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A Note from the Author!

I love boys named Johnny. They are so easy. The name is soft, and the boys end up softer. In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever met a mean boy named Johnny.

Now, Jack…that’s a name that can go either way. And I suppose mean Johnnies get called Jack.

But Johnny? He’s sweet and soft and he cant’ wait to get feminized.

Don’t believe me?

Read on!

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Johnny was a Girl!

The school thought Feminization was punishment!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note!

It’s almost Xmas! Yippee! Give yourself a present for being so cute. Maybe some nylons for under those masculine jeans. Or, if your pants are long enough…high heels!

This story we’re going to delve into petticoat punishment.

PP, as I like to call it, is more fun than a rhinoceros sniffing the behind of another rhinoceros.

Okay, I know. That was bad.

But it is fun! The humiliation as your little charge realizes how the world really works. And, the punishment does fit the crime!

Overly aggressive boys can be brought to heel faster than a rhinoceros jumps when another rhinoceros…you get the idea.

So, enjoy, and be a naughty boy. Your pinafore is waiting.

And…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Hi, Johnny.”

Debby Pearson was the cutest girl in school. She had long, blonde, wavy hair, blue eyes, and a chest that arrived before she did. Every boy in school was erect for her.

“Hey, Debby.” Johnny Peterson was well liked, but he thought she was always out of his class.

Sam Federson stuck out his foot and Johnny tripped right over it. He was up quick and punched Sam right in the nose. It was a beaut of a punch, and Sam’s nose was flattened out and sprayed blood.

Sam said a dirty word and put a hand to his nose. When he saw the blood he rushed at Johnny. The two boys were evenly matched, and each got a black eye and Johnny got his bloody nose. Then Mr. Henderson, the PE teacher, grabbed them both by the back of the collars and pulled them apart.

“All right, you two. Break it up.” He walked them up the corridor to the principal’s office, and the thirty or so students stood and stared.

The principal’s office was a grey green affair. Textbooks on a bookshelf, a file cabinet, a standard metal desk and four chairs. Johnny and Sam sat in the chairs and didn’t look at each other.

Principal Green walked into the office and glared at them, then sat down.

“Fighting again, eh?” she growled.

She didn’t ask them anything, didn’t ask who started it, just picked up the phone and dialed numbers. When she was done talking she focused on the two boys. “Your mothers will be along shortly.”

Then they all sat there. Johnny and Sam not saying a word, Principal Green reading a newsletter.

When Sam’s mother arrived Johnny was told to step outside. Shortly after that Johnny’s mother arrived, gave him a dour look, and sat next to him in the outer office.

“What did you do now?”

“Sam tripped me, and we got in a fight.”

His mother shook her head. She was a handsome woman, divorced, and a little tired of Johnny’s antics.

“You got in a fight right before Christmas. And the police picked you up during the summer. You’re a senior. You’re 18 years old. When are you going to grow up.”

It wasn’t a question that Johnny could answer, and he hung his head and stared at the tile floor.

At that moment the principal’s door opened and Sam and his mother came out. Sam looked totally crushed. Johnny had never seen anybody so beaten down, and he started to worry.

Johnny’s mother apologized to Sam’s mother, and said she would call her, then Johnny and his mother entered the principal’s office.

“Sorry to have to call you, Mrs. Peterson, but this is the second fight Johnny’s been in this year.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Green.”

“Also, his grades have been a bit down.”

“I know.”

Johnny sat in the chair next to his mother and listened to all the bad things he was doing. By the time the meeting was half done he was feeling lower than a snake’s belly.

But the last few minutes, when Mrs. Green offered a solution to Johnny’s situation, Johnny felt even lower.

“There is a practice used to correct boy’s having Johnny’s type of behavior. It is called Petticoat Punishment.”

“I think I’ve heard of that.”

“It is when the male child is made to dress like a girl. This seems to cure the male of over aggressive tendencies.”

“Yes! I read an article on that in the newspaper last summer.”

“It used to be quite common, but fell out of practice over the years. Now there is a movement to put petticoat discipline back into practice.

“And you think Johnny would benefit from this practice?”

“I do.”

“I’m not going to wear a dress,” Johnny muttered. It was the first thing he had said, and he immediately felt the angry eyes of the two women focused on him.

His mother: “You’ll do what you’re told, or you’ll go to live with your father.”

That frightened Johnny more than anything. His father had become a drunk and very abusive before Johnny’s mother divorced him.

“You wouldn’t!” He looked at his mother in dismay.

“I would.”

Mrs. Green added. “Sam’s mother has already agreed to the program.”

Johnny stared at the principal.

Johnny’s mother said, “Then we’ll agree to it, too.”

Johnny turned a ghastly shade of white.

Mrs. Green turned to him. “Excellent. Johnny, this is the weekend coming up. And on Monday morning you will report to school in the official petticoat discipline uniform.”

She swiveled, grabbed a folder, and turned back to them. She opened the folder and laid out the pictures.

The pictures showed a boy in a green skirt and a white blouse. There was a sweater for cold weather, and the shoes were something called ‘Mary Janes.’

Johnny stood up and stared down at the sheets of paper.

“Furthermore, you will be required to wear underwear as shown here,” she pointed to a page where a boy was wearing bloomers, “and a brassiere.” On the opposite page was a boy wearing a sturdy brassiere.

Johnny felt faint. He couldn’t wear this type of clothing! He couldn’t!

Since you wear your hair long you will be required to wear a barrette to keep it orderly.

“Now, I want to caution you. If you continue to break the rules you will be put in a special petticoat class. Furthermore, your uniform may change according to your behavior.”

“Change how?” asked Johnny’s mother.

“He will be required to wear high heels. If he continues his behavior he will have to wear make up. And there are methods beyond these simple escalations.”

Johnny’s mother smiled. “If this doesn’t do it nothing will.”

Both ladies smiling happily, then Johny and his mother left the principal’s office.

“Mom, you can’t go along with this. I’ll be the laughing stock of school. Kids will pick on me!”

“You should have thought of that before you decided to punch Sam’s face. And if other children are making fun of you then you will learn to turn the other cheek and ignore them. Something you should have been doing all along.

Saying that, she turned on Main St. and headed for a clothing store. Telling Johnny to follow her, she entered the store and walked to the back where all the school uniforms were located.

“Hello, Mr. Johnson. We’d like a uniform for Johnny.”

“I see. Which school are you transferring to?”

“We’ll be staying at Femwood High.”

Mr. Johnson pursed his lips thoughtfully. “Oh, yes. I heard they were going back to uniforms.”

“This is a special uniform. They are putting petticoat discipline back in, and Johnny needs the appropriate uniform.

Mr. Johnson smiled. “Oh, yes. The school board notified me about that. I sure am glad they didn’t have that when I was going to school.”

“Children weren’t so misbehaved when you were a child.”

Mr. Johnson smiled and brought out a green dress and a white blouse. He measured Johnny to make sure the fit was right, and said, “You can get the underwear and shoes up front. Just tell Thelma.”

Johnny’s mother thanked him and walked to the front of the store. “Hi, Thelma. We need underwear and Mary Janes for Johnny.”

“Petticoat punishment, eh? Well, you must have really messed up, Johnny. I didn’t think the school board was really going to do this.

The matronly woman put the underwear and shoes in a bag and rang up all the purchases. Johnny toted the bags and his mother thanked Thelma and walked out of the store.

Johnny crossed the sidewalk to the store and felt than the bottom of a coal mine. He was going to be wearing girl’s clothes. How was he going to live with this?

At home Johnny’s mother told him to go upstairs and try on the clothes.

There was no fighting her commanding attitude, and Johnny slunk upstairs into his room. He opened the bags and took out the garments and  glared at them.

Toot de da toot!

He looked at his cell phone. He didn’t feel like answering it, then he noticed the number. It was Sam.

Sam wasn’t exactly a close friend, but he had known him for years. They had had run ins before, but this afternoon they had really screwed up.

“Hey,” he said.

“Oh, man. Are they dinging you with this petticoat thing?”

“Dude! I have to try on a dress! Like, right now!”

“We have to do something. I wear a dress and my rep is ruined.”

“Let’s apologize to our mothers and throw ourselves on their mercy.”

“Right. I guess we have to.”

“How do you want to work this?”

“I’ll come over as soon as I can. Then you can come to my house.”

“Sounds good.”

Johnny hung up the phone and turned to the outfit he was supposed to wear.

He stripped down and put on the bloomers. They were silly; they were too big and fluffy, and he looked ridiculous.

But, ridiculous or not, he put on the bra, and now he really felt bad.

His chest looked…feminine! He didn’t have boobs, but…he looked like a girl!

He hoped that the pleated skirt and blouse would disguise him, but they made it worse. The bra could be seen through the blouse, and if he wasn’t careful his bloomers could be seen under the skirt.

Finally, he pulled on the short, white socks with the fringe at the top, then stepped into the Mary Janes.

He looked in the mirror, and he looked so stupid he couldn’t believe it.

“Johnny?”

“Yes, mother.”

“Come down here now. Show me.”

Johnny went out to the hallway and looked over the bannister. “See? Can I take it off now?”

Johnny’s mother smiled. “That looks cute. Come down where I can see you better.”

His head down, his shoulders slumped, Johnny descended the stairs. He reached the bottom and stepped into the living room.

His mother was waiting, and she came to him and adjusted his clothes. She straightened the blouse, turned the skirt slightly on his waist,  and even turned one of his bra straps the right way.

“I can’t do this, mom.” he whined.

DING DONG!

Johnny looked around for a place to run to, but his mother grabbed his ear and held it. “You stay right here, young man. Or else!”

She left him for a moment, then returned to the living room. Sam was following her.

Sam was wearing regular clothes, and he looked at Johnny and was stunned. Johnny looked like a girl, and the embarrassment made his cheeks look like they had rouge on them.

Johnny’s eyes grew wide, and that was a moment when he would having willingly run from his sometimes opponent.

Sam didn’t say a word, though. He just stepped over next tot he Johnny and turned to his mother.

“Mrs. Peterson, we wanted to apologize. We screwed up and we’ll never get in a fight again. Word of honor…I promise.”

Johnny spoke up. “That goes double for me, Mom. We’re sorry. Isn’t there anything we can do to get this punishment lifted?”

“It’s really going to hurt us if we show up at school like this.”

Johnny’s mother had no expression on her face. She said, “It’s nice to see you take responsibility. I assume you’re going to go over to Sam’s house and apologize to his mother?”

“Yes, ma’am. And we’ll apologize to anybody at school. Only, please…please don’t make us do this.”

“Well, you should go talk to Sam’s mother, and then I’ll talk to her and we’ll make a decision.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Johnny changed quickly, and the two boys headed out the door for Sam’s house.

At Sam’s house Mrs. Federson listened, eyed them balefully, then picked up the phone.

“Hello, Marge…yes, they’re standing in front of me. What do you think?…Yes. I agree…I’ll tell them.”

Mrs. Federson hung up the phone, had a slight smile on her face, and turned to the boys.

“I thank you, boys, for the apology. It is a step in the right direction. However, considering how long you characters have been carrying on with your shenanigans…the punishment stands.”

“But, Mom!….”

Mrs. Federson lowered her eyes and looked over the top of her glasses at her son. Her voice, when she spoke, after his burbling and whining, was colder than ice cubes at the north pole.

“The punishment stands!”

A few minutes later Johnny walked into his own house. His face had a hang dog expression as he walked past his mother and up the stairs.

Monday morning came and Johnny walked out the front door.

He wore his green skirt, and kept pushing the waist down so it would hang lower. His legs were cold and he was afraid everybody could see under his skirt. It turned out that Mr. Johnson, at the clothing store, had given Johnny a skirt that was a little short.

Or perhaps, old men having a wicked sense of humor, he had given Johnny the short skirt on purpose.

Johnny’s blouse was also a little tight. He hadn’t noticed when he had initially tried on his clothes for his mother because he had been so embarrassed and anxious to take the clothes off.

Now, however, walking down the street in the bright sunshine, he felt the tightness. And he realized that the tightness made his bra very visible. In fact, it made his bra stand out and emphasized his femininity.

Oddly, the shoes were sort of comfortable. They weren’t as comfortable as his dirty sneakers, but…they were okay. The only problem was that the clothing store lady had given him shoes with built in ‘taps.’

Taps are the little arcs of metal nailed to the heel and toe of shoes to make them click. They were supposed to be rubber, to make the shoe sole last longer, the metal was for people who tap danced. Whatever, he tried to put his feet down softly, but it was unavoidable that he often made loud clicking noises.

His mother had insisted on brushing his hair, giving it a little flair at the bottom, and placing a red barrette on top.

Johnny was dying of humiliation just walking down the street. Then he heard approaching footsteps from around the corner. Sh…click…click…sh…sh…

It was Sam, and he had on the same outfit, and was wearing the same tap attachments on his Mary Janes.

The two boys faced each other, their faces, which were red, suddenly turned ashen.

“They gave you the loud shoes, too,” Johnny muttered.

“I heard him call the school to check on the uniforms. I think Mrs. Green told him to.”

The boys walked sullenly along the sidewalk. It was a beautiful day, except in their minds.

As they approached school they encountered other kids, and the looks they got…

Their faces turned redder and redder.

When they turned onto the school grounds their friends clustered around them, and Johnny felt like his face was going to bust from all the blood coursing through it.

“Oh, man,” giggled one of the girls. “You guys are cute.”

One of their male friends shook his head and said, “I’d never let them dress me like that.”

Johnny and Sam looked at each other, and it was obvious they wanted to punch somebody in the face.

But Johnny’s mother had threatened to send him off to live with his father, and Sam’s mother must have held something equally devious over his head.

The school bell rang, and Johnny filed into his first class. It was Mrs. Welch, a strict disciplinarian, and never a friend of a student.

Johnny walked past her to his desk and sat down. He had to pull his skirt down again. He needed a longer skirt!

“Well, well,” Mrs. Welch drawled, eying Johnny. “It looks like we have a new student.”

The class snickered, and Johnny looked down at his desk. His eyes filled with moisture. He had never felt so isolated and alone in his life.

“And how are you today, ‘Mrs.’ Peterson?’ Or should I call you ‘Janey.’

Johnny looked up, then quickly down. His teacher had had it in for him for a long time, and now she was giving it to him both barrels.

“That’s a lovely outfit you’re wearing, Janey.”

Now the class was outright laughing.

“And, class, please make sure you treat Janey respectfully. I’ll be watching to make sure.”

“Mrs. Welch,” asked one of the boys.

“Yes, Tom?”

“Is he going to be using the girl’s bathroom?”

More laughter. A tear dropped from Johnny’s eyes.

“Oh, my, I hadn’t thought about that. Janey will be using the little boys room.”

And so the humiliation went. Class after class the teachers belittled Johnny. Walking from class to class the other kids snickered and made room for him. It was a walk of shame of unimaginable proportions.

In fact, his only friend turned out to be Sam. They stood together, all by themselves, at breaks and lunch, and commiserated with each other.

“Wait until I get Tom alone,” Johnny made a knuckle sandwich and held it up.

“Better not,” cautioned Sam. “You don’t want things to go further.”

“How long are they going to do this to us?”

“I heard Mr. Sams say he thought we should have to wear this stuff for the rest of high school.”

“Oh, God!”

The bell rang and the two boys went disconsolately back to their mortification.

And then something happened.

It was last period, and Johnny was in PE, and it was his turn to receive ridiculing from Mr. Henderson.

Mr. Henderson was the bullying kind. He liked to make his points by making fun of the students, and when Johnny stood in place out in the school yard Mr. Henderson went to work.

Sneering, the older man walked around him and made comments about how pretty Johnny was, what a fine young lady he would make one day.

Johnny had been up and down all day, mostly down, but this was the worst. There was something about a man making fun of him, saying words like sissy, and laughing at him. He started to cry. Tears dropped from his eyes, and suddenly the other students were silent.

None of them liked Mr. Henderson, and Johnny, though he had been the butt of jokes, was well liked. He was one of their own, and to see him breaking down like this…it wasn’t fair.

Mr. Henderson didn’t notice. Or, if he did, he just redoubled his efforts to make fun of Johnny.

“All, kids,” he finally yelled. “Girls to the right and boys to the left.”

When Johnny went to the left Mr Henderson yelled out, “To the right Janey! You’re a girl now.”

It was a simple kicking drill, the boys went with Mr. Henderson, and the girls went with Mr. Sams. Mr. Sams was a younger coach, and he took pity on Johnny.

“Okay, girls, line up.”

The class lined up and started kicking the ball back and forth. Mr. Sams took note of how crushed Johnny was. He came over and said, “It’s okay, Johnny. All things pass.” Then he looked over to one of the girls. “Debby, why don’t you walk to the fence and back with Johnny. Help him recover.”

Johnny, sniffling and dripping, didn’t even notice that it was the most beautiful girl in school, Debby Pearson. When she took his hand, however, he finally noticed.

“I’m sorry we all laughed, Johnny.” She shopped and used the cuff of her shirt to wipe his eyes. “I mean, it was all sort of funny, but when we saw that your feelings were getting hurt…well, it was pretty mean of Mr. Henderson.”

“Th…thanks.”

“Come on. Let’s walk, and…is it so bad wearing a dress?”

She held his hand and he muttered, “Yes.”

“Why? Girls like to wear dresses. It’s like wearing shorts, but much freer. Don’t you experience a sort of freedom with your legs all unrestricted?”

“I’m embarrassed because…because I…the skirt is too short and people can see my underpants.”

“They did make you wear those silly bloomers. Why don’t you wear better underwear? They won’t be so visible.”

“What?” he looked at her.

“Sure. That’s something girls learn quickly. If your underwear is visible, make sure it is clean and pretty.”

“Pretty?”

She giggled. “Don’t be an echo.”

“Sorry.” He was chagrined, but for the first time that day he was coming out of himself. “What kind of underwear should I wear?”

“Well, the color should match what you’re wearing now, but there are high cut sides, and thongs, and…” Debby went on and on, and by the time she and Johnny were back to the group he was thinking.

His thinking, however, was interrupted by more ridicule by Mr. Henderson.

“Okay, class. Let’s have a little game of soccer! Janey, you’re on the girls’ side.”

The boys and girls faced off and the game started.

Usually the boys won these games. They were bigger and stronger, but this time the girls picked up a quick lead…because of Johnny. Time after time he would cut in on the boys and launch a rocket back down the field.

The boys woke up to this and started double and even triple teaming Johnny, but this just availed the girls of more opportunities.

The game see sawed back and forth, but as they approached the end of the contest the girls took a lead. Having Johnny on their team, not being the total underdogs for a change, they gained in confidence, and they started sailing a few rockets of their own.

Finally, just a few seconds left to play, the girls sent the ball to Johnny. Johnny dribbled the ball with his feet, angled out to the sideline, and suddenly flew through the air. He landed on his face and slid through a muddy patch on the sidelines. Mud coated his face and the front of his skirt and blouse.

The guys whooped and ran the ball downfield to a goal and the win.

“Foul!” yelled the girls. “Chuck ran into Johnny on purpose!”

Johnny stood up, he was covered with mud, and Chuck Simpson stood there laughing.

“You did that on purpose!”

“What are you going to do about it you…you big sissy!”

Johnny punched Chuck in the face and Chuck went down in the mud.

Mr. Henderson, a mean grin on his pudgy face, swaggered up. “What’s all this about.”

Chuck, a bully cut from the same cloth as Mr. Henderson, stood up and whined, “Janey hit me! You saw him!”

The girls crowded around.

“Chuck pushed Johnny!”

“Chuck started it!”

Mr. Henderson, a twisted grin on his face, looked at Johnny. “Chuck pushed Janey, eh?”

Everybody went silent. Even Chuck, who expected to be bombed on.

“Well, maybe Janey should learn how to play the game a little better.”

The girls were fit to be tied. Voices rose up in complaint.

WEEEEEE! Mr. Henderson blew his whistle. He didn’t like being opposed. “Janey, head to the front office. The rest of you—“ Whatever he was going to say to the rest of them was interrupted by the final bell.

Mr. Henderson turned to Johnny. “I’ll take you myself. Come along.”

The whole class stared in amazement and outrage as Johnny and the big coach walked towards the office.

“Well, well. I didn’t expect to see you so soon,” Principal Green mused, a look of distaste on her face. “What’s the problem, Coach?”

“Fighting. Causing a disturbance. General refusal to follow the rules and get along.”

Johnny stared at the big man and his mouth dropped. He turned to the Principal. “That’s a lie!”

The Principal grunted. “So you weren’t fighting?”

“I hit Chuck, but only after he pushed me into the mud. But all the rest of it…that’s a lie?”

“Coach?”

Henderson shrugged. “His attitude speaks for him.”

Principal Green nodded. “Once a troublemaker always a troublemaker., I always say. Okay, Johnny. Tomorrow you will wear a pink skirt.”

Johnny was having trouble breathing. He gasped. He clutched the corner of Principal Green’s desk. “You…can’t…no!”

“You want more?” She dared him.

“I…I…you can’t…”

“Lipstick.”

Coach Henderson made a sound as he suppressed laughter.

“Now, back to your duties, Coach. Johnny…”

“He’s called Janey now.”

Principal Green regarded Henderson for a moment, then nodded. “I like that. Janey, go sit in the office and I’ll call your mother and apprise her of the changes. No. You’d better head for the restroom. Clean yourself up. Report back here.”

Johnny walked into the boys room and felt like he had been stepped on. The boys in the restroom stared at him, and there was an uncomfortable silence.

Johnny walked to a wash basin and began rinsing the mud off himself.

Now he didn’t care. Now he was destroyed. He stepped out of his skirt and lightly rinsed it, tried to get it clean. He held the skirt under the air drier for a couple of minutes. Boys entered the room, glanced at Johnny and left him alone. They stared at his bloomers and averted their gaze.

Johnny put his skirt back on, took off his blouse and washed it, then held it under the drier.

Then Chuck Simpson entered the bathroom.

He stopped and stared at Johnny.

Johnny looked to the side and saw him. “Come for another shot? Gonna kick me while I’m down?”

The utter despair in Johnny’s voice was too much.

Chuck said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t think. I did’t realize…”

“That I’m nothing but a sissy? That’s okay. Tomorrow I’ll be in pink, and Mrs. Green is going to make me wear pink lipstick.”

The bathroom was deathly silent.

“I heard. Coach Henderson told everybody. The fat fuck is laughing about it.”

“Well, now you can, too.”

Chuck stood for a long second, then: “I’m not laughing. I thought it was funny to knock you down. You know me, I like to do things like that. Maybe…maybe I’m even some kind of bully. But…what they’re doing to you…it isn’t fair.”

Johnny put his blouse back on. For a long moment he didn’t look at Chuck, then, “Okay. It’s okay.” And he walked out of the restroom.

When Johnny got back to the office his mother was there. She did not look happy. “Two days in a row? Johnny? Are you serious?”

He just hung his head.

“Well, young man, we can make it as bad as you want it.”

“We’re actually calling him Janey now, Mrs. Peterson.”

“Janey. I like it. I’ll call him that, too. How about it, Janey? Should we change your birth certificate? Maybe you’d like to tell your father of your new name? I’m sure he’d be happy to call you Janey.”

Once again Johnny’s eyes welled up with moisture. But the principal and his mother didn’t care. They were determined to squash the aggression out of him.

“Well, come along. Let’s get you your new outfit.”

“Make sure you get him some lipstick, he’ll be expected to keep his lips pink all day.”

Back to the clothes store.

Mr. Johnson smiled happily. Johnny’s humiliation was the sound of a cash register to him.

“Could you make it not so short?” Johnny managed to ask.

Mr. Johnson grunted something, put skirt and blouse in a bag and handed them to Johnny’s mother. He smiled. She smiled.

Johnny felt like dying.

At home Johnny had to try on the clothes for his mother. He came downstairs. His skirt was bright pink, and Mr. Johnson had made it even shorter!

Then Mrs. Peterson stepped over to Johnny, held up a tube of lipstick and twisted the base.

Johnny stood, shamed, and she painted his lips.

It tasted funny. Sort of waxy. And it made him very aware of his lips.

“Go look in a mirror and remind yourself from here on out…if you don’t behave yourself it’s only going to get worse.”

His eyes near leaking once again, Johnny went upstairs and looked in the mirror. He stared at himself. The skirt being tighter it stuck out to the side more and made his hips look larger. 

And his lips, they were not just pink, they were a moist, bright pink. They looked slick.

He was really starting to look more feminine.

He cried himself to sleep that night, but he needn’t have. He would be given a solution for his problems the next day, and it would be a good solution.


PART TWO

Johnny walked to school the next day.

Sam met him, looked at him, but shook his head and didn’t say a word. Sam was still in his green skirt.

At the entry to school Debby was waiting, along with several other girls. Debby held his hand and they all walked him to class. Johnny didn’t say much, but the girls did all the talking and didn’t seem to mind.

At first period class Debby kissed his cheek and said, “Don’t worry, Johnny. The girls and I have been talking, and I think we might be able to help you.”

“Really?”

“Really. So just go to your classes and we’ll meet after school. Okay?”

Johnny nodded, then went into class.

Once again he was made fun of. Mrs. Welch teased him for wearing pink, but the class only chuckled. The laughs were disappearing.

In an odd reversal the kids in school were realizing that Johnny was one of them, and that the teachers were being cruel.

The next class was much the same.

At break several girls hung out with Johnny. They giggled and laughed, but now they included him, didn’t treat him meanly.

A few of the guys came over and hung out, and they looked at Johnny almost enviously. After all, he was getting all the girls. More than that, Debby Pearson, the hottest girl in school, was holding his hand and standing pretty darn close to him. Any closer and she’d be on the other side.

More classes. More teasing, less laughter, and the teachers started noticing it.

Mrs. Green, in particular, was pretty grim lipped. She didn’t want Johnny to be a hero, to be a representative of the students’ resentment of teachers. She wanted him to feel the heat, to be so embarrassed he would fall in line forever.

Still, the program was in motion, and there wasn’t much she could do to derail it at this point.

Lunchtime, and Johnny started to feel it. Nobody was laughing. They were coming up and asking how he was doing, and…it was all changing. Slowly but surely, the student body was coming around to support him.

After school found almost the whole student body walking Johnny across the yard to the exit.

Guys, slapped his back, gently because he was now a ‘girl,’ and the girls all hugged him. Then, at the far end of the yard, just before the gate leading to the outside world, the students held their meeting.

“Johnny, we, the girls and I, decided to make you an honorary girl.”

Johnny’s mouth opened. “What?”

There were a few giggles at his surprise, but no meanness.

“The school wants to shame and embarrass you, but we girls stick together. So we, the girls, are going to help you fight back. We are going to do this by helping you be a real girl.”

On the outskirts of the crowd the boys listened, and they were amazed, and a few of them began to experience jealousy. They wanted the attention and love that Johnny was getting!

“So, before school tomorrow we’re going to show up at your house and we’re going to dress you up all the way. And when the teachers make fun of you tomorrow…they’ll be making fun of all of us. Okay?”

Johnny found himself nodding. He was befuddled, didn’t know what to think, wasn’t sure what was going to happen, but one thing he did know: everybody was on his side.

From across the yard, behind the windows of the school the teachers watched. What were these devilish students hatching now? Whatever it was, it didn’t bode well for the school.

The next morning Marge Peterson was awakened by a knocking on the front door. Stumbling downstairs in her bathrobe, she opened the door to discover half a dozen girls waiting.

“What?”

They greeted her and pushed into the house.

“We’re here for Johnny, Mr.s Peterson.”

Mrs. Peterson, stunned, stepped back.

It was like a home invasion, except that it wasn’t. A home invasion is swarthy thugs wearing face masks and holding guns. These were pretty girls holding…girl things. Nylons. Heels. Make up. What the heck?

The girls hustled up the stairs and barged into Johnny’s room.

Johnny had a habit of sleeping naked, and suddenly a half a dozen girls invaded his sanctum.

“What? What?” He sat up and held his blanket in front of his nude body. Then he remembered, the girls had told him they would be arriving early. And he had slept naked!

But the girls didn’t mind. They pulled the blankets off Johnny and laughed at his attempts to cover himself.

“Nice, Johnny,” Shiela Warren sat down next to him, lifted one foot and began painting his toenails. Fran Jefferson sat on the other side of him painting his other toenails, and they both discussed his manhood.

“He’s pretty good sized.”

“Not the biggest, but it’s got a good shape to it.

Tammy Windsor reached down and cupped his balls. But look how big these are!”

Johnny was red-faced, of course, but also totally blown out with happiness. It was like a dream, a bunch of beautiful women making love to him.

Two girls worked on his hands, putting long nails on his mitts.

Debby worked on his face, cleansing him, giggling, giving him a peck of a kiss, putting primer on him, and so on through the range of make up.

Waiting for the nail polish to dry the girls sat all around him. He was naked, and erect, and the girls liked it. They kept touching him and talking about his length and shape and such.

Knock, knock. “Johnny?”

“We’ll be out in a while, Mrs. Peterson.”

Marge retreated, and wondered what the heck had happened. One second Johnny was a pariah, learning his lesson. Now…everything was upside down. What had happened?

After his toes were dry the girls pulled his panties on. This was not the baggy bloomers prescribed by the school; these were chic and stretchy, and he actually fit into them. Except, of course, for his package. His dick stretched the panties out and his balls hung a bit over the sides. But even that felt good. It just reminded him of his package.

Then they put nylons on his legs. They attached them to a garter belt and his legs looked shiny. They were hairless because Debby had convinced him to use Nair the night before, and they felt downright electric.

The biggest deal to Johnny was the falsies they had brought. They were big, too fit his chest, and they glued them in place then fitted a sexy bra to them to hold them up.

Johnny looked at his chest, and the girls shrieked in laughter at the look on his face.

Knock, knock.

“Johnny?”

Debby opened the door two inches and looked out. “Mrs. Peterson! Puh-lease! We’re engaged in delicate operations in here. We’ll be out when he’s done!”

And she shut the door and all the girls giggled.

On the other side of the door Marge was worried, but…not worried.

There was no meanness to these girls. And there were no sexual vibes coming out of the room. But…what in the world…?

They put his skirt and blouse on, and now he was truly feminine…and sexy.

The girls put him in front of a mirror, brushed his hair, adjusted a few things, then stood back.

Johnny was a girl.

Mrs. Peterson was waiting outside the door when it suddenly opened. She straightened up, opened her mouth to speak, and the girls rushed out, all giggling and happy and girly.

“Bye, Mrs. Peterson!”

“See you later, Mrs. Peterson!”

Then they were gone. Down the stairs and bustling out the front door, books and purses in hand and all very, very happy.

Marge looked into Johnny’s room.

He wasn’t there.

But what…he hadn’t sneaked out through the window, but…then she realized what had happened.

Johnny had gone out with the girls, in a rush. But she hadn’t seen him because…he was a girl.

She leaned against the wall, stunned at what had happened. Her son, her manly, athletic boy, had been transformed.

Then she worried. All the talk of petticoat punishment, of disciplining him into being a better student by humiliating him…it had backfired!

What was going to happen at school?

What was going to happen to her son?

The crowd of girls at the entrance to the yard grew and grew. Nearly every girl in the school was there.

And, the watching teachers didn’t know it, but they were plus one.

At the sound of the bell the girls started walking, en mass, towards the school. They were like a disciplined mob, if that oxymoron makes sense.

They turned down the corridors and hallways of the school and filed into their classes. The boys were waiting in the hallways, and they grinned, having a clue as to what had happened, and joined the girls in the classrooms.

Mrs. Welch stood at the front of her class and watched as they filed in. She had no trouble identifying each girl, but then Johnny walked in and she gasped.

He was in complete female regalia. He was perfectly made up. He was wearing his pink skirt, but he also had nylons and high heels and… (choke) big breasts.

The class all sat and waited.

Mrs. Welch sputtered, tried to figure out a way to handle this rebellion, but gave up. She simply called roll. When she came to Johnny she hesitated, then said, “Janey Peterson?”

The classroom erupted in cheers.

Mrs. Green arrived at school fashionably late. She always had a quick meeting with district, and showed up at Nine fifteen. She walked down the hallway and didn’t suspect a thing. She sat in the office and the office personnel seemed a little chastened, but sometimes they were that way.

She shuffled papers, filled out reports, and didn’t bother leaving her office until noon. It was just that kind of day.

Finally, at noon, she pushed her papers away, sighed, and stood up. A quick trip to the lunchroom for a snack and she would be back at work.

She rose and sashayed out the door, through the admin office, and to the cafeteria.

There everything seemed…normal. Sort of.

Boys and girls sitting politely. Eating their cheese sandwiches and stabbing Vienna sausages.

Yet there was something in the air. The students were looking at her, and they kept grinning and looking away.

What in the world.

Mr. Henderson sat down across from her. He had a tray laden with cheese sandwiches, and he looked her in the eye and said, “So I guess you’ve heard?”

Mrs. Green was puzzled. “Heard what?”

“Your precious, little Johnny has gone over to the other side.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s over at the corner table with the girls.” Henderson jerked his head back towards the far table.

Mrs. Green’s eyes narrowed and she peered at the far table. She was a little near sighted, and she held her glasses up to see better. Debby Pearson. Yes, and Donna and Sally and…and she didn’t recognize one of the girls.

She squinted, focused, and gasped. The pink skirt, the face! It was Johnny! Janey! And he was completely female! He wore nylons and heels and…OMG! Breasts!

Mrs. Green stood up, stared at the far table, then…retreated.

What was she going to do? March over to the table and chastise Johnny…Janey…for looking too female?

This had been a punishment, but now…Janey was embracing it! Pushing it back into her face.

Trembling, Mrs. Green walked out of the cafeteria and to her office. Food was forgotten. The only thing in her mind was a weird sort of panic.

Johnny had become a girl.

He was a she…he was Janey.

And Mrs. Green started worrying about the implications.

What had started out as a funny punishment had turned into outright revolt, and when the community heard that she was guilty of turning a boy into a girl, of…of transitioning him…OMG!

What was she going to do?

A knock at her door, and it opened. Mr. Henderson slipped in.

Mrs. Green, pale as a bleached sheet, whispered, “Yes, Mr. Henderson?”

“Would you like me to take care of it?”

She paused, but only for a moment. In this moment of unreality she needed a hard solution, and Mr. Henderson could provide that. She knew he was sort of a bully, and when he got done with Janey and her friends… “Yes. Please do.”

The day passed. Students were empowered and teachers were a bit cowed. The bad teachers, that is.

The nice teachers, who treated the students like individuals, were treated politely.

The bad teachers, who treated the students poorly, were also treated politely, until they tried to pick on Johnny.

Mr. Kirk, in math, tried to single out Johnny. “Well, Janey, can you explain why two negatives make a positive?”

It was meanly stated, and they weren’t actually due to learn this item until the next week.

Debby raised her hand.

Mr. Kirk ignored her, and his smile became a sneer.

“Well, Johnny?”

“Mr. Kirk, I don’t think I understand why you’re asking a question that is on next week’s assignment.”

“Be quiet, Debby.”

Sally Wasson blurted, “I don’t understand why you’re telling Debby to be quiet for a legitimate question.”

“You be quiet, too. Johnny, I want to know—“

“Mr. Kirk?” That was Jim Healy, who was the center for the football team and a mighty big boy. “Aren’t you going to answer questions today?”

Suddenly the whole class was speaking up, objecting, protesting, and getting rowdier and rowdier.

Mr. Kirk quickly became confused. He was one bully, a lone bully, but when met by thirty bullies he was suddenly just alone.

After class the students were buzzing with happiness. In a way, it was the end of the regime.

Then came Mr. Henderson’s class.

Thirty students gathered in the yard and stood in pre-determined places. There was a little talking, a little chuckling, but the students were in their places and ready to start.

Mr. Henderson stepped in front of the class. “We’re going to have a little soccer game today. Debby and Janey will choose sides.”

Johnny looked at Debby, and she shrugged. So they went to the front of the class and chose people to be members of their team.

With each of Johnny’s choices, however, Henderson would make a sneering comment.

“One for the sissies.”

And, “So much for manly men.”

And, “This is going to be a slaughter.”

At one point Debby protested. “I don’t think we need such comments, Mr. Henderson.”

Henderson walked over to her, stared down at her, and the shadow of his bulk covered her. “Don’t you want to beat the sissies? Or are you a girl sissy?”

Debby tried to speak up, but he was so intimidating, and he turned back and said, “Choose again, Janey.”

The game started, and like games do, it went back and forth. But it didn’t go back and forth because the teams were evenly matched.

Oh, they were, but after one team would score that team would sort of take it easy, lay back, let the other score.

Back and forth, a unity of students, even though on opposing teams, versus a teacher who was getting angrier and angrier.

And Mr. Henderson was getting angry.

In fact, in his heart of hearts he was enraged.

This attitude, this solidarity, it was beating him. It was making his ‘bullyism’ untenable.

He became more abusive in his remarks.

“You kick like a girl!” to Chuck Smith.

“Careful, Janey. Don’t let me see your pretty, pink panties.”

And, finally, the period about to end, Johnny ran past, dribbling the ball, and Henderson actually stepped out and bumped Johnny.

For the second time in two days Johnny went into the mud.

Instantly, the entire team was around him.

He stood up, wipped some of the mud from his outfit, and looked at Henderson.

In that moment Johnny grew up. He saw the coach for what he was, a weak bully, and he said, “I’m going to go clean up.”

“Get back here!”

But when the coach tried to go after Johnny the whole class shifted, moved, and got in his way.

He pushed past student after student, but more students stood between him and the retreating Johnny.

Johnny was in the bathroom, taking off his pretty clothes and drying them, and he missed the outcome of the situation.

Coach Henderson started getting physical. He started pushing, and he started yelling, and, finally, he punched Sally Wasson. Just punched her, right on the cheek.

Sally went down, sobbing, holding her cheek. The bruise already starting to appear, the swelling starting up.

Chuck tackled the coach, and four other members of the football team, footballers who Henderson actually coached, joined in. They dogpiled Henderson.

Henderson tried to punch and kick, but one over weight slob is no match for five disciplined and rather large young men.

Nobody ran for the office, but Debby called the police.

When Mrs. Green learned what was happening and stomped onto the field the police were handcuffing Mr. Henderson for assaulting a student, and there was nothing she could do about it.

In fact, she would be in trouble at the very next board meeting, and would be under an investigation.

Johnny finished washing his clothes, and drying them, and put on his skirt and blouse.

He wasn’t really feeling any emotion. He was just doing his laundry, when a mix of girls burst into the bathroom and started celebrating. There were cheers, there were hugs, there were even a few kisses.

Amongst the kisses was a mighty smack, with tongue action, from Debby for Johnny.

And Johnny found out about Mr. Henderson’s arrest and how speechless Mrs. Green was when the police talked to her about having such a bully on the staff.

Debby and Johnny walked home hand in hand.

“I’m going to need help with some of my courses.”

“No prob. Honorary girls have lots of friends. I’ll call a meeting and we’ll figure this out. By graduation you’ll be graduating with honors.”

They stopped under a tree in the park and made out for a while. Debby giggled and felt Johnny’s tits. So Johnny returned the favor, and shortly Debby wasn’t giggling. She was gasping for breath and wondering how many hands Johnny had. No sooner did she push one away than two took its place.

But she liked it, and after a while she stopped pushing, and did a little ‘feely handsy’ of her own.

Leaning against a tree, sexually excited, Debby whispered, “How do you feel about wearing a dress now?”

“Oh, I’m fine with it.”

A pause.

“In fact, if I tell you something…promise not to laugh?”

“Of course I won’t. She pressed her lips against his. “Unless it’s really, really funny.”

Johnny sighed. “I like wearing female clothes.”

Debby, grinning, moved back from him. “Really?”

“They restrict you in ways, but they also free you up. I can run faster in a dress than pants.”

“If you don’t mind people seeing your underwear.”

Johnny grinned. “No, not if they’re pretty.” He continued. “Girl’s clothes are softer, they fit better, and they give you a sense of happiness, of pride, like it’s fun to look good.”

Debby kissed him again. Then: “Maybe we should go to calling you Janey all the time.”

“I wouldn’t mind that.”

And then their make out session got real serious.

And Johnny found out the joy of having an erection under a skirt, how his penis couldn’t be seen, and yet was easy to access, and easier to play with.

He sighed, and groaned, and…and then he did that thing that boys do, and Debby giggled and wiped her hand off.

A week later Mrs. Green was sitting in her office. The board had met the night before, and she had been given ultimatums. Get that school in order, and fast, or you’re gone.

Last week she had been cock of the walk. This week she was hanging on by her shredded fingernails.

And it was all the fault of that stupid petticoat punishment thing. She had thought it would be a good thing, but it had certainly backfired. She had lost a good PE teacher—well, an adequate PE teacher—and she was going to have to go through all the teacher’s histories and make a lot of adjustments.

In other words, she was going to have to turn into a functioning principal.

Sighing, she stood up and exited her office and the administration building. She headed for the cafeteria.

As she walked she passed two girls strolling hand in hand.

“Hi, Mrs. Green.”

“Hello, Sandy. Hi Jimmy.”

On the quad two girls were kissing, except that one of them wasn’t a girl, except in dress.

In the corridor several girls were talking with one boy. The one boy was wearing a beautiful summer dress and heels. His face was made up and they were obviously talking about make up.

In the cafeteria ninety per cent of the students were en femme. And even the boys dressed as boys were making concessions. They wore Mary Janes, or were combing their hair in feminine fashion.

The odd thing was that she had won.

There were no more fights. Boys who had been enemies were now outdoing each other in fashion. Grades were on the rise. Everything was just better.

But, in her heart of hearts, Mrs. Green felt like she had lost.

What had been designed as punishment had become enhancement.

What was supposed to be discipline was discipline, but it wasn’t working as she had imagined.

The one thing she didn’t understand was that petticoat punishment, or discipline is designed to change, it is not a license for bullies to be bullies. She had been a bully, and Mr. Henderson, he had really been a bully.

But, in the end, petticoat punishment had changed them.

Now if she could only accept that.

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


The Crossdresser and the Lesbians!

Chastity provides a severe adjustment!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I’ve always wondered. I’m not a lesbian, but I know lots of lesbians, and they are fascinating.

I know lots of crossdressers. More than most people. Very interesting people.

Would a man who was a crossdresser be considered a lesbian if he loved women?

Lesbian refers to women, and no matter how much make up a man puts on, he’s still got a penis.

Now if he went trans, and had his junk removed…hmmm. Maybe then you could call him a lesbian, but…I don’t know.

I do know that most women want their men to have peenys. And even lesbians own a lot of strap ons.

Just thinking, you know?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“I’m sorry, honey. I don’t know how long I’ll be gone!”

“It’s okay,” Johnny sympathized. “I know your mother hasn’t been feeling well, and it’s only right that you help take care of her.

Johnny, in spite of his consoling manner, was exulting on the inside. Weeks, maybe months, all by himself. His boner was already growing.

“”That’s so understanding of you.”

Nancy was shoving lingerie and clothes into a couple of suitcases, and Johnny stared surreptitiously at her figure.

She was stacked, with a thin waist.Her face was classic, with red, lips and deep, blue eyes. Her hair was a sleek shine of blonde.

Sometimes Johnny wondered why he was so perverted. Why did he harbor such secret desires when he had a loving wife who looked so gorgeous.

But he was. And there was nothing he could do but live with it.

“Honey? Can you grab me the black heels and my good running shoes?”

Johnny popped into the closet, found the desired items and popped right out. He put the shoes on the bed and Nancy tucked them into the suitcase. “I’m going to drive in my regular shoes.”

She stood and mused, an elbow in one hand, as she figured out what she was going to need.

“Don’t forget the kitchen sink.”

“Oh, shut up,” she laughed.

She put make up in a small kit and placed that on the chair next to the door.

“What else…what else?” she asked herself. She went into the bathroom and looked for anything she might have forgotten.

Johnny went to the dresser drawer and opened it. He took out a vibrator and snuck it into her suitcase. He closed the suitcase and locked it just in time.

“Oh, thank you. Do you want to take it out to the car?”

Johnny picked up the suitcase and took it out to the car. He put it in the trunk and went back into the house for the other suitcase. Then he retrieved her make up case.

Nancy went through the closet, checked in her purse, made sure she had a charger, her tooth brush, everything and anything she might need for an extended visit to her mother.

Finally, she was ready. The car was packed and she couldn’t find anything else that she might need.

They were standing in the kitchen when Johnny said, “Don’t worry. If there’s anything else you need I can send it to you.”

Nancy hugged her hubby, then kissed him a good one.

“Woo!” he muttered.

“And we haven’t even made love these last few days!”

“I’ve been abused,” agreed Johnny.

With that, Nancy hugged him again, and reached into his pants. She kissed him and stroked him.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Johnny when they broke.

“That’s just a reminder,” grinned Nancy. “Think about that in the long years to come.”

“Years?” he yelped.

“Maybe a decade or two.”

“Oh, no!”

She jacked him some more, then knelt and took him in her mouth.

Now Johnny really was sorry that she was leaving.

But, he couldn’t stifle the excitement building in his chest at the thought of being left alone for a while.

Nancy let go of him and he nearly fell over. Her mouth had been that heady.

“Well, got to go,” she giggled.

They went out to the car and Nancy slid behind the wheel. “I love you, Johnny. Thank you for understanding.”

“Hey. Your Mom is family, and you have to take care of your family.”

Nancy sighed. “I’m so lucky to have you.”

She backed out of the car and into the street. With a final wave she zoomed the car down the road.

Johnny waved from the edge of the street, then, her tail lights disappearing around a corner, he sighed, and smiled, and headed back into the house.

He closed the garage door and locked it.

He went through the house and closed all the doors and locked them.

He secured all the windows and drew all the drapes.

He went back into the garage, climbed on top of the washing machine and reached up to the crawl space.

Smiling, his fingers snagged a cardboard box. He lifted it down and headed back to his room.

He went into the bathroom and got down the bottle of Nair. He spread the goop over his body, making sure he had a thick coating in his groin and under his arms.

While the depilating formula did its work he walked, naked and covered with goop, into the kitchen. He got down a glass and filled it with ice. He poured some Horse Soldier Small Batch Bourbon into a glass, added some Coke, and took a sip.

“Oh, yeah!” he wheezed. Then he headed back to the bathroom and into the shower.

His hair came off smooth as silk. His skin felt so fine and sensitive, and his nipples were erect.

He shivered and dried himself off, then slathered body cream over his body. It smelled like roses, and his skin felt so alive.

Then he set to work on his nails.

It had taken him a good while to figure nails out, especially the fake nails, but now he was good at it.

He held his body in position and stroked red paint on his toes. then he shaped and fitted long ovals onto his fingers and painted them.

He admired his hands and feet briefly, then began working on his face.

Again, practice had made perfect, and he cleansed and primed and did all the things to make his face a perfect canvas.

He shaped his eyebrows, being careful not to go overboard. He wanted a unisex look that would not alarm his wife when she got back home.

He colored his lids, lengthened his eyelashes, and use eyeliner.

Finally, his face feminine looking, the angles softened, his eyes looking big and brown, he applied lipstick.

He sat and looked at himself for a long minute. He loved this look, and often wondered why men didn’t use make up, or even why he hadn’t been born a woman.

He put stretch tape on his skin, pulled his pecs inward so that they gave him a slight bit of cleavage. He used make up to shadow the cleavage and make it appear bigger.

Finally, he put on a bra that compressed his chest and forced his pecs up and out. It looked like he had A cups, or maybe even bigger.

Now came the tough part. Fortunately, he had been drinking, and that helped.

He got out his chastity tube and forced his rod into it.

It was tough, in spite of the booze he tended to stay large.

But he made it. And he locked the tube, then pulled it back between his legs and used a bit of tape to secure it. Now he would have no boner bump in his dress.

He took out his prostate massager and lubed it, then inserted it. It always made him gasp when he felt himself get full.

Panties. Thongs, actually, and the string up his butt totally excited him. Especially the way it rubbed on his massager.

He looked in the mirror. A boyish body, but the slight boobs made it girlish.

He wished he could have real tits. Big ones, like his wife.

Oh, well. If wishes were fishes all sharks would be stacked.

He giggled, and went into the kitchen to pour another drink.

Returning to the bedroom he put on a garter belt and nylons. He had to sit on the bed to do this, and he loved the way his body weight forced the massager deeper into him.

He chose a mulberry silk slip dress. It fit his form perfectly, and he had just enough cleavage showing, and legs, that it made him even more feminine.

High heels. It had taken him a while to be able to navigate in them, but he was not pretty good at it. On those rare occasions that he got to practice he could make his heel slick pretty good. He loved that powerful sensation of clicking heels.

He was almost done. All that was left was to brush his hair. He sat at Nancy’s vanity and began pulling a brush through his tangles. He wet the brush a bit, gave the handle a twist every once in a while, and styled the hair so it curled along his chin line.

And, finally, he was done.

He poured himself another drink, turned on the music in the dining room, pushed chairs back and began to sway with the music.

He pretended he was a woman. He pretended he had no cock. He pretended the world was his oyster, and he was hungry.

He moved his hips, inside the chastity tube his cock tried to get hard, but all it could do was try.

He rubbed his nipples and humped the door jamb.

He wanted this. He was in the excitation phase of sex, and he loved it. He wanted to stay like this forever.

He drank some more. He danced. He went out the garage door and stood in the shadows and imagined he was free to walk, to drive his car, to go anywhere. A woman.

If only…if only.

Finally, he went back into the house. It was getting late, and he wanted to watch a little porn.

He called up Findtubes and went to top right to Our Network. He was presented with almost 45 different sites. Anything he wanted. From Lesbians to Old Matures to…whatever.

Now his true horniness started. Watching the models do their thing made him hornier and hornier, but there was no way he could touch his dingus. It was locked up for the night.

As he got hornier and hornier he played with his nipples and rocked back and forth on the edge of his swivel, it pushed the prostate massager around and he honestly felt like he could cum that way.

He drank a little more, watched a little more, rocked a little more, and he felt dizzy.

He thought about removing the chastity tube and jacking off, but he knew he had pushed it too far. No, better to just stagger back into the bedroom, enjoy his state of mind, his state of body, his potentially enormous boner that was hiding in his chastity tube.

Tomorrow he would masturbate. He would continue his crossdressing and self edging.

Tomorrow.

He lay down on the bed.

He flopped onto his stomach and listened to his breathing, felt his peeny squirming in frustration. Felt his heinie throbbing, his prostate so excited, he wanted to cum, but…not now…not….

It was a four hour trip to Nancy’s mother’s house. It wasn’t a bad four hours, just a boring four hours. Fortunately for Nancy, she wasn’t going to her mother’s house. Instead, she went over to her best friend’s house. Charlene Peters, ‘Char’ for short, lived on the other side of town.

Fifteen minutes after she left her house Nancy pulled into Char’s garage. Her friend closed the garage door, then went to the driver’s door and opened it.

Nancy got out and hugged her friend.

After a moment Char invited her into the house.

They sat at a table and Char poured them a couple of wine coolers. They sipped and sat and Nancy thought.

“So you’re really going to leave him.”

Nancy nodded.

“Well, you know I think it’s a mistake.”

Nancy looked up. She was in a weird state of mind. on hand she was happy she had finally made a decision. On the other hand…it was the death of a marriage.

“Tell me why it’s a mistake.”

“I’ve told you before.”

“Tell me again. I really need to think this through.”

Char sipped her cooler, sat back, and proceeded to pontificate.

“The main reason is that you haven’t talked to him. You haven’t sat down and spoken your mind, let him know what he’s doing that’s driving you away.

Nancy grunted. It was true.

“And let’s look at why you want to leave him.”

“He doesn’t like sex.”

“That’s not a great reason.”

“Sure it is. I’m a woman. I want to be loved. There’s even times I want him to throw me down and do me.”

“And the other side of that,” Char observed, “is that there’s probably times when he would like you to throw him down and do you.”

Nancy sighed.

“Come on, girl friend. Talk to me.”

For hours they talked. Slowly Char chipped away at her friend’s reasoning. And emotions rose and Nancy had a good cry. And, in the end, she decided to go home and confront her husband.

“Will you come with me?”

“What for?”

“To be my conscience. To provide moral support. To make sure I don’t go off my rocker.”

“Okay.”

So the two friends, now a little soused, but not too much, giggled and got into Nancy’s car. Nancy drove, making sure she avoided cops and obeyed all laws. She pulled into her driveway at four in the morning.

The two girls stepped out of the car, swayed a little, and went to the front door.

Nancy was giggling, but it was a forced sort of giggle, a drunken chortle as she contemplated what was about to happen.

She turned the knob, except it didn’t turn.

She frowned, “That’s funny,” she whispered. “We never lock the door.

“I think the garage door was open an inch.”

They went back to the front of the garage and, sure enough, the door was open an inch.

Johnny had stepped outside, into the shadows, and while he had made sure everything was locked up tight, he had forgotten to lock the garage door again when he went back inside the house.

The door was a bit heavy, so Nancy only opened it a few inches, just enough to slide into the garage. Not enough to make a racket that would have awakened Johnny.

The girls entered the kitchen. It was dark, no lights but the clock on the stove and the microwave, the door of which had been left ajar.

Now they tip toed, careful not to make a sound.

Why they tip toed wasn’t exactly clear to them. Nancy should have been making regular noises, hoping to awake Johnny without surprising him.

Not that Johnny would awake. He was slumbering the deep sleep. One could have pounded on a drum and he would have simply turned over and snored.

They went down the hall and Nancy stopped at the computer room. The computer was on, the bright light of the screen illuminating the room.

Puzzled, Nancy stepped into the room and looked at the screen.

“Holy shit!” whispered Char behind her.

On the screen was a picture of a woman sucking…another woman!

But…not a woman!

Nancy and Char blinked, figured it out, then saw the caption at the top of the screen.

Lady Boys with Big Cocks

Stunned, they looked at each other in the light of the computer screen.

“What the fuck?” whispered Nancy.

“Is the sound down?” asked Char in a low voice.

Nancy turned the sound down and clicked on the image on the screen.

The faces of the lady boys were feminine. They looked like women.

Their bodies were slender, but they had boobs. Not hug boobs, but…boobs.

And they were fucking! One of the lady boys had the other one bent over and they moaned and groaned and committed sodomy.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Shh. Hit the back button.”

Nancy did so, and they went back through a seemingly endless saga of men and women. They had picked up on lady boys as the last site Johnny had visited, but he had varied tastes. There were big boobs, Asian BDSM, and something utterly amazing—Dominatrix April stapling a man’s peeny. Making it short. Click, click. OW! Click. And the old fellow on the screen suddenly had a one inch pecker.

Char whispered, “This doesn’t look like a man who doesn’t like sex.”

“It looks like somebody who likes sex a little too much.”

Char giggled, “How much is too much?”

Slowly, ever so slowly, Nancy smiled.

“This changes things, yes?”

Nancy nodded. Then: I still might leave him, but not until I find out more.”

“Well, shut it down and let’s go wake up Mr. Bozo Butt.”

Nancy turned the computer off and the two girls went back to the hall and headed for the master bedroom.

Nancy turned on the light and her mouth was open to say ‘Wake up, Johnny!”

But she said nothing. Instead, her eyes opened and she stared in stunned shock.

Char moved in behind her, wondering what the hold up was, but when she Johnny on the bed she didn’t say anything, either.

A woman lay on the bed. A sexy woman. She was half turned at the waist, her lower body facing down on the mattress.

She was wearing some kind of butt plug, and below that was the tip of something silvery.

Nancy was torn. She was shivering. She was about to come loose, to scream, to throw things at the woman in her bed.

Char moved around the bed, looked at the woman’s face, and suddenly grinned.

Nancy’s mouth was open, the scream building, but then Char was motioning to her, grinning like a fool, actually laughing in a silent manner.

“Come here! Get over here!” Char hissed.

Still, Nancy wanted to scream.

Char came back around the bed and grabbed her arm and pulled her. “You won’t believe it.”

Nancy allowed herself to be pulled around the side of the bed, tears were starting to fill her eyes. Now she knew she was going to leave Johnny. Not wanting sex, but being a pervert, and now this…another woman in their bed.

And where was Johnny? Where was…and everything stopped.

She saw where Johnny was; she knew who the woman was. She staggered backwards, her mouth and eyes open in shock, and Char snagged her and managed to keep her upright.

It was Johnny! Johnny was the woman!

Thoughts flashed through Nancy’s mind.

He had watched ‘Lady Boys.’ He was a crossdresser. He didn’t want sex because…because he wanted his sex in other ways.

He wanted to dress up and masturbate. Although, he was wearing something over his cock, she knew it would come off and he would masturbate.

And, he had been lying to her for their whole marriage.

She knew it had been their whole marriage because something like this doesn’t happen over night.

Char pulled her sleeve and guided her out of the room. They tip toed down to the kitchen, where they stood and gasped, and giggled and held on to each other.

“Is he gay?” asked Nancy.

“Naw. He’s just…over sexed.”

“My, God! What am I going to do?”

“What are you going to do? Are you serious? Don’t you realize what this means?”

“Not really.”

“Honey, you have got Johnny exactly where you want him. You can mold him, shape him, make him into a slave if you wish.”

Nancy was sober now, thinking through what her friend was explaining.

“Come with me,” and Nancy held her cell phone and returned to the bedroom. She turned on the lights, which stunned Nancy.

“Don’t worry. Did you see the bottle of bourbon? It’s near empty.”

The lights shone down on sleeping Johnny, and Nancy started taking pictures.

She clicked pictures from every angle. She actually touched Johnny, spread his legs and snapped pictures of his butt plug, or whatever it was, and the chastity tube. As she took the pictures she spoke in a normal tone of voice.

“He isn’t going to wake up, and so what if he did?”

“But…what am I going to do?” Nancy was still in a state of shock.

“Oh, I don’t know. Whatever you want? Hey, if you want to go visit your mother this would be a great time.”

“What?” Nancy was confused.

“Leave Bozo Butt to me. Go take a vacation. I guarantee when you come home he’ll be…amenable.”

“But I…”

Nancy turned Johnny over, just grabbed him and flipped him. Now his chastity tube was visible through panties. She pulled his panties down and snapped pictures. She made sure she had a lot of pictures with his face showing.

Finally, enough photos in her cell, Nancy tapped the face of her phone a few times. “There. I sent it to my computer. And…there. It’s in the cloud.”

For a second the two women looked down on Nancy’s drunken, perverted husband.

Finding out that he did like sex, Nancy was sort of relieved. And it was sort of cute, him dressing up.

“He did a good job,” said Char.

“Apparently he’s had some practice,” agreed Nancy.

Then Char said, “Aha!”

She walked to the side table and picked up a small key. She held it to his chastity tube. It was the key to his happiness, and now Char was holding it.

Grinning wider than a Cheshire cat, Char turned off the lights and the two women left the room.

They sat down in the kitchen to discuss the matter.

“So, are you going to do this? Or do you want me to handle him?”

Nancy considered her friend. “What would you do to him?”

“Tease him. Touch him. Drive him crazy. I’ll mount a couple of cameras so you can watch. You can go to your mother’s and have a nice visit, and I’ll handle Bozo butt.

“So he won’t even know that I know.”

“I can use that to blackmail him, force him to my will.”

“It’ll probably be a bigger shock than if I did it.”

“Absolutely. He’s used to you, your normal dynamic, your ways of behaving with each other, will reassert. But this way…” she shrugged.

They finished off the bottle of bourbon as they talked, and Nancy was liking the idea more and more. Then Nancy asked, “Are you going to fuck him?”

Char blinked. “Actually, honestly, I hadn’t thought about it. Should I? Do you want me to? Or should I say, do you care?”

“Right now…not really. I’m still trying to wrap my head around this whole thing.”

“Well, we can talk about it. I certainly don’t mind contributing my pussy for a good cause.”

Nancy giggled. “A good cause.”

“Can you think of a better cause? Bending a man to a woman’s will?”

Nancy frowned. “But is he really a man?”

“That’s an interesting thought. Is he?”

The two women stared at each other.

Char: “He’s got a dick, officially he’s a man.”

Nancy: “But what does he want, deep down inside?”

Char: “Maybe that’s something we’ll find out.”

And the two women pondered.

Several hours later Johnny stirred. His mouth was dry, and tasted like lipstick.

He blinked his eyes, and realized he still had long eyelashes.

Oh, fuck, and his dick hurt.

He rolled out of bed and wobbled across the floor. He was hungover, still a little drunk, and wearing high heels.

What the fuck? He thought he had taken his heels off. This was weird.

He made it to the bathroom and sat on the porcelain throne. Ahhh. Relief. He listened to the tinkle of water in the bowl. Heysoos, that felt good.

He dabbed at his chastity tube with toilet paper and stood up. Damn. He wasn’t supposed to sleep in make up.

He went out to his wife’s vanity table. He felt gamey. He needed to get undressed and clean himself off. And he really needed to let his dick out. After a night of being all scrunched up it was ready to pop.

Not that he would pop it right now. He’d wait a few hours, enjoy the feeling of his peeny stretching out and swaying back and forth and bobbing up and down. Then maybe he’d get dressed up again, but no chastity tube now. Now he was ready to squirt. Then take a day off and do it all over.

He sat in his wife’s chair at her vanity table and dabbed a finger into the cold cream. He scooped a bit out and applied it to his face.

He loved this part, taking off his make up, almost as much as he loved putting it on.

He wiped away color, cleaned his eyelids and mascara, and returned his face to his maleness.

His dress felt a little gamey, having slept in it. And his nylons were skewed, and his bra felt a little tight.

He sighed happily. God, he loved this life.

Of course, he felt a little guilty. He had a big secret from his wife, and he knew he needed to make love to her more.

It was just that he liked making love to himself a little more.

His face clean, he slipped out of the dress. He would wash it this evening, maybe wear it tomorrow. Heck, he needed to order a few more dresses, some more lingerie. He should order some stuff off Amazon while Nancy was gone.

He glanced at the clock on the side table. It was almost time to call her. He had slept a little too late, and he had to get moving.

Oddly, he suddenly felt something was wrong. Something…he looked back at the side table, and nothing registered.

He took off his lingerie. Unrolled his nylons, took off his bra, and it was when he was bending his arms to unfastened the back strap on the bra that it hit him.

It was a wordless realization. It was a moment of understanding something without all the verbalization.

He turned and looked at the side table.

The lamp on it. The clock. But nothing else.

And there should have been something else.

The key.

The key to his chastity tube.

The key should have been there.

His hand went down to his groin and he held the chastity tube. The chastity tube was still on him, but where was the key?”

He dove to his hands and knees and searched the carpet around the side table.

He lay on his belly, feeling the tube on his cock pressing into the rug.

His cock was stirring, it had been stirring since he had woken up. But it couldn’t get hard.

He got up on the bed and searched through the covers. He lifted pillows, dug his hand down between the mattress and the headboard.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” he mumbled.

He picked up the mattress and pulled it off the bed. He moved the bed and searched the floor minutely.

He staggered back to the vanity chair and plopped down heavily.

What the fuck? Where was it? He always put the key on the side table when he locked himself up! Where could it have gone?

For a long minute he sat, immersed in black confusion, then he perked up.

What did it matter? He could cut it off! It was time for him to buy a new one anyway. This one was old, generic, maybe he should order something from Lori, or something. Or at least get one that would hold him tighter, keep him prisoner better.

So thinking, he started to smile. He stood up. He stepped into the shower and cleaned himself off. He soaped his tube up and chuckled.

Who the fuck cared? It just put his program back a day. He could order over night and have a new chastity tube within a day.

He dried himself off, used his wife’s spare hair dryer to make sure his cock and tube were dry.

Then, naked and loving it, he walked down the hallway. Time for a little breakfast. Time to make plans for the day. He still had a lot of sex to do. Sure, Nancy might be gone for a couple of months, but those months would travel fast, and this was his golden opportunity.

He walked past the foyer, on the left, and the living room on the right.

He stepped into the kitchen, and that’s when it hit him.

The same way the absence of the key had hit him.

Something was wrong. Something was really wrong. He turned and stepped back and looked to the left. Into the living room.

Then he jerked and grabbed the door and his nice, clean body broke out in massive amounts of terrified sweat.

“Hi, Johnny.”

Char, Nancy’s best friend, was sitting on the couch, watching him. Her lips were pursed and she held in laughter.

And Johnny fainted.


PART TWO

Johnny came to. His face was wet and somebody was patting his cheek. Sort of hard, but not striking him.

He made a sound, and opened his eyes.

His head was in Char’s lap and she was patting his face with a wet wash cloth.

“There he is,” said Char.

Johnny sat up. His face was red, his mind was stuttering, he was caught.

Char stood up, brushed her skirt, and said, “You really went out like a light.”

Johnny sat on his butt, his hands supporting him behind his back. His legs splayed, but the knees slightly bent. The chastity tube was plain to see. And he realized something else. He was still wearing the prostate massager.

He scrambled to his feet, nearly falling, grabbing for the edge of the couch. Then he was on his feet, shaking and trembling, and looking at Char.

“Don’t bother trying to hide it. I know you’re wearing a chastity tube, but what’s that thing up your butt?”

“I…I…uh…”

Johnny started backing up, he was waving his hands, he was trying to think, but panic had him. He turned and ran for the bedroom.

A look of pure delight on her face, Char followed him.

Johnny closed the door and locked it.

“Open up, Johnny.” Char rattled the doorknob.

No sound.

Char sighed and bent at the knee. She slid her cell phone under the door.

“Look at my photos, Johnny.”

Johnny looked down at the phone. Looked at photos. Oh, no!

He bent and picked up the phone. He looked at the photos, and felt faint.

Him. On the bed. Full en femme. Make up and…and butt plug and chastity tube.

“Now open up the door, Johnny. Or I’ll go home and put all those photos on Facebutt.”

Johnny felt like he wasn’t even in his body. He stared at himself in image.

“Johnny. Last chance. Once I leave you’ll have my cell phone and you won’t be able to call me. I’ll go straight home and onto Facebutt. No…open the door.

Johnny was muttering, mumbling, trying to figure everything out, but the only recourse he had was to open the door.

“Okay, Johnny. See you later.”

Click, click, click.

Johnny heard her heels on the wood floor. She was going to do it. She was going to…

“Wait!” he yelped.

He grabbed a robe and wrapped it around himself. He pulled out the prostate massager and threw it on the bed. He opened the door.

Char was at the end of the hallway, turned around and waiting. When she saw Johnny she smiled, and returned.

“Wait..uh…please…”

His voice was breaking.

She stopped in front of him and placed a hand on his chest. “Wow. Your heart is beating hard.”

Johnny looked down at her slender fingers, felt the tips of her nails on his flesh.

“Please…I…”

But he still couldn’t think.

“Lose the robe.”

Johnny hugged it around his body.

“I mean it.”

He couldn’t move, but she could. She reached out and pulled the robe down, over his shoulders, down his arms, and let it drop on the floor.

Johnny shivered, his eyes were like the thousand yard stare of men just out of combat.

“Nice,” Char said, gripping his chastity tube and giving it a shake.

Johnny groaned.

“We’re going to leave this on. That okay with you, Johnny?”

“How…how…did you get in?”

“I’m an evil witch. I turned myself into smoke and slid under the door.”

Johnny was gulping now, swallowing hard. “Nu…nu…”

“No? Well, you’re right. The garage door was open and I just walked in.”

Johnny’s mind turned over the events of the night previous. He had stepped out of the garage, into the shadows, and he had forgotten to lock the door when he came back in.

“Now turn around and bend over.”

“Wha…what?”

“I want to see that butt plug thingie.”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Nonsense. Oh, you must have pulled it out. Probably jerked it out while the door was closed. Is that right?”

Johnny nodded, his head moving a bit frantically.

“Well, get it and put it back in. I want you chastised and fucked at all times.”

“But I…you…”

“Now. Or I call your wife.”

Now Johnny had two items to worry about. Being posted on Facebutt, and his wife finding out. He turned and stumbled to the bed. He picked up the prostate massager and said his first intelligible words. “I have to…wash it. Wash it off.”

“Well hop to it, Bozo Butt.”

Johnny went into the bathroom, He soaped the plug and looked at it. He couldn’t. Not in front of Char.

But char had followed him. “Don’t you have to lube it or something?”

Johnny nodded.

“Well?”

Sobbing, Johnny got out the lube and greased the massager up. Then he bent over and inserted it. He felt the thing expand his ring, and it hurt a little. He realized that his anus was all puckered from his panic.

“Wow. Stand up.”

Johnny straightened up and turned to her. His eyes were looking down.

“Look at me.”

Johnny had a hard time, but he managed to raise his face.

Char stepped closer to him. He felt her large breasts press against him.

She reached up and wiped his tears off his cheeks. “You’ll have to stop crying, Johnny Boy. It will mess up your make up.”

“But, I…you…”

“Now sit down over here, and let me do you proper.”

But…I…”

She guided him to the chair at the vanity table and sat him down.

Johnny stared at himself.

“I’m going to fix your nails. You didn’t do badly, but pay attention. Then we’ll work on your make up, so you have until I’m done with your nails to stop crying.”

“Bu…bu…” he was shivering.

“Calm down. Take deep breaths. Watch what I do so you can learn.”

And Johnny watched.

Across town Nancy was sitting in Char’s house staring at the computer. She couldn’t wait to see what was happening. She fixed herself a drink and sat and sipped.

Char finished his nails and stood up. “Okay, I want you to learn from this, so I’m going to call up a few programs on my laptop. You just sit there.”

Char went out to the living room and retrieved her laptop. She tapped a few keys and grinned at the computer.

Across town Nancy finally saw Char’s face appear. Nancy wished she could have seen Johnny’s initial reactions, but at least she would be able to watch from now on. The computer on Char’s end was set to stream whatever the camera saw to Nancy’s laptop. She settled back and grinned.

Char set the laptop down on the vanity table. It had a perfect view of Johnny, and when he moved it would show the bed. Perfect.

First Char called up a couple of Youtube videos on make up, then she set to work.

Across town Nancy held her breath and watched.

Char took her time, explained everything, and Johnny sat motionless in the chair.

He had managed to stop crying, but he was still panicked.

“You did a god job, Johnny Boy, but there’s some tricks that will help you do a better job.

Char cleaned his face, did basically the same things that Johnny had done the night before, but better. When she was done Johnny was absolutely breath taking.

She had him stand up and pirouette, and the camera in the laptop transmitted everything.

“Very nice, Johnny. Now, let’s order you some goodies.

Johnny pulled up another chair and Char scrolled and tapped through Amazon and other sites, and picked out lingerie, a new wardrobe, make up, even jewelry.

“But my ears aren’t pierced!” Johnny was starting to be able to talk.

“They will be.”

“But Nancy will find out!”

“Nah. How long is she gone for?”

“Well, uh…”

“She told me two months. So you can wear jewelry. We take it out when the second month starts and the holes will close up. Now let me ask you a question.”

“What?”

“How long have you been doing this?”

“I just did it this time. I was curious. I…” he babbled on, and Char smiled.

When he was done she said, “Bullshit. Now tell me the truth.”

And Johnny fessed up. He described his fascination with women’s clothes when he was in grade school, how that interest grew and grew. How he wore girl’s clothes in college, how he had never been caught, how he was afraid everybody would laugh at him.

“Johnny, Johnny,” said Char when Johnny was done babbling. “Don’t you know that imitation is the sincerest form of flattery? Don’t you know that, except for a few bitches who are just that, bitches, most women would be impressed by you?”

“No.”

“Well, it’s true. But, here’s the sad news, for you, not me.”

Johnny watched her.

“I’m going to use you. I’ve got your secret now, and it’s safe with me, as long as you do what I say. In fact, I’ll even help you out.”

“You will? But what about Nancy?”

“You’ve been keeping your secret from her, so why not continue. Although, I’ll bet she wouldn’t be as upset as you might think she would be.”

Johnny was silent. He was aware that he had a secret, and sometimes he felt guilty about it, but he couldn’t stop what he was.

He was a pervert, and that was wrong, and somehow he lived with that knowledge.

And now he was going to have even more to conceal from his wife.

“How do feel about keeping secrets from Nancy.”

“I feel terrible. I always want to tell her, but…I can’t.”

Char nodded.

On the other end of the computer Nancy was startled. She had been about to divorce him, but now she was finding out his true feelings, and the torture and torment he was going through.

On the computer Char said, “Well, like I say, your secret is safe, but there will be a price.”

“What price?”

“Better to show you, than tell you.”

Char stood up and took off her blouse.

Johnny stared at her big boobs. Her nipples were stiff and pointing at him.

“What are you doing?”

Char took off her skirt, then her panties. Her landing strip was a a thin patch of light hair. She sat on the bed and said, “Eat me, Johnny. “Eat me till I get off. Get me off.”

Johnny stood up, but more from shock than compliance.

“I can’t…I can’t do that!”

“Why not?”

“I’m married! I don’t want to fuck you! I love my wife.”

Across town Nancy bit her knuckles and tears seeped from her eyes.

“Who said anything about fucking. Yet. I just want a little cunnilingus. And I’ll tell you the truth, Johnny…I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a lesbian eat me out.”

“But I’m not a lesbian!”

“Aren’t you? Look at yourself. Go ahead, look in the mirror.”

Johnny turned and saw himself, red lips and beautiful eyes. She had brushed his hair out and curled it under, and he looked….like a woman.

“I…I can’t…”

“Come here, Johnny. Think of all the bad things that will happen if I post you on Facebutt, if I send all the videos and pictures to Nancy. How long do you think she’ll stay with you then?”

“Please…” But his foot had taken another step.

Char watched him break, one foot at a time.

“Come here, Johnny. My pussy needs your mouth.”

“No…no…” another step, another…

He went to his knees when he reached the bed, and his eyes were truly tortured.

Across town Nancy watched, and she would have felt bad, except that she knew, in his heart of hearts, Johnny was a pervert, and he had secrets, and he wanted this.

Nancy lay back and held his head in her groin. She felt his mouth go to work, and it was delicious, exciting, and made her hornier than she had ever been.

Johnny gobbled, and licked, and sucked, and—in spite of his protests—he did a good job. A really good job.

The days passed slowly. Rapturous but torturous at the same time. Johnny was in full en femme at all times. He was forced to do the laundry, vacuum, everything.

His heels clicked at all times, and new outfits arrived, and lingerie, and Johnny became totally immersed in his new existence.

He was conflicted, that was obvious, and it was what Char, and Nancy, desired.

Teach him to have secrets. Hunh!

By the third day, however, Char, and Nancy, were ready to up the game.

“I want you to have real boobs.”

Johnny stared at her. He had become calm, resigned to his situation. And he even enjoyed, with caveat, his predicament. But… “Real boobs?”

“Well, they’re called ‘vacation boobs.’ Some doctor back east created them so women could see what they would look like before getting real implants.”

“But I can’t have tits!”

“Why not?” Char drew him out, enjoying the fact that he was most embarrassed when he was admitting things.

“Because Nancy will eventually come home.”

“That’s the glory of vacation boobs. They only last a month. No plastic bags. And they are absorbed into the body and just disappear.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. And I’ve made an appointment for you. Tomorrow we’re going to see the doctor.”

Johnny protested mightily. Even though the idea of actually having tits was so heady he thought his dick would break his chastity tube, he was scared.

Char pulled out the big guns. “Maybe I’ll just post on Facebutt and let Nancy see on her own. She won’t suspect me, we’ll be great friends, and you…well, maybe you can get a job in the fast food industry.”

Char!” begged Johnny. “You can’t do this to me!”

“Heck, Johnny Boy, I’m doing it for you. Heck, when you finally experience having your own boobs, you’ll never be the same.”

And  that was exactly what Johnny was scared of.

But, no matter how much he resisted, Char held all the cards, and on the following day she took Johnny down to a clinic.

“Hello, Johnny. I’m Doctor Sanderson. I’ll be performing your procedure today.”

Johnny was alone in the room with the doctor.

“Now, this is an outpatient procedure. Did you bring a bra with…of course you did. You know, even though I’ve got your records, I didn’t realize you were a man.”

“Oh,” his voice was small.

“It’s not very many men that are brave enough to transition.”

“But, I’m not…” he stopped talking because he didn’t know how much Nancy had told the doctor.

“Not transitioning? Maybe not now. But when men get breasts it’s only a matter of time.

“Oh.” A dull thud in his mind that was curiously exhilarating.

“Now, lay back and let me take some measurements.”

Johnny lay back and felt the doctor make grease pencil marks around his pectorals.

“Char said you wanted very big ones, and, I have to admit, the male chest is a bit wider. You’re going to need large ones to pull this off. That’s okay with you?”

That was the moment Johnny could have protested, stopped the whole thing. Oddly, it wasn’t the threat of being revealed, to the world and his wife, that stopped him from protesting. There was some little niggle of a thought way back in the cranium.

And he realized: I want this!

It was small, but savage. And he said. “Yes.”

“Okly Dokely.”

And the doctor went to work.

Johnny exited the clinic with a large chest. He didn’t say a word, just got in the car and stared straight ahead.

His chest felt heavy.

His chastity tube felt full. His cock was awake this morning.

Char drove him home, and they got out and went into the kitchen.

Johnny took down the bourbon and poured himself a drink.

“Me, too.” said Char.

Johnny was so silent she wasn’t sure how he was taking it.

She sipped, and watched him.

He poured another one, drank it quick, then suddenly put the glass down and grabbed his new tits. They were massive, but his hands were able to cup and lift them.

“DAMN!” he yelled. “FUCKING DAMN!”

And there was, on his face, a look indescribable.

Char knew what it was, though.

She had created the monster, and now the monster liked it.

“How’s he doing?” asked Nancy on the phone.

“He’s doing good. There are times when he doesn’t talk, and when he drinks, but…he’s adapting.”

“I watch you guys on the laptop, and…he is having fun.”

“That’s something I want to talk to you about.”

“What?”

“I’m getting horny. Seeing his body, feeling his body as he eats me, feeling his tits, I’m getting horny.”

Nancy was silent.

“So, we talked about this earlier…what do you think?”

“You want to screw him.”

“I do.”

Nancy retreated into her mind. On one hand, Char was training Johnny wonderfully. He was going to be amazing when she was done with him.

On the other hand, she was having all the fun.

Truth, Nancy was jealous. But she knew she couldn’t have done what Char had done. She owed her friend, but how much?

“Do you think Johnny would fuck you?”

“If I take that chastity tube off him he’d fuck a hornet’s nest. He’s dripping all the time. His eyes, you should see how haunted his eyes are.”

“Okay, I have my considerations…”

“Then I won’t do it.”

“No, I want you to, under certain conditions.”

Char waited.

“I want you to fuck him, but tell him not to cum. If he can screw you without cumming then it’s not really screwing, right?”

“Yeah,” Char drew the word out, thinking about what Nancy was saying.

“And if he does cum, then…” Nancy explained her plot and Char smiled on the other end of the line.

“Girlfriend, you are devious.”

“I’m also in love with you.”

Silence. Stark silence. The kind of silence that can’t even be broken by a shrill scream.

“What?”

“If you do this, and if he cums, then I get to do what I said, and then I get to do it to you.”

Char’s mind was whirling. Now she was on the other end, receiving mind blowing information, and not really knowing what to do about it.

“Well? Or are you chicken?”

“I’ve never been a lesbian,” said Char nervously.

“Me, neither. But what does it take? Two people who love each other, a certain adjustment of attitudes concerning sex organs and what to do with them…”

It took a moment, but Char thought about it, went through all sorts of possibilities, and in the end she whispered, “I’ll try it.”

Char was in a position. If she made Johnny Cum then…dominoes would fall. If she didn’t…well, the dominoes might fall anyway.

That night she called Johnny to her. She poured a couple of drinks and sat down facing him.

“It’s time to put up or shut up,” said Char.

“What?” Johnny was actually having trouble thinking these days. He was so horny all the time that his thought process was a bit addled.

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Fuck you?”

Char was a little irritated by his dopiness. “Fuck me. With your dick.”

“You’re going to let me out?”

Char sighed. It was no use explaining things to Johnny. He was too far gone. He was fucked stupid, and that by not getting fucked.

“The thing is…I don’t want you to cum.”

“Oh, okay.” but he was stupid and she wondered if he understood at all.

She stood up, quaffed her drink, poured him another one, he was going to need it, and walked him down the hallway.

Johnny listened to his heels clicking. His cock stirred yet again in his tube. His asshole felt so good. He had been wearing the prostate massager almost continuously, and he was sexually stimulated beyond what he had ever thought possible.

Char had him take out his plug and sit on the bed. Not having the plug in place would reduce a certain amount of stimulation.

She fit the key to the lock and took off his chastity tube.

His cock sprang out in all its glory. It throbbed, and bits of pre-cum were flicked off it.

Char bent over him and placed her mouth on his cock. She sucked him as she took off her clothes.

Johnny was overloaded. His cock was ready to squirt. His whole body felt like a penis about to erupt. He felt like he was on the threshold of heaven, if he could just fall forward an inch…

Now naked, Char climbed on top of Johnny. Behind here the laptop was recording everything.

She slid down onto him. He was big, and his juices, combined with her juices, made for the juiciest fuck ever.

She gripped her nipples and groaned and rocked on him.

Johnny gripped his nipples and groaned, and was the rocking horse.

For a long minute they moved back and forth, then it was obvious that Johnny couldn’t control himself.

In fact, from this moment on he was going to have to wear a tube. He was so out of control he would never be back in control for the rest of his life.

He grunted, the trigger clicked, the semen shot up his shaft, and his brains went to la la land.

He was in a rapturous state of mind. Everything was golden white and he rode a crest and emptied himself into Char.

Char groaned. She had failed. He had cum. But what had she expected.

Then she smiled, she was going to have to make love to Nancy. Oh, fuck! Why did that make her so happy?

Done creaming, Johnny passed out. What could you expect from a man so tortured?

Char lay there, cuddled with him, and wondered at the future.

A few minutes later, about fifteen, she heard a sound. She blinked. Who…

She sat up and pushed on Johnny.

Johnny opened his eyes. He was dazed and dumb, and not fully awake.

Char heard slithering sounds, tapping sounds.

“Who’s that?”

Nancy appeared in the doorway. Her clothes were half off and she was fastening a strap on around her hips. “Hey, honey.”

To whom she was talking wasn’t clear.

Johnny sat up and stared in confusion.

“Get off that bed,” said Nancy, and she pulled Char off the side of the bed.

“Honey?” Johnny was fully waking up now, and he really didn’t understand.

“Turn over, bitch boy.”

She pulled on Johnny and forced him over.

She stuffed a pillow under him and spread his legs.

“What are you…”

She had slathered her dick with lube and she pushed it into him.

“GURK!” Johnny arched his back and his eyes opened.

“Yeah, baby,’ cooed Nancy. She began to move back and forth.

Johnny was trapped. He was between a dick and a mattress, and the dick was winning.

As he felt the monster thrusts take away his manhood his mind seemed disconnected.

He had wanted to be a woman. He had dressed like a woman. And now…he was being taken like a woman.

And it felt good.

There was a purity of sex that was beyond his former life.

Then he had been confused, but now he wasn’t. Now he was being taken, like he should be, and there was no confusion in his mind.

This was what he was designed for.

For a long minute Nancy plunged into her husband, but he had already cum.

She, however, was in a fever pitch.

She withdrew from him, pushed him over and turned to Char. “Your turn.”

Char sat on the bed, maybe thinking of false modesty, maybe even thinking of refusing, but Nancy wasn’t to be denied.

Nancy grabbed her friend and pulled her over. She held her face in her hands and kissed her. She nibbled on her tits. Her hands went down to her junction and began rubbing fiercely.

“Was it good? Getting fucked by Johnny?”

“Oh…oh…”

It was, but it wasn't as good as what was happening right then.

Nancy spread her friends legs. Johnny’s seed provided lubrication, and she plunged.

It was a mad moment of mashing, bouncing tits, asses that rose and fell.

Char groaned, feeling the hard plastic assault her in the most heavenly manner.

Next to them Johnny stared. He was caught between the bed and the wall, and all he could do was bounce, fall down the crack a little more, and absorb the man, wild, manic fucking.

Then, without having her own pussy abused, Nancy came. She came not from getting fucked, but from fucking with a dick she couldn’t feel.

It was an impossibility, until one realized just how horny Nancy had become.


epilogue

They lay in bed, the three of them, and were happy.

Johnny got to be a girl. The two girls got to be lesbians.

Johnny was going to get all the kinky sex he wanted, and maybe no sex at all.

Nancy now trusted her husband. She understood what drove him, and she was prepared to answer the call.

And Char had Johnny, and was possessed by Nancy.

What could be better?

END
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He was drafted and forced to be a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

A military style camp for feminization, what a concept, eh? Yet, in a way, this story makes sense.

Of course it is a little bawdy, at times, but you’re big boys and girls. You can handle it.

Incidentally, Camp Thorndyke is named after my BFF, Alyce Thorndyke.

She’s my inspiration, and I suggest you check her out.

Now then, shoulders back, chest out, and prepare yourself. The Marines may make a few good men, but the world really needs a few good women.

STAY HORNY
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Part One

It was the fault of the Chinese government, but he didn’t understand that when it began.

And when did it begin?

The day he went out to the mail box.

The mail box was actually one of 30. He was living in a government project. Rents had gotten so high that he couldn’t afford a place to live. So he thought he was lucky when an apartment opened up in the projects. He moved in, and got his girlfriend to move in, and they planned to get married and everything was hunky dory.

In fact, he was waiting for a letter of acceptance from the university. He had passed his exams and the government agreed to sponsor him, and…he was going to get educated, get rich, and get the heck out of the projects.

He put the key in the slot and turned it. He opened the door and pulled out a half a dozen letters. He closed the box, extracted the key and headed for his little apartment. As he walked he perused the letters.

Car insurance. Nope. He had no car. Some day, maybe, but not as a starving student.

Grave insurance. Don’t be a burden to your family after you’ve gone. Nope. He was young, and he was going to have to risk the fact that he was not going to die soon.

An invitation to buy a lottery ticket. Did you know that people win millions of dollars every day and you could be…nope.

Coupons for shopping.

Political propaganda from the honorable Steve Wentwurst. Your representative…and a big grin full of overly large teeth looked out from a face with a forehead too small, and squinting eyes. Sooner buy a used car from Charles Manson.

He stopped at the stairs and threw mail into the garbage can. He almost through the small, grey envelope out, and later he would have wished that he had.

Looked official, time stamped, used for official business, but he knew it wasn’t an acceptance letter.

He looked at the envelope for a half a second, then slid it into his rear pocket and charged up the stairs.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“In here, babe!”

Chrissy was doing the dishes, being careful not to go over their waster allotment. She turned and took off her apron, took a step and hugged him.

And kissed him a juicy, passionate kiss. Right out of the movies. The kind of kiss that makes babies.

Not that they had any plans for babies. Not right then. They had to improve their situation before that happened.

“Hey, baby,” he held her, and they felt his dingus rise up and poke her.

She giggled. “Oh, baby. Is that a gun in your pants? Or are you glad to see me?”

“Both. I’m glad to see you, and I’ve got the kind of gun that wants to shoot.”

They laughed, then he was undoing her blouse and pulling down her skirt. At the same time she was unbuckling his belt and working his zipper.

Clothes askew, but still coming off, Chrissy dropped to her knees and began administering to Johnny’s dingus.

Johnny sighed, half picked her up, tried to move her, but only succeeded in falling across the couch.

Chrissy laughed, pushed him back, and crawled up on his lap.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, as she slid down over his pole.

Then they were connected, their spirits twined, and they began to move.

Long, slow strokes that excited, but didn’t take Johnny over the top too fast. Chrissy knew very well how excited he could become, and if she wasn’t careful he would shoot his stuff and leave her high and dry.

“Oh, come  on,” he groaned, but wasn’t serious. He knew what she was doing.

Chrissy laughed and held him down, pinned him and swiveled her love box over his meat pole.

“Fuck!” Johnny was close.

Then Chrissy tightened up, braced her hands on his shoulders, and stared at him. She came hard, her eyes rolled and her body kept spasming.

“Yeah, baby,” said Johnny with relief. Then he shot his wad.

They grunted and groaned and held on, and a minute later she collapsed on him. She was dripping with his juices, but happy.

They breathed together, feeling the rise and fall of their chests, and gloried in their wonderful togetherness. They were the most harmonious couple the world had ever known.

“Did you get the letter today?”

He shook his head slightly. “No. Maybe tomorrow.”

“I can’t wait,” she said.

“Me neither.” They were silent for a second, then Johnny said, “I did get a letter thought, I need to look at it. It looks official.”

His pants were on the floor next to the couch and he leaned over and extracted the letter from the rear pocket.

“It certainly looks official,” Chrissy said. “But it’s grey.”

“Yeah. Usually official letters are white, sometimes with a plastic window for the address to show through.”

He held the letter up to the light. He couldn’t see through it, but he could read the return address.

“The Induction Board. What the fuck is that?”

“I don’t know. Here, let me up. You read it and let me finish the dishes.”

He moved, and she got up, and dripped on the floor and giggled. “Damn, Johnny. You’re so damn virile. You really filled me up!”

He grinned at her. “You ain’t seen nothing’, yet, baby.” He leered at her, then turned to the letter.

She headed for the kitchen.

He slid a finger under a corner flap and lifted, the flap ripped open easily, and he took out an 8 1/2 by 11 letter that was folded in thirds.

He read:

Greeting:

You are hereby ordered for Change Induction. Report to…

And there was an address and date.

But what the fuck did it mean?

Johnny frowned and tried to figure it out. It was a draft notice, of sorts, but not for the military. If it had been he would have been happy. The state of the United States these days and the military presented a work option. A work option that might pay for schooling and other benefits.

But what was ‘change induction?’

“Hey, Chrissy?”

“Yo!” came back from the kitchen.

“Do you know what ‘Change Induction’ is?”
She appeared in the doorway, a towel over her forearm, and her face screwed up in thought.

“Change induction? I’ve never heard of it.”

“I’m supposed to report for Change Induction, there’s a time and place, but…I don’t even know what Change Induction is!”

“But it’s from the government?”

“I think so. It’s got all the official seals and things, and the language is definitely government, but what does it mean?

Chrissy crossed to the couch and looked at the letter. “Chang Induction,” she mused. “Well, I guess you better find out. That’s an official letter, and the penalties they describe on the back for non-compliance look a little daunting.

“Change Induction. It must be some kind of mistake.”

“I don’t know. The government does a lot of weird things these days.”

Johnny nodded. “If only we could live in the twenty twenties, or something. Back then people were free. All they had to worry about was Covid, and crime, and things.”

“Well, those days are passed, so how you going to find out what a Change Induction is?”

“I’ll go to Steve tomorrow.”

“Your advisor?”

“Yeah.” He looked at her. “I know you think he’s sort of a creep, but he helped us get this place.”

“I know, but the looks he gives me,” she gave a big shiver.

“It’s okay, honey, just a misunderstanding. You watch, I’ll get that letter of acceptance from the education department tomorrow.”

“I sure hope so.”

The next day Johnny reported for work early. Steve Standish, his supervisor, was already there, and he tapped on Steve’s door lightly.

“Come on in,” Steve answered the knock.

“Hey, Steve, got a problem you might be able to help me with.”

Steve was very slightly overweight with thick, rubbery lips. His eyes were a little close set, and his hair was receding.

He had also been there for Johnny.

“What’s the calamity, Johnny Boy?” He leaned back in his chair and grinned. His teeth were slightly crooked.

“Well, I got this notice.” He put the notice on Steve’s desk. “Do you know what a Change Induction is?”

Steve pursed his lips. He didn’t say anything, he just leaned forward and picked up the letter. He was frowning.

“Change Induction. Greeting: You are hereby ordered for Change Induction…”

His voice dropped down and he mumbled, then read silently.

He looked up at Johnny, back at the letter.

“Have a seat, Johnny Boy.” He picked up his cell and tapped a number.

“Hey, Jackson. I’ve got Johnny in my office. We have a little counseling to do, and he’ll be there in an hour or so….yeah. Okay. thanks.”

Steve hung up the phone and faced Johnny. His face was now so somber it was unreadable. But Johnny had the feeling it wasn’t good news.

“Johnny, this letter is official. It’s from the government. It’s sort of like what people used to call ‘draft notices,’ when people were conscripted to go to war.”

“But we’re not at war!”

“No, we aren’t, but you’re being requested for another duty.”

“I am? But…I’m due to be accepted by the Education Department. I’m going to get out of the Projects.”

Steve heaved a sigh, and he said, “Some years ago, a couple of decades, China decided they had too many people.”

Johnny was blank. He listened.

So the government told everybody they could only have one baby.”

“Okay,” Johnny’s confusion was plain. what was Steve talking about?

The people, bless them, decided to have all boys. Technology had advanced, and women had boys, and this caused a severe imbalance in the population.

As the rest of the world decided they wanted to have smaller populations, they followed China’s lead. And, like China, most of the mother’s opted to have sons. Sons carried on the name. They didn’t get pregnant. And everybody thought the problem was solved.”

“Wasn’t it?”

“No. It was exacerbated. It was made worse. Without women the population bombed. Not enough people were being born to maintain the population. Birth rates dropped even lower, and, for a while, it looked like mankind was going to go through a mass extinction.”

“I don’t understand…I’ve heard some of this, but…but not like you’ve explained it.”

“That’s because the governments of the world didn’t want to let the people know how close they came. They didn’t want to be found guilty of stupidity, so they passed a few laws. This information, what I’ve just told you, is restricted information. It is not available to the public. They don’t want people panicking, or deciding to have unauthorized children, or any of the other stupid things that people can do”

“So what does it mean?”

Another big sigh. “What it means is that you have been selected for transformation. You, Johnny Boy, are about to be Johnny Girl. Change Induction means you have selected by the government to balance the population.”

“No! That makes no sense!”

“Sense or not, it’s what is. You’ll have to report, or they’ll come and get you. If you report it’s probably easier. If they have to come and get you…” he shrugged. “…you’ll be considered a criminal, and your ‘re-training’ might be, shall we say, a little more difficult.”

“Difficult? Forced to be a woman? I don’t think so!” I was born a man, and…why me?”

“Who’s to say. Maybe there’s something in your medical files that qualifies you. Or maybe it’s your psych files. I don’t know, and I doubt if anybody, except a few eggheads hired by the government to put this thing together, know.”

“But…but…”

An hour later Johnny walked out of Steve’s office. He was in a daze, thoroughly confused, and he wondered if this was all real, and what would he say to Chrissy, and…

Behind him, in his office, Stave smiled.

Johnny was now officially out of the way, and that left a clear path to his beautiful babe of a girlfriend, the woman with big tits and a great laugh, who Steve really wanted.

“But they can’t do that!” Chrissy cried out. She was holding the letter and her hands were trembling. “They can’t just take somebody and make them into a woman!”

“According to Steve, they can. He’s going to come over tomorrow and we’re going to talk some more. He’s looking into ways to get around this, and I’m researching the whole thing.”

Johnny headed for the computer and began researching, and Chrissy mixed him a drink, with real bourbon, not the government issued stuff. She even added some boot legged Coke.

Johnny sat in front of the computer for hours. Chrissy sat on the couch and watched him, and wondered where the nightmare would end.

“Well,” he said, “It looks like they have the authority to do this,” he said, pushing back from the computer. “I’ve seen all the laws, I’ve read court cases, and there is a whole department in our government that does nothing but change men into women.”

“But that can’t be!”

“Well, let’s see what Steve has to offer tomorrow, until then…let’s go to bed.”

So they did.

“Okay,” Steve said. He was sitting at Johnny and Chrissy’s kitchen table with them and drinking government hooch. It was supposed to be bourbon, but it tasted like distilled paint thinner, and it didn’t even have the blessings of Coke to hide the terrible taste. “There are a couple of things we can do.”

“Like what?” Chrissy tried to ignore Steve’s wet and loathsome eyes and concentrate on the Change Induction problem.

“We can appeal, we can see if we can get congressional intervention, we can get a doctor’s excuse…”

“Doctor’s excuse?”

“Yeah, if there is a medical reason for Johnny to avoid the Induction. Do you know of any reason you can’t be transformed into a woman?”

Johnny shook his head. “I’m in good health. Passed all my physicals, and we eat good. Except for this, of course.” He lifted the glass of hooch.

Steve nodded. “Yeah, this stuff could kill a cockroach.” He sipped, and ignored his own pronouncement.

“So what should we try?”

“Let’s write a couple of letters. Congressman, and the Induction Board, that sort of thing.”

So they sat and composed letters to protest Johnny’s Induction.

It took hours, and it was doubly hard for Chrissy, because Steve kept examining her with his eyes.

Nothing said, nothing done, just that lewd undressing of her, that lip smacking look of lust. And he thought he was hiding it.

But a girl knows.

Johnny might not know, but he didn’t have a woman’s intuition.

But Chrissy knew.

Steve was a lech. Period.

Finally, however, the evening came to a close. They had three letters typed up, inserted into envelopes, and ready to go.

“I’ll mail these on the way out,” Steve offered, picking up the three letters.

Johnny thanks him, and Steve gave him a hug.

Chrissy moved back, out of the way, and avoided any hug. She didn’t want to feel his body trying to press against her body.

Steve smiled and headed out the door.

Chrissy immediately hugged Johnny.

“He wasn’t so bad,” said Johnny, smiling at her.

He really didn’t see Steve for what he was.

Steve headed down the stairs and out the front entrance. He walked down the street, crossed the street, and went around the corner.

He smiled to himself, and headed for a dumpster in an alley.

He ripped up the letters and deposited them in the dumpster.

No, Johnny Boy, he thought. You’re not getting out of this!

Johnny waited anxiously for a response to his letters. Time was passing and he only had a couple of weeks until he was due to report for Change Induction.

But while he waited he did further research.

Of course, the research was hard, because the government really didn’t want their citizens to know they were being changed into the sex the government wanted.

He managed to get in contact with a pro bono lawyer, but that worthy wouldn’t take Johnny’s case.

“Best to just do it, son,” the lawyer said. “It’s more important to balance the world than it is for you to be selfish.”

“Selfish?” Johnny gaped.

“What would you call it? Refusing to answer your country’s call to duty?”

He found a couple of chat rooms on the dark web that talked about it, but even they were circumspect in their discussions. After all, everybody knew how the government controlled the internet these days.

The last week before his Induction Johnny called the Induction Board itself.

First, he got an endless series of secretaries. Most of whom put him on hold for endless lengths of time.

When he finally got somebody who sounded like they had some horse power he was advised to go to his Induction and stop ‘causing problems.’

He responded that he wanted his records under the FOIA. The Freedom of Information Act.

The person on the phone just chuckled and hung up.

The date came and he missed his induction. He just went to work and  came home and figured life would go on.

After all, he was a United States citizen. They couldn’t kidnap him! They couldn’t just pick him up and…and do things to him!

He returned home, and that was an anxious night. He and Chrissy worried all night, and in fact he was so worried that he couldn’t get it up.

He managed to get her off, but he was just too upset to have his own orgasm.

The next day he went to work, and was met at the gate by two cops.

They were plain clothes, and they just moved up next to him. One cleared his throat and the other stuck a needle into his arm.

Johnny went down easily, was caught before he hit his head on the ground, and the last thing he remembered before he went unconscious was seeing Steve.

Steve had a smile on his face and just watched. He didn’t come to Johnny’s aid or anything.

What’s up with Steve?

Then it was a short, dark night.

Johnny awoke on a bus. Actually, he was yelled awake.

“Come on, ladies!” A big, buff fellow walked down the aisle of the bus, shaking people and yelling. “Wake up! File outside and stand on the yellow footprints!”

Johnny was dazed. His stomach ached, which indicated that he hadn’t eaten for awhile. He stood up and staggered down the center of the bus. He rubbed his face and muttered, “Where are we.”

“Kansas,” answered the fellow right in front of him, with a glance back at Johnny.

The recruits stumbled down the stairs and out of the bus.

“Over here!”

“Line up!”

“Get on the yellow footprints!”

There were two, very large fellows on each side of the recruits, and they didn’t say much. They just looked ready to use muscle if they had to.

There were six women in snappy, blue, pencil dresses with short, spiffy jackets. They had short hems, large breasts, and their faces were snarly mean.

Johnny stumbled across the asphalt and found the yellow footprints. He stood on a pair and looked around in confusion.

They were under a massive metal awning, beams on one side and the roof was slightly slanted. In the distance were drab barracks, and they could see people marching.

Johnny rubbed his eyes. The people marching were wearing pink dresses, and they looked to be women. They were too far away for Johnny to make out individual features, but…they looked to be women!

In his dazed state of mind he wondered why they were bringing women to this place. Weren’t they supposed to be bringing men?

Then the largest one of the women at the depot stepped in front of the men. The other five women walked through the ranks telling the men to be quiet.

Finally, it was quiet, and the large woman smiled at the men.

“Welcome, ladies, to Camp Thorndyke. Just so you know, you are in the middle of the Texas desert. Anybody who doesn’t want to be here can just take a walk.”

The men mumbled.

“Now, ladies, no talking while I’m interrupting you,” she grinned.

“What are we doing here?” asked a man, who immediately caught the silent but aggressive attention of two of the Instructors.

Maggie answered, “Here you will learn to be perfect ladies. By the time you have graduated you will know fashion, be able to make yourselves up, and behave in a polite and cultivated manner.”

More grumbling.

“Now, I know that many of you perhaps all of you, did not want to come here, but you will serve a great purpose. The percentages of man to woman will be balanced, and you will find that being women is a wonderful adventure. You will look forward to having boyfriends, and husbands, and many of you will have children.”

The noise increased, and the women Instructors started enforcing their commands to be quiet with physical responses.

Johnny was surprised to find that he was one of the ones that was raising his voice and stepping forward, and suddenly an Instructor stepped up to him and grabbed his balls. And she didn’t just grab his balls, she squeezed.

White hot pain shot through Johnny and he would have fallen, except that the Instructor was holding him up…by the balls.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned, putting his hands on the Instructor’s shoulders.

“Are you trying to feel my tits?” She asked him, almost conversationally.

“No…please…let…let go!”

She did, and he fell to his knees. The first Instructor sauntered off, to grab somebody else by the balls, and another Instructor moved in on Johnny. “Oh your feet, you bitch!”

Johnny struggled to stand. He was white faced, sick to his stomach, but he made it.

The second Instructor cupped his left cheek and squeezed. “That’s it, lover. You’re going to make a good girl.”

In front of the men Maggie was still talking. “Now, we know that you ladies have had a rough time, and you’re still recovering from from your trip, and you’re all hungry…so we’re going to turn to the right when Instructor Deborah says ‘Right face,’ and we will head for the mess hall. Do you understand?”

There were a few nods.

“If you understand then you will answer ‘Yes, Ma’am.’ Do you understand?”

A ragged chorus of ‘Yes, ma’ams’ rose up.

Maggie smiled. “We’ll work on it. Instructor Deborah, take the ladies to chow.”

One of the five pencil skirted Instructors stepped to the front.

“Right face!”

Men looked around and turned haphazardly to the right.

“Forward, march!”

Stumbling, staggering, the assemblage of men made a poor showing of marching. The Instructors moved in and yelled instructions at them, harried them, and slowly the men began to put their feet down in unison.

They marched out from under the big awning and towards a far away building. As they got closer to it they could see a truck unloading to one side. Bags of potatoes, eggs, bacon, cans of lard, all sorts of food stuffs.

The men were stopped outside the building. They were in four files, and the men went into the building one file at a time. They were directed to one of four tables, and when they started to sit down the Instructors yelled at them.

“Stand behind your chairs! Don’t sit until the man gives you permission!”

But, except for the two big, bully boys standing at the back of the big room, there were no men.

The recruits looked around, but…nope. No men.

One Instructor came to the head of each of the four tables and stood ready to sit. Still, nobody sat.

The tables were laden with food, the odor of nutrition was overwhelming, but, still, nobody sat, and Instructors could still be heard saying that the ladies should wait for the men to sit.

Finally, everybody was in place, and Maggie and her second in command, the fifth Instructor, sat down at a small table at the head of the room.

“Be seated,” the Instructors yelled as one. They sat, and the women sat.

A couple of the men reached for utensils, and the instructors nodded.

For a long moment there was nothing but the sound of knives and forks and food being inhaled. Slowly, however, the subtle sounds relaxed as the men filled themselves.

One of the men asked the Instructor, “Uh…”

“Yes, Gerald? You had a question?”

Johnny blinked. The Instructors already knew their names.

“You said don’t be seated until the men are seated, but they’re aren’t any men here.”

“It’s true. Very astute, Gerald. But we must train you to behave as if men were actually here. Thus, myself and the other Instructors will serve, in specific circumstances, as ‘men.’ Don’t worry, Johnny,” she addressed Johnny, “it will be obvious when we are ‘honorary’ men, and when we are playing our parts as your instructors.

“Now, excuse me for being impolite, but my name is Deborah, and I already know your names, but we must get acquainted. Before we begin, however, I should let you know what is happening.

“To make you into real women we must first break you down, similar to the way the Marine Corps breaks men down before making them into Marines. Then we build you up. That will explain some of how and why we train you the way we train you.

“Further, while you are not encouraged to speak, men don’t like a mouthy female,” she smiled, “at times you will be encouraged to share your feelings, to get together and have a good, old fashioned hen chat, just like real women.”

“Ma’am?”

“Yes, George?”

“You keep saying women, real women, but we’re men. How do you plan on doing this? Are you going to, uh…do surgery or something?”

“Oh, Lord, no. That is so old fashioned. Technology has advanced so much that all we have to do is give you a pill. The pill doesn’t give you female hormones so much as unleash your own hormone making capacity. You will find that over the coming weeks your bodies will change, and you will become women in every sense of the word.”

“Like…with a pussy?”

Instructor Deborah laughed. “You mean a vagina? No, it’s all right, women know all the dirty words, but we are careful when and to whom we use them. And, yes. Your dick will shrink, Your pee hole will become larger and become a real vagina. Your testicles will be drawn up into your body where they will become ovaries. Your breasts will grown, your features will become finer, your eyes wider, your hair more luxurious.”

The men at the table were silent, absorbing, their minds trying to grasp the concepts.

The man named George, a chubby fellow with lots of unladylike hair, whispered, “When do we take these pills.”

“Oh,” Deborah answered airily with a wave, “You’ve already taken them. They were in your food.”

Every man there sat upright, several of them pushed their plates away. One of them pushed a finger into his mouth in an effort to vomit.

“Don’t bother Deborah told the man. “Also in your food was a sedative. It’s very efficient, and you are not alarmed, and the more you try to be alarmed, the more relaxed you will become.”

The man trying to vomit couldn’t. He kept pushing his finger down his throat, but all that happened was a quick gag, and a dazed look in his eyes.

Instructor Deborah kept eating.

“What about you? Are you eating the…the other …the pill?”

Deborah looked at Johnny and smiled. “Of course, but as a woman I am immune from being made into a woman, you know?

Johnny nodded.

All the men at the table were stunned. They weren’t eating now, and all they could do was think about the fact that, without a whine or whimper, they had been made into women.

“Come, ladies. Why so glum?”

A fellow at the end of the table muttered, “We didn’t have any choice. We were just drafted and…and changed.”

Deborah smiled and reached out and patted his hand. “Sam, I know how you feel, and it does seem unfair, but think how it was twenty years ago? We had wars in every corner of the globe. We had pandemics, we had endless crime, we had racism and corruption, and now…now all we have is corruption.”

She laughed, and the men looked at each other.

Then one of the men chuckled. He had been the most stressed out, but that had caused the relaxant in his bloodstream to perk up. Now he was one of the most relaxed, and he said, “She’s right, you know.”


Part Two

After dinner the men were marched to their barracks. It wasn’t a huge building, only ten beds on each side of the rooms on two floors. The Instructors each had their own room at the end of the barracks.

And, everybody just went to sleep.

“Morning, ladies! It’s time to clean up! Get these quarters clean, or miss breakfast.”

Men sat up, stood up, and looked around in confusion. They had just found out that the pills that had been in their food had had an effect on their personalities. They weren’t so willing to object. Now they were drugged, and they just went along with everything. It was so much easier to follow directions, than it was to cause trouble.

The Instructors, when asked about the drugs in their systems, just laughed and admitted it. And admitted that they were given an antidote pill so they could continue to remain sharp.

Johnny made his bed, following instructions. He mopped the floor, he cleaned the toilets.

It was easy when all men, or women, or whatever they were, worked together.

Then they marched to breakfast.

Deborah said they weren’t being given any more hormone pills, but they would always be given relaxants, right up until their change was complete and they could be trusted to act like women.

They sat down and ate, and the kitchen staff kept the tables supplied.

Deborah explained, “This will be the last time you are waited on. Women should do the waiting, not be waited upon. Each squad will take a turn running the kitchen. They will learn to prepare the food, and they will clean the kitchen afterwards. This squad will have a turn at dinner this evening.

The man nodded, and ate, and were a little stoned.

After breakfast the men were assembled in front of the chow hall and the command was given: “Take off your clothes!”

Now the Instructors went into yelling mode. They walked around, pulled on clothes to deliberately rip them, and made the men strip.

Every last one of them had a boner.

Maggie talked with her junior while Deborah and the other Instructors threw clothes in a pile.

The man were embarrassed. They all had boners, which one of the Instructors said was a result of the pill they had taken. Apparently when the hormones kicked in the penis stood up straight for a week or so. A last gasp of their manhood before it was minimized.

“Stand up straight!”

“Hands at the side!”

“You can’t cover that little dingus!”

“Don’t worry, it’ll be gone soon!”

The Instructors yelled, but they laughed, and slapped butts, and even stroked the men’s penises.

Johnny was actually crying now, and Deborah stepped up to him. She grabbed his dick with one hand and wiped his tears away with the other. “Try not to cry Johnny. It’ll make your mascara run.”

“But I…I’ don’t have any mascara!”

“You will. Next week, when you woman up and learn when to cry and when not to cry.”

She stroked him a couple of times, kissed his cheek, and moved to the next man in the formation.

Johnny just stood there, and sobbed harder.

The clothes were gathered up and put in a waiting trash can. The trash can was then rolled away and the men stared after the symbol of their manhood: their ripped and torn clothes.

“Okay, ladies! Attention.”

The men shuffled into place and stood in shock.

“When I say attention I mean shoulders back, chest thrust out, just like you had a pair!”

The men looked at each other in confusion. A pair of what?

Deborah slid past and pushed shoulders back to make chests thrust forward. “Come on, honey,” she said to Duane. “How are men going to see them if you don’t present them?”

Boob! Like you have a pair of boobs!

“Okay, ladies, move together when I say it…”Left face!”

They were slightly better than the night before, and they would get better as the weeks passed.

“Forward, march!”

The line of naked men, their boners bouncing, moved out.

And the second Instructor, Maggie’s junior, began calling out cadence.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

Lost my panties and lost my gun!

Now I’m gonna have fun!

The Instructors marched next to their squads and helped the men march together, and they encouraged them to count along with Maggie’s Junior.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

Got my titties and got my bra!

Let the men all stand in awe!

There seemed to be an endless number of verses, and the men were expected to learn them and repeat them after only one calling.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

I live to spread my legs!

got to fertilize my eggs!

They were called to a stop in front of a big warehouse.

“Careful, ladies, don’t run into the lady in front of you, yet! You’re not ready for anal sex!”

Several of the men had bumped their boners into the buns of the men in front of them, and there were muttered apologies and embarrassment everywhere.

“First squad, file through that door!”

The men marched through the door and found themselves in a big room filled with clothes. They passed a big table on the right and ladies in pink handed out uniforms.

The uniforms consisted of a one size fits all dress and boxers and combat boots with socks.

They continued down the line and into another room. this room had four benches, one against each wall, and the men were commanded to put on their uniforms.

The men, at one time, would have refused.

But now they were slightly drugged, relaxed, and they needed something to cover their naked bodies.

They pulled on their boxer shorts, to the snickers of the Instructors, then wiggled into their dresses. The dresses had large bottoms and tight tops. All of the men’s nipples showed through the tops, and all the nipples were erect.

They sat down then and pulled on their coarse socks and combat boots.

“Outside and on the yellow footprints when you’re dressed!” the Instructors kept yelling.

Finally, all forty men were standing on forty footprints, wearing their pink dresses and trying to get used to the clumsiness of their combat boots.

“Okay, ladies! Time for a little exercise! Right face!”

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

Lick my coosh and make me wet!

There’s a dick I’ve got to get!

The men slowly began to get the cadence. Their feet started to get along.

And they were, at first, grossed out by the chants, but as time went on, and they became more upset and the relaxant in their bloods kicked in, they got over it.

They were marched to a field and commenced to exercising.

First they did some normal exercises to get the blood running. Push ups, sit ups, jumping jacks, and so on.

Between every set of calisthenics, however, they started doing burpees. Lots of burpees.

“These are the ones that will lose your waist and help those hormones work! The more burpees you do the more slender you will become. The more slender you become the bigger your tits will be!”

Dazed, sometimes dizzy, the men tried to follow directions. they were clumsy, they were sloppy, but…they were following directions.

Then they took a break.

Except that a break merely meant that they did yoga. And yoga, in the hands of malicious Instructors, could be quite vicious.

“Hold that lotus pose! Your legs aren’t going to fall off!”

“Dog looks down! Not Dog looks up!”

“Twist more Align the right bones with the left bones.”

The Instructors moved through the men, adjusting them. Encouraging them with pats on the ass. Chastising them by grabbing their dicks and yelling things like, “You want to lose this?”

The answer to this last was, of course, “No, ma’am,’ and the men didn’t even realize what they were saying. They were going to lose it anyway, and maybe lose it faster as they exercised and the pill went through their bodies and stimulated hormone growth.

After two hours of calisthenics and yoga the men were ready to drop. They weren’t allowed to drop. They were, instead, marched to a barracks.

Inside the barracks it was set up like a classroom. The men sat down and sighed.

An Instructor they had never seen marched in and addressed the class. “Okay, ladies, a short word before we start on make up. You will learn here, and there will be a bit of practical, you will get a chance to do the things we discuss here, but you will all use cold cream when you exit. If you want make up at Camp Thorndyke you will have to earn it. Learn your duties as a woman, then you will be allowed make up, nice underwear, and all the other things that go along with being a woman. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the men answered, and they were already starting to answer as a group.

“Okay. There are eight simple steps in applying make up, though some of these steps can be sub-divided into 12, 13, or even more steps. The first step, is actually not a step, but should be part of your daily skin care. To cleanse your skin you…”

The men had spiral ring binders in front of them, along with simple pens. The Instructors moved through and had the men write the instructions down. They were dinged for bad penmanship, leaving steps out, and so on.

By the time they had finished writing down everything it was lunch time.

“Tomorrow, ladies. Same time. Maybe we’ll get to play a bit.”

Maggie’s Junior called them to attention, had them file out and take their places on yellow footprints.

The men were tired. They were drugged, their bodies were undergoing severe changes, though they couldn’t see the changes, yet, and they were physically tired and mentally exhausted.

They were marched back to the chow hall.

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

pump your pump and hump my rump!

screw me till I take a dump!

They filed into the chow hall and waited to be seated. When Maggie sat down the Instructors sat down, and now the recruits could all sit down.

They ate slowly, and sometimes Deborah had to encourage them.

“Johnny, shake Duane. Duane! Eat your asparagus. That’s a good girl.”

They ate, and they had no idea whether they were eating more hormones. They were so hungry.

“George! Your niples are getting bigger already! Does anybody have pain or swelling in their chest region? Good, George. Keep at it. More exercises. Johnny, we need to wash your hair. I’ll help you girls wash your hair this evening. When you are exercising and working like you are, you will perspire more, and then there are the effects of the hormone pill that will make you perspire, and the perspiration will have an odd odor. Duane! Wake up!”

Deborah kept talking the whole meal, and by the time lunch was over the men were truly and totally beat.

They filed to the outside and took their places on the yellow footprints. Their eyes were half closed—George was probably sleeping standing up—and they were ready to drop.

“Right face!”

Hup, two, three four!

Hup two, three four!

My stockings they will never run

but my men will always cum!

They filed into a big class room with forty lounge chairs. They were commanded to lay down. they did so without complaint, and a big screen lit up. It was high on the wall, took up almost all the wall, and was tilted so the men could see the the images easily.

No word was said. No Instructor spoke. The big screen began showing images. The men would never know what images were going to be shown. Sometimes it was a chick flick, anything from ‘A Summer Place’ to ‘Sleepless in Seattle.’

And sometimes it was just porn. Something like ‘Man enough to be a Sissy,’ or one of the hypnotube clips.

And always, they would find out, and this through simple questioning of Deborah, it was subliminal.

“We certainly can’t teach you everything there is about being a woman in such a short time. Subliminal teaching is incredibly effective. We won’t have to pound knowledge into you, you’ll just absorb it, naturally, through subliminal commands.

The men weren’t fond of this answer, but there wasn’t much they were fond of, at least in the beginning. As the weeks passed they would become much more amenable to the teaching methods of Camp Thorndyke.

After a week of calisthenics and yoga, classes on everything from make up to sewing, the men were starting to shape up. As women.

They lost weight, and pectorals were beginning to expand. Faces were thinner as fat was redistributed. Hair was growing long and had to be washed and styled daily.

And some of the women were actually wearing make up.

If they passed the Instructor’s critical eye they were given their own little purses and commanded to take them everywhere. The purses were pink and dangled from shoulders.

And, in the third squad a man named Todd was awarded real panties and a bra.

His pecker had shrunk and his boobs were coming in. There was almost no trace of his testicles, as they were being pulled up into his body.

Thus, he was awarded for his progress, and he walked very proudly.

Some of the men, however, complained.

“How can you effect the shrinkage of your penis, or the growth of your breasts?” George asked Deborah at dinner one night.

“Positive thought,” responded Deborah, “and more exercise. I understand that Tod was doing exercises after lights out and in his spare time.”

Johnny frowned, but several of the men nodded. Johnny didn’t want to be a woman, in spite of the hormones and the subliminal teachings, but others did.

That night Johnny walked into the bathroom to pee and he found six men doing burpees. They seemed unconcerned with his look, and they perspired more and more.

Perspired, because women didn’t sweat.

And they didn’t use foul language. None of the men were saying shit or fuck anymore.

They had lots of discussions about tits and vaginas and dicks, but in a swearing manner. After all, how can a body part be a dirty word, if it’s not used in a cursing manner?

Then, on the third week, Johnny’s tits began to grow.

Deborah congratulated him, and sent him to the warehouse for a bra, and said, “I was afraid you weren’t going to grow! Well done, Johnny!”

Johnny headed off for his bra. He wasn’t happy about his tits. He was embarrassed. The other men were all proud, and they held their shoulders back and showed them off, just like it commanded in some of the marching chants.

He wasn’t happy about being a woman at all. The other men were fully with the program now, but not Johnny.

All Johnny did was dream of being home with Chrissy.

But that wasn’t about to happen.

Johnny got his bra, and the Instructor in charge of the warehouse was a little surprised. “My records show no growth, but here you are, looking big.”

“I don’t know about that,” groused Johnny.

“Are you happy about growing boobs finally?”

“Not really.”

The Instructor nodded. “And are your nipples bigger?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Show me.”

Johnny did, and the Instructor’s eyes widened. She made a notation on a clipboard, then sent him on his way.

Days passed. Long days filled with cleaning and cooking in the chow hall. Classes dealing with fashions and needlepoint. Hours of calisthenics and yoga.

After four weeks all the men were showing boobs, and their nipples were all big and hard. Their dicks were shrinking at a rapid pace, and almost all trace of testicles had disappeared.

The men were now walking more like women, and high heels started being awarded to some of the ladies.

Ladies, not men. They had crossed some invisible point of sexuality, and they were considered ladies, and not just by the command of the Instructors, but by the amount of growth on their chests, their advancement in classes, and their general behavior.

Johnny had one of the biggest pair of breasts in the whole camp. He even ‘out-titted’ some of the instructors!

His nipples were definitely large, and they were always standing up.

But, what was weird, was that he still had his balls and his pecker. If anything, they had grown larger.

And his pecker was almost always standing up, and even dripping.

Some of the women looked at him and were suspicious, or at least snippy in that way that women have.

Johnny didn’t care. He was living a life he didn’t care about. He wanted to go home, be with Chrissy. He didn’t care that much about tits, or being a woman. Well, he did like playing with his breasts, but since his cock hadn’t shrunk, and his balls hadn’t retracted, and since he had no sign of a pussy forming, he couldn’t be overly excited about being a woman.

In fact, since his dick and balls were still there, and bigger, and because the effect of the hormones was to make his dick always hard, he had taken to jacking off.

He wasn’t normally a jacker, in civilian life he had Chrissy to attend to his needs, but now he was excited all the time.

When doing calisthenics he could feel his dingus bouncing up and down. When doing yoga he frequently was bent and twisted so that he was face to face with his own cock, and he actually felt the desire to suck it.

And his balls, big and on display, were producing testosterone, perhaps by the gallon, because when he did jack off he emitted amazing amounts of semen.

One night he got up late and went into the bathroom. The girls were done with their extra exercising, and he went to the last stall, lifted his dress and dropped his boxers and sat down and started stroking.

“Oh, heysoos! It felt good. He massaged his balls, played with his tits, and approached the point of no return.

“Oh, yeah,” he mumbled, enjoying the white hot feeling of going over the edge, but just as he squirted he heard a gasp.

His dick spewing, his eyes opened and he saw George!

George, who had once had hair and was chubby, but now was sleek and hairless and the proud possessor of tits almost as big as Johnny’s.

And who stared at Johnny’s big package.

“George!” gasped Johnny.

“Johnny?”

Then Johnny was down on his knees, sucking, stroking, slurping.

Other girls entered the bathroom. they weren’t drawn by any noise, but by that sixth sense that women had.

More girls went down on Johnny.

They had been subliminally taught to desire men, and to serve them. they wanted to fuck, but their vaginas hadn’t come in yet.

So they sucked, as they had been taught.

Another load was squeezed out of Johnny’s pecker, and the ladies fought for the right to devour his seed.

And they wouldn’t let him up. In spite of his slightly more male structure, and the residual male musculature, there were too many girls and not enough of him.

Johnny was pushed back against the porcelain throne. He came again. And—

“What the hell is going on here!”

It was Deborah. She normally didn’t raise her voice in the barracks, but now she did.

She pulled girls off Johnny, she looked down and saw his cock, and she gasped.

That was a hard moment for Deborah. She was a full woman. She had transformed completely, and she had a hunger for cock that wouldn’t stop.

But she stopped herself from latching on to Johnny, from sitting on him and pursuing her satisfaction.

“Come with me!”

She grabbed his cock and marched him out of the barracks.

Johnny was naked, and he followed along. And he squirted in her hand as they crossed the field.

They entered headquarters and it was al Deborah cold do not to lick her hand. Instead she wiped her hand off, told Johnny to sit down, and called up Maggie McGill.

Maggie showed up a half hour later. She was, as usual, immaculately attired, but her eyes showed she was tired, and a little bit irritated. She walked past Deborah, indicated she should follow her, and went into her office.

“All right Instructor, make your report.”

Johnny was right outside, and he heard Deborah’s report.

She told how she had been awakened by a disturbance, and had discovered Johnny in the bathroom, being molested by all the recruits.

Maggie frowned.

Deborah finished her report with: “I saw that he still has his penis and testicles and so brought him to headquarters and called you.”

“And you didn’t notice that he still had his package earlier?”

“No, ma’am.”

Johnny heard the shame in that admission.

“All right. You’re dismissed pending an investigation. Send Johnny in to me.”

Johnny was on his feet when Deborah walked out of the office. She looked about to cry, but she motioned for him to enter Maggie’s office, then she beelined for the door.

Johnny walked in, and he expected to be chewed out, to leave in tears, but he was surprised.

“Have a seat, Johnny.”

Johnny sat in a chair sideways to her desk, and she swiveled to meet his gaze. She was a striking woman, and it was no problem to get a boner over her. Not that he had to, he always had one. Even though he had just cum several times, he was still ready.

She looked down at his crotch, then called for an orderly. “Janice, please get Johnny a winter coat.

The orderly disappeared, reappeared, and handed Johnny a long coat. It was pink, but it covered him up.

Maggie sighed. It looked like she was relieved that he was now covered.

“So, tell me what’s happening, Johnny.”

“I don’t…I don’t think anything is happening.”

“So why do you still have a penis? And balls?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about much.” He shrugged and looked around the office.

Bare bones, but a few fluffs here and there. A couple of books by Grace Mansfield.

“Are you enjoying yourself here?”

“No,” he mumbled.

“Why not?”

“I didn’t want to come here. I want to go home to my girlfriend.”

Maggie nodded. “And what do you think about being a woman?”

“I suppose it’s okay. If you’re really a woman.”

“And you aren’t?”

“No.”

He didn’t yell, or rant, he just answered honestly.

Maggie wrote an order out on a sheet of paper. “My orderly will take you to another barracks. There won’t be many people there, but I’m going to have you checked out by a doctor tomorrow.”

Johnny took the order, but she held onto it for a second and looked him in the eyes. “Johnny, don’t go for a walk tonight. Don’t go anywhere. We’ll get to the bottom of this and…and just sit tight in the new barracks until we call you tomorrow.”

“Am I in trouble?”

She smiled. “You? In trouble? I don’t think so. Somebody is, but it’s not you.”

She let go of her side of the order and leaned back.

Johnny slept late. Yawned, and got up. He wore only the pink coat, and nobody was yelling at him, and…he felt okay.

Not good, not bad, but okay.

The main thing was that he was off the grind of becoming a female.

An hour later he was hungry. He sat on the porch of the barracks and watched the camp.

Women in pink marching. No men except for a few bully boys, who seemed to want to just stay out of sight.

The sun was hot, and he was just considering going and finding the chow hall when a Jeep spurted from the buildings in the distance and headed for him.

The Jeep was coming for him. Must be the medical thing.

He wondered what the doctor was going to say to him.

The Jeep arrived and a women in a blue pencil skirt and jacket, the Instructor’s uniform, got out.

“Hello, Johnny. My name is Samantha. I’m going to be taking you to see the sights today. That okay with you?”

She was gorgeous, and smiling. An honest smile. A smile with no commands or yells.

“Sure.”

She looked at him critically. “I think, while you’re in the doctor’s I’ll be getting you something better to wear.”

“Oh.” Then, as he got into the Jeep. “Can I get something to eat?” And he started crying.

Samantha didn’t yell at him, or make some remark about him losing his balls. She just leaned over the console and held him. “It’s okay, Johnny. It’s okay.”

He nodded and mumbled, and tried to control himself, but he was still weeping when Samantha drove up in front of a medical building.

She took him in the front door and said, “I’ll get you something to eat. Okay?”

Johnny nodded. The pink coat had sleeves and he wiped his eyes. And fuck the make up.

Two days later Johnny sat in front of Maggie. Samantha sat in a chair next to her.

“Johnny. You’re going to be going home.”

His head shot up. “What?”

“It turns out that certain factors in your Induction Papers were misrepresented.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that somebody forged a couple of answers. You aren’t prepared or designed for being a woman.”

“I’m not?” happiness surged through his heart.

“No. I’m sorry to say, but the changes in your body are not reversible. Fortunately, you still have your penis and testicles, and if you wish to have your breasts removed, an outside physician may be able to do that.”

“But…I don’t get it? What do you mean my papers were…what? Forged?”

“Somebody checked a couple of boxes they weren’t supposed to. That’s all I’m prepared to say.”

Johnny’s mouth hung open. To have this happen, after going through so much…it was…unreal!

“I’m sorry, we don’t have male clothes or accouterments here. We will be giving you funds for the last month, so you can buy anything you want once you leave. Also, notification has been passed along. You won’t have any trouble in getting your old job back.”

Johnny blurted. “I want an education.”

There was a silence in which Maggie glanced at Samantha. Samantha nodded.

“We’ll put our recommendations forward, and I believe you won’t have any trouble with that.”

“I won’t?”

“Johnny,” Samantha spoke, “We’re sorry this happened. Technically, we’re not responsible, but…we are. Deborah should have reported your lack of changes. Administration should have caught your paperwork. Now, we can’t do anything about what has happened, but I’m in contact with people who will be favorable to your request for further education. I just hope that when the dust settles you will remember that there are people willing to go to bat for you.”

Johnny looked back and forth between the two women, and his heart was breaking for happiness.

Johnny walked up the stairs to his old apartment. The name plate on the mailbox was unchanged, his and Chrissy’s names were still there, and that meant that Chrissy must still be there.

He stood on the landing and straightened his dress.

He had elected to just stay a woman while coming home. The Induction center had lots of women’s outfits, and make up, and he was standing in a pencil skirt with a blouse. A longer coat was draped over his arm.

His eyebrows were plucked, his lips were red, his hair was styled.

On the surface, he looked like a woman.

Except for the big bump in his skirt. He kept the coat folded over that.

He raised a hand, looked at his long red nails, formed a small fist, and rapped on the door.

He heard noise inside the apartment. He stepped back.

Chrissy opened the door. She was as he remembered. Beautiful. But sad. “Yes?”

Johnny stepped forward.

Chrissy blinked, then gasped. “Johnny?”

Then she was in his arms and they were hugging.

And kissing.

And then they were in bed. And it didn’t matter to Chrissy that he had breasts. In fact, it was sort of sexy, and she couldn’t get enough of Johnny.

They kissed and loved, and he was inside her and everything was right. And after a couple of orgasms, while they lay on their backs and breathed heavily and waited for the next one, Chrissy said, “It was Steve.”

“Steve?”

“He tried to move in. He tried to force himself on me, and when I wouldn’t, he told me what he had done, that he had messed up your papers and caused you to be sent to the Induction Board.

Johnny sighed. Steve, who he had thought was his friend.

“Then you were right, and he’s a creep.”

“He’s creep, but he’s not here anymore.”

“No?”

“No. The police picked him up yesterday.”

Johnny thought about Steve, then he didn’t.

Fuck that guy.


Epilogue

Steve stood in front of the judge.

“Steven Standish, what you did is reprehensible. To become a woman is a privilege, and it is a choice. For you to falsify official documents and  take away a man’s choice…to cause misery to your fellow man, misery which resulted in unwanted body modification…maiming, actually…well, it is the sentence of this court…”

Steve’s jaw dropped, and he fell to his knees and begged, but the sentence had been stated.

Steve sat in prison and waited for his sentence to be carried out.

He thought about his crimes, but he wasn’t remorseful. Some people are sociopathic and they have no conscience.

A week later he was marched down a hall and into an office. There was an operating table, and Steve stared at it.

“No! he screamed. “No!”

The guards were well trained, however, and they put him on the table and fastened him in place.

A doctor came in and checked over his instruments.

An official of the court came in and read off the crimes that Steve was guilty of. He finished with, “It is the sentence of this court that you will be deprived of sexual pleasure for the rest of your days.”

Steve tried to yell again, but the anesthesiologist was already moving. He placed the gas mask over Steve’s face, and since Steve was busy trying to yell, he counted backwards from a hundred for him.

A minute later the doctor picked up a knife.

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


The Stripper and the Lesbian!

An erotic dancers experiences

feminization and role reversal!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Strippers and lesbians. how can you go wrong, eh?

But I’m also fascinated by how a dick can break. I mean, there’s no bones in those things! But you bend them too sharply, or just pull out too far and ram it into something more solid…ouch!

But the real story here is how a man can change.

I meet men all the time. They are proud and cocky, think they are impervious and immune, and the next thing you know I’ve got them wearing lipstick, toenail polish, and loving it.

Men. You gotta love ‘em.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

It happened when he was dancing at a party.

He was wearing a thong that went up his fanny, around his waist, down his front, and circled his package.

Yes, he was exposed. His schlong was a mighty twelve inches and he was in big demand. He danced around the living room, flopping his big peeny up and down, slapping women in the face with it, letting them hold it, suck it, stroke it.

The women, of course, loved it.

The women grabbed it, held his balls and sucked, and shrieked.

They all wanted to be the one who made him cum.

Ha! He was quite expert at resisting the women’s blandishments.

He danced, and shook his weenie, and the women all had a great time.

A lot of them weren’t married. They were up for a sexual adventure, and letting their friends watch them fellate a dancer was right up their alley.

But even if they were married, they wanted to engage with him.

Every single party almost all wanted to suck, and half of them were willing to fuck, and…he drew it out.

He danced and cavorted and showed his fabulous tool. And when the clock got close to his time ending, he would pick a miss and splatter his semen in their face.

Or, if the woman was willing, up their pussy.

Then he would go home and watch some sports, read a book, and be perfectly content.

Until that one party.

He had danced for an hour, and his time was almost up. The women were shrieking and yelling for more, and he selected his target.

She was a wild and wanton blonde, full bosomed, red lips, and she had seemed unduly turned on him throughout the night.

So he danced on over to her, grinned, received a grin back, and she stood up and turned around.

Doggy style, his favorite.

He inserted and rammed and she pushed back at him.

Everybody could feel it coming. Everybody knew he was about to squirt, and they wanted to see it. Even if he unloaded deep inside the gorgeous blonde, they wanted to see the look on his face, the mix of pain and pleasure that an orgasm was.

“Come on, big boy!” yelled the blonde.

Several women took off their tops and danced with him.

He could feel the trigger pull, and the semen started up his shaft.

Oh, yeah, this was going to be a good one. He could feel it. He could feel—

TOK! The actual sound of something breaking.

The pain exploded in his shaft and he pushed away from the woman. It was excruciating, and the women all sobered up. Something was wrong, then he fell back. The pain was too much. He fell back on the floor and…darkness.

Johnny woke up in the hospital. He was bleary, dazed, and knew that they must have given him something.

They must have, because his dick didn’t hurt anymore.

Nothing hurt.

Then he realized that nothing hurt because he was totally numb down there.

He looked around, took in the white walls, the shiny tile floors, the sound proof ceiling.

Machines, beeping sounds, a drip next to his bed. Drip, drip, drip. Going into him.

He raised his head slightly and looked around.

There was nobody in the bed next to him. Nurses were walking down the hall outside the door.

He reached for a little switch with a red button in it. He pressed it.

It took a while, but a nurse finally entered the room. “Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. How are we feeling?”

“I don’t know. What happened?”

“You were brought in unconscious. Caused quite a ruckus, all those women, and they were all drunk, and a couple of them weren’t even wearing tops.”

He remembered the party, and cursed. He hadn’t been paid yet.

“I know, but…what happened to me?”

“I don’t have any idea.”

He knew she was lying.

“But we’ve called the doctor and he’ll be here soon.”

“Oh.”

“Would you like some ice chips?”

“Sure.”

The drugs had made him thirsty and the nurse gave him a little cup with ice chips in it. He chewed on a small amount and sighed.

“I’ll go check on the doctor now, and you can always press on the button if you need anything.”

“Okay.”

The nurse left.

Johnny lay back and tried to remember what had happened.

Everything had been going swell. Women were grabbing him, and he fucked a few, and lot of them gave him head, and then…the blonde. Oh, yeah. He had screwed her, and something had happened. He remembered the bad sound and the suddenly feeling. It had felt like somebody had ripped his cock off.

She had been tight, amazingly tight, and she was agile. He remembered enjoying the tight feel as she tilted her hips and slid her vagina over his shaft.

But what had happened?

“Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. “I’m Doctor Mason.” He was thin, wore glasses, and had a haircut that was swept up. He wore a stethoscope, black shoes, and a white coat.”

“What’s wrong with me, doc?” Johnny blurted.

“Before we get into that, let me ask you a few questions, then I’ll answer yours, okay?”

“Sure.”

There followed the usual battery of questions. Ever experienced this before. History in the family. Taking any drugs. Yak yak yak.

Then, the answers having been presented, it was the doctor’s turn to talk.

“You have what we call a penile fracture.”

“A what? But I have no bones in my, uh, boner!”

“It’s true, there are no bones, but you can have a penile fracture. This is when the protective covering of your penis, it is called the tunica albuginea, is torn open. This happens when the penis is bent too much.”

“What do I do about it?”

“I’m afraid that the only recourse you have, if you want your penis to return to any kind of normality, is surgery. We have to go in and repair the protective sheath.”

“But I’ll be normal again?”

“There’s a seventy-five per cent chance that you will recover 100 per cent, and with no adverse effects.”

“What happens if I’m in the twenty-five per cent?”

“There are a number of possibilities. One, you could have a severely bent penis. It could be discolored and misshapen, perhaps bulging in some way. There’s also the possibility of either erectile dysfunction or priapism. There’s also the possibility of blood in the urine, or semen.”

“Oh, God.”

“We have you scheduled for an hour from now. Getting you into surgery as fast as possible is very important.”

“Wait a minute…wait.”

“Is there a problem?”

“Well, uh, how do I pay for this?”

Johnny was the same as many young men when it came to money. He spent it as fast as he made it. He didn’t have any savings.

The doctor surprised him, however. He said, “Your wife has taken care of all the financial arrangements.”

“My wife?”

“The good looking blonde? She is your wife, isn’t she? She said she was…”

“Oh, uh…is she still here?”

“I believe she left.”

“Oh.”

“Now, the nurse is going to come in shortly, and we’re going to be putting you under, so…”

The doctor babbled on.

Johnny thought about the blonde.

He didn’t know any blonde.

Well, except he had been fucking a blonde when he broke his dick. But she wouldn’t come pay for his surgery. So who was it?

They rolled him down the hallway forty-five minutes later. He was rolled into an operating theater and he looked at all the machines, and the knives on the little table, and he listened to the casual conversation.

Then the doctor came in, smiled through his white face mask, and told the anesthesiologist to administer the gas.

“Count backwards from 100 please.”

Johnny did so, and he made it to 94 before he forgot everything.

THREE MONTHS LATER

Johnny was recovered. He was behind in his rent, but the landlord seemed to understand. His car was in danger of being repossessed, but he had scored a night watchman job that paid the bills, and he was working during the day as an Uber driver.

It wasn’t the big money he had been making as an erotic dancer, but it was something.

He didn’t want to dance again.

He didn’t know for sure why, but he assumed it was because he was afraid of the trauma. He never wanted to hurt his dick again.

So he lived, and worked, and…something bothered him.

The blonde woman had paid for his surgery, then disappeared.

Who was she? Why did she pay?

After a couple of months he was obsessing on this question, so he headed for the hospital.

“I need to know who paid my bill.”

The girl behind the window tapped on her keyboard, made a ‘hmm’ sound, and looked up at Johnny. “Sorry, sir. We can’t reveal that.”

“Wait a minute! This is about me! I was injured, those are my records…that’s my financial records, right?”

“Yes.”

“So I’m asking for information from my own records.”

“I understand that, but we can’t reveal that sort of information.”

“So if I pay a bill, and want to know if I paid the right amount, you won’t tell me.”

“In that case we would print off a bill.”

“I’d like to see my bill.”

“Since there are no discrepancies I’m afraid I can’t do that.”

Johnny argued, a lot, had the supervisor called, and…nothing.

His next step was to go to the house where he had danced. The woman who had hired him was Nancy Fairgate, and she recognized him right away.

“I always wondered what happened. You were in such pain.”

Turning a little red, Johnny explained about his broken dick. He ended up by asking about the blonde woman who had been at the party.

Nancy frowned. “I remember the woman, but I don’t remember who brought her to the party. A lot of people drop by, and…”

“Could you find out? Make some calls?”

“Well, I suppose. But if she doesn’t want to talk to you then there’s nothing I can do.”

“I understand, but here’s my number, and…thank you. I really want to thank this woman. I’m not out to stalk or sue or anything.”

Nancy grinned. “A man suing a woman because she broke his dick.”

Johnny was embarrassed for a moment, then he chuckled. “I guess it is pretty bizarre.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll try to contact her, and one way or another I’ll let you know.”

“Thank you,” said Johnny. As he turned around to leave she spoke again.

“Do you still dance?”

“Uh, no.”

“Why not?”

Again with the embarrassment. “Well, the truth is, I can get erect, but I can’t squirt.”

“At all?”

He shook his head. “The doctors don’t know why, but until I can, well, I’m just not of a mind to dance.”

“I understand. But…do you want to try?”

Johnny tilted his head.

“Come in,” she pulled on his arm and he entered her house.

Before he knew what was happening she was unzipping him, unbuckling him, pulling his pants down.

“But…I don’t…”

“Come on, honey. Let me give it a try.”

His penis was still big, a full twelve inches. It was round and thick and his balls were the size of baseballs.

Johnny didn’t want to…except that he did. A couple of girls he had known had tried to get him to cum, but they had failed, and he had sort of given up on the whole thing.

He was afraid that he was permanently dysfunctional down there.

Nancy pulled in into the living room, pushed him back on a couch. She spent a long time working him over with her mouth. She could hardly fit his dick into her mouth, but she stroked his shaft and fondled his balls, and she was able to put his head into here mouth.

She sucked and licked and loved him like he had never been loved, but he couldn’t squirt. He couldn’t click the trigger down in his groin. He couldn’t start the semen flowing.

Then she sat on him. She gasped as his immenseness opened her up. Then it wasn’t just her trying to get him off as it was her trying to get off.

Johnny groaned, it felt good. Real good. But he just…couldn’t make it!

Nancy did. Several times. And each time was better. Finally, however, she collapsed on him. “Oh, honey,” she gasped, “I’m sorry. I did my best.”

Johnny got dressed. He hadn’t cum, but he had been more horny. He gave her a kiss and sad, “Please, if you can just get ahold of this woman.” Then he left.

The weeks passed.

Nancy eventually called and told him she had had no luck. Nobody knew who the blonde was.

“I know it sounds weird, somebody coming in off the street to watch and orgy, and to be in it…”

He thanked her and hung up.

He was stuck.

There was no way to find the mystery woman.

So he continued working. He was paying his bills, even getting a head a little, but he wanted to know who had paid his medical bills.

He didn’t know why he was obsessing, so much, he just was.

Summer turned into fall, fall into winter.

He slept on his night watchman job. He was in a warm building, nobody ever came, and if they did they would have to ring the bell, and if he didn’t answer he could always say he was off on rounds.

Fully rested, he would head out for Uber, making airport runs, getting off early, and then he would have the rest of the. day to do whatever he wanted to.

He wanted to make his dick work.

He saw doctors. He read abut his condition. He went to massage therapists. He tried everything. And the only thing he got was hornier.

He hadn’t cum for a year, and he was so fully loaded, his balls were so big and hard…but…nothing.

Then he was driving down La Cienega, past the Beverly Center, and he saw her!

EEEEE! Hit those brakes so hard he thought his foot might go through the floorboards and hit the pavement. He controlled the skid, moved his Prius over to the curb and jumped out.

She was wearing a see through rain coat, slacks, and a sweater. She was carrying a small red purse, and that blonde hair, so rich and full….it was her.

“Hey!”

A few people glanced at him.

“HEY!”

Everybody looked at him, and she turned and stared.

She had a panicked look on her face, the result of his yell, and she started to back up.

He put his hands up, palms out, and in an almost begging tone. “Please…lady…I’ve been looking for you.”

He managed to balance the desperation of his look with concern that she might run away, and a look of curiosity crossed her face.

“You were at a party last year, it was a…” he was stuck. He didn’t want to chase her away by referring to something she might not want referred to in public. He opted for, “I got hurt and you paid my bill.”

She blinked, then a look of joy crossed her face. Other people were watching, one guy looked like he might step in, but she blurted. “Dick boy! I broke your dick!”

A feeling of relief swept through Johnny. She remembered.

At her lack of alarm people continued on with their business.

“I’m sorry…I’ve been looking. I…”

He didn’t know what to say.

Fortunately, she did.

“How’s your penis?”

His turn to look a bit abashed. But he had searched for her so long, and been so frustrated, he blurted out the truth.

“Terrible.”

“But the doctor said it was just a ruptured tunica albuginea.”

He blinked. It was a medical term, and it just rolled off her tongue. He had trouble saying tunica albuginea and it had happened to him.

“I know, and it looks fine. It gets….erect.” His voice was dwindling. Even though he had partied with her, even though he had had his dick in her, he wasn’t sure how much he could say without offending her.

She, however, was not embarrassed in the least. “So the doctors say everything is fine, and you even get boners, but…what? No squirt?

“Uh,” he glanced around. “No. It just…it won’t…”

“Oh, say it. You can’t get off.”

He nodded. “I can’t.”

“Wow. That must be frustrating.”

“You have no idea.”

“Oh, I might,” she spoke almost mysteriously. “So why did you want to see me?”

“I just wanted to thank you. You paid my bill. That was a huge help.”

“Oh, that,” she waved a hand. “That was nothing. I have a great insurance plan, and I know people. It didn’t cost me near as much as it would have cost you. Besides, I felt a bit guilty.”

She looked around, then stepped up to him and spoke in a low tone, “After all, it was my pussy that broke your dick.”

She laughed at the look on his face.

“So, was there anything else?”

And he realized, he had thought about her so long, obsessed on her, but… “No. I guess not. I just wanted to thank you.”

He stared at her, and realized there was everything else.

She was beautiful. He remembered being inside her, the feel of her. So tight, so moist and wonderful.

She was fuck beyond all other fucks, and she was the most beautiful woman he has ever seen.

“Well, then I guess it was nice seeing you, I was always curious about—“

“Can we have coffee or something?” he blurted.

She blinked, and considered him as if in new lights.

Then she said, “Wow.”

“What?”

“You’ve got it bad.”

He didn’t know how to respond to that. She reached into her purse and asked, “Are you busy Saturday at ten o’clock?”

“No.” And if he was he would get unbusy for her.

She wrote on the back of a business card and handed it to him.

Saturday ~ ten AM

He looked at it, absorbed it, and couldn’t stop from grinning. He looked up at her. “But what’s your name?”

“It’s on the front of the card, silly.”

He turned the card over.

Cathy Long

Sex Therapist

And the address and phone number.

He stared at her, and she was laughing.

“You’re a…”

“I am. Now relax a little and I’ll see you on Saturday. Maybe we can even handle your problem.”

It was a promise couched in gold, and he felt like his heart had just exploded.

He watched as she walked away. Just before she turned into the Beverly Center she waved at him.

He turned and went back to his car.

He had found her.

And she was…she would take care of…he was dizzy, almost in a rapture.

Almost a year had passed since he had seen her, and yet the five days until Saturday went slower than that whole year.

He went to his night watchman job and couldn’t sleep.

He made wrong turns in his Uber gig.

He couldn’t stop thinking about her.

He relived that fateful fuck, where his dick had broken, a thousand times a day. Hearing the ‘crack’ as his tunica albuginea ruptured.

Yet, the days slowly passed, and the nights, and Saturday, in spite of all expectations, arrived.

He wore cargo pants and a sweat shirt and entered her suite.

For a suite it wasn’t much. There was a waiting room, then an office. It was in a building just across the Golden State freeway, the old Earthlink building, and the big window in her office looked over a three par golf course.

The door to her office was open and she called out, “Back here!”

He went back to her office and she said, “Close the door, please.”

It closed with a thunk, self locking. Sturdy.

She was wearing a pencil skirt, mauve, and a blouse and matching jacket that looked like a toreador’s jacket. Her hair was down, her lips were red, and she had that glorious smile on her face.

“Good morning, Johnny Boy. Have a seat and let’s talk.”

He sat. Looked out the window, looked around the office, and at her.

She was observing him, her lips slightly stretched in a small smile.

“You know,” she said, opening up the conversation, “I don’t usually go to those kinds of dance parties,” she was referring to that first party.”

“Oh.”

“But I feel I owe it to myself. How can I call myself a sex therapist if I don’t partake?”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Oh, I did. There is a certain sense of freedom. I was curious when I first blew you, but that just liberated me. The next thing you know I was bent over and you partaking of me.”

She was so calm and relaxed, and he was feeling a bit of embarrassment.

“So tell me about your condition. Be as thorough and descriptive as you can. Don’t mind the dirty words.”

So he talked. He told her how he had fallen into dirty dancing because of the size of his penis. He explained how enjoyable it was.

And he discussed the feeling of being so deeply inside her, then she ground her hips, and he started to pull back, and that awful feeling of pain that assaulted him.

I couldn’t even stand up,” he said. “All I could do was lie there and hurt.”

She nodded. “I know. I saw it.”

“Then the doctor, and…here we are.”

She sighed. She pursed her lips and studied him. Then: “Can I see it?”

“My dick?”

“Yes,” and she almost laughed at his perplexity.

“I guess.”

She waited, then, “Well?”

“Oh. Okay. He stood up and unbuckled and unzipped and pulled his cargo shorts down.”

“Come around here so i can really look at it.”

He started to walk, tripped, then, his face a bit red, he toed his shoes off and his pants. He rounded the desk and stood in front of her.

She took out a ruler and measured it.

“This is a sizable hunk of meat,” she murmured. “Even though I’ve had it in me, it is the Moby Dock of penises.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She glanced up at him, her mouth twisted in humor. She looked back at his dingus and reached forward.

It took both of her hands to encircle his beast.

It took both of her hands to hold his balls.

Johnny groaned.

She smiled. “Hurts, eh?”

“No.”

She lifted his penis, turned it this way and that. She ran her hand down it, pressing her fingers into the meat. “Here’s where it broke,” she said. You can feel the scar. That’s probably where he stitched it.”

“You can feel his stitches?”

“I can feel the scar of the break, and…maybe. I feel little dots, a couple of them, where the stitches would have gone. He really did good work.”

“Thanks to you.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, and she ran her hand between his legs and felt his asshole.

He jerked, but she was serious, professional, and she inserted a finger and felt his innards.

She was close to his groin and his dick went over her shoulder. It was now hard, of course, and it throbbed.

But he knew, from past experience, that he wasn’t going to cum.

“Feels good, yes?”

“Yes,” he muttered, as she explored him.

She withdrew her finger, reached into a drawer and wiped her digit off with a baby wipe.

“I’m wondering how much is psychological.”

“Like, in my mind?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know.”

“You did have severe trauma, and you might just be scared of experiencing that pain again.”

“So what do I do?”

“Well, there’s a couple of things. If we can get you to cum…that might do it. Break the hold of the trauma, let you feel pleasure instead of pain.

“Well, so much for that,” he muttered miserably.

“Not so much,” she sat back and eyed him.

Her pale blue eyes scoured him, searched him, contemplated him.

“What do you mean?”

“It means I broke it, so maybe I can fix it.”

“Huh?” But he understood. It was just too much to hope for.

She stood up and wiggled out of her pencil skirt. She was wearing pink panties and he could see her monkey paw.

“They say that if you repeat an experience, a painful experience, sometimes it loses its hold on you.”

She took off her jacket and her blouse. In just her bra and panties Johnny could see how well endowed she was. Her boobs bulged over the top of a flimsy bra. He could see her stiff nipples through the material.

“But—“

“Take off your clothes and fold out the couch.”

She took off her panties and came around the desk.

Johnny was trying to get his clothes off, and was confused.

She brought out the folding bed. “I paid a lot of money for this. You’ll find it’s more comfortable than the normal folding bed.

Johnny was naked now, and his penis was jutting out. Jutting out but unable to squirt.

“Okay, how did we do this. As I recall I was bent over like this.” She bent over the bed and her large boobs hung down. “Put your hands on my hips. I remember that.”

Johnny, in a daze, grabbed her hips.

“God, yes. That feels so damned sexy. Now, you slapped your weenie across my buttocks a few times, and then, I was pretty juicy, you rammed it in.

Johnny, moving as if in a dream, slapped his dong across her cheeks. He sort of remembered it, and then he slid his dick into her.

Cathy gasped. A loud sound in the silence of the office. “Oh, yeah…that’s how it was. Now, go around and around. Scour me with that thing you call a dick.”

He moved his hips around and around. His penis filled her, but he could feel the tip rubbing against her insides.

“Oh, fuck! I feel all excited again! It’s just like it was!”

“Oh, God,” he groaned. He was in heaven. He kept moving, tilting and swirling and going in and out.

And he realized, as the moments built, that he hadn’t lasted this long the first time they had screwed.

He had screwed her for a short while, then, when he came, when he…the break…

She began to wiggle and thrash and he held her in place.

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!” she yelped.

She came, hard, and he just held her, and tears began to flow.

She had had a wonderful orgasm, but he had had…nothing.

She fell forward and he let her go.

She sprawled on the bed and gasped for breath.

“Heysoos! I’ve never…”

At last, she turned over.

He was sitting half on her desk, looking down, his face wreathed in misery.

“But you didn’t…”

He shook his head.

“Well, fuck,” she muttered.

She went back to her desk. She didn’t bother putting her clothes on.

“It’s nice not having you dribbling out of me, but we want you to dribble.”

“I know.”

He turned and sat on the edge of the folding bed.

“Well, not to worry, there’s other things we can try.”

“There are?” he looked up at her, a bit of hope in his eyes.

“Oh, yeah. We can try machines. We can try other women. We can try role playing and all sorts of things.”

“I only want you.”

She almost didn’t hear him, but she did, and a look of consternation, and of even sadness, crossed her face.

“Oh, Johnny Boy, I know you do.”

He said nothing, just filled his eyes with her and loved her.

She had conquered him, broken his penis, and now she was his all. In his penis breaking he had submitted to her, and he would never get over that.

Dance for a thousand girls, but the one who breaks your dick, she’s the one.

“But it won’t work between us.”

“I know. You’re a professional. This is just a patient/doctor relationship.

“Oh, hell. No.”

He looked up at her.

“Sure, I’ve got to be a professional, but I’ll tell you honestly…when you broke your dick in me it did something. It made me feel powerful, and my orgasm was…it was more than a normal orgasm. I could feel my soul shuddering, giving in.

“But then…what?”

She smiled ruefully, shook her head slowly. “Johnny Boy, the reason it wouldn’t work between us is something else entirely.”

“What?”

“I’m a lesbian.”

Johnny’s jaw dropped.


Part Two

“Wait…hold on…what?”

Johnny stared at Cathy.

She gave a rueful smile. “It’s true. I prefer women over men. I can like either equally, but when it comes down to it, my vagina heats up over women.

“But, you screw! You fucked me! You used my dick to get off! Not just a year ago, but just now!

“I know,” she was sad, but not for herself. She was sad for Johnny. “I don’t mind sex with a man. I can do either. I can enjoy either. Heck, I wouldn't even mind fucking you again. But when you talk about going beyond like, as you so obviously are, then I prefer the softness of a woman. Women are more accommodating. They reason from the heart, not cold, hard logic.”

“But—“

“Johnny, I like you a lot, you are a gentle soul, but it’s not all about the dick.” She glanced down at his groin and smiled, “even a dick as nice as yours.”

Johnny sat and stewed in his frustrations. Now he was not only frustrated sexually, he was frustrated in the emotional sense of having met somebody who he really liked, perhaps loved, but couldn’t have.

Cathy was content to let him think his way through the mess.

He finally blurted, “Can we go out sometime?”

“That might be nice. We might even have sex again, that dick of yours…” she shook her head slowly in appreciation. “And, we haven’t really solved your problem.”

“No,” he said. Almost relieved to get back to his plumbing problem.

“As I indicated, there are several possible solutions we might try, the first one would be draining you.”

“Draining?” He hadn’t heard that term, except in the crudest of ways.

“Draining, also called male milking, is when we stimulate your prostate until your semen comes out.”

He blinked. “How do you drain the prostate? Isn’t that inside my body?”

“It’s located at the base of your penis inside your body. We reach it through the back door.”

“The back…I don’t understand.”

She smiled. “We access the prostate through the anal passage.”

He heard the words, but he wasn’t sure…except that he was, and just couldn’t handle it.

Cathy opened a drawer and took out a schematic of the male sexual apparatus. “Trace the line of the penis into the body, see here, and you’ll find that the prostate…here…butts up—sorry, bad pun—presses up against the anal passage.”

She turned her hand sideways and moved her hand as if she was sticking her finger up the heinie in the picture. “So we enter through here, and right about here there’s a little bump. We press gently on that and that will cause the semen from here to exit the body through the penis.”

“Doesn’t that hurt?”

“Not at all. It feels good.”

“But you’re talking about putting something up my…wouldn’t that make me gay?”

She gave a low laugh. Gay is more a state of mind than an anatomical fact. Oh, I suppose there might be some kind of physiological adaptation, but scientists have not found a ‘gay’ gene, or a part of the body that is unique to homosexuals.”

Johnny sat on the end of the couch and was lost in his own world. She was asking him to do something gay. He was having a hard time getting over that.

He suddenly stood up and folded the bed back up, then sat down again.

“Of course we don’t have to do any of this, but it’s my opinion that we might be able to get in touch with your problem.”

It popped out of him. “You’re not trying to make me gay.”

She actually laughed. “Are you really hung up on that.”

He gave a belated smile, “I guess I am.”

“Honey, it’s just like any anal exam. We make sure your plumbing is in working order, and it has the added benefit of cleaning you out.” She grinned, “And you do want to be cleaned out, I presume.”

He nodded.

“Then you should let me do this.”

“Right now?”

“Sure. I would use my fingers, I’d have to do that anyway, but if it doesn’t work then I can order a prostate massager and use that.”

“A prostate massager.”

“A little tool, shaped to reach the prostate, very efficient.”

“Oh.”

He was still reticent, and she realized she was going to have to take the bull by the horns.

“So would you like to try it?”

“Uh, I guess so.”

“Okay. Let me get some gloves. You’re already naked, so just bend over and put your hands on my desk.”

Cathy opened a file cabinet and took out latex gloves and a jar of lubricant.

Johnny bent at the waist and waited while she came around behind him.

She snapped on the gloves and scooped her finger into the lubricant.

She placed a hand on his back, right about the left kidney, and began running her finger over his anus.

“Oh, fuck,” he shivered.

“Nope,” she said cheerfully, pushing lubricant into his hole.

She massaged his hole gently, running her finger into and out of , reaming him, and warming him up.

To Johnny it quickly became the most incredible experience of his life. It felt like little lightenings waking up his nerves. It was sensual, and it made his legs shake so hard he thought he was going to fall.

“Easy, tiger. If you want to lay your chest down on my desk you may.”

“I’m…I’m okay,” he spoke through chattering teeth.

For a long minute she greased him up, then she knelt and pushed her index finger deep into him.

He gasped, then he felt her touching something inside.

“There it is. We just have to…”

He felt her moving her finger back and forth, and he felt like he had to pee.

“I’m going to pee!”

“That’s okay. That’s the sperm trying to get out.”

But it didn’t come. It felt like it was going to, it felt better than anything Johnny had ever felt, but…nothing happened.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Cathy frowned. He should be leaking like a faucet turned on, but he was just standing there. His dick was hard, and it pointed down. She took her hand off his back and gripped his penis. She began stroking it.

“Oh, fuck!” Johnny gasped.

But though his penis was red and hard, nothing issued.

Cathy took her fingers out of him and cleaned them with baby wipes.

Johnny stood up, his whole body trembling. His cock was throbbing, and his nipples were stiff as if they were made of bones. But he hadn’t drained.

She pushed the wipes to him. “Clean your ass off. Wastebasket is right there,” she pointed to a spot behind a small potted palm.

He was embarrassed now, wiping his ass in front of a woman, but…he endured and cleaned himself off.

“I didn’t do it, did I?”

“No.” She was frowning.

“And we don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

She smiled, “But we have taken a step, and I’ve got a couple of other things up my sleeves.

“Oh.” But Johnny was discouraged.

Discouraged or not, Johnny made an appointment for the next Saturday. He had to. He wanted to be with Cathy. Yes, it was a patient/doctor relationship, but it was more than that.

Johnny just liked being with her.

The week passed slowly, made more slow by the increased horniness that Johnny was experiencing.

On Thursday Cathy called him and told him the ‘tools’ she had ordered for him had arrived, and would he be there on Saturday.

“You know I will.”

“Well, that’s good.”

“I’m sorry I’m being so much trouble.”

“Johnny! It’s no trouble. If you’ll forgive me being too clinical, it’s a fascinating problem. And what I learn from you will help me with other patients.”

“Patients,” he repeated, a little disappointed.

She laughed, “Okay, that sounded too professional. Let’s just say that what we learn with you will help me with other people.”

That actually made him smile, as if he was making progress.

And he wanted to make progress. He wanted to be more than a patient.

Then, though she had other things to do, they found themselves talking for an hour. They talked all manner of things. Cars they liked, family members that were a pain, favorite pets.

And it wasn’t clinical. It was human, and when Cathy hung up the phone she pursed her lips and stared into space for a long time.

She was a lesbian, yes, but why was she finding Johnny so…intriguing?

The next Saturday finally arrived, and Johnny entered her reception room, then walked through the open door.

She was wearing glasses to read, her blonde hair had a few stray wisps curling around her ears, and Johnny knew she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

But…he controlled himself.

“Hi.”

“Hello, Mr. Johnny Boy.” She folded a file and slipped it to the side of her desk.

She swiveled around and picked up a couple of boxes that were on the shelf behind her.

Johnny sat down in a side chair and watched as she unfolded the cardboard flaps.

She took out a long, shiny, hollow tube.

“This is a catheter. It is designed to go into the penis.”

“You’re going to put that inside me?”

She smiled. “Don’t look so scared. Lots of lubrication, a gentle touch, and I’ll be able to feel inside your penis. This will enable to find any blockages or other problems.”

Johnny stared at the tube like it was a hand grenade. “I think I need a drink.”
“Maybe afterwards. Now take off your clothes.”

Johnny stripped, and his penis jutted out like a small baseball bat.

“Lordy,” whispered Cathy as she lubricated the catheter. “You always amaze me.”

He said nothing, just shivered as she sprayed something on the end of his dick.

“What’s that?”

“It’s numbing spray. The penis being sensitive, this will help you not feel anything.”

Still, he swore he could feel everything. She sat on the couch, her head perfectly situated for a blow job. But she wasn’t blowing, she was inserting.

She moved the catheter in a small circle, inserting it into his urethral tube. He stared down at the top of her head, totally reminded of how like a blow job this was.

Very gently she threaded the tube into his penis.

The numbing spray did help, but a quarter inch in he felt it. It was the weirdest thing he had had ever felt in his life. He could feel his flesh being opened. He could feel the slide of metal against the sides of his urethral, and he muttered, “Is this what it feels like when a dick enters a woman?”

“I don’t know,” said Cathy, focusing on her grip, the insertion, trying to feel if there were any obstructions or abnormalities in his penis. “Probably, but I have no penis to judge by.”

“Oh, holy…” he whimpered. His dick was long, and she had ordered an extra long catheter, and he watched as his penis absorbed the long tube.

“You’re doing well,” she spoke softly.

Inch after inch disappeared into the slit int he head of his dick. He stared, and fascination mingled with a sense of horror. Would it never end?

“Okay, almost there. I think you’re going to pee now.”

A moment later urine started dribbling out of the end of the catheter. Cathy was ready, she had put a mat and a bowl on the floor, and while there was some sprinkling, the bowl caught most of it.

Cathy ignored the pee and worked the catheter back and forth, searching for anything wrong.

Finally, him done dribbling, her done searching, she began extracting the catheter.

“This is making me even hornier,” he whispered.

She looked up at him, “Good. Maybe you’ll get horny enough to shoot your load.”

“I certainly wish.”

The catheter exited his slit and she wiped it off and placed it to the side. She stood up, and was looking down at his penis, which she was still holding in her hand. She took some wipes and cleaned the excess lubricant from around his hole.

She looked at him, was so close to him, and said, “I don’t feel anything wrong.”

They were so close, he was so horny, she had his penis in her hand, and he leaned forward slowly.

She could have stepped back. She could have stopped him, but except for a brief hesitation, she leaned into him.

Their lips met, and the kiss was intense. They lost themselves in each other, in their lips…in their souls.

She broke the kiss and leaned against him. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“No.” he responded. “Not sorry.”

She backed away from him, let go of his penis, which she had been holding the whole time. “No, I guess I’m not. Only…”

“I know, he filled in when she stopped. “I’m not a woman.”

She frowned, then she walked around him and went to her swivel chair. She contemplated him deeply.

“Well, what now?” he tried to move the subject along.

“Let’s make an appointment for next week. I’ve got a prostate massager, but I want to make sure we don’t experiment with too many procedures too closely together.

“All right. Then it’s okay if I get dressed.”

Then occurred a long, long moment. The look on her face was inscrutable. Her eyes were like a thousand yard stare. Yet she was motionless, like a jaguar preparing to pounce.

He finally broke the silence. “What?”
She didn’t hesitate. “Open the bed up.”

He knew what she wanted, and he unfolded the bed.

She rounded the desk, ripping off her clothes as she came.

She launched herself into his arms, drove him back onto the fold out bed.

He gave way happily, giddily. This was what he wanted.

She sat on his thighs and stroked him, stared at him. Then she leaned forward, her large breasts falling on his chest, and kissed him.

After a long minute of tongue wars she pushed back, sat up straight, and knee walked over his cock.

She settled down slowly, taking him into her.

His eyes were open, and his desire for her was palpable.

“Oh, crap,” she muttered, as she felt her breasts and pulled on her nipples. “This is so unprofessional.”

“Stop thinking,” he admonished her.

So she did.

They met on Wednesday. Presumably to remind Johnny of his appointment on Saturday, but that  could have been handled with a phone call.

They met in a coffee shop and she had coffee and a croissant. He had a Coke and a donut.

“I’m breaking all my dietary rules,” she commented, leaving a red li print on a cup.

“I’m keeping up with mine,” he joked.

“I wish I could eat like a man,” she gazed at his donut enviously.

“So you want to be a man.”

“Ha! And give up the joys of the pussy?”

He was silent at that. He had been butt fingered, and he had enjoyed the idea of a pussy.

“What? What’s that look on your face?”

He smiled. “You want to be a man, and you want me to be a woman.”

She blinked, then she grinned. “It would solve a lot of problems.”

They laughed, and they chatted, and felt ever deeper for each other. When they left she reminded him, “Don’t forget Saturday.”

“Bells on my toes,” he reassured her.

On Saturday he showed up an hour early. Just sat in the garage of her building and felt his heart beating. He knew he was out of control. He could never truly have her because she wanted a woman.

And what was he supposed to do?

After an hour of wishing, he entered her suite, went through the reception area, and smiled at her.

“Hello, handsome.” She grinned. She knew she was being unprofessional, but…what was she supposed to do? Strange things were happening inside her heart, and she was confused. She preferred women. But why was her heart fluttering whenever Johnny walked through her door?

“So are you ready to…do me?”

She chuckled. He had spoken with an unexpected sexual innuendo. She didn’t let it bother her, she went with it.

“Baby, I’m going to plug you up. When I’m done with you…”

They were both laughing now, and they were both excited.

Johnny was no longer embarrassed. He was hungry. He kicked off his shoes and slipped out of his clothes.

Cathy studied his body. He was slender, a smallish man, except for that incredible penis.

He bent over the desk and looked at her with a lopsided grin. “Well?”

She stood up, grabbed the prostate massager and some lubricant, and her heart felt like it was bursting.

She came around the desk and began massaging his butthole. She filled it with lubricant, reamed him lovingly. She had three fingers in him, and he was groaning loudly.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah.”

She pressed the massager against his brown button.

A prostate massager is like a dildo, but narrow at the base and slightly bent. This gives the working end of the tool a bulbous shape.

Johnny’s legs trembled as she slid the large end through his sphincter.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, feeling amazingly wet between the legs. If she was any wetter she’d be dripping. She had never thought a simple expansion on what was basically an anal exam would affect her this way.

Johnny’s knees broke, and his chest hit her desk. He lay there, his legs spread out, half bent, supporting nothing, and twitching.

Cathy grabbed his dong and began the dual action of stroking him as she rubbed the prostate massager over his prostate.

Johnny felt like peeing. His skull felt like it was exploding. His whole body was writhing and twitching so hard Cathy had to lean on him, use her weight to settle him down.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

But nothing came out.

After fifteen minutes Cathy sighed and pulled the little tool out of his rectum.

Johnny lay there, soaked in sweat, his eyes glazed.

“I didn’t…I didn’t…”

“No,” said Cathy, sitting back against the couch.

After a minute Johnny managed to stand up and face her. He had the odd expression of sexual happiness, and sadness.

He was happy for what she had done. He was sad because it hadn’t worked.

He cleaned himself off with wipes, then sat down next to her.

“What am I going to do? We’ve tried everything, and…fuck.”

Cathy leaned against him. “Don’t worry. We’ll figure it out.”

He put an arm around her and she cuddled against him. Definitely not a doctor/patient relationship.

They sat for along minutes, then she turned, threw a leg over his lap. His dick was rock hard, and it was obvious what she wanted.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “But I’ve got to have this.”

He smiled. Frustrated, but happy to be of service.

And, once again, she slid down his long shaft and began to move.

In and out, up and down, round and around, and she squirted. And in the squirting she had a thought. Not fully formed, but…she thought she had a solution.

Then, resting against him, still impaled, she whispered against his neck. “Next week. I have an idea.”

He nodded. He would have shown up no matter what. He was firmly hooked by her.

Another week, and they met twice, once on Tuesday and once on Thursday. Tuesday for coffee and a chat, Thursday a lunch.

Now they made no excuses about reminding Johnny about the coming appointment. Now they were in it for each other.

He couldn’t cum.

She loved women.

But they wanted to be together.

Something had to give.

On Saturday Johnny entered her office and greeted her.

She jumped to her feet. She was bubbling with energy, so excited that she made him excited, as if he wasn’t already excited just to be with her.

“Come on.”

She led him out of the building. She got into her car and he got into the passenger seat.

She turned up the radio and the top was down and they enjoyed the sensation of being in motion, of the wind and the freedom of the drive.

She lived on a little house on stilts in the hills.

“Heysoos,” he said, as she parked on planks under which there was nothing but a skinny set of metal poles. “Aren’t you afraid of earthquakes?”

“It’s all rock under the house. Not going to slide for a thousand years.”

“Says she in the year 999.”

She laughed, and they exited the car and entered the house.

It was nice in the house. A calm place to let the mind relax.

She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. “I hope you like bourbon and Coke?”

“I used to, but now I only like bourbon and Coke.”

She laughed, and handed him a glass.

They went out on the balcony and stared at the rich foliage of the hillside. Hundreds of houses under trees, all waiting to toboggan down the slope.

He said, “The slithering snake slipped and slid on the slippery slope.”

“Where’d you hear that?”

“Made it up.”

“You didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“No reason.”

They watched car on the other side of the canyon rounding a turn with the squeal of tires.

“On his way to the hospital, no doubt,” Johnny murmured, then he turned to Cathy. “So I thought we were going to try something else?”

“Oh, we are,” she smiled. “Drink your drink, and I’ll go make you another one.”

He tilted his glass, emptied it, and handed it to her. “So bad I have to get drunk for it, eh?”

“Something like that.”

She walked through the house and into the kitchen, and he watched her round fanny sway rhythmically.

He was in love, and he knew it. No doubt. But…sigh.

She returned, told him to drink quick so they could get started.

Within a minute he was finished. He hiccuped and felt the bolstering effects of alcohol in his system. He was happy and high and excited.

“Okay, let’s go for it.” She took his hand and walked him back to her bed room.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

“What are we doing?” he asked, taking off his pants and shirt. His cock stuck out ludicrously.

She looked down at her favorite toy, gripped it and stroked it, kissed him, then stepped back.

She picked up a bottle of Nair and held it out to him.

“What?”

“Lose all your hair. Spread this stuff all over you, everywhere but eyebrows and scalp. When it starts to burn hop into the shower.

“I have to be hair naked?”

“Who’s to know?” she quipped.

So he spread Nair all over his body. He covered his groin, she helped him with his back, and…he waited.

“Ouch,” he finally said, and he got into her shower.

The curlies slid off his body with the water, and he stepped out of the shower bald everywhere.

Cathy toweled him off, then led him back into the bedroom. She picked up a can of spray and spritzed his cock.

“Hey!”

“It’s numbing spray. You won’t feel anything down there for a while.”

“Why wouldn’t I want to feel things?” he protested.

“Because it will enable you to be limp. Now, let’s leave it alone.”

She gave him another drink. “Too much alcohol will also help you be limp, so enjoy.”

“Why do we want me limp? I thought we were trying to get me hard enough to cum.”

“But that’s not working, so we’re going a different route. Put this on.” She handed him panties.

His mouth opened and he stared at the wisp of cloth.

“These?”

“Listen, we’ve tried everything. We’ve tried me bending you over and duplicating the original incident. So now we’re going to try the opposite. We’re going to reverse roles.”

“You mean…”

“I mean put those panties on.”

He gulped, and pulled the dainty underwear up his legs.

She helped him with a bra, and stuffed it with two water filled condoms.

“I hope these are big enough,” she said.

“I hope they don’t pop.”

She just smiled. “If they do we’ll get you implants.”

His dick, which had softened, now grew harder.

“Damn,” she said. I was hoping we could keep you limp. I wanted to avoid a boner bump in your dress.

“My dress.” His voice sounded so very strange.

“Your dress, now sit down over there. I want to do your nails.”

He sat at her vanity table, and she sat at his feet and painted his toenails. As his toes turned bright red she glanced up at him and smiled. “I like you like this.”

“If I become a woman, will you fall in love with me?”

She said: “I’m already in love with you.”

He caught his breath.

“But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I need to see how I feel.”

“To thine own self be true,” he whispered.

“Exactly.”

His toes done, she moved to his hands. She fixed long nails to him, trimmed and prepped, and glued them down. “I’m not using the normal press on cheapies. These are good nails, and good glue, they should last you a while.”

“But I don’t…”

“Get in the mood,” is all she said.

He had another drink, and he was feeling pretty loopy now.

She rolled stockings up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt.

He wanted to see himself, to look in a mirror, but she wouldn’t let him. “Wait,” she said. “Wait until I’m done.”

She gave him a dress, it was tight around the chest, but flared easily at the hips.

“We need to get you a corset,” she said, and she sat him down at her vanity table. She put little white. clothes around his neck and began applying make up. As she did she explained what she was doing.

“This is cleanser…this is primer…this is foundation…I’m doing your eyes now.”

She worked quickly, and he enjoyed the feel of her hands on his face. It was more intimate than sex, and he loved it.

When his face was done, his eyes gleaming through dusky shadow, his lips red and plump, she fitted a wig to his head. It was long and auburn, and he was startled when the long tresses brushed over his shoulders.

And, finally, she was done.

Now he looked in a mirror, and now he was stunned.

He was a woman. He had enough curves on the body, enough softness in his face, and…he was a woman.

That excited Cathy. She felt electricity shooting through her body. Her pussy was wet and her nipples were rigid.

They stood and faced each other.

“Would you like another drink,” she asked, breathless.

“You’re my drink,” he answered.

“And you’re mine. Bend over the bed.”

He did, and he looked back over his shoulder at her.

Cathy went to her dresser and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. It was a strap on and she stepped into it. Her dick wasn’t as big as his, but it was stiff and rigid.

His was stiff and rigid and hung down, pressed against the side of the bed.

She lubricated him, used lots of lube. This was different than a prostate massager.

“I love you,” he murmured into the bed spread. His hands gripped the spread and his knuckles were white.

“I love you, too,” and she pressed into him.

It was different. There was a little pain, but not much, then she was sawing back and forth, opening him up.

He cried out, then gulped and began to move against her.

They screwed, and for him it was sweeter than any of the thousand women he had screwed as a dancer. Except for her, of course.

For her it was a revelation. She kissed the back of his neck, and her fantasies were fulfilled. She was screwing a woman.

He suddenly felt like peeing.

“Oh, God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to pee!”

“Pee!”

He did, and the semen, at long last, began to pour out of him. But it didn’t pour long.

She pulled out of him with a pop, pulled him up, turned him, and pushed him back. Now his dick, spitting out semen, was ready for her.

She sat on him, and enjoyed the drizzle. She could feel the immense amount of ejaculate he was giving her.

Then he started to shiver, and twitch, and he grabbed her arms. His eyes were wide, almost panicked.

“What?”

“I’m cumming!”

The orgasm wasn’t big, but it was long lasting. More female than male, but the best of both worlds.

Cathy rode him, and grinned, and laughed, and, finally, he started laughing.

“I did it.”

“Yes, you did.”

Then he sobered. “But I want to do it again, with you.”

“Honey, as long as you’re a woman…that won’t be a problem.”

They laughed and held each other.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


The Baseball Player Became a Lesbian!

Crossdressed and feminized,

he couldn’t stop hitting home runs!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I can’t look at a jock without thinking that they are wearing sexy lingerie underneath their uniforms.

And it’s not just the Bull Durham syndrome, it’s when a guy is so big and macho I just know he’s hiding something.

Oh, they talk tough, but have you ever noticed how many of these studs slap each other on the ass?

“Good hit, Rosco! (slap)

“Way to go Jimbo!” (slap)

I tell ya, these big, bully boys just can’t keep their hands off each other.

And…can you blame them?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I want her,” Johnny Macken said.

Johnny threw his cleats in the locker and sank down on the bench. He was slender, but whip strong. He could toss the ball from 3rd to 1st like a guided missile, and his fielding was impeccable. His only weakness was hitting the ball.

The next locker over, Bull Steel reached into his locker and pulled out a can of beer. And it wasn’t no Bud Light!

“You and every other swinging dick on this team, and, let’s face it, she likes the long ball hitter.

He swigged the beer, laughed, then sat down next to Johnny.

Johnny sighed. “I’ve talked to her, she likes me.”

“She likes everybody. But if you ain’t hittin’ the dingers then…” he shrugged.

Johnny pulled his pants down and off, tossed them in the locker. He was horny, and his big cock was throbbing in his jockstrap.

“I gotta hit the dingers,” said Johnny miserably. Unfortunately, he was more of a Texas Leaguer hitter. Not home runs, but little shots over second base.

He looked at Bull. “Bull, you gotta help me. I need to hit the long ball.”

Bull snorted. “We all do.”

“But you do it! What’s your secret?”

Bull glanced at his team mate. “No secret, I just got the muscle.”

“But there’s got to be some way!”

“Go talk to the batting coach. He’ll help you.”

Johnny frowned. He’d been to the batting coach, and the coach had helped him….helped him hit shots over the second base.

Still, if anybody could help him…Coach Jenks could.

“Hey, coach. I want to hit Dingers.”

Jenks was a grizzled old fart, and proud of it. While the players chewed gum, he chewed tobacco, and sometimes swallowed.

Coach looked around at Johnny and sniffed. “Why you want to be an idiot?”

Bull was passing by, and he tossed in, “Dingers will help him get into Sally Rogers’ panties.”

Johnny got a little embarrassed, but the coach looked at him and made a moue. “Whyn’t you just go get your own panties.”

“Aw, come on. You know that’s not what Bull meant.”

Jenks grabbed Johnny’s shoulder and pulled him into his office. He threw him in a chair, and walked around and sat down. He then opened up a drawer and took out a half pint of Four Roses. He swigged, made a face. “Skunk piss,” he said. Then he leaned forward. “Kid, you get on base 90% of the time. You steal bases. You got great hands. What you want to go mess all that up for?”

Johnny just sighed. He hadn’t expected much help from the old man. Word had it the old man was too old for sex, so why should he care?

“End of this year, you keep doing what you’re doing, they’ll call you up to the Bigs. You could…”

Jenks blathered on, and Johnny listened half heartedly.

Sure, he wanted to go to the big leagues, but he was also in love with Sally Rogers.

“I can see you ain’t listenin’.”

“I’m listening,” groused Johnny. But you just don’t understand how beautiful Sally is!”

“Oh, I understand. But you gotta understand, if I show you how to hit the dingers…you’re risking your whole career!”

“Then you can help me?” Johnny looked up excitedly.

“Sure. But I’m warning ya…”

“Okay! I’m warned! Whatever! How do I do it? How do I hit home runs?”

Jenks took another swig, corked the bottle, and leaned forward. “I’ll tell ya, but…” he heaved a sigh and gave Johnny the gimlet eye. “Okay. If you want to hit the big ball, if ya want to sail it over the fence…wear nylons.”

Johnny blinked. he sat back in surprise. “What?”

“Wear nylons. They gotta be the kind that ya need to hold up with a garter belt, too. None of the stretchy thigh shit.”

“Coach, I know you’re messing with me. That has nothing to do with  hitting home runs.”

“Did I coach Tom Sanders to the Bigs?”

“Well…”

“And was he hitting the big ones?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“And what about Carl Mantle? Did I get him up to the Bigs?”

“Yeah, but—“

“You want his number? You can call him and ask him. Tell him I told you to call. And what about Buzzy Feller? And Geeorge Koufax?”

“All of those guys wear nylons? But that’s like that movie…the one with Kevin Costner!”

“Sure. Where you think I got the idea?”

“No!”

“Yeah. A bunch of us were drinkin’ beer and the movie came up and we started making bets. Tom Sanders said he’d be the proof.”

“But I thought it had to do with pitching!”

“It can…but it really works on hitting. I’ll tell you, I shouldn’t tell you but I will, you wear a nice, expensive pair of nylons and you’ll be crackin’ over the fences before the week is out.”

A few minutes later Johnny stood up. “Thanks, coach. I’ll try it. I’ll hit the best home runs you ever saw!” He walked out of the room.

Behind him, Jenks uncorked the bottle and took another swig. He lowered the bottle and snorted, “Idiot.”

Idiot or not, Johnny was determined to become a home run hitter, and if he had to wear women’s underwear to become one…so be it.

That night he went over to Sally’s house. He knocked on the door and Sally answered.

Johnny was tongue tied. He blathered a bit, and Sally, grinning because he was such a sweet, innocent goof, invited him in.

They sat in the living room for a while, she offered him a beer, and they adjourned to the swing on the porch.

Unfortunately, Johnny couldn’t hold his liquor. Not even two beers, so at the end of two beers he belched, looked around a little stupidly, and turned to Sally.

“Sally, I got a favor to ask you.”

“Sure, honey.” She actually liked Johnny. He was a bit of a goof, but…what baseball player wasn’t?

“And you have to promise not to laugh or think I’m, weird or anything.”

“I won’t laugh.”

“Can I…can I borrow a pair of your stockings? And a garter belt?”

Sally blinked, her long lashes fluttering in surprise.

“Why, Johnny, I didn’t know you were one of those kinds of guys.”

“What kind of…no! No! I’m not! I’m not one of those…I just need…aw, shucks.”

Sally was made curious by this strange request, and she leaned forward. “Why would you want my nylons, unless you want to wear them?”

“Well, that’s the thing, I do, sort of.”

She sat back and cocked her head.

So Johnny explained what the coach said. He told her about how the coach had made home run hitters out of guys, and even sent them to the Bigs, just by getting them to wear nylons.

Sally listened, and for a while she was hard pressed not to laugh. The idea that a guy could hit the ball better if he was wearing lingerie. How silly!

Then she had an idea.

“Johnny, I’ll do it, but only on one condition.”

“Sure! Anything!”

“I’ll lend you the nylons and the garters, but you have to come over to my house to put them on. I want to make sure you’re wearing them right.”

“Well, uh…”

“It’s the only way.”

“Well, then, I guess I’ll have to do it.”

“Excellent,” she chirped happily, then she kissed his cheek and went inside.

Johnny was about as happy as happy could be.

The next day Johnny left for the ball park early. He stopped by Sally’s house and was invited in.

“Okay,” said Sally. “Here you go.” She handed him a garter and a pair of nylons.

“You have any place I can change into them?”

“Nope,” she grinned. “If you’re really going to wear them, then I want to see it.

Blushing, Johnny took his pants down. He was wearing BVDs, and there was a big lump poking out from them.

Sally’s eyes widened. Good Lord! For such a skinny kid…Johnny was hung!

Johnny tried to turn away, to dress with his back turned, but she grabbed him and made him face her.

She reached down and placed her hand on his lump. “Is that really you?”

“Oh, gosh!” Johnny tried to look away.

She reached into his pants and grabbed his dong. “This is big! Why didn’t you tell me you were so well endowed?”

“Well, uh…it’s not something you normally bring up in conversation.”

She giggled. “Hi, my name is Johnny and I’ve got ten inches.”

Johnny was too embarrassed to laugh. He mumbled, “It’s closer to twelve.”

He managed to roll the stockings up his legs, and she showed him how to fasten the clips. Then she was standing in front of him, stroking him, looking down at that bat of a dong.

“Good Lord is that big!“

“Oh, no!” I’m going to be late!”

He unclenched her hand and stuffed his salami into his underpants. Then he pulled on his baseball pants. He couldn’t risk changing in the locker room wearing nylons and a garter belt.

Sally was disappointed. She had had her hands holding that big, hot dingus, and it was exciting, and she really wanted to screw it.

She had never screwed a penis that big, and she didn’t know any body who had.

“Will you bring my nylons back after the game?” she asked, thinking about how she could get him into the house and into her bed so she could sample that mighty marvel of a pussy pleaser.

“Well, uh…yeah.” He grinned. He looked for any chance to be with Sally.

“Okay, then go. And hit a home run for me! And, if you do, maybe we can do some other stuff.” Her meaning was very plain, and she kissed him, on the lips this time, hard and fast, then she pushed him out the front door.

Johnny was in seventh heaven as he approached the ball park.

Sally was treating him like a guy, maybe even a boyfriend, and she wanted to see him after the game.

He parked his car and headed for the locker room.

This was going to be a night to remember!

Sally pulled on a dress and checked her boobs in the mirror.

They were big, and the dress really emphasized them.

She thought about Johnny and his weird request. Wear garters. She snickered.

As if garters could make a better baseball player. Johnny must have been watching a little too much ‘Bull Durham.’

She pulled a scarf over her hair, grabbed her keys, and headed for the park. She wanted to see this game. She wanted to see what was going to happen.

She parked and sashayed across the parking lot. She was a little bit early and see saw Coach Jenks parking his old, battered pick up truck. He got out, put a flask in his back pocket, and staggered towards the far entrance. His path intersected Sally’s.

“Sally girl!” He greeted her jovially.

She greeted him, and they chatted as they crossed the asphalt, and then he asked the question. Mind you, he normally wouldn’t have, but he was a little drunk, so he asked, “You know about Johnny wearing garters?”

He had been prepared to laugh, but Sally’s answer surprised him. “Isn’t it cute?” She was actually thinking of his big hammer slammer.

“Oh, uh…I guess.”

“I can’t wait to see if he hits better tonight.”

Jenks blinked, and wanted to say something, but now he didn’t dare. He couldn’t make fun of the boy if his girl thought he was so great.

So they parted at the gate, Sally went to sit behind the dug out, and Jenks went for the locker room.

In the locker room Johnny was keeping pretty much to himself. There was the usual banter, the practical jokes but Johnny just got dressed and seemed deep in thought.

Coach Jenks sat heavily in his office and pondered the situation.

Truth, he was a horny, old fuck, and Sally Rogers gave him a boner. An old boner, a little weak, but…a boner.

Not that she would ever consider him, but that she would consider Johnny was…irking.

What did that skinny, little runt have that she wanted?

Why didn’t she want a real man, like…like…like him!

He sucked the contents of his flask down, refilled it with bourbon, and groused some more.

The Hornsby Hornets were triple A. There were five other teams that they rotated through, and every man on every team was always willing to go the extra in the hopes of getting sent up tot he Big Leagues.

Johnny was the starting third baseman. He couldn’t throw the long ball, but he could whip a strike in on first base easy as pie. And he did have a habit of getting on base and stealing regularly.

Tonight, however, he wasn’t doing so well.

He stood on third and the straps going over his butt were distracting.

He took the ball when his teammates played catch and nearly fumbled it, and his throw was a little high. Because he was thinking about how hard his dick was in this kinky underwear stuff.

And when he came up to bat it was a disaster.

Swing…and a miss.

Swing…and a miss.

Strike three!” the umpire bellowed and made a chopping motion with his hand.

Johnny walked back to the dug out. Damn! the pitcher was Donnie Farkins, and Johnny usually lit Donnie up like he was a Christmas tree! And he had stolen many a base from this infield!

But…bupkis. Nothing. Swing and a miss.

That was the first inning. The fourth inning was about as bad. And, to top it off, he had fumbled a throw and the runner had made it to second!

“‘At’s okay, Johnny! Get ‘em next time!” His teammates cheered him on, tried to make him feel good, but Johnny was feeling…restricted.

His cock was poking out from the side of his jockstrap, and it was getting tangled up with a garter strap.

“Seventh inning. He came to the plate, felt like his panties were in a twist, even though he was just wearing BVDs, and the other team, seeing he was off on this evening, went to town.

“He’s gonna miss!”

“Chokin’ up! He’s chokin’ up!”

Then the pitcher wound up and the stadium went silent.

And in the silence Coach Jenks could be heard, his gruff, old voice as plain as day, explaining to a fan near the dug out. “He’s wearing nylons and garters. That’s why he’s missing.”

For a moment the universe froze.

The pitcher looked around, and almost got called for a balk, except that the umpire was turned around.

The catcher snickered.

The pitcher stepped off the mound, and the other players began to giggle.

Then the fans started to laugh. Within five seconds the whole stadium was laughing at Johnny, pointing their fingers, and commenting on his ‘sissy stockings.’

Johnny shut down. The humiliation, the mortification, it was too much.

The umpire yelling at the pitcher to play ball.

Fans laughing uproariously.

The pitched winding up.

Sally standing next to the dug out, felt badly for Johnny.

And it happened.

For Johnny everything slowed down. He was so embarrassed, and, he was more than embarrassed, and he…watched the ball float down the pitching alley.

The pitcher was hadn’t recovered from the humor of the moment, the pitch was weak, slow, a set up.

Johnny found that the only way out of his terrible embarrassment was to focus on the ball. He focused so hard he could see the stitches, the printing on the ball, and he swung.

The night’s frustrations came out in the swing of the bat, there was a loud crack, and the ball took off.

As far as home runs go, it wasn’t bad.

Sure, Johnny wasn’t the strongest player, but when everything is perfect…the ball disappeared over the right field wall.

Coach Jenks’ jaw dropped.

Sally clapped her hands and jumped in glee.

And when Johnny rounded the bases the whole team came out, bent over, and showed their rear ends.

Oh, they didn’t pull down their pants, or anything like that. They just bent over and motioned and Johnny, his face red, slapped the fannies of the whole team right before he crossed the plate.

And the Hornets won: 1 to nothing.

Johnny changed in the locker room, and everybody wanted to see his garters. They snapped his straps and slapped his ass and everybody cheered. The celebration went on a long time.

While the team was whooping it up Coach Jenks stumbled out of the locker room and towards the parking lot.

The kid had done it!

He, the Coach, hadn’t meant to say what he had said, but he had, and the result…oh, my God!

“He did it, didn’t he!” Sally chortled to the older man.

Coach Jenks turned to the beautiful Sally Rogers, who he wanted but could never have, and he said came up with a plan.

“You better not let him have sex.”

“What?” She had been thinking of his foot long hot dog all night.

“It’s like in the movie. If you let him have sex then the streak is over. He’s jinxed. Everything comes to an end.”

“But…really?”

“Take it from me, girl. You better keep him the way he is. Horny and frustrated. All that energy is going to go into the game, and he’ll be a real winner.”

The Coach went on to his truck, and Sally was left to think over what he had said.

Don’t let Johnny cum. Store up all that sexual energy so he can use it in the game.

And it sounded right. She knew that boxers weren’t allowed to have sex before a fight, so the same had to be true for baseball players. Even if the season went on and on and on.

And she knew: if she let Johnny cum she would be a traitor to the team!

Johnny was finally let loose from the locker room celebration. He sauntered out of the tunnel to the parking lot feeling about as happy as he had ever felt.

“Hi, Johnny.”

He got happier. Oh, my God! Sally! And she wanted…she wanted to…

She took his arm and they walked across to their cars.

“Uh, Johnny?”

“Yeah?” He was dreaming of seeing her body, feeling her breasts, of actually getting inside her.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. It’s like that Bull Durham movie. You’re on a streak now, and we can’t do anything to hurt that streak.”

“What do you mean?” he felt like the world was turning to rain. He sort of knew what she meant.

“Well, it’s superstition. You have to do the things you do that made you hit the home run. Do them again. Then you can hit another home run.”

“But I thought…you and me…I thought we could…”

“No, Johnny. Oh, you can come home with me, and we can kiss and stuff, but…I don’t think you should cum.”

Johnny was devastated, but like all stupid, young men from time immemorial, he couldn’t give up. Even though she said no, he was hoping that if just went home with her, and sweet talked her, that maybe it could still happen.

“Well, uh…”

They were at her car and she stopped and turned to him. She kissed him, and as far as kisses go, it was a pretty damned hot kiss.

Johnny’s blood began to steam, his pecker, already boned up, stood up even straighter. His balls grew tight and felt full.

And Sally was pretty turned on, too. She liked kissing, and their lips seemed made for each other, so she kissed him again and again.

Until his pecker was dripping and her pussy was steaming.

But no matter how hot he and she got, Sally stuck to her guns.

He followed her to her house, they went inside, and continued with the massive lip action they had started in the parking lot.

And she was fine with him feeling her breasts. Heck, it felt good, and she got even hotter, but when he tried to pull her panties down she stopped him.

“No, Johnny. Remember, the team is relying on you.”

Johnny knew he should leave, go take a cold shower, but Sally was so passionate, and she was really, really enjoying his frustration.

She extracted his penis and sucked on it, and kept stopping whenever he got close.

His face was red and he was gulping and begging, but she just shook her head.

“Remember the team.”

Finally, it was past twelve, Johnny staggered home.

He didn’t remember ever feeling so horny in his life. Bis balls actually hurt. Blue balls. Balls stuffed full of semen.

“Don’t jack off, Johnny. Remember, if you really want me, then remember the team.”

He took a cold shower, which didn’t make his boner go down.

He lay on his bed, and he usually liked to sleep face down, but now he was sideways scrunched so his dick could point somewhere other than down into the mattress.

Finally, late in the morning he woke up, drained and dazed and…the phone rang.

“Johnny! You’re going to be late! Get over here and get dressed!”

Oh, crap! He had overslept.

He jumped in his car, stopped for a MacDonald’s (GAH!) on the way over to Sally’s house.

She was on the porch waiting for him, and she pulled him into the living room and started pulling his pants off.

“Hey, wait…”

She didn’t wait. She grabbed his dong and he felt the blood surge.

She giggled. “God. I love doing this. Isn’t this fun?”

“Well, uh…I guess. But I’d rather cum.”

“Of course you would! And that’s what makes it fun!”

She got him naked, pushed him on a chair, and prepared to roll nylons up his legs.

And frowned.

“What?”

“You’ve got hairy legs.”

“Yeah?”

“You can’t wear nylons with hairy legs.”

“But—“

She ran into the bathroom and came back with a razor.

“Hey! I don’t have time!”

“If you want to hit home runs,” she smiled, “and get to first base with me…”

He settled back and watched as she stripped his legs of hair.

She worked quickly, dabbing his legs with soapy water and scraping, and his big penis stood up right in her face.

She didn’t mind. She kept moving and ‘accidentally’ brushing against it.

His cock would sway and throb and he groaned, but she just kept shaving.

Then she unrolled the nylons, and it was…kinky.

His cock throbbed even harder, if that was possible.

Then she put a pair of panties on his legs and started pulling them up.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“These aren’t my underwear! These are panties!”

“Of course they are. Have you looked at your underwear lately?”

“Uh…”

“You’ve got stains! Johnny! How am I supposed to make love to a fellow who’s got dirty underpants? What do you do? Turn them inside out instead of washing them.”

“They aren’t that bad!”

“Well, too bad, you’re wearing panties whether you like it or not.”

She got him to his feet and pulled the panties up tight against his groin.

It was like a big hand was encasing him, and his cock stood up, and she just shoved his penis down and held him with her hands on his waistband and kissed him.

Johnny had no defense against one of her kisses.

Then she leaned against him and murmured. “And if you hit a home run today then I’m going to have you wear a bra tomorrow.”

“What?” he squeaked.

She smiled up at him, squeezed his package, and kissed him again.

“Now, go. Hit me a dinger! Or else!”

Johnny was a mess when he got to the baseball stadium.

He was tired. He was horny, and the underwear wasn’t all that comfortable.

Oh, it made him horny, but he felt awkward wearing it. His movements were…altered. He moved differently.

And, to make matters worse, one shouldn’t have soap on their legs when they put on nylons. The soap was sort of…sticky, gicky, yuck.

But there was nothing he could do about it. She had put his uniform on so he didn’t need to get dressed in the locker room, and he didn’t want to take his clothes off in front of his team mates, anyway.

Then he walked into the locker room, and stopped dead and stared.

He was wearing stockings and garter and panties. But his lingerie was on the inside, under his uniform.

Every one of his team mates was wearing a garter belt, on the outside!

They all turned to him, big, shit eating grins on their faces.

“What?” he blurted, totally confused.

“We’re all supporting you, Johnny! It’s dinger time for the Hornets.”

They laughed, and cheered, slapped him on the back.

Johnny was red-faced, totally embarrassed, but he was also…feeling good. His team mates were honoring him. It was solidarity.

Coach Jenks stepped forward and said, “It’s the Bull Durham Syndrom.” He took a glug of his flask, then continued. “We’ll wear these things until you run out of dingers.”

But if Johnny thought that was bad, he knew nothing. When they trotted out on the field he again stopped and stared.

Everybody in the stadium was wearing a garter belt outside their clothes!

And everybody cheered for him.

He was beyond mortification, but how do you refuse the lusty cheering of thousands of fans?

And, one last, added item, the Hornets had a logo of a yellow jacket, and the yellow jacket had a stinger, and the yellow jacket was drawn as holding that stinger like a baseball bat and looking gleefully mean.

Except that somebody had crawled up on the scoreboard and altered the stinger. It was no longer a bat…it was a cock!

Johnny and his team mates stared at the big cocked hornet the whole game. They stared at at it and snickered and glanced at Johnny from the dug out. They turned around between plays and stared at it when on the field.

The fans in the stands were also staring, and pointing, and making loud remarks.

“That’s our Johnny Boy!”

Johnny’s face was perpetually red.

“He really is that big!”

And one big, loud voice, right in the middle of the silence reserved for an important swing of the bat, yelled out so loud everybody in the stadium heard him. “You’ve got a big one, Johnny Boy!”

Cheers rose up so loud that the opposing batter struck out.

Again, it was a pitcher’s duel, and nobody was scoring.

First inning Johnny struck out. He could hardly see the ball for fidgeting and trying to keep his panties from bunching.

Fourth inning he managed to hit a line drive to the first baseman. The fellow didn’t even have to lift his foot off the bag to catch the ball.

Then came the seventh inning.

“Come on!”

“Hit the ball, big dick!”

“Show us your balls!”

Johnny heard everything; he could ignore nothing, and he was frazzled.

So much pressure brought to bear, and the pitcher threw the ball.

It was a good pitch, a fastball down the center. Normally, Johnny being fast of hand and eye, he would have socked it over the second base for a Texas leaguer.

But Johnny’s timing was off. He was awkward, off balance, and his hand eye coordination was suffering.

He swung, and nicked the ball.

A baseball is a funny thing. A solid smack on the meat and that ball will travel a mile.

An off angle swing, a little late, and the ball will loop in a crazy manner.

This ball moved in a loop towards the third base. When the pitcher went to grab it it hit the ground and spun to the side.

Johnny made it to first.

The third baseman was going to pick up the ball and throw it, but the catcher backed him off. “Let it go foul!” he yelled.

Johnny sprinted for second.

Baseball is a game of split second decisions, and the balls started to slow down, and the catcher realized he was wrong. The ball was not going to go foul!

So he picked it up and threw it.

Johnny was almost at second, probably would have been beaten by the throw, except the catcher was right handed and had to twist to throw, and the ball went high…into the outfield!

As has been intimated, Johny was fast. He rounded the second base and headed for third, and he turned on the steam.

The fielders were supposed to back up the basemen, but the throw had gone so high it had gone over the fielder’s heads! As Johnny closed in on third the fielders were still running after the ball.

Coach Jenks, coaching third base, windmilled his arm and screamed for Johnny to go home!

Johnny rounded third and went into a full sprint.

The outfielder had the ball.

The throw was perfect, right to the catcher, and he would have gotten Johnny out, except…the running had jarred Johnny’s nylons loose. One hose began to slid down his leg, to bunch up.

One more thing added to Johnny’s sense of unease.

The nylon came out the bottom of his pant leg and somehow, Johnny was never sure how, he tripped.

The ball smacked the glove. Johnny did a header, and fell on the catcher.

The catcher lost the ball and Johnny’s face smacked onto the home plate!

It was an inside the park home run!

The crowd, of course, went wild.

And there wasn’t a person in the park who didn’t see the bunched up hose and realize what Johnny had been wearing.


Part Two

“Oh, Johnny. You were so spectacular! And you actually hit an inside the park home run.”

“But it wasn’t a real home run.”

Johnny was on the sofa and Sally was all over him. She was kissing him, sucking him, stroking him. At one point she even tried to get her finger up his pucker!

“Of course it was! You hit the ball and rounded the bases and crossed the plate! That’s a home run!”

“But the other team made errors!”

“Errors shmerrors. You hit a home run. That’s two in a row. I can’t believe it! You’re my hero. And you know what this means, don’t you?”

“Uh…”

“You get to wear a bra!”

Johnny groaned. The underwear was kinky. Sexually, he loved it. It was exciting. But to play baseball wearing lingerie? Yikes!

Sally, however, would brook no argument.

That night she wouldn’t even let him go home.

She just wanted to make out and play with him.

She especially loved it when he got close and she backed off. He made the most delightful grunting sounds, and his face turned such a bright shade of red. It looked like he was going to have a ball movement of an orgasm, if that makes sense.

And she played with him half the night.

The next day she was up bright and early. Johnny groaned and turned over and put his face in the pillow.

“Come on, Johnny, it’s getting late and we need to get you ready!”

She pulled him out of bed, by the dick, and pushed him into the shower.

Cold water helped wake him up, and a bowl of mush did the trick. He was now awake, though in a bit of a stupor.

Sally picked up right where they had left off the night before. She climbed all over him, stroked him, treated his balls like they were her personal ben wah balls, and kept him right on the edge.

And she dressed him.

She made him use Nair to take care of his stubble.

She rolled up the nylons and attached them to the garter belt. Firmly, so he wouldn’t trip on the base paths again.

She forced him into a bra, and that was weird. He felt…sexy weird. It was fun, but…he wished he could just stay home and…and screw!

Then she pulled on his panties, and something was different.

“What are these?”

“Panties.”

“No. They’re not. They’re tight. I can’t—URK!”

She had pushed his dick down and pulled the panties up and he was jammed back between his legs.

“It’s panties, but special panties. It’s called a gaff. It keeps your dick from sticking out.”

His dick did make a pretty big bulge. But the gaff…it was so tight!”

But, as the minutes passed he realized something, the gaff was so tight his cock started to go down. It didn’t like the pain, so it shrunk until there was no pain.

Oh, it still hurt, but he could live with it. Of course he had to pooch his butt out a little, but…that was okay.

At the ball park the stands were filled. Usually the stadium was only half filled up, but now it was SRO, Standing Room Only.

And every fan was wearing a garter belt! Man, woman or child, Garter straps dangled down thighs, and the people all pointed at Johnny and cheered.

And it looked like the hornet logo on the score board had gained in dick. The penis the yellow jacket was holding was even bigger! And the gleefully mean eyes were bigger and…it made the hornet look horny! And the hornet’s tongue stuck out the side of its mouth like it was drooling!

“Johnny, the boss wants to see you.”

Johnny glanced at the manager’s office. Oh, crap. He just knew he was in trouble over this whole thing. In fact, this probably meant his career!

Sadly, he trudged to the office.

“Hi, Mr. Harmon. You wanted to see me?”

Chuck Harmon was a big man. He wore expensive suits and chewed on big stogies. He was also a dour man, miserable on too many martinis and too many ex-wives.

Now, however, he lifted his head and beamed a thousand watt smile at Johnny.

“Johnny Macken! My star third baseman. How you doing?”

Chuck slapped Johnny’s back, crushed his hand, and said, “Have you seen all the people in the stands? And it’s all because of you! Are you really wearing a garter? Like in that Bull movie?”

Johnny nodded, he was nervous, but it didn’t look like he was going to be fired.

“Well, if that don’t milk the bull. Boy, you keep on wearing that damned thing. Hell, wear a dress and go full tranny on me. As long as you keep pulling the fans in…”

Johnny walked out of the office in a daze. He had just been given a raise.

“Let’s go, Johnny Boy!” His team mates called, and they all rushed out onto the field.

The fans, of course, were wearing all sorts of feminine attire. Mostly on the outside, but from the way some of the fans moved it was obvious they were exploring the kinky side of lingerie.

The fourth inning, and Johnny walked to the plate.

He was having trouble walking. His gaff was hurting, and his bra was pinching, and…he was tired.

Too tired to move, and he swung on awkward manner. Foul tip.

The pitcher frowned.

Another throw and another foul tip.

And now the game, if it wasn’t strange already, became even weirder.

The pitcher kept throwing juicy strikes, and Johnny, fast in his hands and eyes, but slow in his dazed mind and sexually tortured body, kept getting foul tips.

A dozen pitches, not one ball, and he had a dozen foul tips, or two strikes.

The pitcher was getting pissed. He was throwing his best stuff, and wasting himself.

And, finally, the pitcher snapped. He threw a perfect ball, and hit Johnny in the ass.

Johnny yelped and fell on the ground. Pain lanced through his ass and he actually felt tears bubble up in his eyes.

Still, he was on base.

And the pitcher was still angry, and that led to a walk.

Two on, and Johnny kept rubbing his butt and trying to get feeling into his leg.

The next batter hit a single, and now the base were loaded, and Johnny’s butt didn’t hurt so much.

The pitcher was done for, they should have taken him out, but they didn’t, and he threw a dirt ball. It skittered under the catcher and the umpire, and Johnny headed for home. He had a good lead, anyway, and he crossed the plate to cheers and the hugs of his team mates.

And that broke open the game.

They called in a new pitcher, but the ‘horny hornets,’ as the press dubbed them the following day, made five runs before they could be retired.

And everybody credited Johnny with starting it all!

“I didn’t do anything,” he groused as Sally pulled his clothes off. “I just got hit.”

“But that started it! That started the rally! And you have to take credit.”

“Getting hit isn’t—“

“Oh, my gosh! Look at your ass!”

He had a beauty of a bruise. It had hit right over the cluster of nerves and it was black and blue and his cheek was actually swelling up!

Sally spent the rest of the day icing Johnny’s ass. And pulling on his dick and kissing him.

Fortunately, the next game was a day away, and it was night, so Johnny got plenty of rest. And, oddly, he was growing accustomed to this constant tease and denial.

The human being gets horny, and that is the excitation phase. Johnny had been in the excitation phase so long he was actually starting to enjoy it. He was starting to groove on getting close, but…just getting hornier.

Is there a limit to how much horny a man can stand?

Nope.

And now that he was liking it something else happened.

All the energy he would have expended was not getting expended, and it was getting reabsorbed by his body.

Johnny was starting to feel…power.

So the bruise left with all his laying about and being nursed, and his energy level started to rise. And came the next game.

He was wearing panties, not the gaff, but stretchy sissy panties that had a pouch that helped relieve the position of his cock.

He also had on garters, nylons and a bra.

But where do you go after that? Sure, maybe a corset, or a sleeve garter or something, but…that wasn’t good enough for Sally.

She painted his toes.

“Do you have to paint them all?” asked Johnny, watching in fascination. “Can’t you like paint them one at a time?”

“Oh, where’s the fun in that,” Sally answered as she focused on his tootsies. “Get it done and have the fun I say.

“Rip off the bandaid, “ he mumbled.

“Exactly.” She stopped painting his nails long enough to stroke him, then resumed.

The good news was that he had to wear shoes. Nobody would know that he had painted toes.

So she got him dressed, he was feeling good, and he went to the game.

And hit a home run.

It was a curve, and normally those gave him a bit of trouble, but he swung, all that stored up sexual energy coursed through the bat, and the ball took off for parts unknown.

Well, at least to the bleachers, just barely over the fence where a kid with a glove snagged it, held it up and everybody cheered.

Sport’s hero for the day.

Then disaster struck.

In the ninth inning Johnny twisted his ankle on a steal. He came in, sliding, was tagged, and his foot caught the bag and twisted.

Pain was instant, and obvious to everybody in the stadium.

The team doctor trotted out to the base and everybody gathered round, until the umps shooed them away.

The stadium was silent. Johnny was the man, he couldn’t get injured! Not in the middle of his streak! He had hit safely in every game, and…the crowd gasped.

The doctor took his shoe and everybody could see the bright, red toenails.

Johnny swooned, he was so embarrassed.

But when he was finally helped to his feet and hobbled off the field the whole place rose up in a cheer.

But his secret was out.

And it would get worse.

In an Interview the interviewer playfully asked: “Are you planning on getting your fingernails painted? Maybe get some false fingernails?”

Johnny wanted to talk about batting averages, and the plays of the night, but now he turned red and mumbled. “I don’t know.”

The interviewer leaned in and spoke in a serious voice. “Look, Johnny, everybody knows, and everybody has assumed it’s a Bull Durham thing. So is it? Are you trans? Do you have a girlfriend?”

Johnny and Sally had never talked about their relationship, and suddenly he thought about it. “Yeah, I mean, I guess. We don’t talk about it that much, but she helps me get ready for the game. I guess she’s my girlfriend.”

“When does the full make up start?”

Johnny blinked. “Well, we haven’t…I mean…”

The interviewer laughed. She was a good looking woman, and it almost seemed like she was coming on to Johnny now.

“Can we meet your girlfriend? Can we watch you, uh, put on your warpaint, so to speak?”

Johnny hemmed and hawed, mumbled and whispered, but the damage was done.

Sally was waiting when he got back to her house. “So, you want to wear make up.”

Not a question, a statement. She wanted to put make up on him.

“Look, we’ve gone far enough. I—“

But Sally was ready for him. “I talked to the owner, Chuck.”

“What?”

“And he thinks it’s a good idea.”

“No!”

“And I called a couple of the guys on the team, they think it’s a good idea.”

“I don’t!”

“But you’re on a streak. You’ve hit in every game, you’re leading the league in crossing the plate, you even have a dozen homers! You can’t jinx this now!”

The argument went on, and Sally pulled out the big guns. She made phone calls. She invited people over. And the thing turned into a weird party.

A ‘beat down Johnny until he goes femme’ party.

And, in the end, he gave in.

He had to.

He couldn’t resist the peer pressure, what his fans wanted, and, mostly, what Sally wanted.

And so the days went. It was middle summer when Johnny’s adventure began, and by September he had managed to hit in every game, had stolen almost twice the bases he usually stole, and even had eight home runs.

The team rallied around him at every game.

The crowd went wild, and people were wearing more and more lingerie on the outside of their clothes.

Johnny was full femme now. He wore sexy lingerie, and even had a couple of small breast forms. He would freshen up his lipstick and take his at bats, and the streak continued.

In fact, women by the hundreds were lining up outside the stadium before and after the game.

Sometimes it could be brutal. They would try to get pieces of his uniform, ask for locks of his long hair—he wore extensions now—and generally mob him.

Members of the team took to escorting him. Not just for his own safety, but so they could meet some of the women waiting for him.

And most of the guys on the team were also wearing lingerie, and a couple put on lipstick.

Not a full face, like Johnny, but bright, red lips waiting to be kissed.

And they were winning!

Big time!

When Johnny had started wearing lingerie they had been middle of the league, a fifty fifty won loss record.

Now, September 1st on the morrow, they were tied for first. In fact, if they won today’s game they would get into the play offs.

They won.

Three days later they had the first of three play off games.

“You are gorgeous,” said Sally, putting the finishing touches on his make up.

Johnny smiled. He was actually getting over being red-faced all the time, and he enjoyed feeling her work on his face. It was so kinky, and…

“Johnny?”

“Yes?”

“Have you ever thought about making our relationship a little more…permanent?”

He turned to her. “How so?”

“Well, we do this every day, and we’ve grown closer. I know you’re going to be going to the Bigs after this season, and I know that I’ve been a big help to you.”

“You have,” he admitted easily.

“I make you up, keep you clean, take care of you when you get injured. I understand the game of baseball, and that is something that all players need. When they have a girlfriend, that is. I also keep you from wasting yourself on other girls. If it wasn’t for me you’d be going home with somebody new every night, and that would certainly sap your strength.”

He had to admit that was true. He sure wanted to go out and get fucked by one and all, but he knew that was a dangerous path. He risked not just being wasted, but catching a disease or something. Sally kept him on the straight and narrow.

“And you’ve got to admit, your streak started when we started doing this, and…I’m good for you, Johnny.”

“So what kind of a permanent relationship were you thinking of?”

“I want to be your fiancée. I want a ring, and a promise, and…and I want to go with you when you go to the Bigs.”

Johnny thought about it. Everything she said was true. He knew he wouldn’t be going to the majors if it wasn’t for her. Also, he was totally, head over heels in love with her.

She applied his make up, waited. She was pretty sure he would say yes, but there is always the niggle of worry in something like this.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Oh, Johnny!” She leaped into his arms and kissed him so hard she messed up his make up.

But she didn’t fuck him.

Johnny went to practice and Sally stayed around the house and got herself ready.

The first thing she did, always did, before she went to a game, was to head into the bedroom and get out her vibrator.

She lay on the bed and began diddling her muffin. She rammed and jammed that big, old vibrator. Indeed, she worked so hard the lights dimmed as the vibrator pulled more and more energy.

She slid it up and down and pushed her labia outward.

She slipped it barely into her slit and ran it up and down.

She spent some time on her clit, fingering her nipples as she did.

Then, excited beyond belief, she rammed it to the hilt.

And groaned and gave a little scream and—

“Sally?”

She jerked upright. Johnny was at the door.

“I forgot my glove,” he said.

Sally rolled over and hid her head. “I’m sorry?”

“For what? That’s hot!”

“It is?” She turned back over and stared at him.

“Oh, God, I think I’m leaking!”

“Don’t do that!” she cried out. “You’ve still got a game to play.”

“But..but…”

Sally helped him control himself. She punched him in the groin.

Johnny groaned and hit the floor. His nuts felt instantly swollen. The pain was lanced through him.

Sally hopped off the bed and knelt next to him.

“Are you all right?” she asked.

He nodded, a look of pain on his face, “Thank you,” he whispered.

“You’re welcome. Do you want me to hit you again?”

He shook his head. “I’m good.”

“Oh, thank goodness. I was really scared you were going to cum.”

They looked at the little puddle on the floor. He hadn’t leaked much, but he had leaked.

She looked up at him. This doesn’t mean…”

“I don’t think so. I didn’t have an orgasm, and that’s the main thing.

She helped him up, then helped him find his glove, and supported him as he walked back out to the car.”

“You’re going to be all right?”

“I think so,” he gulped. He was faint, but he was recovering. It had been a hell of a punch, however.

“Okay, I’ll see you at the game.”

He looked at her, nodded, and said, “You should go back to what you’re doing, and…”

“Yes?”

“Let me know if you need help.”

“Oh, I will. Thank you, Johnny.”

They played the Jacksonville Blue Jays, and they lost the first game.

It happened. They hadn’t won all their games, and, that’s the way it goes. But Sally knew what had happened.

“You dripped,” she said after the game. “You dripped your energy out right before the game, and it’s my fault.”

“No, it’s not!” But he sort of thought it was.

“Well, I’ve got a solution. Even though we lost today, you kept your streak going, and…I’m going to make sure you hit safely tomorrow and the next day. We’re going to win!”

“How are you going to do that?”

“Never mind. You go home, and I’ll be in tonight. I’ve got to go buy something.”

Johnny went home. He was full en femme all the time now. Fans expected to see him en femme, and he knew it was important to keep the fans happy.

At home he stayed dressed up. He fixed a little dinner, caught the news, and waited.

At 10 o’clock Sally came home. She was grinning as she entered the house, and she was holding a little box.

“Was this?” he asked.

“Open it and find out,” and she tossed it to him.

He opened the box and took out a weird thing that was shaped like a cock.

“What is it?”

“It’s a chastity tube. When you wear that you won’t be able to cum, and you’re going to be so great!”

“I…really?”

He contemplated the tube. It was shaped like his dick, had a ring to around his package, and there was an inset locking mechanism.

“How do I put it on?”

“First, you need to get rid of that hog you call a penis.”

He looked down at his groin, felt the surging of Mr. Happy inside his panties.

“I don’t think I can.”

But he could. It took an hour. He took a cold shower. He packed his cock in ice, he sandwiched it in frozen peas, and, finally, unable to stand the arctic weather, his dick was small enough that he could put the chastity tube on.

Finally, he stood up and was chastised. His cock immediately began wiggling and squirming and pressing out on the cage, but it was a good fit. Not uncomfortable at all.

He looked at Sally and she grinned.

And so did he.

But it took some getting used to.

He was used to having his cock all bent up and painful, jammed into  panties or even a gaff.

This wasn’t painful in the same way, but it was more painful in another way. The horniness, already at a fever pitch, rose to a sharp spike.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed after a few minutes of being encased.

“Pretty cool, eh?”

“Yeah,” and it was, but…oh, man!

They were down one, but the addition of the chastity tube seemed to do the trick. They won the second game easily.

And Johnny was knocking the horsehide off the ball! He got a walk and two singles and a strike out. And he also stole four bases!

And the fans, decked out in their finest lingerie, cheered to the skies.

The news cameras went for the close up of his made up face when he went to bat, and the story was going national.

Speaking of which, the other teams were at dismissive of his tactics. They called the Hornets names, referred to them as trannies and shemales and perverts and called them cocksuckers and buttfuckers and just about everything else that is considered offensive.

Which made the team laugh.

Winners can always laugh.

The third game started and it was red hot.

Hitters hit, runners ran, and the crowd screamed until they were hoarse.

Johnny hit a double, walked, struck out, and walked. It was the ninth inning and the score was tied.

Then the hornets filled the bases, and Johnny came to bat.

It is every boy’s dream to hit a grand slam and win the world series, and this was close.

Johnny, however, was seasoned enough to want, but not let the desire control him.

He stepped up to the plate and crowded it and got a ball. Then a strike, a swing and a miss, another ball, and then the catcher made a mistake. Johnny was crowding the plate and the catcher wanted him brushed back.

Not a bean ball, just a close pitch that would make him respect the pitcher.

The pitcher wound up, his arm flashed forward, and the ball became a white dot speeding directly towards Johnny!

Johnny tried to get back, but it’s hard to move in certain directions when one is sinking, twisting, trying not to break the wrists, and…CRACK!

The ball hit Johnny right in the groin.

The sound was right up there with a groin protector being hit by a hammer, but it wasn’t the groin protector that was getting hit. It was his chastity tube.

The ball struck the tube squarely. It was traveling at 95 miles per hour, which resulted in 4,000 pounds of force.

The plastic cracked in the center seam, which robbed the impact of some force, and thankfully the tube didn’t break into shards.

The force drove the edges of the chastity tube, and the ring, back, and it felt like somebody was taking an apple corer to Johnny’s package.

A pain so sharp that he didn’t say ow, or otherwise react. He just dropped.

The pitch walked him, which walked a runner in, and the Hornets won the game.

The pitch also sent Johnny to the hospital.

Johnny awoke and felt great. Of course, he was on so many drugs his blood could have been used to drug a horse.

“Hello?” he said brightly, not really understanding what had happened.

Then he remembered. And just the memory of the sharp pain was enough to sober him in spite of all drugs.

Sally was at his bedside and she hugged him and cried. “Oh, Johnny!”

“Am I all right?” he asked. He was so drugged he didn’t even feel horny.

“Oh, Johnny, they had to give you an orchiectomy.”

“Oh, good.”

“You don’t understand! They cut off your balls!” she wailed.

Time froze so hard it could have been ice cubes.

And, a minute later, after the magnitude of his disaster had traveled through his cranium and dropped out the other side, Johnny said, “Oh.”

“But don’t worry,” sobbed Sally, holding on to him. “I’ll stay with you. You can still play baseball, and I don’t mind having to use a vibrator, and…and…”

“And what?”

“There’s always anal sex!”


Epilogue

Johnny lost his testicles, but that just seemed to enhance his baseball abilities. After all, he wasn’t going to cum ever again. At least, not have a penis orgasm.

Anal orgasms were another matter. Sally used a strap on and they discovered how he could have something called a ‘prostate orgasm,’ or a ‘sissygasm.’ He found he actually enjoyed that more than penis orgasms. With penile orgasms he would squirt, and that was it. With anal orgasms he would orgasm for five and even ten minutes, lost in a revery of intense sensation.

And then he could orgasm again. And again. And again.

He could still use his penis, of course, and he gave Sally many endless nights of pleasure. Endless because he coulnd’t squirt, and that meant no orgasm, and he would fuck and never have relief. Just grow more desperate and Sally would receive all the benefits of that situation.

He was called up to the Big Leagues that fall, and they moved to New York, where he became a regular in the Yankee line up.

To this day he wears lingerie under his uniform. As do all the other players. And many of them have breast implants which they keep bound up during the game. Sometimes it’s hard to run the bases with your boobs waggling side to side.

In fact, when you go to virtually any baseball game anywhere in the country, you can be sure that the players are wearing panties, nylons, bras, and whatever other kind of lingerie they can come up with.

And the better the baseball player the more fancy the lingerie. Of that you can be certain.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

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

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

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

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

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

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

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

I typed:

Who is this?

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

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

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

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

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

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

I typed:

What do you know about me?

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

DING!

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

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

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

DING!

Watch this!

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

I clicked on the link.

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

Mommy Compilation part four!

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

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

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

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

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

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

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

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

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

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

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

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

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

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

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

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

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

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

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

that is my reward for helping you.

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

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

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

I had never thought about being a woman.

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

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

I typed:

I’ll do it.

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

HURRY!

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

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

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

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

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

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

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

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

I put them in my bra.

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

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

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

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

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

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc3SV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SH.jpg
Five
Sizzling

Stories!

Another Johnny Gets
Feminized Collection!
Thesg lu(:kyJohnnies get to be girls!

% >N....
A \






OEBPS/image_rsrc3SM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SU.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3ST.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SJ.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc3SK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SN.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





