was sitting by the side of the trail and she was in pain…” he turned to her, his eyes desperate, “You wouldn’t want me to abandon somebody who was in pain, would you?”

“And what kind of pain was she in.”

Now, in the confines of a car on the way back to civilization it sounded ludicrous, but he forged ahead. “She was trying to stop breast feeding but her…her milk ducts hadn’t…and the pressure in her…her tits was too much. And she was sitting there crying and trying to squeeze milk out and she couldn’t and she was crying,” it seemed like a good idea to emphasize that she was crying in pain, “and she asked me if I could…if I could squeeze her tits…just to get the milk out, and…and then….I don’t know how it happened. But she was grabbing me and I sort of fell on her, and I didn’t mean to but—“

“So it was all her fault that you fell on her and accidentally got your dick stuck in her cunt?”

“Well, uh, it…not exactly, but…” he blathered on and June sat silent.

She was crushed. And she was pissed. She said, “That was all a ploy. That girl was out doing something called ‘dogging.’”

“Dogging?” Confused, he was willing for her to talk, to leave this moment of incredible pain.

“Dogging. A woman gets off on having sex in semi-public places. She goes to parks, movie houses…camp sites. She gets men to fuck her, and sometimes her husband is even in on it, maybe taking pictures.”

“But here husband wasn’t around!”

“How would you have known? You were balls deep in pussy. You were fuck stupid.”

Rodney sat glumly. Truth was, she was right. In the middle of that fuck he wouldn’t have known if Porky Pig came and shat on his head.

“Honey, I’m sorry. But you can see that I was a victim now, can’t you? I didn’t have any real choice. She—“

June looked at him, and in that look he just shut the fuck up. “Drive home.”

She wasn’t talking, and maybe that was worse, but for the moment he was given surcease. He checked the traffic and moved onto the road. They were a hundred miles from home, and it was the longest ride he had ever taken in his life.

They arrived home and didn’t make love. Not that day, not that week, not that month.

She walked around like she had a chip on her shoulder, but all communications were given in polite, be it terse, manner.

He tried to break the ice a couple of times, but she just looked at him, waited, and froze him out.

So life went on. The marriage bed was unused, and June considered here options.

Divorce was the obvious option, but she didn’t want a divorce. Simply, she was old school. She didn’t believe that a marriage was so easily broken.

On the other hand, she couldn’t get over her anger.

Rodney took to jacking off after a couple of weeks.

She knew he was masturbating.

He knew she knew, but he had needs.

It pissed her off, but…but she needed a solution to her anger, not to his petty prick play.

In front of friends they were different, acting like they were lovey dovey, but as soon as the friends departed they were back to the frozen wars.

And she knew she had to do something.

She knew that her actions would result in divorce eventually.

And, underneath her anger, she recognized that she still loved him.

So, what to do…what to do?

“One day she was at the grocery store. She pushed her cart around a corner and found herself in the candy section. Ahead of her a little boy had leaned out of his cart and snagged a box of candy. The woman slapped his hand and said, “There are consequences, young man.”

There are consequences. The phrase stuck with her, lodged in her head, went home with her.

There are consequences, and thus far Rodney had experienced no consequences. Sure, they didn’t talk, and her attitude was bad, but…he was just waiting out the storm. He had even gone back to getting sexual relief without much thought for her.

Consequences.

But what kind of consequences should he suffer? And suffer was the word. A slap on the hand for a grown man is nothing. Withholding sex for month or two was nothing. So what could she do that would impinge on him how much he had hurt her?

She considered his crime. Sleeping with a woman out of wedlock. A woman who preyed on him with that silly ‘my breasts are too full of milk’ ploy.

Too full of milk.

And, it hit her.

She pulled into the driveway and smiled for the first time in months.

She took the. groceries in and put them away. He wasn’t home right then, so she went into the computer room and started researching. And what she found out…woo!

Rodney was about to find out that there consequences in life…big time!


PART TWO

“Good morning, honey!” June sauntered into the kitchen cheerfully.

Rodney almost spit out his oatmeal. He hadn’t been greeted cheerfully in months! “Uh, good morning.”

She turned on the stove, got out the bacon and eggs. “Oatmeal isn’t enough for you. Let’s have a feast.”

He nodded, suddenly desperate that this good mood continue. “Yeah, sure. What can I do.”

She tousled his hair. “Just sit there and be a good boy. I’ll do everything.”

She fixed eggs, scrambled, the way he liked them. Bacon, juicy with just the edges turned up. Orange juice, and she even (gasp) added a dollop of champagne.

He could’t help it. He had to look a gift horse in the mouth. “Are…is…everything all right?”

“Oh, lovely.” She kissed the top of his head and continued with her preparations.

Oh, the relief he felt. At last. The ice queen had thawed. Back to normal. And he couldn’t wait to get a little. He was getting tired of his hand.

They ate, and she chatted, and he was in too much shock to do more than nod and make appropriate replies.

Except, stupid man, he had to know that everything was over, that he really had gotten off scot free. “What helped you, uh, get over being mad at me?”

“Oh, life is too short. I realized that when I discovered I have a bad infection.”

“You have an infection? Where?”

She smiled ruefully. “Your favorite body part of mine.”

“Your…your…”

“My pussy. Isn’t it sad? It takes a tragedy to make one wake up and smell the coffee.”

“Oh, I’m sorry!” And he was. And sorry for himself. She had had infections down there before, and it always ended up with him being deprived.

“That’s okay. Like I say, I’m smelling the coffee, and I decided we should go on a regimen. Take more herbs and supplements. In fact, I went shopping yesterday and I have a bunch of pills we need to take to keep our bodies in the best working order.”

“Oh.” Great. Pills. Well, it was a small price to pay to get out of the doghouse.

“I already took mine this morning, but I have some for you.”

She went to a cupboard and began opening bottles. In a moment he had a mound of pills in front of him.

“That’s a lot.”

“But you’ll be healthy. Super healthy. Who knows, maybe I even put some viagra in your pills.” She giggled. He goggled, then laughed.

He started popping the pills down his gullet and washing them down with OJ laced with champagne.

“What’s in these?” he asked at one point.

“Well, that one is fenugreek, and that one is Goat’s rue, and then we’ve got milk thistle oats and dandelion and…” she went through the complete list.

Rodney listened, and ate his pills, and he even recognized some of the names. He didn’t however, recognize the name Domperidone. Of course she didn’t mention it. And he didn’t know that all the drugs were male galactagogues. They produced milk, they made a woman lactate.

And, in sufficient dosage, and with one of the pills especially designed for male breast feeding, they made a man lactate.

So life was back to normal.

They worked, they played, they watched TV, they cuddled in bed. They kissed and made out and…and Rodney was getting awfully horny.

He took a break from flogging the chicken for a few weeks, but when the infection lingered he went back to masturbating.

June, of course, loved it. No, she wasn’t getting laid, but she was getting lots of love and attention. She discovered, as have many women, that if you put men on a diet they tend to get hornier and more caring. Now, without her anger getting in the way, she was reaping the benefits.

“Honey?” she asked Rodney one day when he was home from work.

“Yes?”

“I’d like you to stop masturbating.”

He blinked.

“But you can’t make love, and…and I don’t want to risk my health by stopping up my juices.”

She smiled. How easily the justifications came to men when their cocks were at risk.

“I’ve done some research on the web, and it appears that there are no real bad effects from doing without cumming.”

“What? Yeah, but…really?” He had actually bought into his own propaganda.

“Really. You know that monks don’t have sex at all, for their whole lives, and they live long lives.”

“Yeah, but, uh…”

“And if you research eunuchs—talk about not having sex and there’s your benchmark—you’ll find that they live 14 to 19 years longer than non-castrated men.”

Rodney blinked. “I don’t want to live longer.”

“And I don’t think you should,” she giggled as she moved forward and grabbed his package. “But male hormones apparently are rough on the body. So if we just sort of slow the flow, if you get what I mean, you’ll live longer, but you’ll still get your kicks.”

“Oh, uh…”

“So, no more masturbating.”

“But what if I have an accident?”

“We’ll just have to make sure that doesn’t happen.”

“We will? How?”

“Just don’t touch your cock. Don’t play with yourself.” She smiled happily.

He frowned. “Well, I don’t think it’s quite fair.”

“How so?”

“Well, just because you don’t get to cum doesn’t mean I shouldn’t get to cum.”

She made a little show of exasperation. “I thought you understood? This isn’t because of me and my little infection problem, this is for you, for your health. You do want to be healthy, don’t you?”

“I’m healthy! I’m taking enough damn pills to be healthy!”

“Oh, honey, being healthy isn’t a few pills. It’s a complete lifestyle change.”

“Well, I think I’d like to do without a lifestyle change.”

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. You can make me cum.”

“Huh?”

“Sure. You can use your hands, or…how about getting a strap on? Then you can fuck me. Of course, we now know there is a disparity between men and women, so you shouldn’t be able to cum as much.”

“What?”

“You can cum seven times in a week, right?”

“Well, yeah,” his chest puffed a little.

“And how often do I orgasm?”

“Uh, I don’t know.” June snickered inside at how clueless Rodney was.

“I orgasm about once a month.”

“But…really?” he was astounded.

“So that four times as much. So you need to cum once a month, too.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Oh. Once every two months?”

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

Now that she had pushed him she backed off. “Okay. You use your hands, or a strap on, and get me off once a month, and I’ll do the same for you.”

“Use a strap on?”

She smiled, thinking about it.

“No!” He was shocked.

“When would you like your next orgasm?”

“But I haven’t had an orgasm for two months!”

“But you have. I heard you shaking the snake just the other night.”

“Yeah, but, uh…”

“How many times have you masturbated in the last month.”

“I don’t know. A couple of times.”

She laughed in his face and he took it and turned a little red.

“Okay. So maybe a few more times than that.”

“All right. I’ll forgive you your lie…”

“Lie?” he tilted his eyebrows at her.

“Okay, your ‘exaggeration,’ and we start off fresh. From yesterday. You can have an orgasm next month, thirty days from now…IF you don’t masturbate in the meantime.”

“Oh, I won’t,” he promised, totally aware, as was she, that he could never keep his word on that.

“Good, because if you do I’m going to put you in a chastity device.”

He gulped. He had read of those, and he didn’t want to experience that.

And so it was settled. Sort of.

A month passed, and he masturbated, and she checked his dick for hardness every morning. On the fourth day he was soft and she confronted him.

“You jacked off!”

“I, uh…I…yeah.” He looked at the floor sheepishly, then looked up at her. “But I had to! This….this thing you’ve got us on is too much!”

“Nevertheless, you agreed, so I’ll order a chastity device for you.”

He hung his head and tried to talk his way out of it, but she was adamant.

But his trials and tribulations weren’t over. The next big hurdle came less than a week later.

“What do you mean exercise? I’m fit as a fiddle!”

He flexed his biceps and puffed out his chest.

A fat fiddle,” she commented, and she reached out and cupped his pectoral. Her hand fit nicely, and it was obvious that he was gaining weight.

“Well, that’s, but…”

“No buts, mister. You set up the gym in the garage and you never use it. It’s time. And we need to focus on your man boobs.”

It was true, he had ’moobs,’ and he looked down at them sadly. Funny how it happened to suddenly, and especially when he was taking so many pills and trying so hard to be healthy.

“In fact, I did some research so we can target your man boobs.”

“But…”

“And if you don’t do your work outs religiously I will make you wear a bra!”

His face turned bright red. “I’m not wearing a damn bra!”

“Then you’d better do your exercises.”

They started that night, and he studied the list of exercises he had to do.

Pushups, plankups, chest flys, and chest presses with light dumbbells.

He frowned. That seemed like a lot of exercise for his pecs, but maybe that would do the trick.

Most nights June went into the garage with him and acted as coach. Made sure he used heavy weights and low reps.

Rodney felt a bit of strength resulting from these exercises, but his pecs started getting bigger, and that made the fat growing on his chest bulge out a bit more, and it seemed like his ‘boobs’ were getting bigger and bigger.

“I don’t understand it,” he moaned. “No matter how hard I work out these…these man boobs seem to be getting bigger.

“Honey, I’m afraid you might have a real medical problem.”

“What?”

“I’ve been researching, and it turns out that men have a condition, it’s called gynecomastia, where they have actual boobs. It sounds like you’ve got that.”

“No! Do I have to see a doctor?”

Rodney was a notorious hater of doctors.

“I don’t think so. Unless you want surgery.”

“Oh, God! No!”

“Then let me just keep giving you vitamins, and you do your exercises, and…and let’s see what will happen.

Glumly, Rodney agreed.

As if that wasn’t enough, Rodney’s dick started getting softer and softer. He had actually been getting hornier for a while, which was why he had been so tempted to jack off. But now…Mr. Limp.

And just in time for his monthly orgasm!

“Hey, honey, you know what tonight is?”

He smiled, but a bit sickly. “Yeah.”

“Are you ready to wear the strap on and pleasure me?”

“Uh, yeah. Do you want to give me a hand job or a blow job or something?”

“Absolutely.  Oh, and by the way, your chastity device came today.”

“Uh…oh.” That was less than thrilling. But what his cock was about to do was super less than thrilling.

June cleaned herself up, put on a little make up, a push up bra and a negligee, and she waited in the bedroom.

And Rodney didn’t come in.

She walked down the hall and stopped outside the bathroom.

“Come on…come on…come on!”

She knocked on the door and he stopped. A sense of panic radiated from within.

“Are you jacking off?”

He opened the door. His pants were down and his dick hung limply. The look in his eyes was totally lost. “I can’t get it up.”

“Oh, come on,” she chuckled. “Old faithful?”

She grabbed his dick and pulled him towards the bedroom. While she walked she stroked, but there wasn’t much to stroke. It was limp, and it didn’t so much as throb.

She pushed him onto the bed, then went down on him. Her red lips sucked on his hog, and she could deep throat him easily. He was limp.

She sat up and frowned. “Did you jack off too much?”

“No! No!” I swear! I’ve been looking forward to this all week! I haven’t so much as touched my dick.”

“Well, it’s definitely not in working order.” And, she couldn’t resist, “You haven’t been fucking any lactating women, have you?”

Oh, the look on his face. It was so distraught that even June felt a bit guilty.

“Okay, sorry. That was uncalled for. But why aren’t you hard?”

“I don’t know!”

She mused, “I’ll bet it’s one of the effects of that gynecomastia thing.”

“Then I should see a doctor?” He really didn’t want to.

“Nah. It’ll pass.”

Of course, she knew it wouldn’t. Her plan was coming to fruition.

“But you’re going to have to wear a bra.” She reached out and hefted his boob.

And it was a boob.

It was fairly big, perfectly shaped, and even the nipple was bigger.

“I can’t do that.” His voice was all choked up.

“If you don’t you’re going to end up saggy and stretchy. Better to have support, and you can wear a jacket or something to hide the bulges.

“But…”

“Don’t worry. I’ll go shopping tomorrow and get you a couple of bras.”

He hung his head and went into a weird sort of feeling sorry for himself subspace.

“But right now, just because you can’t cum doesn’t mean I shouldn’t be able to.”

“Now? With my dick the way it is?”

“Hey, wasn’t it you who said this exact same thing to me just a few weeks ago?”

“Yeah, but—“

“Sauce for the goose and not for the double standard gander, eh?”

She folded her arms, which pushed her breasts up and made him gulp.

The fact was that though he couldn’t get hard, he was still feeling horny. Hornier. He just didn’t have the tool to carry through.

“Well, I guess…”

“That’s my boy,” June chortled, rubbing her hands together.

So Rodney put on a strap on and stared down at his groin. The plastic dick stuck out what seemed a foot, hard and rigid and ready to go, and he felt his limp cock hanging down underneath it.

“Are you sure…” but at the look on his wife’s face he stopped talking.

She was laying on the bed, arms behind her head and her breasts in the air, her legs and her pussy on display, but, most of all, a hungry look filling her eyes.

He crawled onto the bed and got in between her legs.

“No foreplay?” she chastised.

“Uh, okay.”

Half heartedly he got down between her legs and started licking. Then he jerked up. “What about your infection! I don’t want to get that in my mouth!”

“Oh, that ended last week. I was going to tell you, but I wanted it to be a surprise. Now get down there and act like you know what you’re doing.”

Still half hearted, wondering what was wrong with his dick, he began licking her pussy. Though his heart wasn’t in it, he did spend a good amount of time lapping away at her labia.

June, for all his lackadaisical love making, was feeling hotter than a firecracker. She hadn’t had a good dicking for months, and she was really, really ready.

“Use your fingers,” she moaned.

Dutifully, he put two fingers up her pussy and began running them around the rim.

“Oh, fuck!” she wheezed. “That is good! I had forgotten…” she grabbed his wrist and started pulling his hand into herself, harder and harder.

“More fingers!”

He went to three fingers, then four. He had never seen his wife so juicy. She was almost splashing!

She jerked her hips onto his hand, and suddenly he was fisting her!

God! He had wanted to do that for the longest time, but she had always put him off. But now…she was so fucking hot…he stared at how her eyes rolled back and she squeezed her thighs over his forearm.

“Oh, heysoos! That was what I needed! I needed something big!”

Which comment double cold cocked him. First, it implied that his dick wasn’t big enough. Second, it reminded him of the fact that he couldn’t get hard.

For the longest time she moaned and groaned and humped his fist. Then, her eyes glazed, gasping for breath, she stopped and said, “Give me that fucking dick!”

He started to put it in.

“Not that one.”

He blinked.

“Bottom drawer. Use that one.”

Rodney crawled off the bed and looked in the bottom drawer. A monster cock, black with big veins rippling the length, was in the drawer. He took it out and held it up.

“Yeah! That’s the one!”

He unsnapped the small one, which was only as big as his own dick…when it was hard, and put in the other one.

He stared down at his plastic cock, and if there was ever a moment when he felt inadequate, that was it. He could never hope to compete with such a gargantuan penis.

“Hurry!” June begged.

Feeling lost and small, Rodney got back between her legs and put the tip of the cock to her hole.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!”

He slipped the big cock into her, and she grabbed him and arched her back and cried out.

He pulled back, and she began shivering and crying. “Yes! Yes!

He pushed in and she wrapped her legs around him and he felt like he was in the grip of King Kong.

Back and forth he went, and he was not feeling a thing. But June was blathering and moaning and saying unintelligible things. It almost sounded like she was speaking in languages.

And the orgasm, when it came, was downright biblical. She clutched his body with arms and legs so hard he was afraid he would break. She humped him so hard he was afraid the giant cock in her would come out her asshole. And she screamed as a tsunami of orgasm lifted her up and crashed her down.

She lay under him. Giving little moans, her body like a rag.

“Get off me,” she whispered.

He pulled out of her.

“Go away,” she muttered, and she turned over.

Rodney left the room, and he was about as broken as broken could be. He had fucked, and experienced the greatest orgasm in the history of orgasms, and had felt nothing himself. And now he was dismissed, pushed out of the room as if he didn’t matter.

He looked down at his dick, his big, plastic, black dick, and he actually started to sob.

The next day June was still feeling the effects of her literally earth shaking orgasm. She was happy and content, smiled at him, and just walked around in a sort of happy daze.

They tried putting on the chastity device, but…what was the point? He wasn’t hard, wasn’t able to get hard, and wasn’t that the point of the chastity device. One of the purposes? To stop a man from getting hard?

So the chastity device went into a drawer, with the hope that someday he would be hard enough that he would need the extra control such a device would give.

And, June brought home bras.

Sturdy bras, sexy bras, half bras, underwire bras, pink bras, black bras…every kind of bra she could find.

“Oh, they had a special on,” she explained as she tossed the infernal devices onto the bed.

Rodney picked up one and looked at it.

“And…I got you a corset.”

“What?”

“You know, it’s surprising how thin your mid section is, but you do have love handles, so we’re going to have to control those. Heck, on days you don’t wear bras the corset might be enough.”

So he tried on a bra, and grew faint when he looked in the mirror and saw how feminine his shape was becoming. Funny, even his hips were rounder, but he could also see how he was getting a little chub in the mid section.

June handed him the corset. “Come on, put it on just for a look-see.”

He took off the bra and examined the corset.

“Its actually a little shorter, almost a corselet, and it’s got straps in case you want to wear nylons.”

He stared at her, but she wasn’t laughing. She just had a complacent look.

So why did he feel like she was laughing.

“Here, it wraps around like this. That’s right. Now we fasten the clasps.” She hooked the clasps together on the front of the corset.

“This isn’t so bad,” he marveled.

“Good,” she turned him around and started pulling the ties on the back.

“Unh!” he grunted. “Wait!”

But she wouldn’t wait. She pushed him down on the bed and pulled the strings tightly, and shortly he was gasping for breath.

“You…need…to…stop!”

“Nonsense. If a woman can wear this, then so can a man.”

“But…”

“Just take shallow breaths, high in the chest. You’ll be all right.”

He did, and found that he could function, after a fashion.

“I can’t wear this to work,” he objected.

“Of course not,” damn! “But you can wear it around the house. It will help train your shape. Your fat will start to hide when it sees this thing coming.” She giggled. He groaned.

She finished the ties and pulled him up and took him out to the big mirror in the foyer.

He was stunned. If he had looked a bit feminine in just a bra, this was ten times the femininity. His waist was thin, svelte.

“Beautiful,” she said.

“Aren’t the hips too big?”

Actually, they were flared out because of the corset. Further, his boobs now looked really big.

“And my tits…”

“Oh, that’s nothing. Come on, let’s go finish dressing you.”

She pulled him back to the bedroom and looked into her closet.

“What are you doing?”

“I think you’re going to need smaller clothes.”

“But…you wear feminine clothes!”

“I hope so.”

“But I’m a man.”

She sighed, went into his closet and took out a pair of pants. She helped him into them.

They were loose. Hanging. The corset had made him slender enough that his clothes literally fell off him.

“Oh, no! I can’t wear these!”

“That’s what I was trying to tell you.”

She went into her closet and brought out a pair of shorts. She didn’t give him too close a look at them, and she pulled them up his legs.

“Lord, honey. How long has it been since you shaved your legs?”

“I don’t—“

“See?” she stood back.

He was wearing culottes. They were shorts, sort of, but looked like a sort of a skirt, but divided.

And they fit perfectly.

He blinked. Her shorts looked better on him than his. And they fit better.

“Here,” she began putting a shirt on him, and he was so busy looking at his shorts, and his slender and yet voluptuous body, in the mirror, that he didn’t notice what she was putting on him until it was too late.

She turned to him, buttoned him up, then turned him back around so he could see in the mirror over the vanity table.

He blinked.

He was wearing a shimmery blouse, silvery, and his tits looked enormous.

His mouth opened.

“But…you…”

“You’re beautiful. And don’t tell me you’re not.”

And, he couldn’t.

No, he wasn’t masculine handsome. He was feminine beautiful, from the neck down.

She hauled him down the hallway to the big mirror and he stared at himself.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered.

He had a beautiful, voluptuous woman’s body. His hips flared, his waste was pinched in, and his boobs were as big as any woman’s.

“What…what is…”

“Come with me.”

She dragged him into the kitchen. She realized that she had reached a make or break point with him, and she needed a little help. A little liquid help.

She sat him down, and he sat stiffly, unable to bend with the corset. His chest was mammoth and he stared down at it.

She got out the bourbon and made him his favorite drink, bourbon and Coke. She mixed him a stiff one and put it in his hands.

He sipped. Then glugged. His mind was trying to figure out what was happening to him. He had grown boobs, his body had changed, and now she was dressing him in this fashion…what was…something was on the edge of his awareness, if he could just figure—

She didn’t give him time to think.

“Honey, we’re going to have some fun. Are you ready? Do you want to have some fun?”

He nodded, not sure why he was nodding. It was like his mind had totally stopped working.

“Okay, drink up.” She stared at his chest while his head was tilted back. He had two wet spots on his blouse. She grinned. It was starting.

He finished the first one and she made him another one. Then she made him a third, and she carried it back down the hallway as he staggered along behind her, almost done with his second drink.

She figured three drinks in ten minutes would souse him pretty good. And if it didn’t there was always more liquor in the kitchen.

“Okay,” she said. “We need to handle your legs.”

“Wha’s wrong with my legs?” He slurred.

“They are hairy.”

“Men’s legs are hairy.”

Now she let him have it. “That’s right, when they’re not cheaters.”

Bang, it hit him, through the liquor, months after it happened.

“Furthermore, I am about to teach you that there are consequences.” She looked at his chest. The leakage was getting bigger. She was going to have to put pads in his cups.

“Consekences?” he murmured.

“That’s right.” She moved quickly, grabbed a couple of panty liners and fit them into the top of his corset. He was so dazed, and getting drunk, that he didn’t understand what was happening.

“Hold your dress up.”

Befuddled, he lifted the edges of his culottes and she sprayed his legs with foam.

“Just stay like that,” she stated firmly, putting the spray can aside.

He stayed, and looked at her owlishly.

The wet blots on his blouse stopped growing, and were drying out.

“I don’t understand. What are you doing?”

“Honey, men are best if they don’t speak much. So you just be quiet and I’ll explain when I get a chance.”

He moved his head back and forth, as if shaking it, but he was just trying to think.

After a few minutes she wiped his legs clean, and all the hairs were gone.

He sensed a different feel to his legs, but when he tried to look over his tits he was distracted by the little wet spots on his boobs.

“What’s this?”

She pushed him back on the bed and unrolled panty hose up his legs. His cock being limp it just flattened out against his pubis. When he stood up he had absolutely no penis bump.

Now came the hard part.

“You want another drink?”

He was almost done with the third one, and he nodded.

She ran to the kitchen, poured him another drink, then returned with it. It was almost all bourbon, just a little Coke, but he didn’t notice. He glugged, and she smiled. This was the last drink he would need for a while.

She sat him down at the vanity table and went to work. He was so drunk now he didn’t protest, just watched as she proceeded to make him up.

She cleansed his pores, primed him, and she began to explain to him. “Honey, I know I’ll have to tell you this again, when you sober up, but right now at least you’ll understand enough to know what and why this is happening.”             

“What’s happening?”

She applied foundation and began working on his color. She blushed his cheeks, bronzed him, and began working on the eyes.

He kept blinking, and she had to be patient.

“What I’ve been doing, these last months, is transforming you. Those pills I’ve been giving you?”

He stared at her and swayed in the chair. He was too looped to protest.

“Those pills increase your prolactin, which is responsible for milk production.”

“Milk?”

“Milk. Like used for babies. Lactation.”

“Lactayshun.”

“That’s right. And I’ve been giving you a special breast feeding pill. They just developed it in Germany, and it is supposed to enable a man to breastfeed children. You can look it up on the internet.”

“I’m…breashtfeeding.”

“That’s right, honey. I’ve boosted your progestrone levels, and that made your boobs grow, and you’ve started lactating.”

“I’m…I’m…”

“You see, I was walking through a store a month after you cheated on me, and I heard a woman lecturing her baby on consequences, and I decided you needed to experience some consequences for your actions. Right?”

Rodney blinked, and kept blinking. He was hearing, and understanding, be it in a slow, dazed manner, but how much would he retain when he was sober?

“So your consequences are to be a woman, like the woman you fucked. And to have milk coming out of your glands, like milk came out of her glands.”

“But I don’t…”

She pierced his ears, and he was too drunk to register the sharp pinch of having his earlobes holed.

“The thing that you didn’t see, when you cheated, the thing you didn’t understand, was that you weren’t just fucking one woman when you cheated on me.”

She went to her closet and got out a wig. She put a cap on his head, applied glue, and set the wig on his head. It was a perfect fit.

“You were fucking two women.”

“But…how could I do that?” He looked at her but his eyes were rolling in the sockets a bit.

“You were fucking Miss Milky Tits Doing the Dog…and you were fucking me. To be precise, you were fucking me…over.”

“But I didn’t mean—“

“I know. You didn’t. Here, let’s get some shoes on you.”

She slipped high heels on his feet. She had to buy them special, he had bigger, wider feet, but that was okay.

He stood and she had to keep him balanced. “I can’t stand up.”

“You don’t need to. Just lay on the bed.”

Rodney tottered over and sat down quickly.

June set up her cell phone and hit the start button for video recording. She stood up and faced Rodney.

He was sitting on the bed with an incredibly stupid look on his perfectly made up face. He was a woman, top to bottom, but he was still Rodney. It would take a few seconds for people to recognize him, but there he was.

“Rodney.”

“Yesh?”

“Do you want to fuck?”

“Yeah.”

“Tell me.”

“I want to fuck.”

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Then ask me.”

“Will you fuck me?”

She smiled.

“And do you like being a woman?”

He wandered little, but managed to focus, and said, “It’s cool.”

“And would you like to nurse a baby?”

“I…what? Nurse a baby?”

It wasn’t a real answer, nor a real question, but it was enough.

“Open the top of your blouse and take out the liners I put in the cups.

He did, and the spurt of milk was immediate. Big drops formed and he stared in wonder, and felt himself.

“Squeeze your tits, Rodney.”

He did, and was delighted when milk poured forth.

“Okay, Rodney. Would you like to make love?”

“Yeah.”

“But what about your dick?”

He suddenly gave a sob, then wailed, “But my dick won’t get hard any more!”

“That’s okay, Rodney. Ask me to fuck you.”

“Will you fuck me?” In his mind he was thinking of a man and a woman, him on top, in spite of his limp dick.

“Sure.”

June walked into the scene, turned just enough so that anybody who saw the video would see the giant dick sprouting out from her thighs.

“Get on the bed on all fours.”

Rodney happily arranged himself.

June scooped up a big glob of lube and began pushing it into his hole and reaming him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, “That feels good!”

She smiled, used more fingers, and elicited more and more happy responses. Finally, he was ready.

“Are you ready to fuck, Rodney?”

He was ready. He was horny, in spite of his limp dick, and he wailed, “Please fuck me!”

When she shoved her big, black penis with all the veins on the sides into his man hole he finally realized that he wasn’t in the normal face to face missionary position.

He grunted, and his eyes opened, and he had a moment of clarity.

He looked over his shoulder, right into the cell phone lens, and said, “Oh,  my!”

June began sliding in and out. She kept a firm grip on Rodney so he wouldn't collapse, but he had no intention of collapsing. The fact was…it felt good. Heck, he had played around with his butthole before, even sticking a finger up it when he jacked off. But this was far beyond that. Now he was full, and his nerves were screaming out in pleasure.

“Oh…fuck! Oh…fuck!” The sounds whistled out of him with each impact of the big cock in his ass.

June was smiling, enjoying herself. It was funny, she had planned this, and there was a certain amount of misgivings and doubt, but now that she was ball deep in him she found herself enjoying the moment. She wasn’t getting much stimulation, but she was getting a lot of enjoyment as she took control of her husband. She began to realize that old truth: Power is better than sex.

She held him and pounded into him, and he wailed, and then he actually had a sissygasm!

It was an anal orgasm with no touching of the penis. He grunted and groaned and his hips jerked and the semen poured out of him.

Amazed, she kept pumping for a minute, then pulled out of him and stepped back.

Rodney turned, rubbed his butt and said, “Wow!” The orgasm had been so violent he was half sober.

“Do you want to do that again?” June asked.

“Oh, yeah! Can you fuck me again?”

She turned off the video.


EPILOGUE

June was watching the news on TV when Rodney entered the house. He was wearing a summer dress and his boobs were larger than ever. His face was painted to perfection and his red lips were quite plump and curvy.

“Hi, honey,” his voice was high in pitch. He had been practicing.

“Hey, babe. What’s new?”

“I felt my weenie today.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. It even got a little hard.”

“We’re finally going to get to use that chastity device.”

I know,” he nodded happily.

He sat down on the couch next to her and cuddled up under her arm.

She kissed his long hair and let him snuggle.

“But I’m a little worried.”

“Oh? How come?”

“Well, I’d like to get my dick back, but…I don’t want to stop lactating.”

She pulled him close, reached down and grabbed one of his tits and squeezed. Milk shot out and he moaned. “God, that feels so good.”

“I know.”

“So the question I’ve got is this…”

She looked at him.

“If it comes down to a choice, take pills and lactate and lose my dick, or not take pills and not lactate and get my dick back…”

“Yes?”

“What should I do?”

She smiled. “Whatever you want, sweetheart. Whatever you want.”

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

The Stepforth Husband


Too Big for Her Bra!

Husband faces role reversal and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Roger kept the big, huge grin off his face as he drove home. This was going to be the coolest thing he had ever done. Man, when this happened, it was going to be better than sex.

And it should be, for it was going to be nothing more than super cool enhanced sex.

He was on the freeway, his exit coming up soon, and he looked down at the little bottle on the passenger seat. Man, that had cost him a chunk of change, but it was going to be worth it. The pills inside were brand new, not even tested, but the fellow Roger got them from said he knew they worked, so…man, this was going to be great.

He slowed down for the exit and the pill bottle rolled across the seat.

He came to a light and had to wait, so he picked up the bottle and read the ingredients again.

Metoclopramide and domperidone. Two chemicals used to induce lactation in women. But these weren’t your common, every day household drugs. These were super enhanced. Instead of taking 3 to 6 months to work, they were guaranteed to work in one week. And they didn’t just make the boobs lactate…they caused a growth spurt so there would be extra milk!

Roger slapped the wheel and chuckled. The light turned and he followed cars through the intersection. A few blocks later he was turning into his neighborhood.

So, finally his wife would have big boobs. He had been after her for years to get implants, but she wasn’t interested. Which was odd because she was a PA, a Physician’s Assistant. She knew all the tricks, could get the surgery done for extra cheap, and yet she didn’t want bigger breasts.

“What’s wrong with these?” Amy would smile at Roger and hold up her boobs. And they were okay, but she was a slender girl and her boobs weren’t all that big. Maybe 34 C. Roger wanted her to have double Ds. Or Fs. Or, God, wouldn’t it be great if he could make her expand to Gs? or even Hs?

And the little bottle of pills rolling on the passenger seat would do it.

All he had to do was sneak a pill into her wine and, voila, instant boob!

Well, not quite instant, but a week or two would do it, so it might just as well be instant.

And she would even start lactating! That was a real bonus! He had always been a boob man, and now, to be able to help his wife be the woman he always wanted…it was a dream come true.

He turned on his street and cruised towards his house.

Roger and Amy lived at the end of the street in a split level. It was a nice house with a big backyard and a swimming pool. He pulled into the driveway, tucked the bottle of pills in his pocket and got out.

“Honey! I’m home!” He entered the kitchen and opened a high cupboard and slid the pills back so she wouldn’t see them.

“Back here!”

Roger went through the house and came out on the patio. There were a dozen women sitting n the patio.

“Hi, honey. This is LSS Women’s club. We’re having a little meeting.”

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Roger grinned and gave a wave. The ladies all gave him the once over, and they smiled and greeted him.

And Roger felt a slight creepy feeling.

He shrugged it off and said, “Go ahead, I’ll be in my office. Nice meeting everybody.”

A minute later he was sitting in his office pursuing his favorite sport: boobs.

He called up site after site and clicked on categories like ‘Big boobs, Lactating breasts, Megatits,’ and so on.

His desk faced the door so he could close all the windows with the click of a button if anybody came in.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and enjoyed the feeling of his cock throbbing as he checked out Ava and Julia and Lisa. Then he looked for Trueblonde. she had been around for years, but had the best lactation videos in the world.

And, over all was the nervous anticipation of knowing that he was going to help his wife have boobs like the girls on the net.

He thought about the pills in the cupboard and he felt downright giddy.

He imagined his wife suddenly growing bigger boobs. She would need new bras, and new clothes. And then to produce milk on top of that…heavenly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of soft voices and the shuffle of shoes and the click of heels. Sounded like the LSS whatever club was ending their meeting.

He closed the tit windows and pulled up some spreadsheets. He took another gulp of whiskey and smiled.

Oh, baby. You are going to be so proud when your big, old boobies come in.

The front door closed and he heard the click, click of his wife’s heels in the hall. She entered the room. “Hey, Roger,” she came around the corner of his desk and gave him a big smackeroo of a kiss. Then she looked at the screen, saw the spreadsheets and gave him a smile, “Always working. You’re such a good boy.”

“Well, got to keep the money coming in.”

She tilted her head and studied him. “You have got a smile on your face.”

“I do?”

She laughed. “You look like the cat that ate all the canaries. What’s going on?”

“Oh, nothing,” he lied. “I’m just having a really great time. You know, it’s like the world is just going the way I want it to.”

“Well, that’s wonderful!” She sat on his lap and kissed him some more. She could feel his dick poking up under her. “Uh oh. Somebody has a problem.”

“Nothing a little loving can’t handle.”

“Well, I don’t know. I’m a little scared that that big cock of yours is going to do bad things to my delicate, little pussy.

He laughed. “And I’m looking forward to it.”

“So how about I mix us a drink and we toast our good health and see what happens?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

He stood up, lifted her up, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him in a ferocious display of monkey love.

He walked her out to the den and tossed her on the couch. “Wait here, babe-a-roonie. “You want a little whiskey tonight?”

“Sure.”

Roger went into the kitchen and got out a pair of glasses. He put ice cubes in them. Cold would help dull any taste of the pills, although there wasn’t supposed to be any taste.

He poured a third of a glass of bourbon for Amy, and half a glass of bourbon for himself. He paused and listened for the sound of Amy’s footsteps. Nothing, so he grabbed the pills, opened the bottle and shook out one. He put the pills back and grabbed a spoon out of the drawer. He crushed the pill thoroughly. Made it into a powder, then put it into her glass. He added Coke, looked at it, sniffed it, and was pleased.

He carried the two glasses out and handed her hers.

They sat on the couch and sipped, and he watched the elixir pass her sexy, red lips and slide down her throat. They talked, and she did most of the talking. He was feeling so incredibly nervous. His wife was going to have big ‘uns. She was going to produce milk. She was going to have the most perfect boobs in the world.

And they were going to be everything he had ever dreamed about.

He smiled, controlled his nervousness, and sipped his drink.

Roger owned his own real estate business. He had a staff of 20 and it had made him an easy million the previous year. His agents all made a 100K on the average, and he made about 50K for each one. It was a good business, and he liked it. He especially liked that it gave him lots of time off.

The next day he told his staff that he had some important dealings to take care, and that they should be more self sufficient. In other words, do your work and don’t bug me.

The reason he did this was so he could spend more time at home.

The first couple of days nothing happened. He worked at the realty and took long lunches with Amy, but that was about it.

On the third day, which happened to be a Wednesday, she called and said she didn’t want to go out for lunch, she wan’t feeling well.

“What’s wrong, babe?”

“Nothing. I just feel sort of…squirmy. And my upper body feels a little sore.”

Roger exulted. Upper body. Which more than likely meant boobs. The pill was working. “Well, take it easy. I’ll come home early and make you some chicken noodle soup.”

“Okay, honey. Thank you.”

Roger hung up and was so elated he actually jumped up and clicked his heels. His secretary looked at him, but he just grinned at her.

He came home at three in the afternoon. Almost four hours earlier than usual.

Amy was sleeping. He peeked into the bedroom and listened to her soft breathing, her light snores, and grinned.

He tip toed out and headed for the computer. He spent a couple of hours tracking down boobs on the net. He salivated over Plenty Uptop, and he chuckled at Claudia Marie. He sighed. So much boob, so little time.

He heard Amy stirring, so he closed the windows that were open to boobs and pulled up his spreadsheet. Then he headed down the hallway.

Amy was laying in bed, her eyes open, and she focused on him. “I don’t feel so good,” she whispered.

He came in and sat next to her and rubbed her shoulder. “What’s going on?”

“My chest hurts and my throat is sore. My head feels all logy. I’ve se[t a; day and I just want to keep sleeping.”

He moved his hands over her flesh, wishing he could see under the covers, and said, “You don’t think it’s COVID, or that monkey pox thing, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t feel like anything…the symptoms…they don’t match any illness I’ve ever heard of.”

“Let me go make some chicken noodle soup. How about some Ginger ale, too?”

“Oh, thank you.”

Roger headed for the kitchen. He heated up a can of Campbells and poured a glass of ginger ale, then hurried back.

No hurry, she was asleep again.

He put the soup and soft drink on the side table and top toed out of the room.

Roger slept on the couch in the den. He was close to her, but didn’t want to disturb her. He woke up at seven and stretched, then went into the bedroom.

Amy was sleeping.

He wanted to turn her over, rip the covers off of her.

Did she have big boobs yet?

He wanted to see.

No way to see.

He called into the office and said he would be taking a couple of days off, and he had already warned them, so he didn’t anticipate any problems.

He tooled around the house all morning. He cut the front lawn, read a bit of Realtor Magazine.

He spent an hour on the computer. With Amy temporarily out of commission he was getting horny, so he played with himself and thought about jacking off.

Somehow, it seemed a bit bit sleazy, what with Amy passed out and in the middle of a pubertic growth spurt.

Maybe tomorrow, and he sighed.

Amy woke up and came down the hallway. She looked into the computer room and said, “Hi, honey.” Her eyes were red and she looked a bit pale. Her hair was all over the place. She was carrying the cold soup and flat ginger ale.

Roger entered the kitchen as she emptied the bowl and the glass. “I’m sorry. I went to sleep.”

“That’s okay, honey. You’ve just got some bug and you’ll get over it.”

“I’ve gotta call in. Could you fix me some more soup? And ginger ale? I promise I’ll eat.”

“No problem.”

She headed for her cell phone, which was in the den, and Roger fixed her lunch. He added a slice of cantelope and sliced open a croissant and added thick slices of butter. He walked into the den and Amy had passed out.

He frowned. This was a lot of sleeping.

He put her legs up and froze. Her gown was open and he could see her tits. Were they bigger? They looked bigger.

He turned his head this way and that, compared in his mind. Wanted to touch and feel, but—

“What are you looking at?”

He physically jerked in surprise. “Oh, nothing. Here’s your lunch.”

She was dazed and didn’t pursue the matter. She swung her feet back to the floor and dug in.

For a sick person she had a big appetite. She sucked the soup down like she was a sponge. She drank the ginger ale and ate the cantelope, and when she looked at Roger he just smiled. “Good appetite. I’ll get you some more.”

He brought her more soup. She was done with the croissant and looking out the window. And she was rubbing her chest.

“Are you okay?” he asked as he put the bowl and glass and a plate with more croissants on the coffee table in front of her.

“I am. I just…my breasts hurt. And I think they’re swollen. this is the weirdest flu I’ve ever had.”

“But it’s not COVID?”

“No. I feel dazed and confused, and sore, but I don’t have any of the symptoms. I’m so tired, though.

Of course you are, he thought. Your body is growing.

She ate the food, didn’t leave any, then just smiled at him and lay down on her side on the couch.

Now her boob was plainly visible. He took out a blanket and placed it over her, and got a good look at her tit.

It was bigger. It had to be. He smiled and tucked her in, and she smiled at him and closed her eyes.

Amy woke for dinner. Again, she was a little dazed, but she had an enormous appetite. Other symptoms, such as headaches, upset stomach, and so on, were absent. She did keep rubbing her chest, however, and she remarked on how sore her nipples were.

“God, it’s just like puberty in a way.”

She wasn’t wearing a bra and she refused to put one on. Her breasts hurt too much. All of which tended to obscure the fact. that they were noticeably larger.

Noticeable to Roger. To Amy they were just sagging unduly, and since she usually wore a bra this was understandable.

She stayed awake for a couple of hours and they cuddled on a couch and watched the news.

She kept yawning, and Roger had to withhold himself from feeling her tits. Now that it was happening, now that she was getting bigger boobs he wanted to touch them, handle them, kiss them.

By eight o’clock she was dozing. Roger picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. She partially awoke and smiled. “Thank you, honey. Thank you for taking care of me.”

The irony of that remark passed right over Roger’s head. But right about then anything and everything was passing him by. He was just obsessed with her growing breasts. He wanted to just sit down and stare at them. It would have been about as exciting as watching paint dry, but to him that was the whole thing.

She awoke the next morning at six o’clock, and now she noticed that her boobs were getting bigger. How could she not? They had gone from a C to a D in less than two days.

She frowned and hefted them. “Are my boobs getting bigger?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

Roger was quick to answer, “They’re just a little swollen. Nothing to be worried about.

He fed her, and kept feeding her. She ate a half a dozen eggs, four pancakes, and half a package of bacon. She ingested a half a pitcher of OJ.

Roger marveled. How could such a slender body hold that much?

When he walked her into the TV room he could feel her body heat. She was burning up. She was so hot that any perspiration would evaporate.

Yet she was happy. It was like the hormones that were raging through her body were acting like dope, but in a good way. She was sort of loosy goosy, lazy and dopey, and just feeling good.

She even laughed about how big her breasts were getting.

“I’m going to be bigger than Dolly Parton if this keeps up.”

Roger got an instant boner from that remark, and he wanted to make love in the worst way.

But he had to wait. She was so sleepy he knew she might go to sleep while he was screwing her.

The day passed, and Amy slept for two hour blocks, and ate like a pig, a pig with big tits, when she was awake.

Roger had to run to the grocery store and pick up more groceries. Lots more. Amy was eating them out of house and home.

A WEEK PASSED.

And on the seventh day the major changes had happened and Amy started to come to herself.

She awoke, it was a Monday and she realized: “Lord, I’ve been sleeping a lot.”

Roger smiled. “Some kind of weird sickness. You said you just wanted to sleep it off so I didn’t bother calling a doctor.”

“I’m a PA, and maybe I shouldn’t have been diagnosing myself.”

“Oh. Would you like something to eat?”

She was laying in bed, blinking a lot, yawning, too. But the yawning was more of the coming awake variety, not going to sleep.

“I’ve been eating like a pig, too.”

“You needed nourishment to fight off whatever bug you had.”

“You’re so good to me. I don’t deserve you.”

Roger grinned.

Amy started to sit up and stopped. She frowned, and looked at her breasts. “What?”

She sat up the rest of the way and looked down at her girls. They were big. Real big. It was like she had gone to bed with C cups and woken up with H cups. Triple H cups.

They were huge, swelling out and dropping out of sight.

“What the fuck?”

Roger played his part perfectly. “Oh, my gosh! What happened?”

“My boobs…” she put her hands under them and lifted them. She studied them, felt thebig,  stiff nipples, and looked at Roger.

“Did you notice…”

“Honey! They’re so big! I was so concerned for you, and you slept most of the time anyway…how did this happen?” He was having a hard time not showing his glee. He actually bit his tongue to keep himself from smiling.

Amy struggled out of bed. She had to hold her boobs with her hands when she walked to the mirror.

“But how could this…they aren’t this big…what…”

Roger was right with her. “Did you take anything when you were at the hospital? Breasts don’t just grow like this…” His eyes were bright and he was giddy. His dick was pulsing and throbbing and pushing out against his pants.

He tried to control his dick, but that was impossible.

“I need to talk to somebody about this.”

“Gosh, yes.” He was worried, he didn’t want any medical person examining her. He was worried about the drugs still being in her system.

Holding her breasts with crossed forearms Amy walked out of the room. She found her phone and sat down at the breakfast table. She placed her boobs on the table and dialed the phone.

Henry Pilkins showed up a half hour later. He was her doctor and didn’t usually make house calls, but this sounded very strange. Amy had grown big breasts? That was something for the medical journals, though he initially doubted her words. After all…things like this didn’t happen. It was probably just a little swelling.

Roger opened the door for Henry and the doctor entered the house. He was a well built man with even features and wavy hair.

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom, down the hall.”

Henry carried his satchel down the hall and knocked on the side of the door. “Amy?”

“In here.”

The drapes were drawn and she had no lights.

“What’s happening.”

“This. Look at them.”

Henry peered, and…gasped. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t professional. I need some light.”

Roger had followed him and he flicked the light switch next to the door.

Henry stared in shock.

Amy was holding her tits with her hands and pointing them at him. Her boobs were as big as footballs, big fat, footballs. The nipples were as big as his thumbs. Her face was distraught and tears were leaking from her eyes.

Henry pulled her vanity chair over in front of her and started asking her questions. He took her temperature, her blood pressure, and listened to her body with his stethoscope. In between him listening to her heart  and looking in her eyes and ears she answered his questions.

“I fell sick a week ago. I slept a lot, then I ate a lot, but it’s all sort of hazy. I was really out of it.”

Henry done with the initial examination began to feel her breasts. He felt for lumps, or any oddities.

Roger stared from the door. He envied Henry being able to feel his wife’s breasts so freely. He wanted this medical charade to be over so he could take her to bed. He had wrapped an Ace bandage around his cock and looped between his legs and up to the back of his belt. He had the belt tightened an extra notch and his shirt hung down to cover the sag of his belt in the back. Nobody was going to notice how hard this made him.

The doctor didn’t feel anything out of the ordinary, and he finally took his hands off Amy’s boobs.

Roger sighed.

“We need to do some tests. When can you come to the hospital?”

“Right now.”

Roger linked. He didn’t want her to leave. He wanted to screw her. He wanted to convince her that big boobs were the blessing he knew they were, but…he had to stop this.

“Are you sure you should be moving around in your condition?”

“Honey. I know you’re concerned, but the hospital can give me tests and diagnose me. We can find out what happened. Don’t you want to find out?”

No! He already knew!

“Well, uh…”

The doctor took out his cell phone and made a call. “This is Dr. Henry Pilkins. I’d like an ambulance for transport at 4325 Parkinson Lane.”

He finished talking, smiled at Amy, then began making calls to the hospital. He wanted everything ready when Amy got there. She was one of their own, after all.

Roger listened in dismay. He turned to Amy. “Are you sure? I mean, I can care for you right here.”

He licked his lips and looked at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. You’ve been so good to me, but I have to do this. What if this is just the beginning of a serious condition?”

“I know…it’s just that…”

She patted his hand, then she leaned forward, and her monster boobs fell forth. “Ow!” She grimaced and put her arms under her boobs. “I just wanted a hug.”

Roger leaned forward quickly. He wanted a hug, too. A long one that led to multiple bouts of sex.

He held her, and tried not to appear desperate.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

“For what?” he asked, holding on to her, feeling her big breasts squashing against his chest.

“For everything. I can’t figure out what happened, but it’s not your fault, and now you get saddled with this…this…situation.”

“Hey, baby. We’re in this together. You know that.”

She cried and held to him, pressing her breasts ever harder, exciting him ever more, and said, “I don’t deserve you!”

The Doctor came back in the room. “The ambulance will be here in fifteen minutes. I told them no siren, and we’ll try to make this as easy as we can.

Amy let go of Roger and moved back. Roger cursed the doctor, he had been about to feel her boobs.

“Okay, let’s talk about some of the procedures we’re going to do.

“Uh, wait.”

Amy looked down at her breasts.

“What is it?” asked Roger.

She looked up in shock. “I’m lactating!”

But Roger had already seen that. He could see the little white dots on her nipples. Then the dots grew bigger, into beads, drops, and suddenly a spray of milk, just a little line of white, spurted from her right boob. Within a minute the left one was squirting.

Within five minutes she was gushing, holding a towel under her tits and crying.

A WEEK PASSED.

Amy suffered every conceivable medical test in the world. She was poked and prodded and turned on her belly and poked and prodded again. They took what seemed like gallons of blood out of her. She was hooked to machines, nurses came in constantly, and it seemed like every doctor and nurse in the hospital wanted to come by and commiserate.

Roger sat in a chair by her side the whole time.

He watched as the nurses filled bottle after bottle with her breast milk. It was a never ending gusher. Old Faithful, but on a larger scale.

Inside, he was pissed. They should have been home, with him balls deep in his now super endowed wife. Instead, he had to sit there and listen to the medical drivel as the idiots put forth theories and talked about arcane medications.

Hell. He knew what had happened. Of course, he couldn’t tell them. But…damn! He was horny!

So he sat in his little chair, slept in it, and his dick kept trying to rise up and be heard.

Huh! No chance of that!

He watched as the bottles were filled and taken away. To be disposed of. Wasted. Why didn’t they hand him a bottle? He’d show them what to do with fresh milk.

“Amy, all tests are negative.” Doctor Pilkins stood at the end of her bed, chart in hand and two interns at his elbows.

“What could have caused it?” Amy asked.

Roger sat up, hoping that she was going to be released.

“All we know is that for some reason you have high levels of estrogen, very high levels. It’s almost like you’ve been taking lactation drugs, and these caused growth and lactation.

Amy was feeling a bit emotional. She sniffed. “I’m a freak.”

“Nonsense, honey! you’re just well endowed.”

“Well, I might be, but, Henry, I need a consult. I’m going to want a breast reduction. And I need to dry up all this stupid milk.”

Roger felt panicky inside. Damn! He had just gotten her these big bazoombas and she was planning to get rid of them?

Henry pursed his lips, frowned. “Well, we can do that. We’ve got medicine that will stop your lactation, but I don’t want to do anything for a month or two. I know it will be difficult, but we need to make sure your body has stopped changing.”

Amy nodded. “That’s okay. I’ll just stay home and Roger can take care of me.”

Roger nodded, concealed his happiness at something finally working out his way.

“So when are we going to release me?”

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was hurting. His dick was tired of being tied down, and he wasn’t getting any sex.

Amy just wasn’t interested.

Amy just laid in bed, or watched TV, and sulked.

She was pleasant enough, she didn’t take her condition out on Roger. But she didn’t have any interest in sex.

But, time passes, and it was obvious that Roger was hurting.

“Honey, I know I haven’t been very forthcoming in the sex department, and I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” Roger lied. “You’ve got bigger things to worry a—sorry. Guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.

Amy giggled. After weeks of sadness and despair and feeling that her own body had betrayed her, she needed a chuckle. “That’s okay. But it’s about time we talked about your needs.”

“Oh, I have needs,” he blurted.

She laughed. “Tell me about it. You’ve always been a horn dog.”

She looked down at her boobs. She was wearing a super-szed bra. It had flaps so she could drain her milk whenever she wanted.

She hadn’t been pumping her milk, and that was causing the flow to go down.

Which was killing Roger. He wanted to suck. He wanted to taste some of that delicious nectar.

But this was his lucky day.

She looked up at him. “If you don’t mind the milky mess maybe we could do a little in and out right now?” She smiled.

In truth, she was feeling like an ugly cow, and she desperately wanted to be held and appreciated. Those hugs with Roger weren’t enough. She needed some pokey poke.

Roger grinned to bust his jaw. His eyes lit up like a little boy’s at Christmas. “Well, I guess we could…”

She laughed at the eager expression on his face. “Oh, my little horn dog. Come here.”

Roger crawled onto the bed. His cock was pulsing, and he felt her boobs. “Can I?”

“Of course, honey. What’s mine is yours.”

He kissed her boobs. He looked up. “Can I…would you mind…”

“You want to suck some milk?”

She felt a little strange, but…this was her Roger. He loved her. He helped her. And it was only milk.

She nodded and he bent his head and began suckling.

She liked his mouth on her, so hot, and it did help to drain the milk from her boobs. She moaned and held his head. The sensation of being suckled…she had never imagined. Her pussy started to heat up.

Roger squeezed her tits and moved his mouth back and forth between them. He sucked her milk like it was a milkshake. It was delicious, heady, and he couldn’t wait to put his penis in her. He moved one hand down to her vagina and began stroking the labia.

“Oh, Roger! I needed this…but I think I’m going to cum too soon!”

Roger redoubled his efforts. She didn’t usually cum fast, so he wanted her really primed when he put his peeny in her.

Suddenly he felt a wave of golden happiness wash over him. It felt so good, and it lasted for about thirty seconds, then he was done.

Meanwhile, his hand was working over time. He wasn’t going to be able to play the piano after this, but he couldn’t before, and who the fuck cared? He was about to get into his wife’s juicy pussy. While he sucked on her massive milk producing jugs. He had never been happier!

Or more turned on!

Amy was grunting now, and her hips were humping his fingers. He had two fingers inside her and was reaming her, penetrating her, and her hips began to lurch.

Quickly, Roger undid his pants and pulled out…it was soft!

“What the fuck?”

Amy opened her eyes, stared through her haze of lust…”Fuck me. Please, Roger…”

“My dick?”

Her hips were gyrating frantically.

“Yes, your dick. Put it in me.”

“But…it…it…” he looked down, into his pants, and saw a huge puddle of cum.

He had gotten so excited the cum had just leaked out of his dick!

No big O! No unbelievable, mind blowing, golden orgasm. He was done.

“It’s soft!” he exclaimed.

“Then use your fingers, but for goodness sake…do me!”

Stunned, his mind a blathering mess, Roger moved his fingers back to her vagina. He had never felt her so wet, and he inserted his fingers and began finger banging her.

It didn’t take long, Amy suddenly thrust her hips into the air, they spasmed, then she closed her hips, his hand trapped in her pussy. She rolled on her side, and he had to move with her. She kept jerking and jerking, and it was obvious that this was the biggest orgasm she had ever had in her life.


PART TWO

Poor Roger, Amy thought. Yet the thought made her giggle. It was so ironic. He had blown his load without the big eruption. No orgasm for him. And he wanted his orgasms so badly.

She was wearing a super duty, industrial strength bra. By the end of the day her back would be hurting, but that was okay. She had the morning to clean the house and do chores, and a couple of months from now she would be rid of the ghastly mountains on her chest.

She puttered through the kitchen, wiping down surfaces, working, and feeling more human than she had for weeks.

She moved a chair over to the fridge and climbed up and started wiping dust off the top. She was still wondering why her breasts had suddenly decided to start growing. Puberty was long past, so…why?

Her hair was dropping down in front of her eyes as she scrubbed a spot, and when she moved her head to get the hair out of her eyes she caught sight of a bit of white. It was in an upper cupboard, one of the ones she couldn’t reach. The door was slightly ajar and…what the heck was it?

She climbed off the chair and moved it to the other side of the fridge. She climbed up on the chair, then knelt on the counter and opened the cupboard all the way.

There was nothing. Then she felt behind the bar between the two doors and…a small bottle of pills fell over. It rolled off the shelf and she managed to catch it with one hand.

She got back on the floor and looked at the bottle. There was no label, and…she got the scary feeling that Roger was taking drugs.

But…no. He didn’t display any of the signs. He was of an even temperament, his eyes were always normal. So what could these pills be?”

She opened the top and looked inside. Pills. Could be anything. No distinguishing marks. just…pills.

She held them over the counter and emptied the bottle. A little piece of paper fell out.

Hey Roger,

get ready to suck!

So they were for Roger. But…what was the meaning…why…?

Roger was gone to work, so she couldn’t ask him. Besides, there was a bit of drawback to asking him. If he was addicted to something she wanted to know before she confronted him.

She got dressed, wore a coat that would hide her breasts a bit, and headed across town.

As a PA she knew, and had access to, all sorts of labs. She pulled up in front of a nondescript brick building. This wasn’t one of the big ones, but she knew the fellow inside, and he was the best.

She walked in and waited for him to notice her.

A WEEK PASSED.

It had been a strange week. Amy felt guilty about not asking Roger about the pills. They had always been honest with each other, and to have a secret like this…

Still, she managed to keep the secret, guilt or not, and she was anxiously awaiting the results of her lab man’s investigation.

She was sitting on a lounge chair in the backyard, sipping wine, and thinking.

Roger was at work, and they still hadn’t made love. Not because of any lack of desire, but because Amy had her period. Getting over the big sickness had been followed by a whammer slammer of a menstrual bleed.

And, she hated to admit it, but she felt so weird withholding from Roger about the pills, and making love with that kind of a secret was really holding her sex drive down.

So she was horny, and Roger hadn’t had sex since the great ‘leak’ his pecker had done, and—

Doot da da doo te doot doot.

She picked up her phone.

“Mrs. Wells?”

“This is she?”

“Hi, Mrs. Wells. This is Barry from Genius Labs. We’ve finished our examination of those pills you brought in. Can you tell me where you got them?”

“They’re not illegal drugs, are they? Like cocaine or something?”

“No. No. They’re not anything like that.”

“What are they?”

“Tell the truth, I’ve never seen anything like them. They are a curious blend of two main chemicals, metoclopramide and domperidone.”

Amy’s mind clicked. Her mouth started to open in shock. She was a PA and knew a lot about drugs.

On the phone Barry was still talking. “These chemicals are used to increase lactation. There are some additives, and—“

“What do they do if a woman takes them?”

“The additives enhance the procedure, or maybe I should say growth. If a human being takes them they will result in that person lactating. A lot. And there may be some breast growth, too.”

Barry said more, and Amy listened in a far off sort of way, but she knew. All the pieces clicked in her mind.

Roger wanted her to have bigger breasts. She thought he had given up on that idea, he hadn’t mentioned anything about it for a while, but now she knew he hadn’t given up.

Little things about his manner, his behavior. Watching over her. Things he said. The way he looked at her.

The way he almost attacked her boobs the previous week, asking to suck them, with the desperation of a man who ran out of water in the desert.

But, most of all, the note.

Get ready to suck.

Somebody had prepared those pills for Roger. And that meant that Roger had ordered those pills, and he had given her one, or more. Roger was why her breasts suddenly tripled in size.

Roger.

Women are considered the more vicious of the species. Hidden under the pink froth and dolls and polite ways, women could lay waste to the world.

If they wanted to.

Suddenly, Amy wanted to.

She had. been betrayed. He had made decisions for her body without talking to her. He had risked her life for his own horniness.

Amy went to the phone and picked it up. She tapped a number.

“Hello?”

Amy began to talk.

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger came home early on a Friday. He was tired of work, and he was getting a little impatient. Except for that one failed attempt at lovemaking he hadn’t been getting any. And this in spite of the fact that Amy had the biggest, most beautiful tits in the world. Smokin’ hot tits, and he wanted them.

Heck, her milk was starting to dry up, and he was afraid her boobs were going to shrink.

He was even thinking about giving her another pill.

“Hello?” he called when he walked into the house.

“Back here!”

He frowned. ‘Back here.’ It seemed like she was even a little cold to him the past week. After all he had done for her, taking care of her while her boobs grew, and seeing that her boobs grew in the first place. Well, he was going to have to have—

Roger stopped. There were a dozen ladies on the patio, sitting in a big circle. One of those stupid LSS women’s clubs things. He put on a smile.

“Hi, ladies.”

“Roger?” Amy was sitting at the far end of the circle of women. “Could you come here?” She was wearing a dress, and her boobs were positively enormous. For once it looked like she was showcasing them, instead of hiding them.

Puzzled, Roger walked amongst the ladies. He felt a little weird, vulnerable, as it were, but he approached his wife.

“Yeah, honey?”

She put a flat sort of smile on her face and held out her hand. In the palm was…the bottle of pills.

Panic ran through him, but he stifled it. “What’s that?”

“I think you know.”

“Well, I don’t.” He frowned, showing his displeasure.

“They were in the cupboards, and they are a designer drug. They increase breast size and cause lactation.”

Roger tried to ignore the eyes staring at him. He kept his attention on Amy.

“Increase breast…and lactation? They must have been what caused your…situation. But how could you have taken them? Did you want to take them?”

His excuse was well thought out, his defense a form of accusation.

Amy ignored his excellent script and said, “Roger, you betrayed me. You gave me a drug that caused me discomfort, maimed my normal shape, and put my life at risk. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“Hey! You’re not putting this on me! I didn’t do anything. If you decided you wanted big boobs and then changed your mind I can’t help it.”

The ladies sitting in a circle were leaning forward, almost predatorily. Amongst them were blondes and brunettes, redheads. All color of eyes. Different hair styles. But their eyes, the look in their eyes…that was the same. They accused.

He stepped back. “What is this? What are you trying to pull?”

“Admit it, Roger. Admit it and I will let you live. I will even let you live here.”

He scoffed. “You’ll let me live?”

“Your fingerprints were on the bottle. It won’t take much to find the person who made these. Admit it, Roger.”

Roger was caught, and he knew the jig was up. So…why not. “Of course I gave you a pill. You needed one. You weren’t even a woman with your flat chest. I needed to bring you around to yourself.”

There, let them smoke on that. He turned and started to walk back into the house.

PHHHT!

“Ow!” Roger felt a pain in his right buttock. He spun and put a hand down there. A dart! He had a fucking dart in his ass!”

He pulled it out and lifted it up.

The ladies were watching him.

“What did you…what did…” Roger slowly crumpled. When he fell one of the ladies put her shiny, black high heel out and his cheek landed on it.

Roger smiled. He was having a pleasant dream. Something with big boobs in it, but he wasn’t sure…he just—

He blinked his eyes open.

He was in his bedroom. Naked. He groaned and tried to sit up. He was so tired. And his chest hurt. Hurt bad. He rubbed his chest and his hand just rubbing over his nipples felt like somebody was trying to gouge them out with a knife.

He managed to sit up.

“Hello, Roger.” He turned his face to the right. His bleary, red-eyed face. A woman was sitting next to the head of the bed. She was a chunky matron type. Hair starting to grey, a little short, fierce green eyes staring at him.

“Who are you?” he stumbled over the words.

“My name is Matthilda. I had heard that the Ladies’ Sissy Society was administering punishment and I came to town to oversee that punishment.”

“What punishment?”

Roger swayed, but forced himself to stay awake.

“Tell me, Roger, if a person does something bad, should he get away with it? Maybe a pat on the shoulder and a ‘Gee, that’s okay.’ Should that happen?”

“I don’t understand?”

“I don’t suppose you would. so let me ask you this: Do you think the punishment should fit the crime?”

“I suppose.” He lurched to his feet. The bathroom was across the room. He needed to pee.

So if a person hits somebody they should be hit in the same fashion.”

He looked at her blearily as he crossed the room. He knew he was naked, but he was also dazed, and things like nudity seemed pretty small potatoes. they had done something to him.

“I suppose.” He yawned, stood in front of the toilet for a second, then gave up. He was too out of balance. He turned and sat down on the toilet. His dick hung between his legs, and it seemed awfully small.

Matthilda followed him, leaned against the door jamb. “And if somebody steals from you then you should take their money away. Let him know how it feels to be violated.”

Roger frowned. Yawned. There seemed to be layers to whatever this bitch was talking about.

“And if somebody murders somebody then society should level punishment by murdering him.”

Roger was wasted. He was swaying on the toilet seat. He heard his piss tinkling in the bowl, and he said, “Lady, what the fuck are you talking about?”

“Roger. What you have done is being done to you.”

“What are you talking about?” But he was falling. He hit the wall and slid down. He heard Matthilda calling for help, then he was back in his dream world, dreaming of big, mountainous boobs. Voluptuous volcano boobs that, when they erupted, erupted thick, sludgy milk. And the milk flowed over him, and he drank, and it was like drinking hundreds of milkshakes at the same time.

Roger awoke, and he was hungry. And his nipples felt like somebody was sticking pins into them. And his chest hurt.

He lay in bed and groaned and rubbed his chest.

His chest was swollen, and memories came to him. This is what had happened to Amy. This was what she had felt.

But why hadn’t she liked it? A woman was supposed to like big, healthy jugs! What was wrong with his wife?

He rolled over, and it felt like his chest shifted after him. He felt again, and realized he had mounds on his chest. Not big mounds, but…tits.

He opened his eyes.

A young girl was sitting in the vanity chair to one side, watching him.

“Who are you?”

The young girl lifted a little walkie talkie thing and spoke into it. “He’s awake.”

“What’s going on?”

He felt so slow in his thinking. If somebody had asked him what two and two was he would have taken a year to answer, and probably would have given the wrong answer.

Amy entered the room. Matthilda, he remembered her talking about crime and punishment or something, was right behind him. “Hello, Roger. Are you hungry?”

“I…what is happening?”

“We gave you the pills. Would you like something to eat?”

He felt the pain in his belly. He was empty. “Yeah.”

Matthilda was watching from the door and she turned and yelled down the hallway. “Yes!”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

The girl in the chair stood up and moved to the side. Amy sat down and said, “Why did you do it to me?”

“Because big boobs are beautiful, and every woman needs them.”

“In your mind, maybe. But in my mind I liked myself just the way I was.”

“But women aren’t really women unless they have big boobs.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“That’s a fact! Everything in society supports me! You look at advertisements. Movies. Clothes. A woman isn’t a real woman unless she has big, old honkers.

There was a sound from the doorway, it sounded suspiciously like a snort, then Matthilda cleared her throat. “Excuse me.”

Roger looked back at his wife. “I want you to let me go.”

“You’re free to go.You might even make it out of the house before you fall asleep. Remember, Roger, I’ve been through this. I know how you feel.”

Matthilda stepped to the side and another woman, this one a blonde with a happy smile, brought a tray in.

Roger began eating. He was thinking. He had to get away, but to get way he needed strength. There was no way he would let these biddies do this to him.

But, in spite of these thoughts, he fell asleep with a forkful of eggs laying in his mouth.

Amy gently took the fork out and placed it on the tray. She picked up the tray and walked towards the door. Matthilda put her hand on Amy’s arm. “Are you okay?”

Oddly, she was. “I am. I just…”

“Yes?”

“Now that justice is being served, real justice, without male judges and a rigged patriarchal system…I’m okay. But if I hadn’t agreed to this…if I had just sat there and taken it…I wouldn’t be okay.

Matthilda nodded. “Are you going to keep him?”

Amy sighed heavily. “I don’t know. At first you couldn’t have made me keep him. But now…now that he’s learning…I mean, when we get through with him he’s got nobody else. And I do love him. Well, maybe it’s ‘loved,’ but…I don’t know.”

“Take your time. Think it through. If you decide not to keep him we can take him, but we’d rather not. He’s not really deserving, you know.”

“I know. And it galls, but maybe it’s my duty to make sure he is deserving.”

Matthilda patted Amy’s cheek and motioned with movement of her head that she should pass.

On the bed Roger gave a light snore.

Roger awoke periodically. The first couple of times he was dazed and confused, after that he was just sort of loosy goosy happy.

And he was hungry. He had a fever, his body was burning up, but it wasn’t a fever of being sick. It was the fever of his body rebuilding.

He would eat, sometimes a lot, laze around, and pass out for a while.

He was not surprised or shocked, because he had seen Amy go through this same scenario.

When he finally came out of it he was surprised at the mountains on his chest. He went out to the patio and sat for hours and examined himself.

At one point Amy came out, handed him a drink, and sat with him.

“How you doing, Roger?”

“As well as a guy with tits can, I guess.”

She nodded. I should probably let you know that I sold your business.”

He looked at her. I’ve signed your name so many times…you can take me to court, but…” she shrugged.

“Also, I took everything out of our account and put it all in my account.

“What about the house and cars?”

“The house is under both names. If you want your half we can sell and split. You can have your choice of cars.”

The breath went out of him. He was like a blimp deflating. Everything just seemed to keep going…going…but she wasn’t done.

“If you decide you want to stay in the house there are a couple of conditions.”

He looked at her bleakly.

“First, everything goes under my name. Except one car. You can leave whenever you want.

“Second, you will not live like a man anymore.”

“What does that mean?”

She leaned forward. “It means that you’ve got tits. Your body is sort of slender. You tried to make me ‘more woman, so I’m just returning the favor. I’m going to make you a woman, more and more.”

“But what if I don’t want to be a woman?”

“I didn’t want to be a freak, but you decided for me. Now I’m deciding for you.”

Again, a long and soulful sigh, and then Roger said something that Amy didn’t expect.

“I love you.”

She stared at him. For the past month she had hated him so much, and now she had had her revenge, and now…he said that. It jerked some strings deep inside her and she found herself giving an involuntary gasp.

A WEEK PASSED.

What Amy had neglected to tell Roger was who she had sold the business to. He was surprised to find out that she had merely sold it to herself.

He wondered about the laws. And he wondered whether he could sue her and win alimony, or half of the property back.             

In spite of the fact that when you sue somebody nobody wins but the lawyer, he thought about it. Then discarded the thought.

Living day to day with a pair of big balloons on his chest was changing him.              Amy left him alone for the most part. she went to work and managed his company. She did well, but she wasn’t all that happy.

After all that had happened, to have him profess his love for her had messed with her head. She went to work just to have something to do. But there was a hollow place inside her.

She missed being a wife, having a husband, being part of a team. And deep inside she knew that having a company wasn’t much in the way of a substitute.

Roger started doing housework for the simple reason that he had nothing else to do. The ladies of the Ladies’ Sissy Society had gone home, the house was dirty, and he would finally just do the dishes. Do the laundry. Do whatever needed doing.

It was the only way to keep his mind off his situation.

As the weeks passed he began to enjoy the feel of his breasts. They became a part of him, and he liked how they swayed when he turned, how they jiggled if he walked too fast.

One day he opened his underwear drawer and found that his underwear had ben replaced. He was already wearing a bra, a good, sturdy bra, all the time. So wearing panties were no big deal.

One day found a bottle of Nair on the sink in his bathroom.

His bathroom. He no longer slept in the big bedroom, but down the hall.

He picked up the bottle of Nair and considered it, then used it.

It was a strange feeling to be hairless. One would think that hair is like like antennae, feeling things. But his skin felt a lot more without hair. As if the hair had been holding sensations away from his skin.

One day he found a pair of nylons and some high heels on his bed.

He tried them on and was amazed. He immediately fell in love with being higher and having sexy stems.

Of course he was clumsy, but as he watched Amy walk in the heels he figured out things. Place the feet on a line, let the heel click, let the hips move.

And different parts of apparel showed up over time. A night robe, a tummy shaper. A chemise.

He liked sleeping in his chemise. And he liked that his hair was getting longer and longer. He began his first attempts at styling.

Amy smiled at his efforts, and she offered some advice, and even showed him how to use curlers.

And he liked cleaning the house in his female clothes.

One day he went to Amy. “Uh, Amy?”

She was eating cereal getting ready for work.

“Can I go to work?”

She blinked.

“For you?”

“Go to work,” she mused, her mind trying to figure out new dynamics. “Why?”

“I like real estate. I know real estate. I can make you money.”

Amy thought about it.

Having him in the office. As a female he might not be so bad. And if he got out of control she. could always fire him. Hmmm.

She called him into the den one night and explained what he would have to do to be accepted as a realtor. She finished her demands and explanations with the advice, “You can always go to work for somebody else, but you’re still going to have to learn make up, and you’re going to have to get rid of your residual maleness and embrace your true femininity.”

“But…I have to do it your way? Isn’t there any other way? Isn’t my attitude sufficiently…female?”

“Clothes don’t make the female, Roger. Only having a pussy and using it make a female.”

Okay, she was exaggerating a bit, but it suited her purposes.

A WEEK PASSED.

And he agreed.

On a Friday she came home from work early. She had stopped off and bought a few things, and now she brought them back to the back bedroom.

“Roger?”

“Coming.”

He knew what was going to happen. He had accepted it. He was cultivating a more submissive frame of mind.

He walked into the room and waited.

Amy laid out clothes on the bed, make up at her vanity, and turned to him.

“Let’s get you sexy.”

Roger showered and used shampoo and conditioner. She helped him style his hair, putting him in larger curlers.

Fresh washed and smelling good, Roger put on the panties and the bra. They were much sexier than anything he had, and they felt wonderful against his sensitive skin.

Amy watched him, pursed her lips, and asked, “You don’t get erections any more.”

“No.”

“Probably the result of too much estrogen in your system.”

“Probably,” he agreed. He didn’t seem to have any emotion about that.

He put on nylons, pulled a skin tight dress over his frame. It was black and gold and went down to his knees. It was hard to walk in the tight dress, but then he wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

He slipped into the shiny, black heels. His red painted toes were visible through the open toed front of the shoes.

He was getting adept at doing his nails, and Amy had even let him do hers. Now he was wearing half inch long ovals. Quite sexy.

She began painting his face by first cleansing it. All trace of dirt left, and she primed him.

Amy was good, and she applied foundation, blush, and did his eyes.

He was quite aware that she was working right next to his eyes with a sharpened pencil.

She painted his lips a bright red, to match his nails, then she took the curls out of his hair and he was almost done.

“Ow!” he said as she pierced first one ear, then the other. She hung silver danglies from the lobes. A string of tiny circles, ovals and squares.

He looked at himself in the mirror and gasped. This was the first time he had ever seen himself as completely en femme, and he was stunned.

He looked like a woman. Not a man, not even a mannish woman. He had never had large hands, and he tried to control his gulping so nobody would notice his Adam’s apple.

“Okay, honey,” it was the first time she had called him that since she had found out about the pills, “Up on the bed while I get ready.”

He got on all fours and watched over his shoulder.

She put on a strap on, then snapped a big dick onto it.

He had felt the nervous sensation of butterflies in his belly for the last hour, now it felt like the butterflies were bats, and they were going crazy.

She smiled at him. Smiled like she used to.

“So when I give you an order at the office I want you to remember who’s in charge.”

She moved up behind him and started putting lube on his ass.

“I will,” he gulped, giving a little shiver.

“I know you will. Because if you don’t then I’m going to be fucking you again and again until you do remember.”

She put lube on her cock, then moved up and touched it to his asshole.

“Honey, I expect you to make me lots of money. And I expect you to keep the house clean and cook meals. Do you understand?”

He nodded, and she inserted her penis into him.

His mouth opened wide and he fell forward.

She went with him, driving her penis deep inside him.

He lay there and felt her sawing in and out of him. And…it was wonderful. The feel of her fucking him, the way she reached around him and grabbed his tits. She knew the women’s perspective, and she knew what a woman wanted.

He began groaning, and he pushed back up on his hands and knees and began moving his ass back towards her.

She smiled and tilted her hips and cork screwed him. She was feeling very sexually satisfied by this, and that was something she hadn’t expected. She thought she was going to have to do this and feel apart from it, but this feeling of power that was overwhelming her, it was very like sex. She even felt that, with a little practice, she might be able to orgasm.

Roger felt the big penis rubbing against his walls. He could feel the the veins twirling against his rim, making him hornier and hornier.

Suddenly he grunted, and froze, and a vast orgasm shook him. He began to shiver, and again he collapsed, and he experienced his first anal orgasm.

Amy was stunned. She had read of prostate orgasms, but to actually have her husband experience one…it made her think.

He didn’t need his dick. She could make sure his estrogen levels were always high, and his dick could be limp.

But…what about her? Was using a dildo on him enough for her?

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was doing well at work. He was also having fun with the secretarial side of his duties. As a boss he had understood them, but he he had never taken the joy in them that he was taking now.

And he enjoyed talking with the other secretaries.

Amy, on the other hand, enjoyed talking with the male sales people. She had a lot more in common with them than with secretaries.

That night they came home. They drove separate cars, but they pulled in about the same time.

Amy went in to look at spread sheets. Roger broke out the vacuum  and the duster and went to work.

Roger fixed dinner and they sat and ate in a companionable silence.

“You know, Roger…”

“Yes?”

“You can sleep in the big room again. If you want.”

“Oh, thank you.”

The truth was he was spending so much time in there now…he was asking for sex almost every night.

“But you’d better keep your regular room, too.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” she frowned. Studied him. “I know your dick doesn’t work, and I know you prefer anal sex. Unfortunately that doesn’t meet my demands.”

“I can use the dildo on you.”

“And you will. But there will be times when I want a real penis. There will be times when I want a real man to make me feel like a real woman.”

“Oh.”

He looked crestfallen.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “But don’t worry, honey. I’ll still always love you.”

Roger stopped sniffling and gave a troubled smile, and he said the thing that all well trained men must say. “Yes, dear.”

END
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 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.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminization and the Milking Table!

Big breasts, lactation and a spanking!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I need bigger tits.”

Mike stared at his wife. Carly was short, only five six, but very statuesque. Her blonde hair was curly down to the ears, then shaggy to the neck. It gave her a Marilyn Monroe style. Her eyes were a blue that never seemed to blink. They blended with the sky. No clouds, of course. Her body was packed. 34 by 24 by 36. And therein was the problem.

“You need bigger tits.” He didn’t ask, just stated the fact rather rhetorically.

Carly had just come in and was carrying a grocery bag. She put the bag on the counter, reched in and pulled out a bag from the pharmacy.

“I need bigger boobs. If I want to nail down this job…they said I had the looks, but I need to have bigger boobs, and I need to lactate.

“You need to lactate.”

She looked at him, and it was apparent that under her stolid statements there was a bit of irritation. “Is there an echo here?”

“I’m sorry, babe, but…you just threw me for a loop. I know I’ve always been after you to get implants, but—“

“Not implants. I need my boobs to get bigger, and they need to produce milk. The president of the company says they like me, that I am perfect for the part, and they’ve even given me two months to build up my boobs.

Mike shook his head in confusion. “Okay, whoa. I know you’re making sense, but you’ve going to have to speak slowly, small words, and bring me up to speed.

“Make me a drink and I’ll explain it to you. I’ll go change while you’re mixing.”

Mike nodded. Carly passed him and headed for the bedroom. He opened the liquor cabinet and got down the Eagle Rare.

Eagle Rare is $100 a bottle. Ads say it has a complex taste of toffee, hints of orange, herbs, honey, leather and oak.

Mike thought it odd that something that tasted like leather would be a plus, but it was good stuff.

He filled two glasses with ice, poured Eagle Rare to the halfway mark, then ruined everything by adding Coke.

He told himself it was to hide the taste of leather, but, really, he just wanted to make a $100 go twice as far.

He had just finished everything when Carly came back into the kitchen.

She was wearing a silk robe and no bra. She was wringing her hands with some kind of skin cream in them. She sat down, tilted the glass, and took a big gulp.

“Fuck,” she whooshed. “That is really worth it.”

Mike smiled and sipped his own drink. He managed to get a big eyeful of Carly’s breasts pushing out against the silk, the nipples were very excited and he wanted to leap over the table and suck them right now.

That was the unfortunate part of their marriage. He loved her more than life itself, but her boobs were…small.

Her upper chest was only 34 inches, and her cups were A. Maybe A+, not even B-.

He had talked to her for years about getting implants.

She had the frame, she was built like a statue…proud and erect and…and she didn’t have the cups.

“Take your eyes off my tits, big boy. You’re about to get your wish.”

“Yes. About these tits…” He raised his eyes.

“Yes. I’ve got a gig lined up. It’s solid, it will last up to five years, with options, and it includes ads, videos, and even personal appearances.”

“I like the sound of that.”

“The problem is they want me to be lactating. I have to be producing milk.”

“What company?”

“The Stork.”

Mike whistled. “That’s like Standard Oil is to the oil industry.

“It’s like Progressive is to insurance. I’d be like the Flo spokesperson. We would be set for life.

“So you have to have a bigger bust and be producing milk.”

“Yep.” She sucked some more booze down her fine throat, then looked at him.

“That means I have to take special hormones that will increase my bust size and cause me to lactate.”

“Uh, I know you’re sort of irritated, but…like that’s my dream.”

“I know, honey. And you know I have never cared about bigger boobs, let alone milk boobs. But for the money, it looks like you’re going to get your wish.”

“Okay, so…I’m happy with what you’re telling me, and I’m not trying to jinx the deal, but don’t they have other women who produce milk?

“Sure. Lots of them. But they don’t have my skin, my features. They aren’t professional models. They don’t know how to act in front of a camera, let alone how to fix make up, change clothes fast, or…or anything.”

Mike sat back and gazed into some far distance. “So my wife is going to be the poster child for bigger and better boobs.”

Carly snorted. “Yep. And if it wasn’t for the money….” She finished off her drink and smacked her glass onto the table for another one.

Mike started mixing.

“And I’m going to need your help.”

He turned, bottle in hand, and grinned. “Is this something I’m going to like?”

Carly nodded. “I need to set up a special gym, including a milking machine for my boobs.”

“Really?”

“Really. The more milk is sucked out of my boobs the more I’ll produce. So I need a milking machine, and you’re handy with tools. I could have the company do it, but…but you’re the best carpenter I know, and you’ll understand what I want. If there’s anything embarrassing we can sort it out with a few words.”

“Well, sure. That sounds like an easy job.”

He thought about all the porn he had watched. Women in special ‘furniture’ with suction pumps pulling milk out of breasts. Sure, he knew exactly what had to be done and how to do it.

“Anything else?”

“Yes. Take me into the bedroom and tell me it’s going to be all right.”

Mike realized that she was actually upset, and he took her in his arms, hugged her, and kissed her and held her.

He whispered. “Think about how happy you’ll make me. Try to be that happy yourself.”

She sniffed, raised her head and kissed him.

He picked her up and, lips still locked, he walked down to the bedroom. He placed her on the bed and she kept sniffing. He slipped out of his clothes and lay next to her. He kissed her tears and held her breasts in his hands.

“Honey, this is the best thing that could have happened. I’ll get the biggest and bestest boobs in the world to play with, and you’ll get rich and famous.

“Me. The milk cow.”

“You know that’s not right.”

He was brushing his lips against hers, and one hand was down between her legs, a finger sliding between her labia and circling her clitoris.

She was still upset, but he was distracting her, which was proven by the fact that she now had his balls in her hands.

“And you’ll still love me?”

He laughed, began massaging her breasts with his hands. “How can you even ask? You know me! I’m the original horn dog. You always catch me staring at tits.”

“But I’m giving up my slim, trim body. I’m going to be squirting milk all over the place, and—“

“And so am I.”

She giggled. “No wonder I love you.”

“Honey, I’m the luckiest man alive. And you just gave me an early Christmas.”

She placed her hands around his neck and pressed her warm lips against his. He could taste her lipstick and her breath was fresh upon his face.

She spread her legs and encouraged him to kneel between them.

He moved between her legs, leaned forward, and she took his penis and rubbed the head of it between her labia.

He groaned as the velvet flesh of her pussy slithered against his cock head.

She fit him into her, raised her hips, and he descended.

His shaft sank into her swiftly and smoothly and she drew in her breath.

He smiled, pressed her down, and she brought her hands up and placed them over his pectorals.

“Tits. I don’t care about ‘em, but…too bad you can’t have the breasts.”

He laughed. “Yes, too bad. I think I’d enjoy them more than you.”

“Definitely.”

She was moving her hips up and down, tilting them, and he felt the rim of her pussy gripping his cock and sliding along the shaft.

She smiled mysteriously and pulled his head down and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to cum pretty quick.”

He pushed up, stared down. “Oh?”

“Yep. I said you should have the boobs, and I felt you get harder, fuck harder.

“Nonsense,” he chuckled.

She kept fucking him, and she started whispering. “Mike has the big, juicy boobs. Mike has mountains on his chest. His nipples are stiff and—

“GAH!” he yelled, and he shot his load.

Carly snickered. “I knew it.

The medicine side of Carly’s procedure wasn’t much. She took a pill once in the morning. Such is the power of modern medicine.

The milking machine was another matter.

Mike put together several plans and discussed them with Carly.

“I don’t like the idea of my body supported, and contorted, tubes will make me sore.”

He adjusted his plans.

“Sitting isn’t an option. If I’m going to sit my boobs will hang and sag.”

Mike adjusted his plans again, and came up with a bench design. Carly could just lay on a table with two holes for her breasts. Hanging straight down wouldn’t make her boobs sag, and she could have a little platform below her face for her iPad, or even a laptop.

Mike set to work.

Materials were inexpensive, but that didn’t matter, the Stork company allowed him a generous amount for materials. They even paid him an hourly rate!

One bonus to this procedure was that the garage was a mess. Several years of boxes, old clothes, furniture and so on filled the garage.

Mike emptied out the right side of the garage and began building the contraption.

He laid out a couple of planks and joined them. He drilled holes for Carly’s breasts. He padded everything until it was more comfortable than a bed.

Carly suggested a hinge at the waist so she could lower her legs every once in a while, assume different position so she wouldn’t get tired of one position.

Then she said something interesting. “Why don’t you make a hole right there.”

He looked at the table, tilted his head, and asked, “Why?”

“So I can pee without getting up and detaching myself from the tubes.”

That wasn’t a bad idea, so Mike made a hole right at the hinge. He attached a pee funnel, which he found on the internet under ‘women standing up to pee,’ and it was perfect.

What was odd was that it was perfect for him, too. He frequently laid down on the table to test it. To check ability to hold body weight, whether the hinge worked easily, and he found that his dick and balls barely fit through the hole.

Carly caught him lying down once and teased him. “You going to give milk, too?”

He laughed it off, but it sure gave him a boner.

Finally, he placed the milking machine on the floor and ran a pair of suction tubes to the breast holes. He had Carly lay down and made sure everything was in the right place.

“Wow, this is pretty comfortable,” Carly murmured through the ring which held her face.

Mike put her iPad on the platform below her face and commented, “All the porn that’s fit to see. Which is all of it.”

“What a pervert,” she laughed.

“You ready to take it for a dry run? I need to see it in operation so I can make adjustments.

Carly smiled. “Ah, you horn dog!”

“Guilty. But I still need to see how it fits.”

“Do you want to lower it to the horizontal.”

He grinned. “Nope.”

Puzzled, for how could she be milked while standing up, Carly took off her clothes. She folded them neatly, and stood next to the milking bench and machine.

“Okay, just lean against the bench here…yes…and grab these handles.”

The handles were at the top of the bench and Carly stood as required and gripped the handles. Her breasts stuck through the breast holes. Her nipples were quite outstanding, and it was obvious that this whole thing was making her hot.

“Okay, see the remote in the holder just above your left hand? Press the button at the top right.”

Carly pressed the button and gave an ‘eek,’ the bench started tilting forward. It went further and further, and Carly found lying quite comfortably, breasts ready for milking.

“If you want to pee you can, the funnel is in place. Just don’t forget to flush the funnel with a gallon water after use, and empty the pee pan on the floor.”

“Wow! This is amazing.”

“Okay, I’m going to turn the machine on and attach the teat cups.

Carly breathed slowly, feeling a bit of moisture down at her junction, as Mike attached the cups to her breasts.

“Oh! Fuck!”

“Is it okay? Does it hurt?”

“It hurts so much I feel like could cum.”

He grinned in relief. “Houston, we have lift off.”

Carly lay there and sighed. She could feel the little pulsings pulling at her nipples. “Oh, man. I can get off on this!”

“Really?” Mike grinned and pulled his zipper down.

“Hey! Wait a minute!”

Mike’s cock was super stiff and ready to go.

“Blow job?” he asked.

He moved forward and Carly opened her mouth.  He slid his dick between her lips and she grunted happily.

When he pulled out she said, “I cant’ move my head, so you’re going to have to fuck my face.”

“I can do that,” and he moved back in and began slowly sliding his cock in and out of her mouth.

For a long minute they moaned and groaned, and Mike pulled back. “Want me to squirt?”

“Not yet. Can you fuck me?”

Mike moved around the table. He separated her legs and crawled up between them. He pushed his cock between her buns and she sighed, then she said, “The pussy, not the asshole!”

“Can’t do it like…wait a minute. The button in the center, the right one. Hit it.”

She did and the table began to bend down at the rear. Mike suddenly slipped into her pussy.

She worked the right and left buttons until she found the most comfortable position, and Mike went to work.

“God! This is good,” he muttered as he pounded into her. “I’ve got maximum penetration, I just need to rotate the whole table so you’re on a V instead of bent over.”

“I thought this was going to be a milking table.”

“So did I, can I help it if it makes a perfect fucking table, too?”

“Ohhh! God!” Carly responded, slowly going out of her mind from this perfect fucking position.

Mike had the world’s biggest smile on his face as he pushed back and forth. His balls were hanging free and they swayed back and forth in a sensual manner.

Meanwhile, the milking machine was pumping away at Carly’s tits. Mike had set the suction at just the right pressure, and it felt like somebody was sucking her nips absolutely perfectly.

“I think I’m gonna cum,” muttered Carly. She was half out of her mind, the world was a lazy haze of sex.

“Excellent. Go for it, then I’ll catch up.”

Carly started slamming her hips down and up. She felt the tsunami rush through her. Normally she wanted to draw back from his cock when she came, but on the table she couldn’t. She was caught at the fold and the orgasm kept swelling and building, and she began to moan loudly.

Mike gave a few hard pumps, and he began to cum. And cum and cum. He was in a great position, leaning slightly against her, and he kept pumping out his seed.

Finally, they were done.

“How do I get the cups off my tits? My arms are up and I can’t get them around to the side.

“Stand the table up and I’ll help.”

As the table went to the vertical Mike went around and turned the machine off. The suction tubes stayed in place, but just barely. When the table was at the vertical Carly was able to reach around and detach the suckers.

“Wow,” her legs were weak as she walked around the device. “I never would have believed. Baby, you are a fucking genius.”

“Yeah,” he acknowledged happily, “I am. But I need to get the table to rotate while in the hinged position, and I need to rewire the…” he went on, making plans and figuring things out.

Carly was taking the pills, and they were working. She wasn’t lactating yet, but Mike swore his hands were filling with more and more boob.

“First size, then, when you’re big enough, you’ll start to lactate.”

“If you say so.” Carly sighed. She was willing, but she didn’t have to like it.

“I’d trade places if I could, baby.”

She laughed. “Lie on the table and say that.”

He laughed, and wanted to, but…he was a guy.

“Well, I’m going to head out to Starpukes for some mud. You want anything?”

“Nah. I have a few more things to think about for your bench.”

She gave him a quick kiss and headed out the door.

Carly headed down the street. She was humming and happy. Big boobs notwithstanding, she was liking her life, and Mike was the catch of all catches.

Of course he was a horn dog, and he did obsess on tits, but…he was a good man.

She pulled through the drive through and gave her order.

She reached the window and the girl glared at her.

Carly blinked. What was this bitch’s problem? Did she wake up on the wrong side of the bad hair day?

The girl held Carly’d order and said, “You’re Carly, right?”

Carly tilted her head, not understanding where this bile was coming from. “Yes.” She drew the word out a bit.

“And you’re married to Mike.”

Now Carly was getting worried. What was going on? “My husband’s name is Mike, yes.”

The girl handed Carly her order, then she held out her hand. In it was a picture. “Ask him when he’s going to take care of our baby.”

The girl flipped the picture at Carly and it went in the window and landed on her lap. The girl slammed the window closed and disappeared.

Carly’s mouth was open in surprise. She looked at the picture. It was a beautiful, little baby. Maybe nine months old. It looked like it was gurgling and cooing.

Carlie looked up, but the window was closed and there was no sign of the girl.

She honked her horn.

Nobody came.

She reached out of the car window and tapped on the order window.

Nothing.

More horn honking.

The guy behind her honked.

Suddenly the window opened. It was the manager of the franchise.

“I don’t know what you said to Jeannie, but she ran out crying. I think you’d better move on.”

Carly tried to say something, but the window closed again, and the manager pointed for her to move on.

Stunned, Carly followed the lane to the parking lot, then to the street.

She was crying, and the world was sort of bleary.

Mike had a baby? By another woman? They had been trying so hard…had he finally grown tired of her and gone off and gotten somebody else pregnant?”

She held the picture in one hand and steered with the other. She kept looking at the baby, and she cried more, and she felt like her life was gone.

What had Mike done?

How could he have betrayed her like that?”

By the time she reached home she was still crying, but she was also enraged. That he would betray her, cheat on her, have a baby with another woman.

Sobbing, she walked into the house.

When Carly had gone for coffee Mike had gone into the garage. He studied the milking table and frowned. He needed to adjust the rollers under the table, and the pee funnel had to be repositioned. Okay, no big deal.

He shifted the rollers, then the pee funnel.

He smiled. All right. He needed to see how it felt.

He took off his clothes to simulate how the table felt to a naked body, stepped up to the table, gripped the hand grips and pressed the button. The motor whined, slipped a gear, whined some more, and suddenly locked into position.

The table was slanted at about 30 degrees from vertical. His hands were caught in the grips, and none of the buttons worked. He pressed every button, forcefully, and the table just stayed in the almost vertical position. His cock was sticking through the pee hole at the hinge and his pectorals were perfectly aligned with the breast holes. But he was stuck. He couldn’t get out.

“Fuck!” he wheezed. He tried to wiggle, to even climb his feet up so he could perch on the hinged edge and get some leverage so he could get his hands out of the grips.

Nothing worked.

Then he heard the sound of Carly’s car stopping in the driveway. He sighed in relief. Good, old Carly. She’d get him out of this.

A few seconds later he heard Carly rampaging through the house, yelling out his name.

He frowned. She sounded upset. She had only gone for coffee. What could have upset her?

“Carly! I’m out here!”

A moment of silence, then he heard her heels tapping angrily across the kitchen floor. She threw the door opened and came out into the garage.

“Hey, honey. I was adjusting the machine and it got stuck. Can you help me out?”

He couldn’t see her. Couldn’t see the expression of hurt and rage on her face.

“Carly? I think the gear is slipping. All you have to do is pull the plug and it should lower by its own weight.

Silence.

“Carly?”

“You son of a bitch!”

His eyes opened wide. She sounded really angry.

“Carly? What is—“

She slapped his ass. She slapped it hard, and she would have hurt her hand it was so hard, but she didn’t use her hand.

“OW!” screamed Mike.

Carly drew back the ping pong paddle she had picked out of the stack of stuff on the other side of garage.

“How dare you!”

SMACK!

“OW! STOP IT!”

“How could you!”

“CARLY! WHAT ARE YOU—“

SMACK!

OW!”

Carly was a strong girl, and she beat his ass like it was a $2 mule. His fanny turned seven shades of red and he cried with pain.

Finally, she threw the paddle down and came around to confront him. She held up the picture of the beautiful baby.

“You couldn’t wait for me to give you one! You had to go make your own!”

“Wait! What is going on? Carly, what is this about!”

Carly stepped over to the washing machine. A pile of dirty clothes was on top of the machine, and she selected a pair of her undies.

Her bottle of boob pills was on a counter and she grabbed those. She unscrewed the cap and grabbed Mike’s nipple with one hand and pinched and twisted as hard as she could.

Mike opened his mouth to scream, and she jammed the little bottle into his mouth, then shook it.

Mike felt the little pellets rolling down his throat. He made sounds, he tried to gag up the pills.

Carly pulled the bottle out, then stuffed her stinky panties into his mouth.

“There! How do you like that!”

“Mmmppphhh!”

The panties were a cork, and he couldn’t spit out the pills. One after another he felt them trickle down his throat. Tears were coming from his eyes. He tried to spit up.

“Let’s see how you like it!”

Carly turned on the milking machine, picked up the two suction cups and jammed them on to his nipples.

Mike was screaming behind the panty gag, but there was nothing he could do.

Then Carly picked up the third suction tube. This was one Mike had been playing with to suck pee out of the pan. He wanted to send the pee right out the garage window and water the roses in the side garden.

Carly jammed the suction tube onto Mike’s cock.

Mike’s cock had been half hard, and going down, but when the pulsator started working, and the machine started sucking on his penis, it went to full girth.

His eyes were wide open and he was trying to scream.

Carly stood in front of him.

“That you would actually screw somebody else, have a baby with somebody else…I can’t believe you!”

She walked around the machine and into the the kitchen. She slammed the door so hard the whole garage shook.

Chunka, chunka, chunka! The milking machine sang its song and sucked on Mike’s boobs and cock.

Mike was in a state of panic. He had swallowed all of her lactation pills! What effect would they have on him?

And his dick, that damned tube was sucking away, and he could feel his skin all stretched out. He was jammed into the tube and…what was that doing to his dick?

Now he pressed the buttons on the table, praying, but still nothing worked. He was leaning forward, unable to push off, his hands caught, chunka chunka his dick and nipples were being sucked.

Tears came out of his eyes.

He tried to wiggle, but he was caught. The suction tube was pulling his cock so hard he was pressed against the table.

Nothing to do.

He cried as the machine worked on him, and he wondered what all those pills were going to do.

Carly started packing. She threw clothes in a suitcase, then she realized that she didn’t have anywhere to go.

And this was half her house.

She sat on the bed and had a good cry.

Finally, she got up and started wandering.

She poured herself some bourbon.

She walked some more.

Every once in a while, when she was near the kitchen, she could hear the sound of the milking machine.

Chunka, chunka, chunka.

She sniffed, and hoped that son of a bitch was enjoying himself.

She had another bourbon.

She thought about the baby Mike had had with another woman. She wondered if he liked fucking her more than he liked fucking his wife.

Thinking about it, the woman at Starpuke’s was a skank. Skinny, and…and…no breasts!

How could he do it? He wanted her to have huge breasts, and then he chases the tail of a woman without breasts.

Men!

What was wrong with men!

She sniffed, poured a third glass of bourbon, and now she was feeling a bit maudlin.

Maybe there was a reason? Maybe Mike had done a friend a favor. Some fellow who couldn’t have children had asked Mike to do him a favor. And Mike, good fellow that he was, had done it.

Maybe Mike wasn’t so bad, after all.

Maybe…maybe she should go and get his side of the story.

Sniffing, quaffing the last of her bourbon, she walked through the kitchen. She put her empty glass in the sink, watched a few dishes, and thought some more.

Yes. She should find out what was going through that son of a bitch’s mind. She should find out why he had given another woman a baby.

Why he had screwed that ugly skank with the flat chest.

She threw a dish towel down and walked to the door to the garage. She gripped the handle, had a few more thoughts, and turned the handle and pushed.

Chunka, chunka, chunka. The machine pulsed away, sucking on his tits.

She giggled at the thought of him with tits.

“Mike?”

He lay against the table, not saying a word.

She walked up behind him. He just lay there and didn’t say a thing.

“I’m willing to hear your side of the story.”

Mike said nothing.

She walked around him, faced him, opened her mouth to speak, then saw what she had done.

His eyes were glazed and he wasn’t really conscious.

His mouth drooled around her filthy panties.

His nipples had been pulled out into the suction tubes until they were big and swollen.

But the tube going to his cock was the worst. She hadn’t realized that it was geared for sucking water out of a pan, and not for milk out of a boob.

The tube was filled with red liquid.

Carly screamed and pulled the plug.


PART TWO

Everything was white. He dreamed he was talking to an angel. On a cloud. On a white bench on that cloud. And the angel was explaining differential mathematics to him, and he so understood what it was all about. God’s plan was manifest and he understood everything.

“Except,” said the angel.

“Except what?” Mike looked into the angel’s serene face, which was suddenly frowning.

“Except…do you hear that noise?”

“What noise?”

“It’s white noise. The universe is white noise, and the purpose of the universal white noise is to obscure your understanding so that you won’t understand God before you die.”

“I’m going to die? I thought I was already dead?”

The angel chuckled. “No. Only your dick is dead.”

“My dick? How did that happen?”

But he knew how it happened. Carly left him on the machine…where was the whiteness of the world going…why could he see…things?

And why was the white noise rising up, making it so he didn’t understand why God wouldn’t let Moses cross the river.

“And Hitler wasn’t crazy. He just didn’t eat enough meat.”

He listened.

“What?” asked a voice.

“What did he say?

“He said Hitler wasn’t crazy, he was just a vegetarian.”

“Mike?”

Mike knew that he was in a bed. A sheet was over him. People were wearing white, like the angel.

“Mike?”

His name became more than white noise and he became a person. Mike. His name was Mike, and he opened his eyes.

Carly started crying. She was holding his arm and sobbing.

“Good morning, Mr. Holstein.”

Mike looked up at the doctor and said, “You’re no angel.”

“Nope. But I have given you a healthy dose of morphine.”

“I’m a drug addict now?”

“I hope not. But you’ve had a rough time of it.

Mike stared at the doctor. He was tall and shaved his head. His eyes were grey and his nose was nice and big and hooked.

“So what’s the haps? Carly? What’s wrong?”

The doctor stood on one side of the bed and Carly cried on the other side.

“First, your penis has been pretty well shredded. The suction device you were attached to was strong and it drew the blood through your penis until your penis sort of burst and…you’ve still got one, but it’s about half the size, has no head to speak of, and…well, that’s your penis.”

“Man, I’m glad you gave me morphine. Could I have some more?”

The doctor handed him a switch. “Press this button when it hurts and you’ll receive morphine through this line right here.” He touched a bag hanging from a pole with a hook.

Mike started pressing hell out of the button. He felt loosy goosy for a moment, then he said, “Aw, that’s just a fake. Make me think it’s shootin’ me full of juice, but it’s not.”

“No, it is, but we try to limit how much of the drug goes into your system.”

“Oh.” He pressed the button some more.

“We have another problem,” the doctor said.

Carly had crawled half up on the bed now, but the doctor didn’t seem to mind. As long as she wasn’t picking on his pecker it was all right.

“The drugs you swallowed, very intense estrogen, very concentrated. The good news is that you won’t be getting an erection for a while.”

“This is a good thing?”

“Yes. Your penis, until it is sufficiently repaired, needs rest.”

“And the bad thing?”

“We don’t know how long until you will be able to get an erection.” He paused. “If at all.”

Mike thought about it. It was pretty easy thinking through the haze of drugs, but then he was still close to the perfection of angelic explanations.

“So I have a half a dick which might, or might not, get hard again. Anything else?” Mike pressed the button and wished there was a dread poison in the bag next to the bed.

“Well, it looks like you’re going to have breasts. Judging from the amount of estrogen roiling around in you, they might be very sizable.

And Mike said, “Cool.”

It was a week before they discharged Mike, and he rested, and stayed as stoned as possible, and had a few heart to heart talks with Carly.

“So some girl says I had a baby with her and you go off your rocker.”

And that was the calm and understanding Mike.

“You fucking cunt.” That was the uncalm and not very understanding Mike.

“I’m sorry, I saw the picture of the baby, and she knew me…and she knew you. What was I supposed to think?”

“You were supposed to come home and say, “Gee, dear, a funny thing happened when I went for coffee this morning.”

But, for the most part, Mike was silent.

He knew there wasn’t much he could do about his situation except just ride it out.

That and look up things like eunuchs and castrati.

Eunuchs were less aggressive and had more empathy with people. They lived longer and were capable of desire, of erections, of orgasm, and even of ejaculation. No sperm in the ejaculate, but…hey, it was something.

Of course he wasn’t a eunuch, he still had his balls. Which meant that he would have sexual desire, but no penis to deliver that desire. Talk about the wet dream that never ends.

Castrati developed finer skin and had more feminine features. They were also superior lovers because their penises had less sensation, so they could last longer.

All of which didn’t make Mike happy. After all, he did still have his testicles. And there weren’t any records of manly benefits without a penis. Or with half a penis.

After a week he was discharged, and Carly drove him home.

“I don’t want to go home.”

“Where do you want to go?”

“Starpukes.”

Carly didn’t want to. She never wanted to taste coffee for the rest of her life. Mike insisted, however, and she parked in front of the store.

Mike got out, moving very gingerly, even using a cane, and walked up to the door.

Carly followed him, feeling about as miserable as a person could feel.

They walked up to the counter and Mike asked, “Which one.”

Carly saw the girl right away. She was at the drive through window. Carly pointed at her.

“Hey!” Mike yelled, and everybody in the store looked at him, including the girl at the window.

And the girl saw Carly and her face twisted into rage.

She came towards the front counter and said, “You!”

The manager came out of the bathroom, saw Carly, and arrowed towards her, a grim look on his face.

The window girl opened her mouth to curse Carly out, the manager put his hand on Carly’s arm, and Mike said, “Have you ever seem me before?”

The window girl was caught between her rage and Mike’s insistence. Irritation battled with rage for a moment, then she snapped, “No.” Her attention turned to Carly, the manager was pulling Carly around.

“I’m Mike.”

The girl looked back at Mike, and rage and irritation was being replaced by confusion.

“What?”

Mike turned to the manager. “Take your hands off my wife!” The rage in Mike’s eyes backed the manager right off. He reached for his cell phone. “I’m calling the police.”

Mike ignored him and turned back to the window girl. “Did I ever fuck you? Did we have a baby?”

The window girl got it. She suddenly turned ashen and whispered. No. Oh…no!”

The manager hit 911, and Mike turned to him.

“I’m going to sue this store for every fucking cent. That includes you and Miss Stupid over there.”

“911, what’s your emergency.”

Mike took Carly’s hand and walked, gingerly, out of the store.

“Uh…no emergency…I’m sorry…it’s a mistake.”

Mike heard no more as he was out the door.

In the car, Carly said, “Mike. I have never been more sorry in all my life. I didn’t know…I didn’t know…” She burst into tears.

Mike looked out the window. He said, “You don’t get to cry. You’re not the victim, you’re not hurt. So shut up with the tears.”

“But…but…”

“Shut up. What’s done is done, and I have to live with it.”

Carly didn’t stop crying, but she managed to get her tears down to a snuffle.

Mike drank a bottle bourbon when he got home. There was only half of the brown liquor left, but he finished it, then he went to sleep.

For the next week he moped. He didn’t talk much. He called a lawyer and talked to him a lot, and proceedings were started against Starpuke’s.

The lawyer explained about embarrassment and humiliation and things like that, but Mike didn’t care.

“I’ve lost my dick and I’m supposed to blush and be embarrassed?”

The lawyer nodded. Point made.

After two weeks he noticed that his chest was getting puffy. His pectorals started to swell and they looked like little tits.

He spent a lot of time on the internet looking into men with tits. He explored gynaecomastia, looked into mastectomies, and frowned.

Sure, he was growing boobs, and he was a man…or was he? At any rate, he wasn’t willing to consider surgical options until the boobs were all grown. After all, he didn’t want to have them cut off, then just having to cut off again. Better let them reach full growth, then consider surgery.

Carly was very silent through this whole period. Her eyes were always red from crying, but she tried not to let him see her crying.

She had ruined her marriage, betrayed her husband, and the only thing she had left was the big paying gig for growing bigger boobs and lactating.

She spent a lot of time on the machine getting her boobs suckled.

Mike would sit in the kitchen, often sucking a little bourbon, and listen to the chunka, chunka, chunka.

And he was getting horny. A penis too small (and still too tender) to grip, and his balls were getting full.

That was actually part of the reason he was drinking. The further away he got from the accident the less he wanted to drink. The more full his balls got the more he wanted to drink.

Chunka, chunka, chunka.

Carly would come in after an hour on the machine. Sometimes she would sit with him, hoping he would talk. Sometimes she passed through the kitchen, holding back the sobs.

But she did notice that, on the third week, his boobs were as big as golf balls.

She was fascinated by them. She wanted to touch them. But she was walking on eggshells around Mike, and scared to talk about anything except what he might bring up.

On the fourth week they were as big as lemons, definite A cups, and when Carly walked through the kitchen he said, “Are you getting milk now?”

She immediately went to the liquor cabinet, poured herself a drink and sat down. He had initiated the conversation, and she felt such relief.

“Little drops. Not much. But you can see my tits are getting bigger.

He could. He pursed his lips and stared at her boobs.

“I was a boob man, once.”

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t apologize because he usually got pissed off. He didn’t like apologies. She supposed that in his own mind he was trying to get past it all.

“Now I’m a boob man myself.”

She opened her mouth, closed it.

He stared at her, an expression of curiosity on his face.

“What’s it like, having your boobs sucked?”

“At first it can be irritating, but it changes into a feeling very similar to masturbation. You get hornier and hornier. You want to get off, and when the milk comes out it is…it feels so good.”

He grunted.

“I need these boobs to grow fast and big so I can get rid of them. I don’t want to get rid of them and still have them grow.”

She said nothing.

“What if I hooked up to the machine?”

She blinked.

“Would it make my boobs grow bigger? And would I produce milk? I took enough pills, and…could I start to lactate?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay.”

They finished their drinks, then he got up and went to bed.

She followed, sliding into the bed very carefully.

Two days later he came out to the garage and watched her on the machine.

“Another month and you’ll be where the Stork company wants.”

“I think so” she answered carefully.

She was almost done with her daily regimen,  and a few minutes later she returned the machine to the vertical and unhooked her boobs.

Mike stared at her nipples. They were swollen with little ring marks around them. They were stiff and excited, and he could see that Carly was breathing in an excited manner.

“Put me on the machine.”

“Okay.” She showed no emotion, made no comment, not one way or the other.

She didn’t really have to put him on the machine, he just stepped up to the machine and grabbed the hand grips. He pressed a button and the milking machine started up.

Carly walked to the front and carefully didn’t look at him as she attached the suckers to his little tits.

She stepped back.

Chunka…chunka…chunka…he groaned.

His nipples extended in the tube, the pulsating membrane went back and forth.

“How do you stand it?” He shivered and moaned again.

She couldn’t stand it. He was immobile, it would take a moment for him to get loose from the machine, so she moved in on him and started kissing him.

His eyes went open. Her eyes were shut and tears leaked out of them.

Her lips felt so good. After a month of no human contact it was a blessing to remember the soft feel of her lips chewing on his.

He began to kiss back.

She cried some more, and then he started crying.

Chunka…chunka…chunka…

After that night he would always go into the garage when she was done and step onto the machine himself.

His boobs started to grow bigger faster. Two weeks later, six weeks after the accident, he was a solid C cup. And getting bigger. And he had his first drops of milk.

Carly was now producing lots of milk. Every session with the machine, which was twice a day, she put out a pint for each boob. She usually poured it down the drain, except when the Stork company wanted a sample for analysis.

They slept together now. Not separate not far apart in the same bed, but touching each other, cuddling, and kissing.

He couldn’t cum, but he wanted that human contact so badly he couldn’t believe it.

Once he had obsessed on boobs. Now he obsessed on her. On feeling her, holding her breasts, kissing her, and, one night, he bent his head to her breasts and drank.

She held his head to her chest and gloried in the love of it all.

He drank and drank, then fell asleep with his head nestled in the valley of her boobs.

At eight weeks, two months after his accident, the Stork company began shooting ads and videos.

It wasn’t difficult, the hours were sometimes long, sometimes short, and the money coming in was wonderful.

“I didn’t know big time stars got paid so much.”

“I’m not a big time star,” she responded. It was late at night and they were cuddling.

“You’ll always be my star.”

She cried, of course.

And he smiled. A bit ruefully, but he was regaining his sense of humor.

Her working left him with a lot of time on his hands.

He had no job, that had gone with the accident, and he had a lawsuit against that company, but that would take time, so her money started coming in just in time.

But, what to do with a long day all by yourself?

He spent longer and longer amounts of time on the milking machine.

He liked it. He liked the gentle sucking of his breasts. He was producing a bit of milk now, not a lot, but any amount is a lot when you’re a man.

His boobs were now D cups, starting to fill out his male chest, which was wider than a female chest.

He ordered bras off of Amazon. He had to wear a bra. To not wear a bra was to sag, and his boobs were getting heavy enough that sagging hurt.

Carly smiled the first time she saw him in a bra.

“What?”

“It’s cute. You’re sort of cute.”

He looked down. “I feel like a horse with a saddle on.”

“That’s because you’re just looking at the support side of things. Let me order you a few bras and you’ll see what I mean.

She did, and he saw. He played with different styles now. He wore half bras, underwire bras, bras with different types of straps and support mechanics.

He started to like wearing a bra.

After all, at heart he was still a boob man.

But, he was still faced with the problem: what does an unemployable man with tits and balls and half a dick do all day?

He cleaned the house, that was no big deal, and he didn’t mind it. It was just light work, after all.

And he watched TV, and rapidly saw that there was almost nothing of value on TV.

One day, watching TV, he was flicking the channels and came across a soft porn movie. One of the old Shannon Tweed movies. Where she showed off her tits, and Mike almost cried from the sharp bout of horniness he experienced.

He went into the computer room and powered up the Mac.

He hadn’t spent much time on the internet, except for looking up things pertinent to his situation, but now he was looking for Shannon Tweed movies.

He watched Indecent Behavior, Scorned, and other movies, and he was feeling…strange.

His heart was pounding, and he was horny, and his little shrub of a cock actually stood up.

He had half a shaft, no head, and just a little pee hole.

He gripped it and tried to stroke, and ended up sobbing with frustration.

He searched out other soft porn movies.

He fell in love with Shauna O’Brien. Sex Files, Platinum Blonde, and others.

And, finally, he called up hard porn.

Hard porn, the stuff of addicts. Full on nudity, strange penetrations, outright…anal sex.

It was like electricity shot through Mike’s body.

He googled, ‘How do I have sex without a penis.’

And about fell out of his chair.

There was everything, from outercourse to ‘muffing’ to…anal sex.

He sat in front of the computer for the rest of the afternoon, not surfing, just thinking.

Could he consider such a thing?

He needed to consider something, his balls felt like they were full, and he was so sensitive down there it was sometimes hard to just walk.

Finally, he went out to the garage, got undressed, and stepped onto the machine. Carly found him there an hour later. His little stub was hard, his tits were double Ds, his eyes were glazed.

She turned off the machine, “Are you all right?”

He stretched, and sighed, and looked at her. “Anal sex.”

She blinked.

Then came the most interesting week of their lives. Not a smash up, like after his accident, but an eye opening, awareness growing series of thoughts and discussions.

“I always thought that only perverts liked anal sex.”

“I heard that if a man took it up the rear he was gay.”

“But it’s a likable alternative…from what I’ve read.”

They began watching porn together, looking for and considering concepts of anal sex.

There were people who had big, huge, horse’s dildos. Sexy women from Germany loved to talk like Hitler while they jammed the big phalluses into the men’s assholes.

There were Lesbians, who who started with regular sized dildos, and graduated to fisting.

O’Pearl was a wonder to watch. Penelope Black Diamond was amazing.

Big dicks, hands, double hands, even feet went into their pussies…and their assholes.

“What do you think?” asked Mike.

“I think we need to look into this.”

“So what kind of dick should we be looking for?”

“We?” She stared at him.

“I don’t believe you’ve had any sex for a while. Want to get back on the horse.”

“Oh, God!” She lurched towards him, hugged him, and their big breasts pressed together.

He ordered an assortment of dildos and butt plugs. Small ones to large. Different materials: plastic, glass, even metal. Different shapes.

He ordered butt plugs with tails. Jeweled plugs, corkscrewy plugs.

Various animal dicks. Pigs, horses, and weird shaped ones  as imagined for monsters.

Carly laughed as the collection grew. Every day she would come home to find another delivery had been made, and another prick was standing on a shelf in the computer room.

That weekend was D day. Or launch day, or whatever. She had three days off, her milk was flowing and her boobs needed sucking, and she was really looking forward to getting porked.

“All right, all aboard!” Mike opened the door wide for Carly. They were both grinning wider than Hyenas on LSD.

Carly had a full set of boobs, and she was ripe for the sucking.

Mike was wearing panties, which were more comfortable than tighty whiteys on his abbreviated cock, and a bra.

They hugged right inside the doorway, and Carly whispered, “You want to put your dick on?

They laughed and headed for the bedroom.

She took a shower, made sure she was hairless, put on a thong and a shelf bra, and make up.

She was gorgeous. She took his breath away, and his little stub stood up.

He pressed his stubbie down and put on a strap on. She wanted a big dick, so he picked out a nine incher, and marveled at how small that made him feel.

But this was for her, so it didn’t matter.

They sashayed into the kitchen, poured some drinks, and headed out for the garage.

The milking table was perfect for what they planned. Carly stepped onto it and it raised halfway, then the front half hinged down.

Mike put the suction tubes on her nipples and she groaned, and then he began to work her.

Milking, butt fucking, or BDSM, the table was perfect.

Mike slapped her ass, spread her legs and poked at her holes without entering. He reached around and groped her boobs. He squeezed hard and big splurt of milk went into the milking machine.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered.

He crawled under the table and kissed her, squeezed her boobs some more. And, finally, he stood behind her with the nine incher sticking out from between his legs.

She sighed, felt the soft plastic pushing at her pussy.

“Tell me how much you love me.”

He pushed his dick in, just the head, and she gasped.

“I love you that much.”

“You need to love me more!”

He shoved another inch into her. Again, she gasped, milk was pouring out of her tits, and she pushed her pussy back at him.

“Come on! Give it to me you asshole!”

“I’m the asshole?” He shoved another inch into her and started working it around.

“Oh, fuck! Don’t make me beg!”

“I like it when you beg.’ Another inch, and she was groaning and pushing her butt back, trying to get more cock.

He ran it all the way in. All nine inches, and his plastic balls bumped her butt.

She gave a little shriek. “Oh…GOD!”

He began to slide it in and out. Her pussy felt the veins on the dick. They rubbed the length of her canal and she moaned.

He held her hips and pushed in, pulled out, rose up, squatted down, moved side to side.

She thrashed on the milking table. Her boobs bounced in the breast holes and surges of milk drained through the plastic tubes.

It had been months since she had had a good cum, and she felt it building right away. She felt that warmth that suffused her groin area, went back to her buttocks, caused her tits to flush with pink color.

“Come on, baby,” crooned Mike. “Go for it. Cum for me.”

It burst through her, her body opened up and every part of her trembled.

Mike could feel her pussy locking on to his cock, holding it as she shivered her way through the massive orgasm.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “Oh, yeah.

She laid on the milking table and came back to planet earth. Mike got a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and they sipped their drinks.

She was contented. She felt like giving up one meow then falling asleep.

“Are you ready to return the favor?” asked Mike.

“Yeah,” she yawned.

He laughed. “Sleepy time. I want you fresh and rest when you do me.”

He helped her off the bed and walked her back through the house.

Carly lay on the bed for a half hour, woke up, stretched, and felt like a million dollars. “All right, honey, lamby pissy poo. Are you ready for the end of the world?”

“I could do with a nuclear explosion or two,” he laughed and jumped on to the bed.

For a moment they wrestled around like two kids laying, tickling each other kissing private parts and making motorboat sounds.

Then Carly pushed him back and stared at him.

“What?”

“I want to make you up.”

“Make me up?”

“Your hair is long, your boobs are so big it makes your waist look small, your skin has been changing and it is so soft…you look more like a woman than a man.”

Then she stopped, and realized what she was saying.

But Mike wasn't upset by anything she had said. He mused, “So I fuck you like a man, and then you fuck me like…you’re the man and I’m…I’m the woman.”

“Do you think we could? I think it would be so hot. Taking the illusion all the way. Do you want to?”

“You really want to?”

“Oh, God! It’s making me wet!”

She pulled him out of bed and sat him at her vanity table.

He had lost most of his body hair over the last couple of months, and his skin was soft. His muscles were weaker, and, of course, he had monster boobs.

She cleaned his face with little sponges, then put primer on.

He stared at the mirror. “My face has changed.”

“That’s fat redistribution,” she murmured, putting on the foundation.

Fat redistribution. Hunh! My face is narrower, but I’ve got higher cheeks. Those pills really did the job.”

“I like it.” Then she froze.

“You like it?” he half turned towards her and gazed at her.

“Yes!” she blurted defiantly. “You look beautiful. I’m no dyke, but…you look softer, feel softer, and I think you’re even more considerate.”

She worked on his eyes while he thought about that. For a second he wanted to make a snide remark, something about chopping off his willy to get him how she liked him, but he held himself back. This wasn’t the time, and, tell the truth, there would never be a time to make crude, little remarks about what had happened to him. It was time to get over that stuff and get on with life.

She painted his lips red and they stared at him in the mirror. “God. If I was a swimming pool I’d be full,” she whispered.

“Hell, I’m more beautiful than you.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” she laughed, and she got out her nail kit.

He watched as she painted his toe nails, then fit fake nails to his fingers. “I’m using real glue here. I don’t want these to come off.”

He said nothing. His balls were so full they hurt, and he felt a surging horniness in side his groin that was worse than anything he had ever felt.

All that juice, and no dick to deliver it. Crap.

Finally, she was done. They stood up and looked at each other, and he actually felt giddy. “This is so weird. Yet I feel…sexy.”

“Baby,” she murmured, “You are blowing my mind. You want to do it here? Or head for the garage?”

“Which is better?” he asked.

“The table. On the table you are spread out and delicious. There’s no way to hide. Besides, I want to spank you a little, try out some butt plugs.”

She led him through the house and into the garage. He stepped onto the table and put his hands through the grips. A whir latter and he was slightly inclined, his round ass bare and his tits hooked up to the milking machine.

He grunted happily as the machine went chunka chunka, and his milk started to flow.

It was a happy, sensuous feeling, having his chest drained, and his whole body began to sing.

Carly went into the house and returned with several plugs. She greased him up and tried various plugs.

She tried metal, and he liked the firmness, but the prostate massager was more fun. She wiggled it around for a while, then pulled it out and put in a fox tail.

“Oh, I like that,” he purred, feeling the long tail brush against the back of his legs.

She slapped his ass.

“Oh!”

Then she picked up a short whip and began whirling it around. Not too hard, just right, it slapped his fanny, his back, the back of his legs. His backside turned red in the most delicious way, then she stopped whipping and screwed the dick she had chosen for him into the socket on the harness.

“Get ready, little boy. You’re about to meet big boy.”

She applied lubricant to his asshole. It was already pretty juicy from the plugs, but better safe than sorry.

He began to push back against her fingers as she reamed him.

“Fuck,” he whined.

She moved up behind him, and now it was her turn to squeeze his tits, to make his milk flow.

God, it felt good, feeling the milk seep out of his nipples.

And then she placed her cock at his back door.

“Hello, honey,” she bit his ear. “I think I love you.” She thrust forward.

His mouth opened and his eye balls rolled back to show white. He pressed against the milking table and his balls were squashed between the lip of the hole and his body.

“Oh, yeah,” she kissed his neck, his ear, and pressed her cock deeper and deeper into him.

“Oh…oh…fuck!”

It felt so good. It felt better than if he had a cock.

He never wanted it to end.

She fondled his breasts as she fucked him and he felt like a was a rag doll, slamming back and forth between a rock and a hard place. Or a cock and a soft place.

His milk poured out, and he suddenly didn’t ever want to get rid of his tits as long as he lived.

She rammed and jammed, adjusted the table for best access, and rammed and jammed him some more.

He was sobbing with relief. This was sex. This wasn’t the stupid, puny man thing, this was the sexy, blossoming girl thing.

He raised his butt, his hands gripped the grips, he corkscrewed and twisted, and she matched him, met him, and pushed in harder and harder.

He felt it coming, but he didn’t know when he felt it coming. It was just a warm feeling that came out of his groin and radiated through his body. It felt like the backs of his legs were getting gently electrocuted. His tits felt flushed, and then he felt apart from them, and apart from his man pussy, and apart from everything…and the nova hit. His mind went white hot blank. Energy surged through him, blasted through him, left him feeling like he was just a rag.

Then, minutes later, he remembered who he was, and that he was coming down from the greatest orgasm of his life.

“Wha…wha…”

Carly had pulled out of him, was sitting on a box, watching him. She had a huge smile on her face.

“What happened.”

“You, my dear, just had an anal orgasm. I hit your P spot or something, and I have never seen anybody cum so hard in. my life. Look.” She pointed at the floor.

He looked, and there was a huge puddle of cum on the cement floor.

“How did I…I did that?”

“Oh, baby. It just poured out of you. Your man hole locked up so tight it pushed me out., but you just kept cumming and cumming.”

She stood up and helped him off the milking table.

His legs were weak and she helped him over to a chair next to her box so he could sit down.

He sat there, his limbs trembled every once in a while.

“Well, what do you think?” she asked. Her face was very happy and it was obvious that she really got off on his orgasm.

“I think…” he paused, “It’s almost worth losing a dick over.”

And they laughed.

END
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Silithia: The hope of All Women…the Bane of All Men

In this amazing story Grace Mansfield has crafted a true classic.

Silithia is a Gypsy. Small in stature, diseased, looked down upon by the whole world, she yet rises to heights never imagined by man. And now man has to pay the price.

What is the true value of a woman? What are her true abilities? Silithia will show you.


You Drank the Boobs!

He tried to trick his girlfriend

and ended up feminized!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

 Brad opened the door and looked in.

Shelly wasn’t home. Ha! He had beaten her home.

He darted through the door and into the kitchen. He was holding a small sack, and he was very careful with it.

Inside the fridge was a bottle of champagne. He glanced out the kitchen window and saw Shelly’s car pull into the driveway. He had to hurry!

He opened the bottle of champagne and filled two flutes with the alcohol. He opened the sack and took out two vials. One was red and one was blue.

Damn! This had cost him a lot! And he had had to buy both his and hers. But it was going to be worth it.

When Shelly drank her potion her breasts wold grow bigger. She had nice sized boobs already, but Brad always dreamed of bigger. Bigger was better, after all.

Shelly was, unfortunately, resistant to such thought, but she’d find out!

Brad tapped three drops of the red potion into one of the flutes, and three drops of the blue potion into the other. He placed the flutes on the counter, the red on the right and the blue on the left.

He pounded it into his mind, right to Shelly, left to him.

She would get big, beautiful, gigantic boobs, and he would get a hard on that wouldn’t quit!

Red, right, Shelly.

Blue, left, himself.

The door opened in the living room and he looked around in a panic. He needed to hide the potions!

But the kitchen was clean. Nowhere to put them!

Behind the toaster. That was it! He slid the little vials behind the toaster just as Shelly yelled, “Brad!”

Oh, crap! He looked at the flutes.

Red, right, Shelly.

Blue, left, himself.

He poked his head into the living room. “Whatcha need, honey?”

“I forgot the ice cream! Could you run out and get it? It’s in the back seat.”

“Right now?” he tried not to whine.

“It’s going to melt. Come on, babe. Go!”

Brad glanced at the counter.

Red, right, Shelly.

Blue, left, himself.

Crap…crap…crap!

“Okay,” he said, praying that she wouldn’t go into the kitchen.

She wasn’t carrying any groceries, must just be the one item…he trotted past her.

Shelly smiled and put her purse down. She was thirsty and wanted a Coke desperately. She sauntered into the kitchen…and saw the champagne.

How sweet! Brad must have just poured it, the bubbles were rising up at a nice rate.

She picked up one of the flutes and quaffed it. just like that.

Mmm. Good stuff. She placed the empty on the counter, right back in the same place, and sighed.

This was going to be a good night!

She heard the car door shut and raised up on her toes and looked out the window. Brad was on the way back, ice cream under his arm.

Then, a sudden reaction to the champagne, she tottered. Her hand went out and bumped the full glass of champagne that was waiting for Brad.

Fortunately, she had quick reactions, and she managed to catch it before it spilled. She steadied it, and it was now in the place where the first flute had been.

Which left the other one out of place. She moved it over, and now the glasses were switched.

The front door shut and Brad came darting into the kitchen.

“Hey ho!”

His eyes took in the champagne. Good, she had taken the one on the right. His, on the left, was right where it should be.

He bent slightly and opened the freezer door and put the ice cream inside. Then he turned and grabbed his own glass of champagne. “I see you already drank yours.”

“I did, thank you, honey. It was exactly what I needed.”

She hugged him then, and kissed him, and he held the glass and wanted to drink it. Couldn’t she wait a minute before kissing him?

His arm still around her, he tilted his flute, gulped, and smacked his lips. “That is pretty good stuff.”

“Pour some more. I’ll start dinner.”

Brad grinned and shortly they were sipping more champagne.

While she fixed dinner they chatted about their day.

Shelly talked about one of the girls in her office who couldn’t quite figure out the computer system.

Brad ‘uh huhed’ and listened and waited.

He watched Shelly with a fixed eye, trying to act nonchalant whenever she looked at him.

How long did the potion take to work? How long before she felt an itch, or scratched herself, or maybe heated up a little?

How long before she noticed a swelling in her chest?

How long before her boobs suddenly swelled up into perfection?

Unaware of Brad’s mad ponderings, she put a steak in the pan for him, and made herself a salad.

Interestingly, as the meat cook she licked her lips at the odor, and suddenly wished she had cooked two steaks.

Usually she wasn’t much of a meat eater, but that smell, the sizzle…it was driving her crazy.

Brad, on the other hand, coughed a couple of times. He liked steak, and loved the smell, but suddenly he was feeling a little bit queasy.

He figured it must be a reaction from the potion. Fuck, his dick was going to get big and hard any second! Maybe even before Shelly had her reaction.

Well, okay. But he was looking forward to her changing more than himself. After all, his dick was already big.

And, he grinned inwardly, could she really take a supersized dong? He was eight inches hard, and the potion would probably give him a couple of inches. At least!

“I don’t know what we’ll do with her. She doesn’t know the difference between a space key and a delete key. I just don’t see…” Shelly stopped talking for a minute. She had a sudden spell of dizziness, and she was feeling flushed. She put a palm to her forehead.

“Are you all right?” asked Brad. He figured the change was starting.

“I’m okay. Maybe I drank too much too fast.”

“Maybe you didn’t drink enough?” he quipped.

She grabbed the bottle and tilted it and chugged a couple of big gulps.

“Whoa!” Brad stared in fascination.

“Boy, that’s good. But I wish it was beer. Or maybe bourbon.”

Brad was amazed. Shelly was more of a wine spritzer girl.

“Mmm! That steak smells delicious.” She flipped it and the bottom became the top, and it was perfectly cooked. It had exactly the right amount of char.

Brad was leaning against the counter and the bowl of salad Shelly had been working on was right next to him.

“Can I have a bite of your salad?”

“Sure.” Shelly eyed the steak and actually had a bit of drool at the corner of her mouth.

Brad took a fork and began working on the salad.

The salad was delicious. It had all sorts of stuff in it, stuff that he normally wouldn’t have noticed. Little bits of onions and peppers and even bacon bits.

Not thinking, he reached into the fridge and got out the Thousand Islands. He poured a glob onto the salad and kept eating. He was fascinated by the richness of taste. Man, why hadn’t salad ever tasted like this before?

Shelly, meanwhile, was staring at the steak as if hypnotized. She suddenly grabbed a knife and fork and sliced off a small bite. She popped it into her mouth, telling herself it was just a taste test, and her taste buds suddenly swooned. It was like her mouth had just suddenly exploded with a sweet taste of pure energy. She cut off another bite.

Brad was facing the counter, eating, forking more and more, adding more Thousand Islands.

Shelly was facing the other way, standing in front of the stove, and she kept slicing bite after bite.

Suddenly Brad realized, when the bowl was empty, what he had done.

“Oh, damn! Honey, I’m sorry, but I ate your salad. I don’t know what came…”

He was turning around as he spoke, and he suddenly stopped. Shelly was holding the pan and putting the last piece of meat into her mouth.

She froze, and realized what she had done.

They stared at each other, both in a sort of state of shock, and, suddenly…POP!

It was a sound like snapping one’s fingers, and it came from Brad.

“Oh!” He grabbed his right pectoral.

“What was that?” blurted Shelly?

“I don’t know. Something just stung me on my—“

POP!

He grabbed his left pectoral.

“Fuck! That hurt!”

Shelly put the pan down and stepped closer to him. “Brad?”

Brad felt a pressure in his chest. Two pressures, one on each side. His hands were already on his chest, and the skin under his hands was…roiling.

His pectorals felt like they were rippling, pressing out. It was sort of like an upset stomach, except it was in his chest!

And he felt two stiff things under his shirt. His…his nipples!

“Brad?” Shelly was getting alarmed at the look on his face. She moved closer, and realized that he was gripping his chest.

“What’s the matter?”

“It…it hurts?” he groaned.

“What does?”

“My chest!”

“Let me see…”

Suddenly Brad thought about the champagne. She was supposed to drink the red, and he the blue, but…what if… “No!” he yelped.

“But let me see!”

“I’m okay!”

He pushed past her, holding his pectorals with his hands.

She stared in amazement as he ran, hunched over, for the bathroom. She was still holding the frying pan and she tossed it on the counter. It slid across the counter and hit the toaster.

She ran after Brad.

Brad entered the bathroom and closed the door behind him. His chest felt like it was on fire. And it was bulging. And those two, little spikes on his chest felt like they were electrified!

Brad ripped open his shirt, buttons flew into the sink, and he stared.

Under his tee shirt were two large mounds. On top of the mounds were…were…nipples! Big nipples!

It must have been the nipples that made the popping sound. That had started everything, and now he was growing boobs.

But he had drunk the right flute of champagne!

Then he realized that he couldn’t have! Shelly must have switched them! Somehow he had gotten the red potion, and she…had she gotten the blue potion?

But she wasn’t experiencing any effects, so maybe…maybe she was immune, or something! Or maybe she hadn’t drank the potion. Or…

He stared at himself in the mirror, his mind whirling in a thousand different directions, trying to figure things out.

What had happened?

But as he stood there, mind mind frantically flinging about, he could tell that his…his boobs…he might as well call them that…were still growing!

They had been the size of tennis balls when he had first opened his shirt. Now they were the size of baseballs, and the nipples seemed even larger!

And they hurt! Everything hurt!

He pulled his shirt off all the way, then he pulled off his tee shirt.

His boobs were as big as softballs now!

He became aware of the pounding on the bathroom door.

“Brad! Brad!”

He couldn’t let her in! He couldn’t let her see him like this!

“I’m okay!” he yelled. “Don’t come in!”

“Brad! What’s happening? What’s wrong? Should I call a doctor?”

“No! No! I’m okay! I just felt a little sick. It must be the champagne!”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure!”

He wasn’t sure at all. He was panicked. His face was as white as Caspar’s underpants. His eyes were big, round black orbs.

Shelly left the door. She wasn’t making a sound. Good…good. He needed time to figure this out.

He looked at the mirror. The softball size boobs on his chest were even bigger!

In the next room Shelly ran for her vanity table. She found a bobby pin and straightened it out and returned to the bathroom door.

The doorknob was one of those old ones with a single hole in the center on the outside. If somebody locked themselves in one could put the end of a bobby pin in the hole and open the door.

Shelly put the end of the pin in the little hole, felt the little ‘click.’

Inside the bathroom Brad heard something, and he spun around.

Shelly pushed the door open and stopped. And stared. At Brad’s chest.

“You’ve got…what…you…” she fell to her knees.

“Shelly!”

Shelly didn’t pass all the way out, she never lost consciousness. When Brad leaped to her and caught her his boobs loomed right in front of her eyes.

“No!” she screamed and pushed away.

He had tits!

Possibilities screamed through her mind. He was transitioning. He had been a girl all along. He was going to have a baby!

Every possibility, however, was ludicrous, and growing more ludicrous by the second.

He still had an arm around her, though she was shrinking back, and then she reached out and said…”Oh, my God! you’ve got boobs!”

Brad closed his eyes and tears squeezed out.

Shelly touched his nipple and he felt an exquisite charge of sexual electricity run through him.

“Oh, fuck!”

But he was still holding her. He tried to move away, and knew he should let go, but she would fall then.

She touched his other nipples and he groaned. “Oh…God!”

She said, “You’ve got tits.” And there was a growing sense of wonder in her voice.

Finally, he managed to let her down without her falling. Now she was coming towards him, and he backed up until his back touched the toilet.

“Brad?”

“Please,” he sobbed. “Leave me alone!”

“But how did you get tits?”

“I don’t know…I…” and it burst out of him, “I put something in the champagne!”

She was holding one of his boobs with both of her hands now. She needed to use two hands, as his boobs were really getting big. She looked up at him. “The champagne? I don’t understand!”

His face now in his hands, and his hair growing longer, growing over his hands, he sobbed, “I bought two potions. One for men and one for women. The pink one, the one for women, was supposed to make your boobs bigger.”

Suddenly, the craziness of the situation getting to her, Shelly giggled. “You drank the boobs.”

Brad’s hair was getting longer, and softer, and suddenly Shelly noticed his fingernails. They were changing shape, growing thinner and longer. In fact, his fingers, which were pudgy, little, spatulate sausages, were extending, getting long and slender.

“I…I didn’t mean to!” He looked at her, his cheeks wet with tears. “You were supposed to drink the pink.

That was when she got it. “Wait a minute. If you drank a pink solution, then I drank the other solution…what’s supposed to happen to me?”

“You were supposed to get the big boobs!” wailed Brad. The other potion was blue! It was for men!

She grabbed him and shook him, and was aware that he seemed…shrunken. Shorter. Skinnier.

“Ow!” he yelped.

“Never mind that!” she yelled, her voice suddenly louder, growing in power. “I drank the blue. What’s supposed to happen to me?”

That was when Brad got it. His eyes grew wide and his mouth clamped shut. His mouth, with thicker lips, curvier lips that were assuming a more ‘M’ shape.

Shelly rose up and lifted Brad’s arm. His arm was slender, and her fingers, which suddenly felt powerful, closed around and squeezed, and she lifted him up.

“OW!” he batted at her wrist ineffectively.

She shook him. “What’s supposed to happen to me?”

He had to answer. He had to, or she was going to shake the shit out of him. “The blue potion makes the penis bigger.”

His hair was over his ears and down the back of his neck. His eyes were becoming rounder, and the iris’s were bigger. His lashes were growing longer and his nose was pert.

In fact, it was like fat was redistributing all over his body, and his skin was becoming fine pored and soft.

His muscles were but a memory.

She dropped him in frustration, before she lost her cool and slapped him silly.

And if she slapped him silly now it would hurt. Her arms were getting thicker. Her hands were like little mitts, and…she felt…something growing in her panties.

Suddenly she was aware that her clothes, which she liked tight, were almost ready to burst.

She looked down at the sobbing Brad. His clothes were several sizes too large. His jeans were like shopping bags on his legs, and his shirt, except for the two prominent bulges where his pectorals were…had been…were…was like a big bag!

“Fuck! What’s happening?”

Shelly reached down and gripped her skirt. It was a pencil skirt, supposed to be tight around the butt and the knees. Now it was super tight. It was strangling her body!

She fumbled at the button, but her fingers were too big and too uncoordinated. So she just gripped the buttons and ripped them off. That caused the pressure to focus on the zipper, and it came apart.

“Heysoos Xristo!” she yelled, and she began pushing the skirt down.

A big penis was trying to erect in her panties!

It was a monster! It was ten inches! It was red and looked like a rocket trying to take off! It was like a boa constrictor, and as thick as her forearm.

Her forearm…which was now big and bulky.

And her hair was…going back into her scalp! It was shrinking, getting shorter. And it was coarser!

In fact, she had hair all over her body, short, scratchy, itchy hair!

She felt her face. Her jaw was strong. Her teeth felt like she could chomp a stick in two.

And her feet! It was true! She had a huge cock and her feet were equally huge.

On the floor Brad was curled up. His body was short and slender and his hair was down his back. His lips were plump, and he had more color on his face!

“Why! Why!” he cried.

But he knew why.

He knew.

Shelly recovered first, and the reason was simple. Now she was a man, and she had no hormones, and her body was big and strong.

She still had residual female habits, but her body…she could handle disaster better with a sturdy male body.

Brad lay on the floor of the bathroom, sobbing, shattered, suddenly the victim of innumerable hormones.

And while both Brad and Shelly had residual behavior patterns, they also had expected behavior patterns. Brad was now female…and he knew how females were expected to act. Shelly was male, and she knew how males were supposed to act.

Thus, their behavior was a hodge podge of male and female, and their minds were suffering confusions as to how they should act.

Shelly did, however, have the advantage.

She exited the bathroom, staggered to the couch and sat down. She stared around at a world that was suddenly a little smaller to her. She was taller, wider, and the sensation of having muscles that rippled with every motion was…heady.

“Brad. Get out here.”

Not ‘Brad, honey, can you please come here,’ but ‘get your butt out here.’

Male versus female. MVF.

Brad heard the strong voice and struggled up on one arm.

“Brad?”

Brad stood up, and was stunned by being in a world that was suddenly bigger. He was shorter, and so incredibly weak. She had had long fingernails and hair. He looked down at his breasts.

His breasts, that mark of femininity, had stopped growing. But they were huge! Shelly had been C cups. He was triple Fs or something.

And they weighed so much! They sagged and he felt a little pain and hefted them with his hands.

“Brad?”

He walked into the next room and stopped.

Shelly, in a big, strong body, stared at him, then she laughed.

“What…what?”

“You look so…” still having a bit of the female in her she controlled her desire to say ‘stupid.’ Instead, she said, “you look a little silly holding your boobs like that.”

He looked down, then sniffed. And, just like a female, he said, “I’m sorry. I don’t know…” and he didn’t know what he was apologizing for!

“Okay. So you gave us something, some potion. Tell me about it.”

“I don’t…” Brad was caught, no way out, but he tried to walk past Shelly.

She caught his wrist and stopped her. It was easy, male muscles to tender flesh, and Brad found himself halted.

“Let go!” he whined.

“Not until you tell me about the potion.”

She jerked him back and he staggered and one of his hands, the one she was gripping, lost control of his boob.

“Ow!” he yelped as the big bowling ball of flesh sagged.

“Heysoos. You’re big. How do you like it?”

“I don’t. Let me past!”

Shelly’s thick eyebrows dipped. “Where are you so anxious to get to?”

Unable to get past his girlfriend, Brad finally broke. “I want to take the potion, the right one. I want to change back!”

“You’ve got more potion?”

Shelly stood up. Brad was suddenly frightened. She was six inches taller than him, and so wide! And that grip of her hand was like a steel trap.

“Let me go!”

“Not till you tell me where the potion is.”

“It’s behind the toaster.”

Shelly pushed Brad’s body back and strode from the room.

In the kitchen she pulled the toaster out, and there it was: two vials, one of which was broken.

Brad came up behind her and looked around Shelly’s massive arm. “Oh, no!”

Brad stared at the shards of the broken vial. There was liquid drying around the shards. The other bottle was in Shelly’s big paw.

She held it up and looked at it. “Doesn’t look like much.” Her mouth was twisted in a frown.

“Give it to me!” Brad tried to reach past her arm.

Shelly moved the remaining vial out of his reach. “Oh, no you don’t.”

“But I need it! I need to change back. That might change me back!”

Shelly turned to him, “And it might change me back. And I think I’ve got a better call on it than you do.”

“But I can’t stay a girl?”

“What’s so bad about being a girl? I’ve been one for 24 years.”

“But…”

“Besides. You gave this stuff to me against my will. I should be able to change back before you do.”

“But if you take it there might not be enough to change me back!”

“Tough titty, said the kitty. The milk’s gone dry,” Shelly spoke drolly.

She looked around and then got the folding stool out. She got on the top rung of the stool and reached way back in the space on top of the kitchen cabinets. She would be able to retrieve the vial when she wanted to, but Brad, even if he stood on the counter, would have arms to short to reach it.

“What are you doing?”

“Safekeeping,” said Shelly, getting off the folding stool. As she put the stool away she added, “It’s there when I want it.”

“But…you have to…please…”

Shelly grabbed Brad’s arm and pulled him out of the kitchen. She pushed him down on the couch and eyed him. “Okay, bozo butt. Give. Tell me all about that potion.”

Brad didn’t want to. He was frightened, so frightened that he was shivering, and his boobs were shivering right along with him.

“Tell me what, exactly, that stuff was supposed to do to me.”

Brad sniffled, then, “It was supposed to give you bigger boobs.”

“And I’m guessing the other one was to give you a bigger dick.”

Brad sniffled some more and nodded.

Shelly was standing in front of him, bigger, taller, and overwhelming. “I’m guessing, just a guess, mind you, that you wound up with the bigger boobs and I wound up with the dick.”

“I didn’t mean to!” he whined. “I don’t know what happened!”

“What happened, dear ‘boyfriend,’” she snarled out the last word. “Was that I drank the wrong glass, and then you drank what was left, which was the wrong glass. And now you have the tits of a super bimbo and I’ve got the cock of a super stud.”

And that statement, spoken innocently, was a catalyst.

Shelly looked down at the sudden sensation and motion. Her dick was rising up. And rising up. And rising up.

“Whoa!” she said startled at the length and girth of a full erection.

Brad’s mouth opened in shock. Her dick pointed right at his mouth. Big, and swollen and—a bit of her male sense of humor—Shelly tilted her lips and her cock went right into his mouth!

“Ack! Gah!”

But Shelly was giggling and had hold of the back of his head.

“It’s a blow job, honey! How do you like it?”

Brad finally managed to pull back enough to spit out her cock.

“What the fuck!” he screeched in his higher voice.

Shelly couldn’t stop laughing. “Do you remember all the times you tried shit like that on me?”

“Yeah! But I was the man!”

“And now I’m the man. So stop your whining, bitch!”

Rod tried to stand up and move away, but Shelly pushed him back down.

“You’re being a bully!”

“I’m being what you were to me. Besides, we aren’t done talking.”

“But I want to put on some different clothes! These are too big!”

Shelly thought about that. She was barely covered by ripped female clothes. He was swallowed up by baggy, male clothes.

It would feel good to put some clothes on.

“Okay.” She stood back. “Head for the bedroom.”

Brad stood up and walked, a bit sullenly, glancing towards the kitchen and the out of reach vials, towards the bedroom.

Shelly followed him.

Shelly had no problem. Girls sometimes wear pants, even fully male pants and shirts and stuff. She simply selected some jeans and shirts and put them on. She even slipped into a pair of Brad’s athletic shoes. She looked like a man, be it with a rather sizable bulge in his pants.

Actually, that bulge was getting to be a problem. She had trouble zipping up over the thing, and her balls were so tender. Still, a little push and shove and she managed to contain her tool with its ball bearings.

She smiled and looked at the wall mirror. She was tall and big, but the clothes were a good fit and her body had room to breath.

Brad, on the other hand, was having a terrible time.

He found panties, was dubious, but they fit.

The bras, on the other hand, weren’t a good fit.

There is a huge difference between a C cup and a triple F cup.

Shelly was dressed now and sitting on the side of the bed. And grinning.

“Try the shelf bra. The regular bras are going to cut right into your skin. At least with the shelf bra you’ll be supported. You’ll be out front, but…it’ll support you. Sort of.”

Brad put on the shelf bra. He was surprised to find out that he was flexible enough to reach behind himself and fasten the thing.

His boobs were supported, all right, but only barely.

They sat on the ‘shelf’ structure. But if he leaned forward they fell out of the cups, simply folded the material down and hung.

This meant he had to keep his shoulders back and not lean forward.

Shelly laughed and whistled. “Look at those nips!”

He growled at her, which he shouldn’t have because his high voice sounded a little ridiculous.

Then he looked for a pair of pants. The choice here was limited.

Shelly had sweats, nice slacks, lots of skirts and dresses, and one pair of culottes.

“Put on the green dress,” Shelly suggested.

Brad held it up. It was way too short, and it had too much space on top. He hung it up.

Shelly’s eyes narrowed. “You liked seeing me in it, now you wear it.”

“It’s too short! You’ll be able to see my ass. And my…my chest!”

“That’s the point, honey.”

Shelly was aware that just sitting and watching Brad get dressed was causing a reaction down there. She shifted and adjusted. Damn. She shouldn’t have worn underpants. Just let the damn thing hang down her leg.

“Well, I’m not.”

Brad stood up, partly to cow Shelly, partly to let his cock breath a bit.

“I said…the green dress.”

“No!”

“Would you like a spanking?”

Now Brad’s eyes opened wide. “Don’t you…you can’t!”

“I can do what I want.”

“But I never spanked you!”

“No. You were more into the verbal bullying. But, no matter. You gave us the potion, and now you get to live with the consequences.”

“But I don’t want to!”

Shelly simply reached out and grabbed Brad’s arm. He sat on the bed and put her across his lap.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“EEEE!”

Shelly stopped. She suddenly realized just how strong she was. She had just meant to give a little paddling, but her hand was big and meaty, and Brad’s ass was already bruised.

“Oh, shit,” she let go of Brad.

Brad fell off her lap. He cried and touched his ass. Tears were pouring from his eyes.

“Honey, I’m sorry. That was a little too rough.”

Brad just kept crying and crying, and Shelly would have fallen for it, it had been painful, after all, but then she realized what Brad was doing. He was crying for sympathy.

Shelly toughened up and said, “Now, if you don’t want another one, put on the green dress.”

Brad realized his feminine wiles weren’t working as well as he thought they would. He straightened up, still sniffing, and rubbed his ass. “It really did hurt.”

“I know, but I still want to see you in the green dress.”

Brad’s tits had fallen out during his spanking, and he pulled the lip of the shelf bra forward and tucked his boobs in again.

He stepped into the dress and pulled it up.

It was a perfect fit. Well, almost perfect. Brad’s breasts were too big. Fortunately, the dress was looser on the top. Still, his boobs were nearly exposed. He would have to be careful. If he turned to suddenly a boob might pop into view.

Shelly smiled. “Now I see why you liked to see me in it.”

Brad looked at himself in the mirror. Suddenly it wasn’t so bad. He had a spectacular body, and his hair, though uncombed, fell down over his bare shoulders. And his eyes, they really sparkled.

Shelly came up behind him. She put her arms around him, and he felt her big penis pushing up between her buns.

“Hey!” Shelly whirled and pushed Brad away. Which was like pushing on a tank. He just sort of swayed back and didn’t really move.

“What?” Shelly grinned. “You don’t like my dong?”

Brad looked haughty. “Keep it to yourself.”

Shelly frowned. “No worries, boyfriend. Unlike some people, I’m not going to force myself on you.”

But, boy, did she want to. That big hunk of meat in her pants had a mind of its own. It really wanted to get into Brad’s little body.

“Now put on some nylons and high heels, and tell me where you got the potion.”

Brad blinked. Nylons? He always wore socks! But…nylons? Having seen himself in the dress, appreciating himself in female clothes, he started thinking about nylons.

Brad found the nylons in her drawer and rolled them up his sleek legs. It felt really good, like unrolling a condom on his dong.

“I got the stuff at a store on Silverlake.”

“What store?”

“Uh…it’s just past the pizza place, and they sell things like tarot cards and hexes and things.

“Like potions that will change your sex.”

“At first I thought it was a joke. The girl guaranteed me, though, and…”

“And you took a chance.”

“Well, I didn’t think—“

“No. You didn’t. You give me a drug, like a roofie or something, and you think that’s all right.”

Brad whispered, “I’m sorry. I was thinking with the wrong head.”

That made sense to Shelly. He was thinking with his dick. Now that she had a dick, and now that it was wiggling in her pants and was so compulsive and compelling…she actually understood something of what men go through.

“Well, no excuse. And no experiments. We have to go find out what will reverse this stuff.”

Brad said nothing.

“Put on the heels.”

“Why?” He had actually put them on, then taken them off. They were uncomfortable.

“Because we’re going out.”

“But can’t I wear running shoes or something? Or those flat things you call Mary Janes?”

“You wanted to be a girl, so you should experience all the delights a woman experiences. High heels are top of the list.”

“But—“

Shelly growled, in a deep and threatening voice, “A girl looks forward to wearing her high heels. It’s a step towards womanhood. So put your shoes on before I spank you.”

Brad didn’t want to experience her hand again, so he bent over, groaned when his boobs fell out, and slipped his feet into black high heels. Then he straightened up and put his boobs in place.

“How do women wear these things?”

Shelly wasn’t sure if he was referring to the heels or the bra. She just laughed. “Enjoy, honey. Now let’s go.”


PART TWO

 Shelly took Brad’s hand as soon as they left the apartment. It made Brad feel…possessed. Then he realized it wasn’t like he was possessed, it was like he was owned, which made him feel submissive!

Brad tried to take his hand away, but Shelly held on and grinned down at him. “Come on, lover.” Then she frowned. She was finding it hard to walk and haul him with a big, old dick poking around in her pants.

“Don’t pull so hard,” whined Brad.

Shelly eased up, and they crossed the parking lot to her car. Then she shifted towards his Mustang.

“You’re not going to drive my car, are you?”

“Your Miata is too small for this body. Besides, I feel like a little horsepower.”

Brad groaned, but there was nothing he could do about it.

Shelly put him in the passenger seat and closed the door. Then she went to the driver’s side and got in.

It was a high powered Mustang. Big motor. Pipes that sounded like a brace of Harley’s. Zero to sixty in four seconds. Zowie!

Shelly started up the car and pressed the pedal a couple of times.

VROOM! VROOM!

“Hey! Take it easy!”

“Nope.” Shelly hit the gas and went forward, over the curb, and squealed tires all the way down the street.

“Stop it!”

Shelly just grinned. She took the next corner too fast and spun out.

“WHEEE!” she laughed.

Brad, in his smaller, female body, was holding to the seat with white knuckles. He closed his eyes and prayed.

Shelly, however, was just showing off. She still had enough female good sense to realize that being pulled over while in a different body might create some problems.

Gee, officer, I’m sorry, I happen to be in the wrong body! I don’t have any license or anything for this body!

Yeah, right. That would go over like falsies in a nunnery.

Shelly headed down the 210 to Silverlake. She took the Fletcher turn off and turned right at the end of the road. She was checking out businesses. Brad was now not so white knuckled, and he looked, too.

“There it is!” he said, just as she caught sight of it. It was a small, purple building advertising occultish things.

Shelly pulled around and slid up to the curve. Just as she got out of the car a woman stepped out of the entrance and began locking up.

“Oh, wait!”

The woman turned around and smiled. “Done for the day, honey. Open at nine tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry, but we’ve got a real problem here, and only you can help.”

The girl tilted her head slightly. She was a thing woman with small breasts. Her hair was long and straight and black as coal.

“Only me?”

“Yes, you see, my dumb boyfriend,” Shelly thumbed towards Brad, who was standing by the side of the car and trying to look like he wasn’t there, “he bought a couple of potions from you. They, uh…they switched us.”

The girl laughed. “Oh, gosh. He’s one of those guys, eh?”

Brad shriveled down a couple more inches.

“Well, he said he just wanted me to have bigger boobs, but…”

“But you got the wrong potions. It happens so often.”

“But what do we do about it?”

“Well,” She lowered her voice, speaking confidentially, and Brad tried to listen. But he was too far away, and too embarrassed to come closer.

“Just drink one of the potions. Doesn’t matter which,” said the girl.

“Oh, thank you,” Shelly whispered. “I don’t think I’ll tell him. I’m going to have some fun.”

“After what he did, I don’t blame you. Go for it, girl.”

Shelly smiled, and hugged the girl. Hugged like girls hug, even though she was in a big, hulking body.

Shelly returned to the car, and the girl went around the corner of the building to her own car.

“What’d she say?”

“She said you were stupid. There is no cure! You got that! We’re stuck like this for the rest of our lives!”

Brad moved back against the car, leaned on it, couldn’t hold himself up with his own legs.

“You mean…I’m going to be a girl?”

“Well, there is a cure.”

“What?”

“But I’m not going to tell you!”

“Why not?” he begged.

“After what you did? I’ll turn back, but you…you’re gonna be a woman all your life.”

“No! No!”

Around the corner the girl from the shop was smothering a laugh. This was too good.

“Yes! Yes! And you’re going to have to fuck men and have babies and everything! All because you wanted big tits. Well, now you got ‘em, lover. How do you like them?

Shelly reached out and grabbed Brad’s boobs and squeezed them.

Brad felt the shock of humiliation, but he also felt the thrill of having a sexual organ handled. It shot right through his body to his pussy.

While Brad near collapsed, Shelly walked around the car and got in. She started it up. VROOM! VROOM! and rolled down the window.

“You gonna get in? Slut?

Sobbing, broken, Brad opened the door and got in.

Shelly drove down Sunset looking for a bar. She found one. It was the cowboy bar right at the edge of Beverly Hills.

Excellent. Wearing jeans and a flannel shirt she should fit right in.

She glanced at Brad. Wearing a revealing dress with boobs that fell out at the slightest bounce, he would fit right in, too.

“What are we doing here?”

“We’re stopping for a drink, a little fun. Get out.”

Brad didn’t want to, but Shelly rounded the car, opened the door, and pulled him out. There was no way he could resist Shelly’s muscled frame.

Shelly walked towards the entrance, Brad trailing along, looking shrunken and scared.

“Buck up, bozo,” Shelly suggested.

The place was packed. Couple were crowded around tables, the dance floor was filled, and the bucking horse had a long line.

Shelly moved up to the bar and ordered a couple of bourbon and Cokes.

Brad stood behind her, frightened.

She shoved his drink into his hand. “We really need to do your nails.”

Brad looked at his nails as he clutched the glass and lifted it to his mouth.

He guzzled the first drink, and Shelly gave him hers.

He guzzled that one.

Shelly moved back to the bar and ordered two more drinks.

Brad hadn’t figured on the effects of alcohol on his smaller body, and he found himself dizzy.

And some of the fear had abated.

“Hey, baby, what’s your name?”

Brad stared at the big, fat, bearded biker.

She tried to turn away. She looked for Shelly, but Shelly had seen what was happening and she was standing behind a group of guys.

“I’m…I’m with some one.” Brad tried.

The biker was jovial, and he backed off easily enough.

Shelly appeared and handed Brad a glass.

Now Brad knew the effects of alcohol, but he didn’t care. He needed something to stave off the terror he was experiencing. He took the glass and gulped it down. And took the second drink out of Shelly’s hand and guzzled that!

Now he was officially drunk. Now the fear was a memory. He stood, stunned, and looked around.

He was short, skinny (except for the boobs, which seemed to be always getting in his way) and everybody else was a giant.

“Let’s dance, babe.” Grinning, Shelly took him in her arms and whirled him out onto the dance floor.

Brad was dazed, he watched the world turn. He felt Shelly’s big cock pressing against his belly.

It was weird, Shelly was in control of him, being the lead in the dance.

That made Brad clumsy, and he kept bumping into people.

Girls glared at Brad. Guys grinned at him. And a few people studied Shelly, and it was obvious they were thinking about whether they could take him on. And…could they take Brad away from her.

Shelly didn’t mind. As a woman she was the master of polite, and she could talk her way out of anything. Now if she was pure guy…she’d be in trouble.

“I want to go home,” whispered Brad.

“Well, honey. I understand. I didn’t want to take that potion, but sometimes things happen.”

“But I’m sorry I did that. Now I know.”

Shelly grinned. She said, “You know, the girl at the shop said there was one way to reverse the effects of the potion.”

Brad looked up, hope in his eyes.

“The potion, you see, was designed for one night stands. And what’s the purpose of a one night stand?”

Brad was blank. He probably could have figured it out, but he was drunk.

“The purpose of a one night stand is to have sex. Strangers in the night. Two ships passing. A fuck with no recriminations or guilt or anything.”

Brad remained blank.

That was okay with Shelly. She was enjoying this. And she was going to enjoy it more when he finally figured it out.

“So you see, dear Bradley, if you want to change back into a man, you have to have sex.”

Brad blinked and blinked. His long eyelashes went up and down like fans. Behind his beautiful orbs his brain was trying to process.

“I don’t…then…let’s go home and fuck!”

He made the statement even though the thought was distasteful. Even though he couldn’t handle the idea of Shelly, or anybody, putting her penis into his pussy.

“Oh, we don’t have to fuck each other. We can fuck anybody.”

“But…I don’t want…” and it hit him.

Shelly was not intending to fuck him, and he was going to have to pick somebody up and get them to fuck him. Put a big, ugly dick into his pussy. Suck on his big, bountiful boobs. Chew on the nipples. Maybe get down there and eat him out.

Brad was a man inside that frail, big boobed body. He knew what perversions drove men. And now he was really scared.

“Shelly. No. You can’t…let’s go home and…”

Shelly was shaking her head.

“No, Brad, dear. You created this problem, and you’re going to have to solve it. And if one guy doesn’t give you enough semen, then you’re going to have to fuck more than one. You’ll have to fuck as many men as you can until the potion is reversed.”

“But…Shelly…you can’t!”

Shelly just smiled at him. A big, strong smile. A smile of vindication and victory.

“And that said, Brad, dear, I’m going to go get a fuck. If I leave before you do you can take an Uber.

Brad was stuttering now, pleading, but Shelly turned and walked away.

Brad tried to follow her, but he was small and slender, except for his boobs, and the crowd closed up and he was not able to keep up.

Shelly walked through the crowd and up to the second floor. This was where people went to make out, or to just look over the railing at the party.

Brad was turned and twisted. He was drunk, and he wound up in line for the bar.

And he needed a drink. Badly.

He stood in line, dazed, unsure of what he was going to do, and the line moved forward.

Shelly watched the line move, and she giggled. There was still enough woman in her that she giggled instead of guffawed.

She knew that Brad didn’t have any money.

In the darkness a woman sidled up next to him. “Hey, handsome.”

Shelly turned and looked down on a svelte redhead with bright eyes.

“Hey, yourself.”

“You looking for a little company?”

Shelly wasn’t put off or embarrassed. She knew what the woman was. “Actually, I just came her for the free sex.”

The woman moved up against Shelly. “I’ve got the sex. Can you get over the free?”

Shelly kissed her, deeply. She knew how a woman liked to be kissed, and she put her all into it.

“Whoo!” muttered the redhead.

She walked away on unsteady legs. She couldn’t get over the free part.

Shelly looked down at the bar and saw that Brad had reached it. The bartender quickly mixed a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him.

That’s when it struck Brad that he didn’t have any money.

“I…I’m sorry…I don’t have…my purse…”

The barkeep frowned. He looked over at one of the bouncers and raised a hand.

“That’s okay. Put it on my tab.”

The fellow behind Brad was dressed casually. He had a quirky smile. His eyes were dark and he touched Brad on the shoulder gently.

Ownership.

And there was nothing Brad could do about it. He had been paid for. It wasn’t a cold, hard, contract registered paid for, but it was a deal none the less.

The barkeep handed the man his drink and the man turned and guided Brad out of the crowd.

“Thank you,” said Brad.

“That’s okay. Let’s dance.”

Unsure of himself, Brad didn’t panic when the man took him in his arms and moved them around the edge of the dance floor.

Brad sipped, and felt the man. He wasn’t big and beefy, he was more whiplike.

“Haven’t seen you around here,” the man stated. “My name is Bob.”

“Br…Shelly,” Brad said, saying the first female name that came to mind.

“Well, Shelly, my pleasure, and what do you do for a living?”

Brad answered…with Shelly’s data. And he wondered what he was going to do.

The man was smooth. he knew his way around women.

Was he going to try and kiss him?

The idea of putting up with a weenie inside him was too far away fro Brad to deal with.

Yet, too far away or not, it was in the back of Brad’s mind. He was going to have to fuck somebody. Was Bob any different from any other man?

Inside Bob’s arms, Brad tried to figure out what he was supposed to do. How could he get over his natural revulsion and let Bob fuck him?

Upstairs, Shelly watched the couple dance. Well, well. Brad was figuring it out. He already had an admirer…would he actually go through with the fucking?

Suddenly Shelly heard a commotion. It wasn’t large, and it was just a few feet down from him.

“Leave me alone!”

Shelly studied the couple. The man was holding the girl by the wrist, trying to kiss her.

“Pardon me?” Shelly moved up and just stood there.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“You should let her go.”

Shelly was confident that her intervention would work. She was big and strong. It came as a surprise when the fellow let go of the girl’s wrist and uncorked a slobber knocker.

Shelly felt the pain of her nose busting, and her ass hitting the floor.

She stared up in shock, and the girl said, “Come on, Biff. Let’s get out of here.”

Shelly wasn’t knocked out, but she was hurt. She had never played the rough and tumble games men play, and she was totally unprepared for the damage to her nose.

She stood up, wobbled, and felt her nose.

Yep. It was broken, and he was bleeding, and tears were streaming from her eyes.

She staggered to an exit and staggered down the stairs. She held her nose and blood got all over her hand.

People stared at her as she ran to her car. She got in, sobbing, and started the car.

Crying, trying to see through tears, she headed for home.

The kiss, when it happened, was totally unprepared for. Bob simply lowered his face and touched his lips to Brad’s.

Brad froze, and felt the lips, and wanted to run, but…couldn’t.

There was something in this human touch that captivated him.

He was so scared, and then the humiliation of not being able to pay, and the smooth way Bob had rescued her.

Bob waited for Brad to respond, and, finally, Brad did. He moved his lips and felt Bob’s lips. They were hot lips. They were anxious lips.

Maybe Brad would have been frightened then, but he knew what men felt. He knew the drive and the compulsion that drove them.

They were standing in the middle of the dance floor now, and Bob went to work. He kissed, and used his tongue, and his hand was feeling one of Brad’s breasts.

And Brad was loving it!

He loved the taste of Bob’s mouth, and he could feel that big penis growing harder. And the feel of bob’s hand as he felt Brad’s boob, it was electric and heavenly and felt so amazing.

People danced around them, and didn’t mind. A giggle her, a smile there, but it was all appreciation for a couple that had lost their senses.

Then Bob moved, almost lifted Brad with his arm, and walked him off the dance floor.

They went up the stairs, to the landing where Shelly had so recently been knocked down.

Bob moved her back against some drapes, totally in the shadows.

Brad knew he had to do something. He had to fuck Bob. But…what if he just made Bob squirt?

Brad unzipped Bob’s pants and the big penis shot forward.

Brad kissed, he was getting good at this, and stroked Bob’s shaft.

For long minutes the couple made out, and Bob was getting hotter and hotter. Finally, he reached up and pushed down on Brad’s head.

Brad couldn’t resist. He knew this was what women were supposed to do. He bent his knees and the cock brushed against his face.

Oh, fuck!

He took Bob’s cock in his mouth. He worked on the head while stroking the shaft.

Bob started grunting.

Brad worked harder.

Bob started jerking his hips back and forth. He held Brad’s head, and Brad realized that Bob was doing something he himself had done many times. He was face fucking.

And he was so strong that Brad couldn’t resist.

The squirt, when it came, was powerful. It was a splash of semen right into his throat.

Brad swallowed reflexively. His throat worked, and a second squirt went down the tubes.

That was when Brad accepted it. It was just semen. He could do this. He swallowed and swallowed, and Bob kept grunting and squirting semen into his mouth.

Shelly arrived home, and she was still crying. She crossed the parking lot and climbed the stairs. Inside the apartment she went to the sink and started washing her face. Her nose hurt, and there was still a seep of blood. But…she was getting over it.

Then she looked up to where the cabinet where the unbroken bottle of potion was.

She had to get it.

Brad finished swallowing. He wiped his lips and stood up, and a pair of hands grabbed his ass.

“Hey!” he squeaked over the taste of cum.

“Thanks, Bob. We’ll take over now.”

Brad was turned around by a big, heavy man. A fat man with the lard sagging over the belt.

“Hey!”

Then the man kissed him.

Brad was scared, but…this was what he needed. Apparently the blow job wasn’t enough, because he was still in a female body.

Man, just wait. When he changed back he’d teach these guys a lesson!

But for now, the lesson would have to wait. The big man kept kissing Brad, and didn’t care that there was a bit of semen on Brad’s lips.

Then Brad felt hands lifting his dress and pulling down his panties.

“She’s a hot one.”

There were other men there! Hot, horny men! Waiting their turn!

And Brad remembered what Shelly had said, that if one man wasn’t enough he would have to keep fucking.

Then he was lifted into the air, and placed right down on the fat man’s dick!

It was fat, like he was, and she slipped right down.

It didn’t hurt for the simple reason that Brad was hot! He was horny. He was in a strange body with all sorts of sensations, and he had to fuck. He really had to.

The fat man was strong underneath the lard, and he kept lifting Brad and dropping him. The big penis kept opening him up, then pulling almost out, then shoving in again.

Brad gasped.

The fat man pushed him against a wall, held him up there, and bent his head forward.

Brad felt the unique sensation of having his nipples sucked. It was crazy. It was wonderful. He tilted his head back and put his arms over the fat man’s shoulders.

“Damn!” Somebody said. “She really likes it!”

The fat man started grunting, and now Brad felt the splash of seed deep inside him.

Now Brad felt wonderful. He was set on his feet, where he staggered for an instant, then another man moved in.

This one was shorter, but he was strong.

They all were strong!

And all Brad could do was give up. Submit. Let them have their way.

Hands began groping him. Hands on his buns, his breasts.

He was turned, bent over, and fingers felt their way into him. Not his pussy, but his asshole, and it felt so wonderful!

“Let me in there!”

Brad was on a spit. His clothes were half torn off, a dick was up his pussy, another dick was in his mouth.

He loved it.

He was an object of love. All these men wanted to give him their love.

So that was the secret of submission, to give yourself up so that all may partake!

Brad moved, and dicks were replaced, and semen was constantly injected into him. Into his mouth. Into his pussy. Into his asshole.

And the night went on.

Brad staggered up the stairs. It was dawn, and he had been gang banged for hours.

And what was the big deal? Why didn’t all women do this?

He missed the fact that it was the male side of him that loved it, that women had other concerns that he wasn’t used to. Like…diseases, pregnancy, that sort of thing.

He opened the door and stopped.

Shelly was sitting at the kitchen table, waiting for him. Her nose was swollen and she had been holding a handkerchief to it.

“You fucked somebody! But…but why didn’t it work on me?”

She glared at him. “Because the potion was the antidote. Fucking had nothing to do with it!”

“But…you made me, and I fucked…all those guys!”

“Tough titty,” muttered Shelly.

“But…but…” Brad looked at the counter.

The empty potion vial was sitting there.

He ran to it, lifted it up. Not a drop remained.

“Oh, no!”

“That’s right. I’m me, and you’re now stuck as a woman!”

Brad stood, hands on the sink, face down, for a long minute.

Then he suddenly looked up and grinned.

“Yeah!”

END


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


Male Breast Milk!

Lactation and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, no!” She frowned and brushed his chest.

He looked down and saw two damp spots just below his pectoral muscles. He blinked. They were just below his nipples, and it almost looked like his nipples had leaked.

“This is so—“

She turned and scooted towards the ladies’ room.

Jeremy was in Scooter’s, a raucous cowboy type bar. He was a slender fellow with expressive eyes and a soft face. “What the…”

He stared after the girl and touched one of the two wet spots. He tasted it, and…it tasted like milk!

The girl’s name was Addison. She had more curves than a mountain roadmap, and a face that warmed the heart. He watched as her curvaceous butt disappeared into the ladies’ room.

Jeremy had come for a couple of beers and some fun, and had been delighted when he had met Addison. She was more fun than a monkey with a dildo, and pretty darn smart, too.

Jeremy made his way through the dancers and ordered a beer at the bar. He sat facing the ladies’ room and waited.

Two minutes passed, then she appeared.

She stood in the end of the hallway and looked over the bar. She saw Jeremy and smiled a 1000 watt smile.

She moved across the floor towards him. Jeremy quickly ordered another beer for her, and offered it to her when she sat down next to him.

“Whew! I’m glad you didn’t leave,” she said, taking a deep gulp that left a little foam on her sexy upper lip. “I wanted to apologize.”

“No apologies necessary. I just, ah…that was milk?”

She blushed a little and took another gulp. “Yes, I’m lactating. I had pads to absorb the milk, but we were having so much fun I didn’t realize it was time to change them.”

He nodded, grinned disarmingly, and said, “So you have a child?”

She searched his face, didn’t see any judgment or disappointment, and answered. “Nope.”

“Oh, okay.”

He said nothing, it was awkward for a moment, then she giggled.

“I’m part of a research project. We’re trying to induce milk in women who have difficulty lactating, or producing enough milk. I’ve been taking pills to see if we could improve such a situation.”

Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly in surprise. “So you just… what? Take pills?”

“We have different methods for different groups. I initially had a shot. Then I take a pill a day.”

“So how long does it take to produce milk for you.” He spoke a bit haltingly. This wasn’t the normal conversation one had with a beautiful woman.

Interestingly, his cock was really bonered up. The idea of her giving milk while he…made love to her…it was intoxicating.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, I’m fine.”

“You had such a funny look on your face. You looked, I don’t know, dazed?”

“Well, I am surprised.”

“I know, it’s a shock, and I know a lot of men get upset at the idea of a woman lactating. I’m sorry, I’ll leave if—“

“No! No.” He took a deep breath. “I find the idea of a woman lactating very sexy.”

“You do?” She had been getting up, but now she settled back on the stool. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah.” He tried to control his breathing., He gave up on controlling his cock. That guy was gone to the races. “I…well, I think a woman that is making milk is sexy. Is it okay to talk about it? I don’t want to be inappropriate.”

“Are you kidding? It seems all I do is talk about tits with milk in them. I certainly don’t mind talking shop with such a handsome fellow.”

She smiled.

He grinned. And ordered two more beers.

“So, how much milk do you produce in a day?”

She giggled. “It is weird to talk about it, but…about 30 Ounces a day.”

“Wow. That’s almost a quart!”

“And I’ve only been lactating for eight days,” she said proudly. “They figure that my breasts are going to get bigger; they’re hoping I’ll get up to a quart and a half.”

“That’s amazing.” He looked around, almost guiltily, and mumbled, “Look, I know this is weird, and I know you probably think I’m a freak, but do you, uh…think that…”

She cut right through his bumbling. “Would you like to see my breasts.”

He gulped and nodded. “I know…I’m sorry…”

“How about you ply me with liquor, take me home and…” her turn to take a deep breath, “Taste my milk?”

“Are you serious?” he breathed.

“Oh, yes.” She looked around, now it was her looking a bit guilty, or at least a bit shy. “Look, the truth is that I have to be home every three hours to pump my milk. That cuts into my social life. And I get tired of just sitting there watching milk drip. So if you can put up with me being the freak.”

“Oh,” he felt fevered as he reassured her, “You aren’t the weird one.”

“Then get me a little drunk, dance me around a little, and then we’ll go home, and you can milk me.” She hurriedly added. “I’m not feeling like fucking right now, and I apologize, but…God, I want a man’s company.”

“Addison, you’ve got a date.”

For the next hour they chugged beer, danced, and joked shamelessly. Addison being part of a research team, a rather jaded and happy team, knew every milk joke in the world.

“What did the customer say to the cashier who asked if he wanted his milk in a bag?” she asked, then gave the punch line. “Just leave it in the carton, please.”

“Oh,” laughed Jeremy. “That’s udderly hilarious.”

“What should you tell a cow that says she gives almond milk?”

“What?”

“You must be nuts.”

Jeremy laughed so hard he was almost sick. But it wasn’t that the jokes were so funny. It was that he was holding his dream girl. She had large breasts, and they would get larger, and…she gave milk.

Feeling her big boobs pressed against his chest he almost swooned.

Finally, they staggered out to his truck.

“Where’s your car?”

“I Ubered.”

At his truck, he opened the door for her and she placed one foot on the running bar, half turned and inspected him, then leaned forward.

Their lips touched, and it was wonderful. He was heady, and he wanted more, and when she drew back and said, “Whew! He almost yelled ‘yahoo!’ to the stars.

He circled to his side and got in.

They kissed again, and he felt her tit.

“Don’t squeeze honey. Not till we get home.

He could feel her nipple with his palm, and he had never felt anything so special in his life.

He drove up the highway, moving at just the speed limit for cops, making sure he stayed in his lane.

She held his arm. His truck was older and had a bench seat and she scooted right up against him.

He could feel the press of her breasts on his upper arm.

“Have you always been so kinky about titties?”

“Oh, yes,” and he was so sincere she giggled. Then she reached over and felt his cock.

“Whoa. If cocks were boats you’d be a battleship.’

He laughed, and felt proud.

He parked in front of his little house. It was two room, two bath, but the rooms were big, and it had all the amenities. A big kitchen, a modern bathroom, a stereo system that kicked ass.

“Nice,” she murmured, as she walked across the living room and into the bedroom.

He stopped to put on a little Sade, then followed her.

She had her blouse off and was taking the pads out of her milking bra.

He stared, his cock throbbing in his pants, pressing against the denim material, and he knew he was probably doing a little leaking himself.

She sighed and lifted one breast up, then looked at him. “Come here, honey. Give me a little relief.”

He found himself on his knees, his lips pressed against her breast.

The milk was sweet, sticky, and there was so much of it.

She held her breast, then she was holding his head with the other hand. She whispered, “You are such a little baby.”

His eyes flickered up at her and he sucked harder. Her words had caused a surge of heat in him.

He did well, but there is only so much milk a man can drink. She shifted him from side to side, and when he had finally had enough she simply stood up and went to the sink in the kitchen and squirted her milk into the sink.

He stood next to her. “What a waste.” He shook his head. Though he had drunk his fill he was so damned horny.

She picked up on his state. Heck, there was no hiding the bump in his pants.

“Do you want to fuck?”

They were suddenly face to face, him squeezing in so that some of her squirting milk got on him. “Oh, God.”

“I guess that means yes. Well, you’ve made me so horny, it always feels so good to get relief…I guess we should screw. Just let me empty my boobs here.”

Ten minutes passed, and finally her boobs were empty. They didn’t feel so plump now, in fact they were rather slack, but that was fine with Jeremy.

They walked into his bedroom and she pushed him back on the bed. She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down.

He fumbled with his belt and his zipper, then he was standing straight up.

“Do me good, honey,” she said. “It’s been a long time.”

She settled down over him, sighing as his shaft widened her pussy.

He sighed, feeling her give way, and his penis was suddenly engulfed in her soft, moistness.

“Oh,” she said. “You are special.”

He held her hips and looked up at her, and she was like a Goddess to him.

Back and forth she rocked, occasionally squirming to get better traction.

He was in heaven. Her boobs, no bra, swung above him, and he reached for them.

She laughed, then groaned, as he squeezed them.

She already had a bit of milk built up, and he squirted it over his face, lapped at it, and his antics made her laugh.

Then he began to cum, and she felt his penis erupt deep within. It had been a long time, and she moaned as she felt his man splatter on her insides.

Finally, they slept. They were slightly drunk, immensely satisfied, and quite content.

In the early morning she arose early, collected her things, and snuck out of the apartment.

She thought it was just a one time thing, and when he awoke he was afraid that he wouldn’t see her again.

But he would.

Jeremy worked at an auto parts store. He was the second manager, assigned shifts, and had a lot of leeway when it came to taking time off.

That day he went to work and was as happy as he had ever been. Sexually, he was sated. He had found his dream girl.

Of course he didn’t know her phone number, or where she lived, but…he would find out. Somehow he would find out.

But he didn’t care right then. He ordered batteries, helped customers put in windshield wipers, and worked the morning away.

Interestingly, though he had just screwed his heart out, he had an erection. And every time it waned he would remember the night previous and boner up again.

And so the day passed.

And another day.

And Jeremy dreamed of his perfect girl, and couldn’t wait for the weekend. He was sure she would be at the bar again, and he just had to see her.

He just had to.

The weekend came and went. He drank at the bar and waited, but she never showed.

Other girls talked to him, but he wasn’t interested. He only wanted Addison.

And another weekend, and now he was getting desperate. Surely she couldn’t just forget about him. Could she?

The weeks passed, and the months. Always, his dream girl stoked his fantasies, but there was no sign of her.

Then, one day in November, he saw her. He was at the mall, walking and gawking and looking for a present for his nephew. His birthday was coming up and—there she was!

She was standing outside the MAC store, her beautiful lips pursed and her head slightly tilted. Her hair was longer, and when she turned slightly he could see that her boobs were even bigger!

He fast walked through the crowd, almost bumping people over in his hurry to get to here.

“Sorry, excuse me, pardon me…” then he was behind her.

“Addison?”

She turned, and his heart leaped. She was as he remembered, full lips, pale, blue eyes, her blonde hair halfway down her back, and her breasts, her breasts were truly stupendous.

Her face lit up in delight and she hugged him. “Jeremy, I—“ then she drew back and her face had little expression on it. “You never called.”

He bubbled desperately, “But I didn’t have your number! I don’t know where you live! I don’t even know your last name.”

An expression of relief crossed her face and she hugged him again. And he could swear she was rubbing her tits against him.

She leaned back, still in his arms, and giggled. “I see you still have a fetish.” She lightly ground her groin against him.

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

She didn’t talk then, she just led him through the mall, and he stumped along behind her, totally captivated. They crossed the parking lot to her car, a small SUV, then she drove to the roof and to an isolated corner.

She watched him, studied the rapt expression of lust on his face as she undid her blouse and revealed her cleavage.

Now he couldn’t even look at her face, he could only stare as her mounds came into view. He watched as she reached behind herself—which made her boobs thrust forward even more—and undid her bra.

They were gigantic.

“How much milk do you give?”

“Quart and a half.”

He shuddered and his penis dripped inside his pants.

She loved the look on his face. He was so enraptured, so out of control, and it was all for her.

Well, for her boobs.

But that was okay with her.

He reached forward and placed his hands under her mountains. He hefted them, studied them, and his face moved closer and closer.

She watched his throat go up and down as he gulped, and the look in his eyes, it was like he was truly mesmerized.

“Go ahead, honey, drink.”

He placed his mouth over her nipple and sucked, and once again she held him. She sighed as he gave her relief.

“I haven’t made love to anyone since you,” she whispered. “I haven’t wanted to.”

His eyes were closed and he made a sound that could have been anything, but was really a choked up resignation as he gave himself up to her.

The sweet liquid trickled down his throat. She had been milking herself every couple of hours, trying to increase the flow of her milk, and it worked. It seemed like she was always full, and now she finally appreciated that fact.

He made love to her breasts with his mouth, and she felt a warmth flush through her.

The only real attention she got these days, it seemed, was the endless poking and prodding of scientific types as they examined her. She needed his love. She needed to be treated like more than a piece of meat. She needed that human touch.

They stayed in the car for an hour, him snuggling up and feeding, her getting her relief.

She teased him about his boob fetish, and he could only chuckle and admit that she was right.

Then she said, “It’s good that only women have breasts. If you have boobs you’d spend all your time playing with yourself.

He protested: “But I have a dick and I only play with myself a little!”

“Yes, but you and boobs, that would be different.”

He thought about it, and he thought she was right. “I can see myself, hiding in my apartment, just suckling. I would feed myself endlessly, and never see another human.

“They laughed at this odd vision, then she grew sober.

“Jeremy?”

“Yes?”

“What if you could have boobs? Would you really want to?”

He smiled, thinking she was just carrying on the joking.

“I’m serious. If you could have boobs, boobs as big as mine, would you want to?”

He fumbled his words a bit, but he didn’t have to say anything.

“Your cock has been hard this whole time. That’s answer enough.”

“So, what? You’re going to give me some of your magic pills?”

She shook her head, her hair waving back and forth. “Nope. Better. I’m going to sign you up for the program.”

“What? They aren’t going to want to make a male have bobs and…and…give milk!”

“Actually, we’ve been discussing it for months, and it’s on the schedule. They’ve even discussed volunteers, questionnaires, whether they should be paid or not…”

“They would pay me to have boobs?” The thought was sparking in his mind.

“They don’t pay much. You’d still have to work, but…” she lifted her shoulders in a shrug.

“But why would they want me to have boobs?”

“It’s not the boobs they want, but the milk. Are you aware of how serious the world’s food shortage is? And do you know how many people are out of work?”

“But—“

“If we can harness males to provide milk, we can end world hunger. No baby would ever suffer a shortage of breast milk. Milk could be packaged, the way almond milk or oatmeal milk is. And it would be ten times safer! People don’t develop allergies for people.”

“Your company is really…” he trailed off, his imagination running amuck.

He could see a shelf of bottles labeled, ‘Real, live, organic, cage free, human milk!’

And people lining up to buy the tasty stuff.

Then he had a thought, “You’re not into this hucow thing, are you?”

She laughed it off.

But he could see a long barn, men shackled on benches, their boobs hanging down and suction tubes sucking the milk from their breasts.

“That’s science fiction!”

He grinned. “For many it is a fantasy.”

She leaned forward a little, a small grin on her face. “And would you like that?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so. Lactation is fun. Corporate greed is not. There’s no human touch in human greed.”

“You’re right.”

They sat in the car and contemplated their conversation.

She thinking of whether her company would like to experiment on Jeremy. He thinking of how wonderful it would be to experience what Addison was going through.

Pumping milk every day. They could feed each other.

“I’d do it,” he stated in a soft voice.

Another few minutes of contemplation, then: “I’ll ask my bosses. Of course you might not meet their requirements, but it you do…are you sure you’d be happy lugging around a pair of milk sacs like these?” She held her breasts up.

“I’m sure.”

They called him on a Monday morning. Early. Which spoke of their interest in him.

He went down to the company offices that very afternoon.

The company was located on a circular lane that butted up against some deep woods. It was a large building, and behind the building, half in the forest, were several squat buildings.

Jeremy was welcomed in the big building, and interviewed. Addison had told him to speak freely, and he openly discussed his fetish with the two people interviewing him.

He admitted that he had had a boob fetish all his life.

He talked about feeding from Addison—she had told him to talk about that, too—and he rambled on, his eyes taking on a far away look, about what it was like to taste milk. To feel it trickle down his throat.

He tried to hide the big hard on he had all morning. Addison had jacked him the night before, twice, but it did no good. His cock was standing up for what it believed in.

He knew they must have noticed his excitement.

Yet, they seemed receptive. In the end they took him back to the labs, showed him the test tubes and beakers, explained how they tested the nutritional value of the milk, and he watched as several women sat on machines and had their milk pumped.

Addison was one of the women, and she giggled and gave him a thumbs up. The people interviewing him noticed his avid attention and his bursting smile.

And how his pants bulged.

All that week Jeremy worried.

“What if they don’t accept me?”

“Honey, it’s all right. They might not, but…I think they will.”

“And they won’t tell you?”

“I doubt it. But if they did I would call you right on the spot. In fact, I’d call you before they told me.

They laughed at her quip, and he worried some more.

They called him on a Monday morning two weeks later. Would you come in for some tests?

Of course he would, and he showed up promptly on time.

“I’m Terrance Fischer.” The fellow in the lab coat was taller than Jeremy, and had a few muscles under his coat. He smiled and shook Jeremy’s hand.

“So what kind of tests?”

“Just the usual battery of tests. Blood pressure, blood sample. We just have to make sure you’re in grade A health.”

“Triple grade A,” grinned Jeremy.

So Terrance poked him and prodded him, took his samples, and said, “I see no reason to wait. If you sign a few papers we can give you an injection today. After that you simply have to take a pill a day.”

“How long would I have to take the pills?”

“Until you reach optimum size and output, based on your weight, height, and that sort of thing.”

“Okay.”

Jeremy signed a sheaf of papers in the front office. By the time he was done Terrance had his first injection waiting.

“Okay,” Terrance explained. “It’s actually two injections. We inject into the mammary tissue, one for each gland.” He gave a wan smile, “The proposed mammary tissue, I suppose we should say.”

Terrance held up a needle and tapped the syringe with a finger.

Jeremy sat down on a stool and waited.

The needles did hurt a little, more than a normal shot, but it wasn’t bad. Then Terrance patted the injection site with a solution, noted that there was no blood so, unless Jeremy wanted them, there was no need for bandages.

“All righty,” Terrance sounded a bit like the Simpson’s neighbor as he showed his teeth. “Now, growth should start immediately. By this time next week you’ll probably have little golf ball sized boobs. They will get bigger, and you might want to think about different clothes.”

“Different clothes?”

“Yes. It is apparently a drag, according to the females in our program, to undress every couple of hours. Find a shirt that will open easily and provide access.”

“A shirt.”

“Now, you can bind your breasts, but past a certain point that will restrict milk production.”

“Oh.”

“And, I should mention, initial tests on lab animals showed a distinct leakage from the penis.”

Jeremy blinked and opened his mouth, but before he could go on Terrance said, “It turned out to be pre-cum, and there was a distinct upsurge in sexual interest. Taking the different amounts of the formula into consideration, between your body weight and the lab animals body weights, this should not be a problem. But if you do experience some leakage we can always provide you with pads.”

“Pads?”

“Like Depends.”

“Oh.”

Now that the ‘male lactation trial’ had started Jeremy was experiencing some nervousness.

Yes, it was his fantasy fulfilled, but it was also experimenting with his body. No matter how many algorithms were run, no matter how many test animals were experimented on, this was his body.

By this time in their relationship Jeremy was spending much time at Addison’s apartment. He had a lot of clothes there, a toothbrush, and even an Xbox.

“So how’d the first day go?” Addison asked him when he walked in the door.

He grinned, kissed her deeply, and they retired to a couch where he could give her some relief.

“It went good. I signed the papers and they gave me my first shots.”

“Really?” she pressed his head against her boob and grinned.

“Hey,” he laughed. “Don’t drown me!”

She chuckled, her eyes showed she was in deep thought.

“Okay, you’re going to have to get a bra tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Honey, this stuff works fast. You might not lactate for a few days, but you’d better be prepared.”

“But…I’m really going to need a bra?” But he wasn’t really asking, just speaking rhetorically. They hadn’t told him he would need one, but…of course he would.

But, within a couple of days?

The next morning he had bruising around the injection sites. And his flesh was tender around his pectorals. He wasn’t swollen, not at all, but Addison smiled, kissed his nipple gently, and reassured him. “That’s the way it starts honey. By this weekend you’ll be sprouting your wings.”

He nodded. He felt a nervous energy, and he couldn’t wait.

The morning after he felt…puffy. He had to look twice, but it did seem a bit swollen. He stared at himself in the mirror for an hour. He felt his pectorals, and wondered when they would turn into mammaries.

Would his muscle turn into fat?

What was he going to look like?

The next morning he was definitely swollen. Bruising had disappeared, and he groaned when Addison touched him and suckled him. She was very gentle because she knew the slightest touch could turn painful at this stage.

That day she brought home a selection of bras and he tried them on.

Talk about feeling weird! He kept looking at her, and she finally slapped his cheek softly and said, “Don’t worry so much. You’re still a man.”

“But will I be when my boobs are monsters?”

“Monster boobs, monster cock. Monster fuck. That’s what I say. And she went down on him to prove it.

But, she didn’t let him cum.

“Oh, baby. Get me off!” he begged.

The doctors say that being sexually excited helps the growth, that if you cum it stunts the growth. So how big do you want to get?”

“Oh, man,” he muttered. “Talk about being between a rock and a hard place!”

Addison just laughed and edged him some more.

The next morning there was no mistaking it. Swelling had become a definite shape. And his nipples were always hard. As was his penis.

Which pleased Addison no end.

They were laying in bed and she was stroking him, laughing when he got close and she backed off.

“You are evil,” he whined.

“Yup. And you’ve got to start wearing your bra.”

“Oh, no…”

“Oh, yes. This morning, when you go to work, you need to wear that pink one I bought you. It’s more of a training bra. It’ll get you used to bras, and it’s easy to hide under your work shirt.”

She got up and handed him the bra. She helped him put it on.

In the mirror it didn’t alter his shape. It didn’t squash his little lemons, but when he put on his work shirt you couldn’t even tell.

“I’m going to have to tell the people at work,” he mumbled. His face was red and he was experiencing the downside of a man having boobs.

“So tell them.”

“Tell them what?”

She stared at him.

“The company doesn’t want it known what they are doing,” he said.

“Tell them you’re transitioning.”

“But I’m not!”

“You sort of are.”

That shut him up.

He went to work, and he worried, and the day went slowly. finally, his boss called him into the office.

“Jeremy, what’s going on? You look like you lost your best friend.”

“Well, uh…I don’t…uh…” he hemmed and hawed until Reggie, his boss, sighed in exasperation.

“Dude. Just tell me. Whatever it is it can’t be that bad.”

“Well, uh….I don’t…uh…”

Reggie’s eyes narrowed. “Do I have to send you home?”

“No! No! Don’t…I’ll…I’ll tell you.”

Reggie settled back in his worn swivel and waited.

“Well, uh…I’m…uh…”

“JEREMY!”

“I’M TRANSITIONING!”

Jeremy felt like he was outside his body. His hair was standing up, he was blushing, and worst of all, his cock was erect!

“What?”

Jeremy looked down at the floor.

“You’re…like…becoming a dudette?”

Jeremy nodded frantically. Tears were welling in his eyes. The doctors had told him he might experience mood swings, but this was just mortification of the soul.

“Well, wow.”

Jeremy was mute.

“That puts you in a whole new category.”

Jeremy looked up.

“The company has very strict guidelines as to how to deal with people who are…who are…you know?”

Jeremy blinked a bit and shook his head. He didn’t know.

“We don’t have a third bathroom for you to use. I guess you can take your choice. When everybody understands they’ll make sure they don’t bust in on you.”

“What?” Jeremy was confused.

“And we’ll have to talk to our insurance people. Do you need help with your medical bills?”

Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly. This was not going as he had imagined it.

“And corporate is going to want to know. The government might give us a tax break or something. We need to—“

“Reggie?”

“Yeah?”

“That’s it? Bathrooms and…and tax breaks and…and that’s all?”

“What else is there?”

“Don’t you care that I’m not going to be a dude any more?”

“Well, I can’t really discuss things like that.”

“About whether you care?”

“I care, but if I say the wrong thing we open ourselves up for a lawsuit.”

“But…look!” He unbuttoned his shirt and showed his pink training bra.

Reggie looked away quickly. “Please, dude, uh, Jeremy. I don’t want to be accused of sexual harassment.

There was a long space of silence while Reggie considered what steps he was going to have to take to be in compliance with the laws.

Jeremy finally said, “I’m going to have boobs. It shouldn’t stop me from working.

“No problem. Wear whatever you need to wear.”

“Is that all?”

“Sure, unless…unless…is there…I don’t know.”

“Okay. I’ll go back to work.”

Buttoning up his work shirt, Jeremy left the office.


PART TWO

Jeremy wasn’t actually transitioning, of course. He was just growing boobs. But how do you explain something like that to people? Especially if you have signed a non-disclosure agreement?

So, regardless of the actual situation, he was considered by his coworkers, and his friends, as transitioning.

Addison thought it was sort of funny. “You know, you’re a bit of a homophobe, a straight arrow, and now you’re one of…them!

“I am not!” he protested.

“Sissy pants.”

“What!?”

She laughed, came to him, hugged him, and whispered, “I’m just kidding.”

The fact that she was holding his member when she said this went a long way

A week later he was sporting a proud pair of boobs. Not super big, but definitely undergoing a growth spurt.

A bra was a necessity now. And not just any bra. It had to have insertable pads because he was leaking.

He wasn’t really lactating, just dribbling a bit of pre-milk. It was like pre-cum to cum. Thin and watery and a little slimy.

One night he was sitting on the toilet, and took advantage of the moment to change his pads. Addison sauntered by, stopped and leaned against the door frame to watch.

“What?” he asked, slipping the pad into the pocket and adjusting his bra.

“God, are you sexy.”

He actually blushed.

“You’re embarrassed by being sexy?”

“Well, it’s different for guys.”

“How so?”

“Girls are naturally extroverts. Everybody encourages them, right from the start, to dance around and be pretty. Guys are taught to knuckle down, and if anybody calls them pretty it’s…embarrassing.”

“Pretty, pretty, pretty,” she teased. “Jeremy’s a pretty, little girl.”

Jeremy’s face turned a brighter shade of red. “Please, stop that.”

“Even your speech has changed and become more pretty. When you were a manly man you’d just tell me to shut up, now you’re whining like a little bitch.”

He stared at her with an open mouth, and she started guffawing. She could hardly standup she was laughing so hard. “You should have seen your face!”

He looked down, mumbled a grumble, then finished his business and stood up.

He started to rush out of the bathroom but she stepped in his way and stopped him.

“Come on, honey. Get used to it.”

“I don’t want to.” He looked like he was about to cry.

She took his hand and led him into the kitchen. She sat him down and made him a drink. She placed it in front of him and sat down opposite him.

He took a glug, then asked, “What?”

“I think we’re going to have to adjust your thinking.”

“Why?”

“To help you get through this.”

He was silent, took another glug.

“Like it or not, you have some very feminine attributes.”

“Tits.”

“Yes, titties.”

He blushed at her cavalier speech.

“You’re already experiencing looks from people, and I have noticed that you don’t want to go out as much as you did before.”

“I do, too!”

“Prove it. Let’s go out and hop a few bars.”

The look on his face proved her point.

“Sometime in the next couple of weeks we’re going to have to dress you up as a girl. We can style your long hair, put make up on your face, and you will find it very easy to pass as a girl.”

He was aghast. “I can’t do that!”

“So, what? You’ll spend the rest of your days hiding? Do you spend much time on the counter at work? Or do you spend your time in the warehouse?”

He mumbled, “Warehouse.”

“So you don’t go out, you hide in the warehouse, and you don’t think you have a problem.”

“I’ll get over it.” But he wasn’t looking at her.

She leaned forward and pulled his chin so he had to look at her. “No, you won’t. You’ll just hide, but it will be like you’re trying to hide from the boobs on your own chest. The only way you’re getting through this is to face the tiger and move forward.”

He trembled, and he wasn’t convinced, but as the days passed he came to realize that she was right.

Days passed, and he grew bigger. At one point he thought about stopping taking the pills, but he didn’t. But he was getting enormous. He had to wear a super big bra at work, and there was no hiding his condition. Not from workers, not from customers.

He knew people were talking about him, and he walked around in a constant state of mortification. The natural color of his face seemed to be red.

Yet, beyond his inability to handle public scrutiny, he liked it.

Even though wearing a bra was sometimes irritating, he loved it. The feel of being in harness, the growing weight of his mammaries…it turned him on, made him feel, in some odd way, complete.

Like he wasn’t a man, nor a woman, but some superior concoction of both.

Addison loved it. She couldn’t keep her hands off him. Not his boobs, nor his manly package. Which manly package seemed to be in a state of high excitement all the time.

One night, after riding him and playing with his chest, she made the remark, “God, I love you like this.”

Like him, she appreciated that he was the best of both worlds.

“Sometimes I can pretend you’re a lesbian,” she said. “And sometimes you’re just a studly man.

Which statement made him smile, even as it embarrassed him.

Then his milk came in.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted as he squeezed a now large nipple. “It never ends!”

It was the first week of his milk, and a dozen bottles stood on the counter, and there were 24 bottles in the fridge. This first couple of weeks he was supposed to keep exact track of how much milk he produced.

Addison put an arm over his shoulder while he pumped his milk. She watched him fill a bottle, then said, “Maybe you are my little hucow.”

“That’s not funny,” he whined.

She smiled. “It’s okay, honey. I went through the same thing. Heck, I’m still going through it. Hand me that breast pump. I’m going to milk a little early today.”

He handed it to her, and she attached the suction cup and began filling the bottle.

She giggled.

“What?”

“Look at us. Is this the way we’re going to grow old together?”

He opened his mouth to say something, to refute her, but…he couldn’t. He finally just heaved a sigh and said, “Looks like.”

“We’re going to go out next weekend.”

“No!”

“Don’t panic. I’ll fix you up so nobody will re cognize you as a man. It’s going to be fun, and you’ll learn all sorts of things.”

“Like what?” he asked suspiciously.

“Like how to fend off boys. How to get free drinks without putting out. That sort of thing.”

Now he was silent. Fending off boys? That was the scariest thing he had ever heard in his life.

She laughed at the look on his face. “Every girl goes through this, honey. Every girl has to learn these things.”

“But I’m not a girl!”

“Have you looked at your chest lately.”

He had, and he was bigger than Addison. He had a male chest,42 inches, and his boobs had grown enough so that they looked normal for that size chest. His cup size was larger than triple F, and the company had had to order him specially built bras.

“I don’t want to go to a bar,” he whispered.

“Sorry, honey. But we’re going.”

He looked at her. “Or what?”

“Or I’ll hide your breast pumps.”

He blinked. They had talked about that, laughed about it. If they had no breast pumps would their boobs explode?

And here that bit of silliness was rearing its head in real life.

“I’ll think about it.”

He might not have gone to the bar if something hadn’t happened that week at work.

He walked in, punched his card, and went into the warehouse, and found some bigwigs there.

“Here he is,” Reggie said, showing a bit of relief at Jeremy’s presence. “Jere, this is Ms Standish and Mr. Grearson.”

The duo shook hands with Jeremy, who was suddenly in the spotlight and bursting out in red shades.

“We’re from corporate, Jeremy, we came to see how you’re doing.”

“I’m, ah…fine.”

“We notice that you do most of your work in the warehouse. Is there any reason for that?”

“Uh, no. I just, with my transitioning, it’s—“

“None of the customers are bothering you?”

“Oh, no!”

And not any of the workers.”

“No, no. Everybody’s fine.”

They continued grilling him, being very circumspect, and the Ms Standish dropped the bomb. “We, the company, would like to see you balance your time in the warehouse with time at the counter.”

Jeremy’s breath stopped. At the counter? Where everybody could see him?

Jeremy went home that night and was totally flamboozled.

“What’s wrong,” Addison asked, perceiving his emotional state.

“They want me to work on the counter.”

“So?”

“Okay,” he finally admitted. “I’m scared. I’ve been avoiding everybody. You’re right.”

“Okay, two things. First, tell them that you will start working the counter after next weekend.”

He whispered, “After I go out drinking with you.”

“Yep.”

“And the second thing?”

“Tell them that you’ll be wearing a dress.”

She stared at him, challenged him, and he found himself breaking down.

Wear a dress. He was a guy. How could he…but he had to…

He couldn’t talk, not even to whisper, but he did nod his head.

Friday night came, the weekend, and he came home from work to find Addison in the bedroom. She had bought him a dress, some sexy lingerie, and was prepared to make him walk on the wild side.

He was about to saunter down the pink path!

“Okay, honey, first…Nair.”

She handed him a bottle of Nair and he looked at it. Just a simple, little bottle, but it was going to start his transformation.

Well, his transformation had started with his boobs, but this would certainly make it official.

He lathered up, waited the prerequisite time, then hopped into the shower. He watched in fascination as his curlies circled the drain and disappeared.

Addison toweled him off, making extra sure that his peeny was dry, then sat him down at the vanity table.

“First things first, we have to make sure you have a proper set of claws.”

She painted his toenails, then glued on semi-long fingernails and painted them.

He stared at the shiny, red talons, and his cock was harder than ever.

When his nails were dry she handed him his lingerie for the night.

“Here go, honey.”

Jeremy found that working with nails was quite a bit different than just using his fingers. They were longer, and they tended to snag, and he had to figure out the whole ‘using the pad’ thing.

She smiled as she watched him struggle to put on the underthings.

The bra had padding, but it held him up higher. His chest really thrust forward.

He put on a garter belt, then rolled nylons, and she had to help him.

Finally, he pulled up the panties, and, of course, had a huge problem.

“I’m…I’ve got an erection.”

“Yes, you do,” she eyed it lasciviously. She pulled his panties over his dong and laughed at the look on his face.

“You don’t expect me to go out with a boner in my dress?”

She patted his cheek. “Let mama worry about everything.”

The dress was a summer dress, a nice pattern of multicolors, and it tended to hide his boobs. A little. Not much. But…okay, he was enormous.

She went to work on his face then. She cleaned and primed, put on a foundation, bronze and blush, and he watched as his face changed.

She was working on his eyes, shading them, curling his lashes. The little eyeliner pencil scared him, it was so sharp and right next to his eyeballs.

“You’re such a baby,” she said.

“Yeah,” he agreed. His heart was pounding like he had just run a marathon. He was having to concentrate to breath normally.

She painted his lips, and it was like the Rubicon was being crossed. He stared at the mirror. His lips were plump—she had used a plumping agent—and they were shiny and moist looking.

Kissable. Whenever Addison’s lips looked like this he wanted to kiss her. And she always pushed him off, telling him not to muss up her lipstick.

Now he knew.

She brushed his hair, used hairspray.

She put him in high heels, and he was suddenly taller.

She put him in front of the wall mirror and they inspected him.

He turned in front of the mirror.

“Uh…” he murmured. His cock poked the dress out.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that. Let me get dressed first.”

She was dressed in five minutes. It had taken her an hour to get him ready, but only five minutes for herself.

Sheesh!

Dabbing her lipstick on, she lifted his dress. “Hold this,” she handed him the hem.

He held the hem and she pulled down his panties.

He watched in the mirror as she knelt and took him in her mouth.

He was so excited it only took a minute. In that minute he experienced a whole new world.

A woman with a cock being sucked off. Himself experiencing orgasm in a whole new light. And Addison’s red lips moving back and forth while she palpated his balls.

She stood up, smacked her lips and licked the residue of him from around her mouth, then repaired her lipstick.

“Ready to go, honey?”

He nodded and tucked his now limp cock back into his panties.

It was the same bar they had met at. It was filled with people, music, and the smell of beer.

Jeremy was, of course, paralyzed.

Addison had to drag him by the hand through the pack of people. She ordered him a beer, and when they were served she led him to a high table in a corner.

“Drink,” she commanded. “I should have given you a couple of shots before we came, but…drink.”

He was compelled to drink. He was so red-faced and humiliated that he had to drink.

He stared at the lipstick mark he left on the lip of the mug.

Addison giggled. “You are so messed.”

He nodded.

She turned, glanced over the crowd, then waved to a cowboy just leaving the bar.

“Hey! Tommy!”

Tommy was a handsome stud, wide shouldered, wide grinned, and ready to party.

“Hey, girls!” He stood next to the high table. He ogled Addison’s boobs freely, without embarrassment, then turned to Jeremy. “And who is this sweet, young thing?”

“That’s my bestie, Jerry.”

“Well, hey, miss Jerry, how come I haven’t seen you around here before?” And he took Jeremy’s hand and lifted it and pressed his lips to the back.

Jeremy was freaked. He wasn’t recognized, but all the male in him screamed out that this wrong.

Addison waited a moment, hoped that Jeremy would say something, but when he didn’t she filled in the space. “They just released her from the monastery.”

Tommy blinked a slow blink. “A monastery?”

“Oh, yes. She was a wild thing, couldn’t keep her legs closed, so her parents shipped her off to a monastery.”

“A monastery?” repeated Tommy, as if struck dumb.

“Yes. And now she’s trying to remember how to spread her legs again.”

Tommy jerked his head towards Addison. “Wha…” then he snapped his head back to Jeremy. “Really?”

Addison was deliberately putting Jeremy on the spot. He was going to lighten up or else!

“Well, Jerry? Did you learn your lesson at the monastery? Or are you still a bad girl?”

Tommy’s head was swiveling back and forth between the two girls.

Jeremy gulped his beer and said nothing.

“Well?”

Jeremy looked at Addison, pleading.

“Are you going to be a bad girl?”

He shook his head.

“You mean you don’t want Tommy to put his dick in you?”

Tommy’s mind was screeching with all this banter, and he hung on Jeremy’s answer.

“Uh,” Jeremy managed a pitiful squeak: “No.”

“Aw, too bad. No pussy for you, Tommy.”

Tommy was caught between sputtering and laughing. He finally settled on laughter.

They talked then, about this and that, and Jeremy actually managed to add a word or two to the conversation.

When Tommy had left, presumably to find a girl who was more willing to open her legs, Addison leaned over to Jeremy and whispered, “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“I can’t believe you did that.”

Addison placed a hand on his forearm and whispered back. “Honey, that’s boys. They’re going to cluster around us, and you can say just about anything you want and they’ll think you’re a genius…but don’t ever say yes.” She chuckled. “Especially in your condition. I’m about out of beer. You want to go get some more?”

Jeremy shook his head.

“You sure? As soon as I get up some stud is going to come over and want to talk. Among other things.”

“Ah…”

Addison shrugged, stood up and headed for the bar, and, sure enough, within thirty seconds a fellow sashayed up to him. Her. And… “Hey, good looking. I ain’t seed you around here before. How’s a come?”

Utterly panicked inside, Jeremy managed a sickly smile, then murmured, “I don’t know.”

The fellow sat on the high chair that Addison had been sitting on.

“That’s my friend’s.”

“And who is your friend?”

Jeremy realized the fellow was being a bit banty. He would look at Jeremy’s partner and decide if push should come to shove.

“He’s a professional fighter in the MMA and he’ll be right back.”

The fellow didn’t exactly run, but he did retreat in a timely fashion.

And was replaced by a slick talking fellow wearing jeans, a tight tee shirt that showed al-l-l his muscles, and cowboy boots.

“Hey, honey, I’m Ron. What’s your name?”

Jeremy tried to say nothing, and that was probably for the best. The men came and went, and wondered who the beauty at the table really was.

“How you doing?” asked Addison, plopping two more mugs down on the table.

“I’m scared.”

Addison laughed, and they talked for a while, and Addison chased off the boys. She did it with humor, and never hurt a feeling, and Jeremy was amazed at how adroit she was at handling the rabid beasts.

“Is every man this horny?” he asked at one point.

“Yep. Or they aren’t a man.”

“Was I this horny?”

“Honey, you still are. In fact, you’re worse than all these guys. Putting on boobs was like giving a rabbit viagra.”

“Hey, is that you, Jeremy?”

They turned to the newcomer, and Jeremy groaned. “Addison, this is my boss, Reggie.”

“Hey, Reggie, grab that chair over there and join us.”

Jeremy tried to signal that he didn’t want Reggie to join them, but Addison ignored him.

“I wasn’t sure it was you at first,” said Reggie, settling into place and sipping at his own beer. “I heard you were going to wear a dress, is this, like, the first time?”

“Yeah,” Jeremy didn’t try to disguise his voice or speak in a whispery fashion.

“Hell. You look good. You should of done this before. Those idiots from corporation wouldn’t have shown up.”

Addison queried Reggie on that remark, and Reggie explained how the ‘idiots from corporation’ had shown up, ostensibly to make sure that Jeremy was happy. In actuality, they wanted to see if having a girl at the front counter, a girl with big tits, would improve sales.

They talked that over for a while, then Reggie remarked, “You look ill at ease, buddy. Anything wrong?”

They were all a couple of beers to the wind, and the question wasn’t spurred by corporate considerations, but rather the concern of one fellow for another.

“He’s having a rough time adapting.”

“To what? Wearing a dress? If only all girls looked that good.”

“To being considered a woman.”

“What?” He laughed and glugged. He put his mug down and said, “Why don’t he just go all the way?”

Addison and Jeremy blinked.

“What do you mean?”

“Hell, if you’re going to be a girl, be a girl. Go all the way. I mean, I don’t swing that way, but I’m sure there’s lots of studs that do. Get one of them to give you a poke and you’ll be fine. It won’t be so scary then.

Addison looked at Jeremy and started to smile.

“No,” whispered Jeremy.

“Yes,” said Addison.

“I’m not going to let some guy fuck me!”

“Doesn’t have to be a guy,” offered Reggie. “Have your girlfriend here do it.” He turned to Addison. “Get yourself a dildo. Show him a good time. Guaranteed, he won’t be embarrassed by being a girl. Heck, you’ll love it, Jeremy. Once you do the choo choo in the poo poo you’re hooked for life. Uh, so I understand.”

Addison laughed. “You’ve done it.”

Reggie looked a little embarrassed, and he held his hand up. “Hold on here. Not so loud.”

Between the two red-faced men Addison laughed hysterically.

Addison drove Jeremy’s truck because he didn’t want to risk driving in high heels. It was hard enough walking in the suckers.

“You know, Reggie is right.”

Red-faced all over again, Jeremy denied it.

“No, he is. And we’re going to have to do it.”

“But I’m a guy! I’m not gay!”

Addison glanced at him. “Is that all that’s worrying you?”

“Well, it does bother me.”

“Look, gay guys don’t wear dresses. They make out with other guys. You’re, if we wanted to label it, a transvestite or something. A crossdresser with real boobs. And we know that you getting boobs is a fetish and a medical experiment, but so what? And I’ll tell you, Reggie is spot on, and when we get home we’re going to make love. And I’m going to take charge and do something that I’ve wanted to do for a long time.”

“You have?”

“Oh, yes, and that doesn’t make me a man. It just means there are alternative ways of making love, and I want to experience one.

Jeremy thought about that all the way home.

“Sit there,” Addison said, pointing at the bed.

Jeremy, his mind going a million miles an hour, complied. He sat, demure, and watched as she reached into a dresser drawer and took out a dildo.

“You’ve got one?”

“Every girl has one,” she chuckled.

“But why not just go out and fuck?”

She looked at him wryly, “Did you meet any boys tonight that you wanted to fuck?”

He shook his head so fast it became a blur.

I rest my case. Now, I want you to take your panties down and lift up your dress.

It took a moment, Jeremy was having serous second thoughts, and third thoughts and fourth thoughts, but he did it. He lay on his back, his legs up and to the sides.

Addison smeared lubricant on the dildo, then placed it on its base on the side table. She then scooped up a large glob and grabbed his weenie with one hand and applied the glob.

Jeremy twisted and writhed. It didn’t hurt, but he was scared. His homophobia was in full swing.

Addison took her time, reamed him and teased him. She was jacking him with her other hand.

Jeremy found himself moaning within less than a minute. He had never felt such a delicious sensation in his butt in his life.

“Mikey, I think he likes it!” Addison grinned as she went to two fingers.

Jeremy was now jerking his hips, tilting them into the penetration, trying to get more, trying to feel more. It was like an itch he had never known he had had, and it was finally being scratched.

“You ready, honey?”

He found himself nodding, and Addison held the dildo to his brown hole.

It was actually a vibrator, black and sleek with fluted sides. It went in smoothly and he gasped and clutched the sheets with his hands.

It took him a moment to realize that it didn’t hurt, that it was like fingers, but only better.

“Here you go, honey.” She began to move the thing in and out, and he began to whimper and shiver as pleasure coursed through him.

She stroked him as she plumbed him, and he felt himself building rapidly.

“Okay, honey, here comes the big treat.” She turned the knob at the base of the thing

RRRRRRRRR!

Jeremy levitated, crashed, and he felt his prostate singing praises to the Lord, and he squirted.

“Oh…oh…fuck!”

Squirt after squirt. Long strands that went into the air then crashed on his belly and thighs.

Finally, empty, Addison took the thing out of him. She went into the bathroom and cleaned it off, then put it back in her drawer.

She went to the bed and looked down at Jeremy.

He was laying, dazed, unable to think, to speak, or even to move.

Addison climbed on to the bed, moved him around so she could cuddle with him.

“Well, honey? Are you going to have any more trouble being a girl?

Jeremy gulped, twice, cleared his throat, and said, “No.”

Addison smiled and kissed him.

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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