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The Intersex Man

He was born a man…or was he?


PART ONE

“Oh, no!”

“I’m sorry.”

Carrie looked up at me, disappointment and frustration mingling on her face.

Carrie’s a knock out. Curvy and voluptuous, red lips, green eyes and always smiling.

Except for now.

“Can’t you…can’t you control yourself?”

“Honey, it’s your fault. If you weren’t so sexy…”

“That’s just like you, Arnie. Blame your premature ejaculation on me.” She pushed me off and sat up. My cum was oozing out of her hole and she looked at it dismally. “Fuck.”

I rolled over on my back. In spite of her disappointment I felt like sleeping. That’s what a good cum does for you.

“Oh, Heysoos,” she muttered. She got up and went to the dresser drawer and took out her favorite toy.

I rolled over and snatched it out of her hands.

“We agreed…no more jacking off.”

“That was for you!” Her eyes were wide and desperate. “Give me that! I need to get off!”

“No,” I said, fending off her grasping hands. “You have to keep your word.”

“Fuck my word! You squirted, and now I need to.”

“Just have a little discipline.”

She sat down on the chair in front of her make up table. Her hair was bedraggled, she was slumped disconsolately, she looked ready to cry. God, she was beautiful.

“You just wait,” she said, waggling a finger at me. “Some day the shoe is going to be on the other foot!”

I lay back on the bed. Maybe a little afternoon wink…then I caught myself. She was still upset. I better talk her out of it. Besides, we had to go to a party.

So I talked, and she sniffled, and our argument, for the time, waned.

Of course, she wasn’t happy. And I was sorry. I mean, I did want to last long enough to get her off, but…well, I had a hair trigger.

Funny thing, I didn’t even think about her remark…’some day the shoe is going to be on the other foot.’

The party was at Roxie Lambertson’s, my boss, and it was a polite and boring affair.

Hey, Roxie is cool, a good boss, but she is a little heavy on the Feminism stuff. The work force is 80% woman, easy on my eyes, except for Mathilda down in shipping, and they are always going on about how great women are…and how lazy men are.

Hey, I make my quotas, I don’t need a steely-eyed bitch lecturing me on better work habits.

This party was no different than the others. The women pumping each other up about Female Led Relationships, and the men sipping beer on the patio.

Heck, we were out numbered, so beer was our only refuge.

“Have you boys met Dr. Haverstein?”

We all turned to see a drop dead blonde with a smirky smile.

Roxie spoke our names, then, “Dr. Haverstein is going to be doing tests on you fellows.”

Oh, great. Stick out your tongue and say ‘ah.’

“I didn’t know we were sick,” I quipped weakly.

Roxie gave me a withering look. “We’re going to be examining your testosterone levels. I suspect the recent dip in male production is tied to organic causes.”

“Oh.”

The guys mumbled and said they’d be glad to help. Weak ass sissies.

Roxie took the doc away and we guys looked at each other.

“I got your testosterone right here,” I joked, grabbing my crotch.

The guys chuckled, but not too much. I seem to be the only one with any gumption these days.

And so the party went on, blah, blah, nothing exciting happened, and I finally collected Carrie and drove home.

“Well, that was terribly exciting,” I murmured. I was just filling space. Carrie was unusually quiet.

“I like that new doctor.”

“Gonna check my testosterone level.” I leered at Carrie, “you want to check my testosterone level, baby?”

“What? So you can get off and I can get denied?”

“Come on, babe, you know I try.”

“You say that, but…”

“But what?”

She turned to me. “Arnie, I’m going to tell you the truth.”

I heaved a sigh. “Great. Another variation on the ‘we’ve got to talk’ theme.”

“No. Don’t pull that on me. Not again. The truth is…you’re lazy.

“You’re lazy at work, or you’d be the top salesperson, like you once were. And you’re lazy at home, you never do any chores. And, most of all, you’re lazy in bed.”

“Is that all?” I was getting miffed.

“No.”

We pulled into the driveway, into the garage, and I asked, “What else?”

She was holding a little bottle of pills in her hand. She held them out. “Take these. One a day. Or I’m leaving you.”

“What? What is this shit?”

I took the bottle and read the label. It read like a bottle from Dr. Root’s Snake Oil and Traveling Medicine Show.

SUPERMALE

A cure for laziness

in all its many forms

And a list of ingredients, words in small print that nobody understands anyway, “Where’d you get this?” I asked suspiciously.

“Dr. Haverstein. We discussed your problem, and—“

“You discussed my problem?” I looked at her incredulously. “I don’t have any damn problem! Especially not one that I want my wife talking to a doctor about.

Now we were in for it, and the argument ratcheted up.

“You have a big problem! You’re lazy and undisciplined and you have a rotten attitude towards women!”

“Only towards women who try to wear pants and think they have dicks!”

“Maybe a woman with a dick could stay harder longer than you!”

We were in the kitchen now, and both sounding a bit shrill.

“So you want a Lesbian lover?”

“I want a man who is kind and considerate!”

“I’m not kind and considerate?”

Then she cheated. Women always do. She started to cry.

“Oh, come on,” I moaned, “That’s not fair! Crying is not fair.”

But now she wasn’t talking. She just walked away, and I heard the bedroom door slam.

Oh, fuck. Okay, I was a little buzzed, and I let the situation get out of hand. Better just go kiss some ass and get it over with.

I walked down the hallway and put my hand on the knob. It wouldn’t turn.

“Honey?” I called through the door.

“Go away!”

“Come on. We need to talk.”

I meant it a little humorously, but it did not go over big.

“Oh, now he wants to talk. But when I want to talk…”

Fuck. She was really wound up about this.

“Look, honey. Open the door. Let’s talk about those pills. I mean, it’s unreasonable to expect me to take some weird medicine out of the blue.”

I had my ear to the door and suddenly the wood buzzed and I felt a vibration.

“Go way! I’ve got a date with a real man. A man who can actually get me off!”

Great. The vibrator. I turned and walked back to the living room. Couch…here I come.

That was the week from hell.

First, Carrie wasn’t talking to me. At all.

She just moped around and didn’t even look at me. She didn’t respond to my voice, and shrugged off my touch.

And, to make things worse, I had an appointment with Dr. Haverstein Tuesday morning.

“Hi, Arnie. May I call you Arnie? Take off your shirt and let me hear you breath.”

Man, she was good looking. Better looking now than at the party. At the party she was fresh off a plane. Here she was relaxed, and I quickly took note of her large bosoms.

“Okey dokey,” I pumped up my chest as I took off my shirt.

She glanced at me, smiled a small smile, then slapped a cold stethoscope on me.

“You keep that thing in a freezer?”

“Shush, little boy,” she whispered, and she listened to my back, my chest, and she thumped me.

“Okay. Physically you look healthy, but we know there is likely an underlying condition. Take off your pants.”

“My pants? Why? And what condition?”

“I need to examine your testicles.”

“What? Oh.”

She watched while I dropped my pants. “Underwear, too,” she said.

Shit. I had half a chub from looking at her. I took off my underwear and she glanced at my package, again that little smile, and said, “Bend over the table there.”

She felt my testicles. Palpated them gently, and took hold of my cock.

Fuck!

“You know, Arnie,” she spoke conversationally. “I talked to your wife at the party, and I’ve even spoken to her on the phone since then.  Hmm. I’m going to insert a finger and feel your prostate.”

“A prostate exam?”

“Yes,” and there was a tinge of something in her voice. A concern?

She slapped a bunch of lube on my asshole, now my dick was definitely getting stiff, and put a finger up my rectum.

I gasped.

“Like that?”

“Hey!”

“Men usually do. Do you?”

She rimmed me gently, then started feeling deeper into me.

“Come on. Tell the truth. Don’t let your dick to all the talking.”

“Okay. It’s…sort of weird.”

“Weird is good,” she laughed. “Uh…”

“‘Uh’ what?”

“I’m going to need a semen sample.”

“Oh, fuck.”

“No need to swear. Unless that helps get you off.”

“Okay, let me up and I’ll go—“

“I’ll just take it right here.”

“What?”

“Yes. Just relax and let me work. Anyway, I talked to your wife and I know you are a premature ejaculator. Do you have any other sexual problems?”

“I don’t have any sexual problems,” I gritted my teeth. Her fingers, I think she had two of them up me now, were feeling awfully big, and my dick was throbbing.

“How about the fact that you only feel like having sex once a month or so?”

“I’m just not interested.”

“That’s an underlying symptom.”

“A symptom? Of what?”

“A problem.”

“Come on…oh…I have to pee.”

“Well pee.”

“I’m going to.”

“Stop threatening and pee.”

“Okay, doc, you asked for it.”

I relaxed and I felt the pee just ooze out of me. Gobs and gobs.

“There we go. Just let it happen.”

I was. I suddenly felt good. Relaxed. Loosy goosy. It felt so good to just stand there and pee.

Then the sensation of peeing stopped and she took her fingers out of my ass.

“Excellent. Tissues are on the table. You can clean yourself off and show yourself out.”

I straightened up and turned around. She was holding a little beaker with a lot of sperm in it.

“I…I came?”

“In buckets. You were a stopped up little boy.”

“I…oh…”

And that was that. She left, I wiped lubricant off my butt, got dressed, and went back to work.

Thursday night: “Arnie. I’d like to see you and your wife in my office tomorrow.”

“Doc? What for?”

“Test results are back and we need to have a sit down face to face.”

“But, I—“

“Tomorrow, ten o’clock. See you then and don’t be late.”

Heck, that was going to cut into my day. But that was okay. Sales weren’t all good this week. The other sales people were doing all right, but my sales were dwindling. Just one of those temporary things.

Friday at ten o’clock. On the dot. Dr. Haverstein was not one of those doctors that put you in a waiting room for an hour before they meet with you.

And, we weren’t in the waiting room, or an exam room. We were in her office, and she had a very somber expression on her face.

“What’s this about?” I asked.

Carrie sat next to me. She was still having her little hissy fit from the weekend, but she hadn’t objected when I told her she had to come to the doctor’s office with me.

“Hi, Arnie. Carrie, how are you?” Haverstein ignored my question.

“I’m fine.”

“Excellent.” She turned to me. “Arnie, we have your test results back and you have a condition.”

“What kind of a condition?” I asked suspiciously.

“Your reproductive mechanisms are not working.”

“What?” Now I was worried. I was Johnny Regular. Once a month. Usually. What the hell could be going on?”

“The good news is that I think we have isolated the problem.”

“You have?”

She nodded. “Yes. You have a severe imbalance of hormones.”

“Hormones? But that’s…woman have hormones!”

“Men have them to. And hormones are important, and they especially need to be kept in balance. Yours are totally out of balance.”

“Well, what do we do?”

“We jumpstart you.” She pushed a bottle of ‘Supermale’ across her desk.

I stared at it.

“This is not a super viagra, or anything like that, though you may experience Viagra effects as your body returns to a normal balance.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that your hormone levels are going to be going up and down. You’re going to experience a period of massive erections. Then you’re going to get the sweats and feel horny with no erections…that’s going to be the estrogen trying to reassert…then erections again, and back and forth…and, finally, you’re going to have normal sex drive, and your attitudes towards life are going to change.”

“Change how?” blurted Carrie. She was intensely interested.

“That’s to be seen. There are a lot of variables here, but the next couple of months are likely going to be a roller coaster ride of significant proportions.”

“But he’s going to be getting erections.”

“For a while, then none, then a while…” she shrugged. “You’ve had mood swings, it’s going to be like that, but with a heavy emphasis on the sexual. Just don’t be surprised if he acts weird, or does something strange.”

“Tell us more about this weird.”

“I can’t. Individuals are different. But don’t worry, no matter what happens. This medicine is new, but it is derived from a Hindu form of medicine called Ayurveda. Our latest discovery, it appears, has been around for thousands of years.” She smiled wryly.

And, though we talked some more, that was about it.

I was going to be a horn dog, then celibate, then horn dog, then…Heysoos. What a mess.

We returned home and Carrie was returned to normal. “Just think. Pills. And you’ll be normal.”

“I am normal.”

“You only think you’re normal.”

“I think it’s normal to be a man. And not this Female Led Relationship stuff you’re always trying to sell me.”

I tried to argue, there was something perverse in me, but Carrie just smiled and bubbled on about how it was going to be great to have me be me again.

Yeah. Right.

That night, right after dinner, I took my first Supermale pill.

Nothing for three days.

The war was over between Carrie and I, thank God, but nothing on the sexual front. Which was fine…I’m not always that interested in sex.

I went to work, came home, watched TV or read a book, maybe did a little work on the computer, then bed.

And did it all over again.

On the third day I was sitting at my desk when it happened. Erection.

And it was big, and hard, and sudden, and it literally took my breath away. I couldn’t think about anything but my cock.

I picked up the phone. “Doc? This is weird?”

“What’s happened?”

“I just…I have this…”

“An erection?”

“Yeah,” I was a little embarrassed.

“So go home and use it. I’ll write a prescription if you want.”

“Har de har har,” I hung up the phone.

I sat there, my dick poking the underside of my desk, my heart. pounding. Lust surging through me.

Yea, go home. That would look good on my record. ‘Had erection and needed to go boff my wife.’

But, on the other hand, the doc would clear the way if there were any embarrassing questions. And this was a medical situation.

I left the building the back way, hunched over so nobody would see the massive tent in my pants.

I drove carefully, groaning, feeling the big pulsing in my pants. I had to stop myself from pressing down on my crotch.

Somebody honking behind me. I had put my hand in my lap…oh, the light…I took my hand off my crotch and started up.

Into the driveway. Into the garage. I remembered to hit the remote and the door lowered.

I got out of the car and walked, my butt pooched back, trying to relieve the pressure of my throbbing boner.

The door opened and Carrie stared at me. “You’re home early. Is everything all right?”

“The pills, the pills!”

 I stepped into the kitchen and ripped my pants off. Ah, God! What a relief!”

“Holy…you…wow!” Carrie stared at my dick. “It even looks bigger!”

“It is. Can we…do you want to…?”

“Oh, baby, do I!” She licked her lips and grabbed my meat and tugged me towards the bedroom.

I followed her, somehow losing the rest of my clothes on the way. She threw me on the bed and slipped out of her clothes.

Fuck, she was so beautiful, and my dick was so hard…she pushed me back and crawled on top of me. “I’m going to be in control,” she said.

“More of that Female Led stuff?”

“I just don’t want that big hog hurting me.”

Fuck! Did she really say that? Was I really bigger? I felt bigger. At least, I felt harder.

She knelt over me, she didn’t need any lubrication, she was so excited, and she slid right over my cock.

“Oooo,” she moaned in delight. “Now that’s what I’m talking about!”

I couldn’t help myself. I grabbed her and flipped her over.

“Hey!”

I started jamming, ramming, slamming…

Her eyes grew wide and she put her arms around me and hugged me hard.

I was out of control. I was non stop. I was a locomotive being driven by the Energizer Bunny on steroids.

God, she felt good. Moaning and holding on, tilting her hips and trying to keep up.

Well, she had wanted a fuck, and this was definitely a fuck.

But…oh, you cruel Gods…I couldn’t cum.

“AHHH!” Carrie yelled. “FUUU! I’M CUMMING!” She was so loud the neighbors were going to have to close their windows.

Her hips froze, then spasmed.

I couldn’t stop.

Slam, slam, slam…thrust, thrust…I needed to…I was close.

“OOOH! SHIT! I”M GONNA!”

Carrie popped again. I hadn’t gotten off at all, and she was doubles on me.

Then, unbelievably…”GAAA….FUUUU….OHHH!”

Triples.

And I was still humping like mad.

She pushed me off. “I can’t…it’s too much…”

“But…but…”

She stood up. “That was fantastic…but it’s started to hurt.”

Oh, fuck! “But…but…”

“Use my vibrator.” She went to a drawer and pulled her vibrator out. She tossed it to me.

“How do I use this?” I turned it on. The buzz filled the air and beckoned to me.

She came to the bed and pushed me back. She took the vibrator and held it to my balls.

“Oh…yeah!” I humped up and down, and she grabbed my dick and braced herself so she could keep contact and not be thrown off.

But I couldn’t cum.

Finally, the battery went dead.

“Oh, no!”

“I’m tired, anyway,” Carrie said.

“But I’ve got to get off!”

She laughed, then sobered. “I know, cruel of me to laugh, but didn’t I just tell you the other week about the shoe being on the other foot?”

“This ain’t no hard de har,” I was almost crying.

“I’ll call the doctor.”

She went into the other room while I stroked myself. Interestingly, when she came back she had the same solution that I had stumbled on. I was jacking off and had my thumb up my ass. She stopped in the doorway and looked at me and said, “Oh!”

Then: “Doctor Haverstein says to stimulate your prostate. That will get rid of the semen and relieve you. For a while.”

“Well…do it!” I cried.

“Okay, let me get some gloves…and lube…”

In a half a minute she was standing next to the bed, slathering lube all over my rectum.

“Fuck!” I yelped, trying to hump my ass up and engulf her fingers.

She wasn’t gentle, we didn’t need any foreplay, I was just that horny. She slid two fingers into me and began searching for my prostate.

“Hold still,” she commanded.

Ha. As if.

Then she found it. I arched and my eyes opened wide. She began to push it gently as she stroked my dick.

“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled into a pillow, holding onto the sheets with my fists.

It was only a minute before I felt the desire to pee. I knew what to do now, so I just gave in and let it happen.

“Holy…oh, My…” Carrie was astounded by how much semen I was leaking.

“Fu…” I sighed, relaxing more. That loosy goosy feeling assailed me and my cares and troubles went away. Along with a massive hard on that wouldn’t quit.

After a minute I was empty. Drained. And the horror of having an unstoppable dick was over.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I lay back on the bed and covered my face with a pillow.

Oddly,  I didn’t feel like sleeping.

“I have never seen so much cum in my life.”

“I guess I’m not stopped up any more.”

“I guess not.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now wash the sheets.”

“What?” I didn’t look out from under the pillow. I felt too good.

“I said wash the sheets. You messed them, and I’m not going to get you off again if we don’t have clean sheets.”

“Oh, hell,” I rolled over and sat up. I didn’t feel like just sitting around. I felt an unusual amount of energy crackling through my body. “Okay.”

I hopped up and stripped the bed. Man, the sheets were soaked! I took everything out to the garage and figured out how to do a load of laundry. Funny. We had had the washing machine and drier for half a dozen years, and this was the first time I ever used them.

Then, because I was feeling pretty good, I washed the car. And did the lawn. And I wasn’t even thinking about it. I just did it.

Carrie was thinking about it. She sat on the sofa and watched me cut the lawn. She was sipping a Coke and musing, and a quirky smile was on her face.

When I washed the car she came out, actually brought a folding chair with her, and sat down and watched me.

“You need any help?” she asked at one point.

“Nah,” I said, scrubbing a bit of bird poop off the windshield.

“Well, you might want to wash my car when you’re done.”

“Okey dokey.”

And the rest of the afternoon went.

I got hard again, and Carrie offered me a hand job.

“Oh, God, yeah.”

So I laid on the bed, and it was almost clinical the way the stroked me and stuck her finger up my ass.

The finger up the ass, or fingers, I should say, really did the trick. I managed to get off before I became manic, and was glad for that.

When she was done Carrie giggled.

“What?” I asked.

“I like this.”

“What?”

“Getting you off this way. Heck, I can sit on you any time I want and you’ll be hard, and when you get out of control I just stick a finger or three up your butt and watch you pop.”

I grunted. I suppose I should have objected to her description of our situation, but I was feeling too loosy goosy.

The next day the feelings had gone down a little. I guess the edge was off, and though I was hard, and did look bigger, I wasn’t so compulsive. And I could live with that hard on that rarely went down and then only for a short while.

So I went to work. And I found that I had unlimited energy. At the end of the day the stat board showed me pulling away from everybody else.

I went home, and Carrie sat on me for a while, had two orgasms, then she drained me. And, again, there was a lot of cum. I guess I was making up for a decade of hormonal imbalance…it was all cumming out.

And so the week went. Me getting finger poked every night after work. Carrie sating herself, at last, on the dick that wouldn’t quit. My statistics at work skyrocketing.

And, me doing all the housework.

Well, I didn’t mind. And I had so much energy I had to do something. And Carrie, she wasn’t complaining.

Then Monday morning came.

I woke up and felt like crap that had been put in the toaster. I mean, every part of my body ached. My head hurt. I didn’t want to move.

“Call in sick,” I mumbled.

But Carrie wasn’t having any of that. “You can go see Dr. Haverstein.”

I don’t wanna!” I whined.

“Come on, big boy…hey! Where’s my dick?”

She had taken to referring to my penis as ‘her dick,’ and it was soft. Flaccid. Looking like the skin of a small snake. Just laid there, a shrivel of a raisin.

“Vacation. It went on vacation,” I groaned, trying to pull the covers back over me.

“Heck! Vacation’s over! I want some.”

“No.”

She pushed me off the bed. I hit the floor and just laid there.

She went and got icy water and poured it on me.

“OH…no! Okay!”

I struggled up as she giggled. I was staggering, and she helped steady me and got me dressed.

“Man, those pills really do things to you,” she said.

“Stupid pills. They should called them Supermaniac, not Supermale.

She fed me, then drove me into work. And called Doc Haverstein.

“He’s coming down from that glorious high. He doesn’t want to move. He just…okay. Sure. Back door. Right.”

She drove me to the back entrance, and Doc Haverstein was there. She took my arm and walked me into the back of the building, into an elevator, and up.

I leaned against the mirror wall of the elevator and was half out on my feet. I yawned.

“Is he going to be all right?”

Of course I was. A few winks and I would be right as rain. Just let me…

“Come on,” Carrie shoved me rudely. “No sleeping.”

They walked me into the Doc’s office, and she unlocked a cabinet and brought out a small bottle and a syringe. She squirted some stuff into my arm.

“A little pick me upper,” she explained. “This will get him through the day. You’ll have to do the driving, and it’s okay if he sleeps a lot.”

“Pick me up?” I perked.

Haverstein grinned. “Back to work, lazy bones.”

“Oh. Okay.” Then I looked at my crotch. The girls laughed.

“No big dickie today, slick.” Carrie teased me.

“Oh.” Interestingly, I missed it…and I didn’t miss it. If that makes sense.

“Before you go, do you have that semen sample for me?”

Carrie handed over a little bottle.

I was feeling a little more alive. “I didn’t know you were saving my sperm. What for? A rainy day?”

“There’a lots of things you don’t know,” Carrie chirped cheerfully.

The doc took the sample and placed it on her desk. “I’ll get this off to the lab, in the meantime, you go.” She pushed me towards the door.

Now I was feeling good. I had pep in my step. And, oddly, though I missed it, it was comforting to not have that big giant poking in my pants. Yes, I missed it, but not as much as I didn’t miss it.

The week went slowly, the doc giving me little booster shots, at least I call them boosters, and my sales stats were okay, barely. And I slept a lot. I slept from when I got home until the next morning. And I didn’t get any erections. And I was okay with all of that. But then Thursday night came.

“Hi, Doc,” Carrie answered the phone. “Tomorrow? Sure. Ten o’clock. See you then.”

At least that’s what I think she said. I was asleep.

Anyway, Friday morning came and Carrie dragged me out of bed and loaded me into the car.

Loaded me. She moved me around. And I realized that I was losing weight. I was never a chubbo, anyway, but a week of not eating much will slim you down a bit.

She drove me to work, and I was walked up to the office and I got my shot, and then nothing happened for fifteen minutes. Later, I would realize that they were just waiting for me to wake up a bit.

Finally, I was alert enough to function. I yawned, smiled, and said my favorite line for times like these. “What’s up, Doc?”

Doctor Haverstein wasn’t smiling. In fact, she had one of those faces doctors put on when they come out of the operating room and the patient has…not survived.

“Arnie, Carrie. We have a serious situation here.


PART TWO

10:00 Friday morning. Once again facing the good doctor. Though I wouldn’t be calling her ‘good’ in a few minutes.

“Thank you for coming.”

Yadda, yadda…get down to it.

Obviously, I was in an irritable stage. I would eventually find out that whenever I went from one extreme, hopeless hard ons to limp wimp and vice versa, I would be irritable.

Now I sat and felt like bugs were crawling on me. I just wanted to get out of there. I— “What did you say?” My day dreaming was brought to a rude and abrupt ending.

“I said,” Dr. Haverstein spoke sweetly, masking a mix of rather odd emotions, “That you were born a girl.”

Yeah. That. “What? What did you say?”

“Arnie, let me explain the whole thing. If you just listen you’re going to find as many answers as you do questions.”

“Listen to this silliness? I was born a man, I’ve always been a man, and now you’re trying to sell me some fantasy for…what? Why are you even talking?”

“Arnie, if you don’t want to listen, I do.”

I glared at Carrie, but I shut up. And there was a piece of me that listened. Listened even as the Titanic went belly up and sank to the very bottom of the ocean where she crumbled and rotted and mysterious sea monsters took residence in her.

“You’re going to want to do some research on this, and I suggest first looking up the term ‘intersex.’ That’s the new term. The old term is ‘hermaphrodism.’”

“Bullshit.”

“Arnie…” Carrie spoke warningly.

Haverstein went on.

About 1 in 2000 people are born Intersex…with the sex organs of both the male and the female.

Most of the time it is of little consequence. Doctors perform small operations to hide one or the other of the sex organs, the individual usually manifests that way, unused sex organs shrivel, and that is that. But your sex organs are alive and well.”

“The bull shat and stepped in it,” I snorted.

“Furthermore, the pills I gave you, they are, to be very unscientific about it, having a hard time figuring out how to balance you.”

“What?” This actually interested me. I knew something was off with those pills.

“Your mood swings, as your wife describes them to me, and from what I have observed, are too extreme.”

“So I should stop taking the pills?”

“No. Definitely not. The balancing is happening, and whatever process we have woken up should be taken to the end conclusion.”

“So let me get this straight. You gave me some pills which are making me into a woman and—“

“Whoa…let’s start again.”

She went through her talk again. About the fourth or fifth time I started to understand it.

“I’m a Hermaphrodite?”

“The proper term is ‘Intersex.’ Intersex is a lot less judgmental.”

“I’ve got…a pussy?”

“A vagina. Yes.”

“But where is it?”

“When I discovered what was happening I requested your birth records.”

“From the hospital I was born at.”

I was dizzy. Oddly, I think Carrie was concealing a chuckle. Probably just enjoying my rapier like wit being blunted.

“Yes.” She lifted a thick folder off of the credenza behind her and placed it on her desk. She opened the folder and took out several sheets of paper.

“These are the details of the operation. I have to tell you, this operation should not have been done. The doctor concealed your female organs, but it is your male organs that should have been concealed.”

“What?”

“That’s why he’s a little small,” blurted Carrie?”

“What?” I stared at my wife.

“It’s okay, honey, this just explains so much.”

“Like what?”

“Like why you act so manly all the time. Why you push your opinions so aggressively, even the way you treat women.”

“What’s wrong with the way I treat women?”

“You’re compensating. In your heart you know what’s happened, or you have some suspicion or conflict, and it makes you rough and aggressive. And you act manly to prove you’re something you’re not.”

“You’re full of—“

Haverstein cleared her throat and we both looked at her.

“She’s right to a point. The psychological estimate, as crude as it is—sorry Carrie—is probably right. But it’s not that you’re proving you’re a man…it’s that you are trying to conceal that you’re a woman. Sort of.”

“I’m a woman.”

Silence greeted my remark, and the silence was louder than any foghorn.

“I’m a…no, I’m not.”

“You’re both. But you’ve been overcompensating.”

“I…you…I…”

I sputtered for a while, my mind on definite overload. This was the craziest thing I had ever heard. It was Carrie who started the ball rolling again.

“So what do we do?”

“Well, that’s an interesting crossroads.”

I glared at her.

“Before I give you my opinion I want to show you something.” She took an old X-ray out of the folder. She stood up and put it in the light box Doctors use to view X rays.

This is you, 30 years ago. You can see the penis. It’s not very big, but it is well defined. This X ray was taken within days of your birth.

My eyes were glued open. Me. With a penis. Of course.

“And this shadow right here, and the line of light that curves here and there,” she pointed, “that’s your vagina.”

I stared at my pussy. Some people call ‘em vaginas. I call ‘em pussies. I had one. An actual pussy. Under my cock and balls. And it was supposedly still there, sewed up. And ovaries. And…and everything.

“How come I don’t have tits?” I asked suspiciously.

“I hate to say it, honey, but you do. You’ve never had a flat, masculine chest. And you know it because you wear those compression garments.

“A compression bra?” asked Haverstein.

“It’s just swelling from…from…”

“From gynecomastia,” Haverstein spoke. “It comes from having excessive estrogen levels. Estrogen levels that, in your case, are fighting testosterone levels.”

“But…but…”

“You were going to tell us your recommendation,” Carrie asked the doctor.

Haverstein nodded. “The concealment operation didn’t work. Your hormones are battling for control of your body. The best thing to do, in my opinion, is to undo the concealment and let the body make its choice.”

“I don’t…are you telling me you want to cut open my pussy?”

“In crude terms, yes. I believe it’s the only way.”

 I began to cry.

Irritability over, I went into male mode. Hot and horny and full of energy. I wanted to fuck constantly, but my cums were few and far between, unless aided by Carrie’s finger. Or two or three.

“You not only like it, you crave it,” she said, as she pumped three fingers against my brown ring. I was groaning and moaning. It felt like somebody was basting me with pleasure.

“Just get me off,” I groaned.

She did. Though her arm was sore before I finally popped out my oodles and oodles of semen.

She slapped my ass and went into the bathroom to discard her gloves. She came back out. I was lying on the bed, glowing with happiness.

“Clean the sheets.”

“I will.”

She chuckled.

“What?”

“I like you this way.”

“What way?”

“When you’re full of energy I get to fuck you until I squirt, and then you’ve got so much energy you clean the house and…and…”

“What?”

“You’re submissive.”

“I’m not!”

“Okay. We can talk about it later. After you’ve done the bedding.”

I blinked. I saw what she had done. She had illustrated my own submissiveness to her.

“Not fair,” I felt sad.

“And you’re getting more emotional. Like a woman. Like you’re going through puberty or something.”

“I am not!”

But I was.

I was scheduled for an operation to undo the early operation I had had right after being born. So I had it, and I woke up.

“How you feel, honey?”

I was a little dizzy and out of it. Drugs do that to you. I smiled up at Carrie. “I feel like a little monkey on a big playground.”

One of the nurses stifled a giggle.

“Did I say something funny?”

“No, dear,” Carrie said with a smile. “Are you ready to go home?”

That’s medicine for you these days. They fix your broken leg and expect you to walk out on it…on the same day.

Or, in my case, they gave me a vagina, right between my legs, and I was expected to…to…what did I expect of a vagina?

I had made the decision to let Doctor Haverstein go ahead with her operation, but I didn’t know what happened afterwards.

What was I supposed to do with a vagina? I had lived my life as a man, what was I supposed to do now?

Carrie’s suggestion, delivered with a straight face, was that I could now ‘go fuck yourself.’

I didn’t think that was all that funny. And I don’t care that Haverstein rubbed a hand over her mouth to conceal a smirk at that stupid one liner.

So I walked out, and I could feel the padding, like a big diaper, to protect the stitches.

Stitches. They had simply made a slit, pulled the skin this way and that, and…I had a pussy under the bandages.

I couldn’t wait to see it. Insert dread here.

We went home and Carrie waited on me. I was at the end of limpy wimpy stage, and into irritability, when I went back and had the stitches taken out.

I was going to actually see my very own vagina.

I sat in one of those big chairs that women sit in for pelvic examinations, snippity snip, and Dr. Haverstein stood back and handed me a mirror.

It was about four inches long, maybe five, and it looked exactly like a…pussy. A gash. A snatch. A slit. Even the hair around it looked…normal.

I reached down, and was almost terrified, and touched it. And shivered.

I touched the labia, and pulled them open. I had a little valley, a pussy, and a clitoris.

Funny, the clitoris was big. And my dick was small. Maybe I should have been treated like a girl during my life.

NO! NO! I can’t believe I thought that.

Carrie came forward and studied my slit. “Wow. That’s a real vagina.”

“Told you,” Dr. Haverstein nodded her head.

“Can I touch it?” Carrie looked at me.

“I guess so.” I was fascinated, and afraid, all at the same time.

She reached out and touched my lower lips.

I shivered again, and a feeling shot through my groin area, and my dick started to grow bigger.

“Is it time for his male phase to begin?”

“Tomorrow,” Carrie said.

“Interesting. He’s reacting sexually.”

“I am not!”

Haverstein: “Look, Arnie, I know what you’re going through. And you have to stop fighting it. What you’ve got here, it’s real. Don’t deny yourself…explore yourself. Let yourself live. If you can attain a stable emotional level your body will have an easier time of balancing your hormones.

I frowned, but she was right. Then she threw in the knuckle ball. “When did your breasts start growing?”

“They aren’t—“

“Two days ago,” answered Carrie.

“The pills, and I’ll bet there was a mental adjustment in accepting his condition.”

“I don’t have…” but I was weak. Truth, I had noticed them.

“How large do you think they’ll get?”

“Well, he should get a bra right away. And the speed at which he is growing, he’s going to be pretty big.”

“I’m not.” But I was almost crying. These damned female emotions.

The Male Phase hit, once again, and I was roaring around the house with a hard on that, for a change, would quit.

Then I went through irritability, and I reached a weird sort of plateau. I guess the balancing pills, the SuperMale stuff, was working. Although I thought they were going to have to rename it. Superfemale, maybe.

My hard ons got manageable. And my dick was bigger. And I could cum easier.

But the real surprise was in dresses.

“Honey, just because I’m wearing a bra doesn’t mean I have to dress like a girl.”

“No, you don’t. But Doctor Haverstein thinks you should experiment, explore, and find out about yourself. Wouldn’t you like to see what it’s like to be a girl? Instead of fighting it?”

Fighting it. Yeah. With the lessening of male hard ons I was not fighting it as much. The male in me was dwindling. The female was on the rise.

“Now just put this on and we can just hang out around the house and play. Okay?”

I let her put me in a dress, an actual dress. It was purple and had a criss cross top that would show my cleavage. And I was starting to get some definite cleavage.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

“Make up.”

“No.”

So she got me drunk. She took me into the kitchen and poured whiskey and Coke down my throat until I was a happy camper.

“Make up.”

“Sure, why not.”

She led me back to the bedroom and played with my face.

It was so odd, and so cool. To let somebody smooth your skin and clean it and powder it.

She tried blush, but it didn’t look good.

“You’ve still got male coloring in your cheeks. I’ll bet in a month blush will look marve-y on you.

Marve-y?

She colored my eyes, a light blue worked well, then painted my lips.

“Oh, you’re going to love this,” she said, moving aside and letting me see myself in her mirror.

There I stood, well, sat, and I was a woman.

No. Not a man in drag. The pills had rebalanced me, redistributed some of the flesh in my face, let alone my hips and boobs.

A woman. I think that was the point where I began to accept that this whole thing was real, that I had been born with a woman’s accessories, and that maybe I wasn’t so manly after all.

“Let me paint your nails.”

I did. I watched while red claws sprouted on my fingers. I watched as she coated them with some sort of hardener.

“Be careful when you wash the dishes. And make sure you don’t stab yourself in the dick.”

“Har de har—“ I stopped with the mock laugh.

Carrie stared at me. “Your voice!”

“It’s higher!”

A full octave higher. Whatever those pills were, they were hitting me on all fronts.

I had tits, lips, a body that was curvy. I had long hair, it was growing faster and fuller, and I had a face that was soft.

With the make up there was almost no trace of the male.

I closed my eyes and remembered my male face. I could see it. I could see that if I took the make up off I would be more male, perhaps passably male. But with the make up on…I was more than passable. I was undoubtedly female.

“God, you are beautiful.”

“I feel…I feel beautiful.”

“Here. More mascara. And let’s curl your lashes.”

She was done, but enamored with changing me more and more, of making me into…into what?”

“Honey?” I asked. “What about us.”

“What about us?” She was honestly blank.

“I was a man. Now…now I don’t think so.”

She smiled. “No. I don’t think so, either.”

“But we were married. Are married. What does me being a woman do to our relationship.”

Her eyes frowned, I could see it. She was hiding something.

“What are you hiding?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on, out with it. I can take it. Whatever your feelings are.”

“I don’t have any feelings.”

I started thinking about the last couple of weeks. “You’ve stopped…you…you ride me, but you don’t…”

She started to cry. She fell into my arms. “I love you. But I’m scared you won’t love me! What if…what if…”

“What if what?” I was honestly a little confused.

“What if you want a man!” she wailed.

I started to laugh. She held on to me, still crying, still upset, but I couldn’t help it. Besides I knew it was going to be all right.

“Stop laughing,” she hit me softly with a hand.

I pried her loose from me and held her at arm’s length. “Honey?”

“What?” she sniffled.

“Love isn’t about sex. Love is about people. I fell in love with you.”

“I don’t…you can’t…”

“Listen. If you got in an accident tomorrow and lost a leg, would I still love you?”

“Well, uh…I guess.”

“You guess,” I chuckled. “You can bet your life on it. And if I tried to feed an alligator and lost an arm…would you still love me?”

“Yes.” She was sure on that one. I was making headway.

“And what if I was born without legs. But you fell in love with me…would you stop loving me if I suddenly grew legs?”

“You’re stupid,” she giggled.

“You’re the stupid one.” I spoke softly and lovingly. “I just grew a pair of tits, and a snatch. And I didn’t even lose my balls or cock. Can you still love me?”

“I…I…” Then we were kissing. And it was odd. Truth, we hadn’t kissed much, we had our internal foibles, but I tell you this now, kissing as a woman is different than kissing as a man.

A man thrusts his face forward, he devours lips, he chews and spits his tongue into the mouth, and…he’s aggressive.

A woman is soft and tentative. She samples lips, tasting them and wondering at them. Tongues slither softly, almost like they are unsure, yet…they are sure. It is just a different way of doing things.

Male vs female.

Masculine vs feminine.

Or, in my specific case, Masculine transferred into feminine.

Then she hugged me, just held on, and I realized it was the first really honest emotions we had had since this whole thing started.

Not proving oneself through sex and sexual appetites, and judging oneself through the act of sex, but just calmly holding each other. Feeling each other…with nothing between us. No barriers. Acceptance. Both halves made whole.

Then, I hate to say it, grin, I fucked her. That’s right, I ruined that perfect moment by getting a hard on, and she hopped on, and we had a frothy old time.

But I didn’t cum.

But it didn’t bother me as much. I didn’t know why, but it didn’t, but I would eventually find out why.

We started going out more.

I wore a gaff to keep my dress line line down, and we sauntered through stores, hit Starbucks, and went to coffeehouses.

Then, one night, we decided to go to a nightclub.

I had been to clubs before, but as a man, never as a woman.

We decided to go to Sharkies, a fancy hot spot where I had been turned away before, never even made it inside. This time was different.

Carrie outdid herself in preparing me. My hair was perfect, my make up flawless, and my own natural charms were becoming more and more noticeable.

Heck. I was a D cup. There, you dragged it out of me.

So we drove over to Sharkies, parked the car, and sauntered towards the entrance.

It wasn’t exactly silence, more like rapt attention, and it was focused on us.

I felt the eyes upon me.

Carrie giggled. “Now you know what it feels like when guys check you out.”

“Heysoos,” I whispered to her. “That is unnerving.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” she whispered back, holding on to my arm, “You’ll learn to love it. In fact, you’ll feel bad when they don’t check you out.”

“You love being checked out?”

“All the time.”

“And that explains why you insist on being fully made up before you ever go out.”

“Now you’re getting the picture.”

We reached the head of the line. A big bruiser stood there, unshaved and muscly. He held up the rope. “Right this way, ladies.”

We went under the rope and entered the night club.

“I can’t believe it! As a guy I never made it past the line!”

“The perks of being a sexy girl. Want to know another perk?”

“Sure.”

She turned to a suave asshole with an attitude. “Hey, stud. Buy us drinks.”

He stumbled all over himself, lost his cool, disappeared, and returned with two drinks.

“Heysoos in a bed with no mattress!” I whispered to Carrie.

“Now you know, girlfriend.” She giggled and sipped, then engaged in a little light talk with Mr. Suave. After a few minutes, however, she made a graceful escape, even kissed him on the cheek.

“Always reward them. Give them something.”

“What if you don’t.”

“Then you’re a bitch.”

We drank for free that night, though it was Carrie that had to cadge the liquor. I was so out of my league, so embarrassed.

Carrie didn’t mind. In fact, she began to act a little possessive. She held my hand, refused dances and put her arm around my shoulder, and suddenly I realized what was happening. Guys were assuming we were Lesbian.

Weird, but okay with me. I had discovered something I already knew. I liked girls.

Specifically, I liked Carrie. I didn’t want to be held by a guy, or especially be kissed by a guy. The one dance Carrie talked me into, with a shy boy who stammered, proved to be a disaster. I was totally turned off, and even revulsed.

My body might be a bit girly…a lot girly…but my mind was boy.

Finally, Carrie turned to me, lifted my hair and murmured, “How are you handling all this.”

“I’m handling.”

“But…?”

“I guess guys are just not my scene.”

“What about the girls?”

“Yeah, but there’s only one girl I really care about.”

She took my hand and led me outside. She walked me back to the parking lot. We were silent, letting the loud sounds of music pass us by.

We stopped at the car and she turned me around, pushed me up against the car. Funny, I had done this to her when we had first met. But I had been a man then, and I probably had a good bit of testosterone flowing, or at least enough. I had taken charge and kissed her and that had led to more dates…and falling in love.

Now she had me up against the car. She nibbled on my lips and brushed her hands over my breasts.

“Your tits are bigger than mine.”

“Maybe.”

“I’m jealous.”

“Ha,” I said, holding on to her, melting into her, feeling a submissiveness I didn’t know I had.

She gripped my hair and pulled my head back. She kissed my neck, slowly brought me head down, worked my lips.

“Oh,” I said.

“What?”

“My gaff hurts.”

She laughed. “Poor boy is getting all bent out of shape down there?”

“Poor girl is.”

I think that was the remark that set us off. That was the one that started us down the path to what we did next.

“You know,” she said, “There’s one thing we haven’t done.”

I knew what she was talking about. It was heavy in my mind, and we were on the same wavelength.

“I know.”

We kissed some more. I lowered my hand and snaked it under her skirt. I inserted a finger and she gasped. Then, turn about being fair play, she lowered her hand, went under my short skirt, into my panties, and tried to get past the gaff.

She couldn’t.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

I smiled. “Maybe if you took me home you might get lucky.”

She grinned, a particularly wolfish grin. “Maybe we’ll both get lucky.

We drove home and she pulled into the driveway, into the garage.

I sat in the passenger seat, marveling at home things had changed. I used to be the one behind the wheel, but now things were different. Now I felt better if she was in charge, if she took the lead.

Heck, I had been trying to take the lead my whole life, and it hadn’t worked, but this felt natural.

We stopped off in the kitchen to make another drink, drank it, mingled our lipsticks, then staggered back to the bedroom.

We took off our clothes slowly. Shedding dresses and undergarments and dropping them on the floor.

When I took off the gaff it was heaven. My dick popped up with a vengeance.

“You want to ride my hog first?”

“I wouldn’t mind,” she said, “As long as you don’t cum.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m going to try and give you a vaginal orgasm tonight.

“Oh,” that surprised me. I don’t know why, maybe just because how blunt it was…but there it was.

I lay on the bed, my dick standing up. Funny, I couldn’t figure out whether it was bigger or smaller. Sometimes I even felt like it was both…at the same time.

Regardless of size, Carrie walked up my body and squatted over me. It was obvious that she was hot, and moist. We had already done the foreplay. We were ready for the big time.

She squatted, lowered herself onto my shaft, and I opened my mouth with the sudden and severe pleasure.

“You better hurry,” I said, gulping.

“Don’t you dare cum,” she moaned.

“I might have to…”

“Let me know when you’re going to go and I’ll help you.”             

I should have listened to what she said, and figured it out, but I didn’t. I just nodded and began pushing up with my hips.

“Oh, yeah,” she moaned, grabbing her tits and pulling.

“Let me do that,” I pushed her hands away and gripped her nips and stretched them out.

“Oh!” She giggled and held her boobs.

I lowered my hands and began rubbing her snatch.

“Oh, yeah.”

For a long minute we slipped and slithered and felt the glory of our flesh joined. then I felt ignition.”

“I’m going to cum!” I blurted.

“No, you’re not.”

She got off me and gripped my penis at the base of the shaft, she squeezed.

I felt my body pulsing, trying to spew, but there was no way past her gripping hand.

“Fu-u-u-u…” I cried out. It hurt, but not entirely in a bad way. It did stop me, however, and a minute later she was back on top. Laughing like a cowgirl and slapping my tits.

“Ow!” but I was laughing.

“Take it like a woman!” she yelled, then she began to squirt. Hard. “OHH! FUCK! OHHH!”

It hit her in waves, and she rode those waves, up and down, surging and waning. If I had cum then she wouldn’t have been able to stop me. Heck, she was out of her mind.

But I didn’t cum. I just held her waist, kept her from falling, and kept pushing my penis into her.

Then she fell on me. Our tits pressed against each other. She gasped and gulped and tried to get her breath back.

“Nicely done, bitch,” I slapped her ass softly. I didn’t have much leverage, being on the bottom.

She recovered, pushed up and placed her hands on my biceps. I had lost some muscle, probably couldn’t have gotten free, but I didn’t want to. I liked being controlled.

“Are you ready for yours?”

“You need to ask?”

“How horny are you?”

“I’m hornier than a brass band.”

“Well, toot toot, baby. I’m about to kettle your drum.”

We laughed at such silly talk, and she got off, went to her dresser and took out the vibrator.

“That’s awful big.”

“Only if you’re dry. I don’t think you’re dry.”

I wasn’t. I could feel the moisture of my pussy leaking out.

“Come over here, spread your legs.”

I arranged myself and spread, and she grabbed my penis with one hand and began to suck it.

“Oh!”

But I was disappointed. I wanted to cum from the vagina.

“Don’t worry, baby. I’m just warming you up.”

She kept stroking and sucking. “Feel your tits. Play with your nipples.”

I did so. My nipples were big, engorged, and so very, very sensitive.

“All right, honey. Get ready for the rocket ride.”

She slid the vibrator into me. I was shocked at how easy it slid up the channel. Then it stopped, actually hurt.

“Fuck, you’ve got a hymen!”

“What?”

“A cherry! I’m going to pop your cherry!”

Softly, gently, taking here time, she maneuvered the dildo, and finally I felt the membrane rupture. The fake dick slid all the way into me.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet.” She turned the vibrator on.

God! I about came out of my skin! My hips leaped up and I felt muscles I didn’t know I had contracting.

She pulled it out and pushed it in.

“Oh…oh…” I started to cry. Tears of joy. I had never known it could be like this…

She circled it in my pussy, and the little motor kept making the thing shiver inside me.

Meanwhile, her other hand was slapping my balls lightly, and she was sucking the head of my cock.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” I couldn’t stop chanting. I could already feel the crescendo building. I felt like I was out of my body, riding a huge cosmic wave.

“Please…please…” I moaned, then the damn broke.

The atom bomb went off, the earthquake rocked and rolled and the hurricane burst upon me.

I was aware of my hips locking up, tilted up, frozen, and this immense, golden feeling whelming me.

I wasn’t even aware of who I was…I was just…white hot pleasure.

After what seemed like an hour, but was probably only a minute, I began to come down.

I sagged. She stopped swallowing semen, and I realized I had not only cum in the pussy, I had cum with the dick. “Oh, God!” I wheezed.

She turned off the vibrator and pulled it out of me. She let go of my balls.

I lay there on the bed, a puddled mess, unable to move.

I looked at my wife.

She looked at me and grinned. She said, “Well, I guess that should balance your hormones.”
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PART ONE

“It’s Voe-doe-pian-off.’

I repeated, “Wovopianov,” using the pronunciation I had just been schooled on.

“That’s right. Leonid Wodopianov. We just call him Doc Leo. Or Leo. He’s got quite a history.”

“Oh?”

The Jeep was bouncing up the trail, over ruts and through the dale. Driving in Alaska was like injecting hard rock into a six year old ballet class. It was rugged.

Beside me, Dana Lousch, pronounced ‘lush, gripped the wheel tightly and drove like a man. She wore bulky over clothes, but I had had a glimpse of her in a regulation security guard uniform. Round butt, big breasts, and when her hair was down she was all woman.

Not that she let her hair down. She was Miss No Nonsense when it came to police work. Or security work.

“Yes. He actually paddled a boat across the Bering Straits. Braved giant seals and polar bears and made it to the ‘Land of the Free.’”

“And he’s a scientist.”

“Top notch. Educated in the best Russian Universities. Let me tell you, Mother Russia was a bit unhappy when he showed up on our shores.”

“And now he’s in charge of the Alaska Scientific Studies Institute.”

“Head doc.”

“So what’s the problem that you need an FBI agent?”

Dana gave a sound that might have been a snort, but it was soft, ladylike. “Better to show you. You wouldn’t believe the spoken word, or even black on white.”

I gripped my seat then, as she wound us through a corkscrew of a cow path. Over ruts so big they should have been classified as ravines, bouncing against the seatbelt harness so hard it hurt.

“Sorry,” she said, glancing at me. “This is the only way.”

“Strange place to put a scientific institute.”

“Something about being free from the pollution of civilization.”

A half hour later, two hours into our trip into the wilds, we found a paved road. Well, more of a chip seal paved road, and it had suffered from the seasons. It had potholes so big swimming pools would drown.

Dana pulled up to a cyclone fence with concertina wire on top. She slid a card into a slot and the gate opened.

“Lot’s of security. Doc Leo afraid the bunny rabbits are going to break in?”

“Something like that,” grunted Dana. She drove through the gate and it slid shut behind us. Felt sort of ominous, like we had just entered a maximum security prison.

We rolled to a stop in a parking lot where all the lines had been weathered out of existence and she hopped out and lead the way into the big building.

It was long and low, nestled into a low peak just below the summit. It was painted brown and only had a few windows. And those windows were frosted and had bars on them.

We entered reception, and nobody was there.

“Huh,” grunted Dana. She looked around, then went behind the round desk. I looked over the edge of the desk to watch her.

She picked up a phone and hit a number. Four. Watching me, she said, “Doc, I’ve brought the FBI agent up.” She nodded, as if somebody could see her. “Yes. Okay.”

She hung up and said to me. “Have a seat.”

I turned to a cluster of squarish and very uncomfortable looking couches and picked one. I was right. It was uncomfortable. After that bucket ride up the mountain, however, it was comfy.

Dana sat down next to me.

Through the tinted front doors, the only windows in the whole place and they were too dark for easy looking, we watched a far peak. Snow on top.

“Storm coming.”

I turned to Dana and she was frowning.

“You’re probably going to be stuck here.”

“I’ll be spending the night?”

“Yes. But it’s not too bad.”

“Ring a round of roses, pocket full of posies…”

We turned to see who was singing, and my eyes widened.

She was six feet tall, Scandinavian blonde, naked as a new born. She skipped down the hall, making motions to the sides with her hands, pretending to throw out handfuls of poseys. Her large breasts bounced with every skip, and her voice was high and sweet.

“Oh, crap,” muttered Dana.

“The doctor will see you, he he he…” she giggled as she went around our couches, throwing invisible posies and blowing kisses to us. then she went back down the hallway she had come down.

“Let’s go.” Dana said, and she moved after the naked woman quickly, and I had the feeling she was trying to get away from me before I could phrase a question.

No chance. I was right on her tail. “What the hell was that?”

“Naked woman,” she muttered, not looking at me.

“And what is a naked woman doing prancing through the halls of a scientific institution?”

“Singing nursery rhymes.”

The hallway was long, and Dana was reluctant to talk. My mind instinctively went to the nursery rhyme. It wasn’t much, but it was all I had to analyze. My mind being somewhat orderly, and maybe even scientific, I sought logic everywhere, I considered the origins of the nursery rhyme.

Middle ages. The Plague. A ring of roses was a rash, the posies were a cure, everybody was falling down and dying. Fuck. What a weird thing for a naked woman to be chanting in a medical facility.

We reached the end of the hallway and turned up some stairs. To the top of the stairs, another turn and hallway, and, finally, a room.

The naked woman was waiting for us, holding the door open, smiling at us. She said to Dana, “Do you have any lipstick?”

Dana shook her head.

We entered the room.

It was a simple office. Nothing scientific or medical about it. Oh, there was a very small bookshelf behind a potted plant. The books looked like they were medical tomes.

At the back of the room was a desk, to one side was a small conference table. On one wall was a large picture of nature. Mountains and rivers, snow and in the foreground massive trees. The Alaskan outdoors. Just a few feet away, but only visible in picture. With naked women dancing in the halls. What a place.

“Doc Leo. This is agent Samuel Burns.”

Leonid Wodopianov was short, maybe five foot six. He was in his sixties and had fringe grey hair around a lot of baldness. His eyes were an odd mix of sharp and rheumy. He had bright, white, false teeth.

He stood up and came around the desk, “Excellent. Excellent.” He shook my hand. Mine was regulation FBI, hard and backed up by muscle. His was limp, soft, and felt sort of squishy, like he had doused it in too much hand lotion.

“Please sit down.” We did.

The naked woman chirped, in a pouty manner, which made it a weird sort of a whine, “Doc? Can I have some more lipstick?”

“You know what it will do to you?”

“Yeah, but I really need to look good for…” she glanced shyly at me, “For Mr. Big Gun. He’s got a gun! Did you know that? I could see it when…”

“Hush, Gwendolyn. Of course he has a gun. And you may have some lipstick.”

Doc went back around his desk and opened a small wall safe set on a credenza. He extracted a tube of lipstick and handed it to Gwendolyn.

Squealing with glee, the naked woman painted her lips. I watched in fascination. Just an aside, I have always been a lipstick man. Bright red lipstick was powerful, and it effected me. Hack. It gave me an erection.

I suffered my erection, and Gwendolyn handed the tube of lipstick back to the Doc.

“Off with you now,” he had a slight accent. Hard to pick up.

“Okey dokey,” Gwendolyn clapped her hands and pranced out of the office. We could hear her as she danced down the hallway. “London Bridge is falling down, falling down, falling down. London Bridge is falling…”

Her voice faded and the silence left behind was downright portentous.

“We’ve had more…more people have changed?”

Wodopianov sighed. “Yes. The workers think it’s an outbreak.”

“What kind of an outbreak?” I asked, suddenly nervous.

Sudden silence. I cocked my head and waited.

Wodopianov studied me, then told me. Straight from the hip. “I have invented something and I’m not sure what it is. Its effects, however, are…varied.”

“Varied as in…?”

He changed pace on me. “What do you know about chromosomes?”

“A joke and there are two.”

“A joke?” Dana wrinkled her brow.

I didn’t even smile as I repeated the stupidity. “How do you tell the sex of a chromosome?”

She shook her head.

“Pull its genes down.”

She looked blank for a second, then a quirky ripple twisted her lips. What went for a laugh in the world of the serious Dana.

Doc Leo, on the other hand, grinned. “That’s funny.”

I shrugged.

He said, “There are actually more than two chromosomes.”

“X and Y is what I was taught.”

“A woman is XX. A man is XY. The other two would be YX and YY.”

“What?”

“And, to be honest, there are permutations beyond that. In fact, there are as many permutations as there are numbers in a binary code.”

Binary code. The only numbers were 0 and 1. But one could count to infinite using binary code. It looked like this

0 = 0

01 = 1

10 = 2

11 = 3

100 = 4

101 = 5

110 = 6

111 = 7

1000 = 8

And so on.

It was a system that left out 2 through 9, A system that could be developed only by geniuses who built computers and wrote codes…or a man with only two fingers.

“I understand…but not really.”

“XXX. XXY. XYY. YYY. And so on. Then XXXX. XXXY. XXYY—“

“I get it. But what does that have to do with the price of tea in Alaska?”

Doc glanced at Dana. She glanced at him. They both watched me.

“The initial invention released constrictions on DNA.”

“Huh?”

“We are now producing all manner of X and Y variant.”

I looked confused.

“Dana, could you show him?”

Dana stood up and began taking off her clothes.

“What are you—“

“Patience, Agent Burns. Seeing is believing.”

She took off her Alaskan over jacket, then her cop top, then her tee shirt. Finally, her bra. She had a nice set of jugs. Not as big as Gwendolyn’s, but sizable. The tips were light, and they stood up as if excited.

Hell, they were excited. She was excited. I could see it in the gleam of her shiny eyes.

“I don’t know what is…”

She unbuckled her belt and pulled down her pants. She was wearing boxers.

A woman? Wearing boxer shorts? What the—

She pulled down the boxers.

A penis. Not a big one, just three or four inches, but it was stiff. Erect. Pointing at me.

I could feel it then. The careful wall she had kept in place on the drive up, I thought it was professionalism, a lot of cops, security cop in her case, have wooden expressions.

But now, with her clothes off and her sex revealed, I could feel lust in the air. And it was directed at me.

I didn’t feel like lust. I stared at it, at her, then turned to Doc Leo.

“No. She was not born a hermophrodite. She was infected. By my invention.”

“So it’s…it’s airborne?”

I was stunned. Airborne meant I might be infected.

“Not to worry. You won’t grow breasts, at least, not until you apply my invention, my lipstick, to yourself.”

“Put on…” I stared at Dana, who leaned towards me.

I leaned away, fended her off, and turned back to the Doc, “What…is…”

“Technically, she is a hermaphrodite, be it one cultivated in a lab. Deep down, in her genes, because of the lipstick, she is XXY. Dana presents as a woman, with one slight Y addition.”

“You call that slight?”

“I call it a penis. I suggest you measure your words carefully. While Dana is forgiving, she can also be emotional.”

“Can I have some more lipstick?”

“Of course, my dear.” He handed Dana the tube.

She turned the base and watched me with hungry eyes. The red column rose up and she touched it to her lips. She rolled it across her mouth and…I got an erection. Damn me. Why did I have to have that one, unique kink?

She rose up and took a half step towards me.

“No, Dana. Not now.”

“If not now…when?”

“I’ll let you know. Now, back to your duties.”

Dana left her clothes on the floor and skipped out of the room. As she went down the hallway I hear her singing,

“Here comes a candle to light you to bed,

And here comes a chopper to chop off your head,

Chop, chop, chop, chop, the last man’s dead!”

I sat and stared at the doorway. Then I turned and stared at Doc Leo.

“Would you like a whiskey?”

I nodded…then I shook my head. Hard.

He chuckled. “Only the lipstick makes change. The whiskey is pure Kentucky.”

He didn’t ask me again, he simply walked over to a small cabinet and took out a bottle of Yamazaki 12 year old Single Malt. He half filled the glass with ice cubes, then poured amber liquid over the cubes, then raised his eyebrows at me. “Would you like to ruin it with water? Or anything else?”

“Coke,” I croaked.

He nodded, amiably enough. “Coke it is.”

He took a Coke out of a small refrigerator and opened it, polluted my drink and put the half empty can back into the frig.

He handed me my glass, then returned to the cabinet and frig.

“I prefer Vodka.” He poured Ultra Premium Vavoom into a glass. Straight. He might have no hair on his head, but he certainly had hair on his chest. And I wondered…

“Are you…have you…”

“Taken my own lipstick?”

So weird the way he said it.

“Yes. I happen to be XYY. I present as a man, but with an extra does of…how should I say it…manliness? Horniness?”

He sat down and sipped his brewski. He rolled the glass in his hands and looked over the top of it at me.

“The good news is that I am able to control myself. I want to fuck everything in sight, but…I don’t.” He shrugged. “I am a paragon of self control.”

That made me think. “What…emotional characteristics do the various mutations present?”

“Good question.” He nodded. “Thus far emotion is still presenting. The more X you have the more emotions you have, the less discipline you have. The more Y you have the more…forthcoming, you are. That ‘forthcomingness’ is usually tempered by the amount of discipline a person has. Discipline depends on what kind of a person you were in your ‘pre-lipstick’ life.

“Dana was a cop. His name was Dan. But as his DNA presented, as his chromosomes adjusted to his real desires, he became more woman.”

“I thought he…she…was a cop and then grew a penis.”

“No. No.” He chuckled. The penis is shrinking. Not sure how much. Maybe all the way, probably all the way, and the breasts are growing.”

“What about Gwendolyn?”

“XXX. Started out as a woman, became more womanly. Oh, you wouldn’t believe how mousey and flat-chested she was.”

It was hard to imagine that Valkyrie as flat chested.

“Now she is so womanly I have to inject her with estrogen blockers, and testosterone. If I hadn’t done that she would have taken you to bed.”

“I don’t think so.”

He actually laughed. “When she is not inhibited by my chemicals she exudes a pheromonic ambience. You would find yourself falling under her spell. You would be unable to resist her.

“I don’t—“

“Let me make you another whiskey.”

He stood up and did so. While he hummed merrily along, preparing libations, I was left to conjecture.

Men turning into manly women. Women turning into womanly men.  And Doc Leo was a double man with just a trace of woman in him. How far did this go?

“So why am I here?”

He settled down behind his desk, sipped some more vodka, this time straight out of the bottle, and said, “Many reasons. First, there is science. We must observe experiments.”

“I’m an experiment to you?” I didn’t let out any of the disgust or bitterness in me.

“Tut, tut,” he waved a finger, swigged from the Vavoom. “And then there’s the need to share the wealth.”

“Share the…you want to infect me?”

“I guess you could say that.”

“Please, don’t be ambiguous.”

He smiled. “The downside of my being XYY, in your viewpoint, is that I want more and more women in the world.”

Of course.

“So you want to make all men into women?”

“More or less. I need more women to satisfy my appetites, but I also need to reduce competition. What better way than to change the men into women. Eh?”

“So you’re going to infect me, and I’m going to turn into a woman.”

“Nope.”

And with that brief negatory the conversation was over.

Oh, we talked some more, just not directly on the subject. And he told me much about the changes I would go through. He told me where to get women’s clothes, there was a whole storeroom in the complex that would see to my outfitting, when I so needed it. He discussed how I should behave, how my behavior would change. He even talked about style and fashion and what would be best for me once I changed.

As for my part, though I didn’t want to talk to him, especially about girly stuff pertaining to me, I did want him talking. I needed to learn more. I hoped he would say something that might give me a clue as to how to avoid the coming changes.

Changes which I knew nothing of, and especially how to avoid.

He said he wasn’t going to use lipstick on me. So what was he going to use?

The only thing I learned, that evening was that he hadn’t really invented his ‘chromosome transferrer,’ which is what he called it at one point.

Apparently he had received a sample of cosmetics from a place called Stepforth Valley. He had laughed, figured it was a mistake, and given the box to his secretary. That had started the ball rolling. He had noted men turning into women, traced it back to interaction with cosmetics, and began synthesizing the cosmetics on his own.

But as to how he himself had changed, he said nothing.

“Well, it is getting late,” he finally said, “And my appetites are rising. One of the blessings, for me,” he smiled, “is that my cock is quite large, and needs a lot of women to satisfy it. So I will have Gwendolyn show you to your room.”

He used his phone and called the nubile Valkyrie to his office.

“Gwendolyn, dear. If you could see to Agent Burn’s comfort for the night?”

I missed the nuance there, curse me.

“Surely, Doc. Can I have some more lipstick?”

“Of course, my dear.”

I sat and watched while she rolled on a fresh coat of beautiful red, then she smiled at me, handed the tube back to Doc Leo, and led me out of the room.

“I’ll take you the back way.” She giggled, linking her arm in mine.

I let her guide me. “Gwendolyn? Do you know what the doctor has done to you?”

“Oh, yes,” she chirped. “He has made me feel so womanly. I have never felt so nice and sexy. Wouldn’t you like to feel nice and sexy?”

We were going down a flight of stairs. “Actually, no. Tell me, could you do without the lipstick?”

“Why would I want to? But I could. It’s just that I don’t want to.”

Listening to her talk, she was a bubblehead. But I thought under it she might be smart, just effected by her change and exploring a new life, new emotions, a new body.

But, bubblehead or not, she was having a strange effect on me. I kept seeing her roll on the lipstick in my mind. My penis was getting a little robust at the memory. And the way she held my arm, her breasts, her naked and large breasts, rubbing up against me…she was having an effect.

“Anyway, I’m taking you the back way because I don’t want any of the other women to see you.”

“Why not?”

“Silly. Because they’re all women, and what does a woman want more than anything else?”

A man. Oh, crap. I suddenly realized I was the only man in the place. And all the women, according to what Doc Leo had told me, were going through hormonal changes. They were feeling their sex, and their sex was being denied simply because there were no men…and that meant…that meant they would want me. The only available man on the mountain.

Except for the Doc, of course.

The Doc. A scrawny, little piece of shit who was probably banging his way through the night even as I walked down the dark corridors with Gwendolyn.

We arrived at a room and entered. It was a simple room. Just a table and a bed. And a refrigerator. I looked into the refrigerator. TV dinners. But no microwave. Coke. Whiskey. What the fuck?

Gwendolyn locked the door and turned to me with a smile. If I hadn’t been so numb nutted by my situation I would have perceived the lasciviousness of her sharp teeth.

“I’ll just stay a while and make sure none of the other girls finds you.”

She turned a switch next to the door and the lights dimmed. “Save a little electricity, eh?”

I stared at her.

She brushed her long, blonde hair back with one hand and said, “Let me pour you a drink. You must be tired after such a long day.”

I nodded.

“Just sit on the bed.”

I did. There were no chairs in the room. Just the bed and the table and the frig. I wished there was a microwave. I was getting hungry.

Gwendolyn handed me a drink. Apparently I would be drinking my dinner this night.

She didn’t make a drink for herself. She came and sat on the bed next to me.

Naked.

Big breasts.

And my dick was getting harder. And harder. And harder.

“You’re so handsome.” She gazed at my face.

I smiled and drank. Heysoos. I was starting to feel a little a bit loopy. The Doc giving me drinks all afternoon, and now this Valkyrie babe giving me more.

And the way she held my arm, the way her breasts brushed against my arm.

“Isn’t it getting hot in here?”

I nodded. It was hot. Or, at least I was flushed from all the bourbon…and from the overt sexual ambience in the room.

“Let’s take off your jacket.”

She helped me out of my jacket and we sat on the bed. Right next to each other. Me drinking.

“You look so strong. Can I see your muscles?”

I laughed and flexed a bicep. I felt like a school kid on a date with the prom queen. Would I get lucky tonight?

Somehow, she managed to get my shirt off, and I sat there in my teeshirt.

“You look so uncomfortable,” she said. “Let’s get you out of those pants.

She unbuckled them, her long nails fumbling with the buckle, then she gently pulled my pants off.

My penis was hard as a rock.

“Oh, my,” she said, reached down, pulling my underpants down a bit, and stroking my tool. “This is big. I’ve never seen anything so big.”

I grinned. I did have a big prick. I had had a big prick all my life. I liked having a big prick. Girls liked my big prick.

“And the head…it’s like a tennis ball. Except, not green.” She giggled.

I looked down to where her hand stroked me. My head was red, and pre-cum was leaking out of it.

“Honey,” Gwendolyn said, staring at my monster. “How big is it?”

“Nine inches.”

“Wow.”

I could see the desire in her eyes.

And, I could feel my own desire. Man, was I horny. I hadn’t felt this horny in…suddenly I got it.

I stared at Gwendolyn. “You’re doing this.”

“What?” she licked her red lips and stared at my cock.

“That ambience thing. You’re putting out some kind of pheromones. You’re turning me on.”

“I sure hope so,” she spoke softly. She pulled my underwear all the way off, actually ripped my tee shirt in uncovering me.

“I’m not going to get infected by…by…”

“By fucking me?” She used the word coyly, and in a way that inflamed me.

“Yeah.”
“No.”

I tried then. I tried to hold myself back. “But I shouldn’t. We shouldn’t.”

“Why not?” she pushed me back on the bed, I was weak under her hands.

“I’m an FBI agent. I’m here on assignment.”

“I’d like you to assign me…with your dick.”

She was leaning over me, holding my hands down, and she touched her lips to mine. Such a gentle, soul searing kiss. I felt my dick roar with lust. My whole chest felt aflame with desire.

“Honey,” she whispered into my ear. “I really need you.”

“I shouldn’t…I shouldn’t…”

“You should. You should.”

She held my lips down with hers. She stroked my penis. She fondled my testicles.

I could feel my heat rising, more and more. Heysoos, I needed relief. I needed to put my dick somewhere.

“Do me, baby,” she crooned to me.

My dick.

The pheromones.

Her naked body pressed against mine. Her large boobs squashed against my chest. I needed to…I needed to…

She brought her legs up, perched over me. She held my dick in one hand and began sitting down, lining my dick up and pushing it into her hole.

I felt the soft wonderfulness of her pussy surrounding my head. I felt her labia sliding down around my shaft. I felt the incredible moist warmth of her sliding down, down, until she was sitting on me. Her round buttocks against my upper thighs, her chest hanging over me. Pendulous, white globes in the dim light.

I reached up and grabbed her breasts.

She moaned and twisted, and it felt like somebody was wringing my cock out.

I sucked her nipples, and she leaned forward, and her pelvis tilted and slid along my shaft.

“Fuuu…” I whimpered.

I had never felt such a woman in my life. I had never known sex could feel like this.

“Oh, yes…” her voice was just a breath, but that breath scoured my soul, ripped me open and laid me bare. “Do you want to cum?”

Yet, I intuited that she was already cumming. I could feel little spasms happening deep within her cunt.

“Oh, yeah!”

“Then cum. Fill me up with your precious life. Fuck me. Take me. Squirt your big penis in me.”

I began to jerk, my hips twisting and writhing, and I could feel my balls ignite, the fluid coming up the shaft.

“Fuck,” I said. “Fuck.”

I was gulping madly as my semen shot into her.

She ground down on me, writhed on me, took from me.

Joyously.

Like a real woman would.

“Fuck! Fuck!” I groaned, punctuating my pulsing cock, my shooting liquids.

She just held on, lost in the rapids of her own orgasm. Orgasms.

And, when it was all done, miraculously, I was able to do it again.

Of course. She was all woman. Of course.


PART TWO

I knew, immediately upon waking up, what had happened.

I had become enraptured by Gwendolyn’s XXX ambience, her pheromones, and had kissed her. Her lips had the lipstick on them. I had, inadvertently, applied her lipstick, the lipstick, to my own lips.

I knew upon waking because I could feel it.

Gwendolyn wasn’t there. She had fucked me three times, I guess one of the benefits of screwing a triple X woman is that she keeps you overly horny. Horny enough to rise to the occasion three times.

So I woke up, and before I even opened my eyes I could feel changes happening in my body.

First, the hard on. If I thought I was horny the night before, it was nothing compared to now. Now I was a raging telephone pole of lust.

I wanted Gwendolyn. Or, for that matter, any woman. Or even a knothole in a tree. I was horny.

Second…why was I horny? Did men get horny when they changed into women? So when would these terrible lustful ravages stop? I mean, it was distracting!

I stood up, and my dick stood out.

I pulled on my underwear, and stopped when I found they wouldn’t go comfortably over my penis. I put the underwear aside and was thankful that I hadn’t worn tight pants. I pulled up my pants, took note of the obscene bulge in the front, then put on my shirt and jacket.

The room was unlocked and I simply stepped into the corridor and looked around.

Cement. A few doors here and there. Stairs at the far end of the hall.

I walked towards the stairs. I thought I would be able to find my way back to the Doc’s office.

Up the stairs, down a corridor, and…lost.

This place was big, and I had been half drunk when Gwendolyn had taken me downstairs.

So, when in doubt, wander. I walked down hallways, opening doors and checking out the rooms.

Labs. Offices. Computer rooms. Storerooms. Classrooms. And so on. Everything the modern scientific institute needed to make synthetic Chromosome Transferrer.

I eventually found the lobby. Huh. There was the door. Could it be this simple?

I went to the door and pushed. Locked.

Frowning, I picked up a chair and threw it at the window. It bounced, nearly hit me on the rebound.

I went to the window, shaded my eyes and looked out.

Mountains. Wilderness. No snow storm. So the threat of a storm was just to keep me there.

I went behind the security desk and picked up a phone. A dial tone! Ah hah!

But I couldn’t dial out.

I did, however, get a voice on the line.

“Section G.”

“Hi. what’s section G?”

“You silly. It’s where I am! We make perfumes here. We used to isolate pheromones, but Doctor Wodopianov figured that out and now we make perfumes.”

“Oh. I’m in the lobby. How do I get out of here.”

I could feel the hush of thought on the other end. Funny how you can actually pick up emotions and other things on a phone line. “Are you…are you a man?” She spoke in a whisper.

“So far,” I answered honestly.

“Just stay there. I’ll come get you.”

On one hand, I exulted. After a morning of wandering through empty corridors I was going to see a human being!

On the other hand, I worried. The way she had asked if I was ‘a man,’ was she…horny?

Still, nothing for it, I went to the waiting area and had a seat and waited.

I didn’t have long to wait. A giggling, nervous woman came sliding around a corner. She was short, a brunette, and stacked. And naked. Her bubble cut flounced a bit, and her large breasts swayed a lot.

She straightened up to a walk, and she eyed me like I was a rabbit at a coyote convention. I could feel lust exuding from her.

“Hi, are you…who are you?”

“I’m Sam.”

“And you’re a man?”

“Last I looked.”

She looked down at my crotch, her eyes grew wide and she giggled nervously. “And you’ve always been a man?”

“Would it matter?” I asked, curious.

“Not really,” she breathed out. “But…I would like to think…”

“Well, I’ve always been a man. And…have you always been a woman?”

“Would it matter?” She was close to me and her eyes gleamed hungrily.

“Yes.”

That stopped her. She was so horny that the idea that somebody wouldn’t want sex, her sex, was odd.

“Oh.” Then she brightened up. “I’ve always been a woman!”

“Excell—“

She was on me. Like a passel of coyotes on a rabbit. She flew through the air and landed against me, her arms locked around me. Her lips flattened against mine and her hips pressed against my obscenely bulging cock.

I found myself kissing back. I should have pushed her away, been the diligent FBI agent, but I couldn’t. The lust in her soul ignited the lust in mine, and my dick wouldn’t have it any other way.

Her mouth mashed against mine, her hands worked my belt, then she pulled it out of the loops and flung it away.

She grabbed my super erect cock and stroked it. She fell to her knees and gobbled me.

I moaned. I couldn’t believe how good it all felt. I mean, sex is always good, but this sex, with super horny, super stacked women…it was enhanced. I mean, really enhanced.

I became the aggressor. I cupped her thighs and picked her up. I walked into her, my penis penetrating her, her mouth opening in a big O as she gasped with pleasure.

I walked, holding her onto me, until she hit the security counter, and then I pressed her ass on it and jammed hard.

My cock filled her all the way, and it never felt so big.

She grabbed me and held on. She groaned. “Oh, you’re stretching me!”

I grinned and pulled back and rammed forward. Again and again. It was not subtle, it was not polite, it was a ravaging. It was lust unbridled. It was me taking what I wanted.

And her giving what she wanted.

“Oh…yes…yes…”

I tilted and twisted, and the big tip of my big dick rubbed against her inner walls.

I leaned my head down and took her nipple in my mouth. I pulled one nipple with one hand and sucked the other nipple with my mouth.

She was holding on, tight, and her hips ground into me and took as much cock as she could. And she could take a lot.

She reached down and squeezed my balls, and that did it. I began to spew. With a groan my balls unloaded and the semen surged through my shaft. I began painting her insides with my whiteness.

She whined, knew what was happening.

“Cum, you bitch,” I commanded.

Maybe it was my polite language, or maybe it was my guttural growl, but she began to pop. Her inner muscles spasmed and gripped my cock, again and again.

She began crying. Tears actually streamed down her cheeks, and she humped and held on and cried.

I pumped my seed into her for a full thirty seconds. I mean, it was a lot, but eventually I emptied out. My dick sagged and went limp, and I pulled it out of her.

“Oh, God…God…” she whimpered.

I put her down, and she fell. Fortunately, I had placed her before one of the chairs in the waiting area, and she fell back and collapsed onto the chair.

“Fuck,” she said. “You can really fuck.”

“Excellent,” I said. Now that I had cum my mind was already on to other things. “Can you tell me how to get out of here?”

“Out of here?” She was honestly confused. “Why would you want to leave?”

“I’ve got a job to do.”

“Job? We all have jobs to do here.”

“What’s yours?”

“Well, I’m in charge of perfumes. But we’re branching out into blush and concealer. So I’m doing some of that, too. Then, of course,” she smiled proudly, “I make love to Doctor Wodopianov every Tuesday.” She sighed. “I work hard. Maybe I can get promoted to two times a week. Wouldn’t that be groovy?”

Groovy. Must have had a mother that was a hippy.

“Say,” she brightened up. “Maybe I could do you a couple of times a week? I’m young, my pussy is tight…and I can do lots of things.”

“What kinds of things?”

“Oh, I can give good head, and I swallow. I can also take it up the rear. Heck, I can do just about anything. I really want to be a good woman.

Her statement of abilities made me think.

Before lipstick she was probably plain Jane. Now she was hotter than hot.

If Doc was to be believed the lipstick did it all, unleashed the sexual monster within.

“Do you…do you put on the special lipstick every day?”

“Oh, no. I’m all changed.”

“Do you want to?”

“Not really. Doc says a person will lose the desire for lipstick once he or she has completely changed.”

“So how many men work here…and are they all women now?”

For the next half hour we talked. We had sated our desires, and I was able to get a lot of questions answered.

Half the work force had been men, but they had all changed. Now everybody was a woman. Except for the Doc.

“So when do I change all the way?”

“I don’t know. Everybody is different.”

“If I take more lipstick…does that change me faster.”

“I think it does, but I don’t know. Doc knows, though. He passes out the lipstick, and he keeps records of how much lipstick everybody gets, and other cosmetics, and what the effects are, and all that sort of thing.

Doc Wodo again. Hmm. Son of a bitch really had this placed figured out.

Or did he?

After all, I wasn’t locked down, I was wandering around. Maybe there was something I could do…if I could stay free.

“Can you get me some lipstick?”

“Oh, no.” But there was hesitation in her manner.

“What?”

“Maybe I could…like, kiss you when I get some on. would that work?”

“Yes.”

It wasn’t a bad idea, especially since my cock was starting to twitch. Apparently an orgasm, even a world shattering one like I had just had, was only good for a half hour or so.

And I wanted to see where this change was going to take me.

Believe me, I didn’t want to be a woman, but the changes were happening, and…and something was compelling me.

I think underneath it all, I realized that change, the hormones being released, were compelling me, pulling me forward. Right then, on the surface, I just made justification and wanted to keep going.

In truth, I liked the horniness that possessed me. I liked my big dick being unleashed. I especially liked the way these women—I had only screwed two, but they seemed representative of the whole—wanted to latch on to me.

“What about other women.”

Her eyebrows lowered slightly. “Are you going to be untrue to me?”

“Oh, honey,” I smoothly stood up and took her in my arms. “There will never be anybody but you.” Such a liar. Funny, I hadn’t been a liar before, but this fire in my groin, it was making me do things. “But I need to complete the change. The more women I kiss the faster I’ll change, and the happier we will be.”

On the surface, and down in the depths, for that matter, it was not logical. But I was finding out a certain truth: women aren’t logical. They are emotional. And I was in a such a position that I wanted to, had to, use that emotion for my own purposes.

So began my odyssey. I lived in the little room downstairs, and the women came to me. They brought me gifts. Little things to show their appreciation for my big cock.

They brought me food. Little viands they prepared specially for me.

They brought themselves. Naked and wearing lingerie. And fully made up…with bright, red lipstick.

I gobbled their mouths. I hungrily kissed their lips. I smeared their lipstick onto my mouth. I absorbed that wonderful color into my soul, and I waited for the changes.

My cock, my wonderful cock, if anything, seemed to grow bigger, more stout, stronger.

And my semen came out in ever increasing floods.

But my chest remained flat. Relatively flat…I was gaining a little muscle. In fact, I think I had gained 10 pounds, and none of it flab, even though I wasn’t getting any exercise.

The women came, horny and lusting.

The women went, satisfied and loose-legged.

When was the change going to occur?

I was starting to get desperate, and that’s when Doc Wodo lowered the boom.

“Special Agent Samuel Burns.”

I froze. I had been raiding a vending machine when the announcement had burped out form the loudspeaker system.

“Agent Burns. Please report to Doctor Wodopianov’s office.”

I didn’t.

Several times during the day I heard the announcement, but I didn’t want to see him. Instead, I hid in the laundry room. I curled up in the towels and sheets and white uniforms and took a nap.

Hmm. What did the bad doctor want with me?

I had been in the institute about a month.

I actually expected the FBI to send a team out to find out what had happened to me. But bureaucracies are notoriously slow, so…so what did the Doc want with me?

The next day. More announcements.

Then Gwendolyn found me.

“Here you are!”

She ran to me, snuggled into my arms, and we laid back in the sheets and uniforms and fucked madly. It was easily done because she wore no clothes, and I had given up wearing clothes, so I simply inserted and we bounced and, a while later, I spewed copious amounts of fluid into her.

“I’ve missed you so much!” she cried when we were done.

“What does the Doctor want with me?”

“I don’t know.”

“Can you find out?”

“I could ask, but then he’d know I knew where you were.”

Hmm. I needed to know, but I didn’t trust the doctor. He probably had a new perfume or something. I snorted. Weaponized perfume. How insidious.

“I think you’re just going to have to go find out.”

“Go see him,” I stated without giving it much thought.

Yet, I was going to have to think about it.

“He’s going to catch you, you know.”

“Oh?” I looked at her.

“Yes. I heard he’s forming a ‘Catch Sam Corps.”

“And how would he catch me?”

“He could threaten to withhold lipstick from the women until they found you.”

Yeah. That would do it.

“Okay,” I sighed. “Why don’t you tell him I’ll come to his office tomorrow morning.”

“Okay,” she sighed happily and snuggled into my arms. Her hand felt my dick. “Oh. It’s soft.”

“Another fifteen minutes. Then I can do you.”

“Oh, goodie!” She snuggled further into me.

Eventually, after another tryst, she left, to go talk to Doc Leo, but she also talked to other women. All night long the ladies came to me. It was like they were sniffing me out, maybe it was me that was exuding pheromones, but they found me and they hugged me and they fucked me.

And what could I do? What’s that old saying? ‘Eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow we die.’ On the morrow I was going to beard the dragon in its den. I was going to see the man who had changed men into women. Who had made regular women into super women.

Who knew what plans he had? What schemes he had concocted to…to what? Trap me? Ensnare me? Imprison me…to kill me?

And I didn’t doubt that this was the case. What he had done…changing people’s DNA, altering chromosomes…he was capable of anything.

At 10 in the morning I arose and kicked the women out.

They huddled together, some of them sniffling back tears, and stood in the hallway and waited.

I got dressed. First time in a month. Fortunately, my dick was limp, and would be for a half hour. I was temporarily drained and could wear pants without the obscene bulge.

I picked up my holster and put it on.

My gun.

Did I need it?

Would I need it to fight off whatever the nefarious doctor’s plans were?

Whatever, I would be ready.

I stepped into the hallway and the women tried to hug me.

“No,” I spoke firmly, loudly, and they contented themselves with touching me as I passed.

Over the month I had familiarized myself with the Institute, and I knew where Doc Leo’s office was.

I walked down the corridors, climbed the stairs, and made my way to his office.

And stopped outside it.

The door was open, and I could swear I could hear him listening. Extending his perceptions and looking for me.

I stood, breathing deeply.

“Come on in,” his voice didn’t surprise me. For I could feel him.

I stepped into the doorway and looked into the office.

Same carpet. Same picture on the wall. Same conference table and ‘frigerator and safe and everything.

Same doctor sitting behind his desk.

But, no. Something was different.

Sniffing the very air, suspicious, I entered the room.

Doctor Wodopianov watched me, a wry expression on his face.

No poison darts from the walls. No pit fill with poison dipped stakes. No vipers or pistols or other methods of cutting me down to size.

Just the doctor. And the look on his face, it was…wry. And rueful. And…satisfied.

“Agent Burns. How nice to see you. Though it seems you’ve been avoiding me.”

“I don’t trust you. Can you blame me?”

“Why don’t you trust me?”

“Because of what you did, are doing, to everybody.”

“So I do what I do. Why does that bother you?” He was actually curious.

“Because you never asked them. You just did it.”

He nodded. “I understand, and you’re right. But, in my defense, as I explained a month ago, I was compelled. The chemicals that changed people, they compelled me, altered my way of thought, made me do things I normally wouldn’t have.”

“That doesn’t reassure me.”

“No. I can see that.” He sighed. Then: “that it would come to this…I never thought…”

I waited, but he said nothing more, then: “Would you like a drink?”

“The last time I had a drink with you I woke up a woman.”

He looked startled, then he started to laugh. And laugh and laugh.

Put off by his belly laugh, I waited, a confused look on my face.

“You really don’t know, do you?”

“Know what?” I asked.

“Know that…but, wait. It’s obvious you don’t understand, so let me explain it. Then maybe you can laugh with me.”

“I doubt it.”

“Then pour us some drinks. I’ll take my Vodka on the rocks. And let us have a final chat before…before…” he started chuckling again.

Put upon, not having any real choice, I went to the frig and made drinks.

Me, bourbon and Coke. Him, vodka. I brought the glasses to his desk, placed his in front of him and looked at the chair waiting for me.

He laughed again, just a bark, and he said, “Come now. Sit. If I was going to trap you I would have chosen a better and more insidious method.

So I sat.

We stared at each other over the expanse of his desk.

He smiled. Rueful.

I waited.

“Do you know what happens when a Queen Bee dies?”

What the fuck? I looked mystified by this sudden non sequitur.

He smiled at the look on my face.

“The other bees select a fresh egg and feed it special jelly, a ‘Royal Jelly,’ and, voila, we have a new Queen.

“In this poor analogy I am building I suppose the Stepforth Valley cosmetics are the ‘Royal Jelly.’

“At any rate, I missed one, little factor.”

“What’s that?” I asked. There was something in his attitude that was intriguing me.

“I thought,” he said, “I thought I was immune. Maybe it was something as simple as age. Maybe I had superior genes. But I thought that, since I didn’t change, that I was immune. That the ‘Royal Jelly’ didn’t effect me like it did the others. But I was wrong. I just happened to be the first male to be effected by the cosmetics. I had been having an affair with my secretary, and she kissed me, and I developed into an XYY. More man.

“The other men…they came after, and there was no need for a ‘King Bee,’ perhaps I should say ‘another’ King Bee. So they became women.

“Or, perhaps I really did have good genes.” He shrugged.

“Anyway, I was in charge, and I looked into synthesizing and making the world into a paradise for me, the most manly man around. Every one else a woman, designed to please me. Then you came along.

“I made sure Gwendolyn pleased you, and in the doing was able to apply the lipstick to you. I figured you would change into a woman, and I would have one more subject, and I would be closer to world domination.”

“I don’t…”

He talked over me. “But you didn’t change. At least, not into a woman.”

“But what…”

“Instead, you were more manly than me. Even though I was XYY, you were more manly. Maybe my age, maybe something else, but you didn’t change into what I wanted, you changed into what the ‘hive’—I guess I can call our little enclave here a hive—wanted.

I still—“

“You are YYY.”

I was silent.

Your dick is bigger. You can please more women than I can. Go on, look at yourself. Pull out your dick and let’s measure up.”

I sat, frozen. I couldn’t figure out what this trap was.

He stood up and pulled down his pants, and took off his shirt, and I had my proof. His dick was shrunken. Limp. Useless. On his chest he had saggy tits. Old tits.

We stared at each other.

“So, my friend, who backfired on me. I am about to abdicate, to leave my desk, to turn it over to you. Before I do, however, before I do what my chromosomes are demanding, I want to tell you certain things.”

He sat down and began speaking, and I listened. And, at the end, he stood up and walked out of his office.

I stood up, walked around the desk, and took his seat.

I was the ‘King Bee.’ I had the dick. I had the eternal lust. I would fill my women with seed and propogate the race, a new race.

Was this what Stepforth Valley had planned?

I thought not.

I thought that when Doctor Leonid Wodopianov had synthesized the ingredients of Stepforth Valley’s ‘Royal Jelly’ he had made a mistake. He had deviated from a plan where certain men became women, and others didn’t. And the new plan, according to the Alaska Scientific Studies Institute, was that only one man would be superior. And all the women would bend knee to him. And even the men would change into women and bend knee to him.

And I wondered what the original plan of Stepforth Valley was, and how this bizarre aberration would effect it.

Well, no matter. Someday I would find out.

But, until then, I would do what Doc Leo had told me. I would implement his plan.

I would continue his research into the Royal Jelly, and I would keep the institute running and supplied.

And I would gather people to us and expand our sphere of influence. I would change more and more men into women, and I would enhance more and more women.

We would take over the world, and I would lead…until another came along. A bigger YYY. Or maybe a YYYY.

Until then I would lead, and the world would follow.

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


Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

She said we weren’t cheating!


PART ONE

It started out innocently enough.

Jane is our neighbor, and my wife was on a business trip, and Jane needed a little help.

“Jerry? Could I borrow your ladder?”

“All I’ve got is a step ladder. Will that do?”

“I think so.”

So I put down the phone and went out to the garage. I picked up the step ladder and headed for Jane’s house. Through the side door, through the gap in the hedge, and I knocked on her kitchen door.

“Oh, thank you. Right in here.” She led the way into a spare room.

“Thank you, thank you,” she gushed. “I’ve been painting the spare room, and I can’t get the ceiling. Too short, you know.”

Yes. She was a shorty. Probably five foot even. Big breasts though. And I had observed her nipples standing up on occasion.

Not that I was given much occasion. My wife, Sheila, keeps me pretty busy. I work, I play, I do the chores…and she is the jealous type.

I set the ladder up and watched as Jane climbed up.

“Oh, no! I’m still too short!” The roller was still a couple of inches from the ceiling.

“Here, let me.”

I put a hand out to help her off the ladder and climbed up. It was a little wobbly, but I could reach the ceiling easily.

“I can’t ask you to paint my ceiling!”

“Nope,” I said, cheerfully, taking the roller out of her hand.

I rolled paint, a pale green, on the ceiling. At one point the ladder rocked. She quickly grabbed the top step and held it firm.

“Thanks,” I said.

The ladder seemed steady enough, so she let go. I was almost finished when it rocked again. This time she steadied me, and placed her hand right, square on my crotch.

“Yikes!” I blurted.

“What is that?” She didn’t take her hand away, but felt my crotch.

“Let go!” My voice sounded a little strangled.

“Do you…is that…”

“Do you mind?” My hands were full of paint pole, hers were full of…me.

She didn’t mind. In fact, she pulled the waist band of my pajama bottoms—that’s what I was wearing, it was early in the morning and I hadn’t changed—down and stared.

My cock was inside a plastic tube. It was tight in the tube, and my cock was pulsing inside, trying to get large, trying to get out.

“Oh, my God!”

I struggled for balance, held on to the pole, and couldn’t pull my pants up.

Jane grabbed her cell phone, it was on a dresser, and started snapping pictures.

“Hey! No! Don’t do that!”

She just giggled and kept snapping.

I tried to step down the ladder, but my pants had fallen lower and I couldn’t. I’d fall if I tried to take a step.

Click. Click. Click. Close ups, wide angles. Different positions.

I turned this way and that, trying to hide myself, my face turning eighteen shades of crimson.

I was actually crying by the time she finished.

She uploaded quickly, then put her phone down and helped me off the ladder. All the time she was laughing.

“Jerry! I never knew you were so kinky! I mean, I’ll be honest, I thought you were sort of a staid, stick in the mud type. And here you’ve been hiding your kink from me this whole time.”

“I’m not, I can’t…you can’t tell anybody.”

“Why not?”

“Shiela doesn’t know.”

I was redder than a fire engine. Totally humiliated. And my fire hose was trying to burst free. In fact, it was struggling to erect so hard it was painful. I actually bent a little at the waist to relieve the fierce pressure.

Shiela, meanwhile, ignored my embarrassment and handled my junk. Which is to say she handled my cock cage.

She turned it this way and that. She lifted it, she squeezed my balls.

I put aside the paint pole and tried to push her hands away and pull up my pants.

“Oh, no, you don’t.” She slapped at my hands. And, she had a grip on me. There actually wasn’t much I could do.

“Please, let me go!” Was that my voice? That terrified whine?

“So Shiela doesn’t know,” Jane mused. holding the cock cage to the side and examining my balls close up.

“And she mustn’t. Please, unhand me.”

“Unhand me,” she mocked me and giggled. “As if. No, I think I’ll handle you for a while. Come on.”

She walked out of the room, dragging me by the penis. She led me, like my penis was a leash, to the kitchen. She sat down and began to examine the workings in earnest.

“So the balls are trapped. Can’t get out without losing them. And, oh…the prick can’t move because of those little points. It looks to me like you’re caught.”

She grinned up at me, her hands now fondling my package.

My legs were growing weak. I was so red in the face I was actually dizzy. She kept me on my feet, though, with her strong hands.

“So, tell me, how did this come to be?”

Mumbling, blurting, my mind a confused whirl, I explained.

“I just read about it on the net and thought it was cool.”

“And how long have you been locking yourself up like this?”

“I don’t kno…I—ow!” Jane gave a hard squeeze.

“Tell me, buster!”

“Two years.”

Her eyes grew a little round. “Two years wearing this thing? How did you hide it from Shiela?”

“I don’t wear it all the time, only when she’s gone.”

“So she’s gone now.”

“Business trip. Might be two weeks.”

Jane pursed her lips and thought. “So Shiela gets this big promotion and has to go out of town every so often, and while the cat’s away, or maybe I should say while the pussy’s away, the little mousie is trapped and wanting…what do you want?”

“What do you mean?”

“What do you get out of this? What’s the big kick for you?”

“I just get real horny, then I jack off.”

“Aha.” An evil gleam came into her eyes. “You used to jack off.”

“Used to…what do you..”

“Go get me the key to this thing. No, get the keys. There must be two. Right?”

“I…you don’t…I won’t.”

“Yes. You will.” She picked up her phone and pulled up a juicy picture of me standing on the ladder, fright in my face, pants down, cock all wrapped up and nowhere to go. “Because if you don’t I will email this to your wife.”

“NO!

“Go get the keys!”

“But I was just helping you paint your ceiling.” God, I sound piteous.

“Thank you. Now, the keys.”

“But you…”

“I’m typing in Shiela’s email address right now.”

“But she’ll know it’s you!”

“I don’t care. I’m lowering my finger to the send button now.”

Her finger hovered over her phone, descended slowly towards the face plate.

“Okay! Okay!”

She held her finger motionless and looked at me. “Well?”

I ran out of her kitchen, through the yards, and in to my house. In the bedroom I picked up a key. I found the spare in the back of a drawer. I ran back.

Jane was sitting at the kitchen table. She was smiling and tapping her foot. And her shirt was off.

I froze. I boggled. Her big tits, all out of proportion to her small body, were encased in a flimsy bra. “What are you doing?”

“Getting comfortable.” She held out her palm.

Stunned, speechless, I placed the keys in her hand.

She closed her fist on them, and her eyes gleamed with satisfaction and…power.

“Oh, God,” I said.

“What?” She asked, all innocent.

“I read about…there are stories of women who…”

“Who what?” She sat back and placed her arms over the backs of the chairs next to her. God, she had huge bosoms And I could see the nipples standing up under the material.

“Who…tortured…who…” I fumbled, couldn’t speak. I was mesmerized by her tits.

“Tortured? How interesting.”

She slipped out of her pants, tossed them aside, and sat with her legs spread. I could see her hairs escaping from her panties. I could see her…her camel toe. It was easy to see. The thin material. The lips pushing out.

She patted her pussy.

“Please…don’t.” I sounded like I was being choked to death.

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t…” I turned away.

“Get back here,” she snapped.

I turned back around. I didn’t want to, but I was compelled. The sight of her tits…her pussy…my cock revolted against the cage. It pressed outward, and I felt the blood pulsing through me. Heysoos, if I didn’t have this thing on I would have squirted right then and there, no stimulation but the sight of her…her…”

She reached down and patted her pussy. She rubbed a spot at the top of her slit. “Oh…that feels good.”

I started to cry. Actual tears were overflowing and streaming down my cheeks.

She reached up and played with one nipple.

“Oh, if only I had a big, strong man to fuck me. You know, push his giant penis into my tiny, little snatch. I’m real juicy right now, you know?”

She was breathing hard.

I wasn’t aware that I was breathing.

“Take off your clothes.”

“Please, no.”

“Now.” She placed a hand on her cell phone.

I pushed my bottoms down and stepped out of them. My cock pulsated in the cage.

“Ooh,” she smiled. “Your shirt. Your shoes. Everything.”

“Please, my wife…”

“Oh, you want me to call Shiela?”

I didn’t say anything, just shucked my shirt and kicked off my shoes.

“Oh, look how it jumps.”

It was pulsing and bobbing. Hard. I had never felt so strangled.

“You know, I never thought…but this is making me so-o-o horny.”

She rubbed her pussy harder.

“Can I go home?” I begged. My chest was now getting wet from my tears.

“No. You may not go home. In fact…” she pulled off her panties.

Her pussy was beautiful. It was wet and moist, ready, and I could see every detail.

“Get down here and eat me to a squirt.”

“I…but…I…you…” even as I talked my knees buckled. I slow walked forward like I was hypnotized.

She smiled, reached out and grabbed the back of my head. She pulled me forward as she tilted her hips up.

My face landed in her snatch. I felt the slit, the labia surrounding my nose.

She laughed. “A nose fuck might be fun, but I really wanted your tongue.”

I raised my face and began to lick her.

“Oh, yeah. That is good!” She gave a light moan, and held my hair, keeping my face in place.

I licked up and down, I found the clitoris and began to suck it.

“Oh, baby. Shiela had it good. Do you do this to Shiela?”

I shook my head.

She lifted my hair, brought my face up and looked at me. “What? You don’t eat Shiela’s pussy?”

“She doesn’t…like sex. Much.”

“Are you fucking serious?” Her face was filled with open incredulity. “Are you really serious?”

I nodded.

She smashed my face back into her pussy. “Heysoos, that girl doesn’t know what she’s missing.”

I lapped away at her womanhood for a minute, then she lifted my head back up.

She looked at me with a sort of suspicious look. “Do you like it? Eating pussy?”

I nodded.

She slapped my face back into her monkey knuckle. “Good.”

I lapped for another minute, then she lifted my face up again. “We’re going to have have fun with this. You and I are.”

“Please, I don’t want to be untrue…”

She laughed. She pushed my head down to her vagina once again. “You silly stupe. This isn’t cheating. This is you providing a service and me getting off. You aren’t going to get off. Not with me, you’re not. You can go fuck your stupid wife, if you want, but when it comes to me, I’m going to make you into my little panty boy.”

With that statement she began to cum. I felt her hips close on me, her legs pressed against my cheeks, and she began to jerk, little spasms. At one point I caught a glimpse of her eyes, tightly closed.

Finally, she pushed me away. I fell back on my butt and just sat there. At that moment I was a volcano of emotions.

Embarrassed and humiliated.

My cock struggling so hard inside the cage.

A thin bit of pre-cum was drooling from the end of my cage.

And my balls…my balls were so blue that I was afraid they would pop.

Jane sighed and leaned back in her chair. She had had a good cum.

“Oh, yeah.”

After a minute she opened her eyes. She stood up, all businesslike. “Go home. You’ve got an hour to eat, do whatever chores you have to do, and then I want you back here. One hour. Naked. Got it? Chop chop!” She clapped her hands.

Nodding, defeated, I stood up. I could hardly stand straight for the pain in my groin. I had never wanted to cum so bad in my life.

Jane walked past me, and I turned out the side door. I didn’t even get dressed. I just picked up my clothes and left the room. All the way home my mind was a blasted confusion.

I had cheated. No, I hadn’t. But isn’t eating another woman cheating? Not if you don’t cum. But she had cum. But I hadn’t put my dick in her.

Thinking such thoughts, slightly bent and holding my balls and cock, I entered my house.

First, I took a shower. An ice cold one. I felt the cold water sluice around my package and cool down my heated groin. I became aware that I was able to think again. My flesh began to lose its red tint.

I was having an affair with somebody other than my wife. Fuck.

But it wasn’t an affair. I was performing a service.

But I had my face in another woman’s privates.

I ate a little oatmeal. I shaved. I didn’t do much else. I was in shock.

Finally, noting the clock approaching the hour, I stood up and wearily left my house. Out the garage door, through the hedge, and into the kitchen.

“Jane?” My voice was a croak.

She entered the room, and my breath caught. She had taken off all her clothes, and she chuckled at the look on my face.

“Have I got a better body than your wife?”

“I…I…”

“No need to answer. Come with me.”

I followed her back through the house. We entered her bedroom. She handed me a bottle. It was Nair. “Put this on all over your body. Let it sit fifteen, until you feel a slight flush, then hop in the shower. Don’t get any of it on your head.”

I nodded, then realized, “Wait a minute! Shiela will notice if I don’t have any hair!”

“Probably not, if she doesn’t like a lot of sex. Woman who don’t like sex don’t usually notice the little things.”

“But taking all the hair off my body is a big thing!”

“To you maybe. But you don’t have any choice. So get in there and start.”

I stepped into her bathroom and slathered the cream all over. Chest, underarms, groin, legs and arms, everywhere but above the neck.

Jane was elsewhere. Doing something. I waited for the burn to start.

At 16 minutes I felt the slight tingle of heat, and I stepped into the shower. My hair slipped right off my body and slithered down the drain. Oh, heysoos.

“You done in there?”

I nodded, then realized she couldn’t hear a nod. “Yeah.”

I stepped out and she threw a fluffy towel at me. “Nice, slick. You look real bald.”

She laughed, I just rubbed water off and was gloomy.

“Come on.”

I put the towel in the hamper and stepped into the bedroom.

She was holding a bra and panties. There was a black skirt and white blouse on the bed. She was showing more teeth than a lion at a meat party.

“What’s this?”

“I always wanted a maid. You’re going to be it.”

“No…”

“Yes. And if you give me any crap I’m just going to go send a photo to your wife.”

“But…I…”

She threw the bra and panties at me. “They’re my sister’s. She won’t mind, and she’s about your size.”

“I…but…”

She glared at me.

“How do I do this?”

She grinned wolfishly in victory. “Put on the panties first.”

I stepped into the panties. Except they weren’t panties. They were tummy shapers. I felt my gut being compressed. I had to shove my cock cage down. I guess that’s where the limp dickedness that a cock cage imparts comes in handy. I could bend my penis down so it didn’t show against the tummy shaper.

“Oh, cool,” she murmured, watching me. Then she stepped forward and helped me into the bra.

“You have to turn it like this, now it will slip around to the front. There. Pull it up.

She adjusted the straps and handed me a pair of breast forms. Big ones. Ridiculously big ones.

“Party joke,” she explained. “Used once.”

She pulled me over to look at a mirror.

I wasn’t a tall fellow, about five foot eight, and the tits stuck wa-a-y out.

She giggled. “Now, put this on.” She handed me a garter belt. “I thought about panty hose, but this will better allow you to pee.”

I settled the belt around my waist.

“Sit down. Now, watch.”

She unrolled stockings up my fresh shaved legs.

I had been brain numbed thus far, but suddenly I felt the sexiness of the nylons. It was like my legs were penises. My whole body throbbed with sexiness. My penis pushed against plastic. Hard.

“Is your dick trying to stand up?”

I nodded. Dismal.

“Oh, that’s good. Does it feel good?”

“Well, uh…I guess.”

She laughed. “Don’t be so shy. Admit it.”

“Okay, it does.”

She nodded and had me stand up. She fastened the nylons to the garter.

“Here. Get into this.” She handed me the skirt.

That was easy. I simply stepped in, pulled it up, and fastened a couple of buttons. In the mirror I now had a woman’s body. A big-titted, woman’s body.

“Now sit here.”

I sat at her make up table and she began to work.

“Don’t worry. I’m just cleaning up your eyebrows. I won’t make them too sexy.

She snipped a couple of strands of hair, brushed my hair into a bob and sprayed it. “Good thing you wear your hair long.”

Was it? At that moment I didn’t think so.

“Now, let’s do the face. How’s your dick?”

“It hurts.”

“But in a good way, right?”

I nodded.

“Speak, don’t move. I don’t want to mess you.”

She washed my face. I had just had a shower, but she cleansed it with a little pad.

“This will get the pores all clean. Nothing’s worse than blackheads, right, girlfriend?”

“I’m not your girlfriend.”

“No. You’re my maid. But if you don’t want to have fun with this…” she said it simple, but it was a warning of sorts.

She applied moisture and foundation and other creams and powders. My face began to look a little pale and blotchy.

She applied blush and concealer and my color came back a little.

“You’ve got nice eyes,” she whispered, concentrating on shadowing my lids.

In the mirror I was starting to look more female. And mysterious. And not like myself.

“Ooh. I’m good. I’m good.” Her tongue was sticking out one corner of her mouth as she painted my lips. Bright red. I loved red. But on my wife, not on me.

Although, looking at my new face, I felt a surge of interest.

“Okay, let’s put your blouse on, and I’ve got a wig in the closet if your hair isn’t long enough.”

A minute later I stood in front of the mirror. I was a sexy woman with a too big chest. It made Jane giggle, and she cupped one hand on one of my tits.

I had shape, my face was feminine, and my hair was long enough and lustrous.

“Oh, we’re getting there.”

“Can’t we stop now?” But, I hate to admit it, there was something in this that was making itself felt. My dick was in constant surge. And I think if I had been released at that moment I wouldn’t have run away. I would have just stood there and masturbated.

Me? As a woman? What the fuck!

She sat me back down at the table and began doing my nails. Long, fake ones, and painted red.

“I won’t be able to do anything with these,” I remarked, totally fascinated by the claws poking out from my fingers.

“Nonsense,” said Jane. “You’ll be able to dust and vacuum and do the dishes. You’ll even be able to clip my hedge—on the inside.” She giggled. “Don’t think the neighbors would understand my maid doing yard work.”

“Please. Do we have to…”

“Of course we do. And, I’ll tell you the truth. Your voice is changed.”

“What?”

“It’s softer. Breathier.”

“That’s the girdle thing.”

“Tummy shaper. I’ll get you a girdle later. Actually, I’ll get you a full blown corset, bones and all. But your attitude has changed. Admit it. You like this.”

“It’s different,” I admitted.

“Ha. Different like in you’ve never felt so sexy.”

I didn’t say anything.

“You don’t have to say anything. I can feel it. It’s like you’re glowing.”

She went to my other hand.

“Now you know why women like it. Why we always get all dressed up. It makes you feel beautiful, and strong, and powerful. Now, don’t move. Let them dry. I’ll get your shoes.”

She went into her closet and brought out a pair of heels.

“Marcia’s. My sister. She won’t mind. In fact, she’d probably like it.”

She knelt by me and slipped a high heel on me. Then the other one. She stood up then, placed a hand on my shoulder and leaned and watched me in the mirror. “God. You are gorgeous. Oh! I know!”

She ran out of the room and came back a minute later. She was carrying a little kit “We’re going to pierce your ears.”

“No! Shiela will see that!”

“No. She won’t. You’ll just have a little dot in the lobes. They’ll probably close up by the time we do this again.”

“We’re going to do this again?” I stared at her in horror.

“Sure you don’t think we can stop! Not now!”

“But…yes. I don’t want to do this again.”

“Silly boy. Or girl. Of course you do.”

She placed a hot needle at my ear, paused, and punched it through.

“Ow!”

“Baby.”

She did the other one.

“All right, let’s just put some hoops in. Good old standard hoops.”

A few seconds later big hoops dangled from my lobes.

Staring at the mirror, I could see the extra sparkle they gave my face. Heck. I was actually sexy!

“Okay, let’s have a look.”

We stood in front of the mirror. She was short and big breasted. I was taller and bigger breasted. But we looked like females. Well, of course she did. But I did, too! I didn’t look like a male in drag, I didn’t even remind myself of me. The male me.

“Excellent. Let’s get a few pictures.”

“NO!”

She blinked. “Why not?”

“I don’t want anybody to see me like this!”

“Why not? You’re beautiful.”

“But I don’t want Shiela to see me.”

“She won’t…if you do everything I say.”

“But…but…”

“Now stand in the center of the room and twirl.

So I did. And she took pictures. And a part of me lived in dread city, terrified.

But another part of me felt happy, joyous, and filled with kinky energy.

The morning was gone, and Jane fixed a small lunch. Just a salad for her, and carrot sticks and celery dipped in peanut butter for me.

“But I’m hungry!” I whined.

“Aside from having to watch your girlish figure,” she explained, “You don’t want to mess up your make up.”

“But girls eat! Why can’t I?”

“Because you don’t know how to eat. And I’m not going to spend all afternoon reapplying your lipstick. Now eat your celery and shut up.”

I shut, and sat and fed myself rabbit food, and watched Jane.

I was so horny, and she was such a sexy woman, and I felt like I was falling in love.

Oh, I wasn’t, but how can you not feel intimate, and even loving, with a woman who had done the things she had done to me?

She watched me, and she knew what I was thinking. “Love me?”

“Well, uh…” I blushed.

“Come on. Out with it.”

“Yes.” I looked down. I had mumbled, but it was clear.

“Well, don’t worry. I’m just a fling. You really love your wife.”

Huh. My wife. Who was ambivalent about sex. Yes, I did, but right now my cock was dancing around down there, trying to get hard, and my balls were bluer than a cop’s uniform.

“Okay, now, about this afternoon.”

I blinked. My false eyelashes made the world shutter.

“I need my house cleaned. Cleaning supplies are in the closet. If you don’t know how to do something ask. I’ll be in the living room.”

There was something in the way she said that last remark.

“What are you going to be doing in the living room.”

“Whatever I want,” she muttered, defiant.

Oh. That shut me up. But it also struck me. She was a woman who did what she want. And, in a way, she had just done what I wanted.

Yes. I wore a chastity tube, but there were other dreams under the surface. There were desires I had never allowed into the light of day.

Heck, I wasn’t even aware of a desire to be a woman, but she had found it, outed it, and here it was.

“Now, wash the dishes and get to work.

That afternoon I dusted and vacuumed. She patted my ass when I ran the vacuum past her.

I did the laundry, her dainty underthings, by hand. While she lounged on the couch and watched soap operas and…ate chocolates.

That’s right. That’s what she wanted a maid for, that’s what she wanted to do…she wanted to watch soap operas and eat chocolates while a ‘man maid’ cleaned her house.

But…was I a man maid Or was I just a maid?

Tottering around on heels, learning to walk, feeling my butt pooch out as I bent to relieve pressure on my chastity cage…I felt like a woman.

So…?

And I mowed her lawn and did the dishes.

By then it was dinner time.

“Oh, I’m not going to eat. I ate too much already.”

The empty box of chocolates testified to that.

“But you need to eat something before you go home. In fact, you need to do something before you go home.”

I was tired. Aside from working all day, I had been working in high heels. How the hell did women manage that? Every day, tottering around in the sky?

“Come with me.” She walked back to the bedroom.

She tossed off the negligee she had been lounging in all day and lay on the bed and spread her legs. I thought she wanted me to eat her, but she said, “It’s in the bottom drawer.”

I opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and found a mess of straps and…a dildo?

“What’s…” I held it up and tried to figure it out.

“It’s a strap on, silly. Put it on and come eat me. But don’t forget the foreplay. I like a lot of tongue action, play with my tits, and then fill me up, buttercup.” She sighed and plumped a pillow into place.

I untangled the straps and fit the thing around my waist. It poked out perfectly, a fake cock that was every bit as big, if not bigger, than my own cock.

On the bed, Jane smiled hungrily.

I went to the bed and bent down.

“Ooh, your lips are a super turn on.”

I put my red lips to her cunt and began to eat.

She moaned and writhed, and I put a couple of fingers up her hole. “Oh, yes…”

I ate her voraciously. I pummeled her pussy with my mouth, then I moved up to her breasts.

She arched her back as I sucked her nipples, and my hand was jack hammering her pussy.

“Fuck…fuck, yes…do it!” She was a vocal woman, and she was lost in her pleasure.

“Now stick it in me.”

I knelt between her legs. I arranged my fake peter at her folds, and I slid in.

She was moist, juicy, and she grunted and accepted the slippery dick in her snatch.

“Oh, that’s it. That’s right.”

I began to go in and out.

On one hand, it was surreal, like I was fucking a woman with somebody else’s dick.

On the other hand, it was me fucking her.

Was I being untrue?

According to her I was not. My dick was virgin where she was concerned.

I stared in fascination as she began to ascend the hill to orgasm.

She held on to me, squeezed my biceps, hugged my body, and her hips tilted and thrust, swallowing my fake manhood.

I kissed her then.

Was I being untrue?

She kissed me back, and man, that woman knew how to kiss. She literally raped my mouth with hers.

In my groin my dick was beside itself. It was as close as close could be, yet denied.

I began to move more frantically, controlled by my urges, giving in to my urges, yet totally unable to feel and appreciate what I was doing.

“Fu…fu…”

She began to crest. Her hips locked, her muscles spasmed, and I knew her pussy muscles were squeezing the fake cock. Hell, I could almost feel it as her muscles tried to strangle the plastic peter.

Then she was at the top, eyes open, dazed, not sure what was going on, just sure that she was experiencing heaven on earth.

“Fu…fu…fu-u-u-u-ck!”

Then she sort of collapsed under me. Her muscles went slack and she just lay there, like she was a puddle of goo. No bones in her body.

I pulled my penis out and got off her.

She lay there, her eyes open, as if comatose. I surmised that I was done for the day. I took off the harness and washed the penis and replaced it in her drawer.

I went home.


PART TWO

“Honey, I’m home!”

I rushed out to the kitchen and kissed Shiela passionately.

She was normally a reserved sort of person, but now she opened her eyes in surprise, and began to kiss back. Finally, she pushed me back. “Whoa…you must have really missed me!”

“Oh, I did…I did.”

I carried her luggage into the bedroom and helped her get squared away. I put her dirty clothes in for a wash, I hung up her suits for the cleaners, and she laughed. “Whoa! Man, are you on speed or something?”

I turned, and realized that I had been manifesting two things. First, I was efficient as a maid, as Jane had taught me to be. Second, I was moving fast because I wanted to get her in bed. Put her things away, put wife in bed. Fuck.

Heck, Jane had just unlocked me an hour before. She had sent me home with a kiss and a grin. “Guess I know who’s going to be getting a little.”

After two weeks of chastity and forced to be a maid, I was hornier than I had ever been in my life. And I had no time or chance to wack off. I was going to have to take it out on my wife.

I looked at my wife. “Sorry, it’s just that I missed you.” I took her in my arms and kissed her hungrily.

Now, here’s the weird thing.

Normally, Shiela was stand offish. Insisted on sex only at nighttime, after going to bed. And even then she was reserved, slow and considerate and…dare I admit it…boring.

But now I was so filled with energy. I was so insistent and passionate, she began to respond.

I felt her breasts. Oh, they’re different than Jane’s. I cupped her mons. I chewed on her mouth like it was a dog bone and I was the dog.

She giggled and pushed me away. “Can you let me get undressed?”

Oh, my God! She wasn’t going to make me wait for night time!

“I’ll help,” I said, eagerly.

I reached for her, but she pushed me away. She was starting to breath harder. “No, you just sit down. Let me enjoy this.”

Enjoy this? But it had always been sedate and orderly. A duty. Now she wanted to enjoy?

I sat and watched.

Her blouse came off, her bra, and her large breasts hung tantalizingly.

“You might want to undress yourself.”

It almost startled me, I had been so intent that I hadn’t taken my own clothes off. I shucked out of them in literally three seconds.

“Oh, my God!” Shiela laughed delightedly. “I’ve never seen you like this.” She slipped off her skirt. She stood in garter and nylons. That was enough for me. I went in for the kill.

“Oh!” she laughed joyously as I picked her up and twirled her around to the bed.

I threw her down, gently, of course, and went for the snatch.

“OH!” She started to pound on my head with her fists, then stopped. My tongue was doing its magic, and she suddenly realized how good it felt.

“Oh,” and she curled a hand around the back of my head.

I risked a glance up at her and saw that she had cupped her breast with her free hand and was pulling on the nipple.

I slid up her body, kissed her tits, then I was over her, ready to penetrate. Our eyes were locked, and in love. Real love. We had never been so excited. Our breathing was mingled as we shared our heat.

I began to lower, to press my penis into her snatch, and…

“UHHH!” I groaned.

Her eyes went wide and she stared at me.

“I’m sorry!”

She pushed me up and looked down.

My cock was spewing. It was a firehose. I hadn’t even gotten into her, and it was expending two weeks worth of semen. Two weeks of being hornicized by Jane, down the drain. Well, onto the bush. Wasted. useless.

Shiela pushed me up further and sat up. She looked down at the mess in her lap.

She looked at me. “Oh, my God!”

“I’m sorry. I got too excited.”

“I’ll say.” She stood up and walked into the bathroom.

I turned over and sat on the bed, and never has there been a more miserable man.

I listened to the shower. I looked at my limp cock. I looked at the splatters on the bed.

I was going to have to do the laundry.

Well, I knew how to do that. After two weeks of doing Jane’s I knew how to strip a bed and clean the sheets and blankets and covers.

The shower door closed and Shiela stepped into the bedroom, toweling herself off.

“Honey, I’m sorry. I—“

She put up a hand. “It’s okay. You just got a little out of control. I should consider it a compliment.”

“Then you…”

“We can try again later.”

I have never felt so sad in my life.

“You what?”

Shiela was at the office turning in some paperwork and Jane had come over to ‘borrow a cup of sugar,’ which meant to get nosy and ask how things had gone.

“I premature ejaculated. I shot all over her. I didn’t even get inside.”

Jane started laughing. Hilariously. Oh, she rolled and held her belly. “After all that, two weeks of semen all store up, and when you finally get your chance…”

“It’s not funny.”

“Oh, yes. It is. But I understand why you’re not laughing.”

She laughed enough for both of us.

“Well, I’ve got to get back to work,” I sniffed.

Jane stopped laughing long enough to say, “Look, next time I’ll let you jack off in the morning.”

“But then I might not be able to cum!”

“Well, you have a hard choice. Don’t jack off and shoot faster than Roger Rabbit, or jack off and be able to at least get hard enough to please your wife. What will you do…what will you do?” She patted my cheek and danced on home.

That night I tried to make love with Shiela again, but it was no use. For one, I was limp. Empty. Shot my wad. For two, the big excitement, the manic energy, it was gone. That was depleted, as well.

Oh, I managed to satisfy her, but with my fingers. She had a good bang, but, you know, it’s not the same.

It was the next day before I was hard enough to enter her, and two days before I was able to cum. And it was a strained cum. A cum where I had to try so hard it wasn’t much fun.

The only bright side was that Shiela was pleased with the condition of the house. It was as clean as…as if a maid had been here. That was what Shiela observed, and she had no idea how close to the truth she was. Jane had found that cleaning one house wasn’t good enough, she had come over and ate a chocolate or two and watched soap operas while I had cleaned my own house.

A week passed, and things were getting back to normal.

Oh, the sex wasn’t exciting, but it was there. And, except for the occasional chuckle, Shiela seemed to have forgotten about my premature ejaculation.

“Uh oh,” Shiela came in the door. “Emergency in Bangkok.”

“Oh, no. You just got home.”

“It’s been a week. You got your jollies.” Smirk, smirk.

“But…”

“No time to chit chat. Get my suitcases out and let’s pack me up and send me off.”

Oh, crap. I was just starting to feel randy and…and now this.

Sadly, I packed her suitcase while she showered. Then I brushed her hair—something that surprised her, but Jane had taught me how—while she put on her make up.

Finally, I rolled her suitcases out to the car and loaded them in the trunk.

“Sorry, honey. But I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

She kissed me good by, then looked at me. It was a solemn look, a considerate look, and I knew what she was thinking. Premature ejaculator! Then she backed out of the driveway and zoomed down the street.

I stood silently, forlornly, thinking no thoughts, at least no happy thoughts, then I heard my cell phone go off.

I ran into the house. I wondered if Shiela had forgotten something. Surely—

“Hello? Shiela?”

“Nope.”

I stared at the phone. Jane.

“Where’d she go?”

I thought about lying. I thought about refusing. But I couldn’t. Aside form the photos she had taken, there was a piece of me that…that wanted.

What was wrong with me? Did I want to be a girl? A maid?

I thought about jacking off. If I told the truth I wouldn’t be able to jack off until Shiela got home. That might be weeks.

But if I didn’t tell the truth…and the demon inside my head went off.

“She had a company emergency. She’ll be in Bangkok for a couple of weeks.”

I could hear Jane drawing her breath in.

“Oh, baby. Get over here right now. And you know what to wear. And I want the keys.”

I hung up the phone. Then I texted. “I need to get cleaned up.”

No answer. Okay. I would clean up.

I used Nair. I hopped into the shower. I put on my device. I stared at my shriveled worm. It had had so little fun, and now it was back in prison.

I went out the side door and over to Jane’s.

For the next hour she fixed me up. She had ordered clothes to fit me, and a real maid’s outfit. She even had a pair of special order high heels.

She made me up. Well, had me make myself up. She had started doing that, teaching me how to take care of my own face, but I needed practice. A lot of practice. It looked like I was going to get a couple of weeks worth.

Then, all made up, looking sexy, I began prancing around her house.

It had only been a week, and there wasn’t much in the way of dust or accumulated grime, but I worked quickly and with an eye to detail.

It’s funny. When I had just been in charge of my house, before this all started, it was slap dash, do it quick and get out to the golf links.

But now, feeling so sexy, my cock whining and crying in its cage, I found that attention to detail took my attention off my predicament, and I did good and thorough work.

I scrubbed the bathroom, taking care to whiten the grout. I waxed the floors, making them shine. And, of course, I dusted and vacuumed.

Jane watched me, talked to me every once in a while, and spent a bit of time watching the TV.

“You’re going to get fat,” I observed at one point.

She was a master of the comeback, and she quipped, “You certainly won’t.’

“Funny,” I said.

She said, “Maybe I’ll get so fat you’ll have to trundle me around in a wheel barrow. Think Shiela will mind?”

I didn’t say anything. Shiela was on my mind, and it was not happy thoughts.

Jane might say I wasn’t cheating, but I was involved in intimate acts, kinky acts, with my neighbor. So if I wasn’t cheating…what was it?”

“Oh, poor Jerry,” she patted my cheek.

But she started looking at her figure more, and eating chocolates less, and one day she popped in an exercise video, tossed me a leotard, and we started exercising.

Oh, I didn’t like it much. A bunch of women dancing around, but it worked. I was in good shape, but when Shiela finally came home I was in better shape.

And Jane had jacked me off before she arrived.

“Hey, honey. I missed you.” I kissed Shiela perfunctorily.

She kissed me back, then stared at me.

“What?”

“Something’s different.”

“No…no. Same old Jerry.”

“No…oh, you look thinner. Your face. Have you lost weight?”

“Oh, yeah. I think I might have dropped a few pounds.”

Ten pounds, to be exact.

I carried her luggage into the bedroom and helped her unpack. She cleaned up, then came out of the bathroom and sat on the bed and watched me.

I was hanging up her clothes carefully, making sure there were no wrinkles.

“You’ve gotten better at that.”

“What?”

“I remember when you used to throw my clothes in the closet.”

“Oh, well…”

“And then there was the time you threw me on the bed…”

Oh, no. That one delicious experience, me out of control last time, it was still in her mind.

“Oh, well, I’m sorry. I pulled a muscle doing yard work this morning.”

God, I felt like shit. I had just weaseled out of making love to my wife. Jane had jacked me off, and now I thought that might be too much. I felt no iron in my rod. The car was in the garage with no way to get it out.

The look on her face was absolutely and totally inscrutable. “That’s okay. I’m a little tired, anyway.”

What a disaster.

Still, the house was clean. Immaculate, actually, and slowly we returned to normal.

I began making love to her, and she accepted my efforts, though without a great deal of enthusiasm. A job to be done. And time passed.

The months passed, and they were a strange mix of heaven and hell.

On one hand, whenever Shiela was away I was living an exciting, bone making dream. I was fucking Jane with a fake dick, getting hornier and hornier.

But when Shiela came home Jane would jack me and I would be less than satisfactory.

Slowly, slowly, my marriage began to come apart.

I knew why. I had a massive secret. Was I cheating? Though Jane said not, I had the feeling that I was.

But I didn’t know what to do about it.

Shiela went away for a month.

An entire month of being locked up.

A month of fucking Jane with the fake dick.

A month of feeling excited and guilty all at the same time.

Then Shiela came home, and she was different. And it wasn’t a happy different.

She rolled up in the car and I tried to kiss her, but she pushed me away and strode into the house.

What the fuck?

I took her luggage in and began putting it away and sorting it for cleaning. She was in her office, and the door was closed.

Huh. Must be a super emergency at work. I hoped she didn’t have to go away again. Or…maybe I did.

I finished with the clothes, was just shoving the suitcases into the top of the closet when Shiela came out of her office. She was holding a manila envelope, smacking it against her thigh. “Come with me.”

Huh?

I followed her out the front door and over to Jane’s house. What the…?

She knocked. More like pounded.

Jane opened the door, her face surprised.

Shiela strode past her, and I knew, then, that the jig was up.

“So, while I’m away the mice will play.” Shiela opened the envelope and pulled out a sheaf of pictures. She tossed them on the table and they spread out like playing cards.

Pictures.

Me, as a maid. Jane, naked. Coming out of Jane’s house. Going into my house. lots of pictures.

Jane. Big tits. Laughing.

Me. Big tits. Prancing.

Pictures.

I stared at them, and my mind felt like somebody had used a giant nutcracker on it.

“I go to work and you,” she looked at Jane, “And some other bimbo go and fuck my husband!”

My head jerked up.

Jane looked at me. Shock. And…weird, a sort of delighted knowledge.

“Who is this other bitch? And why did you…I can’t believe you…”. she began to cry.

“Honey,” I tried. “It isn’t what you think.”

“No wonder the house was clean. Clean in more ways than one,” she sobbed.

Jane: “I didn’t fuck your husband.” She had a sly look of twisted humor on her face. “But that’s not to say he didn’t fuck me.”

My head jerked towards her.

Shiela looked at her. “I can’t believe you. I thought we were friends.”

“Honey! you don’t understand!”

“I understand I’m going to call my lawyer the first thing tomorrow morning. We’re done. You hear that? We are fucking done! You can go fuck Jane and this…this…BITCH! All you want!”

She stood up, gathered up the pictures, and stomped out.

I was crushed. I was destroyed.

Jane started laughing.

I started crying. “You don’t know what you’ve done.”

She settled down, just a big grin on her face, and she said, “No, but I know what I can do. Come with me.”

An hour later I walked across the lawn. I was holding Jane’s phone. I opened the door and entered.

Shiela was in her office, sobbing.

I walked in and stood behind her. She didn’t even look up.

“Shiela? Baby?”

“Go away,” her shoulders were shaking.

“Not until you turn around.”

She sat there, didn’t want to turn around.

“You have to.”

Slowly, she swiveled, and looked.

Her eyes grew big, and fluttered in confusion. Her mouth opened wide, her jaw literally dropped.

I was the other woman. I was small waisted, big titted, and fully made up. I even wore a wig and jewelry.

“What…who…how…”

“The evidence is on the phone. I was wearing a chastity tube. A kinky thing that goes on my cock. Jane asked for a favor, and I was helping her, and she discovered it. She took pictures, and she blackmailed me.

“But you’re the…the other woman!”

“Yes. And I never fucked Jane. She had me wear a strap on, that’s a dildo…”

“I know what a strap on is…” her voice was a whisper of shock.

“I wore a strap on and got her off. Or she made me eat her. Or finger bang her. I admit it was kinky, and exciting, but I never fucked her. In spite of all this…I only love you. I am so sorry. I know what…I can’t…” and I just blubbered to a stop.

She just sat there, maybe five minutes, staring at me, coming to grips with my crimes.

She stood up and reached out tentatively. She felt my breast.

“These are fake.”

I nodded.

She walked around me. Touched my dress. Touched my face. Even touched my red painted lips.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“Oh, my God.” She looked at my face. “Even your face…it’s different. It’s..feminine.”

“I…yes.”

“Do you like it?”

Uh oh. Time for honesty.

“I didn’t at first. But between the chastity tube and…and everything else…yes.”

“I don’t wonder.”

She sat down and just shook her head.

“Will you, can you ever…forgive me?”

“Oh, I doubt that.”

My heart sank.

“Where’s this chastity tube thing?”

“I’ll get it.”

I brought it to her, showed her how it worked. She marveled at the insidiousness of it all. “So you can’t even get a boner. And you have to sit down to pee. It’s like you’re not really even a man.”

“No. I mean. Uh…”

“I know what you mean. How does it go on?”

I lifted my dress and pushed down my panties. I was limp from my panic, and it was easy to slide my cock into the tube and arrange the testicles in the ring. I put the lock in, but didn’t close it.

She moved towards me, stared at the thing. She pointed at the lock. “So if I close this you are…in prison. Your cock is.”

“Yes.”

“And it makes you horny.”

“Yes.”

“But why aren’t you horny when I get home?”

“Because I blew it the first time, so Jane jacks me off. Takes the edge off.”

“But she takes too much edge off.” Her voice was low, she was thinking thoughts to herself.

“I guess.” I was so ashamed.

She looked up at me sharply. “Where are the keys?”

“Here.” I handed them to her.

She took them, then reached forward, paused, then clicked the padlock shut. She looked at me. “So you’re helpless now.”

I nodded.

“And—“

“Honey!” I interrupted. “You’ve got to forgive me! I know I’ve been bad, but I’ll never do it again. Punish me if you have to, but give me a chance. Forgive me.”

She sat back and observed me.

I stood there, my cock locked. In a dress. The dress up and the chastity tube closed. Tears ruining my make up.

“Maybe I’ll forgive you…after I’ve punished you.”

“Please…anything!”

“Okay. Then your punishment is to clean this house. And then Jane’s house. I’ll be over there talking to her while you’re working. And I might even have a few other friends who would like to have their houses cleaned.”

It was my turn for my jaw to drop.

“And if you’re good, maybe in a month or so, if you can be excited at seeing me and not shoot your load all over the place, I’ll open my legs for you.”

“But, honey…”

“Do you think Jane will lend me her strap on?”

“But, honey…”

And, you know…you do look sort of sexy like that.”

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


My Husband the Model

He had to wear a bra or…bust!


PART ONE

“God, that is great! I’m so happy, but…uh oh.”

Dorey had just told me she was pregnant, and I had suddenly realized the big problem that was going to create.

“What?” She smiled, she was happy, a bun in the oven, I hated to bust her bubble.

“How am I…we need a model.”

“Oh, Rick, that’s…uh oh. That is a problem.”

“I mean, we’re okay for a couple of months, but then…then…”

“Then I’ll lose this svelte figure and be a fat, old cow. And then nobody will buy and we’ll go broke…and just when things were starting to take off.”

We stared at each other, our joy at the news of a child tempered by the dismay of knowing our business was going to fail.

We had opened up a high end fashion and lingerie store the year before. We had struggled and put all our money into it. We only had one worker, and now she might be in danger of losing her job.

“Can’t we hire somebody else?”

“Who? And with what? We’re barely making enough money to pay Belinda and make our rent. We’re still catching up. No way the land lord, or the vendors, are going to give us credit again.”

We had fallen behind, worked our tails to the bone, and now this.

We sat in our living room and pondered wearily.

We sold high dresses and lingerie. People came in and expected to be shown. They don’t walk down an aisle and pick out cheap stuff from bins, they watch the model and then make a decision. No model, no decision…no decision, no sale…no sale, no money. It was that simple.

Since we had opened Dorey had been the model. It wasn’t difficult, I’d put out the cheese and crackers and wine, champagne for the real big spenders, and she’d duck into the back room for a fast change or four, and it all worked out.

But now she was going to be busy making a baby, and I was going to be in charge in the store. No way I could duck into the back and slip into a bra, or negligee, or whatever.

“Of course, there’s Belinda.”

I looked at Dorey. “Seriously?”

Belinda had a weight problem. She was big and hefty and…and good for just about everything else in the store. But there was no way she was going to slip into leotards and prance around on high heels.

Look, I’m not being mean, that’s just the way it was.

So we sat, and talked, and brainstormed, and came up with nothing.

“Well, we can ask Belinda what she thinks tomorrow. After all, it’s a couple of months. It’ll all work out.

But things were looking grim.

The next day we went to work, and we were not in a good mood. We entered the store without the normal morning cheerfulness, we greeted Belinda dourly, and went right to stocking and returns and dusting and sweeping and…we were gloomy.

“Heysoos, are you guys grumpy. What the heck is wrong?”

It was break, and Dorey and I were sitting in the office, watching our donuts cool and our milk grow warm.

I sighed.

Dorey said, “Have a seat, Bel.”

Suddenly looking nervous, Belinda pulled up a chair and  settled into it. She stared at both of us for a moment, then blurted, “What?”

Dorey sighed. “I’m pregnant.”

Her face lit up like Christmas. “That’s great! That’s wonderful! You’ve been…” at our lack of enthusiasm she sobered. “It is great, isn’t it? I mean, I thought you wanted a baby.”

“We never realized how it would impact the business,” I explained.

“Oh, don’t get us wrong,” Dorey said, “We want this baby. I mean, under the tears and desperation we’re leaping and jumping for joy.”

“Could have fooled me,” Belinda quipped.

I grunted.

That’s the thing about Belinda. She’s the eternal optimist. You give her a pile of horse shit and she’ll look for the pony.

“So…I don’t get it.”

“In a matter of months I will be losing my figure”

“Well, that’s expected, babies and…oh.”

I nodded. “Dorey won’t be able to model anymore.”

Again, “Oh.” A little deeper, a little more solemn.

“We might have to let you go.”

“Oh…crap!”

Belinda couldn’t get by on what we paid her under the table, and she couldn’t get by on unemployment. She needed both. And she said something ridiculous. “My cats.”

She had two Siamese cats. Love of her life. She called them ‘Salt’ and, get this, ‘More Salt.’ I kid you not.

Dorey blinked. 

I kept my mouth straight.

Dorey cracked.

I made a muffled sound.

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Hey, it wasn’t funny, but we had had enough of the gloom and despair. Dorey put her head on the table and pounded on the surface with one fist. I slipped off my chair and started rolling on the rug.

“Well, hey…” Belinda muttered weakly.

“We’re sorry, Belinda. It just,” I wheezed and tried to sit up. “It just struck us funny.”

“Yeah. Real funny. She gets fat. I lose my job. And my cats starve.”

Which set Dorey and I off again. Damn it, it wasn’t funny, but it just…it made us laugh.

Finally we calmed down and I said, “Dorey, we’ll make it. I don’t know how, but we’ll make it.”

Belinda didn’t look too happy, however.

Dorey said, “If we have to feed your cats ourselves,” and there we went again. I fell back on the floor and Dorey tilted back in the swivel, and the swivel was weak springed and the chair tilted over. Dorey jerked to try to regain her balance, but it was a lost cause. The chair went all the way over and she splatted on her back and lay there, stunned, and then started laughing.

And I laughed, and even Belinda started to laugh.

Cats. Huh.

The day went slowly. Mrs. Jensen came in at ten and Dorey modeled several dresses and we sold one. A thousand bucks. Which, in our posh Beverly Hills location, paid the rent for a couple of days.

John Springfield, the old senator, dropped by with his wife and girlfriend at noon. Hey, it’s Beverly Hills, right? He bought them both bathing suits. Ka ching, another couple of days rent. It was the beginning of the month so we were still working on the rent. By the tenth we would have it. Then a few days of working for Belinda. Then a week paying off the IRS, and finally, about the 22th, Dorey and I worked for ourselves. And let me tell you, we hated February. That short month had us eating peanut butter sandwiches for dinner.

But we had made it, month after month, struggling, scraping by and now stats were up and we were actually pulling in good bucks. We were actually starting to pay ourselves before the 20th!

Then…the baby. More expenses, time off for doctors and things, and less money to cover it all. Maybe a lot less. Like close the doors less.

Then Belinda had a bright idea. And, God, did I hate it.

“I’ve got it!” She had a big grin when she flounced in.

“Herpes?” I asked.

“Shut up, Jason,” murmured Dorey.

I looked at her.

“First bit of cheer in a week. Let’s take it while we can.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry. What’s your idea, Bel?”

“Tell you at first break. We have customers this morning.”

And we did. Dorey was kept busy sliding in and out of night gowns, dinner dresses, high heels, bras and shapers.

I watched her moving quickly and lithely as she tried on the various clothes. Heysoos, but she had a good body. Her waist was tight and her boobs were big. Sometimes, when the dress was overly tight, it happened every once in a while, I had to go help her stuff herself into a dress. Actually push on those bazooms with my bare hands and get them pushed down enough so the nipples didn’t show. That was a part of the job that I liked. After that I would always be grinning. And horny. And even Belinda would laugh at the silly expression on my easy to please face.

And Dorey was going to sacrifice that killer body.

God. We wanted a baby. There had to be some way…

“Okay. Break time We have two hours before the Johnson kid shows up. Let’s have a seat and brainstorm.”

We sat down in the showing room, it had the plush, comfortable chairs. Dorey sat near the hallway so she could step out of sight if the door opened. She was mid change and clad only in bra and panties.

“Okay,” I said, settling in to the cushions. “What’s this great idea you’ve come up with?”

Belinda grinned a Cheshire grin. “Jason.”

“Yes?” I wrinkled my brow.

“That’s it. Jason is my idea.”

Dorey tilted her head in puzzlement. I blinked. This made no sense.

Belinda, for her part, she sat and smiled at us like the cat who had just eaten the 100 pound mouse.

“Don’t you guys get it?”

“Get what?” I was truly mystified.

She sighed, and held out her sketchbook.

She was a good artist, and she often drew design ideas, or even drew pictures for clients.

I opened the first page and stared. It was me. But under that smiling face was a dress.

“Huh?”

“Turn the pages, silly, and let Dorey see.”

I turned the book so Dorey could see and flipped the pages.

Me. Me. Me. In gowns. In negligees. In dresses. Parts of my body. Hands with long gloves. Feet with high heels.

Me.

“I don’t…”

“Oh, my God!” Dorey breathed out.. “It could work.”

“Like a charm,” announced Belinda happily. “You keep the store, I keep my job, you have the baby, and I have my cats.”

We didn’t laugh this time.

I still don’t under—“

“Jason,” Dorey laid it out for me. “You’re our new model.”

“I’m what…no. This is…” I tossed the sketch book aside.

Dorey turned to Belinda. “He’s slender. In two months he can be skinny.”

“And we’ve got corsets if he isn’t skinny enough.”

“We’d have to work around bathing suits…”

“Hey, wait a minute!” I interjected.

“We don’t sell a lot of those, and I don’t think most women care about us modeling those.”

“Underwear is…what about boobs?”

“Will you guys stop this?” I tried.

They ignored me.

“Falsies will work. We’ve got lots of breast forms, and we can get different sizes and shapes if we need.”

“Cheap enough from Sally.”

Sally was one of our bra vendors, and she was a real source for breast forms. Cheap ones. Like big discount, or even free.

“Shoes. He’s got to wear high heels.”

“You guys have to knock this off.”

“Won’t take but a day to get some made in his size.”

“Hair.”

“He wears it long, and then we could always just give him extensions.”

“I’m not going to wear all these clothes!”

They both looked at me. Pointed, serious, then they turned back to each other.

“What about his penis.”

“He can wear a gaffe.”

“Heck, why not a chastity tube? Or even a full belt? That would keep the hamster in the cage.”

“I am not going to be the model!” I stood up.

“Honey, sit down,” Dorey didn’t even looked at me. “There are greater minds than yours at work here.”

They chitted and chatted and plotted out my future for the next two hours. And when it came time for lunch Dorey ordered me a…salad. A (choke) salad.

“But I want a sub! With meatballs and cheese and gravy dripping down the front of my shirt!

“Ha!” spouted Bel.

“Nonsense,” grinned Dorey. And it was an evil grin. At least I thought it was evil.

“We need to slenderize you, get you ready.”

“But I’m not going to do this!”

Dorey finally turned to me. “Oh. Yes. You are.” And, man, was she serious. “You are not only going to do it, you are going to like it.”

“I am not!”

“Do you ever want sex again?”

“That’s not fair!”

Bel actually came to my rescue on that one. “Hey, horn dog needs his relief. Maybe you could just withhold it a bit.”

“A lot,” Dorey glared at me.

Oh, man. This hurt. I liked my sex. I liked to squeeze her body and lick it all over and suck her nipples and…and most of all I liked to plumb my cock to her depths. In and out, in and out, it was my favorite sport.

Then Dorey softened a bit. “You play this right and you might even get more sex. After all, you know how I appreciate good looking women, and if the woman actually had a dick then I might be willing to turn Lesbian.”

“Ooh. That’s a wicked thought,” Belinda mused, scratching her chin.

“Dress you up in lingerie, maybe a little make up…that’s sort of a horny thought.”

“It’s even got me horny.”

Dorey and I turned our heads and looked at her.

Defiantly, “Hey! I have sexual appetites, too, you know?”

All afternoon we argued, and I have to tell you, I was losing.

I mean, I didn’t want to, but the girls REALLY wanted me to.

And, that night, Dorey really went after me.

First, she changed into a veddy sexy negligee. Her breasts, proud and pointed, were plain to see. The nipples rubbed against the soft material and became excited. And it didn’t help that every once in a while she palmed her breasts and pulled the nipples. And put one hand over her mons and twisted her knees and groaned.

Yeah, I know. I’m a sucker. Right. But what do you expect from a man, huh?

Then she made her face up. Put on the model’s make up, shaded her eyes blue and painted her lips red. And flounced around in front of me. Whipping her hair across my face. Rubbing that incredible, voluptuous body against me. Giving me a lap dance right in the middle of (choke) FOX news.

Heck, Trump could have appeared naked on the screen and I wouldn’t have noticed.

Okay, maybe that was a bad analogy, but you get the idea.

Then, the knell of doom for me, bed time.

I slipped under the covers. Erect. Dripping. Looking forward to the old in and out.

She took off her clothes, cold creamed her face, and started putting her hair up in curlers.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I thought we were…you know.”

“Oh, I only go to bed with people that turn me on.”

“That’s not fair.”

She turned to me. “Honey, you’re going to give in. You’re going to do the modeling. Now the only question is how much do you have to suffer before you give in. You can have me every night. All night. Every hole. All made up and hot and eager…or you can have me like this.” She turned back to her dressing table and put another curler in her hair.

“That is really not—“

She turned to me, and now she was serious. “Honey. It’s only clothes. Heck. You might even like them.”

“And make up and…and high heels…and not eating anymore.”

She chortled. “Oh, you’ll get your salads.” More serious again. “But I am fighting for our business, our home, our brand, new baby. What are you fighting for?”

That stopped me. That made me blink, and my mouth to open and close.

Heck, even my dick went down. I turned away from her, rolled over and stared at the wall.

Dorey finished putting curlers in her hair, then slipped into bed.

She didn’t touch me. Just laid on her side of the bed and went to sleep. It didn’t take long before she was softly snoring.

I didn’t sleep.

Just clothes. And make up and stuff.

I knew within a few months, by the time Dorey showed a little baby bump, I would have learned enough. Belinda could help teach me, and Dorey would be able to show me things right up until she went to the hospital.

I had worked in the industry for years. I knew my way around dresses. I knew the tricks for shimmying into a tight pair of jeans, or how to get a bra on, how to plump up the tits so they looked bigger…I  knew a lot about make up already. Watching models, and especially Dorey, apply make up over the years…it wouldn’t be much trouble.

And we could get special clothes for me. Shoes and gloves and things.

So what was stopping me?

At midnight I said, “I’ve got a problem.”

Dorey woke up, she must have been listening in her sleep, for she said, “What problem?”

“I’m a man.”

“Yeah? Really?” then; “Sorry. Sarcasm not appropriate. Me bad.”

I said, “I want to stay a man. I don’t want…I don’t want to be effected by this.”

“Isn’t that up to you?”

I didn’t say anything. Dorey rolled over and grabbed my penis. “I’ll tell you this, lover mine. I fell in love with you. Dick came later. Sexy clothes came much later. And, let me tell you the truth, you could be gay and I would still love you. I fell in love with the man, not all his accouterments.” She shook my dick, which was pretty damned hard by then, to emphasize.

She rolled over and went back to sleep.

I laid on my back. My dick in the air. Thinking.

A woman. Wearing falsies. Prancing around.

Okay, not prancing around. That is only the transvestite stereotype some people have.

For a baby. And to keep the business afloat. For Belinda and her stupid cats.

Well, actually, they weren’t that stupid. They were sort of cute. Dorey and I had been over to Belinda’s house and one of the cats, Salt or More Salt, I couldn’t tell which was which, had climbed into my lap and purred.

Stupid cats.

I grinned in the dark.

I stopped grinning.

A new baby. What was I willing to sacrifice for a new life? And I knew. Once that kid was born I would be willing to lay down my life for him. Or her. So why couldn’t I wear a few clothes?

At three in the morning I made up my mind.

“Okay,” I whispered.

I don’t know how Dorey did it, but she must have been ‘sleep listening’ again. She spun over, climbed onto my body and yelled, “Curler sex!”

I started laughing, and she positioned my weenie and slid down.

Oh, God! That felt good!

“Lover. You will never be sorry.” She tweaked my nips.

“I will make you the happiest cross dresser in the world.” She reached under and grabbed my balls. I gasped with pleasure as she squeezed and played with them.

“You are going to be so sexy that every woman will want you. And the men. But don’t worry about the men.”

Men?

She felt my thought and laughed. “Hey, you’re a Lesbian! You don’t care about men, right?”

She was tilting her hips, writhing, squirming, and my penis was starting to throb.

“God, just the thought of screwing you while you’re all en femme…it’s making me so horny!”

She kissed me then, and the combination, nuts, nips, her chewing on my mouth, it was too much.

“UN!” I grunted.

“Let it come, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “Let it come.”

I couldn’t help it. Not that I wanted to. I jerked and my hips thrust up and I felt the sperm shooting up the shaft. That white hot feeling of pleasure engulfed me, and I came and I came and I came.

“He’s in,” announced Dorey.

Belinda gave a clap of her hands. “Goodie! When do we start?”

“We already did. He’s wearing a bra under his clothes. And a garter and nylons and even panties.”

“How cool!”

And, I swear, it looked like Belinda was even getting a little bit turned on.

We worked that day. We didn’t have a lot of customers, but we had a lot of alterations to make. And every half hour Dorey had an outfit laid out for me.

“Time!” she would yell.

I would strip off my clothes and put on the new clothes. Dorey would stand there and tap her foot and watch the stop watch on her cell.

“Stop!”

And they would critique me.

“Your bra strap is tangled.”

“You didn’t get your shoes on fast enough.”

“Turn the skirt more to the front. Zipper, baby. You know where the zipper goes.

Chastened, and even a little embarrassed, I would nod and think over my mistakes until the next episode.

“Time!” And I would slip out of one outfit and into another.

And they really mixed the outfits up on me. Sometimes it was a dress. Sometimes it was a corset. Sometimes it was a bathing suit.

I know, we weren’t going to do suits, but they wanted me to know everything. They needed me fast and efficient.

Heck, if Dorey could do it, then so could I. Right?”

At the end of the day I was exhausted. “Man,” I blurted, sinking back in the passenger seat. “I didn’t know it was this much work!”

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet. Wait until your boobs come in.”

“Oh.” I was actually feeling a little dispirited.

Dorey laughed as she turned up our driveway. “Hey, don’t worry, lover. We girls have had a lifetime of getting dressed and undressed in sexy clothes. A couple of months and this will all be old hat to you.”

I hope so,” I yawned.

She stopped the car in the garage and looked at me. “How’s the old dickie doo?”

“Oh, God. I never thought I’d be too tired.”

“But seeing you all day, your bare flesh slipping into and out of outfits, the bulge in your pants…”

“It was bulging, wasn’t it?”

“I think you like this. Think you can fuck me?”

“Oh, God,” I whined. But I was grinning.

“Come on, Iron Man. Don’t give out on me now.”

“But I just came this morning?”

“Hey! You don’t have to cum, just provide me with a human dildo for a while.”

“Well, if you insist.”

She did. We got out of the car and she pulled me through the house and into the bedroom.

She threw me on the bed and climbed on top of me.

“All aboard!” she bellowed, then laughed.

She began to go up and down, pulling her tits, slapping her mons.

I tried, oh, I tried, but I was exhausted. I actually yawned when she came.

Can you believe that? Yawned?

She sank down on me, lay on my chest and played with my nipple.

My cock was still hard inside her. Pulsing, but not cumming.

“God, that was good.”

“Excellent,” I yawned again.

“Who ever would have thought that seeing you in drag could be so exciting?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

She kept talking, but her voice became a mumble, a receding mumble, then I was asleep.

And dreaming! I didn’t usually dream, but…woman’s clothes. I was wearing them. Changing them, putting on shoes and nylons and bras. Slipping into dresses. Modeling in front of a mirror. Changing again, and again, and again. And it was all jerky, like an old movie. And it went on for a long time.

“Oh!” I stretched, and I felt good. The dreams had waned and I must have slid into a deep sleep. I felt quite refreshed.

Except for the boner under the covers. Oh, yeah. That. I hadn’t cum.

“Come on, lover babe. Time for work!”

Dorey came in and threw back the drapes. She was fully made up and ready to go.

I sat up, “Did I oversleep?”

“Yup. But alterations until noon. Still, get your lazy ass in gear.”

I reached for her, pulled her to me. “First…there’s some unfinished business.”

She pushed me off and wiggled away. “Tonight. Don’t want to mess me up.”

I slipped out of bed. “Pretty soon it’ll be me saying that.”

She blinked, then giggled. “It will, won’t it.”

I slipped into the underwear she held out to me. Panties and garter. Nylons. Bra and…slip?

“Why a slip?”

“Because you’re going to wear a skirt to work.”

“Really?”

“Why not? the more girl clothes you wear the sooner you will be expert in them.”

“I’m already expert,” I complained as I got dressed.

“No. You’re a know about, not a real expert. But we’ll fix that.”

She helped me with make up. And I listened and watched as she cleaned me up, prepared my skin and began applying lotions and powders.

It felt weird.

But it felt sexy, too.

And the sexy was helped by the friendly, little bulge in my skirt.

“Oh, we’re going to have to do something about that,” Dorey said, giving it a squeeze.

I tried to grab her but she was quick to fend me off. “Not now, horny boy.”

“Don’t you mean horny girl?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean,” she laughed.

Finally, I was ready. Eyes done just right, red lips feeling so strange. And really, really aware of myself. I mean, I felt like I was out of my body. This wasn’t just a quick change, this was a lifestyle change.

We drove to work. Well, she drove. I wasn’t ready to do much more than fall on my face in my high heels.

But when we walked in, Belinda gushed. “Oh, my God! You look so…so incredible.”

I glanced in the mirror. I did look pretty good. My hair was a trifle short, we would have to make it all mussy or something. And my chest was flat, Dorey was already getting me the forms.

“You know, when I got this idea,” Belinda walked around me, scrutinized me, “I never imagined…I mean I did…but the reality…you’re good looking!”

“Thanks, dahling,” I struck a pose.

“Uh oh.”

“What’s wrong,” asked Dorey, stuffing a form down my bra.

“The mouse won’t stay in his hole,” Belinda pointed at my lap with her chin.

I looked down. I had a big hard on and the skirt was being lifted up.

“Cripes. I just did him yesterday.”

I didn’t say anything about the hornicizing effect of being ridden to her own cum and the heck with me.

“What do we do?”

“I don’t think a gaffe will do.”

“Let me look at chastity belts.”

“Can’t we just tie it down?”

“If it’s stiff it will hurt. If he’s wearing chastity it won’t get hard and we can bend it around.”

I cleared my throat and they both looked at me.

“We could just get me off. No offense, Belinda.”

“None taken. And if you want to use the bathroom for a minute…”

But I wasn’t ready for the big squirt, yet. “Can’t we just work around it today?”

“I guess,” Belinda stood there, one hand under elbow, one hand under chin, and looked at my crotch.

Hey, she didn’t make me horny, ours wasn’t that kind of a relationship. She was more like a sister, but it sure made me feel weird. Oh well, I would just have to get over it.

All that day we had me changing. A new set of forms came in and they fit me better, but getting the clothes on over a chestful of tit was…different.

Pulling the cloth over the mounds I had to pull on the dress in different ways, and I actually popped two zippers.

“It’s all his man strength. Don’t pull so hard,” Belinda groused, fixing one of the zippers.

Lunch. A salad. I was starting to actually feel weak. “You keep feeding me this slop and I’ll be too weak to break a zipper.”

They just laughed at me, and tossed a few extra croutons onto the blue cheese.

All afternoon getting into and out of dresses. In between stocking and altering and answering the phone.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

By the time five o’clock came around I was frazzled. I got into the car and went to sleep. Dorey drove me home, woke me up long enough to get me to bed, and I slept.

Heck, I even missed that delicious salad she fixed me for dinner!

But, the next morning I woke up, and even early. I got out of bed, and my stomach felt like somebody had drilled a well into it. And the well had gone dry.

I shuffled into the kitchen and looked at Dorey.

She kissed my cheek and said, “Big treat today! Grape nuts!”

Oh, God. I looked at the glop in my bowl. She had sliced a banana into it, and sprinkled a few blue berries, but it was still glop. Unappealing and even disgusting.

Still, it was what women did to keep their figure. I ate it. Every mouth watering bite. Gah!

Off to work.

We had a couple of shows, but that was okay. I worked behind the scenes, helping Dorey into and out of.

“Man,” I griped at one point. “You get your own personal dresser.”

“But you won’t when the babies due.”

“Okay,” I pushed her tit down.

“Easy, boy.”

I looked at her. “Sorry. I’m frustrated.”

That afternoon Dorey had to drive down to LA and pick up some fabric. Usually I went with her, but today it was more important that I practice getting into and out of clothes. So Belinda manned the stop watch and I practiced.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I slipped in and out. And I was feeling pretty good, and sexy, all the clothes rubbing against me, wearing the filmy underthings, I started getting erect. Like big erect.

Finally, Bel had had enough. She looked down at my crotch and said, “Wait.”

I stood there, figuring I had a crooked seam or something, but she reached right down for my lap and pushed my cock down.

“Oh…ow!”

She looked down in disgust. My cock had slipped out the bottom of my panties. “Can’t you control yourself?”

“Nope,” I didn’t actually bad about my condition. Heck, a boner can be a wonderful thing.

“This is why I didn’t get married. This is why I like cats more than people.”

“Sorry,” I murmured, looking down at it.

“Oh, hell.” She grabbed my cock.

“Hey!” I squeaked.

“This is going to hurt me more than it does you.”

She began to stroke me.

“Don’t…you can’t…”

But she could.

And I couldn’t get away. She had a grip on me. And I was in a corset and couldn’t twist away.

“Come on, come on,” she manipulated me, reached down with her other hand and palmed the head.

I was horny, I was weak kneed, I couldn't fight back.

“Come on,” she was right in front of me, our faces just inches apart, and she worked my cock as we breathed on each other.

“Come on, I don’t want to have to suck it. Come on.”

That did it. That sucking remark. My knees almost buckled and I shot out my load.

She smiled.

I groaned.

I pumped out semen and filled her hand.

Then she blew my mind. She stepped back and licked the semen out of her palm. “Mmm. I always did like the taste of this stuff.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me with my mouth open. She tossed over her shoulder, “Come on, change. We have to practice.”

Dully, moving slowly, robbed of my vigor by the shock of my employee’s educated hand, I changed.

“I jacked Jason off,” Belinda stated, when Dorey returned to the store. We were lifting folds of material out of the back of the SVU.

“Oh,” Dorey glanced at her.

“It was getting in the way.”

Dorey looked at me, and there was everything in that gaze. Wonder, shock, surprise, and, most of all, inspection. Inspection of me.

We weren’t newbies when it came to sex. We played with different holes, she had even fingered my butt a couple times. And we had jerked off for each other Well, I had jacked off, and she had jilled off. Great kinky fun. But to be jerked off by another woman? Had I crossed a line?

I felt small, and embarrassed, and I shriveled up inside.

Dorey watched me. Watched the shame in my eyes. She stood up and came to me and held my face with both hands and stared straight into my eyes.

I blubbered, “I’m…I’m…”

She nodded. “It’s okay. If you have to do it again, that’s fine. But I can’t wait for that chastity belt to arrive.

“But…but…”

Dorey turned to Belinda. “How was he?”

“Lot of sperm. Tasty, too.”

“Oh? You like the taste?”

“Love it.”

“I thought I was the only woman who got off on eating semen.”

“Oh, Lord. I’ve always loved eating it. I had a boyfriend once, he was a red head, and he tasted like…”

They devolved into a conversation about semen and taste and jerk off methods.

I sagged inside in relief. I wasn’t in trouble. At least I didn’t think so. Until that night.

“So you got your jollies with another woman.”

“I’m sorry!”

I was eating a salad. She was eating a big, juicy hamburger. I could smell it, my mouth was watering, my stomach hurt, then she surprised me.

I said, “I didn’t mean to, it’s just that…Belinda had a hold of me, and I…I thought you said it was all right?”

“What I say and what I say are two different things,” she murmured, staring at me over her delicious hamburger.

“So you don’t want her jacking me off again?”

“Oh, I don’t care. Especially considering what we’re trying to do, and considering the sacrifices you’re making. But I would prefer it if you could save it for me. I get hungry, too, you know.”

“Oh. Well. I’ll try.”

We were silent for a second. Then: “Speaking of hungry, is there a chance I could get a bite of that hamburger?”

She grinned. “Mmmm, this is the best burger I ever ate. So juicy. dripping with delicious fat, and the onions are cooked to perfection. Mmm.”

She continued to goad me until I felt like crying.

The chastity belt arrived, and it was no lightweight thing. It was stainless steel, fit all the way around, a tube for my cock. My butt exposed just enough for the bathroom. None of those plastic, little tube thingies.

Dorey loved it. It was a tight fit, she had to help me, and we bent and tugged, but when it was on it was snug, and there was no way I was going to get erect. Heck, my front was smoother than a baby’s butt.

Dorey inspected me. She ran her hand over the front and smiled.

And, man, did that do something to me. I knew her hand was feeling me, but I couldn’t feel a thing. But the idea was there and my cock wanted to get hard.

No chance.

“Oh, this is cute,” she grinned and kissed me. I felt my dick trying to surge, but getting nowhere.

“Honey, I don’t know if I can handle this.”

“Nonsense,” she quipped. “If I can wear a tampon then you can wear this.”

“Those have nothing to do with each other!”

“There’s a similarity of frustration. If you’d ever had a period you’d know.”

“No thanks.”

I was grumpy all day at work. To make it worse, both Dorey and Belinda took to knocking on my front plate. Rap rap, and I could feel the vibrations inside. My poor cock was so frustrated.

And, to make things even worse, wearing the chastity device made it hard to bend and contort enough to slip into female garments. The panties were easy, and they covered the device. But when I tried to bend over for stockings I had trouble.

“Don’t worry about it,” observed Belinda. “You don’t need to put stockings on much. Once on they’re on you only need to worry about dresses.”

“And corsets.”

“Well, yeah.”

So there I was, no more dick showing, and into a new stage of practicing changing clothes.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I was getting better, in spite of the chastity device. And I have to admit, the smooth front did make a big difference.

The trouble started a few days after I put on the chastity device. The procedure for the next few days was I put it on in the morning, went to work, and then took it off at night. Dorey checked me, made sure I didn’t break out in rashes or start to smell.

All was good.

So we came how from work and I went to take it off and… “Honey? Where’s the key?” I was in the bedroom and she was in the kitchen.

“What key?”

As if she didn’t know.

“The key to the chastity device.”

“Oh, just leave it on,” she called to me.

I was into the kitchen like a shot. “What? Wait! What?”

She had just finished mixing me a big drink. Coke and bourbon. My fave. She handed it to me. “Just leave it on. For a few days. I want to make sure you’ll be all right over the long term.”

“What do you mean…’long term?’

“You know. When I go to the hospital. I won’t be there to help you put it on and take it off.”

“I can figure it out by myself.”

“No. You can’t.”

I stared at her.

“Now take a big sip.”

I took a big sip. Real big. Half the damned glass in one gulp. Burned all the way down.

“Now sit down, dear, and let me explain things to you.”

I sat. She had the bottle of bourbon and and a bottle of Coke to keep me refilled.

She down opposite me and smiled.

“How many times has Belinda had to handle you?”

“Uh…”

“How many?”

“Three times.”

“Three times in another woman’s hands. Three times squirting your seed without me. How do you think that makes me feel?”

“But…you said…”

“And it doesn’t bother me. Now.”

“Now?”

“Now that we don’t have to worry about you needing relief.”

“But I need relief! It’s been a couple of days since I got off. And…” Blah, blah, blah. I blathered. She smiled sweetly and listened.

When I finally ran down she said, “Are you done?”

“Well…uh…”

“Because I’m tired of listening to you whine and complain. If I had known you would be so whiny I would have married a woman.”

My jaw officially dropped. “But…but you’re making me into a woman!”

“And maybe when you get there, maybe when you can convince me that you can present yourself as a woman with no mess ups…then maybe I’ll unlock you and let you have a little fun.”

“But…but…”

She held up her hand. “I have spoken. So let it be written.” She mocked the old Moses movie.

“But, honey…”

“And, now that we are on the subject…I want you to be dressed as a woman all the time. Including nightgowns. Including curlers. Cold cream. Immaculate nails. Everything.”

“But we’re not at work!” But I was getting weaker. I was losing, and I knew it. I tell ya, when a woman holds the key to a man’s cock she controls the man. Totally.

“Tut tut. Practice makes perfect. Now, if you want extra croutons on your salad you’d better get cleaned up, wear your underwear and put on a dress, that yellow one would be nice. And don’t forget the garters and high heels.”

I stared at her. She handed me a fresh drink. “Take. Drink. Come back when you need another one.”

Defeated, I turned and walked back into the bedroom. I trudged. And, I swear, I thought I heard her chuckle.

At three months she was starting to feel her belly. And I knew she was going to ‘retire’ soon. Fortunately, I was ready. Hornier than a brass band, but ready.

I could put my make up on on the fly. Which she made me do. She let me wear Mary Janes to work and put my make up on in the car. While driving. Dangerous, but I did it. And I did it easy.

Then we tried my first show. Mrs. Jenkins came by. She’s a bit nearsighted, but whether she could see or not, I was perfect. Of course, it helped that she liked loose clothes. But, still…

“Okay, got some video here. Let’s take a look.”

“Video?”

“I took a video of your show with Mrs. Jenkins. Belinda, come have a seat. Oh, order some dinner first. Salad for Jason.”

Belinda ordered, and she smirked when she ordered me a salad.

Damn it. She was overweight and had to watch what she ate, and it looked like she was getting a perverse delight out of making me follow in her footsteps.

A half hour the food arrived and we ate, and Dorey hooked up the video to the big screen in our office and we watched.

There I was. Long hair, twirling, sashaying, moving my hips as I had been taught.

“Oh, no. Look!”

“What?”

“The way you tossed your hair. You did it like a surfer on drugs. Here, do it like this.” Dorey showed me.

I followed her lead, and tossed my hair until my motion was pure girl.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no, you entered the room like a teenager on a skateboard! Don’t slide…glide. Watch.”

I was treated to a show of how to enter the room so I didn’t look like a skateboarder. And I duplicated and practiced.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no! Don’t hold your hand like that! Be gentle! Don’t rely on strength, rely on grace!”

And…practice, practice, practice.

We drove home late and I was a subdued cookie.

“Don’t worry, honey. You did well. We’re just polishing the fine points.”

“I feel like I totally screwed up.”

“Not totally.” She laughed.

“Har de har,” I mumbled. Then: “Honey, could I get out of the chastity for a while?”

“Why? Whatever for?”

She sounded honestly mystified.

“I haven’t squirted for a couple of weeks. I need relief.”

“Oh, but honey. I like you this way!”

“What way?” Now I was honestly mystified.

“Helping me around the house. It takes such a load off me when you help with the dishes and vacuuming and everything.             

“But…that’s…that’s not my job!”

“You’re my house partner. If I’m your housewife…aren’t you my house hubby?”

“Well, yeah, but I’m your business partner!”

“We go half and half at business, why not at home?”

That one sort of stopped me. There was logic there, but I was a man. At least I used to be a man. I needed to do man things!

“Okay, but I need to get my rocks off.”

“Oh, nonsense.”

I stared at her.

She was at a stoplight, a long one, and she said, “I’ve noticed that the more you do without sex the better behaved you are.”

“Behaved? What does that mean?”

“It means you’re more polite, more willing to help out around the house, and…you’ve got more energy.”

“Of course I do, and I need to get rid of some of that energy.”

“Now why,” she mused, “Would I go back to the way things were? Oh, you weren’t bad, but you could be better. People can always be better.”

“But you can’t hold my dick hostage!”

“Oh, but I can. I’ve got the key in a safe deposit box,” my jaw dropped at her words, “and I’m sure you see the dangers in trying to cut your chastity belt off.”

I did. There was no way snips could get between the metal and my skin, and the lock was built in.

“But…but I need to clean it!”

“I’ll take care of that.”

“What? How?”

“I bought some handcuffs and rope. We’ll simply tie you to bed, I can clean your device, maybe play with you a little, and then put it back on. Cleanie weenie.”

She sounded so happy talking. I couldn’t believe it.

“I want a divorce!” Of course I didn’t. But I had to say something. I had to shock the key from her.

“Oh, so sorry. You can pack your clothes when we get home.”

“But…I need the key.”

“Oh, no. I bought it, it belongs to me.”

“But you can’t do this to me!”

She smiled. She came to another light and stopped. She turned to me. “If you’re a good boy, keep the house clean and don’t let anybody know you’re a man, I’ll let you have a cum after the baby is born.”

“But…but…but…” I sounded like a motorboat. And she actually giggled.

I turned into myself the next few weeks.

Oh, when we had shows I showed a smile. I am a professional, after all. A professional model…and a professional woman.

But inside I felt like a cake that had been dropped and stepped on.

And I was getting hornier and hornier.

Belinda didn’t help. She had a short talk with Dorey, in which she was apprised that my cock was off limits, and why.

Belinda took it with a grin, and began teasing me mercilessly. She patted my front shield. She tweaked my nipples. She cupped my buns.

“You’re looking good, girlie,” she once whispered to me.

And my only defense was to get hornier. More embarrassed. More desperate.

Dorey’s baby bump became more pronounced, and I was working harder than ever.

She was tired a lot, and needed to rest. And I had lots of energy. I had a dickful of energy.

I think back to those times, sometimes, and I realize that if it hadn’t been for the chastity device I wouldn’t have made it. I would have collapsed.

But all that dick energy surging through me, being so horny I didn’t sleep as much, I worked harder and harder.

I took over almost all the household chores. I did all the paperwork into the night. I stepped and twirled and presented dresses to rich people all day long.

In fact, I hate to admit it, but business actually got better.

Look, Dorey is beautiful. I was beautiful, but I could never be as beautiful as Dorey.

But I had something else. There was something about me that intrigued customers.

I can’t tell you how many times these people, well to do, successful, came up to me and engaged me in chit chat, and stared at me like…’what’s my secret?’

I was a woman, but they knew different. But they didn’t really know. So they were fascinated. People began coming to the store more and more, and I reached the point where I was going to have to hire another model. No matter how much energy I had…I couldn’t keep up with the franticness of the boom.

Dorey was big now. Real big. And getting bigger. But she still had a month to go.

Big or not, she began interviewing models, and she hired a knock out.

Lissome, big breasted, knew how to walk and talk and everything.

Now I had a true professional to work with, and she helped me, gave me hints and tips, and never made a pass at me.

Of course. To her I was a woman. She had never known me as a man. I would find out later, much later, that Dorey had hired her because she didn’t like Lesbians. That should have told me something, but didn’t. Of course, I was too busy to think now.

My horniness reached a new high. Dressing sexy, feeling the clothes go on and off. And touching Heidi (the new girl), just in passing, but it was still touching, I began to feel like every part of my body was a dick, a giant turn on.

Belinda would slip a dress over me for alterations, and I would instantly get a charge, a sexual charge, and my dick would struggle in its tube.

Heidi would brush my hair, or help me with my nails, and…boing! Except there was no ‘boing.’ There was only the electricity running through my body, and frustration.

One day, I was working late. Belinda was there, working on alterations. Dorey waddled in and sank onto the office couch.

“How you doing, dear?”

“Oh, I’m…I’m…” I began to cry. I just put my head down on the desk and began to sob.

“Belinda? A little help?”

Belinda came into the office and looked at me. “What happened?”

“Poor dear. He’s having a break down.”

I cried for a while. Belinda rubbed my shoulders. Dorey managed to get up and pour me a drink, and I slowly calmed down.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered.

“No, dear. It’s us who are sorry. We should have known we were driving you too hard.”

I saw my opening. “It’s…I need some sex to relieve myself.”

Maybe if I had been alone with Dorey I could have pulled it off. I mean, my crying jag was real, and she did know what I was going through. But Belinda was there.

“I can handle that,” she chirped.

We both looked at her.

“Oh, I don’t mean fuck him. Can you imagine fucking Jason? Ha!”

I was hurt by that, but the situation was going to get worse.

“No, what I mean is I can relieve his sexual tension, and without sacrificing my sacred pleasure palace.”

Dorey giggled at that. “Sacred pleasure palace?”

Belinda grinned at her. “Sure. We simply use his pussy.”

“What? I don’t have a pussy!”

“Of course you do. A man pussy. It’s right between your buns.”

“My…my asshole? What!”

She turned to Dorey. “I’ll use a strap on. Grease him up. No need for kissing or any of that stuff. They have these special dildos called ‘prostate massagers,’ it will rub his button, his prostate, and he’ll shoot his juice.”

“No!”

Dorey looked at Belinda. She looked at me. She looked at Belinda.

“Yes.”

“No!”

Dorey narrowed her gaze at me. “I want you to do this. I can’t have you having a break down while you’re modeling our clothes.”

“But I don’t want anybody putting anything up my ass!”

“I’ve put a finger there before. You liked that.”

“A dick, or this so called ‘prostate massager’ is a different matter.”

Dorey turned to Bel. “Will it hurt?”

“Nah. It’ll feel good. I’ve popped a lot of cherries, and they always love it. Heck, he’ll want anal sex more than he wants regular sex after I’ve done him a few times.”

Dorey smiled. She turned to me. “It’s settled.”

Well, it wasn’t settled, but eventually it would be. For starters, Dorey wouldn’t let up on me. Everything from buying me chocolates (God, I was starving, and the chocolates…the chocolates…oh, my God!) to slapping me with a belt when I walked by her.

Then I had a second breakdown, and this one was worse. I had just finished a long day. I had changed and changed and changed. People didn’t buy things. Heidi was grumpy. Belinda was in a hurry. I started to sniffle.

Heidi and Belinda looked at me.

And I was bawling.

I was exhausted. I was a fuse that had sputtered to a stop. Even all the sexual energy that I had been accumulating seemed to back up on me.

Heidi reached me first. She put her arm around me and hugged me. Belinda reached me and soothed me.

Dorey was at home resting.

Heidi said, “There, there. You just need a good orgasm.”

My head jerked up. My eyes opened. Over her shoulder Belinda smiled.

And I broke.

I calmed down, Belinda called Dorey to let her know the good news, and Heidi went home.

I was alone with Belinda in the office. Belinda didn’t even get undressed, she just took a strap on out of a cupboard—“I knew you were close,” she said—and strapped it on. She adjusted the prostate massager into the harness and smiled at me.

“Time to get undressed, slick.”

I was wearing the full get up. I had modeled late, and I was wearing a sexy dress, kinky underwear, and my make up was flawless.

“I…”

“No. Not all the way. Just take your panties down and lift your dress. Bend over the couch.”

So I did.

I lay there and waited.

Belinda moved between my legs and rubbed lubricant into my button. My cock was screaming inside its cage. This is wrong! This is wrong!

But I lay there and…it felt sort of good. The lubricant was cool, and her fingers were gentle.

“The trick is to be relaxed. To just let it happen.”

“Okay.” My voice was muffled by a pillow.

Belinda hummed, she pushed lube into me, a lot of lube. “I love doing this, you know.”

“I didn’t.”

“Oh, yes. When you fuck a man it changes him. He becomes more docile. Less of a man, more of a human being.”

“Not a woman?”

“Oh, there’s that. You’ll gain a profound appreciation for sex from the woman’s viewpoint, but…it’s more than that.”

“Oh.”

“You’ll find out.”

She stepped up and began rubbing my hole with her dildo.

Oddly, it felt good. There was no pressure, and it was a sexy tickle. Made me squirm.

“That’s it. Now, remember, relax. Don’t fight. Fighting makes pain. Relaxing makes pleasure.”

“And that’s all there is to it,” I asked.

“That’s all she wrote,” agreed Belinda.

She took her time, a long time, and gently rubbed my buns and my thighs. She stopped every once in a while and patted my ass.

Slowly, slowly, she began to penetrate me. Just a push here, a nudge there, and she began to enter me.

There were moments of pain, but they were quick, and Bel backed off quickly and let me get acclimated.

And, after a half hour of wonder, she said, “I’m all the way in.”

I lay there, marveling. My asshole felt…good. It felt alive, and I could feel blood pulsing, and, suddenly, I felt a trickle of sensation. I wiggled.

“Yeah, baby. Let it happen.”

I moved, and that’s what she was waiting for. She withdrew a couple of inches and my eyes widened.

“Sometimes it’s not the push, but the pull. Depends on the guy, of course. Assholes are different.”

I wiggled my butt, actually tried to get more sensation.

“Yeah, go for it. Fuck me back.”

I couldn’t help it. It felt so good, I pushed my butt back and she gripped my hips and wiggled. God, it felt like my insides were being stirred.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Yep,” she chortled. “I love this part.”

But I could hardly hear her now. I was becoming enraptured by the sexual electricity stretching my asshole.

I moved back, I wiggled, I pulled forward.

She matched me, harmonized with me, then would give a twitch of her own.

I began to gulp and gasp as she opened me up. The pleasure…the pleasure…I didn’t know it could be like this.

After a couple of minutes of feeling my ass slowly go out of control, she said, “It’s going to feel like you’re peeing. Let it happen.”

I was really relaxing now, getting sort of goofy and loose and everything, and, sure enough, it felt like I had to pee.

“Oh,” I mumbled.

“That’s it, baby. Let it go.”

Let it go. I could feel it draining out of my cock slit. But it didn’t really feel like pee. It felt thicker, almost clumpy.

Finally, Belinda slapped my ass and withdrew. “There you go, sport.”

I lay there for a minute, feeling nice and golden and everything.

Belinda took off the strap on, then came around and stood in front of me. She was holding a little glass, the bottom filled with white…with…my semen?

“Is that…is that me?”

“Yep. Bottoms up.” She tilted the glass and drained it. She lowered it and smacked her lips. She glanced at me and laughed. “Sorry, I don’t share. Not when it comes to sperm.”

She walked out then, left me laying, butt up, on the office sofa. Slowly, I recovered. I got up and used toilet paper to wipe up lube from my ass. I pulled my panties up and let my dress down. I went home.

And I felt too good. Sort of golden, sort of satisfied. It was almost like after an orgasm. But I hadn’t had an orgasm. At least, not one that I felt.

The weird thing, however, was that the next day, though my cock wasn’t even wiggling in its trap, I felt unbelievably horny.

Well, of course. I had been drained, but my mind didn’t know it. My mind thought I still had a full load.

And, the good news, I was relieved. The tensions lessened, the horniness grew, and my emotional break downs stopped. Completely.

A week later Dorey June was born. A beautiful baby girl with Dorey’s eyes and my hair. She was beautiful. A delight. A satisfaction of the soul that I had never even imagined could exist.

I was able to be in the operating room, and saw the whole thing, and the miracle unfolded and engulfed me.

I went out of the delivery room for a quick pee break, and Belinda and Heidi were there. They hugged me, and we all cried. Good tears. Great tears.

And, two days later they let Dorey go home.

We stood in the room we had prepared for her and gazed down at our little wonder.

Our arms were around each other.

After a long while we tip toed out to let her sleep.

We adjourned to the kitchen where Dorey had me fix myself a drink.

We sat and looked at each other.

“How’s it going?” she asked with a beautiful, tired smile.

“Never better.”

“And how’s Mr. Happy?”

“Unhappy,” I grinned. “Ready to get out.”

“Yeah, about that.”

“What?” Suddenly I had a sense of foreboding.

“I’ve grown used to you as a woman.”

I blinked.

“I like you better as a woman. And I like that it is so easy to please you. Belinda told me how much you came for her.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“Do you really need one?”

“Well, yeah!”

She smiled and ignored my outburst. “My plan is this: we milk you, and get some artificial insemination. We can milk you regularly. And you stay a woman. I think it would be much healthier for Dorey June to grow up in a household that has nobody but women in it. What do you think?”

I didn’t think. I just stared, and knew that I had lost.

Yet…had I?

My life was happier, I was no longer driven by male urges, and I was quite happy to be with women in a non-sexual condition. They were so much more gentle than men, and I liked looking sexy. And I even liked cleaning the house.

“So I would never get to cum again?”

“Why would you want to?”

I sat back and sipped my drink.

She watched me.

And I said the only thing I could.

“Wow.”

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


Jessie’s Boobs

He was forced to be a drug mule!


PART ONE

“Oh! My God! What happened to you?”

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Jessie had a set of…of…tits!

A big set. He wasn’t a big man, rather slender, actually, so the tits looked even bigger on his small frame.

He stood up and hugged me, and began crying. The bailiff, understanding the situation, let him.

We all knew this was a pro forma hearing. Everybody knew what had happened to Jessie, including the media, and this was going to be a quick hearing.

“It’s okay,” I soothed him, rubbing his back as I returned his hug. “It’s okay…”

He was sobbing uncontrollably now.

Over his shoulder I could see the honorable William Scott enter the courtroom in his black robes.

The bailiff looked at him, and the judge merely put a palm out, it was okay. The man has been through hell, give him a moment to hug his wife.

The few people in the courtroom waited and were respectfully silent.

Finally, knowing that time was passing, and that I needed to get Jessie out of there, I said, “The judge is here, Jesse. We need to get on with it.”

The courtroom was so silent that the judge heard my whisper. He cleared his throat and said, “You may stand with your husband, Mrs. Jordan.”

I whispered a thanks to him, and managed to get Jessie turned around. We took our place in front of the bench. The judge, when he spoke, was quite polite and soft spoken.

“Jessie Jordan, you are accused of the transportation of illegal drugs. I am told you wish to plead not guilty and wish to have your case dismissed. I am inclined to grant your wish, but I do need a short explanation, in your own words, as to the…circumstances in your case.

Jessie opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

The judge: “Bailiff, some water for Mr. Jordan. Mr. Jordan, please take your time. I know this is difficult for you.”

“Tha…tha…thank you.” Jessie said.

I rubbed his back, and after a moment, Jessie told his story.

JESSIE’S STORY

I walked into the bar. It was a little cheap, not a place I would choose for meeting a new client, but the client had requested this place, so…

I looked around. Inspected the place.

A long bar, rows of bottles on shelves behind the bar.

Small tables facing a small raised platform. On the platform a man in a serape stroked a guitar. He was doing a surprisingly good rendition of ‘Malaguena.’

I walked to the bar. “I’m Jesse Jordan. I’m supposed to meet a Senor Alvarez here.”

The bar man was a portly fellow, very bored. He had dapper mustaches, and he wasn’t shaved. He said, “Senor Alvarez call he be late. You sit. Here drink.”

He poured me a tequila, shoved it across the bar, and pointed at a table in a corner near the bar.

I took the drink over to the table and sat down. I watched the guitar player strum. There were some curtains behind me. I heard voices whispering, but ignored them.

It was a shabby place, I saw a cockroach scuttle across the floor. The floor boards were warped and bent and the cockroach slipped through a crack. I decided to leave. Senior Alvarez would have to buy his heart monitors elsewhere.

I was about to stand up when a beautiful woman sat down next to me. She placed a hand on my arm. “Would you have a drink with me?”

I was married, I didn’t want to, but there was something desperate about this woman. She had a shrill look in her eyes.

“No…I—“

“Please, just one. They will beat me if I don’t get you to finish your drink.”

That should have told me…but it didn’t. On one hand, I was confused by her even being there, on the other hand she looked like she was in trouble.

“They’ll…beat you?”

She nodded. She had one hand on my forearm. “Just one drink. Then I can say I tried. One drink and you leave.”

I thought about it. A damsel in distress. I would be helping her, and then I could get the heck out of Dodge.

I looked around the bar. There were a few tough looking fellows there, and one was eyeing my table, me, with a glittering eye. He actually had a knife stuck in his belt.

I sighed. “One drink. I really do have to go.”

“Just one. Thank you. Oh, thank you, senor.”

So I sipped, and I listened to the guitar player, and the woman watched me. I’m not used to hard liquor, so I sipped slowly, and I engaged in small talk. It was awkward, you know, and I needed to make everything more normal.

“They really beat you if you don’t get a customer to have a drink?”

“Si, senor.”

“So how is life in Tijuana?” I must have sounded like a gibbering fool.

Still, in spite of her nervousness, and my awkwardness, she was a good conversationalist, and I finished my drink.

She wanted to order another one, but I shook my head and started to stand up. But my legs suddenly gave way.

“Woo! That must be strong tequila.”

Suddenly, the woman’s face wasn’t so friendly. “Or you must be a weak man.” I tried to stand up again, but she placed her hand on my shoulder and held me down. One hand. A hand I should have been able to shrug off easily. But I couldn’t. I was so weak, and dizzy. The room started to spin. I tried to talk, to yell, to object, something, and then the room started to fall over. The last thing I remembered was hands grabbing me, then the curtain over me, brushing over me, and…darkness.

I woke up in a hotel room. It was shabby. There were cockroaches on the wall, and a gecko was chirping. I could smell cheap cigars and alcohol. I was tied to a…I think it was a dentist’s chair. The chair was bent back and I heard people talking.”

A man said, “You were supposed to get a woman. Jessie is supposed to be a woman.”

Another voice whined, “He named Jessie, that a girl name. I think he the one we supposed to get.”

“You fool. What am I supposed to do with a man? You know Ricardo will kill me if we don’t get the drugs out today.”

I was waking up and I turned my head. I managed to see who was talking.

Two fellows sat in chairs at the side of the room. They looked like Hollywood’s idea of two bit banditos. They had big mustaches, they wore cheap suits, and one of them smoked a cigar. He never said a word. It was the other one who did the talking. Him and the doctor. I knew the third man was a doctor because he was wearing a white doctor’s coat. And they were all drunk. The two men passed a bottle back and forth, and the doctor wavered.

The bandit without the cigar just laughed. He said, “Put the drugs in his chest anyway. Who cares.”

“The one with the cigar laughed. It was obvious that, though the doctor was angry, they thought it was all a joke.

The doctor turned to me, he said, “Well, senor, you will have a chest full of cocaine, and you will cross the border, and we will take the cocaine out.”

I tried to object, but I was tied and couldn’t move, and the doctor hovered over me. I caught sight of a needle, I tensed up, but he stuck the needle in my arm. He didn’t pat me with a cotton ball or anything. He just jabbed and squirted. I could actually feel the drug entering my body. Then everything faded.

I woke up in the back of a box truck. The truck was bouncing over potholes. I guess they were potholes. It was dark in the back of the truck and I couldn’t see outside, but the way we were jouncing, the way my head was hitting the floor, had to be potholes.

I was dizzy, couldn’t figure things out, and I tried to sit up. There were a dozen women in the back with me, and one of them helped me. The others laughed and made remarks about “stupid gringo” and “clumsy Americano,” but this one woman…she helped me.

“Drink this,” and she handed me a bottle of water. It was warm, tasted like crap, but it was water, and my throat was parched and needed it. I drank, and that’s when I noticed my chest. The extra weight, the pain of the operation, I looked down and saw, in the gloominess, that I had…I had…tits!

Big tits, the size of small chickens. And I was wearing a bra. And a wig. Somebody had put a wig on me! And…a dress!

“What the fuck? What is this?”

I started to move, but the pain my chest…I stopped.

The woman said, “They put cocaine in our tits and send us across the border.”

The other girls in the truck laughed. They all thought it was a joke. The one helping me, she said, “When Ricardo finds out what they did he’ll kill them.”

“But…but what is going to happen?”

“The girl shrugged. “They will let us out by the airport and give us some tickets. We fly across the border and somebody meets us. They take the cocaine out and pay us.”

“I…we…we’re running drugs?”

“Dogs don’t sniff,” she shrugged.

“Maybe up your pussy, puta,” remarked one of the other women, and the rest all laughed.

I sat in the back of that bouncing truck and more awareness came to me. The women weren’t much more than shapes, but I could see they all had big tits.

“How much cocaine is in me?”

The woman shrugged. “Each breast has at least one kilo.”

I knew the price of drugs. One kilo of cocaine would go for maybe $60,000. Two tits…$120,000. Fuck! And I knew this wasn’t some small time operation.

“But why did they do me?”

“They got to send out so much drugs. They didn’t care. You are a joke to them, anyway.”

I didn’t say anything else then. I just sat and bounced along and waited. Eventually we slowed down and rode on smoother highways. Then we turned into a busy area, I could hear horns honking and the sound of many motors. We stopped. I sat up, and the sudden motion brought pain to my chest. I knew that the doctor, if he even was a doctor, had done a poor job. It hurt.

And I knew my body wasn’t used to carrying around big weights on my chest. A man’s body isn’t designed for that. I didn’t grow up with tits, I didn’t naturally develop strong muscles to support them. Big pains shot through my chest and I tried to hold my arms under my tits and help support them. The bra just wasn’t enough.

The back door rolled up and we all blinked at the bright sunshine. The girls started getting out of the truck and, finally, only I was left.

“Come along, senorita.” It was the two men from the doctor’s office. They laughed at me.

I managed to get to the back of the van by walking along the side, one hand on the wall. They helped me down, put an envelope in my hands, and pushed me towards an airport terminal.

How I managed to make it across the parking lot I will never know. Everything was dizzy, reality was fading in and out.

One of the girls, I think it was the same one that had helped me in the truck, helped me again. She took my arm and helped support me.

“Come on. You stop they kill you.”

Stop? I didn’t know what I was doing. I didn’t know the difference between stop and go. I was just a helpless wind up toy, stuttering through the terminal.

We came to the metal detector. The girls passed through, one at a time. Then it was my turn. I stepped into the arch and, of course, the alarm went off. My pacemaker, you know.

BACK IN THE COU RTROOM…

Everybody was deathly quiet. I could tell that Jessie had run out of steam, but his story was done.

The judge cleared his throat. “I think that’s enough, Mr. Jordan. I am familiar with the arrest and the extradition. I have seen the DEA reports. Everything backs up your story. I am very moved by what you have gone through, and I can give a ruling at this time. Does the DA wish to pursue these charges?”

A fellow in a suit at the prosecutor’s table stood up. “No charges, your honor.”

“Very well. It is the opinion of this court that Mr. Jordan has suffered enough. All charges are dropped.”

A bang of the gavel.

I helped Jessie to his feet, gave a look of thanks to the judge, and walked him out of the courtroom.

“Mr. Jordan! What was it like having…”

“Mr. Jordan! Jessie! Did you see…”

“Mr. Jordan!”

Voices assaulted us as we left the courtroom. Cameras were shoved in our faces. Jessie hugged me and wouldn’t look up.

I shoved back, even kicked at one photographer. I bullied my way through the bastard paparazzi and guided Jessie to a waiting taxi. We got in and he still held on to me.

“1423 Dixon St.”

The cabbie roared off.

Two days later, Jessie had pretty much stopped crying, we were in a doctor’s office. He had just spent an hour poking and prodding, palpating and feeling. He had X-rays on his desk, and he studied them with a frown. Finally, he looked up at us.

“I won’t sugarcoat it, Mr. and Mrs. Jordan. We’ve got a problem.”

“What kind of a problem?” I asked.

Jessie didn’t say anything. He hadn’t spoken much since we had gotten home, and I didn’t expect him to. Being kidnapped and forced to be a drug mule? And with female breasts?

He was cowed, changed in subtle manner, and I was having to grab the reins. He just wasn’t capable of forceful action. Not in speech or movement.

“First, your system has been weakened. You need to recover before we can attempt to remove your breasts.”

“Recover? How long?”

“A month. Two.” He shrugged. “And then there’s the matter of the pacemaker. This butcher, who called himself a doctor, he just pushed the implants in and the…the pacemaker is in danger of being compromised. We are going to need to, uh…I guess we should say ‘reshape’ your body. We need to apply pressure to your waist. The damage done to certain muscles…we can take weight off those muscles they may repair themselves. Hopefully the pacemaker will resume its proper place in your body.”

“Two months?” I shook my head.

Jesse whispered. “The DEA. They said that.”

“So how are you going to reshape his body?”

“We can make a special brace. It will tighten the waist and push the chest up. It will be uncomfortable, but I’ve talked to my colleagues and they all agree with me.”

“Okay,” Jessie whispered.

Back home. In the kitchen. Pouring whiskey. Thank God the doctor didn’t put any restrictions on alcoholic intake. Jessie needed a good stiff drink. And I know I did.

Jessie stared around the kitchen. Good, old comfy kitchen. Sink and dishwasher, cupboards, the plaque on the wall. In various sizes and shapes a dire warning was recounted.

Be a fucking wolf.

Be a lion, not a sheep.

TAKE. ZERO. SHIT.

Set goals and fucking

SMASH THEM.

Change the world.

Be a better person.

Show people who the fuck you are.

Never apologize for being awesome.

STAY THE MOTHER FUCKING COURSE.

The artist was some guy named Robert Anthony Jacobs. Jessie had brought it home after a hunting trip with the guys and insisted on putting it up in my kitchen.

My kitchen. I wanted ‘kitty kats’ and ‘bless this happy home.’

And I got, “STAY THE MOTHER FUCKING COURSE.’

I would stare at that, and think about taking it out to the trash every time I saw it. But now…now it meant something else. Now it wasn’t so much a joke for Jessie, but a message to me.

My husband had been hurt. I needed to help him. And I was going to have to…STAY THE MOTHER FUCKING COURSE.

I stared over Jessie’s shoulder at that plaque. His head was lowered. He was crying again.

And I felt a bleak determination coursing through me.

I was going to have to help my husband.

A week later Jessie had pretty much stopped crying. He didn’t smile much, but he stopped crying.

He still moved gingerly. I knew that the breasts were hurting him, and I knew that the brace the doctor had ordered wasn’t doing the job.

We were in the living room, watching a little TV. He stood up with a groan, walked slowly towards the hallway, his arms under his big boobs. I heard him in the bathroom. Then he called me. “Samantha? Sam? Can you help me?”

I hurried to the bathroom and found…he couldn’t get off the toilet. The damned brace was a little too stiff and he simply couldn’t stand up from the toilet.

“I’m sorry,” a look of misery on his face.

“Don’t be,” I whispered, as I pulled on his arms.

He stood there, a look of pain on his face, and stared down at his tits and the brace. “This damned thing.”

“It is a damned thing,” I said. “And I’ve got something better.”

He looked up at me.

“Come on.”

I took him out to the car and we drove downtown. We stopped in front of ‘Jenelle’s bras,’ and I went around and helped him out of the car.

“A bra shop? A bra is going to…what is this?” He looked at me with reproach in his eyes.

“Trust me, babe. It’s all going to work out.”

I held his arm as we walked into the shop, and Jenelle herself came out to greet us.

“Sam! Where have you been hiding.”

We hugged, and I introduced Jessie. “This is my husband. He’s had a little accident, so we came to the pros for advice.”

Jenelle tilted her head slightly, frowned, then snapped her fingers. “I saw you in the newspapers.”

“Yep. He was the one.”

“Wow. Kidnapped and…but I can see you don’t want to talk about it.” She turned to me. “What can I do for you, girlfriend?”

I explained about the pacemaker and how his body had to recover. I finished with, “And these guys might know anatomy, but you know it better. We need something that is a little more comfortable, and will do the job.

Jenelle said to Jessie. “Turn around. Let me look.”

Jessie was embarrassed at first, but Jenelle not only has a professional attitude, she is the kind of girl that makes everybody relax. So she turned him around, brought out a tape measure and measured every square inch of him, and examined the hospital brace thoroughly.

“Oh, they’ve cross stitched here. No wonder…um hmmm. “Yeah, it supports, but it compresses all wrong.” She looked at Jessie. “Your tits hurt?”

“Uh…”

“Right there?” She touched a spot.

“Ow. Yeah.”

She nodded. “Yeah, and a simpler shoulder strap would help. You’ll get a bit of bite for 24, then it will relax. We can put pads in for that first day, and…hmmm.”

She went over that thing and dissected it and I knew we were in the right hands. She finished with. “They did a good job, but being scientifically accurate doesn’t always jive with what the body actually feels.” She looked at Jessie. “You want to fix this?”

Jessie looked at me, and there was actually panic in his eyes.

“Yes, he does,” I stated.

Jessie looked at me and nodded.

“Excellent, MARCIE!” she bellowed, and it startled Jessie. Heck, it even startled me.

A chubby girl came out of the back room. “Yo!”

“Come over here and let’s talk magic.”

Marcie sauntered over to us. She had a tape measure around her neck and was chewing gum.

“Hey, handsome.” She greeted Jessie irreverently. To Jenelle, “What we got, boss?”

“Jessie is the guy that got kidnapped in Mexico and they put boobs in him. We have to make him comfortable.

Marcie looked at Jessie with a critical eye. “I’d say cool, being a recreational user, but…I know it’s not. Must have been a mind fuck.”

Oddly, Jessie just blinked. He didn’t react or get upset. I think he was tired of being a freak, and he relished being treated cavalierly.

“So what do we do with this monstrosity they harnessed him in?”

Marcie circled Jessie and eyed the brace. “Huh. I might put that on him, if he was a dog I wanted to neuter. Must be uncomfortable…let’s see…right about here.” She touched the same spot Jenelle had touched.

“Ow.”

“I thought so.” She kept circling, and she began talking to Jenelle. “What are you going to do about the straps?”

“Thinner. He can wear pads for the first day.”

“That would do it. But I’d put the slider low, real low, and use some of that stiff strapping.”

“That’s pretty harsh.”

Jenelle reached forward and cupped Jessie’s tits, hefted them. Jessies eyes opened, but it was so obvious they were just talking mechanics and not sex, he allowed it.

“Double Ds weigh 20 pounds. These are more than that.” She looked up at Jessie. “You still have the coke in there?”

Jessie nodded. Miserably.

“Crap. We’re talking 25 pounds each. No, better stick with just 20 pounds. That’s, uh…about 4 kilos each. Probably $200,000.”

Jessie’s eyes opened. It was obvious he had vastly underestimated the value of the coke in him.

“Girlfriend,” said Marcie, “You got million dollar boobs. Want to trade?”

“Uh…”

Marcie giggled. “I’m just kidding. Did you see the look on your face.”

Jessie stood there, his face frozen, then a giggle, an actual snort of a giggle, burst out of him.

I couldn’t believe it. He was responding to their familiarity, their friendliness. He liked being treated like…’one of the girls.’

I marveled, and that was my first hint that my hubbie had deep currents.

Deep currents or not, I had some concerns. “Are you saying Jessie has 20 pounds on his chest?”

Marcie shrugged. I don’t know. He’s not fat, his frame…yeah. Might be. I mean, no wonder he’s hurting. Especially with that shitty brace thing. That’s got to be more uncomfortable than a square dick.”

We chuckled at that one.

I asked, “What can you do?”

Jenelle sighed and faced Jessie. “Jessie, I know this is weird, but…but we can actually make you about ten times more comfortable. You’d be able to sleep in the thing, you’d actually be able to stand up, but…it’s a corset.”

“What?”

“A woman’s corset. I know that’s weird, but…it’s only for a while, right?”

“Well, uh…”

And I noticed something. Jessie had a boner. And it was big. He had actually changed his posture slightly, so he could scrunch a bit and hide it. But he actually had a boner.

Deep currents, indeed.

I glanced at Jenelle, and she smiled, and I knew she knew.

But, heck, I knew she catered not just to women, but to cross dressers. She was used to such things. I guess.

Jessie standing there hemming and hawing, I took the bull by the horns. “Honey, I think it’s a good idea. And if you don’t like it…you don’t have to wear it. But it’s worth a try. Right?”

He tentatively nodded.

I turned to Jenelle. “Okay, girlfriend. Do your magic.”

Jenelle turned to Marcie. “well?”

“Your command is my wish, oh great and illustrious one. She grabbed Jessie’s hand, which surprised him, and led him back to a fitting room. Well, not a fitting room, but the actual shop where they crafted their creations.

As they disappeared through the curtain I heard Marcie saying, “Baby, I’m going to make you so sexy.”

I turned to Jenelle. “Sexy?”

Jenelle said, “Let’s have a seat and discuss a couple of things.”

I followed her to a couple of barstools, the kind with backs. She poured some coffee from a waiting pot and we scooted up and sat and sipped.

“I’m going to speak plainly here,” she said.

“Okay.” I was actually a little nervous now. When people say things like that, in the tones she used, you prepare yourself for bad news.

“Oh, relax,” she giggled. Then: “It’s been tough, yes?”

“Tough isn’t nearly the word for it.”

“He’s probably in shock, and when he isn’t acting like a moose that’s been hit by a truck he’s weirded out.”

“Yeah. You could say that.”

“Well, the corset Marcie is fixing him up with will relieve pain, and that will settle him down a bit…maybe he’ll even able to think, conduct a conversation. Something like that.”

I eyed her. “So what’s the bad news?”

“He is going to have a definite female shape. In fact, I’ll say this plain, the size of his chest, he may find male clothes uncomfortable. Oh, he can get away with it, but the shirts will be too tight on his tits, and…and you might consider having him wear a dress.”

“A dress?” Are you serious? was my thought.

“I know. Weird. But a dress is cut to fit the boobs. He’ll be ten times more comfortable. Does he go out much?”

“Not now,” I shook my head.

“Excellent. Then just have him wear a dress around the house.”

“But…” and the conversation was on. We discussed him wearing a dress, trans clients she had, and then, the zinger.

She said, “Heck, he had a boner. A lot of guys do when they first wear female underthings, dresses, even high heels. I get a feel for such things. The way he was breathing, his face being red, the way his eyes skittled around…he might have some deep desires.”

“You’re just…”

She shook her head. “It’s just a possibility, but it’s there, and my hunches are pretty good in that area. It’s sort of tied to my business, after all.” She frowned in thought, then said, “Look, I’m going to throw a couple of dresses into the bag. You take them home. If it feels right, if he’s comfortable talking about it it will probably be right, then you can use them. If not, just bring them back. Okay?”

I nodded.

Jessie stepped out of the fitting room, and I could tell he was already feeling ten times better. His back was straighter, he wasn’t looking down so much. His eyes were actually a bit more focused.

“You’re a lucky woman,” Marcie remarked to me.

I looked at her.

“He must keep you very happy.”

I blinked, then realized what she was talking about.

His dick.

And I knew: he had had a big boner while she fitted him into the corset.

I chuckled.

Jessie was red, but I patted his face. “Very happy. Turn around, Jessie.”

Jessie turned, and the corset was a perfect fit. His waist was tight, and it made his legs look long, and…his boobs looked positively fucking ENORMOUS!

And more real. By that, I mean natural. The built in bra on the corset shaped them and pointed them like missiles. And the extra thick straps held them up. Very proudly, I might add.

Jenelle inspected the corset. “Very nice.” Then she frowned.

“What?” I asked.

“You know, he could do with a little bit of hip padding. Round out the buns.”

And I knew what she was thinking. Rounded buns, like a woman.

And, for a brief second, I actually considered it. What she had been telling me, the way Jessie’s eyes were so bright and full of life, I considered asking her to put the pads on. But I didn’t. We had reached a tipping point for me.

I might have helped my hubbie, but the idea of him as a woman…while it caused a bit of a stir in my groin—Yes, I admit it—it was still too much for me to take in. I had to think about it.

We drove home, and I took the long way, around the country club. Heck, we hadn’t been out of the house for a week, and it was nice to see some country.

At first, we were silent, each absorbing the experience, thinking our own thoughts, then I found myself blurting, “How’d you like your first female fitting?”

Surprisingly, he said, “Sort of fun.”

I glanced at him. He was just sitting there, his eyes bright, watching the road in front of us. Yet those thoughts…those deep, deep thoughts.

“We girls go through that all the time.”

“Does it make you feel all goose bumply?” He glanced at me.

“Yes. It does. Did you like feeling ‘bumply?’”

He was silent for a long second, then, “Yes.”

I risked it. “And that gave you the boner.”

Oh, his face turned eighteen shades of red. I mean, if had stood next to a fire engine the fire engine would have looked pale.

“Sorry,” I whispered, but I don’t think he heard me. He was off thinking those deep thoughts.

A minute later I pulled into the garage and the door lowered. I got out, then realized he was just sitting there. I looked back at him.

He was still red-faced, and he said, “Yes.”


PART TWO

Inside the house I poured us a couple of stiff ones. I sat Jessie down at the table, handed him a bourbon and Coke and sat down opposite him.

“What?” he said.

“I just realized something.”

“Yeah?” He sipped a big…gulp.

“We need to fuck.”

He stared at me, and there was a huge nervous wall in him.

“I know. You’re now a convict and a drug dealer and you don’t want anything but the highest priced whores.”

He stayed sober in the face of my joking. So I grew solemn.

“I know you’ve been weirded out. I know having boobs has…”

“I feel emasculated.”

I stared at him. That had really popped out, and I knew it was a bubble from one of those deep currents in him.

“Every time I see my chest, feel my chest bouncing when I walk, no matter if I’m just moving slow and sliding my feet they still bounce, and I think I’m not manly.”

“Fuck,” I whispered. What had that trip to the bra shop done? It had unlocked something. He wasn’t just talking. He was…TALKING. Deep shit.

“You say you don’t feel like a man? With the boner you were sporting at the bra shop?”

“That’s just it. At the bra shop. Wearing female clothes. How can I be a man if I’m excited by wearing female clothes?”

“Clothes don’t make the woman,” I said. “A boner makes a man.”

“But I’m excited by wearing…this thing.”

I studied him. I asked, “Do you still have a boner?”

He paused, then gave a sharp nod of the head.

“Then let’s go find out if you’re a man.”

“I don’t…” he trailed off. Something was stopping him, a natural sort of reticence. He was embarrassed.

I looked up at the plaque. My eyes focused on…

TAKE. ZERO. SHIT.

All right. The Gods had spoken. I said. “Finish your drink. Now.”

He sipped.

“All the way. Big gulps.”

He stared at me, then he tilted the glass. Gulp. Gulp. His Adam’s apple bobbed.

“Okay, come with me.” I took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He didn’t fight me, but it was a definite reversal of roles. Usually the man takes the woman to the bed. Now it was the woman taking the man. And I had the warmest feeling. Down between my legs.

I thought, I’m dominant. God, was it a heady thought. Powerful and…sexy.

We entered the bedroom and I undressed him. I undid his pants and pulled them down. His penis stuck out under the lip of the corset, and man, it was big. I don’t think I had ever remembered his dick being this hard.

I took it in hand, stroked it, stared him in the eyes.

He was gulping, and his dick was throbbing.

I let go of his dick and undid his shirt.

His boobs were big, bulging from the top of the corset.

I couldn’t help myself. I had played with his nipples before, and he was my husband, and wives and husband did engage is such play. I pulled his boob up so I could reach the nipples. I lowered my head and began to suck.

Oh, he responded. His dick, if anything, grew even harder. His nipples actually seemed larger.

I dropped to my knees and began to suck on his cock. I slurped it, deep throated it, lapped at his balls with my tongue.

He groaned and placed his hands around my head. He fucked my mouth, and I liked it.

Yes, I was dominant now, but even a dominant can like to be directed in somewhat forceful fashion. For a while.

I stood up, pushed him back against the bed. He caught himself with his hands, scooted back, and I crawled up on him.

We sat there, me on him, feeling his cock bobbing against my midsection. Him cowed, but still somewhat defiant. I had the thought that he was thinking his deep thoughts: I’m a woman, what are you going to do about it?

Well, he might be a woman, but he had a man’s tool, so I scrunched up and sat down, and his cock sank into me. All the way. Took my breath away.

“Am I a man or a woman?” he breathed.

“We’re going to find out,” I grunted, rising and lowering, letting his big cock widen me, fill me, make me gasp.

He couldn’t move much, the corset limited his motion, and I found myself in the delightful position of controlling the action.

He lay there and I twisted and pumped.

“Heysoos,” I said. “Fuck.”

He tried to move, but he couldn’t, and I could, and it was making me hotter.

I had a big dick under me, in me, and it was mine to do with what I wanted. A heady feeling of power surged through me.

I reached down, separated his legs, lowered my legs so I was on the inside of his legs, I was in the male dominant, between his legs, and even though I had the pussy, I was fucking him. God, it made me powerful!

“Heysoos,” He muttered.

I reached down and kissed his nipples, his eyes shot open at the sudden pleasure. I lifted my head and asked, “What?”

“You’re…so moist!”

Oh, yeah. You can bet your left ball on that one. I felt like my cunt was slippier than buttered teflon. “You like that?” I asked, grinding down on him.

“Fuck, yeah!”

I went back to nibbling on his nipples, pulling them with my teeth, rolling them into little balls with y mouth and sucking, sucking.

“Fu-u-u-u!” he gasped, and he began to cum.

That was okay, I was almost there, too. And the sight of him arching his back, the feel of him spewing out his liquids, it drove me over the edge. And here’s the wild part, fucking him like I was a man, feeling so big and powerful, it gave me a big and powerful orgasm.

“Oh…oh…OHHHH!” I was almost shouting as the orgasm was pulled out of me.

A minute later we lay there. Me on top. Both of us trying to catch our breath.

I chuckled.

“What?”

“You’re the woman.”

He didn’t say anything. He had just spread his legs like a woman and been fucked like a woman, and the truth was there, but how does a man with a life time of training of how to be dumb and silent make the transition?

“And you know what women do?”

He shook his head. His eyes glittered, and he watched me. What was he thinking?

“They eat cum.”

“No,” he whispered.

“Oh, yeah.”

“I don’t want to.”

“Think about it. Think about what it tastes like, what it feels like.”

“I don’t want to!”

“You have to want…you’re going to.”

I got my knees up on the bed and knee walked to him. Just in time, I lowered my pussy to his face.

He said no, and he did struggle, but it was all small potatoes. I think he really wanted to find out what cum tasted like.

I felt a big glob slide out of my hole, and his mouth caught it.

At first he gagged, but my weight held him down, and he was forced to just lay there and accept it.

Silence.

Deep thoughts.

Change.

He began to eat me.

God, it felt good. Usually I had to get up and wipe his goo out. Or sleep in a wet spot. But this time…this time I felt so powerful and in control.

He sucked, and more semen came out, and he made a gulping sound. He had actually eaten his own seed.

For a minute he gobbled, and I almost felt like cumming again, but then he backed off. I lifted up and he managed to say, “I think I got it all.”

I backed down off him, stood between his legs and looked at him. I nodded. “Did you like being the bitch?”

He didn’t say anything, but I knew. I could feel it. He liked it.

We didn’t say anything for a while after that. All afternoon, in fact.

He took a shower, I didn’t have to because I was clean down there, and I felt good and…dirty. I had a slight body odor, very slight, but it was cool. All day long I thought about how it had felt to have him at my mercy, how my heart charged up and felt like bursting when he had eaten me out…eaten his own cum.

It felt good. It felt so good I was horny all over again. Horny like a man, ready to do it all again.

He, on the other hand, was dealing with his deep thoughts.

He had been fucked like a woman. Even though he had been inside me, our coupling had been me dominant and him submissive. And then he had had to eat his own squirt.

We went to bed, and we lay on our sides and faced each other. He stared at me, a little frightened. But, I don’t know, my face, was it…victorious? It felt like it.

And we drifted off to sleep.

“Crap,” he said, taking off his shirt.

“What?” It was morning and I watched as he tried to get dressed. Even with the new corset it was awkward for him, and, like Jenelle had said, his chest was too big for male clothes.

“I can wear a tee shirt all right, it stretches, but I can’t wear a regular shirt, and certainly not a jacket.

“Look in the bag on the chair over there.” I pointed at the chair next to the dresser.

He looked in, looked at me, then pulled out a purple dress. “Are you shitting me?”

I laughed. “Your words say no, but Mr. Happy is…happy.”

He looked down at his cock. It poked out under the lip of the corset. He looked at me. “I’m not going to wear a dress.”

“Scared?”

“No!”

“Bawk…bawk…”

“Oh, shut up,” he groused. But there was no juice in his command. Heck, I had his juice. Having been the fuckor instead of the fuckee, I was the more powerful.

“You’re already wearing a corset, and you know how sexy it is. So what’s the big deal?”

“It’s a dress! And I’m a man!”

“Of course you are. But I don’t think there’ anything manlier than a guy in a dress.”

He stared at me.

“Besides, it’s a matter of comfort. That dress was built for tits. You have tits. Man clothes aren’t built for tits.” I shrugged.

And he said the most interesting thing. “You’ll think less of me.”

I sat up, my own big boobs flopped forward. “What?”

“You’ll think less of me.” He was almost whispering. I could feel his shame.

I turned around and slid out from under the covers.

He stared at my rather robust, naked body.

I walked over to him. “Look, lover of mine, Mr. Big Cock that fucked the shit out of me and made me so happy yesterday…I will think less of you if you don’t use common sense and be comfortable. You’re still healing, in a manner of speaking, and I think comfort would be of supreme importance.

He didn’t say anything for a while. Just looked at the dress. His boner getting bigger.

“And you think I should wear this.”

I sighed and took the dress out of his hands. I arranged it and held it over his head. “I know you should wear this.” I slipped it down over his head.

God, his boobs were big. And the idea that they were filled with cocaine…it was so bizarre. But the dress slipped over his boobs, a little bit tight, but…and I stepped back.

“Wow!”

He was red in the face, but he said, “Really?”

“Baby,” I walked around him, devoured him with my eyes, “We should have bought the hip pads.”

He actually looked a little pleased. Compliments, you know, they do the trick every time.

“In fact…would you mind doing something for me?”

“What?”

Normally he would have been suspicious. I have a reputation of asking for favors…and then making him empty the garbage or paint the fence, or something. Now he was just eager. I could tell that he liked how I was treating him.

“Wait right here.” I ran into the closet and reappeared less than a second later. I was holding the long, red-haired wig I use for parties. It was garish, it was ridiculous on me, but I slipped it over his head, fastened it in place, and stepped back.

We looked in the mirror, and BINGO! A moment of enlightenment. A moment of shared thought. We were suddenly on the same page: how womanlike could we make him?

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Now,” I said.

He turned to me.

I grabbed his big, hard cock and literally threw him on the bed. He lay there for a second, then, smiling, he spread his legs.

I kicked off my pants and moved forward. It took a moment of contortion, but I was able to engulf him, and still be on the inside of his legs. Male dominant. Me fuck…you Jane.

His eyes were wide and I began to rock my hips back and forth.

“God,” he breathed.

Second time in two days, and now came the fun part. After having expended himself the night before, he was unable to squirt again. But me, woman (at least in pussy), was.

I had a stiff cock that wasn’t going to get limp! Yippy!

Man, I ground down on him. I twisted between his legs. I tilted my hips and slipped and slithered.

His eyes were wide. He picked up on the fact rather quickly that he wasn’t going to get to cum, and that I was going to use him like a human dildo.

And he liked it. He wanted me to rag doll him. He actually pulled the lip of his cups down, exposing his big, fat tits, and said, “Do me, bastard.”

“Okay, bitch!” I groaned, slliding down the length of his cock with my juiced up pussy.

“Fuck!” his eyes were wide and he stared at me.

I was ready. The night previous, though fantastic, had only whetted my appetite for this new sex. My legs began to shake and quiver.

“Fuck!” I gasped, trying to remain standing as the orgasm blossomed within.

“Yes,” he said.

Then it hit. A full force, force five category hurricane of a cum.

“OHHH!” My legs shook and I couldn’t support myself. I dropped my weight on him, and his cock held me up. My hips were quaking, I couldn’t control myself. I grabbed at him, and he grabbed my arms and pulled me, held me to him, held me on him. Waves of violence blasted through my pussy, coursed out through my body, implanted me with a glorious, golden heat.

I lay on him, held up, panting, trying to figure things out.

He said, “I didn’t get to cum.”

I whispered, “Sometimes you don’t.” And I thought of my own cums, last night and today, and I felt, even though I had just been pussy blasted, like I would be able to cum again, “and sometimes you can’t stop.”

But he was disappointed. I propped myself up on him and laughed. “What’s the matter? Don’t get to suck cum?”

Then, the look on his face, I could see that that was it. He was disappointed because he didn’t get to suck my pussy after a big cum deposit.

“Oh, my God, that’s it! isn’t it?”

Oh, how embarrassed he was.

I snuggled against him. “Don’t worry,” I crooned to him. “I’m in charge now, and you’ll get plenty of chances to eat the cum out of me.”

He didn’t say anything.

I rose up on my arms and looked down at him. Embarrassed little girl.

“Come on, admit it. That’s it. You want to suck me off.”

He tried to look away from me, his face bright red. I grabbed his face and forced him to look at me. “Admit it. Or else.”

“Or else what?” he tried to turn his head away.

“Or I won’t let you.”

That did it. He froze, then he looked down, and without looking at me he said, “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

He raised his head and stared at me defiantly. “Yes, I would like to suck you after…after…”

“After what?”

“After you fuck me.”

I laughed in victory. I leaned down and kissed him, mightily. He kissed back, and I could feel great walls come tumbling down.

The rest of the day was a dream. We got him out of the corset long enough to divest him of body hair, then we put him back into the corset. And put the wig back on him. And gave him panty hose. And he tried on his first set of high heels.

He looked at the mirror, he tried to turn elegantly, and failed.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “Every young girl goes through a learning period.”

He didn’t object to me calling him a young girl.

“Try walking.”

He did, and nearly fell and broke his neck.

I smiled. “Heel to toe. On a line. Let the ass sway.”

He did, and because he had an image of how a sexy girl walked, he was able to do it. In fact, for the first try, he was very good at it. I watched his hips sway, and the way his boobs bounced, and, I swear, if I had been a man I would have had a hard on.

But I wasn’t a man, so I just got super wet. Like wetter than a fish taking a shower.

At one point I said, “I wish I had a dick, just for a little while. Then you could see how much you excite me.”

He grinned, and I knew he was having the time of his life. He was feeling warm and cuddly and adventuresome.

We spent the afternoon trying on dresses and skirts and blouses.

He could fit in some of mine, but not all, but I had a suitcase of my late aunt’s things and I brought it out.

We tried on dresses, brooches and other old jewelry, and a few pairs of my Aunt’s shoes. She had a couple of stiff corsets, and we considered those, then decided not to.

“Maybe later,” I said. “When your body has fully healed.”

His face went expressionless.

“What?”

“When I’m healed. When all this is over.”

I knew where he was going. I patted his chek and said, “Some things will never be over.”

He grinned.

I said, “So, I’ll tell you what. Let’s both get dressed up. We can fuck like Lesbians.”

He laughed. “Even though one of those Lesbians has a dick?”

“Well, I could get a dildo and we could be gay.”

We paused, then we both laughed and said, “Nah!” at the same time.

Grinning, we stared at each other. Then, “Okay. I’ll get dressed up, and then we can put on make up.”

“Make up?”

“You betcha. Lots of make up. We can be tawdry sluts and—“

“Uh…”

“Yeah?”

“Instead of a woman…”

“You want me to be a man?”

“Just this once?”

“Honey, I will be the manliest man I can be. I put a thoughtful look on my face. “Now where did I leave that dildo…”

So we got dressed, or rather I did, as a man. With high heels. Of course. What manly man doesn't have a pair of high heels hiding in the back of his closet, eh?

Then I sat him down and slathered make up on him.

Oh, he had fun. I creamed him, cleansed him, brushed him. Down below his dick was under the lip of his corset and tenting his dress.

Finally I did his eyes and put lipstick on him.

Oh, he looked delicious. Smacking his lips. His big boobs thrust out. He was wearing a low cut dress and he looked good enough to eat. Or to fuck. Several times.

I took his hand and led him out to the kitchen. I poured us a bit of champagne and toasted him.

“To my new lover.”

He smiled and took a sip. We walked back into the living room, arm in arm, and he said, “I can’t believe that this all—

CRASH! The front door swung back and hit the wall. The lock mechanism busted out. We stared in shock.

Two Mexican thugs and a sleazy doctor sauntered into the room.

“Get out of here!” Jessie blurted, moving towards them.

Guns appeared, and Jessie found himself backing up.

One of the thugs kicked the door closed and the doctor looked at Jessie. “My, my. It looks like I did you a favor.”

“Get out of our house,” I commanded.

They laughed.

“Not until we get what’s ours.”

And I realized: Jessie’s boobs! “You can’t!”

“Got to,” said the doctor, placing a bag on the floor and opening it. “Ricardo wants his drugs back.”

“But his body is weakened! You’ll kill him!”

“And if I don’t get the drugs I’ll be killed. He pulled out a needle, squirted it into the air and looked at me. “You can see my dilemma?”

“But…but wait a month!”

“Then the DEA will have them. No, this is the only way. Juan, hold him down.”

One of the thugs moved forward. He was filthy, and grinning, and it was obvious he was getting a kick out of this.

“Leave me alone!” Jessie was in a corner. I knew he was about to fight.

“Don’t be like that,” stated the doctor. “You might live. But if you fight then we kill you, and your wife, and we get the drugs anyway.”

We were stuck. Jessie and I looked at each other. It was hopeless.

“Okay,” he said. “But you let my wife go!”

“Not a problem. Now come over here and let me shoot you up.”

Jessie walked across the room, past the sneering Mexican drug thug. He shot a look at me, and for a moment the totality of our love was expressed. He was my man, and my woman. And I was his. It couldn’t all end like this. It couldn’t.

“Lie in that recliner. More comfort for you, and it’ll be easier for me.”

Jessie lay down.

The doctor moved towards him. He tied his arm off, searched for the vein, put the needle to the flesh and started to push it down—

CRASH! CRASH! CRASH!

The front door swung open and banged against the wall. The window broke and glass shattered and a man flew through the window.

More men were coming through the kitchen. They all wore helmets and kevlar body armor. They all held assault rifles.             

The two Mexicans spun and raised their guns.

POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP!

The air was filled with smoke and an acrid smell, and the drug thugs were thoroughly punctured. They spun and shook and were driven across the floor.

I was screaming.

Jessie, being in close quarters, grabbed the doctors nuts and squeezed. The doctor grabbed down, tried to loosen Jessie’s grip, but it was a death grip, and Jessie wouldn’t let go. Even when the large men with DEA in block letters on their backs tried to get him to release, he held on.

And, truth to tell, the doctor screaming like a little girl, I think some of the agents were chuckling. Of course you couldn’t tell behind their helmets, but the way their shoulders were shaking…they were laughing.

The bodies were being toted out of the house. The doctor had been taken away on a stretcher, moaning and crying about his abused manhood. Too had, so sad, hope your little marbles fall off and roll down a storm drain and get swept out to sea.

Jessie and I sat on the couch, and the lead agent sat on a chair in front of us.

“Well, Mr., uh, Mr. and Mrs. Jordan. We’ve been watching you for the last week.”

“But we never saw you!”

“We’re good at our job,” he smiled gently.

Jessie: “You were using us for bait.”

“We couldn’t let this operation continue. We knew it was difficult on you, but doing it this way we have stopped a major drug operation, a new way of smuggling drugs, and saved hundreds of thousands, maybe millions of lives. I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but…we had to.”

I frowned. Jessie was thoughtful.

“But, the good news. We can get rid of those implants now. Right now, if you want. We can take you to a hospital, got a team waiting.”

“But what about my husband’s weakened body condition?”

“Uh,” he looked a little embarrassed, “Well, it really isn’t all that weak.”

“You had the doctor’s lie to us.”

He nodded. And he did look a little abashed.

“So, would you like to get rid of those, uh, breasts?”

I said, “Could you give us a moment to process this?”

“Certainly. I’ll be in the kitchen talking to my people. Just call out when you’re ready.”

He left, and Jessie and I faced each other.

“What are you thinking?” he asked.

“I’m thinking we’re not done.”

He knew exactly what I was talking about. “What can we do about it? They have to get the drugs out of me.”

“Leave it to me.”

He gave a short, sharp nod. and I called the agent over.

“Are you ready?”

“Nope.”

His face grew sober. “Oh? What’s the problem.”

“Well, we’ve been used for bait. And my husband has suffered undue emotional damage.”

“What would make this emotional damage go away.”

“Well, we could make a stink. The newspapers would be happy to hear the whole story.”

“This is a matter of national security and—“

“The bull shat and somebody stepped in it.”

The agent’s face was like stone, he knew he couldn’t stop us from saying what we wanted. And, here’s the real point, he could feel my power. And I had power. I had my husband’s power. And I was a woman with a pair. I was powerful and dominant, and I said, “Two things.”

He waited.

“A few million. Make it ten. That won’t even be a dent compared to how many lives we’ve saved, how much money the drug dealers would have made off their new method of smuggling.”

“And the second?”

“You don’t take the implants out of my husband’s chest.”

“But that’s cocaine and—“

“You replace them.”

He stopped. He blinked. And though his face didn’t move a muscle, I could feel him exulting. This was a good deal for him. The bust was stupendous. The money was miniscule. The demand…reasonable.

“Excuse me.” He turned away and hit a number on his cell. He spoke in low tones, but not for very long He turned back to us. “You’ve got a deal.”

I smiled. Jessie smiled. And we laughed all the way to the bank.

END
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


He Wanted It Tighter

Boy, was he in for a surprise!


PART ONE

“Honey, you have to try this.”

I looked at Ralph, sighed, then took the little box. It was white with some pukey purplish boxes on it. The headline and major claims were in bold and easy to read.

‘Macaria V18 spray…Advanced Technology…guaranteed to improve vaginal tightness…’

“What the fuck is this!”

“Honey!” he begged.

I glanced through the remainder of the description on the box. Apparently there were three ‘sticks,’ to be inserted, and they guaranteed to rejuvenate natural pussy tightness. I couldn’t believe it.

“Where did you get this?”

“On the net. There’s lots of products like these…come on. You’ve got to try it.”

“There’s no way I’m going to put this stuff in me. Stuff off the internet? Are you crazy?”

“But it’s from Bangkok! It’s specially formulated! It’s guaranteed to work.”

“Yeah, well, it looks like it’s already worked on your brain. Stick one in each ear and scramble, those are my instructions.”

“But, Bonnie! Come on! You need something like this.”

My jaw dropped. Then my eyes tightened up, and I growled, “are you saying that I’m too loose down there?”

Ralph blinked and realized he had gone too far. Stupid man, he tried to blunder his way out of it.

“It’s not that you’re loose. It’s just that…you know…we do it a lot, and every muscle needs to get massaged, and this will help with—“

I grabbed his shirt front, which was funny. I’m five foot six and he’s six feet, and I shook him so hard a button popped off his shirt. “You egotistical asshole! You’re saying that your big, huge, giant-sized cock, which is, by the way, sort of a normal seven inches, has stretched out my cunt until I’m a loose fuck. Is that what you’re saying.”

“No…no…I…” he backpedaled. He realized there was no way out of this dilemma he had created for himself.

I was moving forward, and even though he outweighed me, I had pushed first and he was backing up. He hit the couch and sat down with an “oomph!”

“Listen, ‘little man,’ if you ever bring this subject up again then you better have the divorce papers in one and your dick in the other. You got that!”

“Uh, yes…yes, dear.”

I snorted and walked away, and my head was filled with thoughts concerning how my hubbie could be such a bone brain, a pea wit, a knuckle head. I mean, putting some strange concoction up my vagina just because he thinks he’s big? Fuck. I had had bigger cocks than his before we were married, and the thought of them kept me warm on cold nights. What an idiot!

The problem was, hubbie was smart enough, and he got a hold of these stupid ideas, and he focused on them.

I thought I had been emphatic enough that he would give up the idea of me inserting some stupid kind of ‘pussy tightener’ into my body. But, not so.

I was to find out later that he immediately began figuring out ways to administer his evil concoction without me finding out.

How does one insert a foreign substance into a woman without her knowing it?

His solution was easy. He took the three little ‘sticks,’ the suppositories on little poles, and he ground them up into paste. He used three because he figured that one wouldn’t be enough, that it would be diluted, but three…

Just another case of stupid, though. Three ended up being three times as strong.

Then he put it into my douche bulb.

I’m a clean girl. I attend to my vagina once a month. I simply put  a little warm, soapy water into my douche bottle, take a shower, insert, and I’m all clean. Being clean is good. I like clean.

So, the next Sunday morning being my douche day, Ralph was stirring about early (putting his concoction into my douche bulb) I got up, stepped into the shower, and cleansed my body. Then I added the warm, soapy water, shook the pinkish bulb, and did my cleansing.

Nice pussy. Clean pussy. Ready to go pussy.

I stepped out and Ralph happened to be there.

“Hey, hey,” he chirped, eyeing my luscious body. And it is luscious. I have 36 DDs. My hair is long, I’ve kept my waist trim, and…and he held up a towel and started drying me off.

“Oh, ho!” I exclaimed as he rubbed my breasts. He spent a lot of time drying my breasts.

“Ahhhh!” I sighed as he bent his head to my nipples and began sucking.

“Fuck!” I whispered, as he pressed the towel into my pussy and started massaging me.

So there I was, getting hornicized, his hands all over me, and what was I going to do? Go knit?

I grabbed his cock and fell to my knees and began to suck.

“Oh, yeah!” he moaned.

I grabbed his testicles and massaged them.

“Crap, that feels good.”

I put my finger up his ass and wiggled.

“Oh, shit!” he yelped. He wiggled his butt and tried to take in more of my finger. Ralph really likes it when I stimulate his asshole.

But it was my hole that needed stimulating right then.

We kissed and he backed me into the bedroom. He groped my tits, then grabbed my butt and lifted me onto the bed.

“Oh, yeah,” I moaned.

“Fuck, yes,” he grunted.

Then he was on the bed, between my legs, and pushing his cock into me.

“Fuuu…” I whispered. “That feels good!”

“It should,” he chortled.

I didn’t get it.

He began pumping me, ramming in and out. A subtle guy Ralph is not. But, regardless it felt good. I mean, when the cock isn’t all the huge a little ramming helps, right?

And he asked, at one point, “How does it feel, baby?”

I didn’t get it.

“Oh, you feel so big!”

Actual, it felt like usual. No difference at all. A guy with a normal sized cock fucking a normal sized pussy.

Hey! I’m not knocking it, I loved the goof, and sex between lovers is ALWAYS good.

And, let’s face it, when I said he was so big I was saying what smart women have been saying from time immemorial. We know guys have fragile egos. We know the right things to say to make them feel good. We don’t want to hurt feelings.

And, I didn’t get it.

“Oh….here it comes…here…here…AHHHH!”

He squirted deep inside me.

Fuck. I wasn’t close. I still had some time left, but that’s the way it is. Guy cums, girl fakes it, girl waits till he’s gone and masturbates. And that’s okay. I know that girls take a little longer, and guys, well, they tend to shoot quick.

So I lay there for a moment, his bulk laying on me, then I shoved him off. “Move it, slick.”

He rolled onto his back and lay there breathing, trying to recover from what I believed to be an incredible sexual experience with a gorgeous woman.

I got off the bed and went into the bathroom to clean his mess out of me. There was the fluffy, white towel that he had dried me with. I picked it up, saw the yellow stain, and frowned. What was a big, yellow stain doing on my…I got it.

“YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

I charged back into the bedroom. He sat up, and I saw it in his eyes. Guilty.

“You put that stuff, that pussy shrinker into my douche bottle! You fucking moron! You brainless cock! You fucking…” I went off for some time, used up all my vocabulary, made up some new vocabulary, and used that up.

He sat on the bed looking sheepish. And he wasn’t smiling. I was too serious for that. I finished up with, “Take me to the hospital right now!”

“What?” His eyes grew big.

“You just fucking poisoned me, your own wife, and I want medical attention.”

We walked into the emergency room. I was carrying the empty box of Macaria V 18 in my purse. I strode up to the desk and said, “I need to see a doctor right now.”

“Yes, ma’am. What is the problem?”

She was a sweet, innocent, little nursie thing, probably new on the job, and her eyes opened and her face froze when I snarled, “This bone headed excuse for a dick put a foreign substance up my pussy.”

Oh, I was pissed.

And she was flustered, but she called an older nurse into the room.

“Yes, ma’am?” Large and imposing, looked like Nurse Ratshit in ‘The Cuckoo’s Nest’ movie. But she wasn’t mean. She was kind, and she was on my side right from the get go.

I took the empty box out of my purse and handed it to her. I motioned to Ralph, who was standing there trying to blend into the floor. I mean, it was embarrassing, and I wasn’t done. I said, “This ass cunt next to me put this stuff into my douche bottle.”

She put on her reading glasses, which were hanging around her neck, and examined the empty box. She read. She looked at Ralph, and that one look was better than all the things I had said to him. She just shriveled him up faster than…than if he had taken a bath in Macaria V18.

“You did—“ she stopped herself from chewing Ralph a new one and turned back to me. “First door on the left.” She pointed down the hallway.

I went to the door, Ralph dragging his pathetic ass after me, and entered the room. Nurse Ratshit, whose name actually happened to be Emmie Johnson, met me there.

She asked me obligatory questions, pulled up my records, and summoned a doctor. A female doctor. And she kept glancing at Ralph, who was trying to look at nothing.

The doc was a small, little Asian lady. And it was good that she was Asian. She said, “Macaria V 18? Oh, Lord.”

“What?” I asked, starting to panic.

“I’m going to have to examine you in the next room.”

She and Nurse Emma told Ralph to stay put and escorted me into the next room.

“Sit right there,” she pointed to a seat, and sat down on a little rolling swivel stool.

I sat, and  she smiled. “That stuff is absolutely harmless.”

“Oh!” I sighed in relief.

“However, your husband is not.”

“I know. I can’t believe…”

She held a hand up. “I do have some medicine for him. Do you feel like having a little fun?”

“Fun?” I tilted my head in question and smiled. “Fun is my maiden name.”

“Before it became Stupid?” Nurse Emma quipped.

I blinked, then got it. And it was funny. “Oh, you’re good,” I said.

“If you think I’m good, wait until you hear what Doc Lee has to say.”

“I turned to the doctor,” and she laid out her plan.

At the end, I nodded. “I’m in. All the way.”

We trooped back into the room where Ralph was waiting. We all had somber looks on our faces. He jumped up. “Doc? Is everything all right?”

“Sit down, Mr. Haroldson. I have some bad news.”

“Oh, no! What’s wrong?”

He kept looking at me. He was actually wringing his hands.

“Well, Mr. Haroldson, there are several complications.”

“Oh, no…”

“Your wife has…the substance you placed in her vagina, it results in a condition called, ‘yadoangetnonitus.’ She spoke it fast, placed her hand in front of her mouth and mumbled it, but I caught it. Fortunately, I have good self control and I didn’t laugh.

“Yado—-yado—“

“It’s a long technical term, but the result is that your wife’s vagina has shrunk several times. It is very miniscule now, and it must be allowed to become larger.”

“What?” he was frowning, trying to keep up with the good doctor.

“Yes, too tight for intercourse. It might be several months, even a year, before she can have sex again.”

“What?”

I could see the twin paths of his cock headed thinking.

One, alarm for me.

Two, alarm for the fact that my legs would be closed and he wouldn’t be getting any.

“That’s right, it’s a reaction to those awful chemicals you induced into her vagina. A terrible thing.”

Nurse Emma actually slapped the back of Ralph’s head and muttered, “Terrible.” She looked exactly like Nurse Ratshit right then, and it was all I could do not to laugh.

“Nurse Johnson,” Doctor Lee chided. “Mr Haroldson is not a bad man. He was just trying to help his wife. Weren’t you?”

“Yeah…I was just trying to help her.”

“Idiot,” whispered Nurse Emma.

Doctor Lee leaned forward. “So she should have no sex for six months, and then we can re-evaluate. Okay?”

“Okay. but…she’s going to be all right?”

“Hopefully, with the right help.”

“Oh, good,” he sighed. “I was worried.” He looked at me. “Honey, I’m so sorry. If I had ever suspected…I wouldn’t have—“

“There is something you can do to help her recover.”

“Sure! Anything!”

“Well, there are a couple of specific things that will aid in her recovery.”

“Okay. what are they?”

“Well, first, I know this might be a little embarrassing, but there are chemicals in human saliva that tend to nullify immediate effects.”

He was frowning as he tried to think this through. “What kind of effects?”

“Well, for instance, if she starts feeling an itch in her vagina you should immediately apply saliva.”

“Oh, like…like spit in my hand and—“

Doctor Lee shook here head.

“What? But…”

“The saliva must be fresh. Air tends to reduce the benefits, so you will have to apply it directly with your mouth.”

His mouth opened. He blinked. Ralph didn’t like to give oral sex. Oh, he liked it when I gave it, but as for his own pristine mouth…no way.

“Now, the second thing,” Doctor Lee went right past his shock and  potential objections. “Your wife must remain off her feet as much as possible.” It’s okay if she walks a bit, but she shouldn’t engage in any rigorous chores.

“Like mow the lawn?”

Nurse Ratshit touched the back of his head, not gently. “Idiot.”

“Oh, Lord, no. She shouldn’t mow the law, or vacuum, or do the dishes, or any household chores. As simple and easy as these types of chores might seem, they will aggravate her condition. I would recommend she take her meals in bed, you’ll have to take care of the house, and…” she shrugged, “Maybe she’ll recover. In a year or so.”

“Okay…okay…” but his eyes looked a little glassy.

“And, the third thing.”

“Yeah?”

“It seems that alcohol is of considerable benefit in helping people recover from this…this…” she held up the box.

Oh, Lord. Ralph was a sight. He was totally dumfounded and hang dogged. I was blinking to keep from laughing.

“So if she complains of a rash, you should immediately pour her…” she turned to me, “What do you like to drink?”

“Oh, um…” I felt like I was going to lose it any second, “I like wine spritzers.”

“Excellent.”

“And an occasional whiskey. Bourbon and Coke. The good stuff.”

“Excellent. You are a good patient already.” She turned to Ralph and spoke in a thoroughly professional manner. “The patient, if she complains of a rash, even if you can’t see a rash there might be one there—women are so much more perceptive in these matters—then you should fetch her the drink of her choice. Wine spritzers and Coke and Bourbon are excellent drinks, though if she wishes something else you should get her what she wants. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.” he nodded. “Yes, doctor.”

Doctor Lee nodded, then she dropped the other shoe. “Now, there is another problem.”

“Oh, no.”

“Oh, yes. You see, you put your penis in an infected vagina. It’s almost like an STD, but worse. We’re going to have to examine you.”

“What?”

“The Macaria V18 might have gotten on your penis.”

“What…what does that mean?”

“It means that I have to examine you.”

He stood there in shock. His mouth opening and closing, his eyes blinking.

“Do you want me to take off my shirt?”

“Everything, Mr. Haroldson.”

“Everything?” he squeaked.

“Everything.”

He stood there and looked at us. He’s sort of shy, and he started turning red.

“Unbutton your shirt, Mr. Haroldson.”

“Oh…do I…”

“Take your clothes off, dummy,” I snapped. I had to snap. I was too close to busting out in laughter.

So he did. Button by button, buckle and zipper, and shortly he was standing there, his whole body a bright red, his hands in front of his penis.

“All right, Mr. Haroldson, sit right there and let’s listen to you.” She put the ends of her stethoscope into her ears and began listening to his chest.

“Hmm.”

“What?”

“Don’t talk, please.”

She listened to his chest, his back. “Yes…uh huh.”

“Doc?”

“Quiet,” and nurse Johnson slapped him on the back of the head. the first slap had been light, the second a little more, and this third one a bit more.

He looked at her reproachfully, but she glared him down.

“Okay, now your penis.”

“My…”

“Your dick, stupid,” I said.

He started to look at me reproachfully, but I followed Nurse Johnson’s example and glared him down.

He stood up and turned to the doctor. He was limp.

Of course he was. We had just fucked an hour before.

“Uh,” he said, looking at his penis.

The doctor looked up at him. “It doesn’t get hard?”

“Well, uh…I can make it hard.”

“We need a good erection for this exam.”

“Oh, uh…well…”

“Make it hard, Ralph,” I suggested.

“Well, I…uh…”

“Play with it.”

“Right here? In front of everybody?”

“Yes.”

“Well, uh…usually I look at porn,” he explained, his face getting even redder.

Nurse Johnson laughed cruelly. “You need porn to get it up?”

Ralph looked like he was going to shrink right through the floor.

Doctor Lee said, “We don’t have any porn.”

“Well, uh…I…”

“He just needs to play with himself,” I said.

So, beet red, totally and utterly shamed, Ralph took his tool in hand and started manipulating it.

We watched him for a while. He wasn’t having much success. Usually I was sorry when he couldn’t get it up afterwards. He did sometimes leave me wanting more, but this time I exulted. I had fucked him good.

Nurse Ratshit: “It’s pretty small. Maybe that’s why it isn’t getting hard.”

Doc Lee: “He is small, but that shouldn’t stop him from having erections. I think it’s the disease.”

Ralph: “Oh, no. Really?”

She nodded.

“What…what are we going to do?”

“To be sure, I’m going to have to give you a prostate exam.”

“A prostate…”

“Yes.” She opened a drawer and took out some gloves. She snapped them on and said. “Bend over the exam table, Mr. Haroldson.”

Ralph was actually trembling as he bent over the table.

“Let me help,” Nurse Johnson said. She grabbed his buns and pulled them apart.

“Ow!”

“Don’t be such a baby,” I snapped.

But he was whimpering and couldn’t stop.

Dr. Lee stood behind him and looked at me. She held up one finger. I knew immediately what she meant. I shook my head.

She held up two fingers. I shook my head.

She held up three, and I smiled and nodded.

She smiled. She slapped a big glob of jelly on his ass and inserted three fingers.

Ralph grunted.

She began moving the fingers around, reaming him, pushing further and further into him.

“Ooh,” Ralph groaned.

She pushed until her fingers wouldn’t go in any more. “How does that feel.”

Ralph moaned.

“Mr. Haroldson? How does that feel.”

“Oh…it feels…okay.”

“He’s getting an erection,” said Nurse Johnson.

“Oh, that’s bad,” murmured Doctor Lee.

“What?”

“Measure him.”

Nurse Johnson yanked his prick down and held a tape measure to it. It read seven inches.

Doctor Lee pulled her fingers out and pulled her gloves off. She handed Ralph some tissue and we watched him wipe his butt. There was a lot of jelly, and he had to keep wiping and wiping, and it was getting more and more embarrassing.

Doctor Lee wrote on a clipboard, and Nurse Johnson and I waited.

“Sit down, Mr. Haroldson. I have some bad news for you.”

“What? What?” He sat on a chair, and actually slid a little bit. He still had a bunch of jelly on his cheeks. He was positively squooshing.

“Mr. Haroldson. Because you put your penis in an infected vagina you have contracted the condition. You have yadoangetnonitus.” She coughed a little and disguised the word just enough so he couldn’t figure it out.

“What am I going to do?”

“Well, the good news, if there is any, is that you, as a male, will require treatments that are pretty much the opposite of your wife’s. No sex for a year. Don’t even masturbate. And you should engage in light work. Vacuuming, mowing the lawn, that sort of thing. And, finally, there are enzymes in vaginal juices that will help alleviate your condition.”

I thought she was done, but the coup de grace was about to rear its head.

“And, about your penis…”

“What about my penis?”

“How long is it?”

“Nine inches.”

“Tell the truth, you sap,” I said.

Nurse Ratshit slapped the back of his head.

“Ow! Okay. It’s seven inches.”

“Not very big, is it,” snickered Nurse Ratshit.

“It’s big enough!” He protested.

“For a midget. A small midget.”

Ralph didn’t say anything to that, but his face showed it all. He had never been so shamed in his life.

Doctor Lee: “Well, sad to say, it has shrunk.”

“What?”

She held up the tape measure, her finger on the five inch mark.

“And considerably.”

“What? Oh, no!”

“And if you don’t follow the regimen I have described for you, no sex, no alcohol, light work, lots of vaginal juice…it might shrink more.”

“Honey,” I said. “If you get down to three inches I’m leaving you.”

He looked down at his cock. “But it looks regular like.”

Dr. Lee reached for a big thick book on a shelf. She opened it and thumbed through it. “Here we go. Uh, it appears that you will be suffering from perceptual problems. That’s a psychiatric problem. Would you like to discuss your problems with a psychiatrist?”

“No!”

She closed the book. “And it does say that there may be times when it will appear normal, but it won’t stay that way, and if you don’t follow my medical advice it will definitely shrink. A lot.”

“Three inches?” I asked.

“It’s possible.”

“Oh…no…no…” He was still bright red, but he was also ashen. Sort of a paler bright red. He looked at his penis sadly. “And there’s nothing I can do?” He looked at Doctor Lee.

“Well, there is one thing…I sort of hesitate to mention it, because manly men…men who are very manly, they don’t like to…”

“What is it?”

“Anal stimulation.”

Ralph actually slid down a little bit, he was swooning, and I caught him and held him up.

“Come on, honey. Let’s go get started on our medicine.”

“I…I…” he couldn’t even talk as I helped him from the office.

I looked back. Doctor Lee nodded. Nurse Johnson raised a fist in victory.

I smiled, and we left the hospital.


PART TWO

“Better help me to bed,” I said.

He rounded the car and opened my door. He gently held my arm and helped me to the house.

“I can’t believe you poisoned me,” I murmured softly.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry. I was stupid. Will you ever forgive me?”

“Probably not,” I sniffed.

He helped me through the house and into the bedroom. “Help me out of my clothes.”

He gently helped me out of my clothes and into bed. As I laid back I could feel his eyes on my breasts.

It’s funny, he had just squirted, but all the stuff that happened in the doctor’s office was getting to him. He had been naked in front of three women, his asshole had been played with, and his cock had been handled. I could tell that he had a boner in his pants.

I covered up a giggle and said, “You’d better get me a wine spritzer. I’m feeling a little itchy down there.”

He ran for the kitchen. I fluffed the pillows and laid back. I smiled. I was loving this medical treatment, and it hadn’t even got going.

He returned and handed me the wine spritzer. I took a sip. Hmmm. Good.

“Well, I’ll—“

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“If I’m going to be bed ridden for a while…is there any way you could bring the TV in here?”

He blinked. We had a big screen, and he loved to sit on the couch in his underwear and drink beer and shout at football players.

“Well, uh…”

“Please? I’m hurting, and I have to stay here, and it would mean so much to me.”

He gulped, and nodded.

So I lay in bed and watched as he got out the drill and punched a couple of holes in the wall. Then he put up the hardware and mounted the TV.

Ah, great!

I turned it on. I flipped through the channels and found ‘Bridesmaids.’

Ralph stared at the screen. He hated chick flicks. And he especially hate Bridesmaids.

And, tell the truth, I don’t blame him…I watched it enough that I knew all the lines, and he heard enough, even while running from the room, to know the lines. Poor boy.

“Uh, honey?”

“Yes?”

“Could you…I was sort of planning on watching…”

“Thank you for putting this up for me. This is just what I needed to take my mind off my disease. Are you going to mow the lawn now?”

He visibly shrank in front of me. I mean, his shoulders slumped and his head went down. He was planning on watching football. ‘Ha!’ to that.

I turned back to the TV, took a sip of my wine spritzer, and he left the room. A couple of minutes later I heard the mower going in the front yard.

Ah, this was the life.

Except I needed one more thing. I jumped out of bed and ran for my bottom dresser drawer. I grabbed my trusty vibrator and ran back to bed.

I plugged the super duty thing in, lay back and spread, and started diddling my brains out.

There’s a trick to a good vibrator cum.

I know some gals just start jamming it in, swirling it around, hit the vibrate switch, and grunt their joy out.

No, no. That’s all wrong.

First you have to diddle your nipples. Take a little time, watch a handsome stud on TV, or just get the idea of one in your head. Imagine that it’s him sucking on your nipples. Go around and around the nipple, pushing the nipple a bit as you go, until it is as hard a rock.

Then, flicking your nipple lightly, move the vibrator down to the pussy. But don’t just jam it in!

Instead, rub it lightly up and down your labia. Explore the folds, take your time, and let the heat build.

After a while you are breathing hard, and the desire to finish yourself off rises.

Don’t do it.

Instead, focus the vibrator on your clitoris.

Soon you are gasping, and you really want to squirt your brains out.

Whether you do it now is optional.

But there is always the asshole. That is an erogenous zone of a whole different caliber.

But don’t just jam it in. Take your time. Suck your nipple, moving from one to the other, use one hand to finger bang yourself, it’s okay if you insert and get a little rough with that finger. And your other hand teases your bunghole.

Oh, baby, it won’t be long till you are on the edge of the biggest squirt in the universe!

So, I followed my advice and got ready to pop. I was gasping, gulping. My pussy was on fire. My breasts felt so spectacular, and…and…BANG! The front door slammed.

Cursing, I hid the vibrator under my pillow and laid back and pretended to be dozing.

Ralph stuck his head through the doorway.

I opened my eyes and murmured. “Hi, honey. What is it?”

“Oh, I finished the lawn, I was wondering if you were still watching TV.”

“Oh, yeah, sort of. I’m dozing a bit, but it’s so comforting to wake up and watch a little, then doze a bit.

“Oh. Okay, then you…”

I knew what he was going to do; he was going to ask if he could watch football.

“Honey, I’m sorry, but the doctor…what she said…”

“Yes?”

“My pussy is starting to itch. I mean, it’s really itching. Could you… do you think you could…apply some saliva?

Oh, the look on his face. I mean, he was absolutely crushed. He hated eating my pussy, and here he had to do it.

“It would feel so good, and I know it will help the itching go away. could you?”

“Uh…yeah. I guess…”

“And, if you could take your clothes off and wash first…you’ve got grass cuttings all over you.”

“Yeah. Sure.”

He took off his clothes and stepped into the shower. A minute later he was drying himself off. I noted that his dick was very hard. God, I wanted a piece of that, but, sigh (giggle) doctor’s orders.

He came to the bed and gently crawled up next to me.

I kissed him. No way he was going to rub me off a quickie. I was horny, extra horny from not having cum and from just being on the edge, and I wanted everything he could give me.

Minus the dick, of course.

He returned my kiss and began chewing on my mouth.

Heh. He was horny, too. In spite of just cumming this morning, he was getting hot.

“Suck my breasts,” I whispered.

He had no trouble doing that. He lowered his head and began tonguing and then sucking on my nipples.

“They’re hard,” he whispered.

Oh, yeah. They were little statues. Standing up and rejoicing.

“Now…” I pushed his head down.

I could feel his reticence, but he slid down my body and put his head between my legs.

“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled as he slithered his tongue along the labia.

“Fuck!” I gasped as he sucked on the clitoris. Heysoos! I had just been vibrating the crap out of my clit, and him sucking it now, I could feel tendrils of sexual electricity shooting out from my pussy.

Then his whole mouth was kissing my vagina. He was Frenching my slit, and it felt like heaven exploding.

He might not like to eat pussy, but that doesn’t mean he wasn’t good at it.

I grabbed his hair with one hand and hit the back of his head with the other.

“Hey!” he yelped, and even that short exclamation shot into my pussy and made me arch and moan.

For a long minute he ate, and I began smushing my pelvis into his face.

“I…can’t…breath…” he sounded all garbly.

“Almost there…almost…almo…AIIIIIEEEE!”

I have never such a violent cum in my life. I mean, my pelvis tilted up and locked. My back was arched and frozen, and I could feel the muscles in my pussy clamping down, again and again and again.

He was caught, trapped, and I didn’t care if he ever breathed again. I mean, this was it…this was the cum I had been waiting all my life for.

And, I started to come down. My body sagged, I sprawled, I tried to catch my breath.

He finally emerged from between my legs. He gasped for breath, couldn’t breath.

“I’m sorry,” I said, it’s just that…that…”

“It was good,” he managed. He turned over and lay next to me.

“Fuck. It was good. Your tongue is better than your dick.”

“It is?”

I glanced at him. son of a bitch, he actually was feeling a bit of pride!

Well, of course. He had caused an effect. Men usually are pleased when they get a woman to cum.

But this cum…it was magnificent, and I didn’t begrudge him a bit of magnificent pride.

He had done all right.

“Come here, honey.”

We rolled together and held each other. We cuddled, something else he is not fond of. And the TV spoke of Bridesmaids. And I was quite happy. What more could I ask for? After this?

But there was one thing, and I realized it after a half hour of holding on to him, not letting him go.

“Honey? Could you go buy me a box of chocolates?”

He jerked his head up and stared at me.

Now, here’s the thing. Normally, he would have said no. He would have laughed it off, but this time was different.

How was it different?

It was different because I felt his hard cock against my leg, and I reached down and grabbed it. I held it, stroked it lightly. I whispered. “Just one, little, box of chocolates. Maybe Lady Godiva. That’s the good stuff. And then maybe I’ll stroke you a bit more.”

Oh, he was easy. He was breathing hard, and moving his hips, and when I let go with a promise, he nodded. “Sure.”

“Right now?”

Oh, he didn’t want to get out of bed. He wanted to stay there. His penis wanted to be in me. But, good girl me…doctor’s orders…I wasn’t going to let him in me. Not a chance. Not when I had him right where I wanted him.

So he got out of bed, struggled to get his pants on over a deliciously hard erection, and went to the store. And I gave him a list of other things to get while he was there.

After all, I was a sick girl. I needed my rest (giggle). And I really needed to watch a few chapters of ‘Sex and the City.’

Ralph returned home an hour later. I was watching Carrie Bradshaw strut her stuff through the streets of New York, girl ought to be arrested for looking so sexy, and I heard Ralph coming down the hallway.

“Hi, honey,” I smiled and stretched, and showed him how large my boobs were.

He couldn’t raise his eyes from my chest, and he placed a box of chocolates on the bed. A big box. That’s the thing with men. When their peckers are big they start becoming more complaint, and more eager, and they start buying bigger. If I had asked for flowers he would have bought me a flower shop.

“Oh, thank you.”

He glanced at the TV, frowned at Carrie, then smiled at me. “I’ll put the groceries away.

I blew him a kiss, and went back to watching soap operas and eating chocolates. Oh, baby. I think I’m going to be sick for a long time.

He fed me lunch in bed. A salad. And I made him have one.

“A salad?” he had said. “But being the opposite of you, don’t I need meat and stuff?”

“Oh, I doubt that. Salads are so much better for you.”

Well, he didn’t believe me, but I was milking the situation for everything I could, and I convinced him to eat a salad. And then I asked for a steak for dinner.

“But, honey,” he complained. “I only bought one, and you usually don’t eat steak!”

“But I’m sick now, and I need to keep my strength up.”

He nodded sadly, and asked how I wanted it cooked, rare, medium or well done.

“Now, if you could get me a wine spritzer…”

He did, and the way he was moving…he was so sad. So when he brought back the wine spritzer I took hold of his cock. I stroked it, and took sips of the wine spritzer, and watched more Sex and the City.

Helpless, addicted, Ralph stood there next to the bed, his legs shivering and trembling, breathing in gasps. Then I let him go and pushed him away. Better get the vacuuming done before dinner.

Sighing, wanting more, he started to leave the room.

“Could you close the door? So I don’t have to hear the vacuum?”

He nodded and closed the door, and I dove for my vibrator. Greedy me, I wanted another one of those earth shattering orgasms.

And so the weekend went. I lazed in bed, drank wine spritzers and ate chocolates, and watched a whole season of Sex and the City. And Fried Green Tomatoes. And even The First Wive’s Club.

Ralph vacuumed, mowed, dusted, did the laundry, and poked his head in every once in a while to make sure I was all right.

I tell ya, there was a piece of me that was actually a little guilty. but only a little. After all, he had put a foreign substance up my vagina. The dope deserved everything I was giving him. And more.

But, the weekend over, he had to go to work, and I could get out of bed. So I went to the gym and worked all those dastardly chocolates out of my system. Then I looked up Doctor Lee’s office. I wanted to talk to her outside of the hospital. At 11 that morning I sauntered into her place of business and asked to see her.

“How’s it going, Mrs. Haroldson?” She grinned and showed me to a seat in her office.

“Absolutely wonderful. But I had some questions.”

“I don’t doubt. What can I answer for you?”

“Well, first off, how long can I keep this going?”

She chuckled. “As long as you want.” She grew serious. “I’ll tell you, I’m actually supposed to call the police in a case like yours.”

“Really?”

“Really. But what we did, I figure it’ll be a lot better for your husband, and he doesn’t get a record.

“Well, thank you for that.”

“No prob. Women must stick together. Right?”

I grinned. “Now, second question…how long can Ralph go without an orgasm? I mean, it’s not going to harm his body if I make him go without for a few months, will it?”

“Not at all.” she shook her head. “The body absorbs semen after a while. But…”

“Yes?”

“If you really want to do it up right, you should consider prostate orgasms.”

“Prostate orgasms?”

“Sure, look it up on the net. You tickle his anus. Like I did at the hospital. Some guys can actually have an orgasm that way. But, at the very least you can drain him.”

“Drain him?”

“Drain his semen. You press on the prostate gently and force the semen out of his cock. He is relieved of his fluid, but here’s the great part…his mind doesn’t get it. Now he wants an orgasm even more, but he doesn’t have the juice to make it. He’ll be hard as a rock, but can’t cum. Check it out on the net.”

I laughed.

“What?”

“This all started because he read something on the net, and now I’m going to go read something on the net.”

She grinned, “Turnabout, eh? Anyway, give me a call if you need any help in this big conspiracy. We’ll teach that big lug to do stupid things like the Macaria V18. God, is that stupid. Sorry, I know he’s probably bright enough, but men and their cocks.” She shook her head. Then we both giggled. Turnabout was fair play.

Five o’clock and he returned home. I was back in my bed, feeling bouncy, and trying to look sickly.

“Honey? How are you?”

“Oh, God. It’s bad. I feel so itchy down there.”

He didn’t even hesitate. He just jumped on down there and started licking. And after I had my orgasm he massaged me and told me to relax while he took care of dinner.

And he even brought me a wine spritzer without being asked! And a plate with a chocolate on it!

Oh, my God! What a life.

And so went the week. Day after day, luxury and pleasure, jaunting about all day long, going to the gym, lunching with the girls, and everything was looking roses.

I even told my girlfriends that if they came over they had to treat me like an invalid, and shoot Ralph dirty looks. Heh. That poor boy.

And, darned if some of them didn’t start looking at me wistfully, and wondering, and doing their own plotting.

How could they get their boyfriends to do something with such glorious consequences?

And the weekend, as weekends are wont to do, arrived.

“Oh, honey, I’m so glad to see you.”

He glared at me. “You aren’t sick.”

“What?” Oh, no!

“I talked to the doctor at work. He told me there’s no such things as You don’t get none itus!”

“Well my doctor says there is.”

“We’ll see how your doctor likes my lawyer.”

I stood up and I glared at him. “Don’t you dare.”

“I’ll dare what I want. And you…going along with it. What kind of a fool do you take me for?”

I got in his face then. “You put that stupid pussy shrinker juice up my pussy. You want to talk about law suits?”

He gave way a little. After all, he had started it. But he wasn’t about to give up his righteous rage yet. “You’ve been playing me for a fool all week. Wine spritzers, chocolates, eating you out.”

I started to get madder, then I suddenly giggled.

“What?” He was trying to get madder.

“Honey, you’ve given me some of the best sex in my life.”

“And I haven’t gotten any!”

“And now that I know…now that I’ve seen the light…I don’t think I’m going to give you sex again.”

“What? After what you did to me?”

“What did I do but make you be a man! Make up for your stupidity. A week of chocolates and wine spritzers is small price to pay for the mean, ugly, little squirts you’ve been giving me.”

“What!” He was near shrieking now, his face red. He didn’t like the truth.

“The fact of the matter is that you’re a lousy lover! You’re cock is average, but instead of facing the truth, and doing something about it, like trying a little in bed, you just pump and grunt, spit and slobber, and…and…”

“What!”

“AND YOU DON’T EVEN GET ME OFF!”

And that was it. That was the big emasculator. As soon as I said it I was sorry.

Heck, he could be a good lover if he tried. But he was so obsessed with his dick that he didn’t even see anybody else. All he could think about was squirting.

And I calmed down. “Wait.”

Oh, man, he wasn’t ready to wait. His face was so purple I thought his veins would pop.

“Hold on,” I softened my voice, I tried to sooth him. I knew I had gone too far. I had to back it up. Man, arguments between man and wives should never be done like I had just done. Heck, saying the things I said, no matter if they were right, they were just going to exacerbate the situation. I had to make this right. “Honey, I’ve gone too far. I apologize. Let’s calm down and…”

But he wasn’t calming down. No fucking way he was calming down. I had not fought fair. I had insulted his dick.

So I did the only thing I could.

I took off my negligee. I hung my head. I even cried a little.

He stopped, but he didn’t soften. “Heck. I had mortally wounded him. I tall ya, girlfriend…don’t ever insult a man’s dick. That’s one argument you will NEVER win. Ever.

So I grabbed his buckle and undid it. I had to tug a bit, but at least he didn’t stop me.

I unzipped it.

I pulled it out and sucked on it. Mightily.

“It’s huge, baby. Please don’t hurt me with it.”

He just stood there. He was caught between his eternal, righteous, get a divorce anger…and my cock slurping mouth.

I sucked his balls. I stuck a finger up his ass and…bingo.

He gasped.

And it all came together in my mind. He likes a finger up the butt. The way he had reacted in the doctor’s office, all embarrassed and caught and everything…and he got a boner.

And now this.

And I knew what I was going to have to do.

I stood up and faced him.

“Okay. I did some bad things. And so did you, so we canceled out.”

He sniffed. Yes…but.

“And I said some things about your cock. I was wrong and I apologize.”

He didn’t blink, but he was listening. Okay.

“So I’ll make a deal. You can fuck me, right here and right now, and we can go back to the way things were. You’re the boss, you’re on top, you get to squirt anytime you want.”

He tilted his head slightly. He couldn’t figure out where this was going.

“Or…”

“Or what?” Ha! He gave a little bit.

“Or I will show you how I want to be fucked. And when I show you…it will change your life. You will change…and you’ll never go back.”

So I can fuck you. Right now. And things are back to normal…”

Ha…things weren’t ever going back to normal. I knew that, and I think he knew it, too. We had gone too far. I had opened my mouth, spoken the truth, and unless we went somewhere else our marriage was on the rocks.

Oh, it would take some time, there would be the typical whining and crying, the half hearted attempts to make it all better, but…unless he gave way our marriage was a gone goose.

I said, “Or you can let me rock your world. I will show you things you never knew existed. When I get done with you you will beg me for a chance to pour my spritzers and buy my chocolates. When I get done with you you’ll want to watch chick flicks with me, instead of watching football.”

Okay, I was going overboard, but I had to. I had to appeal to his manhood…even as I destroyed it.

He was a good man. He just had a stupid side. And what man…heck, what human being…doesn’t have a side of stupid in his or her head?

He had put that stuff in my douche bottle, but I had insulted his pecker. Tell me that wasn’t stupid!

He stood there for a long time, his pecker sticking out of his pants.

I would have grabbed it and stroked it, but I knew this was one time I dasn’t dare do that. He had to think about it. He had to reach his own conclusions.

There had been enough manipulation.

Finally, he asked, “Can I think on this?”

“Honey, you can think all day and all week for all I care. I did something stupid, I want to make up for it, and that’s it. You just let me know what you want to do.”

I walked out of the bedroom. It was the smartest thing I could do.

Heck, his cock was still sticking out, still hard, still wanting my delicate, little pussy. And if he took a week to think about it, his cock would still be sticking out, and it would be a nibble in his mind, picking away at him, telling him to decide, and hopefully the right way.

I served him dinner. I served him steak the way he likes it. And I put a big glass of bourbon and Coke next to his plate. And a chocolate.

He ate, and we didn’t talk much. just a word here and there.

He sat on the bed and watched football. I did the dishes.

And all the while he was thinking. Thinking. Thinking.

We went to bed. He still had that big, old boner, sticking up like it was a Roman candle about to go off.

We awoke.

Went to a few yard sales.

Came home.

Dithered around the house. Not speaking much, but, oh, were we aware of each other.

“Okay.”

I was sitting by the pool. Sunning in the late afternoon. He stood behind me, a shadow with a thought.

I stood up and we kissed. And, I got to tell you, make up sex is the best sex, it was one of the best kisses of all time.

He wasn’t kissing me to get me in bed, to prepare me for his dripping cock. He was kissing me because he was actually thinking, and making a choice, and inherent in that choice was the question, and the answer, of whether we truly loved each other.

I knew I loved him. And it wasn’t just that I had spread my legs, it was that I had opened myself, my soul, and accepted him for who he was.

Sure, he could be a lout, but. he was kind and caring, worked his fingers to the bone, and, let’s face it, when he thought I was ill he went the extra nine yards.

“So how do we do this,” he finally asked.

I smiled.

First, I washed him. I scrubbed his body, I soaped every square inch of him. I rinsed him and dried him, and I even put a spritz of perfume on him.

He actually liked that. Well, he should. I had chosen a perfume that he appreciated on me, so why not him?

I then made love to him. I kissed him, nibbled his nipples, slurped his penis,…but not to a climax.

Oh, he was groaning and moaning, and I could tell he was thinking: Okay, this is good. But this is not going to change my world.

I laid him on bed and lowered my pussy on his cock. I rode him, and watched him carefully. Whenever he thought he was going to squirt I hopped off. Waited. Then got back on.

I edged him for a couple of hours.

God, he loved it. And he hated it. But he loved it more. And I knew I was going to have to finish him off in spectacular fashion.

Yes, it was great, but it was not going to change his world.

I lay him on his belly on a pile of pillows.

I put lube on his asshole and I began to finger bang him.

Yes, Ralph always liked a little butt play, and that should have told me. A man who likes a little butt play is really going to like a lot of butt play.

He was groaning. He was moaning.

I used two fingers and began rimming him. Gently, waking up all his nerves.

And he didn’t object. That was very important. His sense of pleasure far outweighed his sense of…being a manly man. Too manly to take it up the butt.

I went to my dresser drawer and took out my vibrator.

I touched it to his asshole.

“What’s that?” He tensed up.

“The answer to your dreams.”

I slid that thing over his brown button. I rubbed the point to his hole. I alternated it with my fingers.

In and out.

Touch and swirl.

He began to relax.

“Honey,” I said. “Some men can’t take this. Some men are too rigid, can’t have any real pleasure.”

He didn’t say anything.

“But you like it. A lot. I’ve always known, but I’ve never taken advantage of this…and in that I failed you. What is the point of being married if it’s not to give pleasure to one another?”

“I…okay.”

Good Lord, that was ten times easier than I thought. I thought I was going to have to convince him. All the stuff I had read on the internet, the draining and the prostate massage, the way men talked about taking it up the butt? I thought I was going to have to work on him for hours. But he just gave in right away.

Which, if anything, told me that I was absolutely right about Ralph.

I gently pushed the vibrator into him.

He started to tense, but relaxed.

Further.

He forced himself to relax.

Further.

He was gulping now, and breathing hard. but it was halfway into him.

“How are you doing, lover?”

“I’m…good.”

“Excellent. Now feel this. I began to stroke his cock. It hung down below the pillows and was red and throbbing. It looked so delicious I wished I could suck it. but I couldn’t. Not now.

I slid the dildo all the way into him. I could feel his electricity, snapping, crackling, popping.

I worked it for a slow minute, let him get nice and relaxed.

I knew what he was feeling. I had used the thing on my pussy enough times. He would be feeling expansive, languorous, ready.

And he would be charged with sexual electricity.

His boner felt like an iron rod in my hand.

I leaned forward, let my tits rub his back. I whispered in his ear. “I’m going to turn it on now. Are you ready?”

He nodded, and gulped, and I hit the switch.

He pushed down with his hips so hard I was afraid the vibrator was going to pop out of his asshole.

But it didn’t, and I began to gently ram and jam.

“Oh, fuck…oh, God…Oh fuck…I can’t…Oh God…”

I grinned, and I tilted the vibrator so I was directly stimulating his prostate.

He began to move his hips, back into me, trying to swallow the vibrator, and every once in a while he would start shivering, and twitching.

I dug it into him, and I moved slightly to the side so I could see his face.

His eyes were closed, his mouth was open in wonder. He was actually drooling.

This boy was liking it!

“Can you cum?” I asked.

He nodded.

I knew it didn’t matter. Even if he didn’t cum, the experience he was having, he was a butt boy, it would be better than regular sex from here on out.

“Do it,” and I grinned and whispered, “Bitch.”

He began to shudder, and for a second I thought he was going to break, throw me off, his whole body would just explode.

But he didn’t. Instead, it was like a volcano going off. He just began thrusting into the pillow, back onto the vibrator, again and again, and his hips locked, and his prick began ejecting semen.

God, what a load!

I had cleaned a few loads out of my pussy, and he had regular sized loads, but this…this was something special. He just kept spewing and spewing and spewing. And he groaned and began sobbing. And it went on and on and on.

Life is different for Ralph and I now.

He fucks me a lot, but he’s learned self control. He takes me gently to the stars, he blows my mind, but he doesn’t always cum. Only when I want him to.

I cum a lot. He takes great pride on how much he can make he squirt.

And when does he cum?

Once a month.

About one every month he takes me out to a great dinner, wines me and dines me, then we go home.

He cleans himself up, lays out the vibrators—we have a collection now—and gets ready.

Then it’s my turn.

I take him. Sometimes with a vibrator, sometimes with a strap on—he really likes that—and sometimes, if he needs a little extra (or, let’s face it, like I feel like giving him a little extra) I’ll have him wear a slip, or a bra, or anything to help him in his mind, his fantasies, his sexual needs.

Does he want to be a woman?

Nah. Some men do, some men need to, but not every man does. It’s a personal thing.

Does he think he’s gay?

Not on your life. Not the way he plows me most nights of the week.

He’s just a man who appreciates his butt.

Which is good, because I’m a woman who appreciates the way he appreciates his butt.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: ]

The Big Tease: The Book

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Boob Maximizer

He wanted biguns…he got ‘em!


PART ONE

“I guarantee it will work.”

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

“Guaranteed.”

“And how do you know?”

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

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

“See…see!”

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

“Oh, my God!”

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

“Can I see one?”

“Sure.”

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

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

“Can I touch it?”

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

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

“OhmyGod!”

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

“I say I want it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, babe.” He gave her a big kiss.

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

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

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

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

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

Dinner. A little TV. Time for bed.

All the while Lance kept glancing at Mazie.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh…fuck!” he blurted.

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

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

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

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

“I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She came back into the room and got into bed.

Lance’s eyes burned in the night.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lance grinned and watched.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not yet.”

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

“Oh, you’re a honey. Thanks, babe.”

She kissed him lightly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she hadn’t opened it.

Lance could almost cry.

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

He found it in the trash. Empty.

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

“No. Something stinky about it.”

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

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

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

The next week she brought home some Vanicream.

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

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

FUCK!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

“Really?”

“Child’s play.”

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

“Of course it will cost…”

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

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

“But Doc!”

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

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

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

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

“Nope.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, my God!” he burbled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No…no, I—“

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

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

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

“Nothing, honey. I just—“

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

“Ow!” He stared at her.

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

“What do you do to me,” she hissed.

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

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

“Fu—!” he was knocked back.

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

Lance doubled up and fell to the floor.

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

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

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

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

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

“But…but…”

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

Mazie picked up the car keys.

“Where are you going?”

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

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

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

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

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

“No! nothing! I didn’t—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You fucking…fucking…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dinner…without dinner.

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

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

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

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

Slowly, time ticked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“EEEE!”

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

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

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

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

“But…but…but…”

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

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

“Honey…please…can’t you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Doc! You’ve got to do something!”

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

“What the heck is…”

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

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

“I didn’t. My wife put it on me.

“Well, wow. You’re really stuck now.”

“But don’t you have an antidote?”

“Sure. $10,000.”

“WHAT!”

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

“Okay. You have a deal. Where is it.”

“Not so fast. Money first.”

“But, I don’t…Okay.”

He took out his wife’s credit card.

“Cash only.”

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

“I trust you to get the money first.”

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

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

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

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

Nope.

“But why not?” he beseeched the banker.

“You’ve already got a loan out.”

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

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

“I lent the money this morning personally.”

“Let me see that!”

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

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

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

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

What to do? What to do?

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

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

“Yes?” Doc called through the door.

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

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

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

“Go way!”

Sounds behind the door. Low voices.

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

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

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

“But that’s my wife!”

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

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

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

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

“What do you want?”

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

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

“But…but, honey…”

Mazie advanced on Lance. “What?”

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

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

“But…you can’t sign my name.”

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

“But…but why?”

“To pay for the antidote, stupid.”

“But…that’s $20,000!”

“It’s not my money so I don’t care.”

“But…but…”

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

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

“Doc! you gotta help me!”

“You really busted this door.”

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

“Oh, I don’t have any more of that.”

“But…you don’t…”

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

“But you have to make me some more.”

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

“But, Doc!”

“Sorry.”

“But…why were you kissing her?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, dear?” she drawled sarcastically.

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

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

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

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned it.”

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

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

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

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

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

Mazie started laughing. “You look ridiculous.”

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

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

“Uh…but there’s nothing else…I…”

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

“WHAT?”

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

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

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

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

“Can I have the antidote now?”

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

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

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

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

“Please,” he begged.

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

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

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

“Oh, my God,” Mazie muttered.

“What?”

“Look!”

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

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

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

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

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned my lesson.”

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

He pushed her away.

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

Lance just shook his head.

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

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

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

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

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

“Come on, we haven’t got all day.”

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

He nodded.

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

“Honey, can’t we—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please, honey…I’ve had enough.”

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

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

“Hey!”

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

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

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

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

“NO!”

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

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

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

“But I’ve had the full experience.”

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

His mouth opened and closed.

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

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

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

Well, she was a good looking woman.

Lance stared at her.

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

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

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

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

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

He didn’t say anything.

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

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

“OW!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mazie. Please don’t do this to me.”

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

“Yeah…but, I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And a hand cupped his bun!

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

“What you want, ma’am.”

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

“Order?”

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

“What?”

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

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

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

He nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Okay. You’ve had your fun.”

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

“I’ve got to fuck a man?”

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

“But why?”

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

“I…because…”

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

“To…to have sex…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Want to dance beautiful?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lance shook his head.

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

Lance nodded and whispered, “Bourbon and Coke.”

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

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

“You know, you really are a beauty.”

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

“Dressing up?”

“As a woman?”

“I…I…”

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

The barman appeared and handed them drinks.

“Two more, Todd,” Johnny said.

Todd nodded and went back behind the bar.

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

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

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

Johnny chuckled. “I guess so.”

The drink helped. Lance began to relax.

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

A second drink, and Lance started to get dizzy.

“You okay?” Johnny asked, suddenly concerned.

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

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

“Oh.”

“Come on, we can go out the back.”

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

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

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

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

“What? Don’t wanna. I need to go…”

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

“Don’t wanna…lemme go…”

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

“Wow! Nice boobs!”

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

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

“Let’s go…”

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

“Fuck, this bitch is built!”

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

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

WOOOOOO!

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

“Shit!” Somebody yelled.

“Go around!” Johnny screamed.

“I can’t!

CRASH!

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

A few feet away a cop was talking to Mazie.

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

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

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

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

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

“You ready to go home?”

Lance nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He listened as she educated him.

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

He nodded, knowing exactly what she was saying.

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

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

She waited for him to dry up.

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

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

“So what are we doing?”

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

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

“Ready for what?”

“Come with me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can feel mine, if you want.”

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

They danced into the bedroom.

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

He found himself nodding. Gulping, but nodding.

Mazie lifted his dress and pulled his panties down.

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

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

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

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

“It’s good, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” he mumbled.

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

Then three fingers.

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

He nodded.

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

“I’m going to turn it on now.”

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

“Oh…oh…”

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

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

“Oh, God!” he breathed.

“Want more, don’t you?”

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

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

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

“Keep those tits for a while.”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

Lance nodded.

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

“I’d love to,” Lance answered.

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

END
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He was a Female Model

A snowflake becomes an androgynous model!


PART ONE

MAY…

“I’d like to see something in a night gown.”

“Of course, Mrs. Smithfield. Please come this way.”

I led the elder lady and her husband into the showing room.

Mrs Smithfield was an old client, veddy rich, and quite generous when we pleased her. The trick, of course, was to please her.

I seated the matron and was surprised when her husband, Reginald, refused a chair and took his place behind his wife.

Rich people can be so odd. Yet, mine was not to reason why.

“Mrs. Smithfield, did you have any specific style or color in mind?”

“Pink would be nice. Drab old pink. Maybe some frills. And I would like the bosom emphasized.

Curiouser and curiouser. Usually she ordered evening gowns, we had her size on file, and my girls were fully prepared to model whatever style she wished.

“Perhaps Klien? Or even Dior?”

She gave a sigh. “I was thinking of Victor Edelstein.”

“Certainly,” I smiled and began to turn, but she cleared her throat.

“Yes?”

“Do you have a male model?”

Control the blink. No blink. “Of course, ma’am. Are we speaking of suits? Any particular—“

“For Reginald.”

I couldn’t help it. A flutter of the eyelashes. “Of course, ma’am. A suit for Mr. Smithfield.”

“A gown.”

Time stopped. I was aware of my mouth starting to open, and forcing it to stay closed. From somewhere in another realm I heard my voice say. “Of course, ma’am. A Victor Edelstein, pink, for your husband.”

She waited, watched me, but I was under control now.

“Three minutes, ma’am, and we’ll begin the showing.”

I smiled, turned and headed for the back room. A pink evening gown for a man. As I passed through the curtains I snapped. “Margie, tea for Mrs. Smithfield. Where’s Timmy?”

“Timmy is at lunch.”

Oh, piss on a pimple. I headed for the stairs. There was only one man who could help me here, and I headed up for the office.

“Rodney, come with me.”

To call Rodney a man is not exactly correct, but I don’t mean in a gender way.

Rodney is what people today call a snowflake. He is my sister’s boy, and he has no education, no skills, and thinks the world owes him a living.

“Huh? Why?”

I stared at my blood relative. Skinny, lank hair, a scatter of pimples, an entirely lackluster individual.

He had arrived on my doorstep two months ago, with beggings from my sister to make something of him. Teach him something. Help him relate to the real world.

I had, of course, failed.

I had failed because he had no desire to learn or relate to the world. All he wanted to do was eat pizza and play video games.

“Because my business hinges on you doing exactly what I say for the next hour, and if you don’t come do what I say I will grab your nuts and twist until you are a girl.”

Oh, he blinked. Everybody had always talked softly to him, explained things gently. This was probably the first time he had ever heard a threat to his mortality.

He stood up and followed me down stairs.

“Margie, Victor Edelstein for Timmy. Pink.”

Margie heard the urgency in my voice and she trotted down the racks.

I spun on Timmy and inspected him.

A narrow face, bored eyes, even with the threat to his manhood, and a pasty, white complexion.

“Take off your clothes.”

“What?” He squeaked.

I didn’t hesitate. I reached down and grabbed his crotch. I squeezed. He buckled at the knees and put one thin hand on my biceps. I snarled into his face. “Every stitch, right now. And hurry.”

While he divested himself of his black tee shirt and skin tight pants I filled a tray with make up and placed it on the table next to him.

Margie returned with the gown.

“Get him in the gown,” I slapped goop on his face.

“Wha…” he was actually a little frightened now. This was reality slapping him in the face. Or maybe kicking him in the balls.

“Shut up and listen.”

He shut, Margie lifted one of his legs and started immersing him in a frilly, pink gown. Good, it had bosoms, and it wasn’t too low cut.

“Bra,” I said to Margie. Good girl, she managed to keep the gown half up his torso by putting a fold in his hands, then she grabbed a bra off a dummy and placed it on him.

Meanwhile, I was scrubbing his face, hiding his pimples and creating hues and shades on his pasty skin.

To him: “Mrs. Reginald Smithfield is in the viewing room. She wants to see a pink gown on a man. For her husband, I presume, and you are the model.”

“But I’ve never…”

“You’ve seen the girls walk. You will do your best to imitate them. Look proud and haughty, lift your head and sneer down your nose, and walk with your feet on a line.

He blinking now.

“Stop blinking.”

He did, and I managed to slap some eye shadow on him, and I painted his lips a crimson color.

This was the fastest I had ever prepared somebody, and I hoped to hell it worked. Mrs. Smithfield, if she was pleased, could easily drop a couple of grand on us.

Within four minutes…I know, I had promised three…Timmy stood in gown. His face had color. It was a bit garish, but passable, if I turned down the lights, and…time to hit the catwalk.

I went through the curtains and sashayed across the room to where Mrs. Smithfield and her husband sat and stood. I could hear Margie whispering instructions to Timmy behind the curtain.

I smiled at Mrs. Smithfield, who was glancing at her Rolex.

“Timmy,” I called out, as I stepped behind the podium and hit the light switches.

Timmy stepped out, looked a bit like he was pushed, through the curtains. For a second he blinked, then he placed a hand on his hip and sauntered forth.

Tell the truth, I don’t think I saw the first 30 seconds. I was that frazzled. Then I started to register, and Timmy was actually functioning.

He walked to a place six feet in front of Mrs. Smithfield. He stood looking confused for a second, then he spun on his foot. The gown flared a bit at the bottom.

Oh, he was ugly. But…there was potential there. His slenderness was a bonus. And the falsies we had shoved into his bra…they gave him curves.

In the light the make up was a bad job, but, looking at Mrs. Smithfield…I don’t think she cared.

As a matter of fact, her head was tilted, and a dreamy look was in her eyes.

She beckoned Timmy with a quick motion of her hand.

He looked at me and I jerked my head, telling him to move closer.

He stepped forward and Mrs. Smithfield studied his form closely, and her eyes stopped on his crotch.

OH FUCK! HE HAD AN ERECTION!

I actually felt faint as he stood there, a huge bulge in his…dress.

My less than worthwhile nephew actually had a quite sizable dick. It was brilliantly outlined by the pink material. I could see the shaft, the veins on the shaft, the head, and, as I watched…a damp spot appeared. Fuck! He was actually dripping!

Mrs. Smithfield actually leaned forward, and I could swear her hand jerked towards his penis, as if she was going to feel it.

Then she sat back and nodded. “Very well.”

Timmy looked at me, I motioned him to leave, and I turned the lights back up.

“I would like two gowns. One in pink, and one in a pale mauve.”

Pale mauve? A pale pale color. Well, I guess I could do that.

“And, do you have high heels to match this outfit?”

Timmy was almost to the curtain, and I called out, “Timmy.” He turned, and damned if there wasn’t a feminine manner in his move. “Have Margie get the Christian heels. Black.” I turned to Mrs. Smithfield as Timmy stepped out of sight. “We have any color you wish, but basic black will let us know if we are on the right track.”

“Quite so,” she sniffed.

In 30 seconds Timmy stepped through the curtains. Oh, my God, it was a disaster. He couldn’t walk. He stumbled halfway across the room, almost fell, caught himself, and I noted the frown on Mrs Smithfield’s face.”

“That’s fine, Timmy.” He turned around, and in that lost moment inspiration hit. “Margie, Saint Laurent, the lettered heels.”

Tell the truth, I don’t know why I did what I did, and in my defense all I can say is that years in the fashion business had trained me to trust my gut.

Thirty seconds later Timmy stumbled into the room. He was a disaster, but the shoes…ah, the shoes!

The heels were opyum sandals, patent leather with gold letters for the heels. A single, thin strap for the sling, and a single strap over the base of the toes. Delightful, and crazy, and fashionable, and…garish, but in a nice way.

Timmy tripped and stumbled and made his way across the room.

The gold letters on his heels glittered. His feet were ugly, he needed some paint on his toes. Heck, he needed a massive pedicure. Quickly.

But Mrs. Smithfield didn’t care. She just stared at the heels. There was a hungry expression in her eyes. A rapt feel to her. Then her eyes went up to his cock again.

I had forgotten to turn the lights down, but now I didn’t dare. She was impressed by the dress, by the heels, but that big cock outlined in his dress was a big selling point. I kept my hand off the light switches.

“Wonderful,” she murmured, and she looked up at Reginald triumphantly. He just looked at the ground and said not a word.

“Excellent. We’ll take it.”

$995 for the shoes. $3,960 for the gown…twice.

“And do you have those heels with black lettering?”

“I can have them tomorrow.”

“Excellent. I’ll take those, too.”

Ka-ching! I totaled it in my mind. $9910. In 15 minutes.

She stood up and we stepped to the podium at the front door. The podium with the wonderful cash register on it. She handed me a black card and said, “I have a party tonight, thus, the rush. But we’ll be back tomorrow, say four o’clock. Reginald needs a complete fitting.”

“Wonderful, we are at your service.”

Mrs Smithfield smiled as she took back the card, and placed her hand on mine. “And, please, have Timmy do the modeling. We don’t mind a bit of a wait while he changes.”

“Certainly. Timmy will be delighted.”

“I’m sure he shall. And it’s okay if you fix him up a bit.”

I tilted my head slightly in question.

“He looks a bit pale, and his nails…he could use some color.”

I waited.

She breathed out, “Like fire engine red.”

Then she smiled, let go of my hand and left the building. Reginald held the door open for her, then fell in behind her. Three feet behind her. Walking like a trained poodle.

I staggered back into the showing room and collapsed on a bench. I could hardly breath. Fire engine fucking red finger nails? Now I had a better idea of what I was going to have to do.

Margie came out of the back room, Timmy behind her. Timmy looked thoroughly blown out. His eyes were big and round. He was gasping for breath. He collapsed in a chair next to the bench. He was still wearing the gown.

“Stand up,” I snapped. “That’s a sell, and we don’t want your filthy butt wrinkling the goods.”

Hearing the growl in my voice he quickly stood up.

“What was that all about?” whispered Margie.

“That was about ten thousand dollars, my dear. And she wants another showing tomorrow. Reginald needs a complete outfitting.”

“Reginald?”

We looked at each other and grinned. Big money meant big bonus to her.

I said, “And Mrs. Smithfield would like our model to look a bit more presentable.”

Margie looked at me, blinked, then smiled. Her mind was already working.

“Well, I ain’t—“

I was on my feet and yelling into his face like a drill sergeant. “You will do what you’re told! Now get in the back room and Margie will take your gown and heels off.”

“But…but…” he looked about to cry. Being pushed around, dressing like a girl, it was getting to him. I relented a bit. I didn’t want him a shaky mess, I wanted him to accept what was about to happen to him.

I took his arm and led him back towards the fitting room. Margie was right behind us.

“This is the business, Timmy.”

“But, Aunt May…”

“You are now a male model. With a specialty.”

“But male models don’t—“

“They do. I want you to get out your iPad and look up Andrej Pejic, James Varley, Eric Linder. The business is filled with male androgynous models. These are beautiful men who present for a variety of interests. Very sexy. You are now one of them.”

One of them…though a bit ugly. Still, it was what Mrs. Smithfield wanted.

“But…women’s clothes? I don’t think—“

“No, you don’t think. But we will help you. You are about to undergo 24 hours of the most intense training in the world.”

“But, I—“

“Now shut up and learn.”

To his credit, and perhaps because he was totally overwhelmed, he did shut, and Margie and I got to work.

First, of course, we altered the gowns to fit Reginald Smithfield’s frame. He was slender, we had his measurements, so it was easy. An hour later we had a courier pick up for delivery, then we went to work on Timmy.

“Upstairs, take a shower, use this…below the neck only.” I handed him a purplish/reddish bottle.

“What’s it going to do?”

“Remove your ugly hair.”

“But, I—“

I turned him and slapped his ass, hard. “Use your brain more and your mouth less. You might just survive.”

He went up the stairs, and if there is such a thing as a dismal trot, he managed it.

Margie was by my side, and she asked, “What are you going to do about his dick?”

I sighed.

“I mean, I didn’t know he actually had such a big one.”

I looked at her and grinned. The box is ugly, but what’s inside…”

She giggled, and I grew serious.

“Tomorrow, have him wear panties. Watch Mrs. Smithfield’s face. If she frowns, get those panties off him.”

“Understood. We’re going to have to do a full make over with Timmy, aren’t we.”

“And it’s going to be a job and a half. We should have the tools. Are you ready? We’ll be working late.”

“No prob.”

“Okay. Why don’t you get the tools of our trade together, and I’ll order us some lunch.”

Lunch was delivered by the time Timmy came down the stairs. He was wearing nothing but a bathrobe, as I had instructed, and I handed him a slender bit of bread with lettuce and turkey.

“Uh…”

“What?”

“I need to go to lunch.”

“This is your lunch.”

“This? But…I need more.”

I grinned at Margie. “Oh, these silly models.” She chuckled and nibbled at her own lettuce burger. I turned back to Timmy. “You are officially on a diet. You will eat only what I give you.”

“But I can’t—“

“You can and will. Models must be thin, winsome. And we’re going to have to do something about your pizza face.” I was referring to both his pimples and the fact that he liked to eat pizza.

Well, he wasn’t happy, but I wasn’t in the business of making my workers happy. And, tell the truth, this was the first time he had actually responded to anything with more than a grunt and boredom.

And I think there was a bit of the exhibitionist in my nephew. He hadn’t tried to turn or alter his posture or done anything to hide his erection when Mrs. Smithfield stared at it.

“Okay, Margie is going to do your hands and feet, and I’m going to work on your face. We’ll both be talking, explaining things, so pay attention. There will be a quiz afterwards.

He laughed at that, then saw the look on my face. “Really?”

“My livelihood depends on it, and that means your inconsiderate, selfish life hangs on how well you learn what we are about to tell you.”

He stared me. I softened the message even as I explained it.

“Girls find this stuff out through experimentation and over years. You’re going to get the crash course.”

He heaved a breath, and I could see deep things happening in his cranium, then he said something that gladdened my heart. “And I’m really going to be a male model?”

Ah, yes, my sweet. And a good one.

Margie knelt at his feet and shaped his nails. She had already soaked his feet, ground them down, and I mean that literally, with a pumice stone. Now she filed his little toenails and prepared them for paint.

“You know,” she remarked, “We should consider fake toe nails for his feet.”

“Really?”

“The height of fashion,” she said.

I nodded. “Let’s consider that when we redo him next week. I like the idea, but…we’re sort of on a time schedule here.”

“Sure. Bright red?”

“Absolutely.”

She smiled as she took out a bottle and looked at the label. “I love red. It’s like you’re saying ‘fuck me.’” Then she realized what she had said.”

“Don’t worry,” I chuckled. “He’s got to learn how to think like a model, and that’s the kind of talk models do.”

I was working on his hair, his lank strands were actually curling beautifully. Under the grease and grime he had a lot of potential.

“That’s how models talk?” he asked.

“Models are notorious for being potty mouths,” Margie answered.

I turned his head this way and that, held his hair out. “Highlights?” I asked.

“Definitely. But not streaks. Gentle shades.”

I nodded and turned to find a curler.

Fifteen minutes later I had his hair done, and Margie had finished his toes. He looked adorable, sitting there with his hair in curlers, little white cotton separators between his toes.

“Wow,” he said, glancing at himself in the mirror.

“I’m going to clean your pores now,” I said.

“But I took a bath!”

Margie smirked, and I smiled. “I’m talking pores, not that pasty stuff you call flesh.”

“Oh,” he didn’t really understand.

“Pores collect grease. Soap and water is good, but we need to get down and dirty. And soap, by the way, should be sweet smelling. I don’t want you smelling like Irish spring or something.”

Margie took over. “Dove Shower Foam is good for a shower, Neutragena isn’t bad, but you want some deep penetrating fragrances when you’re done. Maybe Jo Malone London Nectarine Blossom & Honey Cologne, or Mugler Angel.”

I like Marc Jacobs,” I injected.

“He’s good.The trick is to clean your pores, then find a fragrance that is delicate and clean. You don’t want to smell like a whore.”

“At least not a cheap whore,” I chuckled.

Timmy was glancing back and forth between us.

I was up to foundation, and I could see that his skin wasn’t bad, now that we had it all cleaned. I thought I could hide most of the pimples, and a week of good cleanser and he would lose them all.

“Are you going to use Tilbury for his bronzer?”

“I was thinking.”

“Bobbi Brown might be better?”

“Really?”

“I think it glows better.”

“I think you’re right. Bobbi Brown it is.” I reached for a compact and a fresh brush. I began shading Tommy’s skin. It was looking better and better.

Margie was heavy into his hands now, and she said little as she carefully stroked down his nails. The red was shiny and gorgeous.

I focused on his eyes. I used Smashbox and let the color expand. Oh, he was going to be smoky and mysterious and everything desirable.

Fifteen minutes later we were done with his limbs and face.

His nails were all red, ‘fire engine red,’ and his face was shaped and shadowed and exquisite looking. He had good lips, but I had plumped them anyway, and his features were now full and round and certainly less masculine.

“What would you like to put him in?”

“Let’s just do some summer dresses to start. Once we get used to him we can start to run. And we need some nylons and high heels on him.

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“He’s got that problem again.

Timmy was wearing the robe, and we could see his big cock pushing the robe out.

Timmy started to blush. “I can’t help it.”

“I would be disappointed if you could,” I soothed him with a gentle hand on his cheek.

“Do you want him to jack off or something?”

“Not a chance.” I stared hard into Timmy’s beautiful eyes. “And I don’t want you rubbing one off tonight. You got that?”

“But…but…I don’t…”

“Sure you don’t,” I said wryly. “But in case a horde of pixies break into your room tonight and try to rape your cock…don’t. Do you understand? Not until after Mrs. Smithfield has had her showing. Do you understand?”

He nodded. A bit sadly. Almost made me laugh. Poor boy. He probably beat his meat several times a day.

“Okay, grab a couple of dresses. Let him wear low heels for a while. I’ll go get a wig. Timmy. You sit there and don’t move.” I pushed him back in the big beauty chair.

A few minutes he was clad in nylons and three inch heels, and I was doing the final pin of the wig.

“Stand up, sweety,” I murmured.

I moved him to a mirror, and we all stared.

My heart actually thumped a bit.

First, he had a talent for this. He was perfectly androgynous. And sexy. And he could pass for male or female. Geez. My sister never knew what she had here.

Second, and I hate to admit this, he was making me horny. My own nephew! But I felt that glow in my groin, and I felt that delicious, slithery sensation as the tops of my thighs rubbed together. My own lubrication making me feel so slick and sexy.

Third, and this was one more pleasant surprise on top of all the other pleasant surprises, Timmy liked it.

At least, the hard shape of his dick poking out through the dress made me believe he liked it.

“Heysoos!” whispered Margie, and I saw she was looking at his package.

“Maybe you should let me jack,” Timmy muttered.

“Not a fucking chance,” I said. “I’d rather have Mrs. Smithfield  complain that you’re too big and not too small.

He frowned, and I grabbed his arm and spun him towards me. I got tough in his face again. “I mean it. Hands off the boner. Enjoy being horny for a while. When it’s all over you can fucking jack yourself to heaven. But right now…don’t you even think about it.”

“But it’s uncomfortable!”

Margie came to the rescue. “If you control yourself, when Mrs. Smithfield is gone I’ll give you a blow job.”

I turned and stared at her. She ignored me, and she had a look in her eyes. A hungry look. I looked back at Timmy. He was getting that same excited look.

I looked at her again. She was a good looking woman. Very good looking. She always dressed down for work, she wasn’t one of the models, but she could be, except her chest was too heavy.

I looked at him. He licked his lips and nodded. Then he realized what he was saying and looked at me.

Fuck. I was supposed to help my nephew come to grips with the world, not procure for him.

But it was Margie. Not some slut. And she was showing the interest. How could I get in the way?

I gave a nod, just a millimeter of chin drop, then I turned away. But they received my message. I wasn’t going to get in the way.

The rest of the day was spent teaching Timmy how to move like a woman.

“Walk with your feet in a line, your hips will sway.”

“Do we need padding?”

“Nope.”

“Let your foot dangle when you sit. It’s sexier.”

“Show him how to let his heel dangle when he dips his foot.”

We gave him advice after advice. We told him things that we hadn’t thought about much, having learned them intuitively, and we dug deep trying to understand ourselves.

“Keep your lips slightly open, like you’re out of breath. Pull the corners in slightly when talking. It will look like every word is a kiss.”

“No, no. Turn like this.”

And Timmy tried. Truth, all the attention he was getting, he was liking it.

And by the end of the afternoon we were down to chuckling when he made the small error, instead of getting all over him when he made a big one. So I pulled out the big guns. High heels.

“Shit!” He exclaimed. “I can’t wear those!”

“You can and will, and cheerfully.”

Margie helped him into the five inchers. He was actually looking pretty good on the three inchers, but this was a whole new world.

He staggered around the room, and Margie actually had to catch him at one point. It was difficult!

“Relax, let your knees straighten out more.”

“They don’t bend that way,” he complained.

I frowned, and Margie chimed in, “He’s right. In ballet the guys have to do special stretching exercises to make their legs bend back like that. Takes them years to be able to stand correctly.”

“So what do we do?”

Margie shrugged. “He might be able to handle four inchers.”

I nodded. “If we have to we have to.”

“Even four inchers are going to be tough.”

“Okay, try them.”

Margie swapped his heels out and he stood up again. “He’s still bent, but it’s not bad. Admit it.”

“Okay, I gave in. But watch Mrs. Smithfield. If she frowns…”

“I’ll swap him.”

“Okay, what’s next?”

We worked all that night. It was midnight before we called it a day. And we had actually made pretty good progress. I mean, it’s not simple making a man into a woman, even when they have natural skin and bones, like Timmy apparently did.

And we worked all morning. We fixed his make up again and again. We had him wear dress after dress, telling him the fine points of doing the quick changes that models need to do. Showing him how to not rub his make up off with a change.

Finally, three thirty, and I knew we had done all we could. Timmy was going to sink or swim, and possibly with my business and fortune on his back.

But what are you going to do?

At four o’clock, precisely, I opened the front door and welcomed Mrs. Smithfield and Reginald.

The elderly matron strode in like she owned the place, and Reginald followed three feet behind. And I realized one little thing, one thing I hadn’t thought about, but which amazed me.

The last time Mrs. Smithfield had visited us, three months ago, Reginald had been in charge. He had been a whip-thin, British military type. One could imagine him walked along the troops, swagger stick slapping his thigh, issuing crisp orders.

Now he was changed. And I had been so busy changing Timmy that I hadn’t given him proper thought.

My practiced eye for fashion told me he was wearing tap pants under his suit. And…a bra. And he was manicured and his white hair was coiffed.

Yes, he was undergoing transition.

He noted my inspection of him and gave an embarrassed smile.

“Come, Reginald,” Mrs. Smithfield called, and he hurried to stand behind her.

“Are you ready for us?” She asked me.

“Quite ready,” I smiled back.

And the show was on.

Oddly, I don’t have many memories of the five hour period that followed. I was too busy coming to grips with the many facets of the show, and with the fantastic changes we had wrought.

I do remember bits and pieces.

I remember Mrs. Smithfield gasping at Timmy’s cock.

I remember Reginald blinking and blinking. Apparently he was ‘coming out of the closet,’ as it were, and this stuff was new to him.

I remember a conversation about nylons, and how did we ever get Timmy not to run.

And Margie coming out with tea and biscuits, and being complimented on her work with Timothy, as Mrs. Smithfield referred to him.

And she did refer to him, and not address or speak of him in any kind of familiar manner.

He might just as well have been cheesecake and not a human being.

Yet her eyes glittered when he sashayed out, spun so that his dress lifted. She breathed heavily when he lifted a leg to show some ankle. She almost gasped when he flicked his hair and smiled over his bare shoulder.

And, he pulled it off. Dress after dress. Dolce and Gabbana, Valentino, Balenciaga, Hermes, Chanel. All the big name designers, and he wore them like he was supposed to. His body was perfect, his mannerisms were more than adequate, and he was…perfect. I couldn’t believe it. My sister’s idiot son had a massive bucket of talent when it came to fashion.

The night wore on. Two hours into it I offered Mrs. Smithfield champagne. She smiled and accepted.

“And, uh, your husband?” I had figured out it was better to go through her when it came to matters of her husband.

She glanced over her shoulder at him, and frowned, then surprised me by saying, “As much as he wants.”

Huh! He was…less than a man in her eyes, yet there was more to this dynamic than I understood.

I served them champagne and the show went on.

Finally, by nine o’clock, it was done. Five hours of cheery talk and serious decisions and champagne and Timmy doing some of the best quick change I had ever seen.

I walked Mrs. Smithfield to the front podium, and the register, and added up…$73,000!

Fucking $73,000! And then she handed me her black card and said, “Round it to $75, dear. It has been such a delightful time.”

$75,000! I charged the card and handed it back, and Mrs. Smithfield once again surprised me.

“We are having a bit of a soiree tomorrow. Reginald will be coming out. Tell me, would Timothy be interested in attending? In uniform?”

In uniform. I knew what she meant. Wearing a dress and heels and fully made up.

“Of course he would.” I didn’t even think about it. Mrs Smithfield was a mover and shaker. This was actually a massive opportunity for my snowflake nephew.

“Excellent. We’ll expect him at four. You’ll have everything delivered before noon tomorrow?”

“Of course.”

“Then thank you, dearie. Come along, Reginald.”

They left my place of business, and I locked the door and staggered back out to the show room. I sank into a chair and put my head in my hands.

Margie and Timmy came out of the back room. I looked up at them and smiled, then told them the good news.

Then I told Timmy what he was going to be doing the next afternoon.


PART TWO

TIMMY

I couldn’t believe Aunt May. First she makes me dress up like…like a girl, then she makes me go to some party.

I mean, it was sort of kinky, getting all made up and everything. But it was business. I know my mother considers me a snowflake, and Aunt May seems to have fallen in with that thinking.

But I’m just bored.

I mean, I go to school, learn a bunch of crap about stuff that has nothing to do with the real world, then I’m supposed to…what? Get a job?

Stupid.

So when Aunt May pulled me down to her high fashion dress shop I was put off. I didn’t feel like putting deliveries away, or cleaning the showroom, or whatever else she had in mind for me. I was a bit surprised, sort of ‘knock me over with a feather’ surprised, when she told me to get undressed.

I started to protest, but, man, she got angry. Real angry. I figured it was better to just go along and get along. I mean, I don’t like to mess with angry bitches, you know?

But then, when they started putting that make up stuff on me, it was…kinky. I felt my dick stirring right away. And then to get into a dress, man, I had a world class boner. And I never expected that world class boner to be on display for some, old lady.

But I was into it now, and I had a feeling Aunt May would pull out a meat cleaver if I tried to get out of it.

So I was scared, shivering and shaking, but there was something else, too.

The clothes felt natural on me. I guess they should, being so expensive, but it felt like they had been designed specifically for me.

Oh, I didn’t have boobs, and the material sagged until Auntie put some falsies in my bra, but even that felt…right.

And once I got used to having goop all over my face, that felt right, too.

So I walked through the curtains, after Margie shoved me in the back, and suddenly found that it wasn’t that bad.

And the way that old lady stared at my groin. It was like she had never seen a boner before in her life.

Of course, seeing that old guy standing behind her, that Reginald husband guy, she had to have seen one. Right?

So I tried to imitate some of the girls Aunt May has working for her, and that felt pretty easy. I’ve always been a pretty good mime, and the movements just seemed…right. Like there were no other movements I should be making.

And she made $10K off me!

Oh, I knew, as soon as everything was done, and especially when Aunt May said i was going to have to be a girl the next day, that it was me.

It was like one second I was a snowflake, and the next I felt…right. I felt like I was doing something I always should have been doing.

So I went along with the stuff they were doing.

Not only did it feel right, but I was getting hornier and hornier.

Then she said I wasn’t supposed to play with myself…I mean, what’s up with that? So I fully intended to ignore her and stroke myself to a frothy squirt the first chance, but then Margie offered me a blow job.

Whoa! This was getting good.

So, as I said, I went along with it, then I found out that Aunt May made $75K in just a few hours, and I knew that I had to get in on this. I had to get not just a bonus, which Aunt May had promised me, but I had to get the whole thing. I was totally immersed in thinking about how I could $75K, and then Aunt May told me I was supposed to go to a party the next day.

All right!

Which explains what I was thinking the next day when Aunt May drove up to the big brick fence and pulled up to the security gate.

“House of May Fashions,” Auntie said, and the guard waved us through.

Man, the grounds were incredible. A long drive through fields and stands of trees, then the ground became terraced as we drove up a slight incline. Then…the house.

Man, it must have had a hundred rooms. There was a broad sweep of steps leading to the front door, 10 or so columns, three stories of windows, very split level, and bushes and shrubs all over the place.

“You realize that if you fuck up you’re going to cost me my business?”

“I’ll be polite. I’ll admit it if I don’t understand something. I’ll ask people so I don’t commit a…what’s that word?”

“Faux Pas.”

“Yeah, a foe paw.”

“And there will probably be lots of liquor, so don’t drink.”

“Aunt May, I won’t let you down.”

She stared at me, and I knew what she was thinking. She was judging me, putting my knowledge of video games against all the stuff her and Margie had taught me.

“I won’t.”

“Well, I’ve got no choice. So…okay.”

Then she leaned over and I thought she was going to kiss my cheek, but she opened the door and shoved me out.

I stood on the drive as she zipped away. Standing all alone, and feeling all alone. My calves arching from the heels and my dress rustling in the breeze.

Heck, what did I know about high society and fashion and all that? Maybe I was a snowflake, but was that so bad? I mean, what was I doing here!

Well, no matter what I was doing, I had to do something. So I walked up the steps.

The front door opened as I reached it. It was a big, old thing, wavy, colored glass, big doorknob, and it just opened up and I was staring into Oz.

“Good afternoon, madam.” A butler was standing next to the door. He was in an actual butler uniform, and he had a permanent, wan smile fixed on his face.

But what knocked me out was that he said ‘madam.’

I was androgynous, which meant I could be male of female, which included a mass of gentle curls and make up, and he had assumed I was a girl.

“I’m here…” I stopped, adjusted my voice. I didn’t want to sound unnatural, so I figured halfway between male and female. “I’m here for Mrs. Smithfield.”

“Of course, madam.”

Was that doubt in his voice? Was he doubting that I was a girl? I didn’t know, so I just followed him through the house, and what a house it was.

Every room was big, lots of expensive wood trim, and huge pictures and rugs hung on the walls. There were massive beams supporting monster chandeliers, and the windows were high and tall.

The furniture was expensive. Shiny wood and luxurious fabrics.

I tried not to break my neck looking at it all, and the butler took me to a big double door that led out to a patio. He stood back and indicated I should pass.

Wow.

I stepped out onto a large patio. The patio was made of brick and arranged in patterns. Big vines crept up trellises and exotic flowers adorned gave scent to the air. Tables were set up on the patio, and several cook types stood behind the tables and ladled food to a line of people. Below the patio, a swimming pool stretched out. To one side were small tent cabanas. On the other side was a large bath house.

“Timothy,” I turned quickly. I was so wrapped up in looking at everything I was surprised.

Mrs. Smithfield took my arm and smiled at me. “You are such a lovely dear. So glad you could make it.”

She was wearing a gown that showed a lot of flesh. Like all the way down to her belly button flesh. And her globes were huge and looked like they would sway out in full view if she merely turned.

Up close, out of the confines of Aunt May’s House of Fashion, she was quite an attractive lady. She was slightly thick, but curvy, her hair was white, but pinned up in the French style. Her face had a very youthful look to it. She must have been over 50, maybe 60, but her manner was maybe 40. A MILF, I thought, unashamedly, and my dick started to get hard.

Oh, fuck! It would really make a big bump in this dress!

Well, nothing to do for it.

“I tell you, dear boy, when I first saw you I thought of what a special creature you are.”

She snagged a glass of champagne from a passing waiter, who bowed and moved on through the throng, and gave it to me. “Drink. You must be nervous, and this will relax you.”

I wasn’t supposed to drink, but what do you do when somebody forces a glass on you? Besides, I was so fucking nervous I needed a case of the stuff. Still, I managed to sip without gulping, and murmured, “Thank you.”

“Come, the show is not for a while, let’s find some place and get acquainted.”

She led me back into the house and into a smaller side room. We sat down on a fancy couch and she held my hand and studied me.

“Truly gorgeous.” Then she seemed to mentally shake herself. “Tell me, have you ever been to an affair such as this?”

“No ma’am.”

She grinned. “Ma’am? Is that any way to treat your benefactor.”

Benefactor?

I must have looked surprised, because she said, “Yes, I will be of aid to you. And I know you must feel like a fish out of water, but I will help you navigate these treacherous shoals. Tell me, what do you normally do? Do you have any special talents?”

“No, uh…”

“Call me Zelda. Go on.”

“Uh, not really. I play video games, but that’s not really what you would consider a talent. I haven’t really found anything that interests me enough to, uh, pursue it.”

“Well put, darling.”

Her manner was encouraging, and I added. “My mother, and my aunt, they think I’m part of this ‘snowflake’ generation.”

Zelda scoffed, showing a very white smile. I marveled at how soft her lips looked. Usually women get a little tight in the lip when they age, but Zelda just had a youthful sheen to her.

“A snowflake. Really, those silly people. Do you know what I do? Do you know the secret of my wealth?”

“No,” I almost said ‘ma’am,’ “Zelda.”

“I study people. I don’t watch the stock market so much as analyze the people working it. It is the people who make the decisions, and I get behind the ones with talent, and persistence, and unusual character.             

“If I buy a company I don’t care what the company makes, I care what the people who make it run are like. I trust staunchness and intelligence and honesty.

“If I do anything, I look at the people, and then I ask myself, very consciously, do I want to get involved with them.

“I am a rich bitch, if I may speak frankly, because I surround myself with the smartest, most talented people I can find. I give them loyalty, and they give me theirs. It is that simple…and that difficult. Do you understand?”

“I do,” I answered. It was a simple formula, but it was very understandable. Would that I was that good at reading people.

“I go to your Aunt’s place of business because she is an unusual woman. She is smart, unhesitating, and has a native intuition that serves her in any situation. Tell me, does she ever look confused, or wary, or like she doesn’t know what she is doing?”

I shook my head. “Not even.”

Zelda chuckled. “Not even.” Then she grew serious. “You have that same talent. I can see it in you. Even now you watch me not with suspicion, but with an openness that is unusual in someone so young. Do you have plans?”

“Not really.”

“Would you like to have plans?”

I blinked. I didn’t speak for a moment, but that was okay with Zelda. She waited patiently.

“For the right thing,” I answered.

She nodded. “Wise. And I’m going to help you with the right thing. Do you know why I dropped $75 thousand dollars on your aunt yesterday?”

“I thought it was because you liked her clothes.”

“I do, but that’s not the reason. I did, and I’m going to send more business her way, a lot, and the reason is because I’m going to steal you. I have investments in a modeling firm. Very large, and I know that you are going to out Andre Andre.”

I must have blinked, or at least caught my breath.

“Yes, my dear, I am going to make you the world’s greatest androgynous model. And I will make scads of cash off that arrangement. And you will also make scads of cash. All you have to do to make this happen would be to say you would like to explore this arrangement. You say that, I make a call, we enjoy the party, and when it is all over I am going to ask you a question. The answer you give doesn’t matter, I will not be disappointed either way. Well, maybe a little if the answer is no. But I live with my guts, and I won’t betray my gut feeling even if you decide you would rather not spend a little time with me. Now, what do you say…would you like to be the greatest androgynous model in the world? Flying around the globe, jet setting, as it were, meeting the most glamorous ladies, maybe servicing them?” She waved a wave quickly, “And whatever your feelings about men I respect them. Would you agree to this arrangement?”

It was a moment, but not so long as to be considered hesitation. A million thoughts ran through my head, and they all pointed up to one thing. This was a crossroads, and I could pivot my life on this moment. I said, “Yes, Zelda.”

She reached to a side table, I discovered later that she had cell phones on half the tables in the house, and tapped a contact.

She watched me as she spoke into the phone. “Henri, I will send you Timothy Daulting in three days time. He is a prodigy and I want you to use all your talents bring out the best in him…yes…androgynous. Better than Andre. I love you, too, dear.” She hung up.

I stared at her, and I could hardly breath. Could this really be happening.

“Shall we enjoy the party?”

“Yes.”

She stood up, held out her arm, and I took it and escorted her back out to the patio.

I drank more champagne, but was careful to control myself. I wanted a very slight happy buzz. I wanted to be in control I didn’t want to throw up on somebody’s tuxedo.

I met people, so many people, and didn’t stand a chance of remembering all their names.

“Don’t worry,” Zelda said when I told here of my inability. “You’ll learn. And if you should meet somebody who recognizes you but you don’t remember them, fake it. Act pleased, and like you do remember them, and make everybody your friend.”

Good advice.

I ate a bit, but only a bit. The corset, you know.

And Zelda stayed with me all afternoon. She bantered with people, and made bawdy jokes, and wherever she went it was obvious that she was a woman in control of herself.

I studied her closely. Whether I was male or female, she was a good model to emulate.

And, finally, a gong sounded.

People lined the patio and gave their attention to a small red carpet at one corner of the swimming pool.

A small combo changed their jazzy music and became quite subdued and respectful, a backdrop for important happenings.

“Watch, dear boy.. Reginald is about to make himself known.

Curtains parted and Reginald stepped out, but I barely recognized him. In fact, the first clue I had was that I recognized one of the gowns that Mrs Smithfield had bought the other day.

He had a high but full chest. He was wearing extensions and they flowed over his shoulders. If he was wearing a corset it was tighter than mine. His waist was wasp like and his hips flared outward. His legs shimmied with nylon and his feet were encased in the Saint Laurent shoes with the gold lettering for a spike.

And he was beautiful. His face was smooth, and his eyes held hints of blue, and he looked so very, very happy.

He walked around the pool and people began to clap. There were even a few light cheers, then he entered the crowd.

Zelda sighed and was quite happy herself. She turned to me. “I discovered my husband had a kinky side, and, as I said, I encourage people with talent. I encouraged him and he is…as you see him.”

I managed to say, “He is quite beautiful. Should I say ‘she?’”

“You should. He had his testicles removed some time ago, and he presented them to me. I have them as earrings, he wanted that, and though I don’t think them very beautiful…dried up bits of skin…I do wear them from time to time. He loves so seeing his manhood dangling from my lobes.”

I didn’t know what to say, but I didn’t need to say anything. She moved closer to me, put her lips to my ear and softly whispered. “And now you know why I take young men to my bed, should they be willing. Reginald has his needs, and I have mine.”

“And he doesn’t mind?”

She smiled and said, “Let’s ask him.”

Reginald, sometimes called Reggie by his friends, now called Regina, reached the patio and turned to his wife. Her wife. “Thank you, my dear I shall love you forever.”

“And I you, my sweet,” she kissed him lightly on his full, red lips. Then she stood back. “This is Timothy.”

“Hello, Timothy. I remember you from Miss May’s House. You look truly beautiful.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I simply said, “And so are you.”

“I was planning on taking Timothy to bed, should he say yes. And he wanted to make sure he wasn’t treading on your space.”

“Oh, Lord. Please, Timothy, make this woman happy in ways that I can no longer.”

And she moved closer to me and hugged me. I felt her breasts pressing against my falsies. I felt her breath as she kissed my cheek. And, in some odd way, I was jealous of her. She looked so truly happy.

Several hours later the party was over. People wandered away, many came to thank Zelda, and to congratulate Regina a final time. I stood by Zelda’s side and smiled at all and waited.

And, finally, it was over.

I was alone.

Even Regina had gone, departed for some nook in the mansion.

Zelda smiled at me. She took my hands and faced me. “And now it is time to answer my question, dear boy. And believe me, whether you wish to make love to me or not…your answer will not effect the path I have laid out for you. I would love to devour you, but I respect you if you do not wish to.”

Fortunately, I wished to. “Yes, ma’am. Zelda. I would love to be with you.”

She linked arms with me once again and walked me through the mansion. She took me upstairs, down a long hall, and into a large bedroom.

“You have no idea how happy this makes me, Timothy.”

She helped me out of my dress. I stood before her, corset and fake boobs, nylons and high heels.

She sighed with appreciation. “Have you ever made love to an older woman?”

“No…Zelda.”

“Well, It is not much different than any other woman. You may take my hair and pull it, you may suckle my boobs with gusto, I certainly don’t mind my nipples getting a bit of loving abuse.”

It was my turn to help her out of her dress, and she was amazing. Her body was thick, but her large boobs made it appear thinner.

I bent to her, placed my hands under her tits and lifted. I sucked first one nipple, then the other.

She shivered.

“You have unbelievable breasts.”

“The best money can buy.” She must have seen something in my face. “Oh, they are real. I have personal trainers and I eat the right foods. though I daresay I wouldn’t mind an implant if I needed one.”

“You don’t need one,” I replied honestly.

“How sweet,” she ran a hand along my cheek, then she reached down and grabbed my cock and pulled me towards the bed. “Now let’s see what this monster has to offer.”

Oh, God, that moment when your cock is gripped by a strange hand, the thrill through the chest, the stopping of breath.

She giggled at the look on my face. She turned and sat on the bed. The bed was high, and she bent slightly and took my penis in her mouth.

“Mmmm!” as she mouthed it. She palpated my balls and swirled her tongue around the head.

“Lordy,” she said, coming up for air. “This is breath taking.”

We both laughed at that. Then she pulled me down to the bed.

My shaft was like a pole, never harder, and I had to pooch my butt up a little. I bent to her vagina and began the delicate task of pleasing a woman.

“Ah…God!” she groaned as I sucked on her labia, stretching them out, and touching her slit with a finger.

Now I was into the moment, and thoughts were a thing of the past. Now I had to trust to intuition, and to my own unbridled urgings.

I reached up and squeezed her breasts as I French kissed her snatch. I used my tongue and slapped her clitoris with it, then began to suck it.

“Fuck!” she whispered. “More talent than I imagined!”

Finally, I moved up and lay upon her, supporting myself so that my weight wasn't too much. We felt my dick poking against her slit.

“Oh, put that rod into me. Screw me. Do me.” She was breathless, staring into my eyes.

I reached down, and our hands got in each others way. We giggled, and I let her do the honors. Gently, she guided my shaft into her hole.

“OH!” She was breathing hard, her large chest rising and falling, as I slid into her.

Then: “Wait.”

I waited, my penis fully engulfed by the warmest, slickest flesh imaginable.

“Just wait,” she begged.

I held motionless.

I could feel the desire build. Having to not move made us want to move all the more.

“When you see Henri…”

“Unh…” I couldn’t mount a proper ‘yes.’

“Discuss small breasts with him. Your choice, and many androgynous people do not, but I think it would help your over all look. But just small ones. And be careful of hormones. Losing your ability to erect can be traumatic.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Ma’am,” she giggled. Then she groaned, and bit my shoulder lightly.

“Okay, dear boy. You may fuck me. And do so righteously. I do like it when a man takes control and pounds me a bit.”

I pulled back a bit, and slapped it into her.

“Oh!” she gasped.

I pulled back and rammed her again, and she held onto my biceps and turned her head and closed her eyes.

I rammed her again and again, and each thrust made her jerk and grunt.

Finally, I began to ream her, to swirl my penis, and to explore her beautiful insides.

“Oh, God,” she started crying, actually crying. “This is so beautiful.”

I reached under her and grabbed her buttocks and pulled them up as I descended. The effect was deeper, ever deeper.

She began to fuck me back, to thrust her hips up. She arched her chest and demanded attention, and I gave it. And we kissed, oh, how we kissed. Her mouth was like a tornado of suck, and she was literally gobbling me up.

And I pounded her with my dick. I explored her hole throughly, and she finally began to grunt.

“Yes…yes…”

I could feel the shimmy of her body as the golden ocean rose up and took her on its crest.

“Fuck!” she wailed, and she began to spasm, her hips out of control, her muscles squeezing me and letting go and squeezing and letting go.

Then she was just hanging on. Sliding into the oblivion of a fuck with no thought, just a pure sensation.

Which made me finally let go.

Tell the truth, I had been on edge, but determined to do her justice.

But I began to finally spurt, and my cock felt like a firehose. I lurched into her and she groaned and just held on.

Finally, we were done. I lay on her, moved slightly to the side so she could breath, and we just lay there. Exhausted in the best possible way.


EPILOGUE

“Have a wonderful trip,” said Aunt May, missing my cheek.

Margie held my hand and smiled at Aunt May.

“We will.”

We were off to Hawaii, and a honeymoon. And then I, we, would travel the world…and my beauty.

My beauty. A talent. An androgynous blessing. And the world loved it.

And I was no longer considered a snowflake.

And I shouldn’t be, for Zelda was schooling me on finances. I was already a company, and it was good training for buying more companies, investing, making more money than I had ever dreamed of.

Yes, life could be wonderful…if you accepted who you are and ran with it.

Margie and I got into the limousine, gave a final wave to my Aunt was was now crying, and drove off.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

He was more woman than a woman!


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it,” John said for the umpteenth time.

I stared at him. This was going to take some serious getting used to. “And you’re sure,” I asked.

“That’s what the test said.”

“But this is testing for aptitude, for work, for what you want to do with your life.”

“Apparently I don’t want to be a fighter pilot, or a secret agent, or even president fo the United States,” he spoke bitterly.

“Honey, there’s got to be a mistake.”

He threw the paper with his test results on the table and snarled. “Mistake that.”

My hands were shaking as I picked up the paper. I stared at the score, and at the recommendation.

“Something is wrong. The machine messed up. This can’t be true.”

“Go to college, they’ll find the job that’s right for you. Well, they found the job, all right.

I stared at the paper. At the bottom was the score, very high. Right below that, printed by the computer, was the official and algorithmically perfect recommendation for my husband.

Pole Dancer.

I shook my head. He couldn’t believe it, and neither could I.

Pole Dancer?

“There’s got to be a mistake!” We were speaking to a councilor in the Department of Unemployment. The Department was in charge of the computer that ran the college tests. The councilor was a chubby fellow with a bristly mustache and pockets full of boredom. His name was Charles.

He sighed, pushed his reading glasses into place, and read the test results again.

“Well, Debby, it says right here…it’s unorthodox, I’ll grant you, but the computer doesn’t make mistakes.”

“It made one this time,” John spoke glumly. He was still in the depths of despair. “I’m not even….even female!”

“Well, there has got to be something here because the computer wouldn’t have assigned you this vocation unless you were absolutely suited for it.”

“Don’t I have to have boobs? Be the athletic type? Be able to do the splits?”

He waved dismissively. “If the computer assigned you this vocation it must have a job lined up for you.”

“Who’s going to pay to see some guy twirl on a pole? Can you see women lining up and throwing their bras at me?”

Charles blinked, pushed his glasses down so he could see over them, sat back and folded his hands over his belly. “The computer can.”

“Argh!” John snarled.

“So what are you going to do about this?” I asked.

“Well, there isn’t much I can do about it. I don’t have the rating to override the computer, even if I was so inclined.”

“So inclined?” I looked at him incredulously.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jenner, if there’s one thing I have learned from my years in the system it is this: computers NEVER make mistakes.”

“It has this time,” John’s head was down again. I knew this must be ripping him up inside.

“Be that as it may, I’m going to schedule you for classes. Try it for a while. You may be surprised.”

We stared at him.

“Look, I’ll put a query in, that’s the most I can do at my pay grade, but if you don’t take the classes you lose your welfare benefits.”

“How are we supposed to live,” I whispered.

“By trusting the computer.”

He turned to his monitor and began typing. “Okay, there you go…uh huh. Benefits guaranteed as long as you take the training.”

He turned back to us. “Will there be anything else?”

We just stared at him.

“You’ll be receiving a survey by email in the next day. If you could fill it out…I’m forbidden from outright soliciting good reviews, but I would sure appreciate a kind word…”

I stood up, John got to his feet, too. “The only kind word you’ll get from me is up your butt!”

We walked out.

We sat at the kitchen table and looked out the window. As young adults, without baby, we were entitled to class three housing. Which meant we had a bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen. Not much, but the theory, according to the computer, was sound. People who don’t have much will work harder to get more.

Incentivism. When the government finally realized the truth of incentives they learned how to control people. Give ‘em everything for free, but they live like peons until they fulfill the government’s desires.

The government, in this case, being a computer. No heart, no liver, no kidney…nothing but circuits and algorithms in control of our lives.

What was that old Latin phrase? ‘Deus ex machina,’’God from a machine.’ Well, we were living that right now.

The good news of being poor, struggling adults was that we could buy all the booze we wanted. The government would even issue us benefit cards so we could keep drinking. Just a little side show to keep citizens unhappy with the government less than rambunctious.

I poured John a stiff drink. Bourbon and Coke. It was the Coke that was expensive, and, man, it really was.

Still, times like these, best to make the poison go down happy.

John took his glass and chugged half his glass. I didn’t say a word.

He placed his glass on the table and stared at the little waves of liquid. “I don’t fucking believe it.” He looked up at me. “I have to take classes in pole dancing! And if I don’t we lose our benefits.”

“All except the booze,” I agreed.

“Good for that, we can drink ourselves into a stupor while we’re homeless.”

“Well, John,” I knew I had to take the bull by the horns, “it looks like you’re stuck.”

He stared at me.

“The only thing you can do is go to those classes, learn what you can, and…and when the computer can’t find a job for you…” I shrugged.

“At least we’ll have benefits. We’ll be able to stay in this shitty apartment, raise our horde of cockroaches, and look forward to a grimy future of too much alcohol and not enough hope.”

“Do you have a better plan?”

He didn’t.

So he finished his drink. I had poured myself one, too. And we went into the bedroom and fucked our brains out.

At that, it wasn’t a very good fuck. It’s hard to get amorous when your man is handed a lemon and told there’s no sugar for lemonade. And it was hard for him to be assigned to a female profession when, let’s face it, he wasn’t female.

Monday rolled around. We were a little bleary-eyed from our lost weekend, but we had managed to pick him up some leotards and slippers, and he was ready to go. We walked down the stairs and began the trudge to the government campus.

And walked into a classroom.

It was a regular sized room and a dozen women stood about. As women they didn’t look too unhappy about being assigned to be pole dancers. They chatted, they pinned up their hair, they checked their make up, they stared at John.

They were sleek and stacked in their leotards. John was a rail with a few muscles.

They were  beautiful faces. John hadn’t shaved.

They blinked. John blinked more.

I went to a corner and sat in a chair. I was there for moral support. “Go on, John, meet your new classmates.” I was dying. No woman ever wants their man to hang around beautiful women.

In fact, the only saving grace I had at this point was that the computer said we were a perfect match.

Well, that was one for two, in my book.

John walked across the shiny, hard wood floor. The girls immediately turned their backs, went to the barre and started stretching.

John turned and looked at me and shrugged helplessly. I smiled and blew him a kiss.

SLAM! The door closed and everybody turned. A slender, old woman, with big boobs, sauntered across the floor. She was proud, haughty, supercilious, disappointed to be amongst those bugs termed ‘human.’

“Line up here, class.”

She watched as everybody stepped into line, and focused on John at the end of the line. She sashayed down to him, looked him up and down, sneered, and turned back to the girls.

“This is your introduction to pole dancing, and I am your instructor. Sylvia D’Swan. Pole dancing, as you know requires the grace of a ballerina, the athleticism of a gymnast, and a desire to spread your legs before a crowd of ugly, sweaty, drunken men.”

I knew she was over stating it, pole dancing was an accepted profession, but still, poor John was wilting with every second.

“To begin, we will try some simple exercises. To the barre!”

Everybody, John included, took a place at the barre that lined the walls of the room. In the center of the room was a standing barre, and Sylvia D’Swan stepped to it, placed one hand on it, and raised her leg. Over her fucking head!

I stared. This was unusual stretchability, even for a dancer, especially for an old dancer.

The girls stared, then tried to emulate. Some got their foot waist high, some to their shoulders, a few even got to their heads. John got his foot up to knee level.

Ms D’Swan walked around the room. She stared at the sweating faces, the struggles for balance, and her sneer became even more pronounced.

She came to John. Oddly, she didn’t sneer at him. She frowned, and then she said the most interesting thing. “You need boobs. Buy some boobs before tomorrow’s class.”

John’s mouth opened and closed. He would have said something, but Ms D’Swan moved on.

Get boobs? How the fuck was he supposed to get boobs?

We went home and John was even more beaten than when he went to class. His shoulders were slumped, his head was bowed. He walked unseeing, and if I hadn’t had my arm linked in his he would have walked into traffic.

“I don’t know what to do,” he said for the seventeenth time.

I took him home, fed him, he was hungry from the long morning of exercising, and we sat in the living room. He sat back on the couch, dispirited. I leaned forward.

“John.”

“Huh.”

“You did well today.”

He looked up at me.

“You did all the exercises with no problem. You just need to work on your stretching.”

“Huh,” he grunted.

“No, I mean it. Did you know that I did in a class in Yoga?”

He looked up, sort of. More of a raise your head an inch and stare under lowered brows…with a big ‘so what’ thrown in for good measure.

“I’m serious. You’ve seen me sit in the lotus for an hour watching the tube. And I can raise my leg higher than those bitches in your class.”

“Yeah, but girls are naturally more flexible than men.”

“Yes and no. Some are and some aren’t. I wasn’t, in the beginning, but they showed me tricks.”

A mild interest showed. “What kind of tricks?”

“The main one is to relax. Watch.”

I stood up and bent over, let my arms hang. “Let’s assume I can’t reach the floor, that this is as far as I can reach.”

He tilted his head.

“Most people will push on you, the way Sylvia pushed on the girls today.”

He blinked. The fact was, Sylvia hadn’t pushed on him. She had told him to relax.

“So you bend until it starts to restrict, until the muscles start to tighten, and then you tell the muscles to relax.”

“Tell the muscles?”

“Sure. You just relax, and breath, and focus your attention on a muscle, or part of a muscle, or whatever, and tell it to relax, and you make that muscle act like your body does when you flop into bed and tell it to go to sleep.”

“I never tell my body to go to sleep.”

“You’re going to have to learn.”

And I knew this was true. John was going to be sore on the morrow.

“Now, let’s get you into the tub, I’m going to massage your muscles, and we’re going to get you ready for tomorrow.

The next day John was sore, as I promised, but it wasn’t as bad as I figured. The massage and hot tub had gone a long way.

Still, he wasn’t as flexible as the day before.

The good thing, and odd, was that Sylvia didn’t call him to task, as she did some of the girls.

Oh, she was mean, and cruel, and even an inquisitionist. She walked around the room forcing girl’s legs higher, chiding with icy tones, sneering more often than not.

But when she reached John she just nodded, touched his leg gently and said, “Relax.”

And, shock of shocks, “You are doing well.”

He was doing well? He could barely raise his leg as high as his knee!

But, I was just glad she wasn’t being cruel. John didn’t need any of that.

She did, however, lift a lip and say in tones so polite they might have been cement. “Boobs. I told you to get boobs. By tomorrow I must insist. I do not want to give you a bad mark.”

A bad mark! Oh, fuck. Enough bad marks and John would be removed from the program. We couldn’t risk that!

That afternoon I massaged John, he was starting to feel the aches and pains now, and put him in a hot tub. I handed him a light whiskey and Coke and said, “Don’t move. I’ll be back.

He didn’t move, and when I returned a half hour later he was asleep. Excellent. I let him sleep, and I put my purchases on the bed. They had cost too much, but…it had to be.

A half hour later John woke up. I helped him from the bathtub and dried him off. He was feeling the muscles now, and took him into the bedroom. “What’d you get,” he said, seeing the items on the bed.

“A bra and falsies.”

“What?”

“Sylvia was serious. This was all I could come up with.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“But our budget is maxed out!”

“We’ll give up food.”

John stared at the bra on the bed. “I can’t…I don’t want to wear women’s stuff.

“Don’t consider this stuff as ‘stuff,’ or even ‘clothes.’ Consider this,” I held the bra up, “a tool of your trade.”

He stared at the bra like it was a viper that wanted to test drive its fangs.

“Now, come on, let’s see how you look.”

He was a bit resistant, but he was also physically aching, which translated as tired, and which made him too tired to resist.

I put the bra on him. I had sized him right, and I slid the falsies into the cups.

I stood back and…wow! His body was perfected suited to breasts. I mean, sure, there were bony points, and he was a naked man with a bra, but the overall curvature, the way his boobs set, he actually looked good.

“Fuck,” he said, totally defeated, as he stared at himself in the door mirror.

“Straighten up, put your shoulders back,” I commanded, actually sounding a bit like Sylvia.

He glanced at me in surprise, then straightened up a little. I went to him and pressed his shoulders back, made his tits stand out.

He stared for a second, and he was glorious, glamorous, a totally different man. Then he simply deflated. He couldn’t have it.

But I had seen it. I had seen something that, dare I say it, the computer had seen?

“No, John. Stand that way again.”

He didn’t want to, so I was forced to put on the bully. I slapped his ass, hard, and said, “Don’t give me that shit. Straighten up, show your boobs, and do it with the right attitude.”

He sighed, straightened up a little, and I was forced to bully his shoulders back.

“Now hold it!”

I got out my cell and snapped a couple of photos.

Finally, John started to slump, and I snapped. “NO!”

He blinked, and I noticed something. He was getting a hard on.

I moved to him, I reached down and placed my hand over his dick. “You like it,” I whispered into his ear.

He turned his head and stared at me.

“Go on, admit it. It’s a bit kinky, and you like kink…you like it.”

He gulped and managed to squeak out, “It’s…weird.”

His dick was throbbing, and I stroked it.

“Well, John, my manly man with a bra on, I have something to tell you…”

“Uh?”

“I like it.”

He blinked.

“This is making me horny. In fact. I’m getting wet down there. Do you think you could satisfy me?”

“Could I?” Suddenly he wasn’t tired. Not at all. “Just let me get this bra off and—“

“No.”

“What?”

“Leave it on.”

“But that’s weird.”

“Yeah. It’s weird. Can you do it? Can you fuck me with a pair of tits on?”

My hand was slithering back and forth. It was circling the head, jacking the shaft, palpating the balls.

He was gulping now. “You want to fuck weird?”

“Oh, God,” and I stopped talking and attacked him. I pushed him back on the bed. “Relax,” I snarled, and I took his penis in my mouth.

Good John, he was big, and I liked that. I slurped and gobbled and he moaned.

Then I was climbing up his body. kissing it, stroking it. I reached under the falsies and grabbed his nipples and pulled hard.”

“Fuck!” he groaned, and he placed his hands on my wrists. But he didn’t pull my hands from his nips, he just made sure I didn’t rip them off.

Then my face reached his chest and I pushed the falsies up for a moment and began to suck and pull on those nipples with my teeth.

John was arching his back, making the most delightful and guttural sounds.

I laughed and climbed on to his cock. The falsies slipped back into place.

His pecker was straight up, he was one of these guys that didn’t curve, and I touched my labia to him, reached down and spread them, and began to slide down that magnificent shaft.

God, I was wet. It was slick and moist and warm and wonderful. I experienced that glorious sensation of being stretched and filled, and now I was gasping.

Then we held still. Me sitting on him, him fully engulfed, me firmly impaled, my hand son his boobs to hold myself up.

“Fuck, I love you,” I said.

“You’re just saying that because I love you.”

“I’m just saying that because I love your cock.” I leaned down a little, grabbed his face in my hands, and snarled, “I love your fucking dick.”

I kissed him, mashed our lips together, Frenched him, and we began to move. Long, twisting movements while he corkscrewed me. Short humpy movements as he lurched into me. Out of synch, yet harmonious, each determined to give the other better that they got.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Unbelievable,” I breathed back.

It wasn’t but a moment until we were sat the summit. I felt him lurching, and pulsing, and the first splatters of white liquid filled my womb, and that set me off.

I fell down on him, hugged him, and my whole body started spasming.

And the weird thing, as he filled me up, was that I could feel his tits. those wonderful fake tits. And I wondered: what if they were real?

The next day, day three of John’s vocational training, Sylvia made the rounds. “Lose weight,” she advised one girl. “Cows don’t make good pole dancers.”

Another girl: “A bob cut looks terrible on a thin girl. Let your hair grow.”

Another girl: “TRY HARDER!”

And…John: “Wonderful.” She stepped to him, reached out and hefted his boobs. “But they don’t weigh enough. You must get used to the real weight of breasts. Get heavier ones.”

John showed something on his face. While Sylvia ignored the other girls (did I really say ‘other?’) she seemed attuned to John. “What is it?”

John shook his head. His face was red and I knew he wasn’t going to say anything. Fortunately, I was sitting just a few feet away and I blurted, “We’re out of benefits.”

She didn’t blink, which I would later think was strange, and she said, “Come to room 112c after class. Wait for me.”

She moved on.

Class that day was extremely brutal. Stretches were done, and strength training was begun, and here was a blessing, John was strong. Of course he was, he had a male’s physique, and a male’s musculature. When the girls struggled to do simple push ups John could knock out a hundred.

And Sylvia smiled. And it was a funny smile. Not funny ha ha, but funny like she knew something we didn’t.

Twelve thirty, and John and I stood outside room 112c. It was a small office, an instructor’s room, and the placard on it said, ‘Ms D’Swan.’

A minute later Sylvia turned the far corner and strode towards us.

I had only seen her moving in the quick short steps she used in class, this was my first chance to see her actually moving.

She had the feet turned out, the soles placed firmly, like every good ballerina does.

But there was something more. There was a brisk grace to her that…well, it exuded. She was like a tree waving in the wind…but she walked. The movements of her hands, the way she held her head…this was a woman whose whole life was dedicated to beauty in motion.

I think John was noticing that, too. At least he was very silent and attentive as she approached us.

She smiled, which about knocked us off our feet. She never smiled.

“Welcome, my prodigy and his mate. You are Debby, I am right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered. I wanted to be very respectful to the woman who was in control of John’s future.

“Hah, out here, you never call me ‘ma’am. Do you understand?” She unlocked the door. Held it back for us. “Call me Ms D’Swan, or Sylvia, or if we become friends, you may call me,” she looked around to make sure nobody heard her, then grinned, “Swanny.”

John and I were both a little stunned by this display of cheerful humanity.

“Please, sit.” She indicated two chairs in front of her desk.

As I said, it was a small office, and it was crowded. She had shelves stacked with books, a table laden with posters and more books, large framed pictures leaning against the walls.

But we sat, and Sylvia sat down behind her desk and leaned back and regarded us. Again with the grin. “You are surprised The Dragon is so happy?”

At the look on our faces she laughed. “You think i don’t know what the students call me?”

“Well, uh…” John mumbled a little. I didn’t dare say anything. I didn’t want to jinx the moment.

She waved her hand and laughed, “I only put on the face for the less than serious. They need the bully. But you, John…ah…you are another matter.”

John blurted, “But I was made to come to this class.”

“And the computer is wrong, is it not?”

“Yes.”

She swiveled back and forth, enjoying the moment. “So, how are you enjoying it?”

“Well, uh…”

“He’s sore every day. And this thing with the boobs…” Yes, boobs made me horny, but, still, I didn’t understand, and it was this lack of understanding that compelled me to speak.

Sylvia pursed her lips, heard me out, then said, “Don’t be an idiot.”

My mouth opened. Coming from this cheerful demon…it was unexpected.

“I ask how he likes it and you answer, and you answer with this idiocy about how it hurts so much…and you understand nothing, else you would have had him in boobs long before this.”

I was totally shocked now, not just by her attitude, but by her words. Have him in boobs? What the…?

She turned to John and she grew serious.

“John, I knew when I saw you. Do you like the pain?”

“Well, uh…”

“Answer me, honestly. Tell me…do you like the pain?”

John closed his mouth. The seriousness of her expression, her attitude, and he was forced to be serious. “I do.”

She nodded. She turned to me. “Now shut up and listen, and I will explain what you should have known at your mother’s knee.”

She turned to John. “John, look at the photo behind me.”

We both looked up.

I had thought it mere decoration. Maybe an expensive gimcrack to decorate a haughty woman’s ego. But now I looked at it.

It was her. Sylvia D’Swan. At the height of her considerable beauty. Her body was laid back, an arch of incredible beauty, her head leaned over a man’s arms, a languorous look in them, and smoking desire, and I realized it was an extremely difficult position, and it was not just a position, it was a snapshot of motion absolutely incredible. The body should not be able to do that, should not be possessed of such beauty. Yet she had pulled it off. in that moment I became cognizant of the depth of talent this cruel woman, this ‘Dragon,’ possessed.

“Who is he?”

I looked at John, and Sylvia began laughing mirthlessly. “She,” she jerked a thumb at me while talking to him, “sees me. She sees me and thinks I am the point of it all. And you see the truth. You see the man.”

She turned to me. “I am an ugly duckling compared to Bellophone D’Swan.”

My mouth slowly opened. “You are…”

“Yes, I am that D’Swan. But though I received my accolades, it was Bellophone, the beautiful man named after the ugly instrument, who was the real genius.”

I was stunned. In this world of billions of people I had just entered the presence of the most renowned dancer of the last century.

“Bel enabled me to do that,” she jerked a thumb at the big photo. He had the agility, the strength, the amazing harmony of soul to move fast enough to catch me. Oh, many can do what I do in that photo, but not without a man to assist. Not without his finesse, his muscle, his sense of timing and grace.”

She was ruminating now, lost in memory. Then she shook herself out of the moment.

“You are too poor to buy proper equipment. That I understand. An artist has suffered for her craft. So I will help.” She reached into a drawer and filled out a form. “This will enable you to get what you need. You may use it to purchase a proper set of leotards. And I will date it for a year. I would make it for longer, but…regulations. Bah.” She signed the form and handed it to John. then thought better of it. She changed the path of her hand and presented it to me. “You may be an idiot, but you are the power behind the throne, my dear. Guide him wisely. And I will help when you fuck up.”

The form was a draw on funds that…OMG! Unlimited! We could buy the damn school!

Sylvia saw my surprise and laughed.

I looked at her. “Why?”

She grunted amiably. “The first intelligent question you have asked.” She leaned back and smiled a bit winsomely. “I was a dancer. I wanted to be a dancer. Bellophone saw me, picked me out of a chorus of wannabes, and he came to me. At first he was frightening, this famous man reaching down into the gutter, but he explained himself well when I finally got around to asking him ‘why me.’ He said: “If you want the world to love you, you must put up with the idiots. And somewhere in those idiots you will see a person of talent. You must seek that person, you must help them. The art demands it.”

John: “That is why you teach here, instead of…instead of…”

“Bah! What would I do out there? Live in the world of my past. Here I can actively pursue. I can be of worth.”

“But…you are speaking of world class ballet. The computer wants me to be a pole dancer.”

She shrugged, was amused and disdainful at the same time. “After you become a pole dancer do a retest. The computer will find you out.”

“You can retest?” I blurted.

“One of those dirty, little secrets the government doesn’t want you to know. After all, they spend money training you, and they don’t want to spend more. Cheapskate government.”

“Now then, I wish to nap, and you are bothering me.” Yet I knew her insult was a jest, and I knew something else…this woman, the Dragon, a martinet and a bully, had the finest and biggest heart I had ever seen.

John and I left.


PART TWO

We got breasts, heavy ones that weighed as much as real breasts. And we got the bra to hold them. And we were to find something interesting in the months ahead, John’s male strength enabled him to carry them better than a woman. Oh, sure. He had to overcome certain soreness, a bit of problems with balance, but once he was grooved in the breasts made no difference. He could move with the best of them, better, in fact. The girls simply didn’t have his muscle.

We began to throw ourselves into the game. John began to spend time outside of class working on his stretches, he even did Yoga with me, which led to an interesting little occurrence.

A month into the class Sylvia confronted me. I was watching John do his basics on the pole, arches and back bends, and Sylvia was suddenly standing in my way. I looked up at her.

“Are you doing Yoga with John?”

“Yes,” I answered. It was no secret, it helped him, and it was a way we could be together. There were a few times when a pose or two urged us into some delightful coupling.

“Have him do more Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana. When it is easy have him do Phalakasana. A lot of Phalakasana” Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana was the dolphin plank pose. Phalakasana was more advanced, a plank pose with knee to elbow. Two simple moves that built incredible strength.

“He will need his core strengthened.”

“I will,” I nodded. Sylvia didn’t move.

“Yes, Ms D’Swan?” I always refereed to her as Ms D’Swan in class.

She sighed. “You waste my time.”

“I’m sorry?” I was confused.

“You sit here and watch. If you waste your time then you waste my time.”

“But I’m here to help John!” I spoke slowly and she just rode over me.

“Get leotard, you have the weekend to stretch out.”

I must have still looked confused, for she explained, “Look, you are a klutz, you have no talent, certainly not as much as John. But maybe some of his genius will be absorbed by you if you get off your ass.”

She was gone then, and I was a bit stunned and mostly mystified. I was here for John. I didn’t understand the true genius of the woman, and wouldn’t for six months.

Three months in, and John was starting to come into his own. I was shocked at how fast it happened.

We were at class, doing stretches, preparing for some intermediate pole dancing techniques. Then Sylvia put us on three poles. Three short lines, and we went up, three at a time, and did back hook spins.

Now, the interesting thing was that the girls, past their surprise at having a man in the class, resented John.

Oh, they giggled, but they gave him looks, and I had listened to a sly quip or two.

I said nothing. John continued blithely along. A man, he wasn’t used to how snide women can be. I knew I could have stepped in, but if he was unaware that there was a war going on, then it would be worse if I entered into combat.

Sylvia knew. I caught her glancing at different women who made cutting remarks or showed their disapproval, and I could see that she was aware, but she didn’t say anything.

John was her golden child, and if she felt not the need to protect him, then maybe I should just wait, bide my time.

And, underneath it all, underneath the cattiness and backbiting, I saw a deeper truth.

John was better than everybody. And not in the simple moves, of which he wasn’t too polished, but in his effort. He simply tried harder than every other woman in class.

They might be there because of the computer, might not, but they were indifferent and even lackadaisical…compared to John.

Give John a move, a pose, an advice, and he would attack the move, that advice, like his life depended on it.

It was obvious why Sylvia never took him to task. He took himself to task ten times worse than she ever could.

This was even obvious in his yoga. Now that he was stretching, he delved into the spiritual side, exhibited a deep rooted patience that not even I could match.

Anyway, we were doing hook slides, and one girl was jumping way too high. Sylvia had told us to stay low, but this girl, her name was Katherine, deliberately climbed the pole and began a vicious hook spin, and she thrust her legs out in her best imitation of a fan kick, and the pole broke.

Which is to say, it came loose at the top and fell over. Katherine’s weight caused it to fall fast, and she was caught between spin and fan kick, and it was obvious that she was going to fall on her head. A fall on the head from six feet could result in serious injury.

She let go, there were little screams as the girls realized what was happening, and she dropped like a rock.

John reached out and plucked her ankle out of the air. He caught her, and held her, and gently lowered her to the ground.

It was a marvelous feat of strength, to catch 120 pounds with a simple grip of the fist, and to lower that 120 pounds gently.

The girls gathered around, they helped Katherine up, and they started looking at John.

Not as a ridiculous male competitor in a female field, but as a man, an alpha, something to be pursued.

I was standing to one side and Sylvia nudged me. “The games begin, little one.”

I looked at her, I looked at John, and I understood. From sly quips and sneers the women were now into batting eyes and the slithery touch of passing hands.

They were flirting, and…he was mine.

Dutifully, I edged into the crowd. “Nicely done, John,” I staked my claim with an assertive voice.

The girls immediately sensed what I was doing. Women are intuitive that way. Now, do they want to fight, or respect my claim? Fortunately, Sylvia had my back. And it was good, because these were bold women.

“Good, John. Katherine, did I not ask you to stay low on the pole?”

Suddenly everybody was looking at the ground and Katherine was mumbling excuses. Perfect.

I took John and moved him out of the arena. Several women noticed, but my move had been backed up, in force, and they were content to let me have him.

Six months, and John was incredible. The plank poses had paid off, he could raise his leg to his head, and his natural grace was making itself felt.

Heck, I was even doing pretty good. But I understood what Sylvia meant when she said John was the prodigy. He moved with a strength and grace that literally left me breathless. When he went up on the pole for a martini spin, or a reverse stag spin, or even a simple carousel spin, he was a study in breathtaking motion. And he could do these things slowly, like a Tai Chi master, or quickly, like a break dancer.

When he moved you could feel the air move, the energy mount and crescendo, he had a studied spirituality that you could actually feel. When he moved it was like the world moved. He was simply so large, so filled with magnitude, that people around him would feel like they were moving.

“We will have a party,” announced Sylvia, after one class. “Bring your significant others, it will be a recital, your first chance to really show off how much you have learned.”

We were all excited, even John was mildly excited.

Before we left that day, however, Sylvia drew John and I aside. “I want you to work on a partner’s routine.”

“Two on one pole?”

“Two poles, moving in synch. I will coach you.”

I smiled, John smiled, and Sylvia dropped the other shoe. “This is how I want his hair done.” She handed us a photograph. The style was…a female style! Totally female!

The hair was coiffed delicately, would require a couple of pins, and…”But this is a girl’s style?” I protested.

“You are in a girl’s art form,” Sylvia snapped. I could tell she was brooking no nonsense from me. “Furthermore, he must wear heels.”

“What?” John blurted.

“High heels. I have put in an order for you, and the shoes are in my office. The recital is one month from now, and you must wear high heels every day. You must sleep in them. You must be entirely comfortable. Do you understand.”

“Well, but…”

“Can’t you…do you…”

Both John and I were thoroughly confused.

“Attention!” she snapped, putting a little extra bit of oomph into her word. “I speak. The student listens. That is the way it must be. Do you understand?”

Still, we would have objected more, argued, but she went to where she put her briefcase, reached into a bag next to her briefcase, and brought out a box. She brought it to us and handed it to John. “Put them on.”

A couple of the girls were still there, and they were watching the little drama play out.

John took the high heels out and looked at them. They were black, open toed, slings. But they were also solid. These were a dancer’s high heels.

“Put them on,” Sylvia repeated.

John looked at her, and for a moment I thought he was going to say no, but then one of the girls, Katherine, said, “Go on, John. Show her.”

Sylvia just stared at John.

John stood on one foot and placed a heel on first one foot, then he stood on the heeled foot and put the other heel on. God, he had good balance.

He placed both feet on the ground. The months of stretching held him in good stead. He kept his legs straight, and his natural sense of balance kept him from tottering and staggering.

He took a step, then another one, and I blinked. He walked like a woman.

No, it was his natural dancer’s balance and grace. But…it translated as a woman.

Suddenly I was being turned around. Sylvia had actually grabbed my arm and spun me about. She looked me in the eye and said very determinedly, “You must open his hips.”

“What?”

“His hips must be open. They are holding him back. You must open his hips.”

I shook my head, then nodded, and tried to figure out what was going on.

But Sylvia said no more. She simply gathered her things and walked out the door.

We waked home silently. Silent except for the tap, tap, tap of John’s heels on the pavement.

“This is weird,” he said, after a few blocks.

“You can say that again.”

“I’d rather not.”

And we mounted the steps to our apartment.

We gave each other back rubs that night, and we went to the communal pool and sat in the hot tub. Just sat there, staring at nothing.

Except I did stare at John’s hair. Sylvia had told him not to get it cut for months, and now she was telling him to wear it like…like a woman.

For the first time I felt truly out of my depth. Not only was I having trouble understanding, but it was going against all my culturally built up values.

John was a man, and I didn’t care if he was in a woman’s profession.

John had to wear high heels. But men didn’t wear high heels.

John had to wear his hair like a woman.

I tell ya, at that moment I wanted to bring out a pair of scissors, and maybe a razor, and trim John’s head until he was totally bald.

What stopped me?

Intuition.

I had the feeling that there was something here that I should understand, and that I only would if I went through with the game.

So we went back to the apartment, and just lay in each others arms. It was hot, and we just wanted to be with each other. Sometimes just holding each other is deeper than sex. This was one of those times.

The next class she worked us brutally. Except for John. But I got it in spades.

“You are a fat cow!” I was 100 pounds, skinny, and trying to maintain a bit of boob.

“You are graceless. You must try.” I tried, but I lacked John’s muscle and his intuitive grace. And his effortlessness. Oh, I had the persistence, and the drive, but I didn’t have that little bit of something that the truly great have. I didn’t have his inspired talent.

And, after class Sylvia came to me. “His hips…you must open them. Do you understand?”

I had spent the night working splits with him. We had spent an hour just trying to make him loose. but it obviously wasn’t enough.

The next class, she again pulled me aside. “You must open his hips!” She was getting more demanding, more insistent.

And the next class, and the next. And I had finally had enough.

“Open his hips!”

I burst into tears. “We did Hanumanasana, the Monkey pose, for an hour. I’m trying.”

She watched me cry, then nodded and said, “Come to room 112c afterwards. I will help you.”

She walked away.

I dried up and went back to practicing the moves. Ballet spin. Chair hook. Hip dips.

Next to me John was sliding from Aerial inverts to Anastasia to ankle hangs. Smoothly, looking like he was walking in the park. It was difficult to work in a room with such magic going on. He glowed with perfection and spirit. He gave off an intense, spiritual light that drew the eye to him.

He was an artist of an entirely different caliber.

And I was supposed to do a routine with him? Right next to him? The very thought was enough to dim me and gloom me. How could I keep up with that?

“Come in, sit.”

We entered 112c and took the same seats we had when first we visited Sylvia’s office.

She was on the phone, and she smiled at us, finished her conversation, “Here they are now. Bless you, Enrique. I will keep you informed. Bye bye.” She hung up and looked us over.

“You are doing well.” She grinned at John. She turned to me and said, in a solemn manner. “You work hard. Work harder. You can make it.

“Yes…Sylvia,” I returned.

“But we are not here to talk about your work ethic. We must open John’s hips. He is constricted, it inhibits his motion. You simply must do your duty.”

I was puzzled, she was so intense and determined. “We’ve been doing the Monkey pose and I—“

She waved her hand. “No…no. You simply do not understand. When I say open his hips I am speaking in a most spiritual manner. She bent and picked up a sack that was next to her desk. She handed it to me. “This was mine. Mine and Bellophone’s. We used it lovingly, and it had the desired effect. If there was any secret to our success, aside from his sheer, uninhibited talent, it was this.

I looked into the bag and gasped. I looked at her.

“You must open his hips. It is his future…his future depends on it. Would you rob him of his immense talent?”

I shook my head.

“Then you must open his hips.” She turned to John. “And you must do what your wife says. Anything, everything. I have given her the key to your future, you must let her unlock the future. Are you willing? Can you make the sacrifice that isn’t a sacrifice?”

John had no idea what he was agreeing to, but he nodded. After all, she had led him this far. “I can.”

“Then I turn you loose, children.” To me, “And tomorrow I expect to see a freedom in his motion that has thus far been lacking. Do you understand? Do you finally understand?”

I nodded.

“Then go with God.”

We stood up and left the office.

“What the fuck,” John said, once we had left campus.

“You ain’t dickin’ wixley,” I responded. I was holding the sack Sylvia had given to me like my life depended on it.

“So what’s in the sack?”

“A dildo.”

“Come on. Seriously.”

“A dildo.”

He gave me a look. Yeah, right. Now what’s really in there.

I stopped, right on the street corner, in front of God and everybody, and reached into the sack. I pulled out a harness with a dildo in it.

His jaw opened. He stood like a frozen moose, waiting for the spring thaw.

“What is…what is…”

“It’s a dildo.”

People were walking around us. A few of them glanced at us, and grinned. Me, holding a dildo, John, his mouth open and his brain in Stupidland.

“What’s it for?” I told you. Stupidland.

“It’s for me to plug up your little bunghole.

“No…I mean…really?”

“She gave it to us. She said to open your hips. This should definitely do that.”

Somebody laughed, a child pointed and his mother jerked him around. I slipped the dildo and harness back into the sack and we kept walking.

“Holy fuck,” whispered Johnny. He didn’t look at me. He looked straightforward, and it was obvious that his mind was going a million miles an hour.

“Does it scare you, Johnny?”

“It does and it doesn’t.”

I looked at him.

“On one hand, it terrifies me. I feel like my whole stomach is about to erupt. On the other hand…there’s something terribly natural about it.”

“Natural?”

“When I started this, and Sylvia…when she talked to us…the moves started feeling natural, like one thing led to the next. Now…this feels like   it’s just the next step.”

We reached our apartment and mounted the stairs. We entered the apartment and sat down. Normally we head for the tub, or the communal pool, or give each other massages. but now we were so mind blasted we just sat there.

“So,” said, staring at the bag I had placed on the floor. “Should we do this?”

“Will it really open my hips? I mean, aren’t they open enough? I can do the splits like nobody’s business. Do I really need this?”

“Sylvia seems to think that you do.”

“I need a drink.”

I got up and poured us drinks. We weren’t supposed to be drinking this close to recital, and, tell the truth, our intense pole dancing had robbed us of any real desire.

But this…this strap on dildo thing, we suddenly had the desire.

I handed John his drink and sat down with mine. We sipped slowly, casually, like there wasn’t something of earth shaking importance about to happen to us.

“Well,” he said, at last, his drink done.

“Fucking well,” I agreed.

We looked at each other.

“So you’re going to ride me like a mule.”

“At least,” I promised.

We giggled. This was so far out we were in.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a hunk of meat hanging between my legs.”

“Wiping my butt was enough for me,” he countered.

“Gonna have to do more than that now.”

He sighed.

“Sylvia says so.”

“What does Sylvia know?” he asked.

“Everything, it appears.” Then: “We don’t have to do this.”

“But she would know.”

“So…?”

“So we might just as well fuck me and get it over with.”

I nodded. “Want another drink first?”

“God, yes.”

So we drank another drink, ruminated over what a good buttfucking was, and, finally, stood up and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom I took off my clothes. I folded them, turned around, and Johnny was just standing there.

“Don’t want to do it?”

“Part of me does, part of me doesn’t.”

I moved to him and undid his shirt, pulled it off him. Then I unzipped his pants, and that wonderful boner flopped out, stood right up and greeted me.

“You may not want to, but Mr. Happy does.”

Johnny grunted. “What does Mr. Happy know?”

“Your deepest desires. Now lay down. I’m going to relax you.”

He lay on the bed, on his belly, which was funny because his dick caused his butt to pooch up a bit.

I began to massage him. Head to toe, rubbing in oil, making him feel like a king.

A king about to be a queen.

He sighed, and I dug deeper, crooking my fingers into his muscles. Six months ago they were simply muscles. Now they were steel bands, and I had to use all my muscles to dig my fingers into him.

He gave another sigh, and I made him lift up and I shoved some pillows under him.

“Oh, God,” he said of nothing and everything.

I put a jar of lube on the bed, stroked him with one hand, and scooped a glob of lube out. I placed it between his cheeks and smushed it around, eventually driving a large part of it directly into his asshole.

We had played with assholes before. A little single finger rimming, and it was fun. But we were talking about a dick-sized dildo now.

“Fuck,” Johnny tried to relax, but it was difficult. I was going to be going into that most holy of holies…

I slid my hand up and down his shaft. He was big, and his balls were big, and I handled them lovingly.

Then I inserted my finger.

He grunted, and moaned, and his ass humped around a little.

“Easy, big fellow,” I whispered. I went in and out, reamed him, and kept stroking his penis.

“Easy for you to say.”

Two fingers, and he sure noticed the difference. I could feel his anal muscles clamp down.

“Heysoos,” I observed. “You could crack walnuts down here.”

I slid another finger in him. I was really moving now, going around and around, shoving in until my knuckles felt his ring muscles. “I think you’re ready.”

“Oh, my God,” his head was pushed down into the pillow. While his body was tense, his butt was not. It was like his butt actually wanted it.

I got off the bed and figured out how to put on the dildo. I strapped it on, then climbed back on the bed. I now had a seven inch dick. Complete with plastic half balls.

I moved forward, placed the tip of my new cock at his bunghole.

He ridged up for a second, then made himself relax.

I worked the tip gently, pushing it in without forcing it.

He made a whining sound, but I could tell he liked it.

“Okay…okay…” he whispered.

“Okay,” I said, and I began to slide my penis into him.

His back arched. He would have tightened up his ring but it was too late.

I stopped. “Does it hurt?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want me to keep going?”

“Oh…yeah. Yeah.”

So I did, sliding all the way in. My pubic area nuzzled up against his buns. The strap on was embedded. He was impaled. There was no doubt: he was getting fucked.

“Oh, God,” he murmured, and it was like he was talking from far away.

I began to move back and forth, sliding the dick in, pulling it out, sliding it in.

“Oh…damn. Fuck…this…this…”

I picked up speed, and, confession, just like seeing him with tits had turned me on, this banging away at his asshole was a turn on ten times greater.

I wasn’t just wet, I was empowered. I was woman…hear me roar. I was in the driver’s seat. I was in charge.

I began to slap against his ass with my hand. I pumped my dick into him. I said dirty things, so sweet, to him.

He grunted and groaned and slobbered. Truth, he was becoming a jibbering mess. Intelligent conversation was out the window and he was talking like a caveman.

“Fuh…fuh…fuck me.”

I did so happily, feeling like I was strong, able to conquer the world.

“Hunh…hunh…oh, God!”

The plastic peter slithered in and out, opening him up, laying him bare, telling him what the other half of the race felt like.

For long minutes I rammed him, and, finally, he said, “I think I came.”

I slowed down, stopped, and felt under him. Sure enough, there was a slick mess under his cock, mushed into the pillow. I smelled it. Semen. The good stuff. The breakfast of champions.

I pulled out, went into the bathroom and cleaned the dildo. I took a shower. I re-entered the bedroom.

John was laying there, he hadn’t even turned over. But I could feel his wakefulness. I pulled the pillows out from under him, discarded the one that was semen sticky, and put the others in place. Then I slid under the covers.

John lay there, and I let him. He could sleep on the covers if he wanted to. In an odd way, a male way, I was done with him. With a smile, I slid into sleep.

The next day he was rather subdued. He watched me closely, and had secret thoughts. But he didn’t speak much.

We went to class, and that’s when I saw it, that’s when I understood what ‘opening the hips’ meant.

He was faster, more fluid. it was like he had had a rubber band around his legs before, not enough to stop him from moving them, but enough to slow him down. Now that restriction wasn’t there.

Sylvia noticed, too. She smiled triumphantly at me and nodded.

We worked. We danced, we practiced our doubles routine.

And, in a way, Johnny’s attitude towards me had changed. Always polite, he was now even more polite. He was always considerate, but now…he was super considerate.

I finally realized what it was: always, before, he had moved as if afraid he would hurt me. He was big and strong and I was but a female. Now he moved as if afraid that I would hurt him.

There had been a fundamental shift in our attitudes.

Once, he had been in charge.

Now I was in charge.

And he knew it.

And I didn’t think I would ever go back to regular sex again. I liked being in charge that much.

We had set up chairs around the classroom, and two poles in the center. Our friends and lovers and a few interested passersby were seated, whispering, and the show started.

First, the girls went, and they might call Sylvia ‘The Dragon,’ but she had taught them well. Each of them excelled, spun on the poles, did dangerous birds and fangs and other assorted moves. Some of them quite difficult.

Johnny and I waited in the hallway. A length of standing curtain had been set up and we sat in chairs and held each others hands. We listened to the crowds oohs and aahs, and we smiled.

Yes, we were nervous. Well, I was. Johnny, I don’t know. But, as Sylvia had once hinted, I was leaching strength off him, so whatever nerves he had, they weren’t like mine. We listened and waited.

Sylvia slid through the curtains. “Stand up,” she commanded.

Johnny did so. He had taken off the heels.

“Bend down.”

Johnny did so, and she began to put make up on him.

Well, she had put make up on all of us, but she had skipped Johnny. I knew that she had just left him until he was alone.

“What are you doing?” He whispered, and his strong frame trembled.

“Finishing you.”

She painted his eyelids, put lipstick on him, stood back in satisfaction.

With his long hair, perfectly coiffed, and in a feminine fashion, he looked exactly like a female.

“You are now the correct sex for your profession. Put your heels on. You must wear them during your performance.”

So that was why she had insist he practice in heels!

At that moment one of the girls called, “Ms D’Swan.”

Sylvia stepped back and let us pass. I could feel Johnny trembling. honestly, before I had fucked him, I would have done something. But this was after, and I understood things that I had not understood before.

We walked into the room and everything went silent. We were two women, one slightly larger than the other. We walked to the center of the room and each put a hand on the pole.

Johnny faced me, and I faced him. Slowly, we lifted leg, enwrapped the poles, and began our routine.

We moved through our postures, we spun, we hung, duplicates of each other.

Then we deviated, I became yin to his yang, and Johnny began to shine. From making both of us shine to glowing with his talent, his genius.

Shoulder mount to the seahorse. From the one handed spin to the incredible sneaky V. To one side I moved only enough to substantiate him, to put context to his genius.

There was no sound, there was only the beauty of his routine, of him.

Finally, with a final bit of flare, he did a twisted handspring flare to a pole cartwheel dismount.

I slid off my pole and slithered next to him, we entwined legs and arms, and stood with bowed heads.

The half a hundred people there sounded like a thousand, and we raised our smiling faces. We had done it. Sylvia and the girls came forth and arranged themselves around us, but we were the centerpiece. We all bowed, and the performance was over.

Johnny and I stood at one end of the room and smiled and nodded our thanks as people came and shook our hands. Slowly, people left the room, all except for Sylvia and a slight gentlemen in a big overcoat. Johnny and I started to pick up our coats and Sylvia called us over.

“This is Johnny and Deborah. Johnny, Debby, this is Enrique Sylvester.

We shook hands, and then Sylvia said, “Enrique would like you to join his troop, Johnny.”

Our mouths dropped.

“We are a select group. Some have called us the ‘Cirque du Soleil’ of ballet, and we have a full contingent of pole dancers. We travel the world doing ballet and pole dances. We perform only for elite people. Would you like to join us, Johnny? Sylvia has explained your desire to better yourself, and…would you like to join us?”

Johnny turned and looked at me. I was suddenly holding his hand. I felt like screaming and jumping for joy.

Sylvia cleared her throat and looked at me. Suddenly I knew. It was for Johnny. He was the talent. He was the one. And I knew that I must sacrifice myself for him. I must put myself to the side. It was Johnny’s chance, and he was the important one. I would just have to—

“Deborah, I will be brutally honest,” Enrique began, “Johnny is the talent. I do have a need for lesser talents, however. I need managers and people willing to work behind the scenes. I know it is not glamorous. But Swanny has told me of your fierce dedication, how you stood behind Johnny and sacrificed yourself for him. It is this high dedication that I require. Would you consider joining us?

Suddenly I felt the tears fill my eyes, and I nodded.

No, I might not be the talent, but I was the woman behind the talent, and, in a way, that is what I always wanted to be.

“Then let me welcome you to—“

“What about the computer?” blurted Johnny.

Enrique got a funny smile on his face. “What about it?”

“Don’t I have to be approved by the computer?”

Sylvia laughed, almost a titter.

Enrique said, “There are people who live lives as ordered by the computer. Then there are those free spirits who live outside the confines of mortal man. Are you willing?”

Both Johnny and I broke into grins and our heads bobbed up and down.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


Mystery Boobs

A Transgender Adventure!


PART ONE

“Honey, something’s wrong!”

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

“Stupid?”

“Thanks.”

“No, I mean really.”

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

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

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

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

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

I drank it all and poured another one.

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

She stared at my drink.

I stared at her. And I had a boner.

“Something’s wrong.”

“What?”

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

“Uh. I have some, uh…pain.”

“Pain? Where?”

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

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

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

She put her hand on my wrist. “Rick?”

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

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

“I don’t know what’s happening.”

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

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

“And I’ve got…my dick is hard.”

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

She reached down and circled her hand around my shaft.

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

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

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

“When did this happen?”

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

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

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

“No. No you don’t.”

“Why not?” I was whining.

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

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

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

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

“You have to. This is big.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Sit down.”

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

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

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

“Rick, let’s just man up and—what?”

“Poor choice of words.”

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

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

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

“Hello, Dr. Johnson. This is—“

“This is the exchange.”

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

“Is this an emergency?”

“Yes!”

I was shaking my head. “No.”

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

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

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

“Your doctor is Johnson?”

“Yes.”

Boy, she was intense.

“I’ll ring him, what’s your name?”

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

“Please hold the line.”

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

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

“You shouldn’t drink.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He doesn’t want to.”

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

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

I reached into my pants and started stroking myself.

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

God, I wanted to squirt.

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

Sally said okay, then hung up the phone.

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

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

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

“Tits.” She said it accusingly.

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

“Not men people! Men don’t—“

Ring!

She grabbed the phone, “Yes?”

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

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

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

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

“Of course. What time?”

“Two o’clock. See you then?”

“Oh, yes. And thank you.”

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

“You need to stop drinking.”

“I need to drink more.” I burped.

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

“Hey!”

“Get ready to go.”

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

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

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

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

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

“So do you, you’re not panicking.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the heck was I doing here?

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

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

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

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

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

“Show her,” snapped Sally.

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

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

Doctor Smith blinked, and her mouth opened slightly.

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

“Oh, my,” she muttered.

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

“They do look bigger, “ Sally admitted.

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

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

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

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

I put down my reaction and nodded.

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

I shivered.

“Did that hurt?”

“No…it just…it gives me the shivers.”

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

“What?”

“It…it makes me…it’s sort of sexual.”

Sally soughed in disgust.

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

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

“Hey!”

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

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

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

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

“Told you,” sniffed Sally.

“Have you always been this sensitive?”

“No.”

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

“I’ll say,” quipped Sally.

“A little bit,” I mumbled.

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

“Premature ejaculation?” asked Dr. Smith.

“Well, eh…”

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

“That’s Rick, all right.”

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

“Told you so,” pronounced Sally victoriously.

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

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

I nodded.

“Told you.”

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

Sally frowned.

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

“Are you going to cut them off?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Both ladies stared at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But…I…won’t there be…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you know what caused this?”

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

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

“But surely you must have some idea?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why would I do that?”

“Some people do. But you’re not?”

“No!”

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

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

She cocked her head.

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

“But you smell things.”

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

“Here we go,” muttered Sally.

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

“But what about smells?”

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

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

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

Dr. Smith blinked.

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And when do we get paid?”

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

“But they’ll be interested?”

“Oh, definitely.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll drive.”

“But I want to drive.”

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

I sighed. “There’s no telling.”

“Can we go to the dump and find out?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sighed.

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

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

“Huh?”

“I’m not jacking off. I’m sleeping!”

“But you’re naked!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

That’s power, baby!

But Sally had never seemed to understand that.

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

“So?”

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

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

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

I started back towards the bedroom.

“Wait a minute…”

I turned back towards her.

“Turn around. Slow.”

Puzzled, I did so.

“You’re bigger.”

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

“Crap,” I muttered.

“I’m going to have to get you a bra.”

“What?”

“We need to take care of your bosoms!”

“Not a bra!”

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

I said a dirty word and headed for the bedroom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, I wasn—“

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

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

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

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

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

I realized what the ‘Transfem’ name meant.

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

“Well, I don—“

“Of course we will,” snapped Sally.

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

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

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

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

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


PART TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And so the time passed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Honey, don’t you want to have sex?”

God, I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was squirting and couldn’t stop.

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

Her hand went to her mouth in shock.

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

Then she giggled.

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

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Then we were silent.

“I’m sorry,” I started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, you’re not.”

“Thank you.”

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

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

“My tits?”

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

“They’re cute?”

“Hell, Rick. They’re sexy.”

“What?”

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

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

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

“Really?” I looked down.

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

“Sure.”

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

“Okay.”

And she did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sally kept scribbling in some little notebook.

“Have a look.”

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

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

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

“Let’s try on the other one.”

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

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

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

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

We walked back out to the bedroom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” I tried to sound nonchalant.

We walked into the bathroom and I almost fell over.

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

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

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

I groaned.

She pinched it gently.

My knees actually buckled.

She twisted it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lovely, dear.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The end of a marriage is…weird.

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

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

It was like that with Sally and I.

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

I was still her investment, after all.

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

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

I was left alone.

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

Play.

To my credit, I made no secret of it.

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

“I have meetings right up to five.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You don’t. You go play pool.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I missed.

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

“Trans people?”

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

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

“I like it when you talk dirty.”

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

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

She laughed.

“So why did you like these trans people?”

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

I won.

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

But we didn’t do anything.

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

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

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

Then her mother became ill.

“I’ll be gone a couple of weeks.”

“I’ll miss you.”

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

I didn’t say anything.

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

I was frozen.

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

“Like you.”

“I like it.”

“So what now?”

“Do you want a divorce?”

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

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

“Take it.”

“What?”

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

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

And, maybe: he’s a fool.

“What about your girlfriend.”

“Are you speaking of Cyndi?”

“Have you fucked her yet?”

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mother is sick.”

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

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

“What?”

“Push has come to shove.”

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

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

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

“What are you doing?”

“Do you really think they’re sexy?”

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

“Prove it.”

“What?”

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

“Like a trans?”

I nodded.

“But you don’t want to be a trans.”

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

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

“I want to fuck you with the dick.”

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

“The best of both worlds.”

“Exactly.”

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

“Are we going to do this?”

“Yes. But I am wondering how far I can take you.”

“All the way,” I answered without hesitation.

“Define ‘all the way.’”

“Whatever you want. Make me into whatever you want. I want to be whatever you want.”

Her head went up and down, and the calculations inside changed. “Stay here. Take a shower. Shave all your body hair off. I’ll be back.”

She left, and I went to work. I found some Nair and grinned. Shaving is for sissy’s.

And, as I watched my hair go down the drain, I wondered at the vagaries of fortune, at how the wheel had turned for me. I had grown boobs. I didn’t know why. Toxic spill? Alien rays from outer space? Who knew. And that had destroyed my marriage, which, truth be known, must not have been much of a marriage in the first place, and led me to this wonderful person.

A person who appreciated the ‘soft’ in me.

A half hour later she came back into the room. She was pulling a rolling suitcase.

I raised my eyes.

She opened the suitcase. “We have lots of stuff, stuff that transgender people have left over the years. First, sit down at the make up table.”

I sat down and she brought over a make up kit. She began cleansing my face, putting on primer. “This is expensive make up. Trans people don’t usually spare the expense when they try to become who they are.”

I nodded.

“Don’t move.”

Shortly she was coloring my eye lids. I watched as my eyes took on a smoky, mysterious look.

She put lipstick on me, and I couldn’t believe how hard my cock was.

“Blonde, brunette or redhead?”

She had three wigs, and I looked at the brunette. “That one. It’s like your hair.”

She fitted it to me. Whispering: “You’re going to have to grow your own hair.”

“Okay,” I was gulping now, stunned, maybe even scared, by the face that was staring at me from the mirror.

“Okay, clothes. Thank God yours are real.” She put the sexy shelf bra on me, then she pulled a red dress down over me. It was low cut, and my boobs bulged.”

“We’ll eventually get a corset for you. But you’re pretty slender, anyway.

She fastened a garter on me, then stopped. She bit her lip. “We need to paint your nails.”

So we painted my nails. A bright red. She brushed the paint on delicately, and we kept looking at each other and blushing. And exulting. This felt so right.

Then she rolled nylons up my legs, and pulled out a pair of high heels.

“These should fit you,” and they did.

We looked at the bathroom mirror. I was perfect. I was a man, the bulge in my dress was proof, but I was a woman. And there were always ways to handle the bulge in my dress.

She loved me.

We walked down to the kitchen. The security guards’s eyes near popped out, but we sauntered past them, hand in hand, totally happy.

Oh, I was awkward in the high heels, but she helped me, steadied me, kept me going.

We poured a couple of drinks, then walked back up stairs.

There was a small balcony outside one of the rooms, and we took a couple of chairs out there and sat and sipped our drinks and chatted. Just chatted.

She kept looking at me, as if surprised. She kept touching my lips, marveling at the color, and a couple of times she re-applied lipstick.

I felt so sexy. On top of the world. I felt like I finally deserved my boobs.

Finally, we moved our chairs to face each other, and we sat, face to face, and we explored.

She felt my boobs and I felt hers. She kissed me and I kissed her. We grew hornier and hornier.

She placed. a hand on the bulge in my dress and smiled at me. “God, are you beautiful.”

“Takes one to know one,” I responded.

We giggled. Giggling is so much better than laughing.

Finally, we went back to my room.

“Half the fun of getting dressed is getting undressed,” she explained. Then she stopped. She froze, she looked at me with an inexplicable expression.

“What?”

“We could fuck, and it would be great, but…”

“But what?”

“What if you didn’t fuck me?”

I looked confused. I certainly felt confused.

She said, “What if I fuck you?”

It was like the world stopped. “What?”

“What if we didn’t just fuck, penis in vagina, but instead I de-flowered you? What if we took this fantasy further, to the extreme. Would you like to feel what it is like to be fucked? Woman style?”

I was silent, and she was breathing hard, but she forced herself to let me think.

Finally, I whispered, “I want to do what you want me to do. I want to be you.”

She moved her head up and down. “Then I’m going to fuck you.”

That was a forever moment. That was a bargain, and a light in the wilderness.

“Okay.”

She reached into the suitcase she had brought and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. She held it up and looked at me. “Can you handle this?”

“For you? Anything.”

She put on the strap on and the dildo stuck out from her groin.

“Wow,” I said.

“Get on all fours, I’m going to fuck you like the dog you are.”

“Woof!” I said, getting on all fours.

She went into the bathroom for a second, and came out with a jar of lube. She scooped some out. “Pull up your dress, lower your panties.”

I did so. Suddenly my ass felt the cool air. Between my legs my cock was suddenly free. It pointed down and was hard as steel.

She placed the lube in my asshole. She smushed it in, made sure I was ready.

“Okay, lover. A night to remember.”

“Forever,” I agreed.

She grabbed my cock and stroked me. With her other hand she reached under me and grabbed one breast. she let go. “Take them out. Let them hang.”

I pulled my dress down and my boobs hung, brushed against the mattress.

“Okay, baby. Here we go.”

She felt my breasts, pulled my nipples, and inserted a finger.

I gasped. The finger was…cold, but hot. My breasts felt like they were a furnace.

She reamed me, moving her finger around and around. Almost immediately I began moving with her, trying to get the most out of the contact.

Two fingers, and I felt light headed. Now she was pulling my nipples, stroking, pinching, pulling, and my chest felt like it was on fire.

Three fingers.

“You’re almost ready,” she whispered. My hair hung down over my face, but her words penetrated and made me feel so warm. I could feel her knuckles pushing against the ring of anal muscles. Then she pulled her fingers out and moved closer to me. I felt the tip of the dildo touching my asshole.

I was scared, breathing high in my chest, dizzy.

She pushed forward, slowly, lovingly, and I began to fill up.

I had fucked women like this, I had filled them up, and they had gasped and moaned, and now I knew why. I was filled with meat, heat and love.

Slowly, she slid in, and the filling sensation became greater and greater. I felt like my asshole was going to bust, but not in a painful way.

Then she was in.

“Okay, baby. Time for the ride.”

I gulped and nodded, and she began sawing gently in and out. Sliding that big hunk of fake meat through my ring, feeling the plastic veins ripple along my insides. Then the exit, like I was being pulled inside out.

My limbs became weak and I started to collapse.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, “I’ll stay with you.”

I fell forward, and she threw her weight on me, stayed with me, and suddenly her whole weight was driving the dildo to the deepest depths.

“Oh…” A simple word, but filled with life and guts and gusto.

She kept pounding into me. Slamming down on my rump, splitting me open, letting the real me out.

I pushed back, ground my ass upwards, then I felt a strange laziness assail me. “Oh,” I said.

“Are you peeing?” she asked.

“I…I think I am.”

“It’s okay. We pressed on your prostate. That’s cum coming out.”

“Really?”

She was heavy on me, but good. I just let myself go. It was weird. It was like an orgasm, but without being one. i didn’t get the big bang, but I got that intense, warm feeling that results from a big O.

Finally, she pulled out. I was obviously done. It felt so good, it was like I was immersed in a big ballon of good and warm. She smiled, stepped out of her dildo harness and lay down next to me.

“Wow,” I said, looking at her.

“Was it good?”

“It was better than regular sex.”

She smiled.

“What about you?”

“Well, you’ll find that you won’t be able to cum, but your dick is extra hard. It’ll stay hard, give me lots of pleasure. A few minutes from now we’re going to explore that.”

“I won’t be able to cum? So…what? I just stay hard?”

“Yup.”

Then I had a thought. “Are you going to do this to me all the time?”

She looked at me, a grin on her face.

“I mean, are you going to fuck me until I…I pee out all my sperm? And then I fuck you? And can’t even cum?”

“Yup.”

I thought about that for a while. Then: “Does that mean I won’t be having any more male orgasms?”

“Yup.”

I blinked and thought about it.

She leaned towards me, whispered into my ear. “Do you think you can handle that?”

I said, “Yup.”

END
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The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever!

Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy.

The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass.

Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one.

The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz.

What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for?

A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!


More Woman Than Man

Sometimes feminization isn’t a choice!


PART ONE

“OW! OUCH! SON OF A…”

I watched my husband jump out of the lounge chair and begin running around the pool area. We were doing a little sunbathing, the weather was great, the drinks were super, and now…what the heck had set Rick off?

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” He moved back and forth along the side of the pool, cupping his groin.

I sat up and stared. “Rick?”

He jumped into the pool.

What the…?

I leaned forward. He was frantically wiggling around on the bottom, bubbles were rising, and it looked like he was still saying ‘Ow, ow, ow.’ At least I heard a wail that might have been ‘ow.’

He was starting to come to the surface, so I stood up and walked around to where he would surface. I watched as he broke the surface.

“Ow! Oh…ow!”

“Rick? Are you all right?”

“Ow! No. Oh, my God…that hurt!”

Whatever it was that hurt him must have really hurt because I could see he was crying. His face was dripping with water, but he was actually sobbing.

I reached down to grab his arm, but he was already moving towards the shallow end.

“Oh, God. Heysoos Xristo. Ow!”

I walked alongside him, now pretty concerned, and he reached the steps. Slowly, he emerged from the pool.

I reached down and managed to get his arm and helped him.

His hands were now back to cupping his groin, and he was bent like somebody had kicked him in the male parts.

“Rick? What on earth…”

“It stung me! A bee stung me!”

I blinked, and then got the whole picture. Him grabbing his groin, him walking hunched over, how intense the pain was. And, I admit it, I had to smother a grin.

Rick is a man’s man, and to see him reduced to rubble by a simple bee sting. I mean…a little, bitty bee!

I giggled.

He looked at me, and I was immediately sorry. “I’m sorry. It just struck me as…funny. I know it must have hurt.”

“You have no idea.”

“No. I don’t.” I was under control now.

“It felt like…if somebody grabbed every hair on your pussy and ripped them out at the same time…that was what it was like.”

What made that analogy funny was that I keep my snatch shaved. Still, I kept a straight face. “Well, let’s see what it looks like.”

He sighed, and he pulled his hands back.

I knelt down and looked.

Rick is a studly guy, but he’s average in the ding dong department. Which is okay because I’m not a size queen. I figure that if big penises were important God would have made more of them. Or, if you don’t believe in God, then evolution would have made more men develop bigger cocks.

But, my opinions on size aside, his cock was swollen. Like…bad!

A normal cock is a little over 3 inches long when flacid and a little over 3 and 1/2 inches in diameter. When hard the averages are a little over 5 inches long and a little over 4 1/2 inches in diameter. As I said, Rick is average. Now he definitely wasn’t average.

“Holy crap! “ I whispered.

“Oh, Heysoos!” he actually reeled a bit and I had to steady him.

His cock was probably 9 inches long and 7 inches in diameter. About an inch above the base, right on top of it, was a big, black dot. The sting mark.

“We have to put some medicine on that.” I was thinking we might have to go to the hospital, but I knew Rick didn’t like doctors. What he said next backed up what I thought.

“Yeah, I don’t want to go to the hospital.”

“Sit down. I’ll go get some stuff.”

He sat and I ran, and I was back a minute later with a couple of bottles.

I soaked the end of a towel with peroxide and touched it to the sting mark.

“Oh!” He began shaking with pain.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry.”

“Just do it.”

“I’ve got to make sure the stinger is out.”

“Oh…oh, fuck!”

I bent down and examined the sting mark. His cock was flaccid in my hand, but I could feel blood pulsing. Oh, crap. I didn’t want him getting a hard on right now. All he needed was more blood coming into his sausage.

“Okay, I can get it.”

I used tweezers and very gently pushed into the black mark. It was a little mushy, and I knew blood was pooling. Still,I could see the end of the stinger, and I managed to get a hold of it, and I pulled.

“OW!”

“Okay, I got it.” I held it up. It was a little thing, but, man, had it caused pain. I hoped the damned bee had died.

The black mark was oozing and I went ahead and poured peroxide over the wound, then I held it with a towel for a minute. Then I poured some more.

I could feel his bone trying to erect.

“Don’t get hard,” I murmured.

He just whimpered.

Finally, I had some ‘sting kill’ medicine and I swabbed the wound with that. “Okay, we need to ice you up and compress.”

He looked at me. “I’m starting to get hot and you want to ice me?”

I smiled. He was getting his sense of humor back. “And you’re starting to get hard so I need to strangle it.”

“Har de har.”

We went back into the house and I filled a towel with ice cubes, wrapped it around his cock, and told him, “Hold that.”

“For how long.”

“Until I’m horny, idiot.”

We both grinned.

Then he sobered. “Man, that hurt.”

I nodded. We then just sat there for a time. Every once in a while Rick would sigh. I just held the towel around his manhood.

Finally, he nodded off. Excellent. Sleep is always a cure. I managed to stand up and disentangle my hands without waking him. I then went about my business. Cleaned the house, did some dishes, and felt sorry for poor Rick.

“Marsha?”

“Right here,” I hurried into the living room. His voice sounded funny.

He was sitting on the couch, staring at his cock, and it was bad. It was even more swollen, and turning colors. Bruising, yellow and purple colors.

“We’re going to the doctor.”

He was still naked from earlier, and I threw a robe at him and got the car keys. Shortly I was helping him out to the garage.

“Fuck,” he kept saying. “Fuck…fuck…”

I put him in the passenger seat and ran around to the driver’s seat. In a sec we were on the road, and I was not using the brakes.

We zipped through town. Through red lights, around slow drivers. Fortunately, no cop saw us. Not that I would have slowed down, not even for a cop.

We pulled into the hospital emergency area and I slid to a stop in front of the ambulance entrance.

A security guard came out, looking like he was going to tell us to park elsewhere. He didn’t say a word when he saw me helping Rick out of the car. I think he might have gotten a glimpse of Rick’s extended penis, it was more purple and even black now.

Doctors and nurses rushed out and put Rick on a gurney. Rick looked at me, his face contorted in fear and desperation.

“I’ll be right in!”

I went to the car, moved it fifty yards to a real parking space, then hurried into the hospital.

Rick was already in the back, and I stopped at admitting and began giving the male nurse information.

Age, sex, insurance. Five minutes later I was past admitting and searching for Rick. I found him on a bed in a small room. Two doctors and a nurse were huddled around him. They glanced at me as I entered, but said nothing to me. I circled and came to a stop next to Rick’s bed.

“Mr. Moore, it’s not just a sting. This is rare, but it looks like the bee found a dead rattlesnake. Rattlesnake venom has a long life span, maybe 25 years, and the bee probably fed off it. The result was that you didn’t just get stung by a bee, you got bit by a rattlesnake.”

“So I got bit…what a place to get. What…what…?”

He was acting loopy, not so frantic, and I realized they must have given him a shot. The nurse was reading the computer to the side of the bed, adjusting knobs and getting his readings.

“Mr. Moore, I’ve never seen anything like this. Your tissue is already necrotic, and we have to excise the necrotic tissue.”

I had watched enough Grey’s Anatomy to understand what they were saying. His penis was dying and they had to cut it off. I felt faint, the room spun, but I held it together.

“What are you saying?”

“Mr. Moore,” here it comes, plain English now. “We have to amputate your penis.”

Man, if ever there was a silence, that was it. Everything else in the hospital, the far away hustle and bustle, the clang of bedpans, everything disappeared.

Rick was drugged, but he understood. “Fuck.”

I blurted, “What happens if you don’t?”

“The infection is already at his groin, his whole body will start to die.”

We sat there, Rick and I, and just stared at the doctors.

“We’re going to the OR now, and a nurse will bring some papers for your wife to sign. But we have to do this now. It might already be too late.”

“From a fucking bee sting.”

“But if you…if you cut it off…what will…”

The doctor talked fast. I realized he was serious. There was not a second to waste. “he will lose his penis. He will still have his testicles. That is good. The testicles provide needed hormones, he will…Mrs. Moore, we have to do this now.”

“Okay.”

Rick: “Don’t cut my dick off!”

I turned to him, the man that I loved, I was starting to cry and I grabbed his robe. “You say ‘yes.’ Now.”

“But…”

“Say yes! I won’t lose you!”

I was shaking him, crying, and he finally muttered, “Okay.”

Within ten seconds Rick was lifted onto a gurney and being shoved down the hall. The doctors were with him, talking to him. The nurse was pushing the computer behind him, getting his vitals.

Somebody, I couldn’t see by now, my eyes were too filled with tears, took my arm and guided me down the hallway. “Come with me, Mrs. Moore. I’ll get you situated. We’re going to have to sign papers. Mrs. Moore?”

I nodded, and let myself be walked through the hospital. I  eventually found myself in a small waiting room. There was nobody else there, and I just sat and cried.

After a while I stopped. I sat there and just stared into space. Nurses came and checked on me every once in a while, but they mostly left me alone.

Fuck. Rick had no more penis. We would never again make love.  He would no longer put that average-sized penis in my vagina and give me king-sized orgasms. He was…not a man.

Or was he?

I didn’t know. I was too dazed and confused to think my way through that one.

Finally, I leaned to the side and lay on the small couch. It was green and uncomfortable, but somebody came and put a pillow under my head.

And I dozed off. Or, to be more precise…I passed out.

“Mrs. Moore.” Somebody was shaking me and I sat up. It was the doctor who had talked to Rick.

I sat, was huddled in on myself. He had pulled up a chair and was sitting in front of me.

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry, we didn’t get properly introduced. I’m Dr. Roberts. We finished operating on your husband.”

I was coming awake real fast now. “And?”

“The operation went well. We were able to save your husband’s testicles.”

“But he doesn’t have a penis now.”

“No.”

I stifled a sob, my whole body gave a quake. I asked, “What now?”

“He’s sleeping. When he wakes up we will take you in. Also, I’ve arranged for a psychiatric consult. He’ll also be called when your husband wakes up.”

I nodded.

“Mrs. Moore. I know how you feel, but he’s alive, and there is a lot more to life than…there’s a lot more to life. So what I need you to do is be brave, stay calm, and be there for your husband when he wakes up.”

I nodded.

He patted my arm, then left.

I sat back on the couch and closed my eyes. But I didn’t sleep.

I entered his room, saw him, and rushed to his side. “Rick…Rick…” I hugged him, and he put an arm around me, but…he was listless.

After a minute I let go and moved back a little.

Oh, the look in his eyes. He was hurt. It was like the look a soldier has, what they call the ‘thousand yard stare.’ A deep bleakness that reveals a soul in despair.

I sat down and held his hand. “It’s okay.”

He just looked at me.

“Please, Rick, it’ll be okay.” Tears were starting to come out of my eyes.

“I have no penis,” he whispered.

“You’re alive. That’s all I care about.”

“I might as well be dead.”

“Don’t say that!”

“I won’t…we’ll never make love again.”

“We will!” But I didn’t know what I was talking about. I was just desperate to help my man through this terrible tragedy.

At that moment somebody came into the room. Rick and I looked.

He was a rotund fellow wearing a white smock. The smock was open to show his street clothes: a tee shirt and shorts. My first thought was, unprofessional.

“Hello, Rick. Marsha.” He nodded at me, but his eyes were on Rick. “I’m Doctor Braxton. I’ve been called up to consult. How are you doing?”

The doctor’s eyes were shiny, and he was talking fast, but he exuded a calm.

“I’m okay.”

“”Okay for what?”

I blinked.

“I know you were thinking something there, about to say something there, and you’re going to have to learn that the only way we’ll get through this is open communication. What were you about to say.”

For a second I didn’t think Rick was going to say anything, but he did. “For a guy who’s not a man.”

Braxton gave a snort, and I realized something about him. He had the quality of being able to say anything, because his underlying motivations were kind.

“There’s more to being a man than a penis and balls.”

“Says the man who still has his.”

“Touche,” Braxton quipped wryly. He took a place across the bed from me. He took Rick’s wrist and held it, looked at his watch. Ten seconds later he nodded. “So, you’re still alive, but you’re questioning what that life is going to be like.”

Rick didn’t say anything.

“I don’t want to preach here, Rick, but the quality of your life is what you make it.”

He looked at me, and his eyes had a very penetrating quality. “Marsha, how are you holding up?”

“I’m okay.” But it came out like a squeak.

“Excellent.” He paused, kept looking at me, and I thought he was going to say something else, then he ignored me and turned back to Rick.

“Okay. Let’s talk about your transition to a new way of looking at life.”

And so began our therapy.

A week later Rick was ready to be discharged.

We had talked to Dr Braxton several times, Bob was what he had us call him, but Rick wasn’t happy.

Of course he wasn’t. He was pissing through a tube until the base of his cock healed enough to project a stream. He was depressed, and had even talked about suicide. And he complained of his dick itching.

I had heard of people complaining of being able to feel their amputated limbs, but an amputated dick? A phantom dick?

Still, stitches were holding, his body was working to adjust, and it was time to go home and…live.

I drove the car to the entrance to the hospital and they brought him out in a wheel chair. I had brought him pants and a shirt and socks and shoes, so he looked normal.

But he had no package.

And his eyes looked like they were dead.

The nurse helped him into the car, and he settled back and stared at nothing. I said thank you to the nurse and we drove off.

He was silent as we drove through town. He didn’t even look out the window. He just stared.

So I talked. “I haven’t had much time to clean. I’ll have to mow the lawn this weekend,” and I cursed myself. He usually did the lawn. I was taking his jobs away from him.

“I called your boss, he’s fine with you working from home. He said to take your time.”

Rick said nothing.

“I’ve got the insurance straightened out.”

He said nothing.

I pulled into the driveway and stopped. I clicked the remote and the garage door slid upwards. We drove into the garage and I turned the car off.

I got out and ran around to his side to help him. He was already half out and he looked at me. In the look was a warning…let me alone.

I followed him into the house. He moved slowly, but didn’t have any trouble with the steps or anything.

He stopped in the kitchen and looked around. It was the same old kitchen, but he was a new Rick, and he just looked around. Then he headed for the liquor cabinet.

“What are you doing?” I asked as he brought down a bottle of bourbon.

“Having a drink,” he mumbled.

“No,” I put a hand on his wrist. “Doctor’s orders. No drinking until you’re off medicine.”

“Fuck the doctors.” He ripped his hand away and poured himself half a glass. No mixer. No Coke. He wasn’t drinking to feel good, he was drinking to numb the pain.

“Rick…” I began.

He just glared at me, then tilted his glass. I watched the amber liquid disappear, and I felt so powerless.

He went into the next room and I took the bourbon and emptied it down the drain. Then I emptied the vodka and the beer.

In the living room he was sitting and watching TV. The TV wasn’t on.

“Rick?”

“What?” He glared at me, sipped some more whiskey.

“I’m going to fix dinner. What would you like?” I was going to say something else, but I had to let a little time defuse his mood.

He turned away.

I turned on the TV, put the remote next to him, and went back to the kitchen.

The next few days were the worst. Rick was right in the middle of his depression, and he was having some dangerous thoughts. It didn’t help that he didn’t want to talk. He had been close-mouthed with Dr. Braxton, but now he was positively clammed up. The only time he communicated was to sneer, or make a cutting remark.

In short, he was taking his personal pain out on the world.

Dr. Braxton had said he might be this way, and I thought I was prepared, but…I wasn’t.

What do you do when the man you love treats you like shit?             

In my case I smiled and kept going. Even though he was cutting the legs out from underneath me, I smiled, and I tried.

I fixed him dinner and he ate it glumly, not a word of thanks. Just a silent, withdrawn…hate.

Hate for the world, for the life that had stolen his manhood. And it seemed like that even translated into a hate for me.

I mowed the lawn, washed the cars, cleaned the pool. Things that he normally did, but now showed no interest in.

And I cleaned the house, did the dishes, did the wash…all the things that I normally did.

But I was getting overworked. Simple overwork I could handle. But overwork with a helping of hate? I was breaking down fast.

In the beginning he spent his time staring at nothing. Then, a couple of days in, he started surfing the internet. He stayed up late and went to strange sites.

At first I woke up early, and while he slept late I went through his history, but what he was looking at was predictable.

Penectomy. Everything to do with penises being amputated. This led him to castration, which didn’t make sense because he still had his testicles. Then he started looking at all sorts of stuff. Mostly, he was just following threads. Penectomy led to castration led to hormones led to drugs led to…women.

I couldn’t figure that out, but he was visiting porno sites.

What for? He couldn’t fuck me, and he couldn't jack off, so…why?

But he visited porn sites, and watched women fuck, and suck, and then…beat men. That’s when I sort of figured it out.

He watched porn in a desperate attempt to feel lust.

Then he watched women beat men because he felt…worthless.

I wondered if what he was thinking about women was how he felt about me.

Did he feel I was abusing him? Or was there some other weird dynamic at work?

Regardless, he watched porn for a month, and he started to get out of the deep depression. Or so I thought.

“Can I see it?”

We were in the bedroom. I was getting the laundry and he was getting dressed. He faced me, wearing underwear, but without the bulge.

“Why?”

“I want to see it.”

“See it? There’s no ‘it’ there.”

His stitches had been removed, and he was recovered. But his problems weren’t medical, they were mental.

“Humor me.”

He stared at me for a bleak moment, then faced me and lowered his drawers.

His balls hung, fat and bloated, and he had a little bump for a cock.

I came closer. I actually wanted to touch it. But then I was craving any kind of contact.

“Satisfied?” he sneered.

“No.”

He waited.

“I want you to hold me.”

He grunted and started to turn away.

I grabbed his biceps and pulled him back. I was starting to sniffle. “I love you more than life…and I just want to be held.”

“So you can feel a man who isn’t a man?”

“So I can feel the flesh of the man I love.”

I moved against him. I wrapped my arms around his waist and clung to him. For a long moment he didn’t do anything, then he moved his arms up, slowly, and put them around him.

I cried into his chest then. Just sat there and cried. And I said, “A penis doesn’t matter. It’s you who matters.”

I held on to him for a long time. He didn’t push me away, but his return hug was very half hearted.

But that scene didn’t really help.

After that he was more receptive to being hugged, but, still, he didn’t really hug back. He just put up with it, waited for it to go away.

I stopped following him on the internet, and that was a mistake. For while he put up with hugs, he was going darker in his own mind.

Another month passed. A month of torment, of torture, of feeling lost and inadequate, and then it all broke apart.

Special delivery, and I hefted the box. It was heavy.

“Honey? Rick? Package for you.”

He came out of his office, took the package, and walked back into his office. And closed the door.

Closed the door?

And I knew, automatically, that he was doing something he didn’t want me to see.

I went to his door and listened. I heard wrapping paper being torn. Then I heard a sigh, and a clunk.

Clunk?

Fortunately he had just closed the door, not locked it, and I opened it up.

He stared at me, on the desk was a gun.

It was a big gun. One of those guns they have in the movies. There were six bullets on the desk next to it. The box it had come in was in the trash.

I stared at him.

I stared at the gun.

I stared at him.

He knew that I knew what he was going to do.

“You’re going to shoot yourself.”

He said nothing.

I stepped closer.

He didn’t move.

Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I looked at the gun.

“Load it,” I said.

He turned to the gun and pushed bullets into the cylinder. He closed it. He looked at me.

“Give it to me.”

He blinked. His carefully ordered universe, the one in which he dies and everybody cries, started to come apart.

“What?”

“Give me the gun.” I held my hand out.

“Why?”

“I can’t live without you. I’m going first.”

I could hardly talk. I couldn’t see for the tears. But you don’t need to see to put a gun to your head and pull the trigger.

He didn’t move, I couldn’t tell what he was doing for my tears. I couldn’t even see the expression on his face.

“Give me the gun!” My voice was rising, becoming shrill.

He did nothing.

“GIVE ME THE FUCKING GUN!”

He did nothing.

Through the warped world of tears I moved forward. I fell on him, my hands struggling to find the gun.

He was stronger than me, and he held the gun away. Marsha.” His voice was calm, but there was a break threatening.

“GIVE ME THE GUN YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

I was almost lying on his body, scrabbling forward, trying to reach the gun in his hand. He was contorted stretched out, keeping it out of my grasp.

“Give me the gun!”

“Marsha,” he croaked, then he threw the gun through the window. We could hear the shattering of glass and the big clunk as the gun hit the side fence.

Then he was holding me, actually holding me, and he was crying. And I was crying. And we were holding on to each other.

“I thought I could,” he burbled. “But I can’t lose you.”

I didn’t say anything, just tried to strangle his body with my arms. I couldn’t stop crying, but the tears were changing now..now that he was actually holding me, being himself again.

“God help me,” he whimpered into my neck. “I can’t treat you like a  man treats a woman, but I can’t let you go. Please forgive me.”

I snuffled and cried and hung on, and he snuffled and cried and hung on, and slowly, slowly, we went through the turning point. The curing had finally started.

What I didn’t know was what was going to happen next, and how weird our journey was going to get.


PART TWO

“We had been getting counseling all along. A couple of times in the beginning Braxton came over to our house. The last few weeks we had been seeing him in his office.

He knew, immediately, that something was different. He began to smile. Just a little curve of a grin. “How’s things, Hobbins couple?”

So we told him what had happened. And all the time we held hands. And even sneaked glances at each other.

“Excellent, he said, when we were done. So let’s talk about phase two.”

“Which is?” I asked.

He looked at Rick. “You.”

“What about me?”

“You are accepting, but now you have to push forward. You have to rebuild yourself as a man.”

Rick went silent. Yes, we had broken through, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have a truckload of baggage.

“So I need you to pick an activity.” He pushed a fold of paper across his desk. I leaned forward and opened it, then picked it up and sat back. Rick looked in from the side.

It was a list of activities. It was divided into sections. There was a music section, a fitness section, sections on basket weaving, pottery, painting, various types of dancing, and so on.

“These are very therapeutic activities. They will give you a peace of mind, help you create a space in your mind. As time progresses I will help you fill that space with your new self image.

Rick took the paper and I raised my eyes. “I’m not sure where you’re going with this? I mean, some of these activities…pottery making, weaving, how do they help Rick rebuild his self image?”

Dr. Braxton leaned back in his swivel. He folded his hands over his paunch of a belly. “Let me be plain. Rick has suffered an attack on his manhood. I don’t try to lessen that, but to help him deal with that. How he deals with it is up to him. You’re right, some of these activities are definitely not right. But he must have choice.”

“What if he chooses the wrong activity?”

“There are no wrong activities. Even if he chooses one that you might think is wrong, it is a step, and if it is a step in the wrong direction he will eventually self correct.”

I was about to say something, but Rick suddenly blurted, “I want to do this.”

I looked at where his finger was pointing.

Aikido?

I had my doubts. I’m a woman, I’m not a big believe in fighting. And though the Aikido fliers said Aikido was ‘harmony-spirit-way,’ there was fighting involved. It was based on some kind of jujitsu, and there were swords involved, and you can’t tell me that isn’t fighting.

What I didn’t understand was that I was totally wrong.

Rick went to his first lesson, and I went and sat in a corner and watched.

He went into the backroom and learned how to put on a white uniform they called a ‘gi.’ While he got dressed I watched the people on the mat.

There were a lot of guys wearing dresses. I was to learn the dresses were called Hakama, and only black belts wore them. How weird. Men wearing dresses.

Rick came out and joined the group on the mat. He looked a little awkward, self conscious, in his pajamas clothes, but he shook hands and became part of the group quickly.

He learned how to bow. He did the exercises at the beginning of class. He flopped all over the place when they started doing shoulder rolls. And he didn’t look like he was having fun. Shows how much I know about men.

He was all grim-faced, concentrating on new ways of sitting, walking, conducting himself…and when he came out of the class he said, “Wow. That was so cool.”

I blinked, but said nothing. Mine was not to reason why…mine was to shut up and be supportive.

We went to class after class. And I watched as he became more graceful, less awkward. Within a month he understood wrist twists and certain joint locks, and he was even starting to move through certain techniques like he knew what he was doing.

I think, underneath it all, he was desperate. He wanted to rebuild his self image, so he worked harder than others.

And he started going to more classes. And I got up early and went with him to every class. which led to a confrontation.

I was sitting in my usual place, watching the ‘Aikidokas,’ that’s what they are called, doing their exercises and techniques, and the head of the school came up and sat down next to me.

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins.”

“Good morning, sensei.” That’s what you call your teacher. Sensei. It means ‘he who points the way.’ Talk about weird, eh?

He sighed.

“Yes?”

“I am in a quandary.”

“Oh, what is it?”

“I have a student who comes to every class and yet does nothing but waste my time. This student refuses to work. this student is wasting my time, yet I don’t know what to do.”

“Kick him in the butt. Tell him to straighten up and fly right.”

I honestly didn’t have a clue who he was talking about, but he sighed and stood up and faced me. “Mrs. Hobbins. Straighten up. Fly right.” Then he turned and walked away.

My mouth was open. It was so open a herd of flies could have taken up residence on my tongue.

A while later Rick came out of the changing room with a grin and a new gi. The gi was for me. “Sensei told me you wanted to start classes.”

So…I became an Aikidoka.

I was not driven like Rick, but I found it fresh and invigorating. And I started thinking about life differently. When somebody gave me a rough time, I would usually get in their face. Now I started standing back a little, and I searched for a middle ground. A way to reconcile upsets without all the fireworks.

But, as I have disclosed, Rick was driven. He stayed late when he could, even driving his own truck so I could take the car home.

He arranged extra work outs with other students. He even invited students, now friends, over for barbecues and pool parties, all of which eventually ended up with them discussing techniques and rolling around on the ground.

Thus, it wasn’t a big surprise to me when he was scheduled for testing. End of the month. Him and six other students. He began going to special classes, and I wasn’t allowed to watch. He came home tired, exhausted, and even with bruises.

“Got to do the technique right,” was all he said when I was rubbing lineament on the bruises.

I was allowed to watch the test, however, and it was really something.

He performed techniques, and showed a grace and polish that was amazing. Even though he had been studying the least amount of time, it looked like he had been there the longest.

Finally, he performed randori. That is when you have several attackers come at you at the same time and you have to use Aikido to redirect them, guide them away, and express your harmony with nature under pressure.

Rick positively glowed. He told me later that it felt like he was having an out of body experience. It made me proud, and I thought I was going to bust when he was called forward and presented with a black belt.

Dr. Braxton had been right. Aikido was good for self image, for character building, and, in Rick’s case, character rebuilding.

“So, I heard you made it to black belt.”

Rick grinned fit to kill a cat.

Braxton turned to me. “And you will be following him soon.” He nodded in pleasure.

So we talked about that, and, finally, I said the thing that bothered me.

“Doc?”

“Yes?”

“You told us once that we could still have children.”

He tilted his head. “Are you feeling like a family?”

“We’ve talked about it. We want to talk to you about it, and find out more about this procedure.”

He sat back. “Well, the procedure is simple. We get a semen sample and implant it in you, and nine months later…” he grinned and shrugged.

“But…how do we…” Rick stumbled. Just because he had rebuilt his self-image didn’t mean he was comfortable talking about his condition.

“There are various methods, one of the main ones is electrostimulation of the prostate.

“You mean…electrocute my…up there?”

“Yes. Up the anus. Apply electrical charge to the prostate, and semen dribbles out. Quite a lot, usually.”

“So what do we do to make this happen?”

“Let’s set up an appointment with a doctor who specializes in such procedures, and…”

We were going to see about getting me pregnant.

“Just lay over the table, Mr. Hobbins.”

We were in a fertility clinic and Rick was going to give a semen sample. I was allowed to watch because I was the wife. In fact, we had sort of demanded it.

Rick stood at a weird table, mostly bars with a small area to lay on. I had a full view of him as the area he was laying on was glass.

“Glass is cold,” he muttered.

“Sorry about that. Since you don’t have any penile tissue I’m going to have to catch your semen as it exits your body. “

“Okay.”

The doctor took a tube of lubricant and applied it to Rick’s ass. I watched as the doctor made sure the asshole was quite…lubey. I giggled at the look on Rick’s face.

“Not funny,” he mumbled.

“Okay,” I made a show of holding my laughter in.

“Okay, I’m going to insert the probe now.

It was a thin rod with wires coming from it. The doctor had on gloves and he gently inserted the ‘wand’ into Rick’s rectum.

Rick blinked, and then I was startled. I could feel pleasure coming from him. Pleasure? From having somebody shove lube up your ass, rim it with a finger, then stick a metal probe up it?

“Oh,” blurted Rick.

“It does feel good, doesn’t it Mr. Hobbins?”

“I’ll say.” His voice was soft with wonder.

“Okay, I’m touching your prostate now. I’m going to apply an electrical charge. This will feel strange, so try to relax. No sudden movements.

Click.

Almost immediately semen started to come out of the little stub that was all that remained of his cock. I stared in wonder as a large stream of drool squirted out and fell into a dish. Then I looked up at Rock’s face. His face was slack, stunned, and he moaned softly.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

“I know, Mr. Hobbins. Go ahead and enjoy, but don’t move. We’re almost done.”

For about 30 seconds the semen drooled out, then it tapered off, and the doctor removed the probe from Rick’s ass.

Rick was blown away.

“You can stand up now.”

Rick just stayed there and moaned. His eyes looked far away.

“Mrs. Hobbins? Could you help him?”

I went to Rick and helped him stand up. He was weak, assailed by lassitude, and happy. The smile on his face was as if he had just been admitted to heaven.

“What’s wrong with him?”

“Nothing is wrong. The procedure effects some people this way. Give him ten minutes and he’ll be right as rain.”

I walked out of the clinic, Rick stumbled along under my arm, and we got into the car.

“You drive,” he yawned.

Stunned, I got into the driver’s seat. by the time I started the car he was already asleep.

“What the heck happened?”

I asked Rick that night.

He smiled. “I had an orgasm.”

“What?”

“Yes. It wasn’t like a regular orgasm, it was soft and gooey, it was like being immersed in an ocean of heat and love. But it was an orgasm.”

“It sounds more like a female orgasm.”

“Really?”

“We don’t cum hard like a man. But I understand it’s bigger and better. But not having been a man…” I shrugged.

“Wow. I should have been born a woman.”

And, under that: then I wouldn’t have all this penis crap going on.

I thought that was the end of it, but Rick took to the internet again.

Well, he had never really been off it, but he had focused on Aikido for the past year, and his porn surfing had waned.

Now he was back. And I knew what was driving him. He wanted more orgasms.

Well, who would’t?

So he started looking through penectomy support groups, cancer survivors, because they are the ones who suffer penectomies the most, and just plain, old, in your face porn.

He chuckled when he was looking at people who wear chastity devices. “They only think they want to not squirt. Let ‘em lose their peckers and see what they want.”

I had given up spying on him and was just watching over his shoulder.

Finally, we got into it: anal sex. We both leaned forward and started reading and making mental notes.

“Wow,” I blurted a couple of times.

By the end of the night we had a LOT to think about.

There’s lots of nerves in the asshole. These nerves can be stimulated and have a wonderful feeling to them. A sexual feeling.

And Rick still had his balls. He had a heaping helping of hormones running around inside him. In fact, we surmised, that was probably why he got so much out of being electro-stimulated. He had testosterone, and drive, and he wanted.

Yet we had totally ignored his condition, sexually speaking, for more than a year. We thought, no more peeny, no more fun.

Bad us.

There was a world of fun to be had.

And not just for him. I had an anus, and then there were dildos, and butt plugs, and prostate massagers and…wow!

While we were thinking about this next step, and talking about it, and discussing everything about it, one more thing happened. It was small, but, in a way, it was important. In a way it was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

Rick went to Aikido. Normally he wore a rubber band around his hair, a pony tale. He likes his hair long, and I think it’s sort of cute, and…and the rubber band broke.

So his hair is all over the place, actually getting in the way, and Sensei’s wife took his hand and led him back to the office. She did a Japanese type of hair arrangement. It was sort of like a French arrangement, but with a couple of chopsticks stuck in the mess.

He finished working out, and he came home, and I blinked and stared.

“What did you do?”

He explained about the rubber band breaking. Then he reached up to grab a chop stick. “I’ll take this out and—“

“Hold it.”

“What?” He froze. My command had been pretty strong.

“That’s you.”

“What?”

“It’s perfectly you. Go look in the bathroom mirror.”

Puzzled, Rick did, and he came out with a stunned look on his face.

“But it’s feminine!”

“But it looks so good on you.”

That was the moment I began looking at his face, assessing it, thinking about it.

His face was feminine. With regular long hair it was masculine, but it took almost nothing to make it feminine. And it looked so…so…so good.

Now I mention this because what happened, eventually, was not just a bolt out of the blue.

Rick had been changing. Aikido had made him softer. He had experienced anal…stimulation. Heck, he was even wearing a dress in Aikido.

So all the pieces were in place, and he was ready, though neither of us knew it.

That weekend, a Saturday night, he wasn’t going to Aikido the next morning, we had a drink.

He had bourbon and Coke. I had Vodka and Seven.

Heck, we had a couple of drinks. We sat in his office and surfed the net and explored men and anal sex.

And prostate massages.

And trans people.

And…and…everything.

We drank, and we giggled, and laughed, and got horny.

I hadn’t let myself be horny since Rick’s accident.

He hadn’t let himself be horny because he thought he wasn’t supposed to be able to.

And we had been denying our natural joys.

Man is meant to have sex. Not just reproduction, though I had had an egg implanted in me and we were waiting to see what was happening, but…fun. Relief. Human contact and the deepest of intimacy.

We had been denying, and it was time to ‘un-deny’ ourselves.

Finally, we turned the music up a little and adjourned to the bedroom.

I held his balls and massaged them, and he sighed in relief.

Then he nuzzled my breasts, and I was almost in nirvana. After doing without for so long, to at last have my desires rubbed. God. It was heavenly.

But there was something wrong.

“What?”

I frowned and sat up. “I don’t know.”

“We don’t have to…” he started.

“Yes…yes, we do. But…there’s something more.”

I went into the kitchen and poured us another drink. He came in and sat down at the table. He was wearing his robe, a black kimono thing he had bought after he started Aikido. It had a tree in a circle on the back, very oriental, and elegant.

We sat and sipped, and we talked, and he was waving his hand, and it was…elegant.

His robe was elegant, and his movements were graceful. And…what was wrong?

I looked down through the glass top of the table and saw his legs. Ugly. Hairy.

I looked up. He was elegant, soft spoken and gentle.

I looked at his legs.

Ugly.

I looked up at his face. It could be so feminine…and…and… “Rick,” I breathed in surprise.

“What?” He cocked his head.

I didn’t say anything, I went to the bedroom and brought back the two chopsticks sensei’s wife had used. I wrapped his hair around French style, then stuck the two chopsticks in it.

Fuck! That was it! But his hair came undone. I wrapped it up again, and put in a couple of baby pins to help the thing stay in place.

All the while Rick stared at me, was puzzled.

“Go look in the mirror.”

He walked into the bedroom and I followed him. He stood and looked, and started to understand. It was a slow dawning, and he finally said…you want me to…”

“Can we?”

He stared at himself. The robe, delicate and clinging to his body. His hair, up feminine style, so sexy. His face was feminine.

He moved his hands, and saw that he was graceful.

“What do you want to do?” he asked, looking for reassurance.

“Let me make you over.”

“I’m not gay,” he wondered.

“No. Not a chance.”

“I’ve never had any desire to transition.”

“I don’t want you to do something you don’t want to.”

He turned this way and that, and he finally faced me. “Do what you want.”

First, I had him take a shower…with Nair. He came back out of the bathroom looking fresh. His legs were no longer ugly.

“Heysoos,” I breathed, seeing the final product in my mind. “Sit down here.”

He sat and I got out the nail polish. He sipped as I painted his nails a bright red.

“Wow,” he said. “We’re really going to do this.”

“Is it all right?” I was nervous. Horny, but nervous. In fact, horny as I had ever been.

“Sure.”

‘Sure.’ Something he wouldn’t have said before this whole thing started. But he had come a long way. He had accepted his lack of a penis, and he had grown through martial arts, and now he was seeing his potential.

“Do you want a woman?” He was really asking if I was a lesbian.

I stopped and considered. “No,” I finally said. “It’s you that’s making me horny.”

I finished painting his toes and went to his fingers.

He watched as I put on fake nails and made his hands even more gentle, more delicate, more feminine.

“Blow on them. I’m going to do your face.”

“My face,” he murmured, as if he was talking to some ghost in the corner of the room, his eyes far away. Then he blew on his nails.

I moistened and cleansed his face, then primed it. I went through the procedure carefully, making sure that I adjusted shadows so that his lines would become even softer. Finally, after foundation and blush and all that, I began to work on his eyelids. He sat there, feeling the soft brushes, his eyes closed, and I have never felt such a glow of intimacy in my life.

Yes. This was right.

I painted his eyelids a smokey grey, very mysterious and alluring, and I realized something: he looks better than me with make up on.

Then I applied lipstick.

He smacked, and puckered, and smiled at me, and I almost had my own orgasm right then.

“Okay. Earrings.”

“Really?”

I nodded, and set about piercing his ears. Then I hung some danglies from his lobes, a simple string of silver with a lavender stone on the end. God, he was gorgeous.

I stood him up and had him look in the mirror.

He was gorgeous. The robe hugged him, and his body was outlined.

“You need boobs.”

He grinned. “I do, don’t I.”

“And…nylons. Come on.”

I had him sit on the bed and I took a garter belt out of my dresser and put it on him. Then I unrolled a pair of nylons up his legs. When I was done his legs shone with sexiness.

In front of the mirror again. and we were stunned.

“Boobs, maybe a corset.”

“Ouch.”

“You’ll love it. It’s like being hugged all the time.”

“When you can breath.”

“Who needs to breath. Come on.”

We went back into the closet and I found an old pair of high heels. They weren’t the highest, which I wanted, but I knew he would have difficulty walking in them, anyway. I slipped them on his feet, and he was seven shades of gorgeous. And, the joy, when he walked his Aikido grace came out. He hardly staggered at all, and we sashayed through the house and out onto the patio. In the moonlight we looked at each other.

He was a man…but certainly didn’t look like it. And we were aware, now, that a penis didn’t make a man. It is inner character that makes a man. The ability to be soft, yet able to make the big decisions in life.

It’s in the way you treat people, and how you conduct yourself.

“Well, lady,” he finally said, “would you like to de-flower me?”

“A virgin a day,” I quipped, “keeps the hornies away.”

He grinned. “I am a virgin. Aren’t I?”

“Not for long. Come along.”

I led him by the hand back to the bedroom.

He kicked off his high heels and we were nearly the same height again, and we kissed.

Our lips meshed, and I felt what it feels like for a man when he kisses a woman with lipstick. I felt the waxiness, the taste, and under it all, the softness of beautiful lips.

He bent me back for a few seconds, held me in his arms, then I pushed and bent him back and held him in my ams, and we giggled. All the rigid ideas of what is man, what is woman, what is sex…all that stuff was shifting and sliding in our psyches.

“Come on, slick,” I whispered, “Up on the bed.”

He climbed up and waited in the all fours position. We had agreed that I should take him, this first time, in the all fours position. I don’t know why, but…maybe I do know why. He wanted to experience submissiveness. He wanted to truly understand what it was to be fucked, instead of being the one who fucked.

“Put some lube in and I’ll put on my harness.”

Harness. The tangle of straps that made up my strap on.

And the dick, a soft plastic thing that was dick like, complete with veins and balls.

I giggled.

“What?”

“There’s going to be one cock and four balls down there.”

He thought about it, and finally said, “Yeah, I guess there is.”

I slipped the cock we had chosen onto the harness. Suddenly I was the proud possessor of seven inches. Zowie!

“Okay, baby, turn around for a second.”

He did, and he came to his knees, and we held each other and kissed. Our hands roamed. He felt my tits and I felt his balls.

Man, we were getting hot. Steamy hot. It had been over a year, closer to two years now, and we were starved for the glory of sex. I broke our kiss and squeezed one of his buns.

“Bend over, bitch, I’m going to plow you like a field.”

We laughed. I had been playing at being a controlling bitch for the last few days, and it was a good game.

He whirled around, back to the all fours position, and spread his legs.

I put my fingers to his hole. I pushed the lube in further. I reamed him gently, lovingly.

He groaned and arched his back. He was really ready.

Two fingers, and I held his balls as I rimmed him.  I could feel his anal muscles quivering, starting to spasm.

He had had an orgasm from a dry, old, electro-stimulating wand. What was his orgasm going to be like with a loving prick?

Three fingers, and I pushed them in and pulled them out. I could feel my knuckles pressing against his anal ring.

“Make sure you relax,” I whispered. “It only hurts if you resist. That’s what the internet said.”

“Doing my best,” his voice was husky, raw, frightened, but wanting.

I put my dick to his hole and moved the tip around, pushed it in slightly.

“Oh…oh my God!” He shivered.

“All right?”

“I’ll say.”

So I began sliding it in. Inch after inch. His hands closed on folds of sheet and I knew his eyes were closed. He was feeling every single millimeter of that dong sliding into his ass.

I bottomed out, and he was shivering so much he was shaking.

“All right?”

“Oh, God,” he blurted. For a second I was frightened. His exclamation had been so forceful, then he said, “Come on. Fuck me. Fuck me good!”

I smiled and began gently sawing into him. In and out, back and forth. Angling up and down and trying to rub on the prostate.

On the internet it had said that not all men experienced orgasms, but we both knew that he was one that did. And we both had the feeling that this was going to be big.

“Fu…oh..yeah…” moans erupted out of him, his back shook.

I reached under and squeezed his balls. They felt so fat and bloated. Except for the one semen sample he had given the doctor, he was ripe. I could feel it…and he could feel it.

He began to surge against me, to move his ass in circles, to fuck me back.

I kept pumping in and out.

He relaxed his grip on the sheets and tried to wiggle back further. I could feel his nuts swinging back and forth, touching the top of my thighs. I knew he could feel my plastic balls smushing up against his thighs, his nuts.

“Oh…yes…please…dear God…oh…oh…”

I grabbed his waist and held on for better traction. I pushed into him again and again, and suddenly he started to arch his back.

“Fuck…fuck…”

Then he lurched forward, and I almost lost him, but he actually pulled me off balance and I fell on him, driving my cock hard into his ass.

Then he was quaking and spasming, his hips jerking back and forth, all the time crying out in pleasure.

I lay on him, felt him exhaust himself. I still had his nuts in my hand and I felt squirtem leak all over.

“Heysoos,” I whispered. “You did it!”

He nodded, his head against the mattress. “Fuck,” he whispered.

Finally, I rolled off him, and he rolled over. His eyes were opened and he stared at the ceiling in wonder. “If I had only known,” he whispered. “If I had only known…”

I smiled and sighed. “My turn next.”

He leaned up on an elbow and kissed me, groped my breasts, then lowered a hand to my snatch. Sticking a finger in me he said, “Just say when.”

“When.”

He moved to his knees and began taking the strap on off me.


EPILOGUE

The next few months were interesting.

Rick dressed like a woman half the time, and the other half of the time he was a man.

We even tried some ‘vacation boobs’ on him, and we agree that he needs his own set. We haven’t decided whether he should do hormones, or just get a boob job. We’re leaning towards breast implants, for the most part. Hormones are a tricky thing, and we want to make sure there are no ‘accidents.’

After all, one ‘bee sting accident’ is enough.

And, I’m going to the hospital next week. We’re going to have a girl. Can’t get much better than that, eh?

And our lovely daughter is going to have two mothers. Or maybe I should just say ‘a mother and a half.’

Right?

END
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The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever!

The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz.

Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?


She Transgendered Me

A horn dog gets his comeuppance!


PART ONE

“Don’t worry about a thing,” I said, as my wife packed her suitcase.

“I’m sorry, honey, but she’s my sister and I have to help her through this.”

“Hey, I told you not to worry. This is going to be three months of drinking beer, watching football, and doing all the things I like to do.”

And my point was in the second, unstated half of the sentence, ‘…that you don’t like me to do.”

Carrie straightened up and face me. She frowned. “You are such a caveman. It’s almost like me going and helping my sister through chemo is like an opportunity for you to…”

“…To what?” I asked innocently, already thinking about the fun and degradation I was going to have.

“Jimmy, I know you’re a kinky bastard. And I don’t like it when you watch all that porn and…and…jack off. And the idea of letting you degrade yourself and abuse yourself for three months is…disgusting.”

She almost spat the last word, like it was a bad tasting pill.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I’m not going to masturbate to nekkid women on the net. I’m a grown man.”

I was, of course, lying through my teeth.

She turned back to her packing, muttering, “If there was only some some way I could be sure.”

I chuckled. “Now who’s kinky.”

“What?”

“You’re thinking about putting me into one of those chastity device things.”

She sighed.

I laughed on the inside.

I had been trying to get her interested in that kink for months, but she had shown no interest. What she didn’t know was that I had a chastity device, along with some other toys, and I was going to be abusing the hell out of myself as soon as she left for the airport.

“You are so sick,” was all she said, closing her suitcase with a snap. “Well, come on, bring my bag to the car.”

I picked up the bag and followed her out of the house. As she walked I watched her round butt sway. Man, I was lucky, I mean, she had the perfect butt, and her tits were big and round…man, I wanted some of that. Even though she had fucked hell out of me all night, I wanted some more.

She went through the front door, down to the car and opened the trunk. I placed her bag in the boot and turned to her. “Sure you don’t want to get a little before you go.”

She smiled ruefully. “Always horny, aren’t you? Don’t you remember doing ti three times last night?”

“Hors d’oeuvres, baby.” I put my arms around her and we kissed. And it was a good, hot, steamy kiss. Then she hugged me for a long moment. Then she looked up into my eyes.

“My caveman husband. Unrepentant horniness. Nasty, porn watching kinkster. I want you to keep your hands off yourself while I’m gone.”

“Honey, I promise.” My fingers were crossed behind her back.

Carrie sighed. “Well, anyway. Try not to play with yourself so hard you pull it off.”

“Carrie!” I acted shocked, but we both knew I was mocking.

With that she kissed me again, then got into the car and headed for Nebraska. Good old wonderful Nebraska. Leaving me alone for three glorious months. Three months of porn and booze and pounding my pud until it begged for mercy, But it wouldn’t. Beg for mercy, I mean.

As the car drove down the street I waved good bye. I smiled as her slender hand raised out of the driver’s window and fluttered at me.

I entered the house, sauntered to the bedroom, and began my journey into sluttiness.

I opened the closet and reached for my box of ‘toys.’

I sat down on the bed and opened it, and began getting ready.

First, a butt plug. God, it felt good as I greased it up and inserted. I loved the feeling of the big bulb sliding into me, pushing against my anal ring, and then popping in.

I sat down, gingerly, and fastened the chastity tube. Man, it was snug, and I just barely made it. My cock was struggling and straining and trying to get hard. It made me so horny I couldn’t believe it. Just sitting there, my cock in a tube, all locked up and nowhere to go, I actually shivered with sexual fervor.

Then I put on a bra. Just a bra. I’m not one of those fairy guys, I just like a little kink.

Finally, I rolled a tube of red lipstick on my lips. Just lipstick. Like I said, I ain’t one of those gay guys.

I stood up and stared at the bed in anticipation. Oh, baby, was I going to have fun.

I attached the hand cuffs to the bed posts. Four sets. Yeah.

Then I got onto the bed.

I fastened my ankles. Check.

Made sure the key was on a sturdy piece of fish line and tied the fishline to my wrist.  Check.

Blindfold. Check.

And, I snapped the handcuffs around my wrists. Check and double check.

I lay back, my cock throbbing in its cage. Pulsing, trying to erect, and making me horny to the Nth. There is nothing so hot as being close, wanting to, and not being able to.

I lay for a minute, then began my delicious struggling. I twisted, I turned, I rolled half over and tried to rub my caged cock against the sheets.

Anything for some relief!

Yet there was no relief for me, just mounting frustration, rising horniness, and a delicious sense of being helplessly fucked.

I scootched my butt down and wiggled and the butt plug shifted and rubbed against my rectum. Oh! It felt good! I was filled and fulfilled and my cock pulsed so very hard. But every pulse only served to enforce more and more sexual fever on me.

Finally, I was thrusting my hips up, slamming down and driving the butt plug in harder and harder, and I was reaching that peak. That place where I was almost blind with the need for sex. The bed began bouncing, the hardboard slammed against the wall, and I reached it. I was unthinking, desperate, had to cum. I used my fingers to pull the fishline and got my hand around the key to the cuffs. I undid my cuff, but couldn’t wait to undo the other cuffs. I grabbed my cock and began jacking, frantically, desperately. Within just a few seconds I felt that white heat exploding within me.

“GAHHH!” I squirted and squirted. I shot into the air, unloaded my load and felt it rain down and splatter on my naked chest.

Fuck…fuck…what a great way to start my three months of sex and fun.

Finally, my cock oozing, my balls empty, I laid back and went to sleep. I didn’t even get up or take off the other hand cuffs. After a good cum…you know?

A couple of hours later I poured myself a Coke and bourbon and set about fixing dinner. Steak. Lots of sauce. Instant mashed potatoes with tons of butter. Hell, more butter than potato, that’s my motto. When everything was done I sat down, lifted a fork and…DING!

Ah, fuck. Who the heck was calling me?

Well, being in charge of myself for the next three months, I came to an easy decision. Ignore it.

DING!

I reached for my phone, intending to turn it off.

DING!

WTF? Whoever this was, they seemed pretty insistent. So it wasn’t a robot calling from New Jersey, and probably not a lawyer from Nigeria, so…what if there was a problem? What if it was Carrie?

I sighed, opened the face and turned white.

I mean real white.

If you drained the blood from Casper…that white.

If you painted a polar bear in a snowstorm white…that white.

No blood in my face at all.

It was a picture.

Of me.

On the bed.

Tied up and blindfolded, but wearing a bra, and lipstick. I could see the lipstick.

My hand frantically moving up and down. A still shot that was so good you could feel the motion…feel the sexual frenzy I was in.

I was dizzy, near swooning, but I managed to look closer at the message.

But there was no message.

Just the picture.

And the phone number. I didn’t recognize it. 169-7734.

By whoever this ‘7734’ was, they had managed to slide through my filters. I didn’t give my email out to anybody, and Google hadn’t given me any ‘spam risk’ warnings.

So who…who?

I sat there for the longest time. My steak grew cold. The ice cubes in my drink dissolved. The sun went down.

Who was it?

Who was 7734

How did they get to me?

More important…how did the picture get taken? It was from a side position to the bed, close. You could see my pores. Literally three feet from me, and wide angle so you could see everything. The handcuffs, the bra…oh…fuck!

What if Carrie got a hold of the picture?

Or, what if it was posted on Facebook? Or Tweeted! My life in this town would be over. I would be divorced, left to roam, homeless, in a bra.

Oh…FUCK!

I walked slowly back to the kitchen. I sat down at the table, shoved my plate and drink to the side, put my elbows on the table and my face in my hands.

What would I do? What could I do?

DING!

I scrambled for the phone. I opened it.

Follow Directions.

I stared at the phone. Follow directions? What directions?

DING!

Video as you flush the key.

What? Flush the key? But I wouldn’t be able to get out!

I looked down at my groin.

After my sexual episode I hadn't taken anything off.

Why take it off if you’re just going to do it again? Right?

So I was wearing the chastity tube. I wasn’t horny, but wearing it would help my horniness rise again.

I was wearing the bra. It helped.

And I was wearing fresh lipstick.

These things helped me recharge my cock so I could do it all again.

But now…now…flush the key?

DING!

Now.

Send video.

I typed back.

Forget it.

I was trying to put up a good front, say something that wouldn’t reveal my quaking nerves.

DING!

Look at Facebook.

I started to tap my phone, then stood up and ran for the computer. I needed some horsepower. I called up Facebook.

It was the picture. Me. Handcuffed. In chastity. Blindfolded. Bra and lipstick. My hand moving a million miles an hour.

But the face was blotted out.

As wild panic swept through me I yet felt a bit of relief. My face was not visible.

DING!

Flush.

Video.

Or I show the face.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

As I sat there and stared at the picture I could already see comments appearing.

What a loser!

And:

How’d that get past the censors?

And:

What a kinky, little bad boy.

I tried to ignore the comments and typed on my phone:

Okay.

Five minutes.

Another comment:

I bet his dick is small.

It must be small to fit inside that thing.

And:

His poor wife.

I was almost crying. I turned on the video camera on my phone, picked up key from the bedside dresser, and walked into the bathroom.

I have never felt so dismal, so lost, so out of control.

I stood over the toilet, staring at the key in my hand. I dropped it into the water and flushed. I watched as the water swirled, moved the key, and it suddenly disappeared.

Tears were actually coming out of my eyes, and…I felt my dick throb.

What?

It throbbed. It was locked, caged, and now it couldn’t get out, and it throbbed. And throbbed again.

I think, on some level, that was when I knew I was in trouble.

Sure, I was kinky, but I was always in control. How could being out of control cause a sexual reaction in me?

Yet my cock was throbbing and trying to get hard. And here is the bad part. In staring down at my dick I neglected to turn off the video camera. I was unaware as my phone recorded my reaction to the loss of my…the loss of my manhood. Yes, that’s what it was, the loss of my manhood. And my cock just throbbed and surged and filled the tube and bulged at the edges. It was obvious. There was no hiding my horny reaction.

Finally, shaking myself out of my stupor, I lifted the phone, tapped it with my finger and sent the video to…whoever.

Oh, why oh why didn’t I check the video before sending it? I could have deleted it! Because not only did it show my reaction, it showed something else.

Shaken, utterly destroyed, I walked back to the bedroom. I was going to take everything off. Everything but my cock tube. That was on to stay, at least until I cut the lock. I could do that tonight. I could go out to the garage and get a pair of pliers and…and I sat down at the make up table and picked up a moist towelette to clean off my lipstick.

DING!

Of…fuck!

I opened my phone.

Put on make up.

What? No! I couldn’t…

DING!

Dread filling my soul, the mystery person had sent me a video.

I didn’t want to look at it. That’s why I hadn’t checked it in the first place.

But I had to.

I started the video and watched myself.

Picking up the key.

Walking into the bathroom.

The key splashing, swirling, disappearing, and then my cock trying to get hard. Desperate to get hard. My reaction to my helplessness plain to see.

But that wasn’t the worst.

In the next scene I shifted my position, moved the phone around, and it recorded…the bathroom mirror!

It was me! Face revealed! No doubt!

No! No! No!

DING!

Make up.

Now.

Video and send.

I was actually sobbing. Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I was gasping. I was having an anxiety attack.

But what else could I do?

I sat down.

DING!

Oh, fuck! What now?

Set phone to I can see.

From here on you will always

have your phone recording.

Stream it.

Oh, heysoos forked a dork!

I placed the phone on the make up table, propped it up so it wouldn’t fall, and hit the buttons.

Whoever it was watched as I tried to stop crying. Were they laughing as I made myself up? Who was this sick person?

Well, sick or not, I was trapped.

I had played with make up over the years. I was more into just a bit of lipstick, but I had explored and knew what I was doing.

I cleansed my face. I primed it. I did everything. Foundation, blush, bronze. I even did my eyes, painted them a smoky grey, and then my lips…

DING!

Use plumper.

Plumper! Oh, shit! Sure. I had some. I had everything. but plumper tended to last a few days. I mean, it was the weekend, but, still, Monday would come.

But what choice did I have?

I picked up the plumper and made my lips bigger. Then the lipstick. In the mirror my face was now round and feminine, and my lips were bright red. And my heart was pounding. And my cock was going crazy.

DING!

Stop crying.

More eye liner.

I sat and looked at myself, and that made me want to cry even more. I was a man! Sure, I had some kinks, but they were just to jack off, to have some extra great sex. I didn’t want to look like a woman!

Finally, I turned away from the mirror. I couldn’t stand to look at myself. It was one thing to get made up and be horny. It was another thing to be forced to put on make up.

DING!

Look at the mirror.

Camera should always be on.

I typed:

I can’t stop crying.

Seeing myself makes me cry.

DING!

Poor boy.

Look at the mirror.

I faced the mirror and waited for the tears to stop. It took a long time, but at least the dinging stopped. Whoever it was must have accepted the fact of what I was going through.

Finally, after a couple of hours, the tears were done. And I felt emptied. Exhausted. Not even resisting.

DING!

Put on baby doll.

Go to sleep.

Tomorrow is a big day.

I did as I was commanded.

DING!

I awoke with a groan. I was hungry. My face was a mess and I had left make up all over the pillow. Still, I sat up and held the phone.

Good morning.

Huh! Good for who?

DING!

Get up.

Fix your face.

Get dressed…in your new clothes.

I typed:

What new clothes?

The answer:

Amazon in an hour.

Hurry.

Be fed.

Amazon was going to deliver clothes to me? WTF? Still, I had no choice. With an aching heart I showered, cleaned my face, and made myself up again. Every once in a while I would get a ding.

Plump lips again.

Get rid of male lines with more foundation.

And so on.

A half hour later I was done, so I fixed breakfast. Threw away the steak, which had set out all night, but drank the bourbon down quick. I was ready to pour another one, but…

DING!

Amazon is almost here.

Put on robe.

Answer door.

Set up phone so I can see.

Oh, crap! Answer the door? With a female face? What kind of torture was this?

Still, nothing for it, I put on a robe. Unfortunately, the only robe I had was nothing more than a flimsy negligee. The Amazon driver would see my naked body. My male body. And he would laugh.

I began thinking then, and decided that, maybe, if I had a wig on and moved quickly, he wouldn’t see. At least, I could hope.

So I put on the negligee, got out my wig, it was a blonde, Marilyn Monroe cut, and fastened it in place. Just in time. I heard the Amazon truck squeal to a stop.

I ran to the foyer, set up the phone, and opened the door as the driver rolled a bunch of packages up the walk.

DING! And I knew what it was.

I opened the door wider.

The driver was a pimple faced guy, maybe early twenties. Probably lucky to have a girlfriend.

He slowed down, his jaw dropped and he gaped at me.

“Delivery for…Jim Allen.” His voice was fading and he was staring and…he looked frightened. As if I was going to jump out and molest him.

Ha! Attacked by a sissy while delivering for Amazon. It sounded like the title for a bad erotica story.

“Leave them on the—“

DING!

I knew.

“Bring them in.”

I stood aside, aware of my arms and legs and body, embarrassed at the shiny cock cage in my groin, humiliated by the make up on my face.

He turned and backed the dolly over the threshold. He moved far to the side, trying to keep away from me. He tilted and slid the dolly out from under and almost jumped back to the porch. I thought it was done, but he had one last humiliation for me.

“Got to sign…” He held a clipboard out to me.

Fuck!

Into the daylight, because he wasn’t going to step closer to me. I prayed the neighbors wouldn’t be able to see. I signed the clipboard and almost jumped back into the house.

I mean, I was so embarrassed my whole body was red. Real red. Almost lipstick red.

I closed the door and leaned against it, almost sobbing with relief.

I looked at the phone, which looked right back at me. It didn’t say anything, but I knew what it wanted.

I opened the top box and took out panties and bras, garters and nylons. At the bottom were two corsets.

Oh…damn.

I moved the box aside and opened the second one. Dresses. Skirts. Blouses. Clothes for every day. At the bottom were two maid outfits. Black with white trimming, chiffon to raise the short skirts.

Crap!

I moved that box aside and opened the bottom one.

Shoes. Mostly high heels. And a make up kit. And several wigs.

I stared at the stuff. What the heck was going on. What did—

DING!

You will dress as a woman from now on.

I felt the tears trying to start up again. I went into the computer room and sat down at the computer. I typed:

I don’t want to do this.

I don’t want to be a woman.

DING! And there was no message. Just the picture of me.

DING! DING! Stills from the video. My cock trying to get stiff. My face in the mirror

DING! A still of me making myself up, putting lipstick on my plump lips.

DING! A final picture of me with the door open, wearing the negligee and make up and wig, signing the clipboard for the Amazon driver. I didn’t look like I was doing anything that wasn’t normal.

DING!

Facebook will love you.

I did cry then. I just leaned forward and cried into my hands.

CLICK!

Click? What…I looked up at my computer. A jpeg flashed on to the computer. It was me, crying, just then. What…how…?

DING!

I am everywhere.

Oh, no! They were into my computer! I had been hacked!

DING!

Get dressed.

Video yourself.

We’re going to look at porn.

My mind was a shriek, just a shrill scream, but I had no choice. I  picked up my cell phone and began recording and stood up and left the room. Moving like a zombie, I went to the bedroom and went through the new underwear. I put on panties and a bra, and I found a pair of breast forms. I slipped them into my bra and looked at the mirror.

I was crushed, destroyed, but…looked sexy. I didn’t have a big, muscular body, and the addition of real boobs made me a bit curvy.

I put on the garters and unrolled new nylons up my legs.

I hated it, I was disgusted, but…it felt…kinky. I felt my cock trying to talk down there.

I put on a short dress and studied myself in the mirror. All the time my cell phone recorded and streamed me to…whoever.

I left the Marilyn wig on, my make up was fine, and I went back to the computer.

DING!

High heels.

I sighed and went back to the boxes. I picked out a pair of high heels and put them on. They fit perfectly. I went back to the computer.

DING! Sighing wearily, I wondered: what next?

Take everything off.

use Nair.

Paint your nails bright red.

Get dressed.

Oh, double crap!

So I got undressed, used a bottle of Nair, which I found with the make up kit in the boxes, and waited fifteen minutes. I was starting to itch, it was getting a little hot, so I jumped into the shower. I stared at the drain as my manly hair swirled and whirled and went away.

I stepped out, and had to redo all my make up.

Sighing, I sat down at the table, and cursed my cock.

That’s right. The damned fool kept trying to get hard. While I dressed, while I showered, and especially when I put on make up.

What was wrong with me?

I mean, a little kink was fine, but Mr Happy was enjoying this too much.

In fact, he was becoming uncomfortable. So packed in there, struggling. Distracting me.

But, heaving cock or not, I put on my make up and got dressed again.

And it felt different.

My limbs being smooth the nylons felt electric, and my skin was…horny. Alive and horny.

Made my dick struggle all the more, and I actually hunched forward and pushed down on my groin with one hand.

DING!

How’s it going?

I typed:

Please.

Stop this.

DING!

Come on.

This is every man’s dream.

Be sexy.

Now enjoy it.

Go to the computer.

I went into the computer room, tottering on my high heels, and sat down and powered up the computer. immediately, a chat window opened.

I turned on the mike

so you can talk to me.

“Please let me go. Don’t do this.”

Ha!

This is too much fun.

Besides,

your dickie says he loves it.

I looked down at my traitor penis. He surged and surged. I groaned.

Okay, let’s surf.

Go to Wikihow.

Search for ‘how to walk like a woman.’

Blinking, I did so.

Read and practice.

“But…but…”

A picture flashed on the screen. Me in full make up, zipping up my dress. Big boobs thrusting out.

I slumped, then I opened a page. Wikihow, with 11 steps on how to walk like a lady. I read the pictures, then stood up and walked back and forth across the room. It was difficult in high heels, but I tried. I tried to relax and have an outthrust chest. I tried to take shorter steps and put my feet in a line. Oddly, the movement was comforting. It was a way I could concentrate…and forget about my dilemma.

After a half hour of walking, and being corrected by whoever was stalking me…yes, I call it ‘stalking…I looked okay. That was confirmed by the next message I was sent.

Very good.

Reward time.

Google Carolina Ramirez.

I did, and found a Columbia actress. I frowned. What the…

DING!

Carolina Ramirez porn.

I added ‘porn’ to the name and up popped several different sites. I started blinking hard. The sites said things like ‘transgender’ and ‘shemale.’

What the…

“Open the Xvideo page.”

I did, and I was so stunned I almost fell over in my swivel. I mean I pushed back and goggled and shook my head.

Carolina was a slender brunette with large breasts. And a large dick. And balls. She, he, whatever, was a shemale. Both a woman and a man.

Start watching.

“But I don’t want to…it’s, she’s a …transvestite!”

No.

She’s a shemale.

the best of both worlds.

Watch and enjoy.

Once again I was deprived of choice. I had to do what I was told, and I began watching.

The woman, in spite of having a big cock it’s hard to think of her as a man, played with herself, flicked her nipples, stroked her cock, and ended up shooting large streams of jizz all over the place.

I tried to object a few times, but whoever had hijacked me—it was no longer just my computer that was hijacked, but me—didn’t care. They just kept telling me to watch.

It wasn’t long before I stopped objecting. I wasn't into dicks, but staring at her sweet face, feeling her sexual cummings, I couldn’t help it. She was so beautiful. Her breasts were so round and perfect (were they real, hormone wise? Or implants?)

I watched as she kept stroking and squirting, big, long squirts, tons of white foam squirts, sometimes even no handed squirts, and I began to fall in love.

My hand was down on my groin, my cock was straining, i was breathing hard, I wanted to cum right along with Carolina. i wanted—

DING!

Dazed, I looked around. I was on the computer? Why hadn’t this person just written a chat to me? And then I realized…they had. the chat box on my computer was filled with messages.

Jim.

Jim.

Earth to Jim.

Jim, look at the chat box.

Jim!

JIM!

JIM! JIM! JIM!

But I had been so engrossed I hadn’t noticed.

But how could that be? I wasn’t into men!

But I had never seen a woman with a cock!

I had…uh oh. I had been fascinated by a man with boobs. A woman with a cock. Whatever Carolina was.

Whatever she was, she was beautiful, and sexy, and…and I wanted to watch more.

I typed:

Yes?

I expected a lecture or something, but whoever it was didn’t say a thing about my being mesmerized.

Get lunch.

Change into your maid uniform.

It’s time to work.

Tell the truth, I was a little bit dizzy. I had been focusing on Carolina Ramirez so hard I had ignored the world, and…I was dizzy.

So, in a daze, I stood up and stretched. And almost fell over because of the high heels.

I caught myself and went into the kitchen, all the time wondering at myself.

Had I really been enraptured by a…a shemale? Had I? I mean, that was sick! That was…perverted! Was I really perverted? Heck, I thought a little lipstick and handcuffs was fine. I didn’t mind that stuff, it just made me horny and gave me a good masturbatory episode.

But now I was seeing myself. I was digging deeper, and I was finding out about myself.

How could I be so enthralled by a man with breasts?

And, underneath it, slinking and gawking, was the concept, did I want breasts?

Yeah. Seriously. Only a couple of hours of this…this forced life, and I was…what was happening to me?

Well, regardless, whatever was happening was just starting. Things were about to get worse. A lot worse.


PART TWO

I fixed hot dogs for lunch, and wondered where the time had gone.

And here is another oddity, when you are are doing something you like time disappears. When you do something you don’t like time drags. Time had disappeared. I had been so frantic, even desperate, and I had been dressing like a woman, and learning to walk like a woman, and, then…getting horned up by Carolina.

What was wrong with me? Time had disappeared, so did that mean I liked it?

Did I like putting on make up and wearing undergarments and dresses?

I kept asking myself: what was wrong with me.

But there was no answer. There was only the task in front of me. I was so dazed I couldn’t see beyond my immediate duty. My immediate duty was to dress up like a maid.

So I finished my lunch. Then I did the dishes, and I wandered back to the bedroom.

I took off my dress and laid out the maid uniform. Cripes, it was going to be tighter on me. I shook my head.

DING!

Corset.

Oh, man. I held up the stiff material and stared at it. I tried to pre-adjust the straps and ties as best I could, then I stepped into it and tried to pull it up my body. It took me several tries, I had to keep adjusting the straps, but I did it.

Man, it was hard to breath. The material squeezed my innards like a boa constrictor makes love to a rabbit. I could feel my ribs being pushed together. My chest seemed to swell up a bit, and I was having a hard time breathing. Finally, I realized that I had to take short, shallow breaths.

Now in the corset, I had to slide into the maid uniform. Struggling into the little, black thing, I actually thought about greasing up my body.

Still, I managed to do it. God, it was hard to bend over. It took everything I had to bend over and put on the black high heels that went with the little dress. Finally, I had it on.

DING!

Check your make up.

I crossed the room, my cock throbbing, going from bedpost to doorway to chair, and sat, sort of, on the chair in front of the make up table.

I say sort of because the corset was shaping me, making it difficult to bend, and therefore to sit.

Still, once again, I made it, and I checked my make up.

Yep. It was in trouble. Apparently I had been sweating, and there was blotchiness, and my lipstick had worn half off. I quickly fixed myself.

DING!

Dust everything.

Oh, Heysoos! What was this!

But, sadly, I knew. It was dust or get busted on Facebook.

I went to the little cupboard next to the garage door and took out a duster. I went from room to room, dusting. I did bookshelves and the edges of doorways. Mid way through the phone dinged again. I began again, this time holding my phone in one hand and showing whoever was controlling me my work.

I went from room to room, dusting every surface. There wasn’t a lot of dust, Carrie is pretty thorough in that department, but there was enough, and it took me an hour to do it to the satisfaction of my tormentor.

Finally, I put the duster away.

DING!

Polish the wood.

Oh, man! When was this going to end? Time may have gone fast when I was looking at porn, but it was starting to drag. My calves hurt from the high heels, and I was getting a work out with the bending and contorting of cleaning.

Still, I went to the cupboard and pulled out some lemon Pledge and some rags. I began polishing all the wood surfaces in the house, and I had never realized how many there were. Bed frame, desks, tables, table legs, ledges…wood, wood, wood.

Finally, done, I put the Pledge away.

DING!

Wash and wax the car.

I groaned and tapped out a message.

Please. I’m tired. Can’t I rest?

DING!

A woman’s work is never done.

Hop to, slave bitch.

Slave bitch? Slave bitch? Who the fuck did this…this whoever…think they were talking to?

DING!

Ha ha!

Gotcha.

So the ‘slave bitch’ remark was all a joke. Hard de har har. It didn’t sound so funny to me.

Fortunately, our house is situated a little catty corner on our lot, and there are some bushes, and by putting the car in the upper corner of the driveway I was pretty well hidden from the street. If I hadn’t been I don’t think I would have been able to do it.

But I did it.

I washed the car, trying to stay dry, and then I waxed it. It took me a long time, those damned high heels, but I did it. I staggered back into the house and collapsed on the couch.

DING!

Aw.

Is poor slave bitch tired?

I picked up the phone and realized I could speak into it. Jeez. I had been so befuddled that I had been typing into it. I hit the speaker and said, “Please, I need to—“

RING RING RING!

Oh, my fucking God! Carrie! She was calling at the same time as… “My wife!” I gasped.

RING RING RING!

DING! I didn’t know what to do. I had been talking, now I had to talk to my wife, and I was already on the phone with…whoever…and…and…

I pressed the phone icon on my cell.

“Hey, honey?”

I tried to sound normal.

I tried to sound like I had just rushed in and picked up the phone.

“Where have you been?”

“Oh, I was outside. I was washing the car.”

“You were…washing the car? Really?”

I never washed the car. I took it to the car wash. But no way I was going to drive to the carwash in a maid’s uniform. Or any type of female clothing.

“Sure.” Then inspiration: “I want everything cleaned up and shiny for when you get back.”

“But…I’m not coming home for three months!”

“That’s okay,” I blithely quipped. “I miss you so much that I’m getting an early start.”

“You miss me?”

“Of course I do.”

A moment of silence. Then: “Well, I don’t know what kind of drugs you’ve been taking, but take some more. I like this new you.”

New me? Fuck. The new me was wearing a maid’s uniform and sbeing a slave. I wanted the old me.

“So what can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to let you know that I’m here. The drive was long, but…I’m here.”

“That’s great.”

Pause, and I had to fill the space, I was compelled to keep everything easy and natural. I didn’t want her to suspect me. I blurted. “I really miss you.”

“Oh, that’s sweet.”

Well, I did. My cock was pounding down there. All morning it had been squirming in its cage, but now, my sole source of sexual release on the phone, it wanted out. In a BIG way.

“Well, I do.”

“I’m liking this new you more and more.”

Now, I had been walking aimlessly while talking to Carrie, and I had wandered into the computer room, and I sat down.

“I’m going to have to visit my sister more often.”

“No…I just…”

Suddenly, right in the middle of my speaking, the chat box on the computer had erupted.

Put her on speaker.

“…I just think of our last night together…” I was talking, blurting, saying whatever came into my head, trying to figure out what was happening.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER!

“That was hot. We did it like three times.”

“Three big times,” I spoke calmly, but my mind was breaking into little pieces.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER

OR IT’S FACEBOOK!

Oh, fuck. I tapped the phone and put her on speaker. Now the…the person on the computer could hear her.

“Yeah. God, it was just yesterday, but just talking about it is making me tingle.”

Tell her you want to fuck her

“I’d like to make love to you right now.”

“Oh, you horny bastard. I guess it’s the absence…the heart grows fonder and all that, but I wouldn’t mind—are you watching porn!”

“No! No!”

“Are you sure? This isn’t sounding like you!”

“Believe me, honey, it’s me. And I love you.”

“Wow. New you.”

Tell her about Carolina!

Now!

“But, I did watch a little bit this morning. A girl named Carolina. Just a little bit, but the girl reminded me too much of you, so I stopped.”

Good save.

Carrie was silent for a second. “This is so unlike you. Usually you just…slough me off. But you’re actually…maybe I should look up this Carolina who looks like me.”

FUCK! shrieked in my head.

“No…no. You’re right. I think porn is sort of…distracting. I shouldn’t be watching it.”

“I can’t believe it. I don’t believe it. Are you sure you’re Jim? My Jim?”

“Oh, yes, honey.”

“Well, isn’t this weird. You’re telling me porn is bad, and I’m thinking maybe you should watch more of it. After all, if it makes you horny for me. Does it really make you horny for me?”

“Believe me, honey, you’re the only person I want in the world.”

Wow.

What a mush you turned out to be.

I ignored the screen. I said, “I am so horny, and to think that I’m not going to be able to be with you for three months…it’s making it downright painful down in the you know where.”

“Oh, honey. This is music to my ears. Is this what they call phone sex?”

“Well, uh…sort of.”

“Oh, goody, let’s do it some more.”

Oh, this is going to be good.

Shut up!” I hissed.

“What?”

“The cat just scratched me, sorry.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Now, about this phone sex thing…do you want to make love to me?”

“Oh, yeah.” I was honest there. My cock was trying to break the cage in the worst possible way.

“Are you touching yourself?”

I put my hand down and felt my cage through my maid uniform. I lifted my dress and grabbed the shaft. “Oh, yes.”

“Oh, goodie. I’m touching myself, too. Let’s jack off together.”

My mind was officially blown. When she left she had been Miss Straight Lace. Now…now…”Okay.”

“Okay, I’m touching my nipples. They are erect and stiff. They are so stiff they almost hurt, but in a good way. Tell me about your cock.”

“My cock is…hard. I can feel it pulsing. It’s all red and it wants you.”

“Oh, my. That is hot. I’m reaching down to my vagina now. I’m touching myself. Oh, that feels good.”

“God!” I blurted. “I’m stroking myself.” Well, I was. I was stroking the plastic tube around my poor dick.

“I’m going to put a finger in myself. Why don’t you rub the underside of your dick. you know, that area that you say is so sensitive.”

“Oh,” I gasped. This was really doing things to me. I couldn’t touch myself, but touching myself in my mind, it was brutal!

“I’m moving my finger in and out. I haven’t masturbated since I was in high school. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Are you getting close?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Men,” she laughed. “You’re so easy.”

I listened to her deep but ragged breath. She sounded close.

“Tell me when you’re about to cum,” she whispered.

“I will.” I made sounds like I was fapping.

She moaned and groaned. When I thought she was ready I grunted and said, “I think…I’m gonna…”

“OH!” she yelled, actually hurting my ear drum. “I’M DOING IT!”

“Me, too!” I gasped, trying to make myself sound all frantic.

“Oh, God…Oh, God!”

“Yes…yes…yes!”

We gasped and choked and came. At least, she came.

The chat box on my computer:

That was so good

we’re going to take a break.

I sighed and sagged. Carrie had just told me she loved me forever and then hung up.

The chat box said:

Google ‘How to be a Woman.’

I sighed, but did so. Up came a book. ‘How to be a Woman,’ by Caitlin Moran.

Download.

I did so, and shortly found myself reading. And stopped thinking. And actually chuckled. It was a book on how to be a woman, complete with awkward questions, femininity and all the things that shape a woman in today’s modern society. It was definitely not a book I would normally read, but…shrug of the shoulders.

I read for the remainder of the ‘work day,’ then broke for dinner. The computer didn’t chat me, and the phone didn’t ring, so I was good to go.

I was sort of tired, walking around in the maid uniform and the high heels, plus the actual physical work, they were getting to me. So I went into the bedroom and sorted through the clothes that had been in the boxes.

I wanted something that I could relax in. I found a simple housedress, took off my corset, and slipped it on. And sighed. Oh, God, it felt good. After being ‘bound up’ by that corset, I just wanted to relax and let my belly out.

I decided to go barefoot at that point, and started to walk out of the room.

DING!

Heels, bitch.

I groaned, went back and put on the heels, then I started out of the room.

DING!

Make up.

Oddly, I didn’t groan so much this time. I was growing to like looking at my face, watching it transform, making it softer and prettier. So I sat down and repaired myself, and then, finally, made it to the kitchen.

And a bourbon and Coke.

I finished my steak and potatoes and sat back, and oddly enough, enjoyed the feeling of the dress. My legs were feeling sleek underneath, and I was experiencing a freedom most males never experience.

And my boobs. Even though they were fake, they felt good. I stood up and looked at myself in the window. I was a woman. At least, I looked like a woman. And it was cool. And it made my cock excited. If only I could take off the chastity tube and have at it. I really wanted to—

DING!

I sighed. I had been free, just enjoying myself, but it was about to start up again. I wanted to throw the phone out at this point, but I couldn’t. The mystery person insisted I keep it on at all times, that I run a video and keep it streaming. I looked at the message.

Go to your computer.

I did. And the chat box came up.

Charge your phone.

You can drink as much as you want,

but you must watch porn.

My mouth opened. What was this? I was being allowed to do what I wanted to do? What? Why?

But, you don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. I jumped up and ran for the kitchen. I made a stiff drink, stiff because I didn’t believe I was going to be allowed to drink all I wanted.

Then, a quick cough at the harshness of the bourbon, I went back to the computer room. I sat down and began to surf.

I love to look for porn on the net. It’s so easy, and it’s free.

I called up Wifey’s World. Zowie. Big boobs and all the cum a gal could want. Her. She’s the one. I really enjoyed watching her guzzle it by the gallon.

I sat there, fully en femme, and put my hand on my encased cock. It was hot, and I could feel it pulsing, trying to get hard right through the plastic.

Heysoos! I had banged my wife three times before she left, but it was like I hadn’t had any for months! Being denied by being caught and the key stolen, dressing like a woman, being forced to watch Carolina Ramirez, the whole thing was making me ten times hornier than I had ever been in my life.

From Wifey I went to MILF.com. I love MILFS. I like ‘em big and busty, skinny and scrawny, old and young, whatever race. I just like to watch MILFs play with themselves, take it up the fanny, go doggy, girl on girl, whatever.

And, later on, a couple of drinks and a couple of hours down the road, I started looking for Carolina.

I realized, through my drunkenness, that I had been captured. I wanted to see more of big dicked, bit-titted men on the internet. I wanted to watch them, to fantasize, to think about what it would feel like if…if my breasts were real.

I had discovered bras when I was a kid.

I had discovered lipstick in my twenties.

I had fantasized and stroked and experienced huge orgasms.

But where was the bottom of this pool? What was I doing? Where was I going?

It was a deep question with lots of ramifications.

I pondered it deep into the night as I drank and watched and pretended I could stroke myself.

Finally, even though I knew I shouldn’t, I put in a butt plug.

The person who was controlling me hadn’t said anything about a plug. I knew the plug would make me hornier and hornier. But I couldn’t help myself. I needed to be filled. I needed to be fulfilled.

DING!

I stirred, then opened my eyes. The world was red and oozy, and then I realized it was my eyes. What time had I gone to bed? What time had I staggered away from the endless loops of women doing themselves, of men with breasts, of articles about shemales and ads for Thailand.

I didn’t know.

I reached for the phone, pawed it, figured out which end was up, and looked at the message.

You lazy slut.

sleeping the day away.

Get yourself ready.

We’re going further today.

We were going further?

I still had a plug up my butt, and I was wearing a flimsy negligee and make up.

Where was further?

I took out the butt plug, and my ass said, ‘Oooh, that felt good, do it again!’

I stripped off my clothes, including the bra and breast forms. I stepped into the shower and washed away the remains of my make up. I determined that I was going to have to clean my face at night. I had a couple of pillows messed up with make up, and I wasn’t fond of doing the laundry ten times a week.

Quickly, the hangover dissipated and I began humming.

Humming. Happy. Dressing like a woman and happy. How could that be?

What was I learning about myself?

I jumped out of the shower.

DING!

Use the CeraVe Moisturizing cream.

Your whole body.

I found the cream in the box of make up and spread it over my body. It had a delightful feel and scent, my skin felt fresh and my nostrils woke up and grinned, and my cock felt spry and ready to sail…if it wasn’t all locked up.

After that I put on my make up, then got into a skirt and blouse. I looked in the mirror and was stunned by how good I looked. The skirt gave a flare to my hips, my bust was big…I liked what I saw.

And I was worried because…I liked what I saw. What was happening to me?

Whatever was happening, I had to keep going. There was no way out for me.

Garter, nylons, heels, I walked out to the kitchen.

DING!

Computer.

I powered up the computer and the chat box appeared.

Here’s your new diet.

Diet? Oh, no! What was this?

I downloaded an attachment and opened it up.

Salads. Light helpings of fish. Fruits. Vegetables.

Nowhere on the menu was the sign of a steak. Not even a potato!

I said, more forcefully than I had spoken for the last day, “No! I can’t do this! You can’t do this to me! I’ll die!”

The chatbox responded with:

A woman has to watch her figure.

You will eat the breakfast as described,

and then we will do Yoga.

Yoga? I laughed at Yoga! I sneered at Yoga! Yoga was for…for idiots!

Go eat!

I stood in front of the computer and wondered if I dare revolt.

What if I said ‘fuck it,’ and let the pics be posted on Facebook? What would happen to me?

Sure, I’d be a pariah, but…but wasn’t that better than starving to death?

I stood there and let the conflict play. I chased down threads of thoughts, I dealt with what ifs, and I was almost ready to stand up and fight back, except…I thought of my wife.

What would Carrie say? I think I suspected, at that moment, that she would some day find out that I was a crossdresser. But I thought…I could weather that…I could…not.

My shoulders slumped in defeat and I shuffled into the kitchen.

Then I went back and downloaded the menu. I pasted it on the refrigerator in the kitchen.

I began my breakfast of oatmeal and slices of apple. And I felt like crying, that the world was ending.

Would I ever eat a steak again?

After breakfast I did Yoga.

I didn’t want to do Yoga. I liked weight lifting. I liked to play basketball. I liked baseball. I didn’t want to do gymnastics, ballet, or Yoga.

So I did the Downward Dog and the Cow Lips and the Man in the Moon Licks Brown Popsicles, and I suffered.

And it didn’t help that I was working on a very insufficient breakfast.

And, after a very insubstantial lunch I cleaned the house some more.

And, after a dinner of squash and toadstools, or whatever it was, I was commanded to have a drink and watch sexy women, or whatever, on the internet.

Man, I needed that.

And, so the days went.

Eating carrot salads and drinking pineapple smoothies and doing yoga and cleaning the house.

Nighttime I surfed the net, sated myself on sex and kink and sex and then more sex.

And all the time I was horny. I was wearing woman’s clothes. My cock was constantly trying to erect. Within a week it started to constantly drip. Drop, drip, drip. I had wet spots on my dresses, and finally I was told to wear small pads in my underwear. Panty liners. Gah!

But I grew used to it. I would wake up and not even think about it as I put on my underwear and boobs and dresses and high heels and things. I wore make up all day, and I repaired it often.

And I thought that was it.

And I would talk to my wife, and we would have phone sex, often as not, and she sounded quite happy. I kept telling her that I was cleaning the house and everything would be sparkling when she returned. And I wore dresses and make up and did my female routine every day…and I simply didn’t think about what would happen when she came home.

I couldn’t. And I became…stupid.

Not in normal ways, but in how I pushed everything out of my mind and concentrated on being a woman.

I could pass an IQ test pretty easily, but I kept avoiding the thought of what would happen when my wife returned and found me…dressed up.

And maybe that explains why I did what I did, when the box came after two weeks.

The box. It wasn’t big. Only four inches by four inches by four inches.

It was wrapped tightly and it gave me some grief until I figured out how to use scissors to open it and not break my nails.

So I opened it, and inside were two bottles.

One bottle was labeled ‘estrogen.’ I don’t want to tell you the brand. But it was ‘Blah Blah Estrogen.’

The other bottle was labeled ‘Blah Blah Testosterone Blocker.’

I stared at the two bottles. I had a vague idea of what they were, of what they did.

I stared.

DING!

Take your pills as directed.

Take the pills. I felt like Alice in Wonderland. Take a pill and grow taller, or shorter, or whatever.

Except, in this case it was take a pill and grow your dick smaller, or softer, or whatever, and take a pill and grow your tits bigger.

I knew it. I had no illusions.

I stared at the bottle.

I was a woman.

I was hiding from my wife. Not letting her know what was happening.

I was lying to her…and why?

Ah, there it was. Why was I lying to my wife?

Because I was finally, after a lifetime, telling the truth to myself.

I liked wearing underwear and dresses. I like walking around in high heels. I liked the feeling of boobs bouncing on my chest. I liked make up and…and I even liked doing Yoga. Yes, it was growing on me. And the salads…I was so hungry that I gobbled them up, and so I was relishing them, desperately enjoying them.

I stared at the two bottles.

What was that old Jefferson Airplane song?

One pill makes you larger

And one pill makes you small,

And the ones that mother gives you

Don't do anything at all…

Well, these pills were going to do something to me.

And my wife was going to come home and find out.

And there was nothing I could do because…the choice was already made.

The choice had been made that first day when somebody snuck into the house and took pictures of me lying naked, yanking on my cock.

And, when you think about it, the choice had been made earlier than that, when I was a gruff, manly man. Lording it over my wife, hiding my kinks and thinking she was the one with the problem.

So, I stared at the pills, and I started crying, and I opened the bottles and took my medicine.

My medicine.

And it was medicine.

It was good for what ailed me.

I was in the backyard, raking leaves. I was wearing high heels, full make up, and a summer dress. I was actually just lost in enjoying myself as a woman.

KNOCK KNOCK!

Who the heck could that be?

I entered the house and crossed the living room. The curtains were closed, I didn’t like the idea that people could stare through the window at me. Even though not many people ever came to visit.

I opened the door, and my jaw dropped.

“Hello, honey,” Carrie entered breezily, kissing my cheek, holding my biceps and inspecting me. “You look marvelous. Good job on the make up.”

Behind her, her sister entered. Sharon. A good looking woman, as good looking as Carrie. Well built, brunette, and laughing eyes.

Laughing because she was inspecting me.

“Nice dress, Jimmy. Or should we call you Jamey?”

“I…I…uh…I…”

“Look, she’s tongue tied. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Carrie said, “Our bags are in the back of my car. Go get them. Slave bitch.”

My jaw was already dropped, I didn’t think anything could surprise me any more, but that did it.

“Slave…slave…bitch?”

“Go get the bags, then sit down and I’ll educate you. By the way, your tits are really coming along. They are beautiful.” She reached forward and goosed one of my tits with a hand.

Somehow I found myself at the car, and somehow I found myself carrying the bags into the bedroom, and somehow I found myself sitting in the living room, listening to the sisters talk.

They chatted happily, discussed family members, people they had known, and, finally, got around to me.

“So how do you like being a woman, Jamey?”

“I, uh…it was you on the…on the…”

They laughed at me, thoroughly enjoyed my dumfounded confusion.

“But…how…how…”

“Shush, Jamey, and pay attention.” she turned to Sharon. “You want to tell her?”

“Sure.” Sharon looked at me. “Carrie came home to get something she forgot, and guess what she found.”

“At first I was pissed,” chimed in Carrie.

“Then we got together on the phone, and I’m pretty good with a computer, and we started having our revenge.”

“Ours. Because when you hurt me you hurt my sister.”

“We didn’t really plan this so much as let it evolve. We were pretty surprised at how easily you fell in line.”

To my wife I said: “But I talked to you at the same time as you were on the comput—oh!”

There were two of them. Double the fun, and twice as easy to fool me.

They began laughing, snickering, chuckling, enjoying my dilemma.

I finally managed to stutter out, “So what happens now?”

They both smiled.

“Well,” said Carrie, “The good news is that, while your dick is a little smaller, it still works. So you’ll use that on me. Every once in a while. When I’m not using a dildo, or maybe even out with a boyfriend. But, the bad news is that you aren’t going to cum.”

“Why not?”

“Because I,” jumped in Sharon, “like sex the other way. I sort of enjoying putting on a strap on and fucking my men. I especially love it when I fuck them so hard their prostate pushes out the juice…without the orgasm. So I will be fucking you, and then you will be fucking Carrie, and we’re all going to be one happy family. But Carrie and I will take care of the orgasms, and you will be keeping the house clean, making the meals, and if you can wrap your head around that then we will make you our little fuck toy. What do you think about that?”

“I…I…what about your chemo?”

“Oh, I kicked the cancer a month ago. Turned out to be small potatoes.”

“Then you’re going to live here and…and…”

“And have fun. What do you say? Are you up to it?”

I sorted through things, tried to figure it all out, tried to come to grips with what had happened, what was going to happen.

“And I’m going to fuck you,” I looked at Carrie, “and you’re going to fuck me,” I looked at Sharon, “and I’m not going to get to cum.”

“That’s about the size of it,” they smiled.

“At all?”

They looked at each other.

Then Carrie said, “We’ll let you come every once in a while, but not often. For instance, it’s been a couple of months…would you like to jack off for us after dinner?”

Sharon: “Would you like to get out of that chastity tube for a few minutes? Maybe kneel in front of us and rub one off? Before we lock you back up for a few months?”

“But…I…” I gulped, and forced myself to calm down. And, after a minute, them watching me with big, satisfied grins on their faces, I managed to say, “Yeah.”

END
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The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man.


My Husband the Girl!

A manly man experiences the sissy side


PART ONE

“Oh, no! You aren’t coming in here!”

“I’ve got to get cleaned up! I’ve got to wash this smell off!”

“Do it outside!”

“It’s cold outside!

“Well you’re not coming in here!”

I stared at my wife through the big picture window. I was almost ready to vomit from the smell, but she didn’t care.

“Janey, it was an accident. Come on…”

She folded her arms and glared at me. Funny, she was such a sexy woman, got the nice boobs, long hair, such a chipper personality, but right now she looked like the wicked witch of the west.

“Johnny, take off your clothes, and don’t put them on the porch. There’s a hose at the side of the cabin.”

I sighed, and slumped. She wasn’t going to let me in. I went to the edge of the porch and stripped. I took off my shirt and sailed it down the hillside. Then my pants. Bundled and thrown. Underwear followed. And I still stank.

I walked down the steps and around the side of the cabin. I felt so naked. Nothing but a penis that insisted on getting erect, and two shoes that I was going to have to hope I could get the smell off of.

What smell, you ask?”

The smell of Pepé Le Pew. The odor of a pole cat. The stink of a skunk. Yuck.

I unrolled a couple of loops of hose and began washing myself off. It was brisk out, and the water was cold, but I forced myself to wash myself thoroughly. I even grabbed a stiff brush that was sitting on a barrel next to the hose and tried that on my skin. I quickly tossed that idea.

“Hey!”

I looked up. Janey had the bathroom window open it was right above me, and she tossed me a bar of soap.

I missed the catch and dropped the soap in the mud. I heard her laugh, but when I looked up she was gone and the window was closed.

So I scrubbed, and scrubbed, and lathered, and lathered, but the smell wasn’t leaving. I was freezing now, but I knew Janey wouldn’t let me in. I could see the headlines now,

Man Freezes Because of Skunk!

“Hey, neighbor,” I spun around and covered myself up.

It was Sam Thompson, from the next cabin up. He was an old fellow with a wisecracking grin.

“I see you’re into cold showers. Maybe this will help.”  He handed me a can of tomato juice. I stared at it.

“It’s the only thing that will take off the skunk smell.”

“Really?” My teeth chattered hopefully.

“Sure as shucks. Well, see ya.”

“Thanks,” I called after him. He just raised a hand and continued across the hill towards his own cabin.

Fortunately, there was a pop top on the can, and I popped and dumped the red contents on top of my head. The soup smelled a lot better than skunk piss, and I slathered down my body, then finally rinsed, and was surprised when the skunk smell went away. Like it had never been. Who woulda thunk?

Smelling a lot better, and even feeling better, though I was shivering and shaking, I went back up on the porch and knocked on the door.

Janey came to the door and gave me a suspicious look. “Are you clean?”

“Yes, crack the door and smell.”

She did, and she smiled, and opened the door. Quickly I slid into the cabin.

“Oh, Geez,” I muttered, “what a vacation.”

Janey laughed, then she felt me and frowned. “You’re freezing.”

“Yu, yu, yu…yeah.” My teeth was clicking like castanets and I couldn’t stop my body from shaking.

“Well, sorry. It was funny when it happened. Let’s get you into a hot shower.”

She led me to the bathroom, turned the water on, then shoved me in. I could hardly move by now. Heck, my core temperature had to be dropping.

I stood in the shower for ten minutes, and slowly the shivers slowed down. But I was still cold. I stepped out of the shower and Janey toweled me off. My once proud boner was nowhere to be seen.

“Poor boy,” Janey said, toweling it off.

I stared down at the little raisin. I was so cold I didn’t really care.

“I’ve got to get some clothes on.”

“Well, get some clothes on.” She slapped my ass and I headed for the bedroom. In the bedroom I lifted my suitcase up on the bed and opened it, and stared.

“Janey?”

She sauntered in.

“What’s this?”

“What’s what?”

I turned the suitcase and held it up so she could see. She frowned, reached into the suitcase and pulled out a dress. Then she looked at me. “It’s Lana’s suitcase.”

“Lana was my twin sister, and she was supposed to come to the cabin with us, but had bailed at the last second.”

“But…where’s my suitcase?”

“I…I thought this was yours.”

I stood, starting to shiver a bit, “I don’t have any clothes?”

“You…” she opened her own to check her clothes, then turned to me. She shook her head, and there was a hint of a smile.

“What’s so funny.”

“My hubby is going to put on a fashion show.”

“I’m not going to…”I shivered, unable to even finish my sentence.

“So you’re going to freeze to death?”

“I’m not wearing my sister’s clothes.”

“She won’t care.”

“That’s not it.”

“What is it?”

“It’s the idea! I mean, I’m not a girl!”

“Not even for one night so you can stay warm?”

I stood there, and knew she was right. I mumbled, “Okay.”

She grinned and turned Lana’s suitcase upside down. “Everything but the kitchen sink. Look, she even packed her make up. She eyed me, then eyed the make up.

“What?”

“Nothing.” Yet it seemed she was sighing.

She took out a wool dress, and held it up. It was brown, suitable for walking in the woods. “Just the thing. Come here.”

I came, and she helped me wiggle into the dress.

“Don’t I have any of my own underwear?”

“Nope. Besides, what does it matter? Your little fellow looks all tuckered out.” She giggled. Then she looked down at my crotch with an expression of surprise.

“What?” I looked down.

My cock was growing, and fast.

“Holy crap! You’re a transvestite!”

“I am not!” But my dick was full size and throbbing. “I’m just getting warmer.”

“You haven’t been in that dress long enough to get warm. Look at that boner!” She looked at me. “Johnny, I never knew!”

“Stop it!”

“Johnny’s got a boner! Johnny’s got a boner!”

I stomped out of the room. And it was hard stomping when your teeth are still chattering.

“Hey, wait a minute!”

“What?”

“You need to put on a tummy shaper.”

“What for?”

“To keep your boner down!”

“I don’t care if—Oh, my God! This is turning you on! Me being in a dress is turning you on!”

And it was. Her face was flushed, her eyes were sparkling, and there was this horny expression on her face.

“Honey, I need you to put on a tummy shaper.”

“Don’t want to.”

“But your boner is ruining the lines of your dress!”

“It’s not my dress!” I was almost yelling.

“Wait…shhh, shhh, it’s all right.”

She was hugging me then, and patting my hair. And, if she had been a man she would have had a boner. As it was, I knew she was getting wet.

“Listen to me,” she said, her face against mine, her hands reaching under my dress and stroking my dick. “The tummy shaper might be kinky, but it’s going to help you get warmer.”

“Oh, geez!”

But, unfortunately for me, she was right. And I really wanted to be warm. I caught a glimpse of my face in a little, square mirror on the wall. My face was actually blue.

“Come on,” she held my cock and pulled me, and I felt myself going with her. Shivering, but getting all hot down there in bonerland.

In the bedroom she picked up a long tummy shaper. The material was stiff and I stared at it with a grimace. “Really,” I said, rather rhetorically.

She said nothing, just pulled my dress off and helped me into the tummy shaper.

If was long, flared over my hips, and high, pushing up on my pectorals. And it was tight. It was more like a corset, but she had called it a tummy shaper.

She pulled the dress onto me and I stood there. The body of a woman.

I mean, it really was the body of a woman. I was a slender fellow, and this thing tightened the waist and flared the hips and it made me actually look a little curvy.

“Oh, man.” I said, and my boner was really hard now. But it was trapped, made to point down by the shaper, and that made me pooch my butt back a little.”

Janey smiled, she didn’t dare laugh, and said, let’s get you some leggings on.

But she didn’t pull leggings on to my legs. She unrolled nylons. I stared down at my now sleek legs.

“You should have shaved your legs.”

“I’m not shaving my legs.”

“Honey, if you knew how you looked,” she licked her lips. “Now, here.” She handed me a furry type of scarf. “Put this around your neck.”

I did.

“Now, lay on the couch and see if you can sleep.”

I lay on the couch, and at first I thought I was not going to be able to sleep. I was still cold, but she pulled a couple of comforters on me, then crawled under the covers and held me.

Then she wiggled out of her clothes. “It’s too hot for me,” she explained.

She held me, and slowly, slowly, the shivering stopped. I could feel her soft breath on my face, and she kissed me gently.

“Jeepers, Johnny. This is too kinky for words.”

“What?” But I was already starting to drift. My body needed to sleep, to recharge, to overcome the effects of near freezing.

“I’m not into girls, but a transvestite, I could live with that.” She paused. “Really live.”

I felt her hands on my chest.

“You would look so cool with boobs. Long hair. I’m going to give you a make over.”

“Uh…” I could barely hear her. The last thing that registered was her kissing me and holding me and saying, “I love you , Joannie.”

Then I was out like a light.

“Uh…” I stretched, and came awake.

The cold night had passed and I felt right as rain. I sighed. The heavy curtains were drawn back and the sun was shining in the big window. It had gotten warm under the covers, and Janey had taken one comforter off.

“Janey? Babe?”

“Right here,” she called. She was in the kitchen and she sauntered into the living room. She was holding two cups of coffee and she put them down on the coffee table. She smiled and looked at me. And…she had the most curious expression on her face.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing. You just…that dress looks really good on you.”

“That again,” I snorted. “Well, I can’t wait to get out of it.”

I lifted the cup of java, it was hot to my hands and I rolled the cup between my palms.

Janey kept staring at me. I caught her and she quickly looked away. Curiouser and curiouser.

“Listen, you can run into town and get me some jeans and a couple of shirts. Maybe even a thick jacket.”

“Well, uh…”

“What?”

“Why don’t you just keep wearing the dress? And she’s got other stuff in the suitcase. Sweaters, blouses, more nylons.”

“Honey, you don’t understand. I am a man. That’s a ‘man.’ M…A…N. And I need man clothes. Jeans, plaid shirts, pockets for cigars, hockey sticks…the whole nine yards.”

She looked disappointed, but she still had a weird look on her face. And she seemed to be really focused on my face. What was wrong with the woman?

“But, babe…” then she stopped, an idea had occurred to her, and she asked, “How’s your dick?”

“What?”

“Still got a hard on?”

“What?”

But, problem, I did. Well, heck. The way it was all trapped by the tummy shaper, and the feeling of the nylons on my legs…it was all sort of…sexy.

“You do!” She chortled and clapped her hands. “I knew it! You like women’s clothes!”

“I do not!”

“Does so! Does so!”

I was getting irritated, so she calmed down. I said, “Why don’t you head for town. The sooner I get ‘male-icised’ the better I’m going to feel.”

She sighed. “Okay. Let me go get ready.”

I sat on the couch and sipped the rest of my coffee. I listened to her humming in the bathroom. When she came out, all made up and ready to go, I smiled. She was a world class babe, large bosoms, wasp waist, curves on her curves, and all made up she could have been a model, or an actress, or something.

She smiled at the look on my face. I stood up, prepared to pass her and head for the bathroom myself, but she hooked my arm and pulled me around. She walked out to the porch, grabbing the car keys on the way, and turned to me.

“Are you sure you won’t wear a dress for me?”

“Sorry, babe.”

“Not for Christmas, or my birthday even?”

“Honey…” I started.

She stopped me with a finger to my lips. She was staring at my mouth fixedly. She leaned forward, tilted her head slightly, and pressed her red lips to mine. Her warm breath was intoxicating, the feel of her soft lips made me feel my boner, struggling and writhing down there. Then she backed up, put a finger to my lips again. I figured she had left a bit of lipstick on me and was brushing it off. Then she looked up at my eyes and smiled. “I’ll be back in two hours. No jacking off while I’m gone.”

“I don’t jack off.”

“I’m just sayin’…” she laughed, then she flounced down the steps, popped into the Jeep, and waved on her way down the wiggly trail to the main road.

I stood and watched her tail lights. Man, what a girl. And I did have an erection, but I liked to think it was for her. Not some kinky idea of hers. I mean, me as a…a cross dresser? Or, what had she called it? A transvestite? Hunh!

I heard the sound of Sam on the hill, rattling a wheelbarrow or something, and I jumped back into the cabin. All I needed was an old cob like Sam seeing me in a dress. Man, I would never hear the end of it.

I walked across the living room, into the bathroom, humming and bopping my head back and forth. I would turn up the music, read a bit, and—I froze.

I turned white.

My heart stopped.

In the mirror…my face…my lips were a bright red.

I put a trembling finger to my lips and touched them.

I knew, immediately, what had happened. Janey had put lipstick on me while I was sleeping! That’s what she had been staring at me so weirdly for!

I rubbed the lipstick with a finger. It didn’t smudge. I must have had it on for a long time, and…I finally saw the writing on the mirror. It was written in red probably her lip liner, and it was across the bottom of the mirror.

‘Johnny, it’s not coming off. It’s lipstain. I can get it off later in the week, but you might just as well accept it. See you in a couple of hours…beautiful.’

I rubbed the lipstick…the lipstain…again. No. She was right. She hadn’t just put a coat of waxy lipstick on my lips, she had stained them.

I opened the medicine chest to look for something to get the stain off, and I saw the lip stain tube. I quickly picked it up and read the fine print.

Guaranteed to last a week.

A list of chemicals.

But nothing on how to take it off.

Of course, women would know how to get it off…but then I considered. This was stain. When I stained wood I actually changed the color of the wood. I couldn’t take paint thinner and remove stain. So the same thing must be true for the lip stain.

I said a dirty word or eight, and—

KNOCK! KNOCK!

“Fuck!” I whispered.

I went to the hallway and peaked at the front door. Through the little panes of glass I could see Sam Thompson.

KNOCK! KNOCK! “Johnny? Are you all right? I seen your wife take off and I thought…you all right in there?”

My mind was racing. I didn’t say anything. I figured he would just get tired and go away. Maybe assume I had gone for a walk or something. Then I heard the sound of keys rattling in the lock.

“Hey!” I yelled. “I’m okay! I’m in the bathroom!”

The door opened and Sam entered. I remembered he was slightly hard of hearing.

“Johnny? You okay, boy?”

“I’m fine! I’m in the bathroom!”

But I wasn’t, and he could see the side of my body, and the shape of the dress must have confused him. He stepped closer, to the side, and peered at me.

Fuck! Why hadn’t I jumped back into the bathroom. Now I couldn’t leap across the hall without being seen.

But I was going to be seen anyway.

Sam stopped, his eyes arched up, and his mouth opened. “Johnny?”

“Oh, crap,” I stepped out.

He started to laugh. He didn’t even try to hold it in. He just started guffawing and slapping his thigh. “Johnny, boy…I guess it’s Johnny girl.”

“Oh, shut up.” I walked past him into the kitchen. My hand was trembling as I picked up the pot of coffee and poured a cup.” I watched the brown liquid splash into the bottom of the cup, raise the level to the top. I sighed and turned to Sam, who was almost rolling on the floor.

“I brought the wrong suitcase. This was all I had and I had to get warm. Then Janey put this lip stain stuff on me while I was sleeping.”

“Sure…sure.” His laughter became chortles and chuckles. “I understand how you young folks like to get all kinky and everything.”

“I’m not kinky!”

He stopped laughing for a second, though his face was contorted as he tried to suppress, then he pointed at my crotch. “Seems you are.”

My dick was pushing the dress out obscenely. The head of my dick was plain to see.

“Heysoos Xristo!” I snapped. I grabbed an apron and pulled it around my waist. There was still a bulge, but it was still pretty obscene.

Sam started towards the front door, still laughing, and I had a thought: “Sam…do you have any clothes?”

He turned to me, his face twisted in a big, crooked grin. “Sure, I got lots of clothes.”

“How about lending me some?”

“Not on your life.”

“But why not?”

“Because, Johnny girl, last night I had a good looking gal for a neighbor, and a nice enough looking fellow. Now I got two good looking gals.”

“But…”

“Of course…”

“What?”

A sly look crossed his face. “If you was to maybe get down on your knees, do a little…you know…with your pretty, red mouth…maybe then I could get you some clothes.”

“Get the fuck out of here!” I snapped.

He just laughed and sauntered out, chuckling and chortling and having the time of his life.

I sat down on the couch and stewed. I was wearing a dress. And my lips were red. And I was…what the hell had Janey been thinking?

For an hour I just sat there and was pissed, and, finally, I stood up and went into the kitchen. We had brought a couple of bottles of bourbon, and a case of Coke, enough to last me two weeks, but. I had the feeling it was going to last me two days.

I clattered some frozen water into a glass, splashed a bit of bourbon over the cubes, then popped a top and poured a touch of Coke. Bourbon and Coke. A man’s drink. Some called it ‘Coke high,’ and it was an old drink, designed to put hair on the chest of the man so imbibing. So I imbibed.

Three hours later I heard the sound of the Jeep coming up the drive. I was pretty high, but not drunk, which was weird. But, I hate to admit this, I had slowed down my drinking to go upstairs and look at myself in the full mirror.

Well, I had to!

The Jeep stopped and I sat up, and the world shifted slightly.

I heard the car door slam, and Janey’s heels clicking on the drive.

I stood up and went to the door.

She climbed the stairs, and stopped half way up. She grinned. “Are you still pissed off?”

“Yup.”

But she figured it out. “But you’ve been drinking.”

“Yup.”

I stood and leaned against the jamb. Posing like a floozy. She chuckled, and came the rest of the way up the stairs.

“Good. ‘Cause we’re not done.”

“We’re done,” I stated emphatically.

She threw a bunch of bags on the couch, then turned to go out the front door. “I’ve got to bring some more stuff up. Fix me a drink, lover.”

She walked out the door and I blinked owlishly, then I went into the kitchen and made her a drink. One bottle was half gone. This stuff wasn’t going to last long.

I brought the drink back to the living room as Janey tossed more bags onto the couch.

“What the heck?”

“Fortunately for you,” she took a big sip. “I had the foresight to get some more bourbon.”

I smiled. I lifted my glass. “Here’s to a lost weekend.”

We drank, then she went down to the car one last time. This time she brought up several bags, in one of which was three bottles of bourbon. I smiled.

“Okay, lover, it’s time to get to work.”

“Work? I just want to put on some real clothes.”

“You will, but first you have to get rid of your body hair.”

“What?”

She held up a bottle of Nair. I stared at it.

“Put this on your body, not your head, wait fifteen, and then rinse.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

“I want my jeans and plaid shirts. Like cowboys wear.”

She stepped up to me then. She didn’t hug me…she just reached down and lifted my dress, and hugged my dick with her hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed.

“And you will get a fuck. Probably the best fuck you’ve ever had, but first you have to do what I say.”

“Don’t want to be a girl.”

“Your dick says otherwise.”

“Dick doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

“Dick knows all, sees all. Now, do you want to spend a lousy two weeks, sleeping downstairs, wearing one dress, or do you want to let me do my magic and help you have a good time?”

I was silent. The cabin was spinning ever so slightly, and I forced myself to focus.

“Johnny, nobody will ever know. But what you are doing, you all dressed and made up, you have no idea what it is doing to my pussy.”

She kissed me then, and the world really whirled, but in a good way. I felt her hand stroking me as she nibbled and chewed on my face. I felt my dick ready to spurt, wanting to squirt, then she stepped back.

“You are making me so fucking wet. If you play a little dress up with me then I will suck you until your asshole puckers, and I will fuck you until are stupid.”

She kissed me again. Moved into me and plastered her world class body against me. I could feel her boobs, and the weird thought came into my head: she wants me to have tits!

She stroked me until I was about ready to pop. then she let go and stepped back. Her face was flushed and her eyes were glittering with excitement. “God, I am so wet. You’re going to have to follow me around with a bucket and a mop. Please, Johnny…Please, please.”

Kissing me again.

And, somewhere in there, I mumbled, “Okay.”

Well, what was I supposed to do?

In thanks, she dropped to her knees and began sucking on my penis. Her tongue was magic, and I felt the rough buds caress my underside. Shortly I was ready to pop, but she didn’t let me. Doubtless she was afraid that I would cum, and then back out.

She stood up, kissed me again, and I tasted my own cock on her lips.

Fuck, what she was doing to me.

Finally, she stepped back, totally out of breath, and said, “Nair. Now. Get going.”

I took the pink and white bottle and headed for the shower. I got out of the dress and tummy shaper, which was a relief and…not a relief, at the same time. A relief because my belly relaxed. But, oddly, I liked the feeling of being encased and supported. I wondered if that was part of the things that made me erect. One thing was sure, Janey wasn’t entirely wrong when she said the dress was making me hard.

I slathered the goo all over, especially in the crotch and armpits. I even managed to wipe it on my back. I stood in the shower, humming an old Doors ditty. “Let’s swim with the tide, uh huh…” and after a few minutes I felt a slightly uncomfortable sensation. Into the shower I went, and shortly my short and curlys were all swirling down the drain. I toweled off, then went back into the living room. Janey was waiting for me.

“I’ve set up here,” she was at the kitchen table. “So just sit down and keep still and I will do things to you that you never dreamed of.

I sat down, there was yet one more drink on the table, and I took a sip.

Janey began pushing a little sponge across my face. “This will cleanse your pores.”

“Oh.” I was watching out the window. Two squirrels were chittering and running around a tree. It looked like a mating ritual. I couldn’t tell which was the male and which was the female.

“This is primer. It’s going to make your skin smooth and prepare it for other stuff.”

“Oh.” Again with the ‘Oh.’ My dick was pressing up hard against the underside of the table. Was I really this kinky?

“This is concealer. It’ll hide little imperfections.”

Janey took her time. I just sat there and enjoyed the throbbing of my dick, and wondered at myself. I was a guy, damn it. So why was I all turned on? Why was I enjoying her putting goop on me?”

She continued, putting on and explaining things like blush and bronzer, then she started in on my eyes.

“Hey!” I yelped when she began plucking my eyebrows.

“Oh, shut up,” she said, conversationally. They’ll grow back. You can be a bushy, old Tarzan by the time we go home.”

So I said nothing more, and later I would be a bit surprised. My eyebrows would be thin, feminine arches, and I doubted they would be growing enough to fill in when vacation was over. But, and this also surprised me, they looked good. They totally changed my face, made it a bit more oval.

“Now, you’ve already got lips, but let me put a bit of gloss on them. That will make the lipstain really pop.”

She coated my lips using a small applicator, then she sat back. “Oh, yeah. This is good. Wait until you see.”

I started to turn, to look into the little mirror on the wall.

“No! Not yet.”

I looked at her. I felt so weird, yet…it was a good weird. It’s like that feeling where your hair is standing on end, but it was sort of sexual at the same time. I know my dick was certainly standing on end.

“We have to do your nails, and I have a wig…”

“A wig? You bought a wig?”

“Guilty. Put your hands here.”

I put my hands flat and she fitted some fake nails to them, then began painting the nails.

“This will match your lips.”

I stared at the color. The lip gloss must really be bright, because my fingers were really bright.

“We’ll do your toes tonight. Right now I want to get the wig on you and see you in heels.”

“You got heels?”

“Your sister had heels. She packed some clodhoppers, for hiking, but she also packed some fancy heels, good for going out on the town.”

She went to the couch and rummaged through the bags. She lifted out a box and opened it. She took out a brunette wig.

“Perfect. It’s even close to your natural color.”

She put the wig on my head and fastened it to my own hair. I tried to move it and succeeded only in pulling my hair. This wig was going to stay in place.

“Okay, first, I got you a corset.”

“A real one?”

“Are there fakes?” she quipped. “Of course real. We’re going to girl-icise your figure, pop in some breast forms, and then you are going to be a true killah!”

“You got breast forms?” I gulped.

She looked up at me, then leaned forward and very slowly, very gently, with her eyes open, touched her lips to mine. she backed off, and her eyes were gleaming. She licked her lips. “Oh, God. I want some of that.”

“So let’s do it!”

“Not until you’re ready, and we’ve enjoyed ourselves for a while.”

We both gulped a little then, and she got out the corset.

She wrapped it around me and began fastening hooks and pulling on ties. Slowly, I began to lose the ability to breath.

“Take shallow breathes. We’ve still got a ways to go.”

“Okay!” I was mocking being breathless, but she moved back and stared at me.

“Do that again.”

“What?”

“Speak in that tone of voice.”

I mocked breathless again, and she clapped her hands joyfully. “That’s perfectly feminine. Talk like that all the time.”

“Really?” I mock spoke.

“Oh, honey, you are perfect!”

Then she made me more perfect, pulling on the corset strings until I couldn’t take a deep enough breath to speak like a male at all.

“Okay. Let’s attach your stockings. How’s Mr. Happy doing?”

“He’s pointing down. But if I sit he’s going to pop up.”

She giggled. “Be careful when you sit.”

She clipped my stockings to the straps dangling from the corset, then she pushed two large breast forms into the cups on top of the corset.

“Wow,” she said.

“Too big?” I asked, looking down at the mountains on my chest.

“Nope. Perfect. Dress time.”

She held up a blue wrap around dress. It showed lots of leg, shiny, sleek leg, but not a lot of cleavage. But it did stand out in the chest. I mean, I was big!

“Are you sure these aren’t too big?”

“Nope. I mean, yep. They‘re not too big. Put your foot into this. I put one hand on her shoulder for balance and lifted my foot. She slipped one of Lana’s high heels onto my foot, then the other one.

I stood, tottering, trying to figure out the balance of standing on heels.

“Okay, lover, check yourself out.”

I went to the little mirror, but couldn’t see much more than my rather stunning face. I mean, my face was not even remotely masculine. The make up, the way she had shadowed the lines of my face…I was a woman.

“Can’t see my body.”

“You want to try walking upstairs?”

“Not a chance.” Just the few steps I had taken had almost felled me.

“Try the mirror in the bathroom.”

I stood a bit outside the bathroom. I could see all the way down to my thighs, and…I was a woman. I had a woman’s shape, especially in the boobs. My waist was small and dainty, my butt looked rounder than it was. Apparently the corset was pushing down on my fanny and causing my hips to flare.

“Whoa,” I said.

Janey stood next to me. “Nice, eh?”

“I can’t believe it.”

“Now,” she turned me to her. “I need you to admit something.”

“What?”

“Wearing these clothes, the make up and the nails and the hair and all…it turns you on.”

“Well, no…I…”

She touched my cock, just a bulge in my dress, and I groaned.

“Honesty, babe. You’ve been erect since we started this, and you and I both know that people who lie are miserable, little sots.”

“I’ve drunk enough to be a sot.”

“You know what I mean.” She put a hand on my big tit. I couldn’t feel it, but the idea…the idea was sexy. And her other hand snaked under my dress and pressed on the bulge in my corset. “Admit it. Be honest.”

I stood there, totally turned on. And not just be her roaming hands, but by the thought of what she was saying. Was I a transvestite? A cross dresser? It appeared that I was. But…that wasn’t her question. Did it turn me on?

“Uh…”

She arched her eyebrows and watched me.

“Okay.”

She made a heavy sigh. “I knew it.”

And I was embarrassed. “But I’m…”

She covered my red mouth with her hand. “Don’t try to think or explain, or justify. Just enjoy.”

I nodded. Truth, while I couldn’t stop thinking, there was a part of me that didn’t want to think. “Okay.”

“Okay, then, let’s go.”

“What?” I suddenly panicked. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, girlfriend, you are all dressed up, and we have places to go.”

“I’m not going anywhere!”

She laughed. “Oh, yes. You are.” Then she grew serious. “
I did a good job, and nobody can tell that you are a man. Just hold your purse in front of Mr. Happy, then we sit down at a booth and get waited on.

“I can’t do that.”

“You can’t NOT do that,” she insisted. “Listen, we got you all dolled up. You’re a woman in looks. Now it’s time to be a woman in action. It’s time to go out and experience the looks, listen to lame pick up lines, and let people buy you drinks.”

“Honey, I don’t think…” blah, blah, blah.

She listened, ignored me, and somehow I found myself being pushed out of the house.

“Careful with those steps.” She held one of my arms and I used the other hand to hold onto the rail. I descended to ground level.

“Excellent. Can you make it to the car?”

“I think so.”

I walked, rather, staggered, across the driveway. I made it, but I was glad to put a hand on the car to steady myself.

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Yep.” Then she altered the old Cindy Lauper song. “Girls just want to go crazy!”

She walked, quite easily, to the driver’s side of the car and took the keys out of her purse.

“Hey?”

“You aren’t going to drive. Not in those heels.”

Well, that a blow to my manhood, but not a big one. So I sat in the passenger seat and was glad to get off my heels.

Janey put the car in gear and we whizzed off down the drive.


PART TWO

“Now, listen,” Janey said, as we cruised the main street of the little town, Hold on to me when you walk, try to put your feet on a line, and everything will be fine.”

It was Saturday night, and the main drag was pretty busy for a small town. We watched in amusement as high school kids pressed the accelerators and made their engines roar, then jerked a foot or two only to do it again.

On the sides of the street were the staid moms and pops. I wondered what they would think if they knew I was a man in drag. Probably shit in their old fashioned drawers. I mean, this was small town America.

We went along with the bumping of cars down the street. Janey turned up the radio and we snapped our fingers and looked at each other and giggled.

Yes. I giggled. A grown man.

But my high pitched, squeezed out voice couldn’t do much more.

We came to a tavern. A big old A frame, really, but we could see inside the windows. People were drinking and dancing, and there were still a couple of spaces in the parking area, so Janey pulled in.

“Oh, God,” I blurted.

“She got out and came around to me, helped me out of the car.

“Yes, turn the knees first, then stand. Don’t go flashing any of those good, old boys.”

She laughed, I almost cried, but I was committed now.

She walked slowly, and I held on to her, and we made it. And I even noticed a couple of cowboy types staring at us with grins.

“Oh, no,” I whispered.

“What?”

“Cowboys!”

“Goodie,” and she giggled and we entered the tavern.

It was the local hot spot. There were booths against the walls, then a layer of tables and a big square area for dancing. A three piece band stomped their feet on a small stage and banged their guitars and basses and a piano. They wailed away, and they weren’t half bad. I mean, they weren’t the Eagles, but they could make the Eagles happy. At the moment they were cranking out ‘New Kid in Town.’

While I felt weird and awkward and more scared than a rabbit at a convention of coyotes, Janey was bopping her head and swaying.

“Table or booth?” asked a waitress, chewing gum madly.

Janey looked at me, and I knew she didn’t want to just sit at a table. She wanted to dance, but she also knew she had to get me settled. 
A booth,” she told the girl.

We followed the girl through the crowd and wound up in a corner booth. A little big for us, but that was okay.

We slid in and Janey said, “Two shooters, tequila, and two beers.”

The waitress swiped the table with a rag and headed for the bar.

“Wow,” I said, and before I was done with the word a couple of fellows were leaning on the table. “Hey, girls, you want company?”

I wanted to scream no. Janey watched me and knew I was panicking, but before she could say anything, before the guys could even shove into the booth, a big body moved up behind the guys and moved them aside. “Hey, fellas, thanks for keeping an eye on my girls.”

It was Sam, and he slid his bulk into the booth.

I had no choice, I moved, and was moved, and then he was sitting with his arm around my shoulders. The two guys looked at each other, shrugged, and headed for greener pastures.

“Sam?” blurted Janey.

Sam grinned, showed his strong teeth. “I seen you gals heading out and thought I’d tag along. You don’t mind, do ya?”

Well, of course I did, but what was the alternative? More cowboys with their groping, wandering hands?

“Well, uh,” Janey was blinking and trying to figure out what to say.

“Sam came over earlier. He, uh, saw me.”

Sam grinned. “Yep. I seen the purtiest, little gal. And now I got two of ‘em.”

“Oh.”

At that moment the waitress showed up, put the two shooters down in front of us, followed by two big mugs of cold beer.

“Can you get us a couple more shooters? And a pitcher?”

The girl nodded, and Sam watched us. “Well, bottoms up, ladies.”

Janey and I looked at each other, a shrug was in our eyes, and we picked up the shooters. A quick tilt and we were done. The hard liquor burning down our throats and making our stomaches happy. We placed the glasses on the table, and saw that Sam had a beer in each hand.

He tilted one, chugged it slowly. His Adam’s apple worked, and quicker than a baby drools, he was chugging the other one. He placed both mugs on the table and said, “Whoo!” And he turned to us. “You gals can drink as much as you want. I’ll be the designated driver.”

The waitress appeared with more beer, more shooters. Sam pushed the shooters in front of us and we stared at the narrow glasses. I had almost been sober, but I wasn’t going to be for long.

Sam leaned forward. “I said, I’m designated. Now drink up.”

“I don’t think—“

“Or I’ll rip that wig off’n your husband, and that dress, and let the world see what’s what.”

He sat back, satisfied, and waited.

We had no choice. We tilted the shooters, and experienced another burn, not so hard, and more alcohol slipping into our systems.

We sat, and Sam was actually a conversationalist. He talked about things he’d done and seen, people he had known, jobs he had done, and, after a few more shooters we were relaxed and keeping up with him.

Janie excused herself for the bathroom. She got picked up for a twirl or two, but made it to the little girls room. Sam shoved me. “Move over, girly.”

Sam was big and strong, and I didn’t have much choice. And when Janey got back Sam motioned her to slide in on the other side of him, And there he sat, each arm around the shoulder of a girl, and the whole room was staring at him enviously.

“You like being a girl? Johnny?”

“I—“

“He’s never tried it before,” Janey interjected.

“Well, you tried it now, so what do you think?”

“Uh, I guess it’s okay. We didn’t—“

“You know, it’s funny, Your tit feels good,” I realized he was fondling my boob. I couldn’t feel it because it was fake. “But it can’t compare with Janey’s nipple.”

I looked across him and saw that he was moving his big, thick finger over her nipple. Her nipple was erect, plain to see in her dress, and she had a confused look on her face.

“Sam laughed. “Take it easy girl. Enjoy it. I ain’t gonna do anything you don’t like.”

Janey looked at me, and I couldn’t stop blinking. And Sam went right on diddling her nipple.

“Oh,” Janey gave a shiver and Sam guffawed. He turned to me. “That’s girls for ya. They want to pretend they don’t like it, but they’re just as horny as any guy. Say, have another couple of drinks.”

On the stage the combo was into ‘Heartache Tonight.’

We drank some more, and now Janey and I were getting red-eyed.

Sam suddenly said, “Come on, let’s dance.

We stood up, and I almost fell down, but Sam put his arm around me. Jane swayed, and he caught her, too. I realized we were really smashed.

We went out onto the dance floor, Sam with his arm around each of us, supporting us, and we began to sway. I was sweating with alcohol, Janey was almost out, and Sam slowly danced us to the entrance.

“Come on, gals, time to make our getaway.”

He supported us as we went out the door. He took us to his big truck and opened the door. He lifted Janey in, then I got in. I sat next to Janey, held her up, and Sam went around and got in the driver’s side. He drove out of the parking lot, got onto the main road, and sauntered along. He had one arm around Janey’s shoulder, and his hand was dangling down, cupping her breast.

“Hey!” I said, drunkenly.

“She’s sure got a good set,” he said, hefting one of Janey’s boobs. “You’re a lucky guy.”

I didn’t know what to do. I was drunk, he was twice as strong as me, and Janey couldn’t feel a thing.

“I wish you wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“A, hell, girly girl. It’s time to lay out the facts of life.”

“What facts?”

“One of you girls is going to fuck me tonight.”

“What?” My voice rose up, and it did nothing but sound more feminine.

“I said, I’m going to dip my dipstick tonight, now the only question is…which one of you lovelies is it going to be.”

“You’re crazy!”

“Yup. And that’s my good side. So who’s it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He just laughed. Shortly we came to the turn off and he headed up the long road to the cabins.

He pulled up to our cabin, taking the spot our Jeep usually took, and got out. He rounded the car and opened the door for me.

I stared at him, I was frightened, but I was also…I don’t want to say this…hot.

Under my dress, scrunched down by my corset, my dick was struggling. It wanted to stand up.

But this thing, this situation, it was wrong.

Sam helped me down, then reached in and picked up Janey. She snuggled into his arms, put her hands around his neck. He kissed her forehead and walked up to our cabin.

“Come along, Johnny girl. You ain’t given me your answer yet.”

I followed him up the stairs. He pushed the door open, entered, and put Janey gently down on the sofa. He turned to me.

“Okay, Little Miss Sunshine. Which one is it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He reached forward and grabbed my biceps. His hands were big, work toughened hands. He squeezed, and I staggered. “Ow!

He was about as strong a man as I had ever seen. His grip was like each finger was a vice grip, and the pain shot through me.

“I don’t like to get rough, youngster, but I rescued you girls from them cowboys, and I shown you a good time, and it’s time you showed me a good time.”

I said nothing.

“Okay.” He pushed me towards a chair. “You sit there and I’ll have my jollies with Janey. She won’t feel a thing, but me…I’m going to be feeling mighty good.”

He began to unbuckle his belt.

“What’s she like, Johnny girl? Is she a tight, old snatch? Is she going to squeeze my pecker ’til it spits?”

“Hey!” I moved towards him with a balled fist.

He laughed, put a big hand up and pushed my face. I went back and sat down in the chair behind me. Then he dropped his pants.

He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his dick was just as big and gnarly as his work toughened hands. He turned to Janey and started to lift her dress.

“Hey!” I was up again.

He looked over his shoulder at me.

It was my wife laying there. She wasn’t totally out of it, but she was dazed, didn’t know what was happening.

I couldn’t let him take my wife.

“I’ll do it.”

Sam smiled a big slice of teeth. “That’s my girl. I like a little fight, but…not fighting is better. You want to grease up, first?”

“I stood there, and realized what I had gotten myself into. His pecker was long. It hung half to his knees. And it was veined. And the blood was starting to pulse. Before my eyes it began to stand up.

“Big, ain’t it. But, don’t worry. I know how to be gentle. You want to grease up?”

I nodded.

“Well, get to greasing. Times a’wasting.”

I hurried into the bathroom. The sooner I…I did what I had to do, the sooner Janey would be out of danger.

I grabbed a big jar of lube and brought it out to the living room. I scooped a couple of fingers worth, bent over and reached under my dress, lifted the lip of the corset and shoved a big glob into my asshole.

“Here, better give me some of that.”

He took the lube and slathered his cock with it. I watched as his cock rose to its full size. It was a monster. Throbbing. Pulsing. As I watched a big drop of pre-cum formed on the head and dripped.

“Okay, why don’t you lay over the end of the couch.”

I walked, rather waddled, around the couch.

Janey was awake now, still out of it, but staring at us. Trying to figure things out.

I laid over the end of the couch and Sam came up behind me. “Hey, Janey girl. You awake?”

“Uh…” she mumbled. She was watching me, watching the way Sam came up behind me, then she realized what was happening. Through her drunkenness her mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, Johnny, I’m sorry.”

“Hell, don’t be sorry. Johnny’s gonna be getting what he’s been wondering about.”

I felt his big hands spreading my cheeks. Spreading my legs, then his fingers were working my rectum.

For a big guy he was surprisingly gentle. He poked and prodded, and gently inserted, and before I knew it he was rimming me with a couple of fingers. The lube was sufficient, and the feel of his rough fingers against my orifice…it felt good.

Janey leaned to me, curled a hand around my cheek. Tears began to seep out. “Johnny.”

Sam pushed, and his big cock came into me. I felt like I was taking a shit, but the turd was too big. My mouth opened, my eyes widened.

Janey couldn’t stand it. She leaned forward and kissed me. She held my face and swallowed my mouth with hers. And somewhere in there, the fear of pain, the concern for me, it transformed into horniness.

Sam gave me a moment, then he began to saw in and out. His big tool pulled, and I felt like I was being turned inside out. Then he pushed, and I felt like I was being turned outside in.

Janey kept kissing me.

The pain in my butt went away. I began to push back, and Sam muttered, “That’s a girl. You know you want it.”

Janey kept kissing me, crying, and yet her tongue started working, and she was suddenly kissing me like it was her fucking me.

For a long minute we were all doing what we do. He was fucking, I was getting fucked, Janey was crying and raping my mouth.

Then I felt Sam start to squirt. It felt like his big penis just swelled up and spit out big globes of white semen. I could feel the slithery fluid seeping down the sides of his pummeling cock, then it was dripping out of my ass.

Then he stopped. He rested. He put his hands on my ass and just stared as Janey kissed me.

“Damn, she got all hot over this.”

Janey stopped kissing me and looked at him. “You bastard.”

“Yep. But, tell the truth…you want it.”

I was bent over, helpless, his weight still on me. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breath and I felt so weak.

“I…I…”

“Come on, girl. You been dyin’ to diddle all night. You was turned on by Johnny girl, but now you want a real man. Push come to shove, you need a real cock. Not a girly, little peeny. Come on, admit it.”

“I…”

Sam leaned over my back and took her hair in one fist. He lifted her, and I could feel his cock in my ass. It was getting hard again.

He lifted her and kissed her. And where my kisses were soft and gentle, his was a rough slap in the mouth.

And, yet…she liked it. She moaned, and I tried to look up.

Then, his cock now rock hard and firmly lodged, he pulled her dress off.

Janey gave a small shriek, but it wasn’t protest, it was surprise at his strength.

“Okay, Johnny girl. Ya done good, but it’s time to let the first team take over.”

He pulled his cock out of me, and it felt like my whole insides were being pulled out. Then I felt his cock slapping against my ass, and the space in my rectum felt so very, very empty.

He picked her up, lifted her, and lowered her on his dick.

I was half turned, but I couldn’t get turned all the way over Still, I could see what was happening. She settled down, engulfed his big monster with her little pussy, and she gave a groan that raised the hairs on my back. The non-existent hairs, I should say.

Then he was standing there, pants around his ankles, lifting her up and down, sliding his big cock into and out of her.

Jane held on, her arms around his neck, her face buried into his body.

“Oh, God!” she groaned.

I tried to get up. Sam stopped and pushed on my back, and when I kept trying to rise he simply turned and sat on me.

And he fucked my wife. He used just his arms to jounce her up and down on his big penis. And I could feel every bounce of her weight onto his lap. I was helpless, I couldn’t move, all I could do was sit there and feel his weight as he fucked her and fucked her and fucked her.

And fucked her.


EPILOGUE

Janey and I didn’t talk about that night. Yet, it wasn’t awkward.

I mean, it was obvious that she liked what had happened, that she wanted to be fucked, and not necessarily by me.

And me, I guess I wanted to be fucked, too.

So we didn’t talk about it.

But we did fuck.

We made love a couple of days later, and we made love more and more as our vacation continued. Slowly, we got used to the idea of how changed we were. By the end of the vacation we were fucking like rabbits, and laughing and excited.

I wore girl clothes the whole time.

I told her I liked girl clothes, and I would wear them anytime she wanted.

She said she liked that.

We saw Sam every once in a while. He’d be working in his garden, or sitting on his porch, and he would wave. At first we ignored him, then we started to wave back.

The morning we left Janey went over to his house. She spent a long time over there, but they just talked. She told him we would be back next year.

He said he’d look forward to it.

Then, we were all packed, and I told Janey to sit in the car for a moment, and I walked over to his cabin.

“Well, howdy,” he grinned at me. “You want to come in?”

“No…no…”

“Well, what can I do for you.”

So I told him. And he unzipped his pants and I went down on my knees. I was still wearing girl, and Janey had put my make up on, and I took him in my mouth.

“Well, well.” He marveled, then he came.

I stood up, gulped, shook his hand, and then went back to Janey.

Janey had sat in the front seat and had a clear view of us.

I came back, didn’t say a word, and put the car in gear. We drove down the long drive and I glanced at her. She had a pleased smile on her face.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: ]

The Man Who Abused a Woman ~ A tale of sexual crime and punishment, a man beats his wife and faces the consequences. A cautionary for any man who raises his fist to a woman!


The Picture of Femian Grey

A man changes into a picture of feminization


PART ONE

“Diana, you won’t believe this,” I walked into the living room and put my big, flat parcel down.

My wife is a stone fox babe. Shoulder length brunette, green eyes that remind you of X ray machines, and the finest chest this side of Sandra Otterson.

She was sitting on the couch, reading something on her iPad, and she looked up at me, lowered her reading glasses, and said, “I don’t believe it already.”

“Ha! She says. Mocking her loving husband. Not knowing the grand and ultimate truth he is about to spring upon her.”

“Grand and ultimate truth?” Her lip wrinkled in a mild chuckle.

She’s used to me going overboard, I’m an excitable kind of guy. But this…this thing that I had brought home.

“I guarantee,” I said, achieving a grandiose tone of voice, “That when you see what I’ve got here you will fart so hard your knickers swell up and lift you to the ceiling.”

Now she did laugh.

“Okay, Derrick. Dazzle me. Awe me. Show me the secrets of the universe.”

I unwrapped the parcel slowly, picking at the tape, moving my fingers with exaggerated movements, acting like a magician about to produce twenty pregnant rabbits out of a wine bottle.

She leaned forward, a couple of frown lines appearing on her sexy forehead.

I reached the last layer of paper, I ripped, exposed the item, and…she laughed.

“Is that it?”

I was, to say the least, a bit disappointed in her reaction. Uh, honey, it’s—“

“It’s a girl. You thought to surprise me with a girl? A painting of a girl? I admit, she’s attractive, but, really, don’t you…” she stopped talking. She leaned forward. She scrutinized.

I smiled. Maybe this was going to happen after all.

“Is that…?”

She stood up and stepped up to the painting.

I held it up so she could see it better.

“Oh, my God!” Her eyes opened wider, her jaw started to drop. “It is! It really is!

I stood proudly, preened even, and…she started laughing. I mean, really laughing. Gut busting, belly holding, thigh slapping laughing.

“Uh, honey, it’s—“

“It’s you! As a…a woman!”

I stood, shattered, wondering what had gone wrong. I thought it was so cool, and here…she laughed.

She picked it up and walked to the fireplace. She placed it on the mantle. And there stood I.

My face, normally squarish, was triangular in the painting. The jaw softer and the lips fuller.

My eyes, very brown and honest, were now made up, smoky pools of lust.

My hair was wavy and curled down around my shoulders, and below my bare, rather slender shoulders I had large breasts. Maybe not as good as Sandra Otterson’s, but pretty damned good. Big, with large, erect nipples.

Below my boobs my waist was narrow, the hips flared, and my vagina peeked out from the juncture of my thighs.

Diana was still laughing. Not as big and boisterous, but still pretty heart felt. And I was now feeling about a foot tall. I mumbled something and started to turn away.

Diana ran over to me, grabbed my arm. “No you don’t. Where on earth did you get this?”

“There’s a guy I met. He does paintings. He said…I thought it would be cool. I mean…” I trailed off.

“Well, honey, you really outdid yourself.”

“Well, uh…” I just wanted to slink out.

“Oh, don’t be embarrassed. In fact, it is cool. It’s just…unexpected. I mean, I didn’t think you wanted to be a woman.”

“I don’t. He just painted it, and I didn’t know what he was painting, and then he showed it to me and I thought it was cool…” I blurted, “Well haven’t you ever wondered what you would look like as a man?”

“No.”

She was emphatic. But we were standing in front of the fireplace and she was staring at the painting. Fixedly. And she was starting to think about it.

“You know, there is a certain…surreal nature to it. I mean, if it was just a painting of a girl it would be, actually, pretty good. The guy has great style, great technique. But the fact that I know it’s you…that makes it…bizarre.”

“Uh, yeah.” The fact that she was taking it seriously wasn’t making me feel any better. “Well, I’ll put it out in the garage. I can take it to work and toss it in the dumpster.”

“No…” She let go of me, stood with one leg forward, one elbow in hand, and one hand under chin. She tilted her head one way, then the other. Then she walked to the side and looked again.

“No. I like it.”

“You do?”

“Sure. You caught me by surprise. That’s all. But looking at it…I’m going to hang it over the mantle.

“But it’s…she’s…I’m naked!”

She glanced at me, “You think people will recognize it as you, and think that’s your real tits and snatch.”

“Well, uh, no. but—“

“Then it’s settled. Derrickina will reside above our fire. Go make us a couple of drinks and let’s toast the babe.”

Well, it wasn’t a complete success, but she accepted it, and…I started to feel better.

I went and mixed a couple of drinks. Seven and seven for her, bourbon and Coke for me, with the good bourbon. Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon. Cheap at $56.99

I brought the drinks in and found Diana sitting on the couch, staring up at the painting. Her head was a bit to one side and she was totally lost in it.

I placed her drink on the coffee table and sat down next to her.

She stared at the painting, seemed unaware of me.

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat.

She actually jerked, which showed how deeply she was entranced. “Oh, I was looking at the…” she noticed the drink and bent forward to pick it up. She sipped, and I watched her red lips kiss the glass.

She watches painting, I watch her. Yes. It was my favorite hobby, Diana watching.

We sat there, and she sipped, and placed a hand on my knee. “You know, it’s sort of intriguing. The painting.”

“I thought so.” I was starting to exult. I had done something right after all.

She looked at me. Back at the painting. At me. She frowned.

“What?”

Go stand next to it.”

I stood up, a half grin on my face, and stood next to the painting.

It was a pretty big painting, and the oil me was probably half size, remarkably good detail.

Diana’s eyes danced back and forth between the real me and the art me.

“Wow. This guy is really good. Strike the pose.”

I looked at the painting, turned my body slightly, arranged my hands so one was on the hip and the other looking like it was caressing my own face. I turned my feet to hide my groin area slightly, and I turned my face and opened my lips.

“Oh, my God.” Diana whispered. “Hold it.”

She leaned forward and picked up her cell, she snapped a picture.

I went back to her and stared as the picture showed on her phone.

There it was. Me and myself. Man and woman. Naked and clothed.

It was a striking sort of contrast, and if the painting was neat, this was super neat. I mean, this artist was so good he had captured the exact dynamics of my body, my natural pose. There was virtually no difference between how I was standing, the proportion of my limbs, the angles of my limbs. It was me, twice, and virtually perfect.

“Wow.” I said.

“Take off your clothes.”

I looked at her with a grin, “Really? Right now? Middle of the after—“

“Oh, shut. It’s for art. I need to see this as close as we can get.”

I wasn’t about to refuse a request to go au naturale, especially when it came from a beautiful woman who I would like to return the favor.

I took off my shirt, humming a strip beat. Bum bum bump…shhh. Bum bum bump…shhh!” I kicked off my shoes, spun and shimmied out of my pants.

Diana was smiling, She began clapping her hands.

I was in tighty whiteys now, and black socks. I posed, and she frowned.

“Come on, everything.”

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” I quipped, but I was already out of my underwear and standing on one leg, then the other, as I pulled off my socks. I tossed the last of my garments at her and posed next to the panting. She batted the socks and underpants away and lifted her phone.

Click.

I hurried to see the picture.

“Wow.” I had the same skin tone, painting or picture. Again, my pose was accurate as to angle and proportion.  And the face, my face, it looked so eerily similar, and yet was…different. One of me was male, the real me. The other me was female.

And, I dare say it…beautiful.

Diana backed up my opinion of myself. “You make a beautiful woman.”

“Aw,” I waved my hand coyly. “You’re just saying that to get into my panties.”

She smiled. “Go stand there again.”

I went and posed. She clicked another picture

I cleared my throat.

“Yes?”

“Now that I’m all undressed with nowhere to go…” I hinted.

She looked blank.

“You might want to try this nudity thing yourself.”

She was still blank.

So I unlimbered the big and never to be ignored phrase. “Eat your pussy?”

She laughed. “Oh, honey, I’m not horny. I’m more intrigued.”

“Yeah, but…you have wifely duties.”

She grinned at me, then stared at the painting just behind me.

“Uh, Diana?”

“What?”

“Could you take off your clothes?”

By now my dick was erect, pointing straight out.

She frowned. “Could you lose the hard on? It destroys the illusion.”

Crap, she was taking this whole thing a bit more serious than I wanted. It was supposed to be cool, and I could handle it as a joke, but… “Diana,” I spoke intensely.

She heaved a sigh, which made her chest rise and fall, which made my dick bob up and down. “Okay, but you stay right there.”

I stayed, right next to the painting, in pose, and watched as she stood up. No stripper music for her, but she didn’t need any. She was just a heart stopped without any accompaniment. Didn’t need no stinkin’ accompaniment.

She unbuttoned her blouse and stood revealed in bra, and I caught my breath. Mr. Happy bobbed harder.

She unzipped her skirt and slid out of it, then downed her panties. There she stood, her nipples peeking over her half bra, big nipples, big boobs. Sexy garters framing her shaved snatch, the nylons adding a sexy sheen to her already sexy legs.

I gulped. “Talk about wow.”

She came around the coffee table and put an arm around me. “Don’t move. Keep your pose.”

I froze, and she plastered her body against mine. Her breasts pressed against my side, her hand went down to my cock. She leaned her head against my face and kissed the side of my mouth gently.

“Don’t move,” she whispered.

“Heysoos,” I whispered back. I was trembling for her touch. I wanted to move in the worst possible way. I wanted to grab her and throw her on the couch and…and do what men have been doing to women since men and women were invented.

She ran her hand up and down my shaft, and I groaned.

“Freeze, mister. Don’t move. Be as still as a painting.”

Huh!

She dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth.

Another groan escaped me and she slapped my thigh. “Shut.”

I did, and she went back to mouthing my turgid trophy. Her red lips moved up and down, then she deep throated me. I couldn’t help it, I gasped, as I felt her tongue lapping at my balls. My cock was clutched by her tonsils, then she grabbed my balls and squeezed.

That was it, I couldn’t handle anymore. I lurched and shot my load, down her throat.

I was past her swallowing mechanism, so spurt after spurt went straight down the tube and never saw the light of day. I grew weak in the legs, and she braced her hands on my thighs, kept me upright.

Spurt after spurt, then I was done. I sagged, held onto the mantle with one hand.

She let me go, stood up and licked her lips. “I wish you would take a little longer in sex, and a little shorter in blow jobs,” but she was grinning.

“Sorry,” I gulped and was breathing hard, “I’ll try a little harder.

“I think you’re hard enough, it’s just how long you’re hard.”

I laughed.

She said, “Don’t move.”

She stood back and inspected me. “Stay right there.”

Curious, I held my painting pose, and she dashed out of the room. In a second she was back. She had a roll of tape and was pulling a strip off. She stood in front of me and used scissors to separate the strip.

“What’s this?”

“Medical. It’s stretchy, will stick, will hold you in place.”

“Why do I—EE!”

She grabbed my testicles and pulled them up and put the tape around them, then she reached around behind me and pulled the tape. My testicles went back and up.

“Hey!” My voice was a little high.

“Don’t move.”

“It hurts.”

“Don’t be a baby.”

I wasn’t being a baby, but I was on tip toes as she pulled my package back between my legs. She slapped the tape against my cheeks, angled into my crack, then stood back.

I looked down. I was still on tip toes. I still felt like she was yanking the puppies up. The tape was tighter than a fat lady in nylons.

“What are you—“

“Quick, take the pose.”

Puzzled, I took the pose.

She went to the couch, picked her phone and clicked it again. She looked at it.

“Can I see?” My voice was still high pitched, my balls felt like somebody was trying to lift them up behind me.

She came around and showed me the photo.

There was me…with no balls nor penis. And it was even more like the painting. After all, the female me had no sex organs showing, and now even the male me had no sex organs. To speak of.

“You need to shave yourself.”

“Honey…”

And paint your toes the same red as hers.”

“HONEY!”

She looked at me, seemingly confused by my harsh tone.

“What?”

“Enough! Let’s give it a break.”

“Right now? But you’re so…you…”

“Diana?”

She soughed in disappointment.

I reached around behind me and searched for the end of the tape.

“Could you keep the tape on?” She was suddenly in front of me, her body pressed to mine, her face looking up. Begging.

“It’s too tight.”

“I’ll loosen it a little. Can you keep it on? Just for a while? Just for me?”

“Well, I…”

“Did you like your blow job?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Do you ever want another one?”

“Hey!”

“Ever? As long as you live.”

I sighed in exasperation.

“Oh, goody,” she leaped to my conclusion. “Let me loosen it a bit.”

She pulled the ends of the tape off, lowered my balls a touch. “Is that enough?”

“A little more.”

She lowered them a bit more, I sighed, and she pressed on the tape again. I was still uncomfortable, my balls were between my legs, and one wasn’t higher than the other, so it would make it weird to walk, but at least I wasn’t on tip toes and holding my ass way high.

She stepped back and looked at me.

“God, that’s beautiful.”

“Me emasculated is beautiful? You like me without balls?”

“Well, yeah. Sort of. I mean, I love your balls, but you looking like that…it’s so damned hot.”

“Oh.”

“Now, let’s have another drink. I want to think about this. I’ve got some ideas.”

“Ideas?”

“Yeah, about you and the picture.”

“Oh.”

And I was sort of dazed. From outright rejection and laughter, this had become something else.

Still, I liked the way she was so alive, laughing and holding my arm, talking into me with excited whispers and little exclamations.

So we went into the kitchen and I mixed a couple more drinks while she played with the photos on her phone.

I set her drink down and she held up the phone. “See?”

She had made a little slideshow of the photos. I watched as I stood next to the painting fully clothed. Then naked. Then naked with no male genitalia.

It was sort of cool.

She tapped on her phone and I blinked. She was calling up facebutt.

“Hey…what are you doing?”

She actually looked puzzled, as if she wasn’t doing anything weird or wrong. “Sending to my friends.”

“No!” I put my hand over her phone.

“Why not?”

“That’s a picture of me! Naked!”

She looked at the slideshow again, tilted her head, then slowly nodded. “Yeah, I guess it is.” She frowned, then she brightened up. “I can blur the face. And the package.”

I shook my head.

“Why don’t you fix us dinner and I’ll go do some photoshop.”

“Honey…” But I was talking to the wind. She was already down the hallway and entering the computer room.

Sighing, at least I had caught her in time, I couldn’t believe she was so addled she would put me on the net naked, I fixed dinner.

I slit some hot dogs down the center and scorched them lightly. Then I cut them in little pieces and threw them in a can of simmering baked beans. Bushes, with the brown sugar. I added some onions and a touch of garlic, a few herbs and spices, and…voila!

Shortly I was ladling out two bowls. I walked down the hallway, holding the hot bowls with my forearm against my body, and two fresh drinks.

I entered the room and stopped, and almost dropped everything. “Diana!”

On the screen, on facebutt, I stood in all my glory. With my face and my package showing. Then the slide show clicked and I stood, no sex package.

“What did you do?”

She turned and grinned. She took a drink and extracted a bowl of dogs and beans from my grip. I almost dropped the other bowl, but I managed to hang on. On the screen I was clicking through.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

Again and again.

“You didn’t photoshop it! You just…put it up!”

“Relax,” she turned and watched the show. “I just showed it to a few friends.”

“But that’s a public channel!”

“They liked it. They reposted and…” she shrugged.

I stared in horror. I flickered through the scenes.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

“You’ve got to take it down!”

“No can do. Besides…”

Whatever her ‘besides’ was, the phone interrupted her.

“Hi, Candy. Oh, yes…that’s him. Beautiful, isn’t it? Why sure. Ten minutes? Sure.” Then she hung up.

My head was moving back and forth, a negative shake that didn’t effect the world at all, and did nothing for my sense of falling down a bottomless well.

“That was Candy.”

“Oh,” I was mesmerized by myself on the screen.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

“What?” I jerked my head towards her.

She was sitting, her legs folded under her on the swivel chair, spooning my version of suburban hot dog chili into her mouth. She glanced away from the screen and looked at me. “Candy. Candy Sherman. She wants to come over and see the painting.”

“But…but…”

She giggled. “You sound like a motorboat.”

I forced myself through my panic and to the conclusion. “But she’ll see me, too!”

“So?” Diana shrugged, and turned back to the screen.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

I left my hot dogs and beans and ran out of the room, down the hall, into my bedroom. I quickly pulled on some shorts and a tee shirt. Then I ran back out to the living room, gathered up the clothes I had taken off earlier. I ran back to my bedroom and threw them in the hamper. I ran out to the front room, and stopped.

I was frantic. I was a chicken sans head. I didn’t know what to do.

I looked at the picture. The picture! I had to get rid of it!

I ran to the fireplace and picked up the painting. I could take it out to the garage. No, I could take it through the garage and put it next to the garbage cans. I could—

DING DONG!

I froze.

The door opened. “Diana?” It was Candy Sherman.  Oh, my God!

I heard Diana walking down the hall. She was still wearing heels. Usually she took off her heels after work, but she had been so engrossed in the painting and the posing that…she was still wearing her heels.

“Hi, Candy. come on in!”

Candy stepped out of the foyer, Diana stepped out of the hall. They hugged and looked at me.

I was frozen, the painting in my hands, wishing I could jump out a window. Even if I had been on the tenth floor, I wanted to jump out a window.

“There he is!” Candy cooed and came towards me. “And he’s got the painting!”

“I…I…”

“Go on, put it back up on the mantle. Let Candy see.”

Helpless, nothing else I could do, I placed the painting over the fire place. I felt a sob beginning way down in my throat.

Diana and Candy stood in front of the couch, behind the coffee table, and scrutinized the painting.

Candy was a good looking woman. And she was dressed up. Had she fixed herself up just to come see the painting?

Her breasts were up, on display, and her lips were red and moist looking. As I watched she licked her lips and touched her hair.

“Wow.”

“Amazing, isn’t it?”

“Totally. But…”

“But, what?”

“Can he stand by it?”

She didn’t even look at me. I was nothing more than a vase of flowers, to be arranged and presented for her viewing pleasure.

“Go on, Derrick. Do the pose.”

“No.”

They both looked at me, at the same time, with fixed determination and displeasure.

“Derrick?” Diana warned.

“Oh, God!” I stomped around the table and stood next to the painting.

The stared, and smiled. “So nice.” Candy nodded her head.

RING!

“I’ll get it,” I said quickly.

Diana: “You just stand there, mister!”

She went and answered her cell. I could hear her voice, but couldn’t make out the words.

“That really is amazing,” Candy muttered. “It just needs…”

Diana came back in the room. “That was Shelly and Tammi.”

“Can he take off his clothes?”

“Wait a minute!”

“Sure. Take off your clothes, Derrick.”

“I’m not taking off my clothes!”

They both looked at me, that same, mean, hungry, not to be denied look.

“Okay, just my shirt.”

I was almost shaking now, this thing was out of control, but I took off my shirt. I posed.

Candy moved to the side and frowned. Then, “His arm isn’t high enough.”

“Move your hand higher.”

I did, and they both grinned. “That’s it.”

“Hi, Diana! Can I come in?”

It was Jane, from next door. And she had two girls with her who I didn’t know. And she was already in, Her and her two friends peered around the edge of the foyer.

“By all means! Come in!”

They crowded in. “This is Sandy and Nancy. We saw your light , and the slide show on the internet, and…wow! It looks even more impressive in person.

They clustered behind and around the coffee table. They oohed and ahhed, and I stood there, near trembling. I wanted to get out of there.

“Amazingly lifelike.”

“The skin texture.”

“He needs a bit of make up.”

“That’s it,” I blurted “I’ve had enough.”

“DERRICK!” Diana shouted. It was piercing and penetrating. “Just stand there and let us see.”

Her face was fierce, and, the most terrible thing, all the girls had the same fierce concentration on their faces.

I couldn’t believe it. I was…being abused.

Well, not abused, but I was being picked on.

And there was nothing I could do about it.

One of the ladies came forward, I think it was Sandy, and she took my arm and walked me back next to the picture.

“Now…pose!” snapped Diana.

Dutifully, helpless, I struck the pose, and a chorus of sighs rose and fell.

DING DONG!

I looked at the door. Through a slice of window I saw several more ladies.

Diana said, “Oh, goody. Shelly and Tammi. And they’ve brought some friends!”

More ladies entered the living room, and now it was getting downright crowded, and even if I was to bolt and run, I wouldn't be able to get through the massed crowd.

“Wow!”

“That is something.”

“He is so lifelike.”

And that confused me. I, the he in the room, was alive. It was the picture, the her, that should be referred to as lifelike.

“Amazing.”

“Diana?” One of the girls asked.

“Yes,” Diana answered without taking her eyes off me.

“Could you tell him…could he…take off his pants?”

“YES! YEAH! TELL HIM!”

Voices erupted excitedly.

I stared at Diana and mouthed ‘NO!’ but she just grinned.

“Derrick.”

“No!” I said.

“Take your pants off.”

“No!”

I don’t know who said it first, but the girls started to chant. “Strip! Strip! Strip!”

I shook my head.

Diana worked her way through the crowd. She approached me and hissed into my ear, “Take off your damned pants!”

“No!”

“You want to embarrass me in front of my friends?”

“Diana! I—“

“If you ever want this little weenie to squirt again…you’ll take those damn pants off!” She actually grabbed my package and squeezed to emphasize her words.

Then a pair of hands, I don’t know whose, snaked in and unbuckled my belt. I stared at my wife, tears filling my eyes, and hands pulled down my pants.

Then I was naked, and the girls were all standing back.

“Oh, yes!”

“Gorgeous!”

“Pose!”

My eyes overflowing, little dribbles of tars down my cheeks, I struck the pose. Naked. And the women cheered.

“Amazing!”

“Who would have believed…”

And, I  had been in such a hurry to put on pants in the beginning that I hadn’t taken the time to take the medical stretch tape off. Cell phones made their appearance, clicks were made, and once again there I was. No clothes…no sex. A man whose crotch looked vagina-ish.

And it didn’t matter that tears were streaming down my face, or that I was choking back sobs.

The girls were all pleased and smiling. And grinning. And chortling and laughing.

And one said: “He needs make up.”

Oh, fuck!


PART TWO

I pushed my way through the crowd of giggling, chattering women. I headed for the kitchen, pulled out the bottle of good bourbon, and poured a shot straight. I tilted and it slid down my throat, burning, choking, waking me up.

What was happening? These women…they were crazy! What was their fascination with the painting I had brought home?

To have me stand naked…well, not entirely naked, they couldn’t see much of my package, it being pulled back between my legs the way it was.

Diana appeared next to me, put a hand on my arm. “Derrick. What’s wrong?”

My hands were shaking, but I managed to mix a drink. Spilled some Coke all over the place, but…fuck.

“Derrick?”

“I…what are we doing?” I turned and swept an arm to indicate the living room full of women. “What are they doing?”

“It’s an art show, honey.” She had been fierce and demanding when I was posing, but now, alone, she was showing the other side of the coin. “Besides, isn’t it fun being the center of attention?”

“Not really.”

She was standing extra close to me, I could feel her breasts touching my arm. “Didn’t you like your blow job.”

“Well, yeah.”

“Wouldn’t you like another one?”

“Well…”

I mean, I know you’re probably empty right now, but there’s tomorrow, and the day after, and you’re building up a lot of brownie points. Doesn’t that count for something?”

“Yeah, but…” but her calm manner was shooting down my excitation. With her taling so calmly. explaining things so easily, I almost felt like I was the one at fault here.

“Now, listen, I’ll tell you what I’ll do.”

I looked at her.

“If you come in and do what we say, if you let us have our fun, I’ll let…no, we’ll conduct a lottery. And the winner…you know what the winner gets?”

I shook my head.

“They get to suck you off.”

“What?” I think my voice squeaked.

“That’s right. Any time you want, you can go collect. Of course, I’ll probably be fucking and sucking you so much, trying to convince you to stay home, but…” she shrugged.

Her eyes were bright, excited, and she had her hands around my upper arm, her breasts pressed against me.

In spite of the fact that she had just given me a world class blow job…I felt my dick tug at the stretch tape.

“Are you serious?” One part of me was fascinated. Another part of me was wailing away, ‘no…no…no!’

“I’ll prove it. Come on.”

She led me into the living room. The girls, who had been chattering and whispering like a bunch of magpies suddenly turned towards me.

It was frightening, their fixes gazes, the way they devoured me with their eyes.

“Ladies, I have something to say.”

The whispers shut right up and everybody paid rapt attention.

“Derrick is a bit overwhelmed. He is not used to getting so much attention, so we need to calm it down, not scare him. Okay?”

The ladies all nodded. A few muttered, but the fixed expression didn’t leave their eyes. They agreed, however, and I marveled.

“Also, he’s a little uncomfortable, being naked and having us talk about make up and all, so I told him that we would hold a lottery. That one of you lucky gals is going to get to give him a blow job!”

Small cheers erupted, and my mouth opened in astonishment.

“I want some of that!”

“Where do I. get a ticket?”

“Can I buy more than one ticket?”

“Okay, here’s the plan. I’m going to go make tickets up, create a plan, on my computer. It’ll take me about an hour. While I’m doing that, you ladies can give Derrick a make over.”

“YEA!”

“YEAH!”

The cheers filled the room, I actually stepped back.

Diana held her hand up and the cheers quieted. “Okay, Candy, can you take charge?”

“You betcha.”

A couple of women laughed at her eagerness, but they were all eager.

Diana kissed my cheek and left me, naked, in a roomful of over excited females.

Oh, fuck!

Candy led me by the hand back to the painting. She placed me in my pose position and said, “Strike a pose, Derrick.”

It was calmer now, and I had a drink brewing in my belly, so I was more relaxed. I struck the pose and held it. There was a noticeable sigh through the room.

Candy turned to the ladies. “Okay, we can fit five people on the sofa. Tammi, why don’t you get Derrick a fresh drink…”

“Bourbon and Coke,” I blurted.

“Bourbon and Coke,” Tammi acknowledged.

“And Cynthia, we’re going to need some of your Hollywood make up.”

“Got it in my car,” The girl named Cynthia charged out the door. I wondered who she was, how she had got into the house. For that matter, I didn’t know who half the women were. But they were here, and there wasn’t anything to do but go along.

“Janey, we need a wig. His natural color.”

“Take me ten minutes. I have the perfect wig at home.”

“Samantha, clothes.”

Samantha backed up towards the dining room. “Ladies, if you have appropriate clothes, come see me.”

A couple of women followed her into the living room.

Candy turned to me. “Okay, Derrick, ready to go?”

I gulped.

“Then let the game begin.”

Cynthia was already back, and she stepped up to me and opened a big make up kit. Two girls came up next to her and began digging through the make up.

“Ooh, this will match his skin color.”

“What do you think of blue for his eyes?”

“Grey would be better,” somebody opined. “Sexy, smoky grey.”

Little hands rose to my face, little sponges started cleaning my pores, and I was aware that my hard on was getting harder.

I stood there, sipping my drink. And the next drink had a straw in it so I didn’t move my head or face much. And the make up slowly transformed me. My skin became void of imperfection. My color blended, blush appeared on my cheeks.

Candy was running around, organizing, and every once in a while she came to me and lifted up a small mirror. I could see myself, differently every time.

And…SPROING! The tape gave way and my dick popped up.

“Yeah!” Cheers erupted.

I turned bright red.

A hand patted me and a voice said, “There, there. It’s nothing.”

What an odd thing to say. My dick was nothing. Yet, being made into the spitting image of a woman, it actually sounded right.

Somebody put another drink in my hand, and I realized that I was feeling pretty happy.

“Boobs,” I heard someone say.

Yeah. Boobs. How were they going to fix that?

Clothes appeared, and an argument broke out.

How did they expect me to look like the painting if I was wearing clothes?

The clothes disappeared, and I was sentenced to stand naked.

Naked in a room filled with voluptuous, good looking, horny women.

Okay, not horny. Maybe that was my projection.

But, thinking about it, was I so wrong? The look in their eyes, the excitement on their lips, the way they breathed and hovered…and the way their hands kept stroking my dick, touching my buns.

Oddly, it felt like they were shaping me, like sculptors.

But that was ridiculous. They were just feeling me up. And wasn’t that horny?

I was drunk now, and if it wasn't for the dozens of women gathered around me, I probably would have staggered and drooled. But they kept their focus on me, and that kept me in focus. Sort of.

They finished my make up and Candy took me into the hallway and showed me my face in the hallway mirror.

It was my face, but…feminine. The feminine version. Soft, brightly colored eyes, my lips juicy red.

Wow.

“What do you think.”

“Am I a babe?”

She guided me back to the fire place and she said, “You are a babe. An official foxy babe.

She turned me and backed me into my posing place, which was sort of a weird thing. Why not walk me to the spot and have me turn around? Why walk me backwards?

But she did, and I glanced over my shoulder to make sure I didn’t trip over anything.

She quickly reached up and turned my face to the front, but not before I got a glimpse of the painting.

Funny, my face on the painting seemed more masculine. But that was silly. I shrugged it off because, let’s face it, I was drunk.

Diana came back out to the living room and held up a bunch of tickets. “Okay, ladies. What am I bid?”

The bids went up, and quickly the dollar amount went up. And this was just a discussion as to what the tickets should cost.

“10!”

“$15!”

And the price of a lottery ticked settled at $20 a ticket.

$20 a ticket! I couldn’t believe it. They were willing to pay $20 just to suck my dick. And they were buying ALL the tickets!

The women clustered around Diana, shoving twenties into her hands, and Candy passed out tickets and made notes as to ticket numbers and who bought how many.

Shortly, I heard the word ‘thousands’ thrown around.

Thousands of dollars? Fuck! If I had known my dick was worth this much I would have auctioned it off years ago!

Finally, the buying was over. Ladies clutched handfuls of tickets, and everybody turned to me.

I felt weird under the group scrutiny, but also sort of cool. The make up was neat and my dick was bobbing.

“We need to do something about his penis,” said someone.

I smiled. It looked like I was going to get my blow job sooner rather than later.

“And his boobs. They aren’t growing yet.”

I frowned. My boobs weren’t growing? What did that mean?

“We can handle that,” Diana said. “Somebody hand me my phone.”

Shortly she was talking, and I wanted to listen, but I was being pushed back to the pose position. Around the room the ladies sighed and stared at me.

I drank another drink.

“Okay, she’s on her way.”

“Who’s on the way?” I asked.

Diana smiled and patted my cheek. “We’re going to get you some world class tits.”

“Me? Tits?” I swayed a bit and my eyes were open owlishly.

Some time later, I don’t know how much time, but I was still drunk, a lady stood in front of me and pried my eyes open. I didn’t even realize they had been closed.

“Sure,” she said.

I stood, and two ladies held me up, held my arms and held me upright. I swayed, but they braced and made sure I was standing.

The lady in front of me turned, dug through a satchel, and held up a small bottle and a hypodermic.

“What’s that?”

“Nothing.”

She knelt down and I felt her handling my cock. My big, hard cock. Who somebody was going to blow. I grinned stupidly.

The lady stood up. “That should take care of that. Have you decided about the boobs?

“Vacation boobs?” said Diana. “Would that start the change?”
“Should.” the lady turned to me. “Let’s put him on a bed. Gracie, go get the small case in my back seat.”

I was walked down the hallway, and I chanted an old drinking song.

Twas on the good ship Venus,

my God you should have seen us,

with a figurehead of a whore in bed

and the mast was a petrified penis.

“Nice song,” somebody commented, and there were several giggles.

They took me to my bedroom and put me on the bed. I laid there, my arms out, and watched the ceiling spin.

The lady with the needle hovered over me. She began sticking needles in my chest and pressing on the plungers. I watched every once in a while, and my boobs began to grow.

I stared at my chest.

Growing, without the need for needles and whatever she had been injecting me. Something natural was taking over something synthetic. I marveled drunkenly, and wondered what was happening.

“Okay, it’s started. Let’s get him back closer to the painting.”

They got me out of bed and walked me down the hall. I was staggering a bit, but they kept me going, and I was walked to the fireplace.

I looked at the painting. The woman had lost her boobs. And her face was more manly. Like Mine used to be before I got all made up.

I leaned forward and stared intently, as intently as a drunk.

The ladies tried to pull me around, but I still had a bit of male strength and I held to the mantle and resisted.

“Look!” I blurted.

Everybody was watching.

“I think the paint is running!”

Everybody started chuckling, then laughing.

I started laughing, too. And I turned around and struck my pose.

Behind me a more and more masculine me started aping the feminine me.

Everything was so confused, and the whirling in my mind, the dizziness of the drinking, transformed into a different kind of dizziness. A paint shredding, morphing kind of collidoscope. Colors shifting. Paint running. Reality chuckling and transforming.

At one point I looked down at my chest. It was thinner, and the boobs they had injected me with were changed. The sloshy liquid that had morphed my chest had transformed into perfect cones, and my nipples were huge.

“Wow,” I marveled. “These are cool!”

Ladies chuckled, patted me on the cheek. Kept walking past me and inspecting me.

I turned around and stared at the painting.

My dick was on the girl in the painting, and the girl in the painting wasn’t a girl. She had short hair, my hair, and her face had no make up on it. And it was more squarish.

She was handsome enough, and she looked like I used to.

“Come on, Derrick. Pay attention.” Hands turned me around, and I entered the pose again.

The pose became easier. At first my arm had gotten tired of being lifted up, but now I just assumed the pose and there was no pain in my arm.

I leaned over and looked, and my penis was gone. In its place was a perfectly formed vagina. I stared at it, half bent over. “Where’s the hair?” I asked.

“Your body is too new. No hair on a a newly born.”

“I’m newly born?” I hiccuped.

“Sort of. Newly made, maybe. Whatever. Stand up and pose.”

So I stood, and posed, and time passed.

Ladies came and went.

Somebody made sandwiches, but I didn’t get one. I didn’t need one. I was burning up energy, I knew that, somebody said my transition required energy, but I think the extra bulk in my maleness was being burned to make my femaleness.

Finally, about six in the morning, light starting to show through the windows, Diana came to me. “Okay, Derrick. You’re all done. Why don’t you get some sleep.”

Bleary eyed, suddenly exhausted,  I looked around.

Women everywhere. Laying on the couch, sitting propped up in chairs. Most were sleeping, or at least dozing. Only a few were moving through the room, and these looked more like they were looking for places to lie down.

“Okay,” I yawned. “Am I done?”

“Oh, yes. You’re all done.”

“And what about my blow job.”

She nodded, smiled, and said, “The lottery tickets are all bought. You’re going to be a busy…man.”

“Oh, yeah…good.”

I staggered, stepping over bodies, and was led across the living room. Down the hall and over more bodies, and into my bed.

My bed, nobody sleeping in it, it was reserved for a very tired me.

I lay down and Diana covered me up. Shortly, I was sleeping.

I awoke to the sun shining through the bedroom window. I stretched, and jerked, and realized something was wrong.

I sat up and yelped.

I had tits on my chest, and my body was shrunken. It was feminine. I had long hair, and I felt my face. It was soft.

I sprang out of bed—there were no bodies on the floor—and looked at the mirror on the dresser.

I was a woman! I was naked. I looked down. I had no penis. I bent over further and saw that I had a vagina.

“Diana!” My voice was a terrified squeak. “Diana!” I ran out into the living room.

Diana was reading something on her iPad. She looked up and smiled. “Hello, dear.”

“What has happened to me?”

“What are you referring to?” but she was laughing on the inside.

“I’m a girl! I was a boy! What happened to my dick? Why do I have boobs?”

She nodded. “My, those are very big boobs, too.”

“Why? What happened?”

She patted the couch next to her and put the iPad down.

I sat and stared at her.

She turned and crossed her legs. She indicated I should do the same.

I turned on the couch, crossed my legs, and was aware that my vagina was…hanging out.

“My,” she said, staring down at my junction. “That is a beautiful pussy.”

“Diana?” I was close to tears.

She looked at me, that damned smile on her face. “I’ll tell you, but there’s one thing we have to do first.”

“What?” I was shaking.

She leaned forward and gently touched her lips to mine.

It was like an electrical shock went through me. I had kissed her before, but this was different. This was…super sexual.

Not the light, little male sexual blip, but the big, female sexual tsunami. I felt every inch of my skin perk up.

“Derrick, sweet Derrick, I have loved you so much.”

“Uh…”

“I have cleaned for you, cooked for you, rubbed your back and…other parts.” She smiled. “But now things are changing. Before they do, however, there is one last thing we must do.”

“What?”

“We must make sweet, sweet love.”

She moved forward, took me in her arms and pushed me back. She kissed me, and her hands slid down to my breasts. I gasped when she flicked a nipple, then she was sucking them. One after the other, causing me to almost swoon, again and again.

She kissed up my body, attacked my mouth again.

Her hand went down to my pussy and I jerked.

“It’s okay. I’ll be gentle. It’s all natural. It’s what you want.”

I was scared, but she was so sure of herself, and she was my wife!

I found myself laying back, feeling her gentle hands play over my body.

She kissed, she sucked, and the sensations were so different, so much more intense. It was much more intense than the sensations I had experienced as a man.

“Okay, dear. It’s time…”

She stood up, unzipped her skirt, and lowered it. I stared in shock. She had a huge dick! Then I realized it was a strap on! I could see the harness, the buckles, and I could see that the thing was made of some kind of soft plastic.

“This is going to feel wonderful, dear.” She placed her knees between my legs and moved closer to me. My legs came apart, and I stared in shock.

What was happening to me?

Yet she was so gentle, and she touched my pussy with her hands.

I gasped. Electrical sexuality shot through my whole body. I could feel my nipples like they were little points of fire.

“Like that?”

I gulped, but gave a slight nod.

She entered me. I had natural juices and she slid right into me, all the way into me. I felt a stretching, filling feeling, a white hot pleasure slicing through me, then I was laying back, opened up, penetrated.

She stopped moving, just held herself above me.

I found myself wanting something, motion, sensation, more.

I bucked my hips, or rather my hips bucked, took me along for the ride, and I felt her penis shifting around inside me, rubbing against my nerves.

“Oh…”

“That’s it. Accept it. No need to fight it.”

I wanted to fight it, at first, but I realized that was the residue of male in me. She was right. I didn’t want to fight.

She began to move up and down, impaling me to the hilt, then drawing back, turning me inside out, causing my nerves to shriek with unbelievable pleasure.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” I chanted in time to her thrusts, and then I felt that moment of ignition. It was deep, deeper than in a man, but the resulting wave was big, bigger than anything a man experienced. It was just a huge tidal wave of roaring, sexual intensity that washed over me, lifted me up, slammed me down.

I was crying, holding on, and she slowed her motions. “There you go,” she crooned. “You’re all right now.”

She pulled back, slid out of me, and I didn’t want her to leave. I missed that filled feeling already.

She got off me, stood up and took off the strap on. She pulled her skirt back on and looked down at me.

“What happened to me?”

She say down, put an arm around me, and said, “I thought it was an urban legend. The legend…the picture of Femian Grey. But when you brought home that painting…I knew. It was no myth.

“But who is Femian Grey?”

She smiled, her eyes a thousand miles away as she turned over the rumors and legends in her mind.

Femian was born a man, but wanted to be a woman. He searched the world over, looking for a way to transform himself. He dabbled in sorcery, explored alchemy, wherever there was a rumor…he traveled and explored and tried to find the fire behind the smoke.”

She turned to me. “Where there’s smoke there’s got to be fire, and he knew that.”

“But what happened to me? What does Femian Grey have to do with anything?”

Diana smiled. “He discovered a method. He couldn’t change himself, but he could change others. So he travels the world and searches for people who want to change. He paints them, and the paintings have magical powers. If he paints you as the other sex…then the other sex you shall become.”

“But why hasn’t this…why doesn’t everybody know this? This is the first time I ever heard of such thing.”

“Women don’t speak of it, except in whispers. Men don’t know, and they would laugh.”

“But what about that lottery…for the blow job?”

“They were just putting some money together, to help you along in your new life.”

“So…no blow job?”

“What have you got to blow?” She looked at me wryly.

“But…but…”

She shushed me with a finger on the lips. “That painting was done by Femian Grey. Go on, look at it.”

I hesitated, but she sat back and motioned me up. I stood up and rounded the coffee table and looked at the painting.

I was there. In the painting. A man.

There was no trace of me as a woman.

And I knew, the painting had transformed me. It had changed me from man to woman. Somehow, against all belief systems, I had been morphed.

“But…but I didn’t want to be a woman.”

Diana was standing next to me now. She reached forward and touched the face of the man in the painting. My face. And it was like I could almost feel the touch of her fingers on my face.

“You didn’t know that you wanted to be a woman.”

“No, I really didn’t.”

She smiled and shook her head, then turned to me.

“That is why there is a final test. If you accept a penis without question…if you fuck like a woman, then the painting is true.”

“What if I had resisted? What if I hadn’t let you fuck me?”

“Then you would have changed back. You would have become a man again.”

“But now…now…will I ever change back to myself?”

“Honey, you ARE yourself! You are a woman. Proven by sex and our love.”

“But…but what will I do?”

You will live your life. You will experience the life of a woman. some of it will be difficult, but…” she shrugged. “…the rewards of being a woman far outweigh the penalties.”

I turned to the painting. I stared at it.

It was a wonderful painting. The technique was peerless. The colors exactly right. It was a masterpiece, and yet…it would never be seen outside my living room.

I would be seen, however. And I would learn…and live.

But the man in the painting, in the picture done by Femian Grey…he was done.

END
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Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.


We Feminized a Burglar!

Crime pays off…big time!


PART ONE

Jerome sat on a stack of discarded pillows and watched the warehouse. No lights. No motion. Yet he waited. He nodded a few times, but made himself stay awake. It was almost time.

Suddenly he heard the sound of a Jeep and he smiled. The security guard was right on time.

The Jeep came down the street, turned into the parking lot, and angled for the building. A quick rattle of a doorknob, and the Jeep was returning. Jerome was hidden between the dumpsters and he relaxed and waited for the sounds of the Jeep to fade.

He stood up, stretched, and slung his knapsack onto his back. Looking both ways, as if there was somebody on the long street to run into him, he crossed to the parking lot. He entered the gate and turned right, walked along the side fence.

There were no people. No sudden coughs. Nothing to alarm him. Which was as he expected it to be.

He turned left and followed the fence to the alley next to the warehouse. Right before he reached the alley he glanced at the sign over the big rolling doors. ‘Erotic Toys.’ He grinned. Pervert stuff. Big money in pervert stuff, and perverts deserved to lose their money to him.

He entered the darkness of the alley and picked his way through discarded boxes, giant spools, and other debris.

Halfway down the alley he came to a stack of pallets. He had arranged the pallets there the night before, along with an aluminum ladder. He lifted the ladder onto the pallets, made sure it was steady, then climbed to the roof of the warehouse.

Atop the roof he lay flat, like a spider, distributing his weight so nothing would give way under him. By turning his head he could see miles of rooftops and street lights.

He crawled slowly towards the skylight. He reached it and felt the lip of it with a gloved hand. No latch. But when he had been in the building the day before it had looked like a simple ‘swing up’ affair. He was prepared to get out the small hammer and break the glass but, on a hunch, he lifted, and the skylight came up.

Son of a bitch! They didn’t even have a lock up here!

He slithered through the opening and balanced on a beam. Like a tight rope walker he walked down the beam to a catwalk. He reached into his knapsack and pulled out a rope. He secured it to a rail and threw the coil into the darkness. He listened and heard the rope strike the cement floor.

Quickly, he slid through the rails and handed himself down to the floor.

He was next to to a forklift. Good, maybe he could just fork himself up when he left.

He took a step and almost collided with a table. On the table were packing supplies and a sampling of products. He turned on a small flash and gazed at the goodies.

Dildos. Butt plugs. Skimpy nighties. All the things an aspiring pervert might need to keep himself entertained. And worth a lot of money. Which money was about to be in his knapsack.

He grinned, went around the table, and headed for the office.

At the end of the warehouse a small ladder, three steps, led to the office. He took the three steps in a quick jump and stood before a door. The top half of the door was made of glass, and he thought he might have to break it, but like the skylight, the door was unlocked. He turned the knob and let himself in.

He took a camping light out of his knapsack and lifted the top. A bright cone of light illuminated the office, and he quickly turned it down to a dull glow. He was alone, but why take chances.

The office was typical. Two desks at one wall, a batteered conference table in the center, a coffee machine in a corner, and a row of filing cabinets.

A safe against the back wall.

The safe was old, no, it only looked old. It was a Rhino Longhorn, the keypad became visible as he approached it.

He put the tent light on the top of the safe, and stopped. There was something on the safe. He lifted the lantern and looked at the object, and laughed.

It was a chrome tube, the shape of a cock, with a ring underneath it.

A fucking chastity tube.

He picked it up and examined it.

GONO

GO NOwhere!

The world’s first truly escape proof chastity tube.

Chuckling, he hefted the thing. Who, in their right minds, would ever lock up their junk?

Yet, he felt a tiny quiver down there. It was sort of kinky. Get all locked up, want to fuck but can’t…can’t even feel yourself.

But, man, when you took it off you’d be super excited, super hard. The girls down at Jock’s Roadhouse would certainly love to feel him like that!

He shook his head and put the chastity tube back on the safe.

He knelt in front of the safe and took out his power drill. He set the angle and leaned his weight onto the drill. As the drill bit into the metal he kept glancing at the chastity tube.

So weird. Get your junk all locked up. And then not be able to use it. What was the point of that, eh?

Minutes later the drill broke through the outer wall. He put it in reverse and backed out. He put the drill into his knapsack and took out his picks.

He was an expert with the picks. He could pick any door in the world. Even big, thick mofos like this one.

He felt the inside of the door, felt the mechanism, and started manipulating it.

His senses were alert, and he propped himself against the safe and used just the sense of feel. His eyes were still open, however, and the tube was right in front of him.

A tumbler clicked, and he grinned, and his smile was reflected in the chrome of the tube.

GONO. Huh. What a weird name.

Another tumbler clicked, and he had an image of himself standing with a tube on. His feet spread, his package looking bigger, and women hugging his legs.

They all wanted what they couldn’t have. Heh heh.

Another tumbler, and another.

The safe door swung open.

Jerome lowered the light and inspected the contents. Letters, looked official. Probably deeds or something. A roll of gold coins. That was always good for something. He picked it up and put it in his knapsack.

He pulled open the door at the bottom of the safe and there it was. Three stacks of green. Moolah. Cash. The stuff that greased the world.

He picked up the three stacks, one at a time, and put them into his knapsack. He stood up, was about to sling the knapsack over his shoulder, and his eyes fell on the chastity tube.

Huh. A plaything for perverts. He picked it up and held it at his groin, imagined himself wearing it.

His cock twitched.

Fuck, he thought. Why not.

He unbuckled his pants and dropped his drawers. His dick was starting to jerk a bit, so he had to hurry. He slid the tube over his cock, then slipped the ring over his balls. There was a single, metal tab, and he shoved that into a slot.

CLICK! Whirrr.

Whirrr? What the fuck?

He stood for a moment, inspecting himself, feeling the kinky-ness of it all. His dick started to get hard, and he felt it pressing against the cool metal. Shit, this damned thing was tight!

He tried to pull the tab out of the slot, but it wouldn’t come.

What the fuck?

He pulled on the whole tube thing, all it did was pull on his balls.

What the fuck?

He tugged and turned, twisted and yanked, but he was caught.

Well, shit! he thought. Then he pulled his pants up and buckled. He could figure this stuff out later. There wasn’t a lock in the world he couldn’t pick. So this was just a temporary inconvenience Heck, maybe he could even pawn it, when he managed to extricate himself from it. Sell it for a few bucks.

What a laugh, eh?

He slung the knapsack over his shoulder, exited the office and headed for the fork lift.

There was a remote on the side of the forklift, and he hoisted himself up to the catwalk. He untied and coiled his rope, put it into the sack, and walked across the beam to the skylight.

He smiled. He had panicked a little bit when that damned thing hadn’t come off, but it was cool. He could get himself loose easy enough once he got home.

So thinking, he pulled himself up to the skylight and started to slither through.

ZAP!

“AIIIE!”

His groin felt like it had exploded. The pain ripped through him like lightening through a lightening rod. He fell back and barely managed to catch himself on the beam. He sagged over it, tried to recover and figure out what to do.

He climbed backup on the beam. He felt his groin. The tube thing felt hot. He had an image of his poor penis over a torturer’s fire. Fuck, he hoped he hadn’t hurt himself.

Well, fuck this, he thought, and he crawled back along the beam. He must have set off some weird sort of electronic security thing, and the metal in the tube had conducted the shock. Better to just go out the front door.

He walked back along the catwalk and stepped onto the forks. In seconds he was on the ground.

He walked to the front door. It was locked from the outside, but had a simple lever on the inside. He turned the lever and opened the door and peered out. So far so good.

The night was cool, silent, ready for him to make his escape.

He opened the door and stepped—

ZAP!

“AAIIEEEE!”

He jerked back and gabbed his crotch. He could feel the heat of the tube with his hands. He danced a little bit, trying to relieve shock of the electrical charge, and slowly the pain faded.

Heysoos! It felt like his cock had been spitted and roasted! So that’s what guys felt like in the electric chair1 Holy Heysoos chewing gum with false teeth!

In the back of his mind he had a niggle, a little bit of panic, and the panic began to grow.

The fucking security system was hooked up to the chastity tube! There was a perimeter, and he couldn’t fly out, tunnel out, and certainly not walk out.

His mind started to race.

Maybe if he could insulate the tube thing. But he couldn’t think of a single thing in the warehouse that would enable him to do that.

Or, what if he drilled in and…no. His high speed drill would take a bit of time to wind down, and before he could take it out of a hole it would have been pulled forward, right into his cock. Heysoos, Heysoos, Heysoos!

He turned back to the warehouse. There had to be a key somewhere. Or tools that he could use.

He hurried through the warehouse back to the office, his eyes searching the darkness, looking for that magic chastity tube remover.

Into the office, and he didn’t bother with his tent light. He turned on the lights and began tearing the place apart.

He opened all the drawers, pulled them out, felt through them, turned them over on the table, then swept the drawer contents off the table. Next drawer.

He found screwdrivers and pantyhose, nail clippers and make up.

Drawer after drawer, and the area around the table became a mound of office supplies and personal belongings.

Old purses, used batteries, new batteries. Flashlights, eyeliner, dimes and nickels. Bottles of vitamins, paperback books, journals, logs.

He ripped pages out of books, searched everywhere, but there was no key. And he was so panicked now that he didn’t even stop to think about the fact that there was no keyhole on the tube.

He lifted the coffee machine and looked under it, then threw it on the floor.

He emptied cans filled with tea bags onto the floor, his eyes searching.

He ripped a clock off the wall, then several paintings.

He went into the small bathroom on one side of the office and tore that apart. Everything in the medicine cabinet, lifted the plate on the back of the toilet. Felt along edges under and around the sink and the toilet.

Nothing.

Out to the warehouse, hurrying down rows, his eyes searching for something, anything, a tool, a key, anything to get him out of this damned GONO.

He went to the door. He thought about making a break for it. Trying to get out of the force field, or whatever it was.

But the memory of his cock feeling the shock, and the heat of the tube. He knew that wasn’t an option.

He could see a line of  light rising over the horizon.

He ran back through the warehouse, now totally panicked. He turned over desks, broke windows, not even thinking about what he was doing, just desperate for release form this strange, cruel prison he found himself in.

Interestingly, his cock was still trying to erect. It had been trying to stiffen up the whole time. But it was all crammed up and jammed and couldn’t do anything but…hurt. A mild, annoying pain that was, he hated to admit it, sexual in nature.

Fuck! What the hell had he been thinking?

Slowly, he began to run down.

Dawn was coming. He was caught.

He sank to his knees. He fell to his forearms.

And, totally overwhelmed, he fell on his side.

He lay there, unthinking, wishing for a way out of this mess.

And, he fell asleep. Like a soldier in the middle of a battle, pushed beyond exhaustion, he slept.

“What the fuck!”

What a mess!”

Jerome opened his eyes slowly, afraid. The night came crashing in on him.

He had burgled, and been caught in the worst possible way, by his cock.

“Get up, you son of a bitch!”

Jerome rolled over, sat in the cross legged position. His head hung down and he was near limp. His mind was totally blasted. He had never been caught, but now…now…

There were two women. Late twenties, Barbie doll bodies, and gorgeous faces.

One was a blonde, looked a bit like Anna Nichole Smith. The sensually curved lips, almost a sneer, but a sneer that said she loved you. Even though, at the moment, Jerome was sure she didn’t love him.

The other was a brunette, looked a bit like Raquel Welch. The eyes that devoured and gave boners with a look.

The blonde nudged him with a foot. “Get up.”

He struggled to his feet. He was hungry, desperate, wanted to run.

“Look,” the blonde nudged the brunette.

The brunette chuckled a mean chuckle. “The dope actually put on a GONO. What the hell was he thinking?”

“Can you…can you take it off?”

“Sure. Let me get a saw, or better yet, a hatchet.”

“No! I mean…please…can’t you…”

“Shut up.”

“Can I leave? Is it safe to leave?”

The brunette laughed a bitter laugh. “Sure. Let me turn up the juice first.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a fob.

Jerome eyed the fob, it crossed his mind that he could grab it, turn the electrical field off and make his mistake.

She knew what he was thinking. She turned the fob so he could see a row of little buttons. “Good luck with the code. By the way, three tries and your weenie will look like it’s been on the grill for a week!”

He sagged. “But…I need to…can’t you…”

“We’re calling the police.”

“No! Please don’t!”

The brunette pulled out her cell and hit 9 and 1…and the blonde put her hand on the girl’s forearm. “Wait.”

The brunette looked at her friend. “What?”

“Call Rod.”

“Instead of the police?”

“He is the police.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Do you want the police nosing around? The next thing you know we’ll have the city inspecting us. The county coming by to ask about taxes. We’ve been keeping a low profile, everything legal, but do you want the attention?”

The brunette frowned. Then she looked at her phone and hit a real number.

Jerome tried again. “Please. I’m sorry. If you let me go I’ll disappear and—“

“Shut up!” They spoke in unison, totally shutting him down.

They told Jerome to sit in a corner, and they left him there. They went out to the warehouse, to discuss things, and to wait for this ‘Rod’ fellow.

Jerome watched them through the open door. A cop car pulled up, and Jerome lost it.

He had never been caught! He couldn’t go to jail! He had to get out!

He ran out of the office and jumped to the floor. The girls yelled at him, and he heard the cop’s car door slam shut, but he knew there was a back door. He had to find it, go through it, jump over the fence and make his getaway!

He turned down an aisle, went behind the office, and saw a door. The word ‘exit’ was glowing red above it.

He heard footsteps pursuing him.

He reached the door, he opened it, he—

ZAP!

“AAAIIIIEEEE!”

He fell back into the warehouse and collapsed.

“Crap, look. It’s smoking!”

Jerome heard the words, but everything seemed so disconnected.

Hands lifted him to his feet. He staggered, his eyes opened and he saw a badge.

He looked up. A cop’s face. Serious. Topped with a cop’s hat.

“Oh,” he groaned.

“Nah, that’s just dust from when he fell back.”

“Well, it looked like smoke.”

“Well, it’ll smoke next time. I turned it all the way up.”

The brunette pulled on his arm and he turned. She was right in his face. “You hear that, numbnuts? Next time you run your weenie is going to burn until it looks like a raisin!”

He found himself nodding. Not understanding completely, but knowing that he was caught and there was no way out…outside of burning his dong off.

“You want me to take him in?”

“No,” mumbled Jerome.

“Well, we don’t want the attention out here. We don’t want people poking around. Besides, you know how we feel about prison. People don’t really get rehabilitated…”

“I’ll never do it again.”

They looked at him, then ignored him.

“Well, unless you report a crime, follow through with pressing charges, there’ s not much that can happen. Do you want to just let him go?”

“No!” The brunette and the blonde chorused.

“We need this place cleaned up. And he’s done a lot of damage. The cost of the safe alone, and then…look at this place!”

“I’ll clean everything up and you’ll never see me again.”

They turned to him, and now they were thinking. Jerome pushed, “I’m sorry. I’ve never done anything like this, and I’ll—“

“His name is Jerome Mason. We’ve had our eye on him for a while.”

Jerome stopped talking, his mouth hung open. They had been watching him? They knew about him?

“We can’t let a hardened criminal loose.”

“I…but…you…”

Jerome blathered.

The cop smiled. “So…that GONO thing. Is it really escape proof?”

The girls looked at him. Brunette said, “We were trying to decide whether we should carry it. That was a sample we set up to test it. We think it’s too good. We weren’t going to carry it.”

“The funny thing is,” blurted the blonde, “we were just talking about it being used to rehabilitate criminals. We were just joking, and we left it on the safe. We had no idea numbnuts here was going to pay us a visit the very next day.”

Jerome cursed inwardly. Heck, if he had burgled the place the day before, or the day after, the GONO thing probably wouldn’t have been on the safe. Certainly not hooked up to an electrical type of fence.

“You could probably keep numbnuts locked up until he has fixed everything, paid for damages. Of course, I’m assuming you’re just going to let him go. I’m a cop, can’t stand by and watch somebody forced to work, but…you could probably even have him sign a contract, make sure you’re protected legally, that sort of thing.”

“Hey,” Jerome said, not liking the sound of Rod’s proposal.

“Shut up,” the girls chimed together.

Blonde: “So he could work here, get paid, but his pay will go to repairs. He can fix things he broke, and make up for the damage he caused.”

“Sure. If he wanted to.”

Seeing it as my only way out, I blurted, “Sure. I want to do that.”

Rod: “Sign a contract? Do guard duty at night, let the girls bring you a sandwich or something?”

“Yeah! Yeah. Sure!” I was so anxious to get out of going to jail I didn’t realize what I was getting in for.

The cop nodded. “Well, I can take him to jail, or perhaps you’d like to have a chat with Mr. Mason, see what kind of an agreement you can hammer out?

Jerome turned his attention to the girls. “I’d work hard.”

“Stay here all night and guard against freaky assholes who want to rob us?”

Jerome gulped. He knew the brunette was deliberately describing him. “Yeah. Sure. Can I have a sleeping bag or something?”

“Huh,” Blondie said, then: “What about all the things you broke?”

“I’ll fix everything! I can fix everything.”

“Well, okay,” Rod grinned. “I’ll be going,” he focused his gaze on Jerome, “But call me if you need anybody arrested. Statute of limitations is five years for burglary.”

Jerome wanted to object, to say something, but he knew he had to butter up the girls. “I can fix everything.”

The blonde turned to the brunette, “Let’s set up the video.”

“Video? What for?”

“To protect us, numbnuts, in case somebody thinks we’re abusing you.”

“You’re not abusing me!”

“Not yet,” the brunette muttered. “I’ll get the video equipment.”

The brunette walked out of the warehouse, opened her trunk and started rummaging around.

“Good thing we didn’t leave that stuff in here,” the blonde remarked.

Jerome looked around, then he bent down and started picking up papers. “I’ll work good. You can believe me.”

The girls didn’t, of course, believe him, else they wouldn’t have set up the video equipment.

Fifteen minutes later the brunette clicked the on button. She hurried around to where a couch had been set right. Jerome was in the middle, between the two girls.

“Hi!” bubbled the brunette. “I’m Tammy!”

The blonde said, in equally cheerful manner, “And I’m Linda. This is Jerome. Jerome is our favoritist person in the whole world.”

Jerome blinked. He was a favorite? Maybe things would turn out okay.

“Jerome has been simply dying…” Tammy put a hand against her chest and valley girled her words, “…to be our live in slave boy. And because he is just the sweetest thing in the whole wide world,” Linda kissed his cheek and he blinked and tried to look at her, but Tammy had her hand behind his head and pulled his hair to keep him looking away from the camera. “We’ve decided we’re going to play this game with Jerome.”

Linda said, “See? He’s even put on a GONO chastity tube, to remind him that we’re having such a fun game. Tell everybody why you like to wear a chastity tube, Jerome.”

They had told him what to say, and that he better look happy saying it. He spoke brightly, “I just love it when my cock is all trapped and everything. It’s so cool to be horny. I want to be horny the rest of my life.”

“Okay, Jerome-y, we’ll keep your little peeny a prisoner for you, what do you say?”

Jerome turned to one, then the other, “Thank you Linda. Thank you Tammy. Thank you for making my dreams come true.”

Linda turned off the camera, loaded the video to her phone, and sent the thing up to the cloud.

Jerome sighed. Done. Now maybe he could get out of this GONO thing. He asked brightly, “Can you let me out now? I have to pee.”

“Oh, shut up,” both girls said.

“But I thought I was your favoritist!”

“You’re our favoritist asshole. Now shut up before we spank you.”

Heck, let’s spank him anyway.”

Normally Jerome would have liked two girls talking about spanking him. Right then, the expressions on the girls’ faces, he felt like a tuna sandwich at a shark convention.

“But. I thought…” then he was quiet. It was very ominous in the office, and he was starting to feel uneasy.

“Okay, numbnuts,” Linda finally said. You will begin by picking up every piece of paper in this office. You will put them on that table, sorting them into stacks. Contracts there, receipts there, letters there…”

She picked up a couple of pieces of paper and got him started, then she picked up the camera and headed for the door.

“Wait! Where are you going?”

“I’m taking this video contract to a place outside the range of your GONO.”

“But aren’t you going to help me sort through these papers?”

She spun around and stepped right into his face. “You messed it up, you fix it up.” then she was out the door.

Jerome looked at Tammy, but Tammy ignored him.

It took Jerome several hours to sort through the paper on the floor. During that time Linda returned, and the warehouse kicked into gear. Surprisingly, they had no employees. They did all the work themselves, and there was a lot of work. They answered the phone while packaging orders, they called vendors while stocking shelves, they even took did video conferences on iphones while in the bathroom.

And, speaking of this last, they were completely unembarrassed. They simple went into the toilet, left the door open, and crapped. And wiped. And they didn’t care that Jerome was in the next room, sorting papers and trying to fix the coffee machine or something.

All of which was having an effect on Eugene. The tube was making him horny.

As he figured out the sorting of the papers and the fixing of the furniture, as he relaxed from the tension of almost being arrested, he began to feel his cock trying to stir. He felt it pushing, swelling and being stopped, and it was a sensation that was almost painful, even as it turned him on more and more.

“I meant it when I said I had to pee,” he said at one point.

“So pee,” snapped Linda.

“But…don’t I have to take it off?”

“Nope.”

He went into the little toilet and tried to close the door, then realized why the girls had been so unembarrassed. In tearing up the office, in looking for the key that wasn’t, he had broken a hinge on the door. He couldn’t close the door, and the girls were sitting just a couple of yards from him.

“What’s the matter, numbnuts? Can’t close the door?”

He ignored her and tried to pee while standing up. His stream splattered all over the floor and the back of the toilet.

“Fuck!” He said, trying to stop peeing.

“Sit down, numbnuts.”

He spun and sat, and felt the relief.

“And make sure you clean up the mess.”

He sat with his head down. What the hell had he gotten himself in for?


PART TWO

Later in the day, Jerome was done with the sorting. “I’m done, can you take this thing off?”

“Nope. And stop asking.” Linda swiveled towards him and contemplated him sourly. “Do you know how much damage you did in here?”

He did’t.

Thousands of dollars worth. At minimum wage, and you’re not really worth that, you’re going to be here a few weeks. Maybe even months. So I suggest you figure out how to fix things and keep a VERY low profile. The last thing we want to do is see your stupid face.

Jerome backed off. He went out to the warehouse and found a chair and sat in it.

For the dozenth time he wondered what he had gotten himself in for. He sighed, and sat, and sighed again.

Finally, nothing to do for it, he went back inside the office and picked up a chair he had broken. He opened up his knapsack and took out his power drill. He found a screw that had fallen out of one of the drawers he had upended, and set about repairing the chair.

A half hour later he turned the chair over and put it next to the desk where it had originally sat.

He went to the coffee table, took the machine off and began fixing the coffee table.

Tammy came in, saw the chair, glanced at him, then gingerly sat down. She rocked back and forth, banged it up and down a little, then blurted, “It doesn’t tilt anymore.”

“Really?” Linda tried it out and a surprised expression crossed her face.

“Hey, numbnuts, how’d you level this chair?”

“Level it?”

“Yeah, one leg was short, it used to tilt whenever somebody sat on it. How’d you get rid of the tilt?”

“I don’t know.” He shrugged and continued working on the coffee machine table. He didn’t notice the girls glancing at each other.

The truth of the matter was that Jerome was handy with tools. He had always liked tools, he had learned how to use tools in the most delicate manner when learning how to crack safes, and he had actually become a craftsman. Simply, he had a fine eye for detail.

And he didn’t really understand that himself. He just cracked safes and was unaware of his burgeoning talent.

Five o’clock. The girls kept working. In a small operation like theirs they put in the long hours. At six o’clock they ‘Uber Eated’ for dinner. The Uber arrived, Tammy paid and brought the bags in and set them on the big table. “Soups on, kiddies.”

Jerome was trying to undent a cabinet and he stared at the food on the table. He hadn’t eaten since before he had burgled, and he was hungry.

“Come on, numbnuts. You, too.”

He walked over to the table where the girls were unwrapping dishes. Tammy pushed a cardboard carton towards him and he sat down. Shortly he was eating real Chinese.

“What is this stuff?”

The girls blinked. Tammy said, “It’s Chinese.”

“But it doesn’t look like Panda Express! I mean, it sort of does, but…” he put a bite in his mouth and near swooned. This was far more delicious than fast food Panda.

Tammy snickered.

Linda said, “What a numbnuts.”

Jerome didn’t care what they called him. He was eating, and it was ten times better than his usual MacDonalds fare. Then he slowed down, his hunger blunted, and he did care.

“My name is Jerome.”

Linda and Tammy glanced at one another.

“After what you did in here…your name is ‘Shit for Brains.’

Glumly, he realized that he really had messed up. “Look, I am sorry. Usually I’m neat and tidy. I just want to get in and out. I’m not interested in making a mess.”

“Could have fooled me,” Linda spoke wryly.

“How come you’re a burglar, anyway,” Tammy asked.

Jerome shrugged. “I couldn’t get a job. And the jobs I could get all paid crappy, not enough to live on. So…” He shrugged again. He was in a shruggy mood.

The girls didn’t have much to say to that; the reason he gave was why they had gone into business for themselves.

“Are you going to make me wear this thing all the time?”

“That’s our insurance guarantee that you won’t bug out. Besides, didn’t you say on video tape that you loved living this way?” Both girls smirked.

Linda said, “What’s the matter? A little bit tight?”

“I would like a larger size. This one is…I can’t…”

“You can’t what?”

“I can’t get a hard on.”

Linda snickered. Then she sobered. “We are going to have to check him out every few days, make sure he’s clean. We don’t want his junk rotting off.”

“What?” blurted Jerome, his eyes widening.

“We’ll just tie him up and check him. We’ve got lots of ways to tie him up, right?”

The girls grinned.

Jerome suddenly found a fortune cookie. He cracked it, extracted the little piece of paper. It said, ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’

He crumpled the little slip of paper up. Not funny.

At nine ‘clock the girls finally knocked off. They went to their cars and drove away.

Jerome looked down at the sleeping bag they had left him. He snorted.

He went to the office and turned on the computer. They had bought a new one to replace the one he had broken, so he didn’t feel badly about using it. After all, he was paying for it, right?

First he looked up the GONO. He inspected the site thoroughly, even hacked into the site and looked for ways to get out of the GONO.

Nothing. It was actually foolproof. Or, escape proof.

He pulled his pants down and examined it. He looked at the fob, which Linda had left on her desk. He should be able to figure a way out, but he was a little worried about setting the thing off. What if he turned the zapper part of it on and then couldn’t turn it off? He would be cooking until dawn!

Finally, since he was on the computer anyway, he went surfing for porn.

Inside the GONO he was hornier than a rhino in heat. His cock had been trying to escape all day, and if he hadn’t had the stupid thing on he would masturbated ten times over.

He searched for ‘big boobed babes boffing.’ Lots of wanking material, and he pushed on his chastity tube, wishing he could feel his cock, wishing it could expand and…and spit.

Then he searched ‘females fellating ferociously.’ Oh, man, there were thousands of vids. So many vids and he only had two eyeballs.

Then he searched for ‘copulating cunts corkscrewing.’

On into the morning he surfed, getting more and more excited, and more and more frustrated.

Finely, he had had enough. Frustration without the relief. He couldn’t stand it. He slid into the sleeping bag and tried to sleep.

He was too horny to sleep.

He was so horny, and he wanted take his mind off it.

But what could he do?

He could run around the warehouse…there wasn’t any place he could take a cold shower….what could he do?

Finally, he dozed off, and was awake almost instantly. At least his cock was awake, morning wood, and he felt like somebody was compressing his cock in a garbage compactor.

He jumped out of the sleeping bag and ran for the bathroom.

“Ahhh!”

He came out of the bathroom, zipped up, and saw that it was only five in the AM. Fuck. Maybe three hours sleep, and he was wired. What to do…what to do?

He looked out at the warehouse. The order table was filled with orders. He had seen the girls do it, and it was easy. Match the invoice with the order, box it up, put on a label, do the next one.

So he spent an hour filling boxes and tossing them into the mail cart.

Six o’clock. Fuck. And his cock was still throbbing, trying to get hard.

He went back into the office and looked around. The window that opened on the warehouse was painted closed. Stupid. He took a wood chisel out of his knapsack and cracked a line in the paint, then he sanded edges. When he was done the window opened smoothly and even looked good.

Six thirty. He tried to ignore his penis pushing in his prison. He grabbed a mop and cleaned the bathroom, then scraped up paint spatters. He was just finishing when the girls arrived. He went out and sat on the ladder to the office and waited for them.

They opened the big door and let some sunshine in. They strode up the center of the warehouse and Jerome watched them. When they passed the mail order table Linda nudged Tammy and whispered something.

Jerome didn’t notice. He was trying to ignore his cock.

“Here’s breakfast.” Linda tossed him a bag. McCrapo. With Mcsuckfries and Mclousyeggsandwich.

Still, he was hungry, and he began eating. He made some coffee while he was chewing, and washed the swill down. Hunger abated, he went to work.

In the light of day he could see why the mail order table was twisted and saggy. He broke out the power drill and fixed it. Then he sanded off a few splinters. To Linda he remarked, “If you have a power sander I can fix this table up right.”

Linda blinked. Jerome turned and headed for the forklift. A vendor had just arrived and plunked five crates just inside the warehouse.

Linda went into the office and stood at the window, the freshly repaired window, and watched Jerome wheel the forklift around.

“Do you believe this guy?”

“The coffee machine works better now. And he cleaned the bathroom.”

“Hunh.”

Jerome worked all morning. He didn’t talk much, he just focused on work, and tried to ignore the pounding, throbbing lust in his cock cage.

That afternoon he rewired the phone system, getting the excess wires tightly wound and pushed out of sight.

Tammy looked at Linda and opened her hands helplessly. She figured they were going to have to bully Jerome all month, and finally tell him he was done just because they wanted to get rid of him. but this was…ridiculous. He was actually a good worker.

They didn’t eat lunch. Too much work, and the girls usually just munched on a power bar.anyway. They tossed a bar to Jerome, who devoured it, then went out and did jumping jacks, and push ups, and squats, and other exercises. in truth, he was doing something, anything, to get his mind off his poor, hurting cock.

That afternoon he rearranged the warehouse system, getting all the dildos in the same area, cataloging kinky underwear, and making the place twice as efficient.

Dinner. Spaghetti and meatballs. A big Coke. They sat around the big table in the office, and Jerome ate slowly, his head down, having his own thoughts.

The two girls sat at the other end of the table and watched him. In truth, they were stunned. Nearly all the damage Jerome had caused was repaired. He still had to pay a lot of stuff, but they were now actually functioning better than before he had burgled his way into the warehouse.

Back to work, and Jerome filled in the orders that had accumulated since the afternoon mailing.

That night he again perused porn, but stopped after a while, it was just making him hurt.

He didn’t know what to do. He did some exercises, but there were only so many jumping jacks and push ups he could do.

Finally, he decided to repaint the office.

He found an old and rickety ladder and some paint. He laid out some plastic liner and began painting.

The ceiling. Two walls. Skip the bathroom for now. He needed better paint for that anyway.

Finally, he was on the last wall. He moved the ladder into place, held the paint brush in one hand and stepped up the ladder. The third step broke and he fell backwards, hitting his head on the corner of the table.

“Jerome? Are you all right?”

He looked up at Linda, whose face appeared uncharacteristically worried.

“You didn’t call me numbnuts,” he mumbled.

She took no notice of his remark, just helped him up. He looked around. “Oh, crap, I’m sorry.”

The paint can had spilled across the floor. The thin rug was caked and quite ruined. The ladder was broken and laying on its side. But at least three walls and the ceiling were done.

“What the heck?” Tammy blurted, stepping into the office.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome begged. “I didn’t mean to mess it all up.”

Tammy stopped talking and took it all in. The perfectly painted walls and ceiling, the accident with the ladder.

“I’ll fix the ladder. And I can throw away the rug. I’m sorry, I guess I’ll have to work to pay for another one.”

The girls looked at each other, then, for some reason, they backed off.

“Okay,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” murmured Tammy.

Jerome went to the old bathroom in the corner of the warehouse and washed the paint out of his hair. Then he took out the ladder, rolled up the carpet and dragged it out. He forked the rug and took it to the end of the warehouse. All the girls had to do was run it a few yards to a dumpster, then tilt the forks.

Disconsolately, Jerome walked back towards the office.

Tammy stepped out on the ladder. “You’re a mess. You’re clothes are ruined.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome almost felt like crying. He had thought painting the office would be a big brownie point, and now he was in more trouble than ever.

“Well, we can’t have you looking like that. We’re going to have an open house next week. We’re thinking about opening to the public, and we can’t have you looking like that. Throw those clothes away. It’s time to check and make sure your cock is all right.

Jerome went back to the forklift, took off his clothes, even his shoes were ruined, and stacked everything atop the folds of paint ruined carpet. Naked, except for the GONO, he returned to the office.

Tammy and Linda were to one side. They were fastening ropes to the struts of the metal shelves.

“Come here, Jerome. Put your hands up and spread your legs.

His face red, Jerome spread, and the girls tied his wrists and legs apart. He stood there, paint spattered, and waited. He felt like a steer waiting for slaughter.

Tammy brought a hose out, fastened it to the slop sink faucet and started spraying Jerome off. Linda stripped down to nothing and began scouring him with a brush. The brush wasn’t stiff bristled, but it wasn’t a normal, soft bath brush, either.

Linda worked his back, scrubbing traces of paint off. Then she moved to the front. The brush excited his nipples, brushing over them again and again, and Jerome moaned.

“What?” she asked.

“It…the brush. My nipples are sensitive.

Perversely, Linda grinned and ran the brush directly over his nips.

“Oh, fuck…” he whimpered. His cock was cramped inside the GONO, and his legs quivered with the pleasure of the sensations.

Linda laughed.

“What’s so funny?” asked Tammy.

“Watch.” Again she ran the bristles over Jerome's chest, and again he shivered and his knees buckled.

Tammy laughed. “You want to check his junk now?”

“Might just as well.”

Linda went into the office and returned with the fob. Jerome watched as she clicked in some numbers, but he couldn’t see the sequence. The GONO suddenly whirred…then clicked open.

“Oh, GOD!” Jerome shrieked in relief. His cock hardened fast and the GONO fell on the floor.

Linda and Tammy began laughing.

“Geez, Jerome,” Lina said. “It’s only a cock.”

“You’re only saying that because you don’t have one.”

Tammy, meanwhile, put the hose down and lifted his cock. She sniffed. “It’s okay. Needs a little soap and water, but it’s not going to fall off today.”

For a second Jerome worried. What about tomorrow? But he didn’t say anything.

The girls got some soap and began stroking him. His cock was red and erect and started to drip.

Tanny chuckled. “He’s not too small, is he?”

“Any bigger and I’d call it a cock.”

Jerome moaned and lurched and thrust his hips into her hand.

“No, no. Mustn’t be a bad boy.”

“Please,” Jerome begged. “This thing is killing me. I’m horny, and it hurts cause I can’t grow. I need to get off.”

“And how did you propose to get off, Jerome?” Linda was laughing on the inside when she asked this.

“I…I can…”

“You can what? Masturbate? Your hands are tied.”

“You can untie my hands.”

“And then you could untie your feet and run right out of here.”

“I won’t.” He was pleading. “Please, I promise.”

Linda was stroking him slowly, not enough to get him off, but enough to drive him crazy. “You’ll forgive us if we don’t trust you.”

“Why can’t you trust me?”

“You are a thief, after all.”

There wasn’t much Jerome could say to that.

“However, if I stroked a little faster,” she hurried her hand for a moment. Jerome started to twist and lurch in his bonds. Then Linda stopped.

“However, giving pleasure to a burglar isn’t my idea of justice.”

“But I’m fixing everything! And I’m trying to be good! Can’t you please…can’t you?”

His eyes were pleading.

“You know,” Tammy observed, “You might have to.”

“Why?”

“How we gonna get his cock back in the tube if you don’t?”

Linda frowned.

“Yeah! You have to get me off! You have to!”

Linda protested, “I don’t want to have to jack this fool off every couple of days.”

“You could always use your mouth?” Jerome offered.

Both girls looked at him with disgust, and shrunk a bit.

“We could take turns, and he isn’t dirty, so we can go another day, maybe two, maybe three.” If we only have to clean him say every five days, then you would only have to jack him off every ten. That’s not bad.”

“Yeah, but I hate getting all that jizz all over my hands!”

“So…make him clean your hands.”

That was an electric moment. Jerome gaped, Tammy grinned, and Linda considered Jerome.

“How about it, Jerome. Will you lick your stuff off my hands if I get you off?

“Hey…but…I don’t…you can’t…”

Linda giggled. “Come on, numbnuts, you want to get off or not?”

“But I don’t…you…I can’t…”

“Okay, then we just leave you here until your dick gets small enough to be stuffed in the GONO, and I don’t care how long it takes.”

Jerome begged and wheedled, but Linda wouldn’t break. finally, so horny he couldn’t stand it, he gave a nod.

Linda grinned and sped up and within half a minute Jerome was moaning and twisting his hips and filling Linda’s hand with his white baby batter. His head was tilted back, his eyes rolled back, and he was obviously experiencing an orgasm of unbelievable intensity.

“All right,” Linda smiled, “Here’s your extra special treat.” She held her hand up.

Jerome was disgusted, sick to his stomach, but she held his nose and tilted her hand in front of his mouth. Having to breath, he opened up, and his slimy juice slithered down his throat.

He gagged and choked, but swallowed, then it was done.

“See? That wasn’t bad, was it?”

Jerome opened his mouth and waggled his tongue, wishing he could drink something and wash the residue out of his mouth.

“Okay dokey,” Tammy picked up the GONO and put it back on him.

Jerome felt disgusted, and relieved, but then, to his horror, his dick started trying to get hard again.

“Wait a minute! It’s getting hard.”

The girls laughed, and Tammy pushed the tab into the lock and he heard the CLICK! and whirrr.

They untied him.

“What about clothes?” asked Linda. “We can’t have him running around in his birthday suit.”

“Why not?”

“Well, okay, we can. But we have the open house coming up the week after next.”

Tammy frowned. “I don’t want to go out and buy some male clothes.”

“So give him some of the clothes he ruined.”

Tammy smiled.

“Hey, wait a minute! What clothes I ruined?”

“We had a crate of sample clothes. Everything from hats to high heels. You threw a large Coke into the box when you overturned the mailing table.”

“Oh…but…aren’t those girl clothes?” In truth, there were only girl clothes in the whole warehouse.

“You can walk around naked if you want.”

“Okay,” he took a defiant stand.

“Of course we won’t be willing to jack you off next time.”

“What? Why not?”

“You may not have noticed, but we only hire girls here.”

“But you’re the only girls here!”

“I rest my case. And if you ever hope to get out of here then you’re going to have to at least look a little bit like a girl.”

“But…I can’t…you…”

Tammy went to a big crate that had been pushed aside. She held a hand out as if to present it, “Jerome, meet your new outfit. Outfit, meet Jerome.”

“I won’t do it!”

“You will, or you will never leave here.”

“You can’t! That’s human trafficking.”

Tammy turned to Linda, “Do you see any humans around here?”

Linda shook her head, “Nope. I only see a burglar.”

“And are there any laws against burglar trafficking?”

“Nope.”

Jerome was close to tears now. He didn’t mind fixing everything, it was sort of fun, if he could ignore the pounding in his groin. But dressing like a girl?

Linda stepped up next to him. She placed a hand on his GONO and patted it gently. Jerome felt the surges of horniness starting up.

“Now, Jerome, there’s nobody here to see you.”

He folded his arms. “Nope.”

Tammy walked over to the slop sink and picked up the fob. She held it up. “Jerome. We have a business to run, and we don’t have time for your fake modesty.”

“Fake modest—“

“So you are going to wear what we tell you to, or you’re going to find out how this fob works.”

Jerome eyed the fob. Oh, crap! Could it give him a shock? He knew intuitively that it could.

“No…”

“Linda, hand him some underwear. If he doesn’t put it on I’m going to press the button and give him a crispy critter. How about it, Jerome, feel like having your hot dog cooked until the skin is black and crumbly?”

“No! No!”

Linda reached into the crate. She brought out a thong. She handed it to him.

Tears now starting to fill his eyes, Jerome took the underwear and pulled it up. The string snugged into his asshole, and he felt the sting of pleasure.

Linda handed him a bra. He tried to put it on, but he couldn’t figure it out and she had to help him.

“Excellent, Jerome,” Tammy smiled. “Linda, go get that pair of breast forms that were returned.”

Linda disappeared down one of the aisles in the warehouse, then returned with a massive pair of breasts.

“Aren’t these a bit large?”

“He’s a man. His chest is wider. These will work.

Linda shoved the breast forms in, and muttered, “We’ll get you some glue so these won’t shift around.”

Jerome was stunned, he didn’t understand what was happening. “I…I…I…”

“Okay, he’s skinny enough, give him a dress.”

Linda held up culottes and a sheer blouse.

“Sure,” Tammy agreed.

Shortly Jerome was standing in very feminine garb.

“No bad. We have to shave his legs, and comb out his hair.”

“How about the locking heels?”

“What?” blurted Jerome.

“He does need shoes,” Tammy agreed.

Linda ran into the aisles again, then brought back a couple of pairs of heels. She sized his feet, selected one pair, and helped him into them. Finally, she laced them up and clicked the lock at the top of the heels.

Jerome stared down. His cock was struggling! WTF?

Tammy put the fob in her pocket and came to him. She walked around him, inspected him. His face was red and his cock, struggling inside the cage was likely much redder.

Heck, he had just squirted, and now his dick was going crazy in its prison.

“I like it. He needs make up.”

“Let’s let him get used to his new clothes, then we’ll do the whole thing.”

“Why are you doing this? Jerome sobbed.

“Because we are going to have an open house, and we can’t have you running around like a stupid male.”

“Males aren’t stupid!”

“They are if they try to steal other people’s stuff.”

Jerome soughed in disgust, and tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Well, time to get to work.”

Jerome worked all afternoon in a funk. Oddly, the split dress thing was sort of sexy, the way it rubbed his legs, and the bottom of his legs were naked, and felt…cool. Sexy cool.

The weirdest thing was the boobs on his chest. They bounced, they swayed, they made him aware of how he walked and moved.

The hardest thing was the shoes. By the end of the day his feet were killing him. Yet he couldn’t take the heels off. By the time the girls left for the day he was reduced to sitting and trying to rub his feet through the shoes.

“Poor Jerome,” grinned Linda.

Tammy: “Now you know what women go through.”

“Can’t you take them off for the night?”

“Well, we could, when you get ready for bed.”

“I’m ready!” Hell, he’d lay awake all night in the sleeping bag if he had to.”

“No you’re not.” Tammy grinned and held up a baby doll.

“Oh…no!”

“Oh, come on. You’ll like it.” she tossed the short nighty to him. “It’ll feel so sexy.”

Again, Jerome was almost reduced to tears. He took off his clothes…leaving the bra and tits on, as Tammy commanded, and slipped into the baby doll.

“Damn, Jerome. “You’re one sexy bitch.”

He stared after the girls angrily, but they merely laughed and  sauntered out of the warehouse.

But the short night gown thing actually did feel good. His legs were electric, all bare and tantalized by the bottom of the garment, his chest still bounced and flopped around, and the material slithered across his skin.

All of which caused his wanna be boner to struggle and push against the cage.

He didn’t bother with porn, it was too hurtful in his caged condition. Instead he went in search of something to read. He found a few websites, lots of dirty jokes, but finally settled on ‘War and peace.’

He read for a few hours, trying to forget his condition, even as his condition struggled to remind him. Finally he dozed off.

RING RING RING!

He sat up abruptly. The phone. He glanced at the clock. Seven in the morning. The girls weren’t here. but the phone was ringing. He struggled out of the bag and leaped for the instrument.

“Hello, Exotic Toys. May I help you?”

“Hey, who’s this? Where’s Linda? I want to order some stuff.”

“She’s not here, but I can take your order.” He grabbed a pen and paper. He didn’t know what he was doing, but he had seen the girls take orders, so…

Tammy and Linda had carpooled that day, and had had a flat tire. They were an hour late. A grumpy hour. All the orders they must have missed, all the money down the drain. They stomped across the floor with snarly faces. They climbed the short stairs, entered the office, and stopped.

“Sure, we can do that. This Friday. Sure, I’ll put a rush on it myself. Yes. Your credit card just went through. You’re welcome. Have a rest of your day, too.”

Jerome hung up, finished scribbling his order, and looked up. “Nobody was here so I took the orders. Is that okay?” His expression revealed that he was worried that he might have screwed up again.

Linda and Tammy stepped to the table and inspected the invoices. Every one was done right, in easy to read block letters. And every one of them had been paid.

Tammy picked up one order. “You got Fred to pay up front?”

“Yeah, is that okay? He didn’t want to but I explained we couldn’t just give stuff away and he was okay with it. Did I do okay?” Jerome was sweating now.

Tammy couldn’t believe it. NOBODY had ever made Fred Hawkins pay up front. And he always stalled for months before paying his bill.

She looked at Jerome, who’s eyes were begging for approval.

“I guess you did okay.”

He sighed in relief.

“Now go put on a dress, a real dress, then you can eat.”

Jerome didn’t hesitate. He was so relieved to find out he didn’t screw up that he zipped down the stairs, trotted to the big crate and picked out a dress. He pulled it on, then he even bent down and locked his high heels on.

Tammy looked at Linda. “Do you fucking believe it?”

Linda just shook her head.

For two days Jerome worked around the warehouse, prancing about in dresses or even lingerie, and the girls watched him disbelievingly.

“I can’t believe it. He’s…he’s happy.”

“Seems that way.”

“If this keeps up he’ll have worked off his debt to us by the open house.”

“I never thought I’d say this, but I’ll be sorry to see him go.”

“You and me both. Shall we give him the works tomorrow? Start getting him used to make up and such?”

“Yes.”

In the warehouse Jerome turned the forklift, lifted crates, and…and he actually had a half smile on his face.

Ten days later…Jerome was up early. He made sure his legs were shaved, and his chest and his back and his arms and everything. His boobs were glued firmly in place. They would bounce sexily, but not shift around.

He fastened a garter belt, then rolled his stockings up. He snapped them in place, made sure there were no runs, then pulled his panties up. They fit snugly over his cock cage, and the thong felt so good on his brown button. He wiggled into a dress, then reported for make up.

He was learning, but he still needed help. Linda made him up, colored his eyes and applied red lipstick. She handed him the gold tube when she was done. “Keep it with you. Refresh often. People are more apt to buy from girls with red lips and big boobs.”

“Okay dokey,” he answered breathily, making sure his voice was high.

He looked down, and Tammy was done with his nails. They helped him into a sexy pair of open-toed heels, and he stood up and smiled.

His hair had been done the night before, and it was a tangle of lush curls. His earrings sparkled against his neck, and his rings emphasized his long, slender hands and nails.

“Okay, you have the prices memorized?”

“Yep.”

“And you know about the specials for large orders.”

Jerome turned to her, “Don’t be a worry wart.” Then she turned and sauntered out to the warehouse. As she descended the ladder Linda could see the first cars entering the parking lot. She smiled. This was going to be a busy day.

“He’s paid off, you know.” Tammy observed.

“You want to try and hire him?”

Tammy sighed. “No. He’ll be anxious to go.”

They watched as Jerome greeted the first people into the warehouse.

It was going to be a profitable open house. And they were going to have to hire somebody. But…Jerome…he was perfect. But they knew he wanted to get out of chastity and return to his life.

His life of burglary. Which saddened them. Such a waste of a good human being.

“Well, let’s go.”

The two girls descended to the warehouse floor.


EPILOGUE

The open house was a raving success. They had had way more visitors than they had planned. Orders had gone through the roof. They needed somebody to help them fill the orders, but it was the end of Jerome’s ‘employment.’ After the Open House was done and all the people had left, Tammy and Linda called Jerome to the office.

“Hi girls, what can I do for you.”

Linda held out the fob and pressed it.

Whirrr! CLICK!

Jerome looked down. He felt the release of pressure, he felt the chastity tube sliding off his dick and hanging up in his panties.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted. He lifted his dress and grabbed the cage. He held it up, grinned, and looked at the girls. He placed it on top of the safe, where he had first found it.

Tammy held out an envelope. “Jerome, you did better than we ever expected. Here’s a couple of hundred to help you out. Are you going to give up burglary?”

Jerome was silent. Burglary was all he knew.

Realizing they didn’t really want to hear the answer, the girls hugged him, and presented him with one last gift. Male pants and shirt and shoes. A few minutes later Jerome walked into the dusk, free at last. His knapsack of burglary tools over his shoulder.

Behind him the girls sighed, and turned away.

“Too bad,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” agreed Tammy.

They set about closing up shop. They were heading out for a bite to eat, maybe a little champagne, and a discussion about how to expand the business. Both of them felt that little niggle of sadness. They were already missing Jerome.

Seven in the morning, Linda and Tammy drove into the parking lot. They parked and strode across the lot to the front door.

They pushed open the big door and walked in.

Down the center of the warehouse.

Up the stairs, and they stopped.

A trash can had been upended and a small mound of trash was on the floor.

A bottle of Jim Beam was open on a desk, and it was empty.

Jerome was on the conference table, wearing his bra and breast forms and nighty. His cock was locked in the GONO.

Linda pushed on the table. Jerome stirred, then sat up and faced the girls.

“I guess I went back to burglary.”

Linda, with a smile, “You know this is going to cost you.”

Jerome nodded, “I hope so.”

END
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Femwood Mansion ~ A novel about 83 million dollars, a mansion, some panties, men turning into women, and women turning into men!


I was Feminized and Dominated!

And she looked like such a nice lady!


PART ONE

“I wasn’t peeping!” I cried.

My mother just looked at me with disgust.

“I swear! I was playing hacky sack on the way home and made a bad kick and the sack went into the bushes. I was looking for the thing when Mrs. Johnson came out and caught me!”

“That’s the silliest story I have ever heard,” Mrs. Johnson said.

My mother frowned and contemplated me.

We were sitting my Mrs. Johnson’s parlor. She’s an old bag. Well, she’s a middle-aged bag, with a pretty nice set of ta tas.

The parlor was in her Victorian style house. And it was decorated with old furniture you might find in a Goodwill, which made sense. She was an old lady in an old house with old attitudes. I mean, I really was just looking for my hacky sack. And she came out screeching like a bat and grabbed my ear.

I could have popped her in the belly and ran, but…I’ve been raised not to hit girls. Even if they are old bags.

“I don’t know, Mrs. Johnson,” my mother said. “James doesn’t normally lie. He gets good grades and—“

“I didn’t want to say this, it’s so…embarrassing.”

We looked at her. Well, mother looked at her. I hate to say it, but I looked at her bosom. I mean, that chest was large!

Of course it was buttoned up in her old style dress, but, still…

“What is embarrassing?”

“He was…” she looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening.

“He was playing with his little thing.”

“WHAT!?” I jumped to my feet.

“My mother’s eyes went open in shock.

“He…was…masturbating?”

Mrs. Johnson was nodding. Her face looked very smug. Her lips were clamped together.

“Well, I…”

“Mom! You can’t believe this! This is a lie!”

That was my real mistake right there. If I had just denied the accusation calmly Mom might have sided with me, or at least said she would deal with me at home…and then forgotten about it.

But I had called an adult a liar.

Heck, if I had just said, ‘that’s not the truth,’ I might have skated. But I had shown disrespect to my elders.

Mom turned on me.

“I’m sorry to have to say such a thing. But he was standing next to the window, peeking in at me, and when I saw him he was red in the face. I acted like I was merely going into the next room, then I came running out and caught him with his…his penis in his hand!”

“Mom!”

But Mom just looked at me. Sadly. “James, I am disappointed.”

I felt the bottom drop out.

“I don’t know what to do to with you.” She turned to Mrs. Johnson. “It’s difficult raising a young boy after his father dies. Perhaps I should talk to someone. Maybe counseling.

Mrs. Johnson sniffed. “There are other methods for correcting wayward children.”

My mother looked askance. Truth was, we didn’t have money for counseling, and, let’s face it, we all know that psychiatrist types are all a little loony.

“Yes. When I was a child we would dress a boy who didn’t behave in a grown up manner in petticoats. And we would have him work for the offended party until damages were paid, and until the offended party was mollified, and until definite change was observed.

“Petticoats? I’m not wearing some stupid girl’s underwear.”

Mom looked at me, and her face showed her shame. She had really bought into the idea that I was peeping and jacking. But it was a lie!

“It’s not just underwear, of course, but it is very effective. And if it is not effective there are anti-masturbatory devices that can be worn.”

“Really?” My mother glanced at me, and I could tell that she was actually thinking about this. “Unfortunately, I work until six and James is on his own. I don’t think I can monitor him sufficiently to make such a plan work.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem. I don’t work, I am the ‘offended party,’ and I am willing to oversee such training. He could do work around the house to pay for my attentions.”

I was aghast. I had never heard of such a thing. Petticoat training? I knew petticoats had to do with some kind of undergarment, but…this was the 21st century!

But my mom was buying it. She was thinking about it. She kept listening to the old bat, and glancing at me, and her face was serious.

“Mom, I can’t…it’s not manly…I wouldn’t be able to face my friends!”

“Understanding the other sex, and learning to respect them by being them is an old training method for errant children. It was used with high effectiveness through the last century. You can find pictures of men in dresses with curls. There are even pictures of FDR in petticoats.

“The president of the United States?”

Mrs. Johnson nodded righteously.

“Oh, come on…” I whined.

“Have him report to me after school and I will show him discipline and mold him into a man of high character. And I guarantee that when I am done with him he won’t be masturbating in public again.

“Mom…”

“James, I’ve heard enough out of you. I’m very disappointed in you. Now let me listen to what Mrs. Johnson has to say.”

“But…”

“Go sit on the porch and wait for me.”

Stuttering in outrage, but not making sense, I exited the big living room with all the old furniture. I sat on the porch in the big swing chair and pouted.

I hadn’t been playing with myself. I had no interest in peeping at an old lady. Now maybe if she was a MILF, or maybe even Mary Jane, the girl who sat next to me in home room…but she wasn’t and I hadn’t been playing with my cock!

But, not I’m going to tell you something weird. Something that I never could have admitted at the time…my penis was hard. And throbbing. And it had started getting hard when Mrs. Johnson started explaining about ‘petticoat punishment.’

So I sat there, hacky sack in hand, and felt like the world was picking on me.

A half hour later Mom came out. Mrs. Johnson bid her good day, and all Mom said to me was, “James, come with me.”

We walked down the wooden steps, past the bushes that lined her house and which had claimed my poor hacky sack, and turned right on the sidewalk. Fifty yards down the walk we turned to the right again. That’s right. I lived right next to the old bag.

“Mom,” I blurted as we entered the house. “You can’t honestly be thinking about Mrs. Johnson’s stupid ‘petticoat thing!’

Mom turned to me. We were the same height. She was five foot four, which is good for a woman, but I was only two inches taller. My father was a tall man, but somehow I must have missed the gene.

She tapped her foot and frowned, and I realized that she was a pretty good woman, but she was getting worn down. Dad dying, having to support me, and now thinking that I was turning into a pervert…that had to be rough on her.

“James, I’m thinking about it, and quite seriously. The fact is that you have a lot of home alone hours, and you need adult supervision.

“But…wearing old girl clothes?”

“How do you know they are old?”

“I’ve read about petticoat punishment and—“

“When did you read about petticoat punishment?”

Uh oh. “Uh, at school. One of the guys had an old book that showed pictures of grown men in…in petticoats.”

“Which guy?”

“What? Which…I don’t remember. It was just a bunch of guys and one of them had a funny book and we looked at it.”

“Which guys?”

“Mom!” I professed outrage, but the fact of the matter was that I liked to go on the net and peruse porn. The images, and videos, of men wearing petticoats, and…other things, got to me. I would always have a boner.

But there is a huge difference between looking at some sap wearing girly clothes and having some old biddy dress you up.

“So you’ve been reading porn.”

“It was just one book! And I hardly glanced at it.”

“But you can’t or won’t name the guy who brought the book, or the other guys who looked at it.”

Damn! She wasn’t buying it.

“Mom, look. I’m home on time. I’ve got good grades. My nose is to the grindstone and I’m…” I blathered on, trying to defuse the situation.

In the end Mom just told me to go to my room and she’d call me for dinner.

So I went to my room. And looked at my computer wistfully. If it wasn’t for Mrs. Johnson I could have spent the afternoon looking at videos and stroking myself to a frothy squirt. Now I was in trouble, and…oh, crap! I laid out my home work and tried to concentrate on it. I was going to have to be the good, little boy. My life depended on it.

An hour later we had dinner, and we didn’t talk much. Usually Mom asks me how my day was, asks how my classes were, if there was anything bothering me, but tonight we just ate. And she sort of picked at her food and thought. And I knew what she was thinking about.

Finally, done with dinner, I did the dishes. Mom disappeared, and I sighed and just washed and dried and put things away. Finally, I was done, and I walked back to my room…and froze.

Oh, no!

Mom was looking at my computer.

Not only that, she was looking at my porn!

“Mom—“

“Sit, Mister.”

I sat, and my face turned red. She went through my stash of big breasted women. Saw gallons of cum being projected on willing, red lips. And…worse…she stumbled across my interest in such sites as ‘Sex Mages and Other Strangeness.’

She read a short story, looked at me with absolutely no expression, and then resumed reading the contents of my porn library.

Finally, she stood up, looked at me again, didn’t say a single work, and left.

Oh, man. I was more busted than busted could be.

And, I was mortified.

But, worse, my cock was so fucking erect it wouldn’t go down!

Heysoos! My own mother had seen my kink, and I was in boner city. What the hell was wrong with me?

I lay awake late that night, and finally slept, and was awake early. Tired, but humiliated, and red-faced, and…hard as a rock made out of steel.

My mother had busted me.

Mrs. Johnson was going to ‘take me in hand.’

I vaguely remembered dreaming, and I think I saw Mom and Mrs. Johnson talking about me in my dreams. Whispering things and looking at me.

I was even embarrassed in my dreams!

“James, get up.”

I sat up quick. Mostly to hide the big lump in my sheets. “What’s happening?” I asked, but she was already gone.

I got dressed quickly, worrying all the while, and headed for the downstairs. I arrived and Mom was waiting for me. I glanced at the clock. She was an hour early, but ready to go.

“Come with me.”

I followed her out the door, down the walk, and over to Mrs. Johnson’s house.

Oh, no. This was bad news.

I followed her up the stairs and she knocked on the door. A minute later Mrs. Johnson ushered us in. We sat on the same uncomfortable chairs and Mom opened the conversation.

“Mrs. Johnson, it pains me to admit this, but my son has a sexual problem.”

Mrs. Johnson sniffed and raised her head. She was vindicated, and I felt like I had just walked into the wolf’s den. Her eyes glittered in satisfaction when she glanced at me.

“I honestly have no other solution, and I greatly appreciate your offer to help straighten James out. When would you like to start?”

“Right now,” said the old harridan. “But we must set some ground rules.”

“Of course.”

“James must do exactly as I say.”

“James, you will follow all of Mrs. Johnson’s directions promptly and without complaint. Is that understood?”

I hung my head and whispered, “Yes, Mother.”

Mrs. Johnson: If the event that he proves unruly, doesn’t follow directions well enough, is not compliant in all attitudes, I will spank him.”

My mother blinked. then, oddly, she had a small smile. She turned to me. “James. Do you understand that?”

I nodded.

“I am a firm believer in corporal punishment. I will not spare the child and spoil the child.”

Mom nodded.

“Furthermore, as I will be helping him dress and learn new mannerisms, I may have to touch his body…and even his private parts. This will be done with alacrity.”

I think mother gulped, but she went right ahead and said, “That is perfectly fine.”

“Very good. I think this will work out then.”

“Excellent. I need to be at work.” She turned to me. “James. Best behavior. You heard the rules, and I expect a glowing report.”

“Okay.”

She noted a bit of surliness in my voice and frowned, but she didn’t do anything. She turned to Mrs. Johnson, said she would talk to her later, and wished her a good day.

Five seconds later I heard the door closed, and I was alone with Mrs. Johnson.

“Come with me,” she stood up and walked across the room and started up the old staircase.

I followed along, watching her behind as she mounted the steps.

She wore a black skirt, down to her ankles. Her feet were in stiff looking heels. They weren’t unduly high, and looked like the kind that would be worn by witches. Pointed toes, buckles, heels that were about a half an inch in diameter and flared at the bottom. Her blouse was lace, with a high collar and long sleeves. It was buttoned severely and her back was straight.

And she had those giant boobs. Of course I couldn’t see them from the rear, but the way she walked I knew she had to be supporting a chest of some magnitude.

And, she had a pretty good ass, too. It was large, but it was nicely round. Her midsection was a bit thick, but just thick, not fat.

Uh, oh, I mentally chastised myself. “Don’t think about…too late. I had a boner. How the hell could that happen? She was middle aged, and I had a hard on because of her body parts? What the hell was wrong with me?

We reached the second floor and walked down the hallway. She didn’t say a word, merely walked into a room, and I followed her.

We were standing in a large bedroom. At first I thought it was her bedroom, the big poster bed, the glimpse of clothes in the closet, but it wasn’t.

“This will be your changing room. You will find sufficient clothes in here, and I expect that you will NOT be putting your nose into mine.”

What? She thought I was going to sniff her undies? Man, she was cuckoo if ever a person was.

She walked to a dresser, bent slightly, and opened the middle drawer.

“Get undressed.”

I blinked. Yes, she had said I was to…she would help me…but…but there was no out for it. I began to take off my pants.

She placed a pair of pink bloomers on the big bed. They were too large, and they had ties at the bottom of the short legs.

I took off my shirt and stared at the thing. Bloomers? I mean…really?

She placed a weird, fluffy skirt on the bed. I would learn that this was the actual petticoat. Then a regular skirt.

“Take off your trousers and panties.” Panties. Not tighty whiteys, or underwear, but…panties. Old lady had a one track mind.

I took off my pants, and stopped.

She laid a corset on the bed, and my eyes popped. I was supposed to wear a corset?

“Your panties,” she glared at me.

“I…can’t…”

She looked down, and my problem was plain to see. My dick poked the material out. I mean, I was hard!

“I’ve seen a penis before. Now take your panties off or I will administer a spanking.”

“But…but…”

She didn’t even hesitate. She reached out and grabbed my dick and pulled. I went up on my toes, I tried to push her hand away, but that lady had a grip! I was firmly caught.

She dragged me to a chair next to the dresser and sat down. She pulled me right across her lap. For a minute I was afraid my cock was going to come off. She was that brutal.

I was facedown, and she pulled my underpants down. All the way down. In spite of my struggles, she seemed to know exactly what to do to get her way.

Naked now, my penis was between her legs, and she clamped her thighs over it.

Fuck! If I thought her hand was strong, it was nothing compared to her thighs! My cock was caught so hard I thought it was going to be squashed.

SMACK! She hit me with a hair brush that had been sitting on the edge of the dresser.

“OW!” I cried, and I lurched down with my hips, which caused my penis to burrow deeper between her thighs. I felt the softness of her dress, and my penis…it felt good.

SMACK! But my ass felt bad.

I lunged my butt down to get away from the demented hairbrush.

SMACK!

Lunge, with the resultant good feelings slithering along the shaft of my cock.

SMACK!

She kept spanking, and I kept lurching down, and I suddenly realized that my cock felt good, no matter how bad my ass felt, and I was actually masturbating between her legs. I was jacking off while she spanked me!

And I began to want the spanking. Yeah, it hurt, but my cock…my cock was about to burst!

Then she stopped. And I actually wanted her to continue, to finish me off.

She pushed me off her lap and I fell to the floor. I sat there, rubbing my butt, my penis sticking up, red and actually throbbing.

She looked at it, sniffed, and said, “Yes.”

That’s all. Just, ‘Yes.’ As if everything she suspected about me was confirmed.

She stood up. “Put your new clothes on.”

I got up, realized I was crying, and very confused. The pain and the pleasure was…intoxicating. I hated it and I loved it.

I went to the bed and selected the bloomers. I stepped into them and pulled them up. They fit like a pair of loose underpants.

“Fasten the ties,” she instructed.

I did. Little blue ribbons on the waist at each side, and blue ribbons at the bottom of the legs. I suppose it was cute, in some other universe.

“Now the corset.”

I picked up the thing, and was confused It was just a piece of really stiff material, felt like there were bones in it. And it flared out at the top.

“Like this,” she put it around me, attached hooks in the front, then began pulling the strings in the back. And, oh, God, did she pull the strings. She not only had a grip, she had some arms. She went top to bottom and pulled each string. And when she was done she did it again, and a third time.

I couldn’t breath. I felt light headed. I put a hand on the bed and steadied myself.

“You’ll get used to it. Just concentrate on breathing. High and shallow might help.”

So I breathed, and eventually the light headedness waned. It didn’t go away completely, and I was to learn that people in corsets should always feel a little woozy. It makes them goofy, almost like they are high.

She was waiting for me to be able to function again, and when I finally took notice of her…she was staring at the poke of my cock through the thin material of the bloomers.

When she noticed that I noticed her noticing, she gave me the fluffy dress thing.

I managed to step into it, though it was difficult bending in the corset, and pulled it up.

It stuck out to the sides, and she told me to put on the regular skirt.

I say regular, but it was wide. And it took me a few minutes to get it over the under dress. When I was done the dress spread out like you see in old magazines.

“Very good,” Mrs. Johnson said. She then helped me into a blouse like hers. A bit puffy in the upper chest, long sleeve, buttons all the way up to the neck, and a frilly collar.

Man, I felt stupid.

But she was pleased.

“Stockings.”

She had me put on a pair of woolen socks that went up over my knee. She mumbled something about needing garters, then handed me the witch shoes.

I stared at them, sighed, and tried to bend over and put them on. I couldn’t.

“Too fat,” she muttered under her breath, then she knelt in front of me and slipped on first one shoe, then the other. She buckled them, six, little buckles up the front, then stood back and inspected me.

“Yes,” she said. She was a big one for that one word that was her idea of a compliment.

“Come along now.”

I followed her down the hallway and, man, it was weird. My feet were slanted like I was walking downhill. I had to figure out which part of the foot to put down first, and that stupid dress swishing around didn’t help.

We went down the stairs, and I held onto to the bannister tightly. I managed to make it to the ground floor, and followed her into the parlor.

She handed me a book. “This will correct your posture.”

I looked at it. The bible.

“How will the bible…what’s wrong with my posture?”

“You slump. We will fix that. Now, put the book on your head.”

Oh. That stuff. I put the book on my head with a sigh.

“Walk to the kitchen door, turn, and walk back.”

I did, or at least I tried. Stupid book fell off at the second step.

I picked up the book and she took it and put it on a table. She sat on the couch and pulled me across her lap again. She didn’t grab my penis, but my penis was all mixed up in the dress material anyway.

SMACK!

She pushed me away and I managed not to fall. I got to my feet. Added to my earlier spanking, that hurt. My derrière was definitely feeling the pain.

“What’s that for?” I rubbed my ass through the dress.

“Don’t rub yourself. It’s unseemly. The spanking is for dropping the good book. That is very disrespectful.

“But how am I supposed to keep it on my head and walk at the same time?”

“Take slow steps. Place one foot in front of the other. Most of all….be aware. You are not a clumsy buffalo of a man any longer. You are dainty. A butterfly. A cupcake of exquisite sweetness.

I gawked at her.

“And close your face. It’s not ladylike.” She handed me the book.

I tried. Oh, God, how I tried. But at the fourth step it fell off. but I caught it. Mrs. Johnson’s mouth was open, she was about ready to call me to her lap, but I looked at her victoriously.

She sniffed and said, “continue.”

I placed the bible atop my head and began walking again. four steps, a fall, and I caught it. Five steps. Three steps. Then, I missed the book and it fell to the floor. I looked up, my face stricken. The look on Mrs. Johnson’s face was of victory and vindication.

“Come here,” she sat on the couch.

I crossed the floor slowly. “Please, Mrs. Johnson. I’m trying! Please don’t spank me!”

She grabbed my arm and twisted me down. SMACK! SMACK!

Oh, God! Two spanks, and I knew, intuitively, that the next spanking would be either three spanks, or four. She was either adding a spank to each drop of the book, or doubling it. I hoped she was only adding one.

Back to walking. Five steps, eight steps. Ten steps and I reached the other side of the room. Oh, crap. I had to turn around. I did, and my total and complete attention was on how the book sat on my head.

I made it! And grinned, and dropped it. But caught it.

A minute later and I dropped it again, and missed my catch.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

She shoved me off her lap, and said, “You must try harder. A real girl would never drop The Good Book more than once.”

That was actually the right thing to say to me, in an odd way. It put me in competition…and I totally missed the fact that I was now trying to be as good as a ‘real girl.’

We practiced walking for an hour, and towards the end Mrs. Johnson was giving me pointers.

“You must glide. Your hips must not go up and down. You are not a horse in gait! You are a lovely fairy creature!”

And, towards the end, I did drop the book less, though my muscles were incredibly sore from the weird way I was learning to walk.

“Very well,” Mrs. Johnson finally said. “I suppose we have done as much damage as we can today. It is time for you to do your school work.”

“School work?”

“Is there a problem?”

“It’s summer vacation!”

“Learning never ends. But since you don’t have any school work I will let you do some of mine.”

At first I was confused. A middle-aged woman doing school work? Then she took some books down from a shelf, and I realized she had saved her books from her own years in school.

I tried to do the lessons, but they were too hard. The first lesson had to do with grammar, and it was high school level, but…it was weird high school. It talked about the sex of words. I’m serious! The sex of a word! Here’s a passage from her grammar book.

Grammatical gender manifests itself when words related to a noun like determiners, pronouns or adjectives change their form (inflect) according to the gender of noun they refer to (agreement).

I’m serious! I mean, how can you hope to understand that? I had never seen such a thing in my life.

“Education is lacking,” she said, when I appeared stymied and confused. “When we are done you will be properly educated.”

I studied for an hour, and the only good thing was that I didn’t get a spanking. I did, however, get the worst headache in my life.

But, lunchtime, she made me drink tea and the headache, miraculously, went away. She told me the tea had feverfew and ginger and willow and coriander seed in it. And she made me memorize the recipe. Which just about made my head ache again.

Still, after a sandwich, tuna, with the crust trimmed off, I was ready for the afternoon.

Needlepoint. I kid you not. I had to sit in that stupid dress and stick my fingers with a needle until she was happy. And it took a lot to make that woman happy.

After needlepoint we cleaned the house. And I mean cleaned.

For a middle-aged woman she had more energy than the Energizer Bunny. And she used all that energy to make me get up on a ladder and dust cobwebs, to sweep the porch, to mop the kitchen, to polish the silverware, to clean the windows, to…all afternoon. For hours and hours, though, when I looked at a clock, it was only Two hours. But, God! What a lot of work I did!

And I was getting tired. I yawned. I had been up late all night, and I was ready to go to sleep.

Mrs. Johnson noticed. “Come along.” And I found myself in the sunroom, laying on a ‘rolled arm reclining lounge.’

That’s a chair with a built in part for the feet, and one side higher than the other. She bade me lay down, brought me a damp towel, which she placed on my head, and she began rubbing my chest.

“Sleep if you can. I know this younger generation is weak, and we will build you up. But. right now…” she rubbed and rubbed, and I noticed that her hands were rubbing on my pectorals. Actually, my nipples, and my dick, which had never gone completely soft, was now sticking straight up again.

I was wearing that dress, all puffed out, but she reached down and touched my cock. “And you really must control this penis.”

She held it by the head, right through the material, and I was suddenly totally awake under the damp rag. My nerves were all firing and my penis throbbed.

She shook my penis by the head and said, “When this is erect you are capable of the most brutal thoughts. You must learn to control yourself, not give in to your base nature.

I was about to squirt, right between her thumb and index finger, when she let go.

I sighed and sank back.

She grabbed it again. “Now, think of other things. Think of a summer breeze, being at the beach. Think of anything other than your filth.

Heysoos playing baseball without a bat. I thought of a summer breeze blowing on my cock. I thought of being at the beach, the hot sun giving my cock a sunburn. I thought of my filth.

And I almost came again.

She let go.

She rubbed me. She grabbed me and spoke again, admonishing me to control myself, to not give in to my desires.

For nearly an hour she did that to me, and by the time an hour was up I was exhausted. My hour of rest time had turned into an hour of torment. My cock felt like the whole thing was bruised, and I was dripping all over my under dress. Mt…petticoat.

“Come along now,” she walked out of the room. It’s time to enjoy the afternoon.”

Her idea of enjoying the afternoon was cutting the lawn, trimming the bushes, which I did. She cut some roses and arranged them while I sweated in my heavy skirts and tight corset.

And, worse than that…I was outdoors! Where people could see me! People walking along the street glanced at the girl doing the lawn. And even a few of my school mates happened by. They stared at me, but I made sure I focused on cutting the lawn in the back of the house.

Finally, I was done. It was four o’clock now, and I was beat. I was ready to throw in the towel. Mrs. Johnson, however, had other ideas.

“Come along,” and her straight back marched up the stairs.

I followed along like a wilted flower.

Into the bathroom.

The bathroom? What the…I was immediately worried. I mean, I figured she was going to measure my pee, or count my poops.

Instead, she simply said, “Get undressed while I draw your bath.”

I struggled out of my dresses and blouse, needed help with the corset, and then was able to bend over again and untie my shoes and take off my stockings.

Honestly, I was embarrassed, even though I was tired my dick was, as usual, erect.

But Mrs. Johnson just looked at it, sniffed, and helped me into the big, clawfoot tub.

It was warm, luxurious, and had a heavy perfume scent. I didn’t like the sweet smell, but I liked letting my weary bones relax.

I slid down into the water, and suddenly she pushed on my head. I went down all the way, struggled, then came up again. I was all set to yell at her for trying to drown me, but she was at the sink doing something.

Frustrated, my dick head up on the water and looking like it was floating, I just sat there. Relaxed, tried to forget the misery I was undergoing.

She came back to the tub and sat behind me. I could feel her large breasts touching my shoulders.

“Don’t move now.”

She began giving m a haircut, but it was a weird haircut. She just made little snips here and there, and kept combing it out, and I asked, “What are you doing?”

“Your hair is a mess,” she said. “It’s long enough, that’s the style, I suppose, but…it has never been trained. Your hair is like you. Unruly and in need of direction.”

Hunh! Sounded stupid to me.

But the water felt good, so I just sat there and let her comb and brush and snip, and then I realized she was putting curlers in my hair!

“What are you doing?”

“Giving your hair some body. You’ve actually got wonderful hair. But…” she made a tsk tsk sound.

I wanted to jump up and run, but I was trapped.

She put curler after curler into my hair. Dozens of the things. It made my scalp tight. I felt so stupid.

Then she pulled the plug and the water drained. My cock had gone down a bit, it had been hard all day, after all, but now it stood up again.

Ms. Johnson ignored it. She toweled me off. She paid particularly close attention to making sure my butthole was dry. And she even got out a hair dryer and aimed it up my crack. Made me jump, but my rectum sure was dry after that.

Then she began drying my hair. She took her time, and made sure there was no moisture at all in my hair.

“Let’s get you dressed,” she said, grabbing my cock and leading me out of the bathroom.

I squeaked, “Can we take the curlers out?” I was afraid she wouldn’t take them out at all, that she would make me go home in them.

She led me back to my room, and began dressing me again. But this time she let me get dressed in more modern clothes.

I put on some tight panties, so tight that my cock was sort of strangled. Then some nylons, actual nylons, and a yellow dress. And it was modern. But the style was for somebody in the sixth grade!

Then shoes. Pumps with low heels.

I looked in the mirror and was freaked. Totally freaked. I stood there in curlers, wearing a dress, and then she took out the curls. As she had said, I wear my hair long. Truth, I’m just too lazy to get a hair cut. Besides, all my friends wore their hair long.

But I watched in horror as long tubes of curls began to dangle around my head. Soon I had a bouncy mop of curly curls.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted.

“I will give you your spanking later.”

“For what?”

“That shalt not take the Lord’s name in vain. You may presume that means his father’s name, too.”

Oh, crap!

She stood back and smiled. “Your mother will be pleased.”

“What? you’re cra—“ I managed to stop at the squinch in her eyes.

“You may go home now. Please take this letter to your mother.”

“Go…home?” I turned eighteen shades of red.

“But…I’m wearing…a dress!”

“And you will be for the rest of the summer. And if I have anything to say about it, and I probably will, you will wear a dress to school. Now, shoo. And I will see you in the morning, fully dressed.”

Stunned, dismayed, horror stricken, I walked out of the room, down the stairs, out the door, and back home. Fortunately, there was nobody on the street, and I made it without being seen.


PART TWO

It was almost six o’clock, and Mom was due home soon.

I tried to think of something to do, a way to comb out my hair, a way out of these clothes, but I knew that that would be a disaster. She would report me to Mrs. Johnson, and then the spanking I would receive would be biblical!

So I sat in the living room, the TV on, my mind spinning frantically, until I heard the kitchen door shut.

I stood up and faced the foyer.

“Hi, honey, I’m h—“ she stepped into the foyer and stopped. And stared. Her eyes opened wider. She put her purse down, right on the floor, and came towards me.

“Oh, my God!” She deserved a spanking for that.

“You are gorgeous!”

“What?” I physically jerked. Tears were coming out of my eyes, and she thought I was…gorgeous?

“Oh, honey! I wish we had done this long ago.”

She touched the dress, felt the material. Her hand came up to my head and she hefted the curls, made them bounce. And then…I realized she was starting to cry.

My mother was actually crying! At seeing me dressed up like a girl!

“Mom?”

“It’s okay. I’m sorry. But just to see you looking so pretty. And you even smell good!”

Then she did the oddest thing. I would think about it much, later. She put her hand on my pectoral, like it was a boob, like she was checking to see if I had boobs.

Then she hugged me.

It felt weird because it wasn’t just the hug of a mother for her son, it was a mother daughter hug. Much closer, lasted longer, and her cheek was pressed up against mine.

I was stiff, but she didn’t notice. She just stepped back, linked an arm in mine, and walked me back to her bedroom.

I almost never went in my Mom’s bedroom.

She sat me on the bed and said, “How was your day?”

“It was…okay.”

“And tell me what you did.” She took off her skirt and blouse and my eyes popped. I never saw my mother in just her bra and panties.

But with me as a daughter she was apparently much more relaxed. She just took off her clothes, then slipped into a comfortable robe—too comfortable, it showed too much of her large breasts—and walked me back to the kitchen.

“I, uh…had to get dressed. And…she made me learn English. She called it grammar, and…uh…” I detailed my day, and she listened avidly. Much more avidly than if I had been telling her about the play I made at second base, or getting picked for a team.

It seemed like she really liked me better this way. In a dress. And that totally and utterly floored me. And now I was utterly screwed. I wanted to get out from under the thumb of Mrs. Johnson, but Mom was so happy…no way I was going to get her on my side now.

She was so happy that she fixed me my favorite meal, and she kept looking at me and smiling. And after dinner she insisted I sit with her on the couch, her arm around me, and watch TV. She kept hugging me and feeling my hair and saying things like, “I cant’ wait for it to grow longer.”

And, worst of all, she kept feeling my chest. Putting her hand on my pectoral.

Just before I went to bed I remembered that I was supposed to give Mom a letter. I got it from my bedroom and handed it over. Mom took it and read it, and bit her lip. She kept looking up at me, and I wondered what the letter said. She didn’t show me, however. She just said, “Tell Mrs. Johnson thatI’ve read the letter, and thank her.”

Thank her for what?

I went to bed early for a change. Usually I like to stay up late, but not tonight. I was tired, and I felt so weird.

I said good night to Mom, and she insisted on hugging me and kissing me some more, and I finally made it to my bedroom.

My bedroom, with my baseball mitt and my male clothes that I wore every day. But now I was wearing a dress. And my hair…it was so…cute. Ugh.

I took off my dress and hung it over the chair at my desk. I took off my panties and nylons and shoes, and I crawled into bed.

I lay there in the darkness, warm in bed, but…everything was so strange. Oddly, I had lost my erection. It was as if it had disappeared when I had taken my dress and girly underwear off.

But that was crazy. I was just tired. No sleep the night before, the long day.

But, I wanted to jack off. Badly. I was so horny. But…Mr. Dick went to sleep, and I shortly followed.

Mom woke me up the following day, and I came instantly awake. Normally I like to lay around, take my time getting up. And now that it was summer I really wanted to lay around.

But I was awake. The dress and the panties and the nylons and the pumps, they had me awake. They lay on my chair and desk like snipers. Aiming right at me.

No hope for it, and Mom telling me to get a move on, I got dressed, and went downstairs.

“And how’s my little honey this morning?” Mom cooed, giving me yet another of those full hugs. It was embarrassing, and awkward. I could feel her big tits pressed against me.

“I’m fine. What’s for breakfast?”

“I thought I’d try something different.” She put a bowl in front of me. It held a sort of a mush.

“What’s this?”

“Soy cereal. Here, have some milk.” She poured milk into the bowl.

I picked at it, I mean I suppose it wasn’t bad, but when a guy is used to bacon and eggs….

“And here, you like this.” She poured a glass of orange Fanta for me, and then placed a couple of slices of toast on a plate for me.

I ate, but…it was different.

After breakfast she walked me over to Mrs Johnson’s, held my hand the whole way. And then she kissed me on the cheek and hugged and kissed me yet again. This was getting real mushy.

Mr’s Johnson opened the door with a smile. “Come in, Jamie.”

Jamie? I was James. I didn’t even like Jamie. But from there on she always called me Jamie, and even Mom started calling me by that name.

The day was a repeat of the first day, but worse.

We went upstairs and she put me in pink pantaloons with ruffles around the legs. They were longer than the ones the day before. Then a dress, and the pink pantaloons would show if I wasn’t careful. And the dress wasn’t just a skirt, it was a full dress. No blouse today. And, of course, the dreaded corset.

When she laced the corset up she stopped a couple of times and inspected my chest. She squeezed my pectorals and nodded, and the corset was so tight when she was done that it pushed my flesh up and actually made my chest bulge out of the top.

Finally, in heels and little pink stockings, I was ready for my class in deportment, which is what she called it. Again, I walked with the book on my head, but she also had me do other things. She pulled up my pantaloons, placed a quarter between my knees, and I had to walk back and forth like that.

And, I had to learn how to sit and cross my legs at the thighs, not allowing anybody a peek under my dress. Which was stupid, because even if somebody could see under my dress all they would see would be pantaloons.

After deportment I studied math and grammar, and today she told me I had to speak with my lips pursed, like I was talking while my mouth was in a whistling position. I repeated long sentences, and my voice sounded funny coming through my mouth when it was like that. Sometimes it made me lisp, and she smiled when that happened.

Then lunch. A salad. Yuck. With lots of mint. I mean, I guess mint is all right, but…there was a lot of it. But there were also peaches and little berries in the salad. I didn’t think I was getting much protein, but Mrs Johnson gave me some pills and told me that would help with the protein.

Whatever.

After lunch it was needlepoint and I was forced to sit at the piano and tap my fingers up and down in something called scales. Boring.

But Mrs. Johnson insisted, and she stood right there and counted time, and smacked me on the knuckles with a ruler if I missed a beat.

After that it was time to do yardwork. I worked up a good sweat painting the side of the garage, and then got in trouble for messing up my dress.

“But how can you paint without spilling some paint?” I asked.

She just grabbed my wrist and pulled me over her lap and started spanking again. We were downstairs in the garage then, I had been putting the paint away, and she didn’t have her hairbrush. But she did have a ping pong paddle handy. Man, that hurt worse than the hair brush!

Then she took me to the basement and made me take my clothes off and put them in the wash. I was standing there naked, and my cock was plain to see. It had been hard all day, having to run around in those stupid clothes. But it was worse being forced to be naked while she was fully clothed.

“Upstairs now, young lady.” She patted me on my red fanny, and I jumped, which made her chuckle.

I went up the stairs, hurrying because I didn’t want her to cup my buns again.

Into the bathroom. Again, she had me take a long bath. She took a brush to my body today. A stiff brush, and she had me stand there while she brushed my skin. The bristles hurt, and tears began to run from my eyes.

She just laughed and said, “Grow up. Every little girl must suffer a little to earn her beauty.”

She worked her way down my arms, down my legs, and down my chest and back. I stood there and she kept dipping the stiff brush into the water and scraping my skin with it. And she took a rough wash cloth and cleaned my penis. Oh, God, it hurt…but it also felt good. I started breathing harder and harder, but she seemed to sense when I was getting close and would put her attention on washing my nipples.

Finally, she scrubbed my hair and curled it again. “When we’re done you’ll have a natural curl,” she said. And she actually put a couple of pink ribbons in my hair when she was done.

Into the bedroom that was mine, though I had never slept in it, and hoped I never would. She got out a smaller corset and put it on me. She didn’t tie it as tight as the one I wore during the day, but it was tight enough.

“I want you to sleep in this,” she said, pinching my nipples and actually reaching into the cups and pulling my flesh up. It gave me little mounds of flesh, like small tits.

“But…”

“Hush now. You’re doing well. Don’t be a disappointment.”

Then a dress, pink, with a bit of shoulder showing. And the obligatory nylons, and higher heels.

“You’ve been so good, this is your first set of spikes. They’re only three inches, but you will find them challenging.”

I’ll say. I was staggering and tottering, but she just smiled, held my elbow, and guided me down the stairs. I was almost ready to go home. I really wanted to go home, but she stopped me at the front door. She held my face with one hand and turned it this way, then that. Then she reached into her pocket and pulled out…a tube of lipstick!

I tried to move back, but she had a hold of me. She moved her hand to my cheeks and made me purse my lips, then she colored them.

“It’s only a light pink, but you need a little color in your lips. I’ll be checking with your mother, so give her this…” she handed me the tube of lipstick, “and off you go.”

I went home and was terrified. I looked out the front gate and there was nobody there.

I wanted to rub my mouth, but I knew she would check with Mom. I wanted to run into the back and climb the fence, but I turned around and saw Mrs. Johnson watching me from the porch.

I looked out on the street again. Nobody. I ran for it.

And almost fell on my face. Walking in heels was bad enough. But running was unthinkable! Your feet are on such a slant, and you had to run on your toes which makes them slant even more…and I was reduced to a simple walk. And, worse, Mrs. Johnson’s deportment lessons were working. I found myself putting one foot in front of the other. And I took small steps, like when I had the quarter between my knees.

And then…Mary Jane Becket rounded the far corner.

Oh, God! No! I had had a crush on her for years! And only this last year had I started talking to her! And she had talked back! And now she was walking towards me…and she would reach the front gate to my property at the same time I did!

I thought about walking faster, but I knew I might trip and fall. I thought about walking slower, but I was already moving slowly. So I just kept walking and walking, and she kept getting closer, and then we were at the gate.

“Hi!” She spoke cheerfully, greeting a girl she didn’t know.

Should I snub her? But I couldn’t. I knew her. And a part of me wanted to say hi. To talk. To get to know her.

“Uh, hi.”

She looked at me funny, tilted her head, then her eyes lit up. “James?” she sounded tentative, but…she knew it was me.

“Uh, hi,” I repeated. I sounded awfully lame. But then of course I was lame. I was a guy in a dress.

“But…what are you doing in a dress?”

I was beet red, and I blurted out. “My Mom is making me do this!”

Her mouth was open and she was shocked, but she was more curious. “But…why?”

“So I told her, blushing furiously, about how Mrs. Johnson had accused me of peeping when I had simply been looking for a hacky sack.

She listened, and shook her head. “Wow. That is…unbelievable.”

And we talked. And she was a sympathetic audience. Then my Mom drove in, honking at us.

“I’ve got to go now.”

“Okay. Do you come home every day at this time?”

I nodded. “Then I’ll try to come by here at the same time. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

That made my heart sing, and I realized something, the dress was just out enough that it hid my hard on. I had been talking to Mary Jane Becket with a monstrous hard on and she had never even noticed!

So I walked into the house grinning, and then stopped. Mom was in the kitchen, and she called me.

I walked in.

“Was that Mary Jane Becket?”

“Yeah.”

“Say ‘yes, mother,’ and it’s so nice that you’re making little girlfriends.”

Little girlfriends. Not big girls who wanted to find out about sex, but little girl ’friends.’

“Now tell me about your—oh! You’ve got lipstick on!”

I hung my head, but she lifted my chin and studied my mouth. “Oh, that’s cute. And it’s such a nice shade of pink. It’s not scandalous, like bad girls wear. It’s so pretty.”

I was so red the pink lipstick must have look pale, and I wanted to get out of there in the worst way. But I couldn’t. Mom insisted on interrogating me on my day, and so I was forced to sit at the table.

The good thing, she gave me some more Fanta. And she made me some more of that mushy soy cereal. And I ended up having two bowls, we sat and talked for so long.

And, you know, I hate to admit it, but it was the first time in my life that she really took an interest in me.

Before, I used to talk to Dad. And we’d have these father son conversations about baseball and how to play third base and everything.

But now I was talking to Mom, and we were having these conversations about dresses and shoes and the color of my lipstick.

And, the weird thing, I could talk to Dad all night long and never get an erection. But in talking to Mom, or Mrs Johnson, or Mary Jane…I always had the most monstrous boner.

I tell ya, it was getting scary! Because boners, in case you didn’t know it, felt good!

That night I lay in bed, and I did have a boner this night, because I had to wear the corset. I lay there and felt my penis soaring up against the sheets. I moved, and my penis slid across the material, exciting me. And my nuts felt so tight. I felt full in my balls, and I knew I needed relief.

I got up at midnight. I could hear Mom sleeping, light snores, in her room. I went into the bathroom. I managed to sit down, though the corset kept me a little stiff, and I contemplated my prick.

Oh, God, did I need it. I had been jacking off for years. I loved jacking off. There were times I even id it twice a day.

I took my penis in hand and started to stroke. A magazine fell off the back of the toilet, but it hardly made any sound. I froze for a second, then kept going. I moved my hand up and down. I reached my other hand down and tried to reach my asshole. Nothing makes a good cum like a finger up the butt. but I couldn’t reach it.

I slid off the toilet and lay on the floor. I braced my feet against one wall and got back to stroking. Now, in spite of the corset, I could feel my butthole, and I wiggled a finger around and it started to slide in. Oh, God, that felt good. And I was getting close! The days of deprivation, of being forced to have a hard on by those stupid girl clothes, I was ready to pop. I was ready, and I felt it starting up, boiling way down in my groin. I wiggled my finger harder, I was almost there, almost…almost…

“JAMIE!”

I jerked, my finger instantly out of my butt, and scrambled around. I tried to get to my feet, but the corset was so awkward that I just flailed around for a minute before I managed to stand up..

Mom was standing in the door in just her robe. I could see her tits outlined in her robe. And the robe was slightly apart at the bottom so I could see her long legs almost to the bush. And her mouth was open in shock.

And she looked down to where my hand was holding my penis, and a big drop of semen popped out. One, little squirt. No more.

My balls cried for the frustration.

I cried because I had been busted. I had been caught jacking off by my own mother, and with my finger up my ass!

Now there was totally no way out of my predicament. Mom would never believe that I hadn’t been peeping and jacking on Mrs. Johnson.

“Mom!” I cried.

For the moment I was no longer her darling daughter. Now I was just a nasty little boy playing with himself.

She grabbed my ear, much the way Mrs. Johnson had grabbed it, and she pulled me out of the bathroom. I came, my cock drooling helplessly, and she walked me down the hallway.

“I will not have a son of mine abusing himself! You will sleep in my bed, and I better not hear a peep out of you! And tomorrow I will tell Mrs. Johnson how bad you’ve been.”

She almost literally threw me in bed. I crawled under the covers and laid there, terrified. As far as I was concerned, my life was over. I had been caught. And Mrs. Johnson was going to find out, and there was no telling what Mrs. Johnson was going to do to me!

Mom took a moment to put on her bra and panties. There was no light in the room, but I could see her. I could see her large breasts, and the nipples so large. They were as big as my thumbs!

And I could see her bush! The V between her legs! I stared, and thought about turning over, but I couldn’t. I was caught, mesmerized.

Mom saw me looking at her as she pulled the bra on. “Is this the kind of son I’ve raised? Lusting after women? Playing with his penis?”

“Mom! I’m sorry! I’m—“

“Save it, buster. Save it for Mrs. Johnson.”

“But—“

“Shut, now. I need to sleep.”

She turned away from me, and I was left all alone. I turned away from her, and I started to cry. I made no noise. I had caused enough trouble, but tears were leaking from my eyes.

But mothers hear tears. I know it sounds silly, but they have a sixth sense.

Oh, maybe she wouldn’t have heard me crying if I was still solidly a boy, but now, half way to being a girl, her mind accepting me as a girl, she heard me.

She turned over, listened, then scooted up against me. She spooned me, and I could feel her breasts against my back.

“Shush now, Jamie. You’ve been bad, but Mrs. Johnson will help you.”

She had her arms around me now, and she reached up and dried my tears. “Hush now, honey. Go to sleep and it’ll be all right.”

I laid there for hours, totally wired, her arm around me, her hand brushing my chest, my nipples, and, at one point, my hard cock.

I listened to her snoring softly, felt her warm breath on my neck.             

And I worried.

“Yes, Mrs Johnson would help me. Like she had helped curl my hair and make me wear corsets. Like she had perfumed the bathwater and rolled lipstick on my lips.

She had lied about me jacking on in the shrubs, but when Mom told her about this…it was all over for me.

Mrs. Johnson would have all the ammunition she needed to do whatever she wanted to me.

And, so worried, I finally drifted off to sleep.


PART THREE

“I caught him masturbating late last night, Mrs. Johnson.”

My mother’s face was red, but she managed to keep her eyes up.

My face was down. There was no way I wanted to hear this.

We were all sitting in Mrs. Johnson’s parlor. Mom had to go to work, but she had decided to talk to Mrs. Johnson before she went.

I was sitting on a chair, prim in my yellow dress, and thoroughly mortified. My curls hung down around my face.

Mrs. Johnson shook her head and made a tsk tsk sound. “Boys will abuse themselves constantly, if left to their own devices.”

“I was asleep and I woke up and…” as she explained the situation she did lower her eyes. Then, at the end, she looked at Mrs. Johnson again and said, “And…he had his finger…he had his finger in his…bottom.”

Mom choked it out and I almost died. So what if I liked to put a finger up my fanny when I jacked off! What guy doesn’t?

Mrs. Johnson looked at me, and I felt like I was being looked down on from up high, like she on the top of a castle and I was looking out of a basement window.

“That is serious.”

“What can I do? Is there anything I can do about this?” Mom leaned forward and begged.

“Of course there are things that can be done.” Mrs. Johnson’s voice was like steel and her eyes glinted. It was almost like this bad news had brought her a kind of vindication, and with the victory came joy.

“I will redouble my efforts to bring him to heel. This will include more physical punishments. Also, I have certain devices which can be placed around his penis so that he cannot play with himself.”

My mother stared. Oh, God. Was my mother going to buy into this…this torture?

“What kind of physical punishment?”

“Spankings, primarily. But you shouldn’t worry about that. I’m only an old lady. Even if I was of a mind, I don’t have the strength to harm James. But I don’t wish to harm him, only provide corrective measures that he might see the truth of his aberrant ways.

“Well, I guess…but what are these devices that you speak of?”

“A moment, please,” Mrs, Johnson stood up and walked across the room to a staunch looking sideboard. She produced a key from a pocket. She unlocked a drawer, took something out of it, and came back.

“This is a wonderful device, used for decades to curb young boys of their corruption.”

She held out a little metal tube with a ring attached to the base.

Mom gasped and bent forward to look more closely.

“The original chastity devices were not created in the middle ages, as most people think. They were created some 150 years ago to stop young boys from masturbating. It will cause no harm, I will make sure it is hygienic every day, and will not curtail his physical activities in any way. In the event that he circumvents this device, I have others, but they will require certain adjustments, which we can go into later, should it be necessary.

“I don’t know. This seems awfully—“

“Mom! You can’t That’s cruel and unusual! It’s my body and—“

Mrs. Johnson rapped my knuckles with a rod.

“Ow!”

Mom looked at Mrs. Johnson in surprise.

Mrs. Johnson stated, “Spare the rod and spoil the child.”

Mom opened her mouth, but Mrs. Johnson continued, “Please note his erect carriage, his instant politeness. He is no longer trying to interrupt adults with his justifications.

Mom closed her mouth and studied me.

Of course I was quiet! That rap on the knuckles hurt!

Suddenly Mom turned to Mrs. Johnson, “And that is all you do? A simple rap to his knuckles?”

“Or a spanking. Please be assured, young men appreciate that kind of guidance. in fact, the only real danger is that he may come to like it.”

“Well,” Mom mused, “I do like his instant obedience. He’s never been unruly, but I know that as he grows…”

“As he grows there is more temptation. And he is sorely tempted towards willfulness.”

I started to open my mouth and Mrs. Johnson merely raised her little rod and I shut it.

Mom blinked and tilted her head slightly.

I couldn’t believe it. Mom was letting this happen to me!

Then Mrs. Johnson put the screws to her. “Mrs. Hanson. Your Jamie is not a bad boy. But he needs strict guidance, constant oversight. Lest he fall to wickedness. My methods are guaranteed to work. They have worked for over a hundred years. Examine your history. When men were raised as girls, with curls and lovely dresses, they became the leaders of society. I will send you some links so that you may do your own diligence. In the meantime, with your permission I will re-enforce my efforts. Every night when you come home you will come to a kinder, more considerate child. You will not come home to a man of base nature who spends hours on the internet looking at filth, then wastes his energy through the action of masturbation.”

And that did it. I could see it in Mom’s eyes. She liked me in dresses. She liked hugging and kissing me and chatting me as if I was a girl.

“Are you adjusting his diet?”

Huh?”

“More Soy, and other like ingredients.”

“Excellent. I have been giving him pills to make up for the lack of protein. These will start to have an effect.”

What the…I had been eating the pills she gave me, but…it sounded like there was more to it than simple ‘protein.’

Very well, Mrs. Johnson. Your methods have been working, and I certainly wish to change boats in the middle of the stream, so…”

They stood up, and I leaped to my feet. I stood there in my heeled pumps and wished for a way out of this mess.

Mom shook Mrs. Johnson’s hand, then turned to me. “I will see you tonight, and make sure you do everything that Mrs. Johnson says. I expect you to behave yourself.”

“Uh, okay.” I spoke miserably, and she frowned, but then turned headed for the door and and work.

When the door closed Mrs. Johnson turned to me. “Come along now.”

We climbed the stairs and went to ‘my’ room.

“Take your clothes off.”

I did so, very aware of how my penis was large and jutting.

She glanced at it, made a ‘humphing’ sound, and laid out the usual underwear. A corset, woolen stockings and high heels.

Oh, great. My feet were aching from the past couple of days, and these heels looked even higher. They were square toed and had little locks on them.

She also laid out a blouse and a pinafore. But not a modern pinafore, one of those ruffled ones you see in pictures of prairie children of a hundred years ago.

“What is this?”

“A pinafore. Put your corset on.”

“But don’t I have to put on panties or something?”

“Not today.”

That was weird. But…I struggled to attach the clasps on the corset, then Mrs. Johnson started pulling the ties. I gasped and gulped and turned sweaty. It seemed like she was pulling them tighter every time.

When I was near to fainting she stopped and handed me the blouse. “Put this on.”

The blouse was easy. Even though I was constricted by the corset, the blouse was puffy and slipped right on.

“Now this.” She helped me into the pinafore, and I felt truly ridiculous. I looked like a two year old in frontier days.

“Excellent.” Stockings and shoes.

Again, I needed help, but shortly I stood there, a couple of inches taller, but feeling like a couple of inches small.

“Now for this,” she held up the thing she had showed my Mom.

“I’m not putting that on.”

“You will follow directions or I will switch you.”

“You do and I’ll tell my Mom.”

She handed me her cell phone. I looked at it, and knew I was caught. Mom had given her permission to spank me, and I knew that Mom would stand by her word.

I sighed and handed the cell back to her.

She gave a tight smile and said, “Lift your dress.”

I did, and my cock and balls were fully exposed. My cock, of course, was big and almost purple with urgency. I smiled, there was no way she was going to get that little thing on that big thing.

I looked up at her with that smile, and then my smile faltered. Her smile was bigger than my smile.

She took out a glove and pulled it on. She slapped my dick.

“Ow!” I tried to cringe, to cover myself, but here was the bad news. I had been eating that stupid soy for two days, no real protein, and I was weak. And Mrs. Johnson, as I have said, was strong. She had a grip that could turn a frozen can lid, and arms built for baby whomping. In fact, she was now stronger than me. And, add to that the fact that I couldn’t move very well because of the corset…she manhandled me fairly easily.

She grabbed my arm, told me to hold still, and proceeded to spank my penis!

“OW! OW!” I yelled. I tried to cover up, but she just kept smacking my pecker, and smacking it, and…it wasn’t working.

So she spanked my balls. OW-W-W~! And that worked. My pecker shriveled right up, and she pushed the tube on my cock, put the ring around my package, and CLICK! She closed a little padlock.

I looked down in chagrin, and a bit of pain.

See, the pain of having my cock spanked was…not as hurtful as you might imagine. in fact, there was a sort of a good feeling to it. But when she smacked my nuts, that was all she wrote, brother.

And I realized something: the spankings she had been giving me, letting my cock rub between her thighs, that had been to condition me to spankings, to like the spankings.

But there had been no conditioning for my balls. No pleasure to offset the pain, and…that was why my cock had shrunk.

But, whatever her motives and methods, I was now locked up.

She stepped back and dropped my dress. I could feel my cock trying to erect again, but it was going nowhere. It just pressed, painfully, against the sides of the cock cage. And the harder it pressed the more it wanted to press, and I felt myself growing hot. My nipples heated up, I grew faint all over again, and…I was getting hornier and hornier.

To make it worse, I could feel my caged cock dangling, and the balls were being rubbed my the material of the dress, and the sides of the cock cage had little slits and I could feel my cock being stimulated through those slits.

“Oh, no!” I muttered, my knees weak, my whole chest now heating up. That was the thing about the corset, it pushed the flesh up and while my cock couldn’t expand, my chest could, and it was vey sensitive, especially the nipples.

Mrs. Johnson watched me in satisfaction. There was a smirky smile of victory on her face.

“You can’t do this,” I whimpered.

She just turned on her heel and said, “Come along now.”

I followed her down the stairs, my balls swinging back and forth, extra stimulated. And my cock kept trying to get big, and I had a hard time even walking.

We went down to the kitchen, and my sense of balance now compromised by the light headedness of the corset, the heels, and the contraption imprisoning my cock, I was staggering.

We cross the kitchen and walked into… the pantry?

At least I thought it was a pantry, it was really the door to the basement.

We went down stairs, maybe twenty steps, and stood in the dim glow of yellow light bulbs.

Against one wall was a shelf laden with canned goods, canisters labeled with ‘sugar,’ ‘flour,’ ‘rice,’ and so on.

Along the opposite wall were doors which led to more storage rooms. I could see boxes and crates in those rooms as we walked past them.

At the far end of the basement was a closet, closed, and next to the closet was a section of cement wall. Several large eyebolts were screwed into the cement wall In front of the wall was a sturdy looking type of saw horse.

“Lay down on the horse.”

“What is this?”

“It is your comeuppance for being a nasty, little boy. Now lie down.”

I had a hard time just laying down. I couldn’t bend well, and I sort of fell on my hands, and  immediately collapsed. Like I said, I was feeling pretty weak.

And, when I was down, I couldn't easily get back up. I just lacked the strength, and had not the leverage.

Mrs. Johnson lifted my pinafore and my ass was exposed. I gave a half hearted struggle, but she just placed her hand on the small of my back and kept me prone.

“What are you doing?” It was hard to breath laying down in the corset.

“The anus is commonly referred to, in literature, as The Devil’s Mouth. For you to play with the devil’s mouth, to stick your finger up your bottom, that is like beckoning to the devil, inviting him into your body…and your soul.”

“What…what…?”

She was rubbing an ointment into my asshole. The scary thing was that it felt good! It felt good for me to feel those fingers slicking around, rubbing lubricant into me.

Then a pause, and  I tried to jerk free but failed, and I felt something larger than a finger slide into my asshole.

“Hey!” I yelped, my voice in a higher pitch.

She held me down with one hand and rubbed my cheeks. “There, there. Relax and get used to it. If we fill The Devil’s Mouth, if we stopper it, you won’t be able to abuse yourself through that orifice.”

“What’d you do to me?” I cried. Tears were coming down my cheeks freely. This was wrong…it wasn’t just a finger! It was bigger! And as a finger felt good, this felt that much better. I could even feel my cock redoubling its efforts to grow bigger.

“I lay there, her sitting next to me, and I tried to feel my ass, but she wouldn’t let me. She kept massaging my cheeks, and I started to calm down. Then she stopped rubbing and started pressing on the thing in my ass, and the thing got bigger!

“What are you doing?”

“Making sure your plug doesn’t fall out. This is based on an old invention called the ‘pear of anguish.’ If you relax it will actually be enjoyable. But wearing it all day will teach you not to stick things up your butthole.”

She pressed on the thing several times, and it expanded, and I suddenly felt quite full.

She reached down and grabbed my arm and helped me up, and if I was awkward on heels and in corset before, it was nothing compared to now. I could hardly walk, I ended up waddling, like a fat lady, and every step the thing did two things.

First, it pushed my cheeks apart, and that didn’t feel good.

Second, it rubbed against my prostate, and that did feel good.

In fact, by the time I reached the top of the stairs my prostate was receiving enough pressure that I was very, very slowly drooling. Out of my dick.

“Oh, God!” I mumbled as I stepped into the kitchen and grabbed the counter to steady myself. I was having to go from surface to surface and support myself. I felt like a one year old learning to walk.

I had, however, taken the Lord’s Father’s name in vain. And that was a big no no.

Mrs. Johnson turned and glared at me. She turned to the sink and grabbed a big, wooden spoon. She grabbed my arm and lifted and turned. I tried to resist, but I was in danger of falling down, and I was weak, and…she smacked me on the ass with the spoon.

“OWWW!” I howled.

But it wasn’t the spoon that hurt, it wasn’t my flesh, it was the fact that the spoon had inadvertently struck the solid object stuck in my ass. I felt the shock race through me, my cock spat a big drop as I lurched, and then she hit me again, and again and again. Right through the material of my pinafore. Ten strokes with a wooden spoon, and half of those contacted with the butt plug.

I was sobbing loudly by the time she was at five, and then I fell and not even her strong arm could support me. I fell on all fours, and couldn’t even scramble because of the corset, so she delivered the last five with me in the all fours position, my ass quite easy to hit.

I knelt there, crying, and she leaned down and grabbed my arm. “Get up,” she commanded. “Don’t be such a simpering sissy!”

A sissy? But she as making me into a sissy! How could she do that and yet tell me not to be what she was making me into!?

“Come along now.”

I followed her, trying to rub my ass without being seen, into the parlor. She told me to sit down and she handed me her school books.

Grammar and Math, and now History. And I had to do these difficult subjects while being distracted by the pain of my spanking, the attempted growth of my cock, and the feelings of warmth that ran through me like the hot flashes of an old woman!

I sniffled, and tried not to because she kept glaring at me.

I repeated my lessons, with her pinching my face so I had to speak through pursed lips.

I wrote out letters, with her smacking my knuckles with a ruler if the line or the loop wasn’t exactly right.

It was the most miserable hour of my life. And, yet…my cock was throbbing intensely, and the devious contraption encircling my package and squeezing my cock was making me hornier and hornier.

When something is denied you want it all the more!

When somebody says you can’t have something, you want it harder.

And when your cock is told it can’t get hard…it wants to about a hundred times over.

So I sat on the hard couch in the parlor, and if I wiggled to relieve some of the itch in my asshole, she struck my knuckles with a ruler. And if I twitched to relieve some of the incredibly hot feeling in my groin, she struck my knuckles with a ruler.

And if I didn’t do my work quickly and efficiently,…she struck my knuckles with a ruler.

By the end of the hour not only was my ass burning, and throbbing and horny, and my cock feeling like it was gigantic and half numb in my cock cage, but my knuckles were swollen and bruised, almost as if I had been in a fight. But the other guy, in this fight, had certainly won. I was a fidgeting, crying, sobbing, twitching mess.

“Come along,” she said, and needlepoint began. A half hour of sitting there and sticking myself with a big needle. And, like as not, I was sticking myself on my bruised knuckles.

Then a half hour of practicing scales on the piano. By this time she could see that my knuckles were starting to swell, so she began striking my forearms with her rod.

And, finally, lunch. I almost sobbed with gratitude as I followed her into the kitchen. But relief was not to be mine.

“Today you will learn to make a salad, and you will serve me.”

So I learned how to chop greens, mostly mint, in this case, and I added bits of olives and onions and tomatoes and other things. I learned how to make a dressing. And the whole while Mrs. Johnson kept grilling me on the recipe. How much of what do you add when.

“Then, the salads done, she sat at the big table in the dining room and had me bring in the salad and place it just so in front of her, again and again and again.

I was exhausted. but, finally, the last five minutes, she allowed me to sit and eat my own salad. Of mint leaves. Gak.

I was barely able to choke it down when she stood up and said, “Do the dishes, then come along. I will be on patio.”

Slumping, I staggered to the sink and did the dishes.

A hidden blessing, the water felt good on my knuckles. So I took a long time, let the water run on my hands, and the pain started to wane, and, finally, done with the dishes, I walked out to the patio.

I held on to the door and said, “I’m here.”

She was lounging on a long chair and she looked up, shaded her eyes, and peered at me. “I’m here? Hmmph! Where else would you be? Now try it again, and use my name, or simply call me ‘ma’am.’

I backed up two feet, almost fell, then approached the sliding door again. “I’m here, ma’am.”

“I’m here? Don’t you learn? Choose some other way of announcing yourself. Now step back and try it again.”

Oh, God. I was starving, in pain, couldn’t walk properly, and I still had that huge whatever it was up my heinie. But I stepped back and tried it again.

“It’s me, Mrs. Johnson.”

She sighed and lectured me, and bade me try it again.

“It’s me, ma’am.”

“I have arrived, ma’am.”

And, after fifteen minutes I broke through. In a moment of desperation I blurted, “What do you want, ma’am.”

She tilted her head and observed me. “That’s better. Work on that. Refine it. Make it more genteel. Now come along and sit here.”

I sank onto the lounger next to her. Even though it made my butthole cry in a mix of pain and pleasure, I was no longer capable of resisting the pain and pleasure in my body. The butthole thing shot pleasure through me, and my cock dripped under my dress, and for a moment Mrs. Johnson let up. But it wasn’t in her to let up for too long. Shortly she was lecturing me.

“It’s difficult being a proper, young lady,” she said. “Modern influences sap the spirit of young people. Electronics, drugs, no moral upbringing, how are you to survive? Let alone express yourself as a proper, young lady?”

I want to object, to tell her that I wasn’t a girl, but I didn’t for one reason, the longer she talked the more I got to sit down. And, God, I wanted to just sit there.

But while I sat there I became more and more aware of the pleasureable feeling assailing my rectum.

“Did you hear me?”

I hadn’t. I had been drifting. And my asshole felt like it was going to cum, and I think I may have even given a bit of a moan.

“No, ma’am,” I answered, hoping that honesty would give me bonus points. Or at least persuade her not to strike my knuckles, or my ass, with her rod.

She sighed. “The attention span of the young is deplorable. Go attend to the garage.”

Attend to the garage. Finish painting it. I groaned, enduring a withering look, and went to get the paint and ladders out.

“And don’t make a mess of your clothes today,” she called after me.

“Yes, ma’am,” I threw weakly over my shoulder.

I spent the bulk of the afternoon climbing up and down the ladder, spreading paint on the garage with a big brush, and I tried to keep my pinafore clean. But, of course, I failed.

Three hours later Mrs. Johnson called for me to clean up.

I put the painting gear away. I had almost finished the job, and was glad for that.

I didn’t wait for her to chastise me, and spank me, I took off my clothes and put them in the washer, then, a big blanket I found on a box wrapped around me, I ran for the house. I was wearing only my high heels and corset and stockings. under the blanket.

Upstairs, Mrs. Johnson was preparing my bath.

I entered the room and she said, “Off with your…Excellent. You are taking responsibility for yourself. Tun around and let me remove your little toy.”

My little toy. Sheesh.

I bent over as well as I could and she pressed the button and held it, and I could the slight hiss of air escaping. The thing in my butt shrunk, and she finally pulled it out.

Oh, God! The relief!

And yet…I felt empty. My asshole missed being filled.

She put the thing atop a small chest and I studied the thing briefly. It was shaped like a pear, but it was obvious that it had some kind of bladder set up, and would swell up. Sort of like a football designed to be four inches long, but it would swell up to eight inches long, and appropriately wider, as it was inflated.

“Off with your heels and stockings.”

Oh, God. It felt good to bend over, and I bent over and took off my foot apparel. But, weirdly, it was difficult to bend. Almost like the corset had stiffened me into a straighter position. I was to find out, in the weeks ahead, that I would get stiffer and stiffer, and then require exercises to attain flexibility. By then, of course, I would be much thinner, and flexibility would come easier.

I slid into the bathtub and sighed in relief.

Mrs. Johnson took a soft wash cloth and began to scrub my body. She lifted my curls and washed the back of my neck. She lifted my arms and ran the washcloth over them. She worked on my feet, paying attention to each toe.

Then she stood up and unbuttoned her blouse.

My mouth opened and I couldn’t help myself. I stared as her huge melons came into view.

“Close your mouth,” she sad, but there wasn’t much force in her command.

I think that she enjoyed my eyes scouring her frame.

As I had observed, her body was slightly thick, but only slightly, and if it was thick it was only to support those gorgeous mammary glands on her chest.

They were easily twice as big as my mother’s, and she supported them with a very thick, industrial strength bra.

She placed her blouse to one side, where it wouldn’t get wet, and turned to me. Her flesh bulged over the cups, and I could see the tips of her nips, truly stupendous, and standing up like soldiers at attention.

She smiled indulgently at me. “That does feel good, doesn’t it? To let down one’s guard and to let the flesh sag a bit?”

“Uh…” I said, a soft sigh, like the whisper had been punched out of me.

She took a position at the side of the tub and reached into the water with her wash cloth, and began to scrub my torso. She rubbed gently, almost lovingly, and I felt my body come alive under her soft strokes.

She moved up to my chest, felt it, and gently rubbed the nipples.

“Some day you will have proud ones,” she murmured, which made no sense to me.

Then she was fondling my groin. Working around the crevices of the chastity tube. She spent a long time washing my testicles, and if I thought I had been horny before, it was as nothing compared to this.

“Oh!” I gasped.

Then she grabbed my chastity tube, my whole package, and lifted. I squeaked, but I was almost out of the water. She began to use the wash cloth on my crack. Running the soft material up and down, and, suddenly, I felt her finger, much bigger than mine, exploring my nether passage.

“Oh!” My eyes went wide. I wanted to ask her why I couldn’t put a finger up my ass, but she could, but she anticipated my question.

“You must not give in to the desires of the flesh. To do so is evil. That is why I am making sure it is cleansed, rid of the taint of your baser nature.

She wiggled her finger around, I felt her press on my prostate. I grunted, and my eyes were wide, and I felt myself being pulled closer to her. Of course, she couldn’t support me by the cock forever, and she slipped a hand under me, and held me, close to her bosoms. I felt the massive mounds of her femininity as she explored me throughly with her finger. Then I felt like she was…she was close to my cock…her mouth…and I thought she was…but she didn’t. She gently let go of me and I lost contact with those incredible boobs and slid back into the water.

“Excellent,” she murmured, “Let’s do your hair now.”

She washed my hair, and she used the edge of a pair of scissors and scraped my hair. She took her time, and as she finished the hair curled naturally. It was like when you scrape one side of a ribbon it curls, but this was my hair.

“The more I do this, the more I put your hair in curlers, the more it will stay curly.”

She then put my hair in curlers and dried it. And I had to stand while she dried my chastity cage.

Cleanliness is next to Godliness,” she murmured lovingly.

Finally, dry, she prepared me to go home. She put a bra on me, and said, “When your breasts start developing you’ll be all bra trained.”

“My breasts?” I asked, confused. Boys didn’t grow breasts. Her treating me like a girl, dressing me like a girl, that wouldn’t make me grow breasts, would it?

She didn’t say a thing, however.

Once the bra was on she felt my tits, frowned, then took my bra off. She went to a dresser and pulled out a lotion. She lathered my pectorals and began to massage them. “This will help the skin to stretch easily, without leaving marks. She took her time, and it was almost as if she was trying to press the ointment right through my skin. I mean, it felt good, but it was weird.

I didn’t have boobs! And I wouldn’t get them!

but she kept massaging my chest and even occasionally  pulling on my nipples.

Then she put my bra back on, gave me a tummy shaper. “Now that your penis is under control we can put you in more stylish dresses. Besides, it will only be a short while now.”

A short while till what?

She helped me roll some nylons up my legs, then she put some high heels on me. The same ones as yesterday. Three inch, but real spikes.

“We will do your nails tomorrow,” she said.

My nails?

“Every pretty girl has to pay attention to her fingernails and toe nails.”

Then she pulled a stretchy dress down over my body. And it needed to be stretchy.

“Now that you’re growing up…” she said, and didn’t finish the thought.

And, here’s the thing, after working all day, doing dumb things, it felt good to be pampered. And, truth, I didn’t have the strength to fight. I just felt weaker. The salads, the lack of protein, heck, maybe even for all I knew the pills she was giving me…I didn’t feel strong.

So it felt good to just sit there and…submit. Let her do her dumb things to me. Summer wouldn’t last forever, and I would be back in school in a couple of months…so there!

She took the curlers out of my hair, and the ringlets were really perfect and they bounced at the slightest movement.

I stared in a mirror. I was a slender girl with long tubes of ringlets. I was wearing a purple dress, appropriate for a teenager, with a stylish belt around the midsection. I didn’t have tits, but…it wasn’t hard to imagine.

Mrs. Johnson turned me around and examined my face. “Sit down.”

I sat down in a chair and waited.

She went to the bathroom and returned with a little sponge. She began to wipe my face with the sponge. “This will cleanse and moisturizer. Your pores are in sad shape.”

My pores? Who cared about pores.

She finished, and examined my face again, and frowned mightily.

She went to the dresser again and returned with a weird, soft looking brush with an orangish color on it. She brushed my cheeks very lightly, and it was so sexual I could feel my cock responding. Not that it could do much. It was locked up for the duration.

She looked at me again, nodded with a smile, then pinched my cheeks and applied the pink lipstick. Except I don’t think it was the same pink lipstick. It was just a little…pinker.

I looked in the mirror and was surprised at the blush in my cheeks, the color of my lips.

“There we go. Every day you become a little sweeter, my dear.”

My dear? Not a brusque ‘come along?’

And it hit me, in a dazed sort of way, that when I complied she treated me kinder. When I resisted she commanded me. Told me what to do like a bully.

Somewhere, far back in my mind, I didn’t want to submit. But that thought was far away, and I liked the warm, wonderful feeling when she complimented me.

“Well, dear. Your mother will be pleased. “Come along now.” But it was a kind ‘come along.’ A nice ‘come along.’

I followed her out of the room, and found that after the day of the corset and the heels and the removal of the butt plug that I was considerably more coordinated.

I walked down the stairs behind her, and even heard my heels clicking on the wood.

She smiled back at me. “That’s excellent, my dear. Work on the sound of your heels. Heels clicking mean that a woman is coming, and the world should stand back in awe.”

Stand back in awe.

I was sleepy. Tired, but her simply phrases penetrated to me.

“Now give this letter to your mother and go home and get some sleep. Big day tomorrow.

I took the letter and smiled wanly at her and went out the door.


PART FOUR

I was not myself. I knew that. I didn’t feel much energy, and I was feeling deliciously lazy.

I turned out the gate and stopped. Mary Jane was waiting for me. She rushed to me, and I marveled at how liquid she was. Just like a real girl.

“Hi, James.” She took my hands in hers.

“Hi, Mary Jane. Gosh. You sure are beautiful.”

She smiled.

And that was funny; Not her smile, people should smile when they get compliments. No, what was funny was that I didn’t speak that way. I didn’t tel girls that they were beautiful. but I had.

Was I becoming softer and kinder? What was happening to me?

“How are you doing? I see you’re still dressing like a girl.”

“Yeah. Uh, yes, ma’am. Yeah.”

She looked confused at that.

“But it’s okay.”

“It is? James, are you all right?”

“Yeah, sure. I think of course I am.”

“You’re acting a little spacey.”

“Oh, well, I always wanted to go into outer space.”

She blinked and actually shook her head a tiny bit. Then: “Well, it’s funny, and you’re acting very funny, but…you’re sort of pretty.”

“I am, aren’t I?”

“Do you like being pretty?”

“Yeah, yes. I guess I must. I do.” I giggled.

At that point Mom drove by and gave a honk.

“I guess I’ve got to be going,” I chirped.

“Oh, okay. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“That would be lovely. I’ll see you then.”

then, leaving her standing sort of dumbstruck, I strode down the sidewalk and practiced making my heels click. She was still staring when I turned in the gate, gave her a wave, and went up the walk to the house.

“Hello, Mommy,” I said, and I yawned.

Mom hugged me, and kissed my cheeks, both of them, and held me at arm’s length and inspected me.

“My, you are looking more and more beautiful every day.”

“Thank you, Mommy.” I gave her the envelope. “I’m really tired, and Mrs. Johnson said I should get lots of sleep. Can I take a nap?”

“Of course, dear.”

She was opening the letter when I left the room.

I slept for an hour, and then Mom woke me up to eat.

I was still tired, and I sat and curled one of my ringlets with a finger as I ate my mushy soy cereal. I also had a big helping of cruciferous vegetables. And I drank my almond milk and nibbled at some dried fruit.

Mother watched me with a smile.

“I’m so  sorry that I’m tired, Mommy.”

“That’s all right, dear. Mrs. Johnson explained it all in a letter. Would you like to sleep in my bed tonight?”

“Oh, could I?” I felt so dopey and wonderful, and I wanted her to hold me in her arms again.

So after dinner she tucked me in, and I went to sleep with her promise that she would be in later. Shortly I was asleep.

I awoke in the middle of the night, and I was not dopey anymore. I was thinking, and things were making sense, though there was little to be made sense of.

I had been given something that had made me dopey. But…what?

I was on the side of the bed, and once again Mom had her arms around me. One hand was on my pectoral, as if she was feeling it like it was a breast.

She was warm, and I could feel her boobs pressed against me.

And I needed to pee. Badly. I was having morning wood, and it was downright painful in my cock cage.

I tried to slip out without waking Mom, but she opened her eyes sleepily and smiled at me.

“I have to go pee,” and I added, because some memory thought it appropriately, “Mommy.”

She lifted her arm and I slipped off the bed and padded out of the room. And was stunned to find myself in a peignoir. Mother must have put it on me. Not when I first went to sleep, but I dimly remember her finding me standing in the bedroom and asking what I was doing. I didn’t know what I was doing, and Mom had put me in a peignoir and tucked me in again.

So now I was wearing girl’s clothes in my sleep.

I went to the bathroom, I knew I had to sit down to pee, I had already learned that, so I lifted my peignoir and sat and let the pee dribble out of my chastity tube.

Finally, I flushed the toilet, washed my hands, and listened.

Mom had gone back to sleep. For the moment I was free. But free to do what? I couldn’t leave the house, and where would I go if I did?

And I certainly didn’t want to risk another day with my ass filled with the Pear of Anguish. It might feel good, but it also made me feel like I had to walk bowlegged.

I wandered through the house, and thought about my life.

Dad had died, and that was a shock. A stupid drunk driver. And then I had sort of stopped talking for a while. But it was Mom that was most effected. I had heard her crying in the night. And sometimes she over reacted to me. Like she was worried that I might go the way of Dad.

Was that why she had gone along with Mrs. Johnson so easily? Was this just a weird way of trying to protect me?

Maybe.

And as I thought such thoughts I found myself in the kitchen. I opened up the fridge and looked.

Gone were the hamburgers and steak. Now it was filled with the makings of mint salads, fruits and vegetables.

How was going vegetarian going to protect me from dying?

I rummaged through the fridge and found a near empty container of ice cream. Just a scoop left.

I took out the container and finished it off with a spoon.

The ice cream, in some way, seemed to make me stronger. Not protein, but the idea of eating what I wanted for a change. I opened the garbage can to toss the container in, and stopped.

The letters.

On top of the garbage was the letter I had brought home that night. And under it, under a couple of wrappers, but not too bad for that, was the first letter I brought home.

I looked around.

Mom was sleeping. And I would likely hear her coming.

I reached into the garbage and took out the two letters.

The first letter had to do with food. it was prefaced with a lot of nice words, compliments to Mom on doing the right thing. Then there was a list of foods she wanted me to be fed. So I was eating all these mint salads because of Mrs. Johnson. That sort of irritated me.

The second letter was…oh, my fucking God!

I have started Jamie on a regimen of estrogen pills.

This will relieve the pressure of his constant erections inside his chastity tube, and that will give him some peace of mind.

He may show some breast growth, but that is to be expected.

He will be very tired as the pills take effect, so let him sleep.

Again, you are to be complimented, it is not many women who understand that an errant boy, if he is to be a man, must be dealt with in such fashion.

Yrs, Emily Johnson.

So I had been drugged! And that was why I was so dopey. But I wasn’t dopey now. I headed for the computer room, and I was so intent that I didn’t care if Mom woke up.

‘Estrogens are a group of hormones that play an important role in the normal sexual and reproductive development in women.’

I stared at the definition. There was more, a lot more, but there was the crux of it. My body was being encouraged to be more…female.

I sat back from the computer and my mind was spinning. Truly spinning. I tried to grasp thoughts, to calm myself down, but…my mother was going to change me into a woman.

And Mrs. Johnson…she was the real culprit. She was behind all this, feeding my Mom a bunch of BS, and actually giving me drugs.

What was I going to do?

Unfortunately, there was nothing I could do. I could wake Mom up and talk to her, make her see the light. But I wanted to think about it first, to frame my arguments.

So I turned the computer off and went back to the bedroom. I crawled back into bed, and Mom smiled in her sleep and snuggled up against me. And put her hand on my crotch. On my cage. My locked up penis.

I froze, and didn’t know what to do.

How do you give your mother a lecture about inadvertent sexual contact in her sleep?

So I just laid there, and…and admitted to myself, it felt good. It felt good when Mom, or Mommy, as the drugs made me think of her, held my package.

Heck, it felt good when anybody held my package. But…this was my Mom! What was I going to do?

I lay there, in her arms, and felt comfy and warm, and turned on, and finally drifted off to sleep.

The next day I woke up late, and that was my undoing. Mom had been told to let me sleep, so she had, and I got up, realized that she had gone to work, and that I hadn’t had a chance to talk to her.

I got up, stood in the middle of the room in the peignoir, and thought about not going to Mrs. Johnson’s. Just getting into my male clothes and heading out for my summer vacation.

But I didn’t dare. If I did that Mom would be pissed, and then she wouldn’t listen when I finally talked to her.

So I was going to have to go to Mrs. Johnson’s one more day. I would have to try and get out of the pills she would try to force on me. And I would have to make myself say ‘yes, ma’am’ and ‘no, ma’am.’

Could I do it?

I would have to.

So I put my girl clothes on and got ready.

Oh, I didn’t want to go to Mrs. Johnson’s house. I was actually a little frightened. But…I had to.

I exited the house and listened to the click, click, click of my heels on the pavement. Such a sexy sound, but I had to get out of those high heels and hear no more.

I had to.

Mrs. Johnson opened the front door and welcomed me.

“Hello, Jamie.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Johnson.”

She heard the resentment in my voice. I tried to disguise it, but she heard it, and she watched me closely as we went up the stairs.

“Put this on,” she laid out some bloomers. “And this and this…” A corset, wool leggings, moderately high heels.

I did, and I slipped into a big, bulky dress. And no matter how I tried to disguise it, my face showed it.

Mrs. Johnson was inspecting me minutely now, and waiting for an outburst, a way to assert her authority.

I didn’t give it to her.

We went down the stairs and into the parlor. She got out her old books and I prepared to delve into them. She stopped me, though. She went to the kitchen, returned a moment later, and sat down opposite me.

“Jamie? Are you having boy thoughts?”

“No, ma’am.” I tried to answer in the servile manner which she expected.

“You seem out of sorts, why don’t you tell me what is going on?”

“I’m fine. I just need to do my school work.”

“I think you’re lying.”

“No, really.”

“You’re lying.”

“No.”

She raised her voice. “Don’t you lie to me!”

“I’m not lying!”

She slapped my face, and all my intention to control myself went out the window. I jumped to my feet and shouted, “I know what you’re doing! I know about the pills to make me into a girl! And I’m going to go to the police!”

I hadn’t even thought about going to the police, but now that the idea popped, and seeing the stunned reaction on Mrs. Johnson’s face, I knew that was what I had to do.

I started for the door, and she tackled me. I went back on the couch and struggled to get away.

She had her arms around my body, and I couldn’t move because of the corset. I pushed, and even tried to hit her, but my fists were small and ineffective.

Besides, she was strong, and I was weak. She wrestled me over on the couch and we fell to the floor. Somehow she managed to stay on top of me, and I found myself laying on my belly, her sitting on the small of my back and facing my feet.

“Let me go!” I grunted as I pushed and kicked.

She lifted my dress and pulled down my bloomers.

“What are you doing! Let me go!”

I felt her moving around down there. A part of me expected a spanking, but I got something totally different.

She pulled my cheeks apart and pushed a finger into my rectum. Except it wasn’t just a finger, there was…it was…she pushed a pill into me!

I struggled harder, and finally managed to roll her off me. I scrambled across the room, awkward in my corset, and she spun in place and scrambled after me. I made it to my feet, and she got to hers, but I was at the door. Exultant, I twisted the knob and stepped out, and she tackled me again.

We fell across the porch and rolled down the steps. I tried to push her away, but she was like a mad woman.

Still, I was getting closer to the gate. If could just strip her clinging arms off me.

I made it to my feet, and something weird happened. It was like a wave of weakness warped through my body.

“What?” I asked, my mind suddenly turned into slow mo.

At the fence a lady was watching us. Her mouth was open, her face was shocked. All I had to do was say ‘I’ve been kidnapped,’ and the police would come.

I opened my mouth, but now my mind was moving so slowly I couldn’t frame thoughts.

Mrs. Johnson got to her feet and took me by the ear. I was so doped she could have ripped my ear off and I would have thought that was perfectly normal. But i was also so dopey that I just went with it.

“Honestly. Young girls can be so impudent.”

“What is…” the lady outside the fence started to speak.

“Jamie doesn’t want to do her school work. I remember not wanting to do my school work, but, honestly. Did you ever fight so much just to get out of reading a book?”

The lady was still nervous, but she was calming down.

I tried to say something, but all that came out was a ‘glurping’ sort of sound. My throat wouldn't work.

Mrs. Johnson and the woman talked for a minute, then Mrs. Johnson excused herself and tugged me back up to the house. I remember the lady smiling, and giving me a small wave, and then I didn’t remember anything.

I woke up in the basement. I was on the horse, and Mrs. Johnson was putting something in me.

“No,” I tried to say.

“Shut,” she murmured, then she began to press the button on the back of the Pear of Anguish.

“Ow…ow…ow…” I stuttered as the lights went back out.

But it felt so good…good…good!

“You will be well behaved. You will follow instructions cheerfully.”

I was lying on the big poster bed in my room. My arms and legs were handcuffed to the posters.

“I don’t…I don’t…”

She pushed a pill down my throat and held my face until I swallowed.

She held my face of another second, then took her hand off. “That pill up your ass works. Your body will absorb the chemicals faster than if you swallowed, but taken orally they are more predictable. They will last longer.”

She waited, and she was actually gentle now. Kind and considerate, and she brushed my hair out. I lost some curls, but that was okay. I was feeling pretty good.

“Don’t worry. You’ll be a lovely young lady one of these days. And you will love it.”

“I will…I will…I…will?”

“Of course you will. And you will have a wonderful form and you will conduct yourself like a young lady.”

“But…why?”

“Because there are too many men, and they are rude, inconsiderate oafs. You will make up for that. You will be kind and considerate…”

I went to sleep.

And woke up to my cock being stroked. She was sliding her hand up and down, and my cage was off. I was free…free!

But I wasn’t free. I was eighteen years old, ready to graduate, and…I wasn’t free.

“There, there,” she cooed to me. “Enjoy, but don’t shoot your nasty seed. Your nasty seed is reserved for your wife, but you won’t have a wife. You will be the wife. So enjoy, be a good girl, and some day…some day…”

I slipped into unconsciousness.

I awoke and screamed. I was hanging from the chains at the back of the basement, and Mrs. Johnson was slapping my body. Slapping it and slapping it.

I had the intuitive feeling that I wasn’t going to be bruised, for the slaps were not designed to bruise, but to bring me around to a way of thought.

What thought?

The thought that as a boy I would feel pain. As a girl I would be loved and cared for. Nurtured. Made to feel as if I was special.

I slept. And wished for the pleasure in the shape of a girl.

And awoke.

I was in the tub, and Mrs. Johnson was holding me, I could feel her big breasts as she stroked my cock. I could smell the perfume in the water, and I felt so good and wonderful. I was a girl again.

Then I was being helped out of the tub. I had the cock cage on again, and she was drying me off with the hair dryer.

I was dazed, dopey, but I was still able to have thoughts.

“I’m going to tell, you know.”

She had me bend over and pulled the pear of anguish out of me. And she held me there for a long moment, then she had me straighten up.

“I don’t think so,” she said. then: “Let’s get you dressed now. We’re running short on time.”

She helped me into a tummy shaper, nylons, dress, and high heels.

“Why won’t I tell?” I yawned.

“Because…” she smiled, brushed my hair and kissed my cheek. She put perfume in my hair, and felt my breast. “…you’ll find out.”

Oh, I would find out. I yawned.

“Did you want me to take a note to my Mommy?”

“Not tonight. You admitted you read my last two letters, and that was rude of you. You are not to be trusted.”

“But I’m a girl! I can always be trusted!”

She shook her head. “You’re not a girl yet, but you will be shortly. Come along now. Time for you to go home.”

She held my hand and walked me down the stairs and out to the porch.

“Careful of those steps,” she cautioned, and she patted my ass and sent me on my way.

I walked down the path to the gate, and I could see Mary Jane waiting for me, hidden by the bushes.

“James! Are you all right?” She held my hands and looked into my eyes.

I found myself smiling, and I intended to say, ‘No, everything is not all right. I’ve been drugged and spanked and punished and made to wear girl clothes. I’m not all right and you must call the police!’

“What came out was, “Sure, everything is wonderful.” And I kissed her cheek.

She blinked, and wiped her face clean of the smudge of my pretty pink color. “But you’re wearing eye make up! And your lipstick…it’s darker. And…and your chest is swelling up!”

“That’s okay. Mrs. Johnson is so wonderful. She’s helping me be beautiful. Like you. You’re so beautiful…”

What was I saying?

And then I realized something.

When I said nice things, I got a real nice buzz in my fanny. But when I thought bad things, negative things, the good feeling went away, and it felt like ice down there.

“You’re not nice,” I experimented.

Oh, God, it got so cold…it felt like my rectum was frozen and shitting icicles.

“I’m just kidding. You’re the most beautiful, nicest person I know!”

It felt like my fanny was going to burn up and go to heaven, the buzzing was so nice.

And in my mind, way behind such thoughts, was the odd idea…’Mrs. Johnson did this. She’s controlling me.’

But I said nothing.

“You’re sure? You look…funny. Like you’re drunk or stoned or something.”

“Oh, no. I just feel wonderful.. Did you know I want to be a girl? And I’m going to be a girl! All I have to do is follow Mrs. Johnson’s instructions, and…”

“Hi. You’re Mary Jane Pearson, aren’t you.”

We turned, and there was Mrs. Johnson.

And my Mom suddenly drove by, and honked, and waved.

“I’ve got to go now, Mary Jane. My Mommy will be waiting for me. Bye, Mrs. Johnson.”

I giggled and waved a hand and continued down the street. Behind me I could hear Mary Jane say something.

“What have you done to him…what are you…he’s acting…” and then it all faded out.

And I was happy and excited!

I was going to get to be a girl, and Mommy and I were going to have so much fun!

I began to hum and skip as I turned in the gate and headed for the front door.

I was so happy to be home.


PART FIVE

“Hi, Mommy!” I entered the kitchen and gave my Mom a big hug. She hugged me back, then held me at arm’s length and inspected me.

“Oh, Jamie. You are so beautiful. But you’re wearing more make up. Is that okay with Mrs. Johnson?”

“She put it on me, Mommy. She says I’m growing up.”

She took me in her arms again, hugged me some more. I could feel the happiness radiating from her.

Then she held me at arm’s length again. There was a bit of a frown on her face. “Are you happy, Jamie? Really happy?”

“Oh, yes, Mommie.”

But inside me, way in the back of my cranium, was this teensy weensie voice saying I wasn’t. But I had this tremendously warm feeling emanating from my rear end. It was just a subtle vibration that made me feel like I was going to have an orgasm. And if I could just be nice enough, say the things that Mrs. Johnson wanted me to say, then…then maybe I could have a real orgasm!

She hugged me again, and I felt so warm and happy, held in her arms, her big breasts pressed against me.

Then she held me out at arm’s length yet again, but this time she looked down at my chest.

“Oh, my gosh. My baby girl is starting to develop.”

I looked down, and it was true. My pectoral muscles were showing just the slightest swelling. They weren’t tits, yet, but they were changing, growing bigger. And when I felt them later I knew it wasn’t muscle, but that delightful form of fat that makes up a woman’s breasts.

And inside something was shrieking.

Suddenly the phone rang. Mom smiled at me, then turned and picked up her cell phone. “Hello?”

And the doorbell rang.

“Hi, Mrs. Johnson,” she looked at me and indicated I should answer the door.

Happily, my Mom loved me, I went for the door, and suddenly I was experiencing misgivings. The door. Me dressed as a girl, and I suddenly felt like a shard of ice was shooting through my asshole.

I grunted and tried to muster happy thoughts real quick. So what if I was a girl. I was a happy girl! Had to be happy, happy, happy!

“I see, Mrs. Johnson. And what should we do about that?”

A dim, far away part realized that Mrs. Johnson was telling tales on me, tattling, but I tried to ignore that, forget about that, take my attention off listening to the phone call and I opened the door.

“Hi, James.” It was Mary Jane, and I suddenly felt all the warmth and happiness vibrating out of my heinie. I had had a crush on Mary Jane for as long as I could remember. I smiled, and the warmth got bigger.

“Hi, Mary Jane!” I sounded gleeful, but that was because I was so happy!

“You sounded so strange I thought I would come over and check on you.”

She loves me! She’s checking on me!

My mother’s voice droned on from the kitchen. It sounded serious, but that was okay. I was with Mary Jane, and the voice in the back of my head was screaming…but my butt was singing.

Mary Jane leaned forward, glanced towards the kitchen where my mother was talking, then pulled me out the front door. She didn’t close the front door all the way, just left it ajar so she could see when Mom came to check on me.

“James? Is Mrs. Johnson giving you something? Like, pills? Or something?”

My mind started to go riot. It was like I had an eighteen wheeler in my head, backing up, aimed for me, and all I could hear was Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!

“No,” my voice sounded very strange to me. Unhappy thoughts were descending.

“Because you’re acting so strange, and it’s not like you should be wearing a dress. That’s not the James that I know.”

“Oh.”

Bweep! Bweep! Bweep! Something bad was going to happen. I felt like my asshole was colder than an eskimo’s dick.

When I didn’t say anything more Mary Jane went on. “I’ve always liked you, James.”

I felt heat and warmth.

“But if something is happening to you, something bad…”

Cold and icy sensations, like my balls were going to freeze and drop off.

“Then I really want to know.”

Bweep! Bweep! And it felt. like I was about to shit a frozen football.

“I…I…”

I wanted to say something, but I didn’t want my asshole to turn into an ice cube.

“James,” she took my hands, just like Mom sometimes held my hands, and looked into my eyes. The Bweeping receded and I felt the warmth down there.

“I really like you.”

The heat escalated, turned into a volcano, and the volcano…the volcano…

“It would make me very happy if you would trust me and talk to me…”

I started to shiver and shudder. I closed my eyes and the heat overwhelmed me, and I…

“…and tell me what is wrong.”

Two things happened at once.

Splat. That was the first thing.

And, it felt like a big shard of ice was jamming up my heinie.

Mary Jane looked down at the ‘splat.’ A big glob of semen sat on the porch. It had seeped out of my cock cage, through my thin panties, and…and it had landed right between my feet.

“Oh,” I shuddered, and shivered, and the ice took over. In the back of my head I knew, with certainty, that getting approval from a woman, feeling the love, made me so warm I could…orgasm.

But telling my secret, what Mrs. Johnson was doing to me…that was the opposite of an orgasm, and it felt like somebody had dunked my testicles in a quick freeze vat.

Mary Jane looked up at me, her face a mix of confusion and surprise. “Did you just—“

“Hi, Mary Jane.”

Mom opened the door and smiled. The cell phone was still in her hand.

“Hi, Mrs. Hanson.” She wiped the look of confusion off her face.

“What do you think of Jamie’s new look?”

“Oh, it is…” I could see her, from way back in my mind, adjusting, coping, coming to grips with the situation. “…quite pretty.”

“Yes, it makes for a much softer, gentler Jamie. He’s so sweet now.”

“Yes, Mrs. Hanson.” She tried to sound normal, but there was an element of strangle in her voice.

“Well, Jamie has to come in for dinner. Come by again sometime.”

“I will.”

Then she surprised me, and my Mom, by moving forward and hugging me. “You look really cute, Jamie.” And I felt her knee between my legs. For a second I thought she was trying to press my cock with her knee, then I realized she was just using her foot to spread the cum on the porch out, to make it easier for the spot to dry.

She loved me.

I felt so warm and happy, and then the door was closing and Mom was guiding me back into the house. My last sight of Mary Jane was her standing there, looking a bit forlorn and biting her lip. And trying to look happy, anyway.

“That was nice of Mary Jane to call on you.”

Mom had her arm around me and walked me into the kitchen. She sat me down at the table and we chatted while she prepared dinner.

“How was your day, dear?”

“It was fine, Mommie.”

“Excellent. Mrs. Johnson said you were having a bit of trouble, but…”

She talked, and a voice in the back of my head went ‘Blah, blah, blah!’

But I tried to shut the voice up so I could get the happy feeling back again.

But I couldn’t. And Mom kept talking and talking, and I finally blurted. “I had an accident.”

She stopped cutting carrots and turned to me. “What kind of an accident?”

“When I was talking to Mary Jane. She said she liked me, and that me so happy that I…that I…”

“What did you do, Jamie?”

“I came.”

Talk about a dead silence.

My mother’s eyes opened. Her mouth opened. She dropped the knife in the sink, and I started to cry.

She came to me quickly, lifted me up by the arms and hugged me. She brushed my hair and whispered. “It’s okay, Jamie. Accidents will happen. But Mrs. Johnson’s program is working and I’m sure she’ll help you get past this…difficult time.”

As she calmed me down and brushed my hair I began to feel warm again. Real warm. Not warm enough to cum again—she was my mother, after all—but…real warm.

And I had the thought, way back in my head, What if I could cum again? Would it matter if she was my mother?

There was a part of me that was aghast at such thought. But the happy, warm feeling was much greater than that terrible thought.

I went to bed early, right after dinner. I put on my peignoir because Mom told me to, and I was wearing my training bra, which needed to be a little bit bigger than just a training bra, under the peignoir.

I also wore panties.

Mom took me into her bedroom and sat me on the bed and hugged me some more, and kept kissing my cheek. It was making me really warm, and now I did have to worry about cumming again.

I had to worry because, in addition to the warm feeling, she kept touching my breasts. Feeling them, smiling so happily. “You’re going to be so beautiful. I always wanted a daughter, and now…now…” she sighed.

Then she frowned. “And how is your penis?”

“It’s fine.”

She insisted on me pulling down my pants so she could feel the cock cage.

“It sure is throbbing. And look how it’s trying to…to become an erection.”

“It feels good, Mommie.”

She was talking like it was bad, but I liked the feeling of warm and happy and the way my cock was trying to respond.

“I’m sure it does.” She sounded dry. I think she disapproved.

“Well, you go to sleep and I’ll be in later. Don't you just love sleeping together?”

“Yes, Mommie.” And I did. I loved being in her arms, feeling her breasts on me. Even feeling her hand grasping my swelling boob.

She gave me a final kiss and tucked me in, and within no time I was asleep.

I awoke during the night, a couple of times, and each time I snuggled back into Mom’s arms. I wanted to turn and touch her breasts, maybe even to kiss them, but I was too scared…the first time.

The second time I awoke I found that I had managed to turn in my sleep. Our faces were inches apart and I could feel her warm breath on my cheek.

And the sheet had slid down a little and her big boobs were exposed. She hadn’t worn a bra tonight. I guess she felt comfortable not wearing a bra with me because…because now I was like a girl.

I looked at her breasts, rising and falling.

I slithered down and put my face against them. They were so white and hot and…and the nipples were distended.

I touched one with a finger, and Mom groaned.

Then her eyes opened.

She smiled. “Oh, Jamie,” and she hugged me, brought my face right into her boobs. “You make me so happy!”

And I felt the warmth in my butt, I felt the throbbing heat. And I made a mess.

The next morning Mom acted like nothing happened, that what had happened was perfectly normal.

“Rise and shine, my sweety. Big day today.”

I rose, and I shone, about as much as I could with the drugs wearing off, and the buzz in my butt waning.

Still, there was enough juice left in Mrs. Johnson’s magic butt plug and…and I was wearing a butt plug! I had sort of known it, but it was way back in my skull. But now, the drugs wearing off, and the battery wearing down…I knew it. That was why I had acted so goofy.

And I turned bright red, remembering that I had orgasmed, and deposited a load right on the porch. Right in front of Mary Jane!

Oh, geez. If I had thought she was going to help me somehow, that notion was gone now.

And then I turned even redder. I went to the bed and pulled back the sheet. Yep. There was the mess, exactly how I remembered it.

Shamed, humiliated, embarrassed beyond belief, I got dressed and went into the kitchen.

“A quick breakfast,” she placed a plate of waffles in front of me, “And we’re off. And, Jamie, I have a wonderful surprise for you.”

“You do?”

“Yes. You’re going to get to spend the whole weekend with Mrs. Johnson.”

BWEEP! BWEEP! BWEEP!

But there was still juice in the butt plug, and the enough drugs coursing through my system, that I couldn’t object. The icy feeling of a freezing rectum was just too much. I couldn’t deal with that. Especially when I had the option of having happy thoughts…and a happy rectum.

“Now, eat up, and head on over. I’m going to work now. I’ll see you Monday morning.”

And she left.

Left me to the harridan who had ruptured my butt with her nefarious and evil butt plug. Who had drowned me in chemicals and submerged my mind, the real me.

Who had taken away my masculinity and left me a simpering sissy.

And I had the bleak thought, as I did the dishes. Mommie, what have you done?

Dishes done I walked to the front door, and tried not to. I even managed to step backwards a few steps. But then I found myself on the porch.

Oh, no! I started to turn to grab the knob. To turn it, to hold on to it, to grab it like a life preserver. And turned all the way around and stepped down from the porch.

Step by step I walked towards the front gate. But every three steps forward was two steps back.

Then, down the sidewalk. Stopping, standing with sweat beading my brow, my scalp perspiring. Turning, squatting and trying to grab the ground and hold myself in place with my hands. Taking a step forward and trying to leap back.

I looked like a demented, overgrown sixth grader playing a weird, insane game of jacks.

Then I was holding on to Mrs. Johnson’s gate, breathing hard, desperate.

And my hand pulled back the gate, and I stepped in. And Mrs. Johnson was standing on her porch, a glint in her eye, a victorious smile on her face.

“Come along, Jamie.”

And, sobbing, I felt myself giving up. My feet moved up the walk, climbed the stairs, and Mrs. Johnson held the door open for me.

We didn’t go upstairs this morning. Clothes would have gotten in the way of what Mrs. Johnson had planned for me. “Down to the basement, Jamie.”

I walked in front of her, and we passed through the kitchen.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Jamie.”

I opened the door that looked like a pantry and descended the long flight of stars to the basement.

“Here I am doing my best to make you a proper young lady and you talk to that filthy Mary Jane, and…did you complain to your mother?”

“No, ma’am.”

We reached the bottom of the steps and I walked across the long floor to the far wall. The dim, yellow lights flickered above. My heels went click, click, click.

Mrs. Johnson’s shoes went click, click, click a little louder.

Like she was chasing me by the sound of her clicking heels.

“Take your clothes off, Jamie.”

I had the dreadful feeling that something terrible was going to happen to me, and there was no way I could summon a happy thought to combat the icy feeling in my rectum.

I took off my clothes and stood shivering in the cool basement air.

“Lay down on the horse. Face down.”

I did, and she quickly fastened the straps around my ankles and wrists. I was secured, and had not a bit of wiggle room. I could arch my back, but not much. I was securely trussed for whatever she had in mind.

Mrs. Johnson went to the cabinet, and I raised my head and saw what was in it.

A record player on the left side. On the right side were pegs with various instruments hanging from them.

The pear of anguish was there, a tangle of little clips, and large bubble things. There was a strange assortment of thin, metal bars leaning in one corner. There were whips and paddles. There were clamps and ropes. It was a big cabinet and it was chockfull of things.

“What are you going to do?” I asked, my voice shaking.

“Give you a lesson,” she took a record out of the rack under the phonograph, inspected the label, then placed it on the turntable. She lowered the needle and there was a scratchy sound, then music issued form several speakers which had been hung from the rafters.

She turned and smiled. “This room was prepared by my husband, before he passed. He was quite the genius. He invented the butt plug that you have in you. He built this horse. He invented all sorts of things. His major interest, though, outside of inventing, was Nazism. He learned to speak the German language. He scoured museums and warehouses, and researched all the wonderful things the Nazis did. Ah, what I would give for a heaping helping of Zyklon B.”

The music built, and it was beautiful music, but harsh. Not a symphony of love, but a clash of violence and victory. I learned later that it was ‘The Ride of the Valkyries.’ I would, through the day, hear all the parts of  Der Ring des Nibelungen, by Richard Wagner.

“Ah, the wonderful times we spent in this dungeon, him and I. He taught me so much. He loved to explore new methods on my flesh, but I loved exploring his flesh more. That, unfortunately, led us deeper and deeper into our researching, and, ultimately, one day,” she was dragging this out. Hating an old memory? Or enjoying it?

“One day he succumbed. On that very bench upon which you recline. Would you like to succumb?”

That sort of shocked me. The butt plug was almost out of juice, the chemicals were wearing off, and I had a physical reaction, a jerk, to her question.

She sat on a chair next to me and placed a palm on my cheek.

“Oh, don’t worry. I wouldn’t do that. I have learned so much since those caveman times. I have learned how to remake people as I see fit.”

That the chemicals were wearing off was obvious, for I suddenly muttered, “you’re crazy.”

“Some people might think so,” she said agreeably, “But, really, I am a futurist. Society is not just wicked, it is out of balance. Too many men. Too many people telling other people what to do. Too many people living their lives without regard for what they should be doing…”

In my mind I was framing objections to her statements.

Too many men…because she had lost her man.

People telling other people what to do…like she was telling me, and my Mom, and Mary Jane.

People living their lives without regard for others, which was what she was doing.

Suddenly she pressed my cheeks apart and pulled the butt plug out of my ass. She held it up so I could see it. “A wonderful design. Works on batteries. Won’t come loose unless you know how to take it out.” She smiled and put it aside.

I lay there and felt the strange sensation of my ass feeling relief…and yet missing that terrible object.

“Okay, now here’s how it’s going to work. Your control has been removed. The chemicals should be just about out of your system, and you are going to feel what I am going to do to you.”

“What are you going to do?”

“People think torture is pain.” That’s all she said, she she walked over to the cabinet and got out the pear of anguish.

“No! Please!” I was already crying. “I don’t want that!”

“Then you’d better be a good, little girl and follow instructions.”

She pushed it in, and it expanded, and I gasped. It felt larger than  it had before. I felt like I was being stretched…and yet…it felt good.

“Now then, I’m going to change into my working clothes. Don’t go away.” She laughed and sashayed across the basement. I stared as her butt swayed.

She went up the stairs, and I was left with the crashing sounds of ‘The Ride of the Valkyries.’

The music had just ended and I lay on the sawhorse, my mind a funk, wondering what was going to happen, when I heard her descend the stairs.

I looked up, and was shocked.

Mrs. Johnson, who wore Victorian clothes, who acted so prim and proper, even when she washed my cock or put make up on me, was wearing a leather outfit. A dominatrix outfit.

Her legs were encased in shiny black. Her waist was squeezed a bit, which only made her breasts seem even larger. Her hair was in a topknot, pulled back tight so the wrinkles on her face were near gone. And she was wearing red lipstick.

She sauntered proudly towards me, a haughty smile on her face.

“What clothes do hide, yes?”

Suddenly, I could hear a Germanic accent. Her words were clipped, and her manner was harsh.

“In Germany, when researching the Nazi method for extracting information, I came across wonderful collections of photographs of women dressed like this. The sharp toed high heels, the way the leather grabs your body and squeezes it. I decided that this was who I really was. And I did work like this for a number of years. The German people do love this look. Every hausfrau has a dominatrix outfit hiding in her closet, and a dominatrix hiding in her heart.”

“You’ve got to let me go.”

She chuckled, a throaty sound filled with mean intent. “I’ve got to let you know,” she said. “I’ve got to let you know how to make love like a German. I’ve got to change your way of thinking that you might accept my instructions more readily. Are you ready to begin?”

“No! I want to go home!”

“Mommy’s boy,” she sneered, and she went to the cabinet and selected a short whip. “This is called a flogger.” She laid it on my back, then took two glass cups out of the cabinet. They had tubes running from the bottoms. She set one on each side of me, then returned to the cabinet for a small machine.

“Just because you must be disciplined doesn’t mean we should stop working on your form.”

From the top shelf of cabinet she took a small vial. She shook out a pill, placed the vial back, and returned to me.

“The chemicals I have been adjusting you with are much stronger than the drugs you will buy at your local pharmacy. They are potent, act fast, and…and that is why your chest is already swelling.”

She knelt in front of me, I was looking up, and she slid a thin board under my chin and between my chest and the sawhorse.

“Ack!” I almost panicked, being held in such an awkward position.

She smiled, and held my nose.

I had to breath, and I opened my mouth…and she popped the pill down my throat. I tried not to swallow, but it was helpless. It was a natural reflex and I couldn’t stop it. I felt the pill slide down my esophagus. I choked a bit, but then she pulled the board out and my head flopped down.

I tried to spit the pill out, but it was gone. “What did you do to me?”

“Sped up the process. A potion of extreme estrogen. You will grow very rapidly now.”

“I don’t want to be a girl!”

“But you will.”

She attached the glass half globes to my pectoral muscles. She squeezed a little hand grip and the air was sucked out of the globe. My chest started to swell inside the globes, and it felt so very, very good.

“What are you doing?”

“Helping the drugs grow you a nice set of tits,” she responded.

She stood up then, picked up the flogger, and began.

I expected a whipping that would score my skin, leave deep stripes with the blood welling up. What I got was a soft caress of soft leather. Again and again.

She started at my feet and moving up my body. Never hard enough to show a bruise, and moving so that an accumulation of strokes in the same area would leave no trace.

At first, it was laughable. It was just like cloth falling on my body.

But she wasn’t whipping my flesh…she was whipping my nerves. The constant whipping excited the nerves, made them protest, made them alive…and I began to feel them twitching and jerking.

It was an itch that couldn’t be scratched, and it grew itchier and itchier. My flesh, the nerves under my unmarked flesh, began to burn.

Over the calves, till my calves were leaping. Then to the backs of the upper legs, the hams. The heat was coursing through my body now. The legs received the flogging, but the heat emanated from the hams and infected my entire body. By the time she reached my buttocks my whole body felt hot, and, unbelievably…it was sexual!

Not pain. Never pain, unless too much pleasure can be construed as pain. She had said, ‘People think torture is pain,’ and I hadn’t understood what she meant. Now I did.

Over my back, and it was almost loving the way she stoked me and stroked me. She didn’t speak, she put on…I think it was Beethoven…and the music soothed me, even as the whip excited me.

Onto my shoulders. Feeling the tips touch my neck, and the heat was filing my entire body. I was throbbing, my whole body pulsing, like a penis. She kept whipping. She whipped the top of my head, and I was sobbing, and trying to erect, and everything felt so good.

She had caused an explosion of endorphins within me, and they were now in charge. All I could feel was the tremendous excitement and warmth coursing through me.

Occasionally I begged. Sometimes I asked for more. Always, I felt myself submerging under the caress of the leather.

Hours had passed, and I no longer struggled. The flogging had stopped, but I was content to stay in that subspace that called to me, warmed me, made me a better person. A more gentle person. Gentle like a woman.

I felt her release the globes, and I could see that my chest was swollen even more. Then she undid the straps, and she helped me to sit up. She gave me a broth, and I could feel strength coming back into me. I stared at the little breasts that were beginning on my chest.

She helped me to my feet and supported me as she guided me towards the stairs. I lifted my feet, and slowly ascended the stairs. As I opened the door a delicious aroma assailed my nostrils.

She moved me to the kitchen table and sat me down. She was so kind and solicitous, and she had taken me so far. I looked at her gratefully.

“Eat. Chicken noodle soup. You need your strength for the afternoon”

I ate, and she held my hair back so it wouldn’t fall into the soup.

At one point I began to cry, deep, wracking sobs, and my tears fell in my soup. Mrs Johnson pushed the bowl away and took my head and held it to her breasts. Now my tears were falling on her boobs.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized through the tears.

“Hush, now. It’s okay.”

Finally, I was done, with crying and with lunch, and she moved me back towards the dungeon.

The dungeon. I looked askance at her.

“It’s necessary,” she assured me.

We descended the stairs, and now I could walk unaided. She kept her arm around me, however, and it felt good to feel her body, her warmth, her large breasts pressing against my arm.

We returned to the horse and she turned me and sat me on the end, then she pushed very gently with her red tipped fingers and I laid back.

I faced the ceiling, watched the ancient sub-flooring, and she attached straps to my body. My arms were pressed against my sides, my legs were tight together, and she lifted my chastity cock so it sat upon my juncture and was not squeezed between my legs. The straps went over my neck, over my belly, over my legs.

Again, I was trussed as tight as a fat woman in a girdle, and I stared at the floor above and wondered what was going to happen. I didn’t have long to wonder.


PART SIX

Mrs. Johnson went to the cabinet and took out a jar. She sat next to me and unscrewed the jar.

“This is a very potent breast enhancement cream. The drugs are already working in your body. You can see the swelling on your chest. I have prepared the skin with the suction cups, and now it is time to massage the most potent cream in the world into your breasts.

She began to massage my pectorals, to rub the ointment into my flesh. She took her time, and it felt so very good. She pressed and palpated and stroked and worked the cream into my chest.

“Why is it burning?” I asked.

“That is your body creating new cells, your blood vessels growing to give enough nourishment to your new boobs. It will hurt a little bit, but I will give you a pill when we are done to help the growth, and to help you transmute pain into pleasure.”

She had said ‘people think torture is pain,’ and I had seen the lie of that.

She spent an hour just massaging my chest, and when she was done I was moaning with pleasure, and it certainly felt like my boobs had grown; it felt like she was actually handling little mounds of flesh. I couldn’t be sure, though, because I couldn’t raise my head to look.

Then she gave me a pill, and just in time. The butt plug, the pear of anguish was starting to hurt. I had overdone the pleasure, and I realized something.

Enough pain and it becomes pleasure, enough pleasure and it becomes pain. Which realization was in keeping with what I had experienced, and what she had told me.

She began to flog me again, this time the front of my body, and I was immediately thrust into that subspace of agonizing pleasure.

Gently, she whipped my feet, brought them to life. Then my shins, and my thighs. My legs started to tremble, and then spasm.

She smiled as she watched my body learn to want her methods.

She undid my cock cage and put it aside, then she stood over me and flogged my groin. So gently, and my penis cried for the agonizing sensation of pain made pleasure. Again and again the soft strokes struck my penis, my balls, my whole pubic area. I had an erection that wouldn’t quit, and she would stop every once in a while and just take a few minutes to stroke it, and to fondle my balls.

Up the stomach, and I felt like doing a thousand crunches as the pleasure washed through me.

The pill, the pill was taking effect.

Then she began whipping my breasts, and she took God’s sweet time doing it. For an hour she stroked my breasts, then another hour. By now she was quite exhausted. She was strong, made strong by whipping people, but there was an end even to her staunch muscles.

She went to my face, and the strokes became almost gossamer to my senses. Light slitherings of intense pleasure. My cheeks, my nose, my forehead. Then, finally, the top of my head.

She was done, gasping. She had just spent over eight hours executing the softest whipping known to man, and she was weak in the legs.

She undid my straps, then sat, almost collapsed on the chair next to the horse.

“The pill in the pink bottle on the top shelf. And turn off the music.”

I turned off the record player and Strauss’s strings faded into nothingness. I found the bottle and took a pill, and was glad to. Mrs. Johnson had given me so much pleasure, my whole body was tingling.

“Now, press the button in the pear of anguish and hold it down.”

I bent a little bit, reached down, and pressed the button. Air whistled past my fingers.

“Take it out.”

I did. I marveled at it.

“In the cabinet, the third drawer, choose a butt plug.”

I went to the third drawer and inspected the various butt plugs. There were plugs of all colors. Metal plugs, glass plugs, odd shaped plugs. There were plugs with tails. I picked out one with a tail.

“Come here, dear.”

I did, and she took the plug. “Now, bend over and let me make your day.”

I bent, and she carefully pushed the plug into my fanny. I stood up, and I could feel my new tail brushing against my hams.

Mrs. Johnson was smiling now. “Go ahead, turn around and watch it lift up.”

I was tired, but I was recovering a bit, and I spun in a circle. The tail lifted up and flew in a circle behind my butt.

“Excellent, now help me up.”

I went to her and got under her arm and straightened my legs. She stood, one arm over my shoulder, and her monster boobs pressed against me.

We walked across the dungeon and up the stairs.

“Would you like something to eat?” she asked.

I shook my head. I felt like my whole body was wired. I think it was a combination of recovering from the whipping, and the pills she had given me.

“Walk me upstairs then.”

We went up the stairs.

“I remember many years ago when I never got tired. Age is not the blessing one would think.”

“No, ma’am.” I could feel my tail brushing against my calves as I lifted my legs.

Down the hallway and into her bedroom.

I helped her to her bed. I pulled the covers back and she sat down and smiled at me. “Would you like to sleep with me tonight.”

“Oh, yes.”

“Then help me undress and we can sleep in each others arms.

I took off her heels, then her leathers, my fingers trembling as they brushed her sift, white flesh. Then she was naked, and I stared at her tits and gulped.

“I won’t put you back into chastity until tomorrow if you promise not to abuse yourself. Do you promise?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Of course, I promised. I was alive, my flesh was glowing, my breasts were growing, and all I wanted to do was be with this wonderful woman who had woken me up.

“Come then.”

She lay back in the bed and I crawled in next to her. She put her arms out and I lay in them. I nestled against her breasts, and even kissed them.

She closed her eyes, and I closed mine, and we slept.

I awoke, middle of the night. I needed to pee. I got out of bed, padded to the bathroom, then returned to bed. As I snuggled up against Mrs. Johnson she smiled, and her eyes were half open. She reached down and closed here hand around my penis, and that is how I went to sleep for the second time.

I don’t remember much about my dreams, just that I had them. I do remember feeling so gloriously alive and warm in my dream. And I remember how stiff my cock was.

And when I awoke in the morning it was still stiff, and still in her grip. So was it a dream?

She awoke, opened her eyes and looked at me. She squeezed my cock and I groaned.

She kissed me. On the lips. I had only kissed a coupe of girls, and none of them really knew about kissing. Mrs. Johnson did know about kissing. She kissed me slowly, making me hunger, making my dick even harder. When she was done she backed off, smiled, and let go of my penis.

“Come along now. It’s time to get dressed.”

I got out of bed and waited while Mrs. Johnson slid out.

What a difference a day makes. Yesterday I had been unruly, protesting, complaining, and suspicious as the day was long.

Today I just felt this huge love in my heart for Mrs. Johnson. I wanted to do things for her. I wanted to be around her. I wanted her hands on my cock again.

I didn’t even think about the pills that made me happy.

I did love the way my chest was starting to grow.

That was a glorious day, best day in my memory.

Mrs. Johnson dressed me.

First, she had me take out the horse’s tail, which I dearly loved; I loved the way it swished behind me when I walked, especially when I walked in high heels.

Then she had me put in the special butt plug, the one that vibrated and made me feel so good.

“I’ve turned off the part that mades your bum cold,” she explained. “So you will get nothing but wonderful feelings all day long.”

So, though I had a twinge of not wanting to, I let her push the thing up my butt, and she was right. If I had a bad thought it didn’t punish me. It just validated all my kind thoughts, my girly thoughts. And since she had me take a good feeling pill, too, I had nothing but nice thoughts, and I would be on the edge of an orgasm all day long.

My inner happiness accomplished, Mrs. Johnson pulled a chemise over my head and helped me into drawers. It looked sloppy, and was, but the process was just starting.

Next came the corset. This was the tightest one I had worn so far, and when she was done tightening it up I was pale and gasping.

Over the corset I put on the under petticoat. I was back in my chastity tube by now, and I was glad, for the soft feel of the material, had it rubbed my penis, would have caused a sexual and very embarrassing explosion.

She wanted to put on a hoop skirt on me, but since there was only her and me, and it takes two people to put a hoop skirt onto a third, she settled for the crinoline.

Then I put on an over petticoat, which was the dress itself. It was pink, with three flounces (layers) of skirt, and a fan front bodice.

With my long ringlets I looked quite sweet and innocent, and Mrs. Johnson helped my look by putting blush on my cheeks, and pink lipstick on my lips. She then gave me a sun bonnet, and I was there. Really there. I was the picture of a young lady in the Victorian era.

That morning I sat and did my lessons under Mrs. Johnson’s critical eye. If I fidgeted she corrected me, but I was trying so hard that she didn’t use the rod. She simply smiled as I apologized and tried to do better.

I learned my grammar, and tried to speak with my lips pursed. I even managed to give my speech a lisping quality, which made Mrs. Johnson very happy, and even caused her to compliment me on my efforts.

Then I did math, and though I was on the first grade primer, I was quite pleased with how I bent to the task. Honestly, my pudding head had an awful lot of trouble dealing with numbers.

Finally, history. And it was so boring, reading about Napoleon and all those battles. But I did enjoy reading about Josephine and how she loved Nappie. My name for Napoleon. Nappie. Such a cute name for such a cute, little man.

In the afternoon she undressed me, and I was allowed to run and play in the backyard just wearing my chemise.

I liked being able to sit in the swing and kick back and forth, but I liked the confinement of my pretty clothes better.

“Mrs. Johnson? My chest itches.”

She nodded. “That is why I let you run free. To let your body find the freedom of movement. But now it’s time to give you a chest rub.”

We went to the basement and I took off my chemise and laid on the horse.

The horse, which had scared me so much in the beginning, was now my friend. I even smiled when Mrs. Johnson tied my arms and legs down.

She took out the cream and began massaging my chest.

“What is this ointment, Mrs. Johnson?” I sort of forgot that she had told me this before.

She smiled a half smile and said, “It will help your tits grow. You may not have noticed, but your chest is expanding nicely. You know, this is the secret of my chest.”

I looked at her mammoth mammaries and marveled. “Do you think I might get as big as you some day?”

“Very likely, should you keep using the ointment. This causes cells to grow and if you are precise you can even cause your breasts to grow in perfect shape.”

“Perfect shape? What does that mean?”

She unbuttoned her blouse and showed me her chest. She reached behind and undid the clasps. The bra fell away, but her breasts only sagged an inch. They were like miniature mountains, with big, thick nipples jutting out.

“Wow! May I touch one?”

“Of course.”

She loosened one hand and reached up and touched her nipple. She gave a shiver, which made her breasts jiggle, and so I placed my hand under her breast and hefted. It was heavy, but soft, yet still firm.

“Would you like to kiss the nipple?”

“May I?”

“Of course.” She leaned over me and I used my hand to guide her nipple to my mouth. I kissed it, then began to suck on it.

Mrs Johnson sighed, and I could feel her pleasure.

Then she fastened her bra again and buttoned up her blouse. “If you’re a good girl I’ll let you nurse at my breasts tonight.”

She continued to massage my chest, and it felt so good, and it really felt like they were getting bigger.

“Mrs. Johnson?”

“Yes, dear?”

“You’re making me into a girl.”

“Yes?”

“Well, is there something wrong with me?”

“Whatever do you mean?” She was plucking at my nipples, and they felt bigger, and her thumb and forefinger made me twitch.

“Well, girls are supposed to like boys. But I still like girls. Is there something wrong with me?

“Oh, heavens, no. If a woman finds a worthwhile man, like my husband, may he rest in peace, then she may use him for her pleasure.”

In my mind I was confused by the transference of pleasure and pain, and I had an image of spanking a man.

“But if there is no man available, a woman may certainly avail herself of another woman. It is not just pleasurable, but it releases certain frustrations a woman may experience when she has no access to a real man.

I had an image in my mind of a woman on her knees, bending her head and licking between a woman’s legs. The thought made my butt plug hum all the more, and I felt so hot and tingly at the thought.

“But what is a real man?”

“Why, a real man is what you are. You will have the most glorious feminine form, you will be thoroughly educated, and you will even have a penis. What could be better than that?”

I thought about it. A man dressed as a woman, but with a fully functional penis. Able to give a woman pleasure as either a man or a woman. I liked the idea. It made me happy to be a real man.

“Are you ready for your afternoon bath?”

“Oh, yes!” I clapped my hands gleefully.

“Very well. Let me put this away and we’ll go upstairs.”

She went to the cabinet, and for a moment, a brief moment, I could see the basement window. It was high up, and dirty, but…there was somebody there. I could definitely see a pair of eyes looking down on me.

“Mrs. Johnson?”

“Yes?”

I was going to tell her I had seen somebody, but then I realized who it was. It was Mary Jane, and she must have realized that I had seen her, and she was shaking her head in the negative. No. But…did she not want me to tell Mrs. Johnson?

But before I could tell Mrs. Johnson who I had seen she had released me from the horse. We walked across the dungeon, and I looked back at the window. There was nobody there now. So I just held Mrs. Johnson’s hand and figured I hadn’t seen anything.

Up the stairs we went, and into the bathroom.

I saw myself in the mirror, and I was growing boobs. They were maybe two inches out, and well shaped. And the nipples were quite distended.

“Come now, dear. Admiring oneself is prideful. Let me take your toy out,” she pulled the pleasure plug out of my heinie, “Now slip into the water.”

I stepped into the water, and it was warm and scented. Lilacs. I loved it. Mrs. Johnson began scrubbing me. She lifted my arms and used a washcloth, and complimented me on how my arms were getting so nicely thin.

Nicely thin? And finally, something in the back of my head said that something was wrong. And I kept thinking about seeing Mary Jane. But I couldn’t figure out what was wrong. Besides, the water was so warm, and Mrs. Johnson was now lifting my cock cage and scrubbing  at my testicles. It felt so good that I just let Mary Jane and wrong things slip right out of my pudding head.

After my bath I didn’t need to go home, I was going to spend the weekend here, so I got dressed and just walked around.

Mrs Johnson was feeling tired. She had had such a long day taking care of me, and she was probably still tired from whipping me the day before, so she took a nap and I was allowed some free time.

I walked around downstairs for awhile. Just exploring this wonderful, old house. And then I sat on the sofa and read from some of the old books that Mrs. Johnson had.

But it was boring just sitting around. I decided to go outside and sit on the swing. It was such a lovely day, and…and I went into the backyard and sat on the swing. I let my legs hang, and I twisted the rope and let myself unwind. It was so much fun, just leaning back and letting my hair swing out and my legs were out and my dress was fluttering a bit from the artificial wind I was creating and…

PSSST!

I turned my head and…and there was Mary Jane! She was in the backyard and that made me so happy. She was standing behind a large bush and calling to me.

“Mary Jane!” I started to get out of the swing.

“James, be quiet. She looks out the window sometimes. Just sit there and do what you were doing.”

That confused me, but…I was used to following directions, so I did as she asked.

“Give me a minute, then meet me out behind the garage.”

That was strange. She was acting so weird. Like she was sneaking around. Still. She was Mary Jane, and I loved Mary Jane, and I wanted to talk to her.

“Okay.”

I swung for a minute, then I hopped off the swing and began walking around the yard. A side glance showed me that Mrs. Johnson wasn’t looking from the high window, so I went behind the garage.

“James! Are you all right?”

“I’m pretty!” I exclaimed happily.

She looked at me strangely. “Are you…did she give you any pills or anything?”

“Oh, yes. I took a pill in the morning, and a couple in the afternoon. You should come in and talk to Mrs. Johnson. She is so wonderful!” I sighed happily.

“James. You need to not take any more pills.”

“Why?” I asked. “They’re helping me having a perfect figure. See my boobs?” I lifted my chest. I didn’t have much to lift, but it didn’t take much. Mary Jane could see that I was getting boobs.

“James!” she exclaimed.

“What?”

“You’re a boy! You’re not supposed to have tits!”

“But I’m also a girl. And Mrs. Johnson says I’m going to be the cutest girl she’s ever made.”

“She’s ever…” she paused and studied me.

I smiled at her. “I really love you,” I said.

“And I love you, James,” but she sounded…sad.

“No, really. I have had a crush on you for the longest time. And now…now Mrs. Johnson said…”

Mary Jane pressed a finger over my lips. “Shush, James. I need to think.”

“Okay.” I waited while she thought. I didn’t know what she had to think about, but…if Mary Jane wanted me to be quiet, I could be quiet.

Finally, she opened her mouth to say something, but her eyes opened wide instead, and her hand flew to her mouth.

I turned around, and there stood Mrs. Johnson.

“Hello, Mary Jane.”

Mary Jane didn’t say anything, she just looked around like she wanted to leave.

But the only way out of the little area was past Mrs. Johnson.

“Mrs. Johnson? This is Mary Jane. She’s my friend.”

She ignored me, just patted me on the arm and sort of pushed me to the side. This confused me, and I opened my mouth to ask her about it, but she spoke to Mary Jane first.

“I thought I made it clear that you should not bother me.”

“What have you done to James?”

“Mrs. Johnson?” I asked plaintively.

“I’ve helped her be a better person.” Mrs Johnson was moving ever so slowly towards Mary Jane.

“Well, her is a him, and I think what you’re doing is a crime!”

“What would you know about it, you stupid girl!”

“Mary Jane?” I asked. I wanted Mary Jane and Mrs. Johnson to like each other. They were my bestest friends!

“I know that I’m going to go to the police!”

The police? I looked around. Had somebody robbed a store?

Then Mary Jane tried to push past Mrs. Johnson, but she didn’t know how strong Mrs. Johnson was. She didn’t know that she had a strong grip from holding the whip, and her muscles were toned from swinging the whip.

Mrs. Johnson grabbed Mary Jane and swung her around.

“What are you—“ I started, but I was interrupted by a buzzing sound. Mary Jane fell on the ground.

“Mary Jane?” I cried, and I sank to my feet next to her.

She was pale, and there was a burning smell in the air. Her eyes were closed and she just lay there.

I looked up at Mrs. Johnson, “Mrs. Johnson! Mary Jane went to sleep! She—what’s that?”

Mrs. Johnson was holding a little, black gun. But it didn’t have a hole in the end of the barrel, it had two sort of sticker things.

“It’s a taser, you idiot!” Then two little darts shot out of the end of the gun and I smelled the burning again, and I went to sleep.

I was barely aware of moving. My belly sort of hurt, then I realized I was lying over Mrs. Johnson’s shoulder.

“Stupid girl. Everything was going fine. Now I don’t know…” She kept talking as she toted me down the stairs and into the basement. I started to stir, and she pushed me up against the wall and attached handcuffs to my wrists. The other end of the cuffs was attached to the eyebolts in the wall.

I looked around and saw Mary Jane. She was lying on the horse. She had open eyes, but she couldn’t talk. She had a ball in her mouth!

A ball? but why didn’t she spit it out? And then I found out.

Mrs. Johnson went to her cabinet and returned holding a little penis, and the back of it was attached to a stretchable strap. She put the strap over my head, crushed my lovely curls, and put the penis into my mouth.

I tried to yell then, to protest, but my voice was only one tenth as loud. All I could do was grunt and moan.

Mary Jane, hearing me protest, grunted and moaned, too. But I saw that the ball was part of a gag strap thing, and she couldn’t make any real noise, either.

Mrs. Johnson stood back then, and inspected us.

We were both secure, unable to move. I was spread eagled against the wall, and Mary Jane was face up and tilting her head back to see me.

Mrs. Johnson grunted in satisfaction, then: “Well, you little brat,” she said to Mary Jane. “You’ve gone and spoiled everything. Jamie and I were having so much fun, but now you’ve gone and done it.

“An hour from now the police will likely be canvassing the area, looking for you. And I’ll have to go outside and act all concerned. You idiot!”

Mary Jane grunted something unintelligible. It sounded sort of like, ‘fuck you.’

Mrs. Johnson sneered. “You bitch!” Then she began ripping Mary Jane’s clothes off.

“I’ll teach you to mess with me!” She pulled at the material, and she was so strong that the material ripped away. I could see Mary Jane’s chest. She had a nice chest, real big with erect nipples.

Then she grabbed her skirt and ripped. It, too came apart. And all the while Mrs. Johnson cursed her, saying things that were so nasty I hadn’t even imagined she had known them!

Finally, flinging her bra aside and ripping her panties off, Mrs. Johnson sneered, and Mary Jane was rippling with sobs. Then Mrs. Johnson turned to me.

“And you! I trusted you to play by yourself while I took a little nap, and what do you do but go over to the enemy! You…you collaborator!

She began ripping my pretty clothes off, and she didn’t even care that she had provided them.

“I gave you this! And I treated you so nicely!” My dress was ripped off, and my bra came off, and my boobs, they really were getting bigger, my boobs flopped out.

“Well, my pretty!” she snarled, “When I get done with you your penis will be no bigger than a peanut. And your tits will be bigger than an elephant’s!”

Which made no sense because elephants didn’t have tits. Or do they?

Then she punched me, right in the belly, and she was a strong, old lady. I grunted and would have folded up except I was held stretched out by the chains.

She went to the cabinet and took out a whip. Not a little flogger, with soft pieces of leather, but a big whip that cracked and would cut the skin.

She snapped it a couple of times, then stood behind Mary Jane.

“I’ll teach you, you brat!”

She moved her arm back, then snapped that whip right across Mary Jane’s butt!

Mary Jane screamed, and then fainted. And that was probably all that stopped Mrs. Johnson from whipping her some more.

Then, a look of disgust on her face, she threw the whip down and walked away. Across the dungeon and up the stairs. I could hear her angry footsteps as she crossed the living room overhead. Then I heard the door open and close. I knew that she was going to sit on the porch until the cop cars started criss crossing the neighborhood.

She was such an innocent appearing old lady, and she could act so sweet. She would be able to lie to the cops, and maybe even send them in different directions.

I looked at Mary Jane, and slumped in my chains.

She lay unmoving, a bright stripe of blood across her backside.

I was still confused, but it had been a while since I had had a pill, and I was starting to think again.

I had been so happy spending the night with Mrs. Johnson, and now it was over.

And poor Mary Jane. Mrs. Johnson blamed her, and what would Mrs. Johnson do to her?

I stood there, and the light from the few windows high in the basement walls went away. There was only the gloom of the two yellow lights.

What was going to happen to me?

What was going to happen to Mary Jane?

And then I saw the flicker of blue and red in the high windows. The cop cars were out and cruising, looking for Mary Jane. But she was here, in the basement, and there seemed to be nothing I could do.


PART SEVEN

I hung from the wall and watched Mary Jane. She had been struck, just once, with a whip, by Mrs. Johnson, but that one strike had broken the skin and resulted in a thin line of blood.

Finally, she stirred, and she moaned.

“Mfghj!” I cried through my penis gag.

Her eyes slowly focused, and she looked up at me. I was upside down to her, but she grunted something.

Past that, we could not speak. I had a penis gag and she had a ball gag.

We could hear sounds occasionally. The sound of police cars, lots of voices. Then it sounded like people were walking through the yard, searching, and I heard voices.

“Mary Jane!”

Mary Jane looked up at me, and anguish was in her eyes.

“Mary Jane? Honey? Are you here?”

Her mother! And Mary Jane started to sob.

But the windows were shut, and we couldn’t make enough noise to be heard. As the night progresses the sounds waned, and we were left with our own thoughts.

She looked at me, and I could see that she was looking at my body. I was naked but for the chastity cage at my juncture.

She was naked, and I could see her breasts, which, in spite of our situation, excited me. My cock tried to get large, and I groaned as it pressed against the insides of the cage.

Time passed slowly. I was sore from standing up. And I was chilled. The night had turned cold.

After hours I noticed that there was more light in the basement. I looked up at the windows and saw that dawn was coming.

Then it darkened for a brief time, and full day hit. Now Mary Jane was not just a white shape in the dark, now I could see her breasts quite plainly. I could see her nipples erect in the cool air.

And the drugs had worn off. They were gone. I was awake, and angry, and helpless.

Suddenly, I heard the door to the kitchen open and I peered across the basement.

Mrs. Johnson, wearing her Victorian get up, came down the stairs. She crossed the basement and looked down on us.

“How are my children?” She smiled. She was no longer angry, but that meant nothing. Angry or not, she was going to do whatever she wanted with us.

“Mmmiuyt!” I tried.

“I’ll take the gag out for a moment, but you must be silent. Everybody is gone, except for a police officer around the corner, at your house, my dear,” she smiled at Mary Jane, who struggled and grunted some things that I was sure weren’t well wishings.

“”Uhhh uhhh!” Which meant I agreed not to scream And I wouldn’t, unless I heard a cop on the porch. If I could get her to trust me maybe I would have a chance.

She lifted the strap off the back of my head, “How are you, Jamie?”

“I’m…I’m fine.” I sounded hoarse. “What are you going to do to us?”

“Do? Why, I don’t know. We were having so much fun, then this brat happened along.” She frowned. “I suppose I could just dispose of her…”

“I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

“Why not?”

“Kidnapping they won’t give you the death sentence. But Murder they will.”

She just smiled a vacant sort of a smile. “Oh, I’m not worried about that. After all, if they did catch me, and dug up the floor here, well, a little kidnapping isn’t going to matter.”

It was a weird way to put it, but I realized that she had been doing this—what she had done to me, and to Mary Jane—for a long time.

She put the penis gag back in my mouth. I tried to catch it between my teeth, hopefully to spit it out later, but she wiggled it and made sure it was seated firmly.

She bent over Mary Jane, looked at her and frowned. “Don’t scream, honey.” She took out Mary Jane’s gag, and Mary Jane started in on her.

“Let us go you fucking bitch! You let us go or I’ll…she went on, and her voice rose, and Mrs. Johnson finally put the gag back in. Mary Jane screamed behind the gag. Mary Jane stared at her, and if looks could kill…

“Well, I’m tired, and I need to think about what I want to do with you children. So I will get back to you.”

She left, and Mary Jane and I were again left in oppressive silence.

For hours I stood, and my legs were definitely getting weaker. I tried leaning in various ways, but I was ready to collapse and just let the chains hold me up.

Mary Jane, though she was prone, was in no better shape. I’m sure the cut on her buttocks caused her great pain. And she was opened up on the sawhorse in an awkward way. Frequently, I glanced at her and saw tears.

Sometimes she tried to talk, but it was just making sounds to hear sounds.

And I slept. I just sagged and slept in the chains.

I awoke, and looking at the windows I figured it was late afternoon. Something had awakened me, and I wondered what. Then I knew. I could hear Mrs. Johnson in the kitchen. Suddenly the door opened and she descended. She crossed the basement to me, smiled, and gave me a shot. Just like that.

“This is my most super pure, accelerated feminizing drug. By tomorrow you will be fully female. Except, of course, for that silly appendage you call a penis.

I tried to say something, but she just ignored me and turned to Mary Jane.

Mary Jane was laying on her back, looking daggers at the older lady.

“You, my dear, are another problem. But I think I know what we can do with you. But, first, sleep a bit, and let the changes begin. She gave Mary Jane a shot. Mary Jane tried to struggle, but fastened to the sawhorse as she was, and Mrs. Johnson being strong, her struggles were in vain.

Then she left us for a while, only a half hour, and came back with a bowl of stew.

I was feeling woozy from the shot, and she pushed a pill into my mouth, then started feeding me.

I wanted to scream and yell. I wanted the police. I wanted Mrs. Johnson in the electric chair.

But every time I opened my mouth she just shoved more stew in it.

Then, my meal over, she went to one of the spare rooms on the side of the basement and dragged out a piece of furniture. There were small changes, but it was basically the same as the sawhorse that Mary Jane was tied to.

“Come along, dear boy. It’s time to get you ready.”

She undid the manacles and I tried to struggle, but I was like a fish flopping on the sand. A small, weak fish.

She guided me to the horse and pushed me on my belly. I tried to roll over, but she just used her strength to hold me down and fastened leather straps to my wrists and ankles.

“Okay, we don’t have much time, so listen carefully,” she said as she began to whip me.

“You love being a girl.” The leather caressed my flesh, and the feelings of excitement, of love, of being on the edge of an orgasm, if I just followed her directions, was overwhelming.

“I…love…being…a…girl,” I mumbled.

She made love to my body with her flogger. She stroked me and stroked me, and I came closer and closer to the nirvana of a truly spectacular, life changing orgasm.

“You will tell your mother how much you love me.”

“I..will…tell…” I repeated her command.

“If you tell anybody about Mary Jane I will kill her.”

“If…I…tell…” It felt so wrong, but it was imprinted on me. I must carry this off, I must not tell about Mrs. Johnson. I had to convince my mother that everything was okay if I wanted to protect Mary Jane.

Then she gave me another shot, and kept whipping me and whipping me, and my mind turned into mush, and was remade into a soft, little girl’s mind.

Mary Jane was safe in the basement. But I couldn’t tell anybody.

I loved Mrs Johnson. I loved my new girly look.

And, the final thing, so terrible…so terrible…but I kept repeating it, making it the most important thing.

Finally, Ms. Johnson gave me a pill. “That should last you. Let’s go.”

She untied me, helped me to my feet. She took me upstairs and washed me, quickly this time, no long loving manner. She dressed me as a girl, and I felt how big my boobs were getting.

Gigantic. At lest to me. They were probably pretty normal sized, for a girl, but I had the feeling they were going to get bigger. Much bigger.

Then she took me downstairs and let me out.

I stood on the porch, brain numbed, mush headed, trying to figure things out.

Oh, I had to go home. The weekend was over and I had to see my Mommy.

I walked down to the gate and onto the sidewalk. Nobody was there. Mary Jane wasn’t there, and I wondered where she was. Then I remembered…she was in the basement, and I had to be quiet about that.

I walked down the sidewalk and turned through the gate to my own house. I walked in and stood I in the living room. Mommy wasn’t home yet. I didn’t know what to do, so I just stood there. Blank, vacant, and waited. I couldn’t say anything about Mary Jane. I loved Mrs. Johnson. i wanted to be a precious, little girl.

I heard Mommy’s car. I turned and went to the door and waited.

Mommy came into the house and I hugged her. “Mommy! I love you.”

She smiled and hugged me back, then held me out at arm’s length and looked at my tits.

“Wow! Mrs. Johnson told me you were developing fast, but I had no idea.

Then she hugged me and kissed me and made me feel so warm.

That was the strangest night. On one hand I was so incredibly happy. I was with Mommy, and everything was so wonderful.

“I love being a girl, Mommy.”

“And I love you being a girl.”

And we hugged and she kept touching my hair and my breasts, and that me feel even better and better.

And so the night passed. We had dinner and I told her how wonderful Mrs. Johnson was, and then we sat on the couch, entwined in each other’s arms, and watched TV. And I kept telling her how wonderful it was to be a girl, to have somebody like Mrs. Johnson, and how I loved her.

And then we went to sleep.

Mommy was tired after a long day, and the excitement of Mary Jane being kidnapped, and she went right to sleep.

I lay in her arms, feeling her breasts and occasionally sucking on her tits, and waited.

Midnight.

I was supposed to get up, so I did.

I slid out of Mommy’s arms and got dressed. Then I tip toed into the kitchen and wrote a note.

Dear Mommy, I’m going to be with Mary Jane. Please say good bye to Mrs. Johnson for me. I love you. ~ Jamie

I put the note on the table and started for the front door, and…

“Jamie?”

I spun, startled, and stared at Mommy.

“Why are you dressed? Where are you…where are you going?”

She was standing in the hallway and frowning.

But I didn’t want my Mommy to frown. I ran to her and hugged her.

“Mommy! Mommy! I’m sorry, Mommy!”

She pushed me back, kept her hand son my shoulders, “Young lady, where were you going?”

“Mommy! I love Mrs Johnson!”

“You were going to Mrs. Johnson’s? At this time of night?”

“No…no! I love you, Mommy, and I want to be a girl!”

She took my hand and pulled me into the kitchen. “Come here, young lady. We’re going to sit down and you’re going to tell me what’s going on.”

“Nothing’s going on! I just love you, and I want to please Mrs. Johnson, and…”

“What’s this note?”

“No, Mommy, leave it alone. Don’t read it!”

But it was too late. She read, and her eyes opened.

“What is…you’re going to be with Mary Jane? You know where Mary Jane is?”

“No, Mommy! No!”

“But this note…”

“I just love you and want to be a girl and I love Mrs. Johnson and…”

I went on and on, repeating my concerns over and over.

Mommy watched me carefully, frowning, and suddenly she said, “Young lady, what aren’t you telling me?”

And that was it. If she hadn’t asked for my secret then I wouldn’t have told her, but when she asked so directly like that, it sort of undid what Mrs. Johnson had told me to say.

I began to cry and I said, “No, Mommy! Mary Jane isn’t a prisoner in Mrs. Johnson’s basement!”

I cried, and I sobbed, and even wailed, but Mommy was suspicious now.

But she also liked Mrs. Johnson. And she trusted Mrs. Johnson. And so, instead of calling the police, she took me by the hand and marched me over to Mrs Johnson’s.

I kicked and cried, but in my little girl mind she was bigger than me, and so I trailed along.

Down the sidewalk, through the gate, up to the porch, and she knocked.

Mrs. Johnson answered immediately, but she was dressed in a night clothes. “Why, Mrs. Hanson! What is going on?”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Johnson, but Jamie is telling me a wild story about you having Mary Jane in your basement.”

Mrs. Johnson’s eyes went wide, and she said, “Oh, my land’s sakes. Come in. We’ll get to the bottom of this.”

She opened the door wide and Mommy dragged me into the house. I looked up at Mrs. Johnson. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Johnson, but Mommy caught me sneaking out and I had to tell her about Mary Jane. Please don’t kill her.”

“Lord, what a tale,” Mrs. Johnson murmured. “Come into the kitchen and we’ll have a cup of tea and figure this out.”

We followed her through the living room and into the kitchen. I saw the door to the basement. “Can I go say hi to Mary Jane?”

Mrs. Johnson picked up a spray bottle from the kitchen counter, turned and sprayed Mommy in the face.

Mommy’s face went wide in surprise, and then Mrs. Johnson sprayed me.

“Be quiet, both of you. And follow my directions.”

I stood there, the world slowly spinning.

Next to me Mommy stood and the world was spinning for her, too.

Mrs. Johnson put the spray bottle down. “Thank goodness I always keep a ready supply of super rohypnol on hand.

My mouth was slack, my face a bit numb.

Mrs. Johnson slapped me. “That’s for getting caught.” Then she turned to Mommy. “I thought you were going to follow instructions.”

Instructions? Had Mrs. Johnson been…been doing things to Mommy? Had she given her pills and spanked her and made her do things?

And way, way back, where the deepest thoughts happen, I realized: That’s why Mommy wanted me to be turned into a girl!

 “Well, there’s nothing for it now. I’m going to have to move fast. Go into the basement. Jamie, chain your mother to the wall and wait for me.”

Mommy and I went down the steps and crossed the floor. It was dark, but Mommy knew where the switch to the old, yellow lights were.  We went to the wall and she stood quietly while I cuffed her to the chains.

Then Mrs. Johnson came down to the basement, and she told me to get on the sawhorse. Mary Jane watched all this with horror in her eyes.

Finally, everybody properly trussed, Mrs. Johnson fed us each a pill, and that was it for the night.

I know a month passed because Mrs. Johnson told me so. But I only remember bits and pieces of that month.

I remember Mrs. Johnson bringing two surgical tables out of the storage rooms in the basement. She placed them side by side and put me on one, and Mary Jane on the other.

Then it was like I was seeing things through somebody else’s eyes, even though I was in my own body.

I remember, once, coming to myself enough to reach out and hold Mary Jane’s hand.

I remember my mother crying. I guess the drugs wore off, and she realized what she had done. Even though it wasn’t her fault, she felt badly.

I was talking to Mary Jane once. I had had my operation and she was telling me that everything was going to be all right. But I was curious as to why she was crying.

Most of all, I remember Mrs. Johnson bending over me, and then over Mary Jane. She wore a white doctor’s gown, and a white face mask, and she had set up all sorts of medical instruments. And I wondered if she had on her dominatrix outfit under the gown. And as she worked on me she talked to me.

“I haven’t done this since Adolf wanted a ball transplant. He was born with one testicle, you see. Being born with one testicle is called monorchism. So I was part of a special section in the camps. We searched for a person who matched Adolf biologically so we could perform an orchidectomy. that’s the removal of a testicle. Then we planned to transplant the testicle from the donor to Adolf so he could have two testicles.

“It is an odd thing, to think that Adolf demanded all that medical experimentation just to correct his one physical imperfection, but there you go. And, in the end it was a wonderful thing, for it gave me a chance to perfect my craft. If it wasn’t for that I wouldn’t have figured out the secret of extending the life of my body. I wouldn’t have discovered adrenochrome.

“And, of course it was fun. It was—“

I remembered asking her what adrenochrome was, and I remember her telling me that it was a drug harvested from children, that it gave a long life.

But maybe I was dreaming it. I was under anesthesia  and shouldn’t have heard anything. But sometimes people wake up during operations, and sometimes they have out of body experiences. I like to think that I didn’t wake up, that I didn’t talk to her, that it was all a dream. The proof, however, is pretty indisputable.

But, proof aside, it was a long month…and a short one. And a terrible one.

Then I remember Mary Jane going in for her operation. I remember hearing her protest and cry, then silence as the anesthesia took effect.

And I remember other things. A time of recovery in which I don’t think I was given many drugs, but how many drugs is enough?

But I don’t remember much of the recovery period because I was in shock.

But I was with Mary Jane. We were together, in beds in the same room, and we talked. And though I don’t remember a lot of what we said, I remember we cried a lot. And when we were finally allowed out of bed, under heavy doses of Mrs. Johnson’s super rohypnol, we used to just sit on one bed and hold each other and stare out the window. We were on the second floor then, and we listened to the furniture moving and wondered what would become of us.

Then, one day, we awoke…

I awoke, my eyes blinked, and I realized who I was. I had all these bad memories, like dreams, but I was awake, and I was in my own bed in my own room in my own house.

And I knew it was all a bad dream. Nothing had happened to me. And I stretched and…

I jerked and moved to the side. I had touched somebody! Somebody was in bed with me!

“Jamie?” came a soft voice.

“Mary Jane?”

I sat up, and so did she. Except…she was different.

Her face was heavier, and her body…her breasts…they were gone.

I looked down at my own chest, and my boobs were very large. Very large.

“Oh, no,” she whispered in horror. “It wasn’t a dream!”

“What?” I said. “What has…happened?”

“Mrs. Johnson happened, “cried Mary Jane. I realized her voice was deeper, and mine was higher.

“But…but what…”

“Hi, kids!”

Mom stood in the doorway. “Would you like some breakfast?”

“But…but Mom! What am I doing here?” I looked at Mary Jane, “Why are we sleeping together…in the same bed.”

Mary Jane gave a choking sort of sob and I looked at her.

“And….what happened to your…your chest? Where did your boobs go?”

Mom came over and sat on the edge of the bed. She reached out and felt my tits lovingly. “Oh, Jamie, are you pretending you don’t remember?” She had a glazed, dopey expression on her face, and I knew that Mrs. Johnson must have given her more super rohypnol.

Then, studying her face, I saw the scars at the temples, and realized that Mrs. Johnson must have removed part of Mom’s brains.

Of course. Removal of the grey matter and she would not need further doses of super rohypnol. She would be permanently brain washed.

“Remember what?” I asked.

“Well, you never mind. It will come back to you. Now why don’t you two kids have a little sex, and I’ll have your breakfast waiting.”

“Have sex? Me and Mary Jane? But…but…”

“Go on, it will feel good, and you remember what Mrs. Johnson said, the more sex you have, the sooner you’ll get pregnant.”

My heart stopped, I couldn’t breath for a moment. I looked at Mary Jane, and she blinked, and it was like the word pregnant was a key to her. The shock drained from her face and she looked at me, her face suddenly aglow with love. And I realized she had little scars on the sides of her temples.

“Yes, Jamie. We need to fuck a lot.” Her arms came around me and she gripped the top of the sheet that was still covering me from the waist down.

Mom stood up and smiled. “I want a granddaughter.” Then she left the room. She had just said the most bizarre things, then went off to perform the mundane task of fixing breakfast.

Mary Jane pulled the sheet off me and sat up straighter. She pushed me back, and began to get on top of me. “She wants a grand daughter, but I want a son. What do you want, Jamie?”

Then I had a glimpse of her over me, lowering herself, and I saw…I saw…my cock and balls…hanging from her body. And I smiled and spread my legs…and just before she entered me I reached up and felt the scars on my own temples.

And I was so very, very happy.

END
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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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Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

This story has female domination, spanking, male submission, male chastity, pegging, cross dressing, feminization
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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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.
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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!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


Plus: The Omnibus of Feminization

The Big Book of Feminization!

6 volumes, over 40 stories, over 400,000 words![image: ]

Everything is at

GROPPER PRESS


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Most people don’t realize how many FIVE STAR stories

have been released by Gropper Press.

The following stories have 4 1/2 to 5 stars

as of this writing!

On the next page is a sampling

of all the five star stories at Gropper Press.

Now get in on the fun,

head over to…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories

[image: ]

The Feminization Curse ~ Tommy and Jenny are living the good life, until one day Tommy grows a pair and loses his package. This sets them off on a collision course with a dreadful witch from their past. Mrs. Morrison cursed Tommy 20 years previously, but the curse is not what Tommy expects. He is about to get the shock of his life, a shock that makes him turning into a woman  look like a small thing.

A Kindle Customer said: It is really hard to discuss such a wonderful story without giving anything away. When you read a story you think you know the direction it is going but I was totally wrong. I hope when you finish this story you a just as surprised as I was…..enjoy.
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized Cop ~ He wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. He infiltrated a dangerous gang and got the goods, but now he has to get out.
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A Month of Feminization: He never thought he’d like it! ~ Roger received a mysterious present, now he’s locked into a chastity belt, and somebody has hacked it! His wife thinks it’s funny, her friend thinks it’s hilarious, then his wife goes away and the fun starts. Will Roger ever be free from the clutches a mysterious internet hacker and…his wife’s best friend?


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Best of Grace Mansfield ~ Vol Two!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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