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Author’s Note

Men who want to turn into women, ain’t it grand?

The official word for it is ‘autogynephilia.’

Is it wrong?

I’m not going to go around telling people what is right or wrong. We’ve got a government that does that.

No, I’m more interested in getting people to get over their prejudices and start acting like human beings.

So, enjoy this story of Roy, and how he adapts to the changes that happen to him.

Will it happen to all men?

In some form, I think it will.

But, until then…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Roy was parked at the Korean Bell of Friendship in San Pedro. It was just after a rain and the air was fresh. Nobody was out and he had the monument to himself.

He stepped out of his truck and put his high heels on the parking area asphalt. He closed the door and faced the world.

He was wearing a pencil skirt, navy blue, and a blouse, white. He wore a long jacket that partially concealed his shape.

Of course, his shaved legs were visible, the calves delightfully curved.

The belt around his mid section pulled the jacket tight so his breasts could be seen. His long hair, carefully styled, hung down his back. His make up was well done, with his red lips given a metallic color in the neon lighting of the parking lot.

He looked around nervously. When he dressed up he liked to visit obscure monuments. He liked to look out at the world, giving people a glance at his persona. He loved to be admired.

The only problem, of course, was his penis got so hard that he had to pull his jacket closed so nobody could see the boner bump in his skirt.

He had finally handled that by wearing a chastity tube. It drove him crazy, and he had to masturbate to get it on, but he could pull the tube back between his legs and have a smooth, feminine front.

He smiled, and felt his dingus trying to stand up. But his tube was small, and his erection was quelled.

His sexual urges were increased by being in chastity, and it made it all the more delicious. It felt like waves of horniness were tumbling through him, making him hornier and hornier.

Finishing his look see, knowing that he was alone, he sashayed towards the monument itself. His high heels clicked on the pavement and his calves were tight and bunched.

God, it felt good.

He kept a look out as he walked. Nobody was there. It had just stopped raining, it was late at night, he would have been surprised if there had been anybody. He stopped at the far side of the monument and faced the eternal ocean.

He could hear the ocean, whispering, crashing, calling to endless souls.

He sighed.

He cross dressed, but he wanted more.

And he was so afraid.

He dressed like this and was terrified, but he couldn’t stop himself.

Without these walks on the wild side his life didn’t have much meaning.

He was 26 years old, was making good money off the internet, and nobody knew about his ‘hobby.’

Not the two girls in the office, or the kid in the mail room.

To them he was an okay guy, showed up with long hair and their paychecks. Gave them long lunches and even Friday afternoons off.

Would they care?

Probably not.

But…he would care.

He was a mama’s boy. Nobody noticed him in school. In high school he had cultivated a masculine attitude. He might look a little soft, with his long hair and slender body, but he talked a good game, and nobody knew he was wearing panties and bra, garter and nylons, under his manly clothes.

Sometimes he would go out with girls, but he presented a masculine front, even leaving his lingerie at home.

He liked girls, he didn’t want boys, but he didn’t allow anybody to see into his secret heart. He made sure nobody saw a trace of lipstick on his mouth, or a dirty pair of nylons.

In college it was even easier to keep up the facade. And it was easier to dress up at night, even go on long walks, and not be seen, not be recognized for what he was.

Then, after college, he was determined to put aside his sexual habits. He wouldn’t dress up like a girl. He wouldn’t risk shame and embarrassment. He would focus his energies on building an internet business.

And, for a couple of years, he had succeeded.

But as his company grew, so did his desires.

One night he couldn’t handle it any more.

He had gotten drunk, gotten dressed, and gone out on the town.

And, God’s grace, nobody tumbled to him.

Nobody he knew saw him.

He watched night clubs from afar, and he realized that he was stuck with being a crossdresser for life. It was something he couldn’t live without.

But he also couldn’t risk being seen.

He was going to have to live a secret life.

And, three years later he was standing by the Korean Bell of Friendship in San Pedro. Listening to the waves, seeing the lights rising from the harbor, and the docks.

“You okay, miss?”

Roy nearly jumped out of his nylons.

A light shone in his face. Cop. Twenty feet away.

Roy turned and dashed back around the monument and headed for his pick up truck.

He heard footsteps behind him, and the flashlight illuminated his frame, his round ass, tiny waist (courtesy of an incredibly tight corset), and his waggling breasts.

“Miss? Stop!”

Roy was panicked. He should have stopped. He should have just talked, but he was so scared.

“Miss! Halt!” The cop’s voice was firm now, and growing stronger.

From a simple inquiry as to how he was doing, he had made himself a suspect.

After all, why should he run if he was innocent, right?

But he was terrified. He didn’t want to be caught. He had to get away.

He made it into his truck, hit the ignition and the lights. The cop was right in front of the truck, and he held his forearm up to protect his eyes from the sudden flash of powerful high beams.

Roy backed up, almost hit the cop car, and put it in first gear.

“STOP!”

Roy didn’t stop. He wound through the parking lot, down the hill, and into the late night traffic.

He had to get away! He had to…he—stopped.

Right in the middle of the road. His breath was heaving, as much as it could in the tight corset. He set his emergency blinkers and waited, his hands on the steering wheel.

He had been stupid to run. He wasn’t going to be able to get away, not with the cops using radar and helicopters and such.

And why was he running?

Because he was scared, not because he had committed any crime.

The black and white roared down the road behind him. It squealed to a stop behind him. The evening was lit up with blinking red lights and a powerful beam illuminated his truck.

“Step out of the vehicle with your hands up!”

Almost sobbing, Roy opened the door, held his hands out, and slid off the side of the car seat.

He stood in high heels and turned his back to the cop car.

“Back towards us. Keep your hands up!”

Roy backed up.

“Get on your knees!”

He knelt, felt the nylon on his right leg run.

“Face down on the pavement!”

He followed their instructions, and was quickly handcuffed and helped to his feet.

For a moment the cop ignored him. He searched the truck, opened the glove compartment and checked his insurance and registration.

Finally he opened Roy’s purse and lifted out his wallet…and found his driver’s license.

The cop stood up straight, looked intently at the license, then stared at Roy.

Roy stood with his head bowed, red, ashamed.

He had finally been caught.

The cop sauntered back towards Roy. He was holding Roy’s purse in one hand and his license in the other hand.

He stopped in front of Roy, and Roy had his first real look at his captor.

He was a few years older than Roy, wore a mustache, had seasoned lines at the corners of his eyes.

“Well, Mr. Jenkins, why did you run?”

Roy’s voice was low and cracked, “I was scared.”

“Why? You didn’t commit any crimes.”

“I was…you see…” Roy licked his red lips. “I’m…”

The cop finally took mercy on Roy. “You’re a guy dressed as a girl. Is that a crime?”

“I…no…I don’t think so.”

“So you go from a situation where I would have asked you a few questions, and risk becoming a felon.”

“That’s why I stopped. I’m sorry.”

The cop nodded. “Stay here, please.”

The cop went back to his car and checked for warrants. There were none, Roy was clean, and the cop returned to Roy. He handed Roy his license and said, “Fear is a terrible thing. It almost ruined your life.”

“Are you…am I…”

“I’m not going to cite you. I’ll make a note in my book, but nobody ever sees that. No, Mr. Jenkins, you’re going to be free to go.”

“Thank you.”

“After I give you a little friendly advice.”

Roy was finally looking at the cop. His fear was waning. A lecture was nothing. Thank God.

“Mr. Jenkins. I don’t care what you do in your life, as long as you are not a danger to the public. However, I have had encounters with people like yourself. There is a program which you might want to avail yourself.”

Roy blinked. “There is?”

“Yes. A lot of people are in your situation. They like to do the things you do. They have gone into a program called ‘Aversion Feminization.’ You can find it on the web. It is run by people who have combined aversion therapy with people’s desire to be more feminine. I suggest you give them a call, or an email, or whatever method they use.”

“What do they do?”

“They help people who have your…it’s not right for me to call it a problem…your interests.”

“But—“

“Honestly, I don’t know what methods they employ, I just know that people have been helped by this organization. And, let’s face it, it’s better than getting arrested by a cop.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Okay. Drive safely, and have a good night.”

Roy was near in shock by the time he returned to his truck.

He had thought he was going to the hoosegow, and there he would have to deal with gang banging, smelly motorcyclists with body hair and tattoos and…and he was being let off.

He sighed in relief and started up the truck.

The cop was writing something on a clipboard in his cruiser. Nobody was in the street, so Roy pulled out and headed home.

He hadn’t been arrested.

He had been warned.

And he forgot all about Aversion Feminization.

Roy went to work the next day, and he was feeling pretty good. His secret was safe.

His heart was beating harder all day, and he realized that in being seen by the cop, in being found out, he had experienced a sense of relief.

Nobody had ever seen him as a woman, and now that somebody had, he felt…freed.

Something in him had changed.

He was a butterfly still in cocoon, but he had had a glimpse of the sky. He wanted to be free all the way.

He was tired of keeping a secret.

Yet…he didn’t know how to accomplish that.

So that would have to wait until he did figure it out.

He threw himself into his work. Which didn’t work because he didn’t have much work to do.

The mail boy was part time. Came in after school and sorted through the mail, put orders in one basket, complaints in another, delivered mail to the three offices in the small building.

Roy got a few letters, but Jeanie and Darlene handled most of the mail.

And there were never any problems so big that the girls couldn’t handle them.

So Roy answered his few letters, took care of a couple of emails, checked on the work flow of the girls, and then…was bored.

But he was also wired from the previous night’s adventure.

So, what to do…what to do?

He chatted with the girls, they were both good looking. Good bodies with large breasts, always showed up looking nice. And they weren’t his type.

Not that he had a type.

With his secret no girl was his type.

Sad by true.

He went to an early lunch, then brought lunch back for the girls. A little bonus, and he was feeling so damned good.

But he was also still embarrassed.

He relived the encounter in his mind all day long.

It was then that he remembered what the cop had said: Aversion Feminization.

After lunch he went into his office and closed the door. Him closing the door was unusual, and the girls took note of the fact, looked at each other, and shrugged.

Roy googled ‘Aversion Feminization’ and there was nothing.

He frowned. He read a few articles on aversion, and feminization, but…had the cop been wrong?

But he had seemed so positive, and it wasn’t the kind of thing a cop would joke about.

So, it to be there, but where?

He tried a couple of other browsers. DuckDuck and Bing and a few others.

He tried private windows.

Then, he tapped into the dark web.

To tap into the dark web he needed a VPN. A VPN is a ‘Virtual Private Network.’ He already had a lot of security, so he was ready to go.

The Dark Web is dangerous, and it’s not.

It is a part of the web that isn’t searched by Google or any of the other search engines. It’s all the people who don’t want to be listed in a the ‘phone books’ provided by Google, Microsoft, and other tech corporations.

There is a huge section of things that people don’t want listed. People who hide their finances, companies who hide their customers information, they are considered part of the Dark Web.

But the real danger is in the areas of the dark web that specialize in hurtful things. Things like drugs, criminal activities, and all sorts of hacking.

But Roy wasn’t interested in that sort of stuff. He just wanted to find ‘Aversion Feminization.’

It took him an hour.

The cop had been right, it was on the net, but it wasn’t listed. He must have heard about it, and assumed that it could be found through a simple Google.

Still, Roy had managed to find it, and he perused it intently.

There was a lot of material to be read. Everything from scholarly studies to stories. And the types of feminization were many.

Men who wore just underwear.

Men who were feminized by their wives.

Men who went whole hog and changed their lifestyle.

Men who even had their testicles and penis removed.

Roy shuddered when he read about that practice. That was going a little too far for him.

The website was supported by something called ‘The Ladies’ Sissy Society.’ This was apparently a group of women who sounded like they wanted to change the world.

They didn’t seem unusually forceful, certainly not violent, but they were adamant.

Men had choice, but the choice was pushed hard.

Roy sat back and thought about it.

He had avoided women, in spite of the fact that he loved women and had no preference for a man.

Over the years he had wished he had a girlfriend, somebody who he could be honest with, but he had never met anyone.

But wouldn’t it be nice to have a girlfriend, to be able to be himself.

But would he want somebody who was aggressive and forceful?

He didn’t think so.

He went back to the website and continued. He spent a couple of hours reading stories from people who had benefitted from the Aversion Feminization.

Most of them were men, and they spoke of being free, of achieving a lifestyle that they had only dreamed of. Many of them detailed individual experiences as they came out in the real world. Some of the experiences were harsh, some soft, but all of them were heartfelt, and all of the men, whether they had had good or bad experiences, were grateful to Aversion Feminization for helping them.

There were a few women, too. Wives. And they were also vocal in their praise of Aversion Feminization.

One woman wrote: I didn’t expect it. I was opposed to my husband getting involved, but as he discovered himself I found a beautiful truth in him.

A beautiful truth within.

Once again Roy sat back.

A beautiful truth…

“We’re taking off.”

Roy jerked, spun and closed windows on his computer room.

But he was too slow.

“Hey, what’s this?”

“Nothing.”

“No…it’s something. Feminization. Hunh. You into that?”

“No!”

“Hey, Jeanie! Roy wants to be a girl!”

“Hey!”

Jeanie popped her head into the doorway. “Really?”

“He’s got a site about turning into a girl!”

“Stop that! It’s…some people asked for an estimate and I’m looking at them.”

“Really?”

“Of course!”

But his face was red and the girls kept glancing at him and giggling.

“Well, you’d look cute as a girl,” said Jeanie, when he finally got them out of his office.

“Har de har,” muttered Roy.

Darlene was smiling, but she said, “Leave him alone, Jeanie, see how embarrassed he’s getting?”

“I’m not embarrassed!”

But he was, and his red face proved it.

The girls giggled and left.

Roy turned back to the computer and stared at it. He opened up the  Aversion Feminization website again and went over everything.

Aversion therapy is when you make somebody do something until he no longer wants to do it.

Well, not completely.

After all, if a guy is drinking too much you don’t give him more liquor. And if he’s cheating on his wife you don’t make him cheat some more.

But there are methods where you make him consider his bad habits in less than comfortable ways. And you ‘avert’ him.

So, taken literally, Aversion Feminization would be making him dress as a woman until he no longer wanted to.

But he didn’t think that was it. The things people said in the testimonials, the way the site phrased their language, it didn’t sound so aversive.

He thought they must dress him like a woman and shame him or something, until he no longer wanted to be a woman.

But…did he really want to be a woman, anyway?

He liked to dress up, but not because he was gay or anything. He dressed up because it made him so incredibly horny.

When he was in sixth grade he had discovered how to masturbate. And he had imagined girls in his class. Not even fucking. Just…being with him. Kissing him, which was all his puerile mind could handle.

But when he had discovered cross dressing he had discovered a higher level of horniness, and he gave up dreaming about the sexless girls of school and began causing himself to be unimaginably turned on.

He didn’t want girls who were standoffish and gave him a kiss when he wanted an orgasm.

And crossdressing led him to that heightened , horny state.

So did he really want to be a woman?

He didn’t think so.

Of course, he didn’t know for sure, but…did he?

Staring at the Aversion Feminization site made him think.

What if he was just sick?

What if he was a pervert?

He spent all his time avoiding women and being a woman. That was not normal. At least, he didn’t think it was.

So, if he was perverted, could Aversion Feminization help him get over it?

Sighing, he turned off the computer and went home to get dressed up.

That night he poured himself a stiff drink, a Kentucky Mule.

He mixed Blanton’s bourbon whiskey ($200 a bottle!) with lime juice and ginger beer.

He sipped the delicious concoction and went into the pink room.

It wasn’t really pink, but it had all his female clothes in it, so he called it pink.

He sat on the small bed and stared at the dresser and the closet.

The dresser held his underthings. Bras and panties and such, corsets and nylons and whatever else.

The closet held his dresses, his robes, his wigs—which he had given up when his hair had grown long enough—and shoes.

On the dresser was his make up. Good stuff he had spent a lot of time getting on the internet.

He had spent a lot of time in this room, making himself pretty, daydreaming of…himself.

He had tried on clothes and even slept in the room.

Was he sick?

Cross dressing was looked down upon.

He had hidden it and he felt guilty.

Did that make him sick?

He made another drink and sprayed himself with Nair. He turned on some music while he waited, and listened to Lucy Thomas.

Such a soft but powerful voice. Such a beautiful and sweet face. What an angel.

His skin started to burn so he got into the shower and washed the Nair off.

He did this depilating every once in a while. The more he did it the less hair he had, and the more silky smooth his skin was.

Afterwards he spread lotion on his flesh and rubbed it in.

He was flexible, practiced yoga every day, and he could reach all of his body.

He felt cool, and electric, and charged up.

He put on his underwear, feeling the sleek silk slide over his legs. He had the chastity tube on and he made sure it was dry, and tied it between his legs and out of the way.

He had breast forms, and he glued them to his chest and put on a bra.

He looked female in body now. Oh, there were the edges of his forms, and the tip of his chastity tube peeked out under his backside, but he had the curves.

He selected a dress, and hid the things that didn’t look feminine.

He spent some time curling his hair, then put on his make up. He was getting good at it, and he did a professional job. His eyes were dusky and sexy, and his lips were red and moist looking. He kept his eyebrows somewhere between a lightly arched male and a thicker female. It worked, and with a little penciling his eyebrows looked entirely feminine.

His lashes were long and thick, and he even put on some earrings.

He walked back out to the kitchen in high heels and mixed another drink.

He sat in the living room, making lip prints on his whiskey glass, and listened to sweet, soft music.

Was he sick?

How could he be sick if he felt so good?

How could—

Knock knock.

He sat up, panicked, terrified.

He was completely en femme! How cold…what should…oh, God!

Then he heard the sound of his doorknob turning. He jumped up and ran to the door. He moved his hand forward to grip the knob, to keep it form opening, but he wasn’t fast enough.

The door opened and he froze.

A woman stood there. She smiled at him, and Roy fell to his knees.

He didn’t pass out, but he came close.

The woman who had home invaded him helped him up. “Are you all right?” she asked.

“I…I…”

She was beautiful. She was a brunette with light blue eyes that didn’t seem to blink. Her shape was fantastic. It was better than Roy’s artificially contrived body, and it was natural. All natural.

“Who…who…”

But he couldn’t speak. He didn’t even know if he was alive! He just stood there, was guided by the woman, and blubbered.

“Hello, Roy. Sit right there. I see you’ve been drinking. Do you mind if I pour myself a drink? While you recover yourself?”

Roy muttered and mumbled, and found himself sitting on his couch.

The woman went to the kitchen, poured some of his good Blanton’s into a glass of ice, then added Coke.

She came back into the living room and sat down opposite him. “Isn’t whiskey wonderful?” she asked. “Of course I’d like some of what you’re drinking. It looks delicious. What is it?”

Roy stuttered, but managed to describe the drink.

“A Kentucky Mule. Wonderful. I’ve tried the Russian Mule, but I’m not fond of the vodka. But this bourbon is a blessing. Here, let me try yours. You take a sip of mine.”

Roy stared as she took his glass, handed him hers, and sipped. He looked at the glass she had handed him. It had her lip print on the rim.

“Go ahead,” smiled the woman. “It’ll be like you’re kissing me.”

Roy then noticed that his cock was stirring in his chastity tube. It was stirring so much it hurt, but in the most delightful way.

He sipped, and it was like he was kissing her, at least his mind reeled like it was a real kiss.

“Who…who are…you?”

“My name is Shirley,” said the woman. “I work for Aversion Feminization.”

“But I…”

She waved a hand. “Did you really think you were safe on the Dark Web?”

“Well, I…”

“We can hack anybody who contacts us. You contacted us, and we knew who you were. Then we received a report that you had been stopped by a cop while being female. Doesn’t that sound funny? Wouldn’t that look good on a ticket? Instead of a DUI, Driving Under the Influence, you’d get a DWF, Driving While Female.” She chuckled, and her voice was soft and sweet. Like the music coming from his sound system, but somehow more real.

Roy said nothing. His brain was firmly stopped.

“Or perhaps we could charge you with Cross Dressing in the First Degree?”

She laughed again, and it was a beautiful sound, then she leaned forward and placed her palm on his knee. Her soft hand on his nylon clad patella.

“Roy, it’s all right. I know you’re frightened, but I’m your friend. We of Aversion Feminization only want what’s best for you.”

“But…I…you…”

“Roy, calm down. Drink your drink, relax, and I’ll tell you everything.”

Roy took deep breaths, followed her advice and sipped his Kentucky Mule, then he excused himself and went to make two more Kentucky Mules.

As he mixed the drinks he stared at himself in the kitchen window.

The reflection showed a beautiful, but scared, woman.

And he had been caught by the cops the night previous.

So his secret really was out.

He took the drinks back in and handed one to her.

She smiled, sipped, and said, “This really is one of the best drinks I have ever drunk. Doesn’t that sound crude? Drinks…drunk?”

Roy sat, and faced her, and studied her.

He noted how her eyebrows were better plucked than his. They were thinner and more arched.

Her eyes stared at him staring at her, and he felt like the blue was a light sky, and he could look into the sky forever and never see a cloud.

Her hair was not as long as his, but it was perfectly coiffed. Elegant.

Her lipstick was redder than his, and while his face was good, it wasn’t quite perfect. Hers was. Soft, feminine curves, a delicate nose, a smile with those oh, so perfect lips.

He blurted. “What do you want?”

She smiled. “I represent a group of women—“

“The Ladies’ Sissy Society.”

She tilted her head slightly and complimented him. “You are quick. People rarely know that. We don’t make a big secret of it, but…most people don’t find that out for a while.

“But what do you want? Why are you…home invading me?”

“Home invading?” she pursed her lips in humor. “I never thought of it like that.”

“What do you think of it like?”

“Helping dreams come true.”

He was silent at that. She didn’t show any trace of misrepresentation, otherwise known as lying.

“Roy, my group of women—“

“The Ladies’ Sissy Society.’

She nodded, “The Ladies’ Sissy Society’… are aware that many men are unhappy. Society is changing, and men are changing with it. Women are more intuitive, and men want to tap into that intuition. And, on the surface, we wear nicer clothes, and we love silks and satins, and make up is wonderful, and…many men want this. Many men want to feel the wonderful sensations that women daily partake in.”

He was silent. He wanted her to stop talking, and he didn’t.

“The Ladies’ Sissy Society is spreading throughout society. We are helping men make these most difficult decisions. We know about you, it is obvious, and we would like to help you.”

“With this Aversion Feminization thing.”

“Yes.”

He contemplated her. His mind was moving now, though there was a vast confusion in him. Change from a man into a woman? What?

She said, “Roy, do you have a mental conflict?”

He didn’t move.

“Do you sometimes feel that there is something wrong with you?”

He felt his stomach yawning. He was trembling. She was coming closer and closer to home.

“Roy, is it wrong to want to do something that other people don’t like? Does it make you sick, or a pervert, if you want to wear the clothes that you want to wear?”

“Well…I…” but his sentence wasn’t going anywhere.

“Is it wrong to be different?”

He was blinking now.

“Roy, I know. You don’t have to lie to me, you don’t have to have a secret. You can let yourself out now. It’s perfectly safe.

Roy began to cry.


Part Two

“Our program consists of us feminizing you, then running you through various scenarios and situations.”

They were sitting in his living room.  It was three days later and Roy had just undergone a thorough evaluation.

He had filled out paperwork that protected both him and the Aversion Feminization People. He had undergone extensive questioning, a lot of which dealt with his personal sexual habits and which he found embarrassing. Now they were meeting officially for the purpose of orienting him to the program.

“And this will make me so uncomfortable that I will get over my obsession with turning into a woman.”

Shirley smiled, but didn’t affirm one way or the other.

“Eventually, should it be necessary, we will take you out in public and help you in daily transactions.”

“And that will cure me.”

“So, would you like to get started?”

His throat was dry, and he was apprehensive, but he nodded.

“Okay, this first part deals with helping you defend yourself against unwarranted thoughts and words. I’ll set up the situation, then we can discuss it, and then enact it. Are you ready?”

Again, he nodded.

“Very well. what do you say if somebody says something degrading to you?”

“Like what?” He was thinking that everything people said, even their looks, were degrading.

After all, he was sick and they knew it.

“Okay, you faggot.”

Roy blinked. “What?”

“How do you feel about somebody calling you a faggot.”

“But I’m not a faggot! I’m not gay, and for somebody to call me one reveals that they are prejudiced!”

“Okay. I’m going to call you one now.” Pause. “Faggot.”

Roy started blinking.

“Prancing around in your secret. Trying to pretend you’re not one. Who do you think you’re fooling.”

Actually, being called names didn’t bother Roy. Shirley moved on to other words. She called him trans and gay and told him he had a little weenie and on and on.

After an hour, though he didn’t have any strong reactions to her words, he did experience a feeling of being at ease.

Shirley noticed this and smiled. “You’re doing well, Roy. Should we move on to the next step?”

“Okay.”

He was sweating a little bit, but he felt good.

“Okay, let’s use your counter here as a bar. Pretend there’s somebody behind the counter and step up and order a drink.”

Roy stood up, gave a sigh, and stepped up to the bar.

Shirley stepped up next to him and pushed him with her hip. He was forced to the side and she said to the invisible bartender, “Don’t serve him. He’s just a queer.”

Roy couldn’t help it. Anger rose up and he glared at Shirley.

Shirley grinned. “Gotcha.”

He realized what she had done, and they continued. Now that there was body contact involved the reactions came fast and furious. Probably his biggest reaction was when she stepped forward and grabbed his groin. “I just want to see if you really have a dick.’

But, again, he got over it, and even chuckled a bit at how easy it was to get his goat.

The next day she helped him dress up, and they did the whole thing over again.

He realized, after just a few minutes, that he was a different person when he was a woman.

His personality changed. He became softer, was less eager to confront, and…she was bullying him and walking all over him.

“I don’t know how to handle this,” he said at one point. “The slightest thing and I’m near tears.”

“That’s the way it is for women. We have hormones, we generate emotional swings, it is sometimes difficult to be a woman.”

Roy understood, but it still took him some time. Now he not only had to control the situation, but his own emotions.

And he thought: No wonder I was afraid to go out and let people know.

But, eventually, he got through it.

As a woman he endured, controlled himself, and even started to talk back, to stand up for himself.

“You’re doing well, Roy. But there’s a couple of things we need to discuss.”

They were in Roy’s living room, sipping lemonade, Roy dressed to the nines. Even with his fake boobs he looked more the woman than Shirley did.

“Such as?”

“First, I want you to think about getting boobs.”

“I’ve got breast forms. They’re pretty expensive, and—“

“No, I’m talking about vacation boobs. For you to really experience Aversion Feminization you need to get a pair of breasts. The doctors inject a solution into your chest and build your boobs. They last a month or two, and then the body absorbs the solution. But for that time you will experience actually having boobs. You will have to wear a bra to protect your breasts. It’s the best way to undergo the female experience.”

Roy bit his knuckle. “What do I do about going to work?”

“You have a couple of choices. You can get small breasts, although I wouldn’t recommend that. Also, you can bind your breasts. Wear a jacket and nobody will be able to tell. But, again, I don’t recommend that.”

“So what do you recommend?”

“Get the biggest humpers you can. Walk into your office and fire anybody who laughs. Well, maybe not fire, but at least you know which people you need to work with to accept your situation.”

After Shirley left for the day Roy was thinking hard.

He was learning to stand up for himself, and now he was being given choices…get boobs and say the hell with the world.

But how would the people at work take it?

He didn’t want to lose anybody, but…didn’t he have the right to be himself?

To get real boobs. Well, fake boobs that were as good as real. They would be real flesh and blood, and some weird solution that would eventually go away.

Then he had a thought, and it bothered him, and he knew he was going to have to ask a question…and get a real answer.

The next day Shirley walked in and he was already dressed female. They sat down in the kitchen and sipped some tea.

Well, she had the tea, he had a shot of bourbon thrown into some Coke.

She arched an eye. “Little bit early for booze, isn’t it?”

He just said, “I’ve got a question, and I need a real answer. Not silence, or a change of subject, or anything like that.

Shirley sat back, pursed her lips slightly, and said, “Okay.”

“This is supposed to be Aversion Feminization. To avert something is to turn it away, to refuse it.”

“Okay,” She was nodding, and Roy had the feeling she had been waiting for this question.

“So everything we’ve done hasn’t been about pushing feminization away. It’s like we’re doing the opposite of avert. I get dressed up, and you make it easier for me to be feminized.”

“So what’s your question?”

“That’s it! Why aren’t we averting? Why are you making it easier for me to be feminized?”

She leaned forward and placed her hand over his. “we’re not averting your feminization, we’re averting people who find objection with your feminization.”

His mouth opened a little and things started spinning in his head. “I…don’t…”

“Look, Roy. It’s nobody’s business who you are, or what you do with your body, or how you conduct yourself in this world. But everybody has an opinion and they are slapping you with those opinions. Tell me, truthfully, are you more able to fend for yourself? To put up with people and even avert them?”

“Uh…” But his answer was obvious.

“So now that you realize this, that it’s okay for you to be you, let me tell you something else.”

He waited.

“This world is changing. Masculinity, which used to be necessary for people to survive, is no longer needed. We don’t need hairy men fighting other hairy men for some hairy concept that has no viability in the real world.”

He was shaking his head, negating, even as it slammed into him.

“You’re actually ahead of the game. You feel the need, and you allow yourself to change into what the world needs more of.

“I tell you this…this mental change that you’re going through, it’s going to happen to just about all men. 98% of them will feel like you do, and you’re the one blazing trail for them. Not only that, but as the change occurs, as we approach some kind of ‘herd immunity,’ men will start having physical changes. Men will have smaller penises, and they will start to develop breasts.

“Oh, it will take time, in some cases a lot of time, but it’s happening. So when I ask you to have boobs, to act like a women, it’s going to happen anyway, but you need to grow up, to accept yourself as the new and improved version. Do you understand.”

For answer Roy got up and poured himself a large bourbon and Coke.

He took a big glug, and Shirley came over to him. She stood close to him and he felt her breasts against his arm. “Roy. It’s not just you who’s changing. It’s the world. Now, it’s your choice, but I’m telling you that you need to get some tits, and you need to show yourself to the world.”

“But…what will people think?”

“First, who cares what they think. Second, you’re going to find that women are pretty accepting, and that when other men start growing boobies…they’ll come around pretty fast. And they will even be grateful to those who have gone before.”

Roy had two hands on the edge of the sink. He whispered, “Will you help me?”

She hugged him then. She whispered back, right into his ear, “Yes. That’s what I’m here for, Roy. I will help you make the change. I will be right by your side, and I will do everything I can to help you.”

He nodded, then he turned and hugged her back.

And, oddly, though he felt her breasts pressing against him, he wondered what she would think when she felt his breasts pressing against her.

Two weeks later Roy went into the doctor’s office. It was the first time he had ever been outside, in public and not in hiding, as a woman.

The nurses didn’t say anything, just treated him like a woman.

The doctor knew he was a man, but didn’t care.

Roy suspected that she was a member of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.

So Roy lay on a table and the doctor made marks on his chest, then injected a solution into his pectorals. Around and around, bigger and taller.

“You are going to have the best boobs money can buy,” the doctor quipped with as mile.

He smiled wanly back.

“Just make sure you wear a bra from here on out. We don’t want your amazing pillows to sag or stretch the skin.

When she was done Roy had very large boobs. The doctor helped him put his bra on, and then he saw the need for brassieres.

Boobs were heavy!

His breast forms were almost as heavy, but they moved independent of his body. His brand, new vacation boobs were part of his body. As he walked and leaned and climbed steps he was constantly being thrown off balance.

Shirley was waiting for him in the parking lot. She was sitting in her convertible, top down, and she stood up and applauded as he walked across the parking lot.

“Oh, lordie, lady. You’ve got some jiggle now.”

Roy blushed, but it was a good blush. He was pleased by the compliment.

And it felt good to walk, heels clicking, and feel the jouncing of his breasts.

Then, for celebration, Shirley took Roy out for drinks. She drove them down to Charley Coyote’s, the hottest restaurant/hot spot in Los Angeles.

It took a bit for Roy to get out of the car, but he was actually gaining confidence. The nurses in the doctor’s office thought he was a woman. People passing by the car glanced at him and recognized him as woman.

So he managed to let himself be dragged into the bar and Shirley ordered a Stiletto. A Stiletto is a glass of ice into which is thrown bourbon, amaretto, lemon juice and a cherry.

It was delicious. He was a straight bourbon and Coke man, but as a woman he appreciated the finer subtleties in fancy drinks.

They sat at the bar and drank, and a man came up and asked Roy to dance.

Shirley said, “Hey, sweetheart, we’re on our own time here, but thanks for asking.”

When the man had left Shirley scoffed. “What? He thought we’d double team him? He could have at least brought a friend.”

“Shirley, I don’t want to—“

“Don’t worry,” Shirley laughed. “We’re not here to be picked up. We’re just going to talk and get used to the world. And it’s okay if you talk to men. You’re a woman now, so you should be able to spread yourself out a bit.

“Well, uh…”

“Barkeep!” Shirley raised her hand and smiled at the bartender. When he came to them she asked, “What’s a Bufala Negra like?”

“It’s sour. Ginger Ale and vinegar. If you like your drinks sweeter, and most ladies do, then I suggest a Blackberry-Mint Julep. Blackberries, sugar and mint.”

“Bring it on, honey. And let’s open a tab.”

So Roy and Shirley sat at the bar for a couple of hours. They sampled sweet drinks, tried a couple of sour drinks, ate some peanuts, and joked with the barkeep.

They left, a couple of hundred dollars poorer, and ignored Shirley’s car.

“It’s Uber time, babe,” said Shirley, and they called for a ride.

Roy was in heaven. He had had no bad experiences. Nobody had looked twice at him, except for a few horny guys, and he was completely en femme.

While they had been drinking Shirley had explained nuances of motion, ways to hold the body, that would help him fool the world.

“Isn’t it funny,” he said. “I’m a fake, and I’m fooling the world.”

Shirley pinched his nipple, hard. “You aren’t a fake,” she hissed. “You’re the future.”

She looked down the street and saw the Uber pul around a corner.

Roy was frowning, her pinch had hurt, and he was suddenly too embarrassed to rub his hurting nipple.

Shirley just laughed at him, however, and ushered him into the little Prius.

“Hey, driver?”

“Yeah?”

“Do you care if we get romantic back here?”

The driver was surprised, but pleased. “Okay by me.”

Shirley rose up and turned and pressed herself against Roy.

Roy was stunned. Shirley had kissed him a few times, especially when she was training him not to react to adverse reactions and comments. But now she was really kissing him.

She kept moving, crawled on top of him and sat on his lap.

He was wearing a chastity tube so he wouldn’t have a boner bump, and his cock started going crazy. It wiggled and flopped, but couldn’t grow.

Shirley giggled into his mouth and wiggled her snatch on his lap.

Roy grunted, and felt Shirley’s breasts.

They were big, and her nipples were hard, and then she was feeling his boobs.

The Uber driver managed to get them home without crashing, and Roy and Shirley piled out. Shirley kissed the Uber driver a good one, told him he’d get a tip, then the girls staggered into the house.

It was now early evening, and the light was fading.

Roy poured a couple of Ginger Ales and they sat and watched the sunset through his big window.

“Roy?”

“Yes?”

“I need your key.”

“My…what for?”

“Don’t ask questions. You’ve been going along with the program long enough, it’s time for you to leap a little, and trust me.”

Roy went to the bedroom and picked up the little, gold key to his tube. He brought it back and handed it to Shirley.

She took it, smiled, and attached it to a thin, gold chain around her neck.

Roy noticed that she already had three other gold keys on the chain.

“You have three other, uh…students?”

Shirley smiled. “Only one at a time. I’ve had six, actually, but three of them gifted me their keys.”

“So they’re in permanent chastity?”

“Pretty much. They call me every once in a while, sometimes just to talk, sometimes to beg.”

“And do you give them their keys back?”

“Sometimes, not often. Men should learn to suffer,” she grinned. “Besides, feeling the frustration seems to help the transition to a more feminine mode.”

“But…you told me…do men really have physical changes?”

Her eyes were dark and she smiled. She opened her cell phone and showed him pictures.

“This is Johnny. He’s got almost nothing down there now. His boobs aren’t as big as yours.

“This is Brandon. He used to be a giant of a cocksman, but look at him now. That’s three inches, if that.

“Now this guy, he happened fast…”

The picture was of a man, who looked like a woman, with what looked more like a clitoris than a cock.

“Is that going to happen to me?”

“To some degree. Some men shrink, some stay the same. I had one that grew. A lot of men lose their penis completely. Their balls draw up into their body and the doctors I have talked to have told me they have vaginas now.”

“Real vaginas?”

She laughed. “Vag, pussy, slit, snatch…call it what you will.” Then she rolled over on him. She sat on his lap, ground her pussy down, and said, “We’re going to need a strap on. When I get hungry, if the man is unable then the strap on is capable.”

“You want me to fuck you?”

“With a strap on. Yes. What? Did you think I was going to unlock you? No way! Your dirty, little dingus is going to have to experience profound frustration for us to get you to your desired destination.

She lifted his skirt, searched for his chastity tube, and pulled it up. She stroked it, she squeezed his balls, she put her mouth over his tube.

Roy loved it. He was so horny…he hadn’t beaten off since he had begun the program.

There was something to be said about being stuck in the horny part of the love making cycle.

For an hour she tortured him, and for an hour he was in paradise. Grunting, groaning, moaning, slobbering, wanting to get his poor dick loose so it could do what it was supposed to do.

Then she stood up, smiled, and said, “I think I’ll sleep in your room tonight. You can sleep in the little girl’s room. And be ready for the morrow. I’ll be wanting to use you some more.”

Roy tossed and turned all night long. His weenie wanted to get hard, his balls were full, and he felt like he was full to the brim with cum.

And it felt good.

He lay in his nightie, his hair in curls, and enjoyed his misery to the fullest.

When morning came he had to use Preparation H and extra make up to disguise the bags under his eyes.

He was wired; he felt aglow from the sexual tension built up inside.

Shirley thought it was funny. She chuckled, kissed him good morning, and told him to fix breakfast.

“I don’t want breakfast,” he mumbled.

“But I do, and I’m only asking you to do what a woman does. Now get out in that kitchen and put on an apron. I’ll take bacon and eggs and pancakes.”

She ate a lot for a little woman, and Roy wondered if it went into her large sized boobs.

Actually, she barely nibbled during the day, and this was her only real meal. It kept her weight down and her boobs up.

After breakfast Shirley teased him some more. She made him eat her to a frothy squirt. She played with his balls, and…she played with his rectum.

“What are you doing?” he asked, desperate for relief.

“Getting you ready for making love like a woman.”

He stared at her and tried to figure it out, but he was dazed and dizzy from his horniness.

In the afternoon she took him on a long walk. He was barely functional by then. He followed along, her dragging him by the hand as if it was a leash, and she just kept smiling at him, reassuring him that everything was all right, that this was all part of the Aversion Feminization program.

Three days later he was ready to break. He was barely cognizant of his name, but he managed to ask her, “Why are we doing this?”

She sat him down in the living room. She played with his balls and kissed him, then said, “Honey, there’s one last thing that you have to do if you want to be a woman.”

He blinked and stuttered, but said nothing.

“You’ve got to make love like a woman.”

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s screw.”

“No…no.” She shook her head. “Not until you beg me to screw you.”

“For you to screw me?”

“That’s right. I’ve got a strap on and I’ll do the honors, but you’ve got to want it worse than anything in your life. By the way, I’ve got some friends who are willing to help you reach this last goal.”

“You do?”

Within the hour more women started showing up. They were all gorgeous, beautiful, and Roy observed them with a slack, open mouth.

They were all there for him.

They took turns, introducing themselves and taking over the activities.

He couldn’t remember their names, but they played with him, sucked on his nipples, held his balls and fondled them, and…they played with his asshole. A lot.

Life became a jumble of experiences. Time passed. His cock was leaking constantly, and his penis was trying to break the little tube.

A week later he fell to his knees and begged.

“Please…please. Stop. I can’t take it anymore. I’ll do anything you want, just…just…”

The odd thing was that he couldn’t put the idea of squirting into words. He was just begging without knowing why.

But the ladies knew why.

They walked him back to the bedroom and laid him down. They put him on his front first, his hips pushed up by several pillows. He never knew who was first, but they began taking him. Woman after woman after woman. They murmured loving phrases into his ears, and he sobbed and loved it. Frequently one would be kissing him, or even using her dildo on his mouth, and another one would be behind him, scouring him out with her penis, loving him into insensibility.

All night they loved him, and by the time they were done he didn’t even know he had a dick. He thought he was all pussy, and he loved it.

Then, when he finally passed out, they let him sleep.

The women covered him, turned out the lights, and one woman made the remark. “He’s turned.”

Others agreed with her.


Epilogue

Roy woke up and stretched and was infused with a divine happiness.

He remembered the night previous, the days previous, but there was a lot of jumble in that memory.

He stepped into the shower and washed thoroughly. Then he got out and got dressed.

He put on his bra and panties. He wore nylons and was surprised that he wasn’t wearing his chastity tube. Instead, his penis hung limply, and it looked a lot smaller than it had been.

I’m changing, he thought. At last.

He knew that the women had changed him. Likely they had encouraged the speed of change. The last he remembered he could get stiff. but not now.

Now he was a little, stubby pencil, and his balls had disappeared. Gone up into him, likely.

He put on a skirt and blouse and a colorful serape. He applied his make up, checked himself in the mirror, then put on his high heels and walked out.

He arrived at his office at ten in the morning. Fashionably late.

He ascended a short flight of stairs and entered the first room.

Jeanie and Darlene were sipping tea and discussing something.

Their mouths opened as they saw their boss.

Roy smiled at them.

Darlene stuttered a little, but managed to get out, “Back from vacation, boss?”

“Sure am. And I’m ready to go.”

And that was it as far as the girls were concerned. They accepted him. Later they might have some questions, but not many. After all, the world was changing, and on a very subconscious level they understood what had happened.

No, the only real reaction was when Sam, the mail boy came in at three to do his couple of hours work in the mail room.

He walked down the hall, greeted Jeanie and Darlene, then passed Roy’s office.

And stopped, and backed up, and stared at his boss.

Roy glanced up and smiled. “Hi, Sam.”

“Uh, boss?”

“Yes?”

“Did you know you were a girl?”

“Oh, yes. Absolutely.”

Then Roy went back to work.

Down the hall Jeanie and Darlene giggled. Sam was young, but soon he’d understand. Very soon.
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc117.jpg
complete
novel!

v =






OEBPS/image_rsrc112.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc113.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc110.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc116.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc115.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc111.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc114.jpg





