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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Forced Feminization. Mmmm.

Of course it really isn’t force.

I’ll tell ya, you make a man wear panties, or a bra, or even a spritz of perfume, and he is a gone goose.

He wants to be feminized, and in the worst possible way.

In fact, that’s a good way to tell if you have an alpha for a boyfriend. If he doesn’t boner up and go crazy with lust, then he’s not a candidate for feminization.

You could make him one, but it’s a lot of work, and he really isn’t enthused. Better to just choose wisely in the beginning.

The majority of men, give ‘em a taste, watch them start panting, and you’re off and running!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


I was Forcibly Feminized!

A simple delusion changes men into women!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Mr. Mistral, your wife has had a breakdown.”

“What…what do you mean?”

I held the phone with trembling hands. I was in my living room, watching a hockey game and smoking a big cigar. The garbage can was filled with empty beer cans, and I was having a ball. But this phone call, the police, it had me unnerved. My wife had gone to the mall to do some shopping, and…a breakdown?             

“If you could come down to the station, we’d like to discuss this in person.”

“Of course!”

I ground my cigar out, turned off the hockey game, took a breath mint, and ran for my car.

My wife? A breakdown? What had happened?

I arrived at the police station ten minutes later. I found a parking space and entered the staunch building. I went to the front desk and said, “I received a telephone call about my wife, she—“

“Your wife’s name?”

“Sandy. Sandy Mistral.”

“An officer will be with you shortly,” he said as he picked up the phone.

I went to a chair in the lobby and sat down. I barely had time to notice the wanted posters on the wall before a tall sergeant came through the door to the side of the front desk. He saw me right away and walked quickly over to me.

“Mr. Mistral, sorry to meet you in these circumstances. Would you like to come back?”

I followed him through the door and down a corridor. There were police officers in the various rooms, a drunk was being escorted to a room with no furniture, and the ambience was one of law and order. But it was not comforting to me. What had my wife done?”

He held a door open and I stepped into an office. There was a desk, a swivel behind the desk, a potted plant and my wife.

“Oh, George!” she jumped up and hugged me.

Behind me the sergeant closed the door, sat down behind the desk and waited.

“Honey, what happened?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I just…I had some kind of episode.”

“But what kind of episode? What happened?”

She buried her head in my shoulder and wouldn’t speak.

“They said…” I turned to the sergeant. “What happened?”

“Have a seat, please.”

So we sat, and my wife held my hand and wouldn’t look up. Confused, I looked to the sergeant.

He cleared his throat, “Mr. Mistral, you wife was, uh, taking clothes off mannequins.”

“What?”

“And trying to put other clothes on them.”

“Other…”I turned to Sandy, “What does he mean, honey? Sandy? What were you doing?”

She didn’t raise her head, just mumbled, “I don’t know. I was in the store and I remember being so happy, and I was doing things, like I worked there, and then the officers came and they told me I had to go with them. I…I don’t know why….I was just helping out, and I…I don’t know.”

“But, taking clothes off department store dummies?”

“She was stripping the male dummies and, uh, trying to put female clothes on them.”

“What?” I actually squeaked.

“Is there anything you’d like to say? Any explanation?”

He was speaking to both of us. I was too befuddled to put an opinion to this behavior, but Sandy answered. “They were dressed wrong. I was just trying to help…” Her voice was very low, almost a whisper.

“I have to ask some questions, I don’t mean to be intrusive or embarrassing, but have you or your wife ever been arrested for any sexual crime?”

“What? No!”

“Anything from peeping to public exposure to any deviant crime?”

“No! No! We don’t…I mean…my wife…this has got to be some sort of mistake.”

The sergeant contemplated us for a moment, then reached into his desk drawer and took out a business card.

“This is an exchange for psychiatrists. They do work for the county and their rates are quite low.” He slid the card across the desk towards me.

I took the card. “A psychiatrist.” I looked at my wife, “Sandy…” but she was miserable, and there was no point in trying to talk with her about anything in…in here. We had to go home to where I could sit her down and we could speak without strangers present.

I looked at the sergeant. “What are the charges.”

The department store has no interest in pursuing this matter. We would prefer that you get some counseling. There will be a record, of course, and if this happens again then…” he shrugged. his meaning was clear. Keep your nose…her nose…clean.

Five minutes later we were in our car and heading for home.

I opened my mouth to speak, several times, but held myself back. The atmosphere in the car was thick with guilt, and I wanted her to relax a bit. She just sat, huddled in on herself, looking at her hands in her lap, not even glancing out the window.

I drove up the driveway and parked, and I turned to Sandy and touched her shoulder.

“Honey, would you like to talk about this?”

She shook her head. Her face was hidden by the fall of her hair.

“We will have to talk about it.”

She nodded, then got out of the car and scurried up the walk.

I followed slowly,  trudging, wondering what had happened.

We had been married for ten years, and Sandy was the love of my life. A beautiful woman with a good body and a quite beautiful face, she was always the picture of propriety. As far as I knew, she had never broken a law in her life.

So what had happened?

The next day I queried her again as to what had happened, and again was stonewalled. But she was hang dog all day long, embarrassed, unwilling to even look me in the eye.

That evening I made an appointment with a doctor.

Two days later we entered a small office with no receptionist. Just a square with some chairs and end tables and magazines. I wondered if we were in the right place, then a muscular, well built, young man came through a doorway. He wore comfortable clothes, no white coat or net, and he said, “Mr. and Mrs. Mistral, I’m Dr. Hensall. Right this way.”

We followed him to an office. There was a couch against one wall and a couple of comfortable chairs in front of the desk. One wall was filled with books, and behind the desk were a half a dozen diplomas. Doctor of this and that. Graduated form. Etcetera.

We sat in the two chairs and he rounded the desk and settled into a plush swivel. There was nothing on the desk accept a blotter, a pen, and a tablet. A side table held a computer.

“What can I do for you?”

“Well, uh…my wife was picked up…not arrested I mean, but…she was undressing store dummies. Taking the clothes off mannequins.”

He was silent, waiting.

“So the officer gave us the card for this exchange, and, uh…”

“I understand.” His eyes were sharp, but his attitude was very…noncommittal.

There was nothing else to say, so I just cleared my throat, looked at my wife.

“Mrs. Mistral, Sandra…”

“She likes Sandy,” I blurted.

“Sandy, have you ever done anything like this before?”

“I…I don’t think so.”

I butted in, “What do you mean you don’t think? Don’t you—“

“Mr. Mistral? George?”

I turned to the doctor.

“There can be no judgmentalism in this office. Your wife is not guilty of anything.”

“But she…she got arrested.”

“Many people think that going to a psychiatrist indicates an illness, a ‘craziness,’ if you will. But we are really just striving to understand an action. Having an intolerant opinion concerning any action discourages open communication.”

I thought about that, and settled back. I wasn’t happy, I wanted answers, but I wasn’t the professional here.

And, his little talk seemed to reassure Sandy, and she actually began to speak of what had happened. Under his gentle concern she said she had just been walking through the store, noticed that the dummies were dressed incorrectly, and she just wanted to fix everything before somebody came along and was offended.

“How were they dressed incorrectly?”

“They were wearing male clothes.”

“And were the mannequins male in form?”

“Yes.”

I opened my mouth, but the doctor frowned at me.

“So the mannequins were male, but they should have been wearing female clothes.”

“Of course!” She seemed surprised that he would even ask such a question.

So the doctor kept asking questions, and I didn’t see the sense of them, or what some of them even meant. I mean, what difference does it make if she played with dolls when she was a child?

But there was a trend here, and I listened with interest as she admitted that when she was young she always dressed her male dolls in female clothing.

An hour later we were done, and Dr. Hensall made us another appointment, and he said, “Mr. Mistral….Mrs. Mistral, I would like to try some hypnosis next session. I would like you to be present, George, but I must caution you that you must be completely silent. If she is in a receptive frame of mind you must not disturb her. Speaking while a person is under hypnosis can derail the whole process. Is that clear?”

“Yeah, sure. Not a word. But what do you think is wrong?”

He pursed his lips, twisted them a bit, which was the only sign of his displeasure with the question. He explained, “Nothing is right or wrong here. All we are trying to do is find out what happened.”

“But you can cure her.”

He actually made a light grimace. “I’ll do my best to find out why she did what she did After that, it is up to her to make decisions. To label those decisions as ‘cure,’ or ‘wrong,’ is quite counter productive.”

On that happy note we parted.

The next two days passed like normal. Oh, we didn’t talk about Sandy’s episode, and there was a certain tension, but we carried on and just acted…normal. Then came the second visit, and the hypnosis session.

“Sandy,” I want you to relax. Just let all muscular tension out. Imagine yourself in a tub of warm water, and the water is so comfortable, and you are relaxing, you are…”

Hensall gave her the commands, and she closed her eyes and did as he wished.

I was sitting in a chair in a corner, watching, and it was quite interesting.

After a minute of him relaxing her, he asked, “Sandy, can you tell me why you undressed the mannequins?”

In a soft, unemotional voice she said, “They were wearing the wrong clothes.”

“What do you think are wrong clothes.”

“They were wearing male clothes. Men should wear female clothes. Everything is changing.”

“And how is everything changing?”

“Men used to be in charge, but everything is wrong, so women are going to be in charge.”

He went down that alley for a while, but she just kept saying that women were going to be in charge.

He tried: “So will making men wear women’s clothes help this role reversal?”

“Of course. Men have to learn.”

“Where are you, Sandy?”

“I’m in Womanland.”

I blinked. Womanland?

“And where is Womanland?”

“It’s in Europe. It’s beautiful. Women rule there, and men know their places.”

“Who else is in Womanland?”

“Everybody. The women. They are holding meetings and projecting their thoughts.”

“What are these thoughts?”

“That men must bow down. That men must understand women by being them.”

There was more of this, a lot more, but at the end of a half hour the doctor ended the session. He told her she would be fresh and rested, and he snapped his fingers.

Sandy awoke and smiled. “When are we going to start?”

Dr. Hensall smiled, and I stared disbelievingly.

Again, a couple of days of pleasantry, nothing said, but the tension was less. Sandy was much more relaxed. I wanted to ask her about this ‘Womanland’ thing, but was under orders not to discuss the session with her.

Sigh.

But then the third session came, and I could discuss things, and baby, that was a step into another world.

“Mrs. Mistral, Sandy, I’ve done some research, and while I have nothing definitive, I do have some clues as to what you are experiencing.”

Sandy tilted her head curiously, she had started raising her head, and even looking people in the eyes again. That was a relief.

I leaned forward and was intensely curious.

“There is an actual place called Womanland, and it is in Europe. It is apparently a sect of women who believe that the world should be one happy gynarchy. That woman are superior and that men should serve them.

“Gynarchy?” I asked.

“Rule by women.”

“Like a matriarchy.”

“Some differences, but…yes.”

He turned back to Sandy.

“What you are experiencing is a mild delusion, a twisting on this theme of women must rule the world. I wouldn’t be alarmed, it is on a level with ‘Democrats must rule the world, or Republicans must rule the world.’”

I was tempted to tell him that Trump must rule the world, but I held myself back.

“As to where you came in contact with this delusion we don’t know. There are many mysteries to the mind. Possibly you read something, maybe even a news announcer in the background saying something about it.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised.

“Oh, yes. The news media is quite a nefarious bunch. Nothing but bad news and..why do you think they call it programming?”

Huh!

“Anyway, somehow you came in contact with the ideas of this group and you have taken them for your own.”

“What do I do about that?” asked Sandy.

“Well, the first thing to be done is to relieve you of any anxiety. Not understanding the difference between reality and a delusion can be quite stressing, and ultimately harmful. But if we can relieve the anxiety then the delusion may pass.”

“And if it doesn’t?” I asked.

“Medication. There are procedures,” he shrugged. “But if we can relieve the anxiety then there may be no need for further treatment.”

We talked for a while, then Hensall discussed methods of relieving anxiety. He recommended some books, said he was available for further counseling, and then he hit us with the whammy, although we didn’t know it then.

“What you can do, George, to relieve the tension, is simple.”

“Yes?”

“Don’t fight it. Don’t make her wrong. Accept her delusions. Even go along with them.”

“Let her undress department store mannequins?”

He smiled, “No. But if she shows an interest in such an action, guide her away from that. Give her something else to do. Acquiesce to her demands, but in a more controlled environment.”

And, on that happy note, we shook hands and departed.

We arrived home, both ensconced in our own thoughts, and I went into the kitchen and made myself a bourbon and Coke. And I thought: Go along with her delusion. Don’t judge, don’t have an opinion, just go along with it. Weird.

The weeks passed slowly, and things returned to normal. We talked and laughed, ate dinner, had drinks, saw friends, and life was as it should be.

It was almost like we had forgotten the whole thing, then, one day, I had just turned on a hockey game and gotten out my beer and a giant cigar, and she said, “I think I’ll go to the mall.”

I thought nothing of it, bid her good bye, and, as soon as her car backed out of the driveway, I had a thought.

She was going to have an episode I don’t know why I thought that. But I did. I put the beer and cigar away, turned off the TV, and headed for the mall. I was just in time.

I saw her car in the parking and parked next to it. It was a short walk, only a quarter mile or so, to JC Pennys, so I strolled towards that entrance.

The mall was a big place, and I wondered how I was going to find Sandy. I was thinking about just calling her cell when I heard the disturbance. It was in the men’s section.

“But it’s dressed wrong! We’ve got to change it’s clothes!”

That was Sandy’s voice. I heard the murmur of other voices protesting, and I hurried.

Sandy had started stripping a mannequin and a clerk was arguing with her. Sandy had a bra in one hand and the woman was trying to get it away with her.

“Hey, hey!” I interjected myself.

Sandy calmed a little at my presence, and I managed to get her to let go of the bra.

“What’s the problem?” I asked the clerk.

“I’m going to call security,” the woman said.

“Is there any harm done?” I asked.

“She was trying to put female clothes on the dummy!”

“But she didn’t succeed, and she’s going home now, so…” I shrugged my shoulders.

The woman stared after us as I walked Sandy down the aisle. She even followed us and watched us cross the parking lot.

I drove, and I watched Sandy carefully. She was making little gulping sounds and looking around in a confused manner. She didn’t look at me.

“Sandy?”

She looked away.

“Sandy?”

She jerked her head around and looked at me. Her eyes were feral and she mumbled, “You’re wrong. You’re all wrong.”

I pulled into the driveway, got out of the car and rounded to her door. As she got out she looked at me and frowned. “Why are you dressed like that?”

“Come on, honey.”

I walked her into the house, and she stopped, and looked around.

“Come on, dear. Let’s get you to bed. You can rest for a while and I’ll call the doctor.”

I walked her down the hallway and, though she went willingly enough, her head turned this way and that.

“I’ve been here before…but it’s so different.”

“Here we go, babe.  Why don’t you just hop in bed and I’ll get you an aspirin.”

She walked into the closet.

I followed her. “Sandy?”

She turned to me, she looked at me. She said, “I want to make love.”

I loved my wife, and our loving had been all to infrequent these last weeks, but I did love making love to her. But…she wasn’t well!

She reached up and undid a button.

“Honey?” I tried to get her hands off me, but she got another button undone, and another. Finally she started pulling my clothes off.

“Hey!”

And she began to cry. Deep sobs that racked the body.

“Hey, don’t!”

Then she was struggling with my belt, and she got it unbuckled. The zipper ripped open and she began pulling my pants down.

And I finally sighed and let her. Heck, I couldn’t make love if I didn’t have an erection, and I certainly didn’t have one now, not with her acting so…so nuts!

She pulled my tee shirt off, then gripped my underwear, my tighty whiteys, and pulled them down.

My dick hung, maybe three inches long, flaccid.

She stopped, stared, and grinned.

She stood up, and she said, “You’re dressed all wrong, you know. If you have a cock you must wear a dress.”

“Men wear pants. Women wear dresses.”

She knelt and faced my cock. She didn’t touch it. She just whispered to it, “If you want to wear a dress…get hard.”

Nothing. I sighed.

“A nice pair of panties and a bra.”

Nothing.

“Some hose. Garters.”

Nothing.

“Lipstick.”

Something.

I stared down in horror as my cock started to rise.

“Ah, ha! She likes lipstick.”

Then, having gotten a reaction from my cock, she grabbed it and began to suck.

I started getting frantic. Just because I had gotten a hard on when she said a word didn’t mean that my cock was….that I was…

I tried to get my penis out of her hands, but I couldn’t. I could pry a finger up, but then she just went to the other hand, and she sucked. And she slapped my balls, all of which caused my cock to get even harder!

“Let me alone!” I cried.

She just kept sucking and squeezing and palpating, then, abruptly, she let go and stood up. I was naked, and she was fully clothed, and she said, “I know what you want.”

“I want you to go to bed. I want to get out of this closet.” I wanted my erection, which was poking her in the thigh, to go down.

But my dick had different ideas. As if it had been ignited and now had a mind of its own.

But, ask any man, when has a dick not had a mind of its own?

But to get erect from a single word? Nonsense!

“Now, come on,” I tried to turn her, but she moved, and she grabbed a bra off a coat hanger and started putting it on me.

“Hey!” I used a little muscle and forced her back.

She grabbed my penis and squeezed, and lifted. Suddenly I was gasping and up on tip toe. “Let go!”

But she wouldn’t. She pulled me out of the closet with one hand, pushed the bra into my hands with the other.

“Put it on!” she snarled.

“Get your hands—AH!”

She pulled down, and so hard that I was afraid my cock would separate at the root. That she would rip my penis right off me.

“Okay!” My voice was a frantic, little yelp.

She held my cock with one hand and my balls with the other. “Put it on.”

I slipped an arm through a strap, then another arm. Somehow I managed to get it right, and I struggled to get my shoulder right.

She smiled. “That’s a good boy. Good boys wear bras. They keep their pillows high and tight.”

“Gurk,” I gulped.

She let go of my package and wrapped her arms around me. I was shaky in the knee, quivering from the pain, and she quickly fastened the back.

“Yes, yes,” she crooned, a wild but pleased look in her eyes. “Needs puberty, she does.”

She grabbed my chin with one hand and turned my face so I was looking directly at her. “Puberty brings joy. Puberty brings love. When the penis falls off you will grow breasts and be a woman. Clothes are just the start.”

“Oh, God,” I staggered to the bed, half collapsed and caught myself with one arm to the mattress. I stood there breathing hard, and felt her lifting one of my legs.

“What?”

She slipped panties over my foot, let that leg fall and lifted the other.

“Hey, what—“

She punched me in the gonads. I fell to my knees, my head a white hot mess, and she went ahead and pulled panties on me. I was feeling like I was going to puke, and she pulled the panties tight. My nuts were caught, and after having been punched so recently, they hurt.

“Ow!” I fell forward, laid on the floor, and she let me. I realized that tears were coming out of my eyes.

“She has to get dressed. She has to have puberty. He’s changing and he’s got to hurry up.” She muttered and moved around the room, and suddenly she rolled me over.               I was recovering, but I still had not much strength and I didn’t resist.

Then I felt a sensation on my legs and looked down in horror.

She was slathering my legs with shaving cream with one hand, and shaving my legs with the other.

“Hey!” I protested, but I was weak, and, let’s face it, how do you fight somebody with a razor in their hand?

So I laid there breathing, gathering strength, and she shaved my legs, both legs, and even pulled my panties down and began scraping away hair around my junction.

Now I was terrified. She was talking about me being a woman, about changes, about puberty, and…what if she decided to help matters along by shaving my stump off?

Then it was done. I was shaved, nude below the waist, and I hoped it was done.

It wasn’t.

“Got to hurry. Change starting. Got to puberty. He’s gonna be big…” She sat on me, and my cock, which had gone soft after she had punched me, got hard again.

It was scrunched inside the panties, and it was squashed under her weight, but she ignored it and spread shaving cream on my body and shaved all my hair off.

“Hey,” I said weakly.

“Got to…what?”

“You’re making a mess. Let me shave myself.”

It was the only thing I could do.

But she didn’t want to let me shave myself. I think she didn’t trust me. Her, the woman having delusions, didn’t trust the man who wasn’t.

“Then take me into the shower, do it there.”

Mind you, I didn’t want to shave my body, but I figured if I could get my feet under me, maybe I could find a way to get away from her grasping hands. I hadn’t planned on her methods.

She stopped shaving me, frowned, then stood up, snaked a hand under my panties, and lifted me by the dick. I gave a small scream at the pain, and then she was pulling me up, moving me towards the bathroom.

She pulled me into the shower, turned the hot water on, and waited while it warmed up. She waited. I was already in the shower. She had finally taken her hand off my package, but she still held the razor and I was stuck in a phone booth sized room and shivering.

The water warmed up and she stepped in.

As she moved the razor over me again, doing a better job, making the skin smooth and babylike, I could have escaped. But it would have involved pushing her, and she would have fallen and likely cracked her noggin. I couldn’t do that.

And there was always that sharp razor.

So I stood there, gazing through the shower door longingly, and terrified when she shaved my penis.

God, one quick move and I would be a eunuch!

She finished, and I was bald. I thought I would have a chance to escape, but she grabbed my penis again, and now she held the razor over it, threatening me. She must have picked up on my fears.

“Come. We must hurry!” Her eyes were focused on me, and quite determined.

We left the shower, and she suddenly reached up and cut the bra off me. One quick whisk with the razor, and the sopping wet article of female clothing was on the ground. And she had her hand on my package again, and looked ready to do the slice and dice if I even sneezed.

She pulled me to her dresser drawer and said, “Get a bra out.”

I opened the drawer that contained bras and picked one out.

“Not that one. The baby bra.”

The baby bra. It was a bra with flaps on the front. One of her friends had given that to her as a joke. She had big tits, and there was some sort of humor involved, and I found it.”

“Put it on.”

I struggled into the thing, and thank God this one had clasps on the front.

Mind you, I was dripping wet, but she didn’t care.

Then she made me pick out a tummy shaper. It had an open bottom and was more like a corset, it was certainly tight enough to be a corset, and she made me put it on.

I wound up laying on the floor, tugging on the thing, but I got it on.

“Nylons.”

I was pulled over to another drawer and picked up a new pair of hose. She pulled me by the pecker to the bed, and she pushed me back With one hand she managed to unroll each stockings on each leg.

Several times I saw opportunities to get away, to run for it, but as soon as I had the idea she would move, shift her position, regrip my dick, and the opportunities passed me by.

“Honey,” I tried reasoning with her. “This is silly. You’ve got to let me go. Let’s call up the doctor and we can get this all straightened out.”

She gave a snort and handed me a bundle of nylons. “Fill your bra.”

I almost laughed, it was so bizarre, it was like an old western where the villain and the hero are in a showdown and one of them says, ‘Fill yore hand!’ Except this was not a western.

I stuffed hose into my cups until they were filled and pointing.

She handed me a dress. “Put it on.”

Her hand firmly on my manhood, I raised my arms and wiggled into the dress and pulled it down over my hips.

She smiled. “Good. We need to hurry though. Puberty coming. You change.”

“Honey, can’t you let me go?” I had been crying from being struck in the nuts earlier, and I was starting to cry again.

“Ha!” she muttered. “Come here.”

She pushed me towards her vanity and made me sit down. She frowned, then told me to put my hands behind my back. I did, and she hugged me. Her weight was on me, I couldn’t get up, and she did what she did next with one hand still holding the razor. She wrapped dental floss around my wrists, again and again, loop after loop. She must have used a whole roll of the stuff, and there was no way I could hope to break  it, so I was trussed, tied up in her vanity chair.

She smiled and stood up. She looked down at my cock. She frowned. “Too bad, but it’s got to go.”

I was afraid she was going to cut it off, but she just shook her head and placed the razor on the table.

I sat there and she turned to the table and fiddled with her creams and potions and brushes and stuff.

“What are you doing?” I asked. Tell the truth, now that she was no longer holding my weenie, with a razor in her other hand, I felt a little relief.

“You’ve got to change. They told me. Puberty is coming. Got to get you ready.” She mumbled in a low voice, and it sounded like she was some sort of weird record, just repeating things.

She picked up some things and walked behind me. She tugged on my ‘restraints’ and then sat down. I could feel her as she straightened out a finger and began doing something to it. It felt like she was filing it, then pressing something onto it. Was it…could she be putting nails on me?”

“Are you putting nails on me?”

“Yep.”

“But…why?” But I knew why. She had to change me. Puberty was coming.

“Got to change you. Puberty. Got to hurry.”

She began to hum as she did my other fingers. File and prepare, press and wait, and if it wasn’t for the fact that the dental floss was cutting into my flesh it would have been pleasant.

Finally, she finished. She stood up and came around to the front. I could barely feel my hands, the nails on them. I didn’t have much strength in my hands, the circulation being cut off, but I could wiggle them and feel the nails.

She frowned at me feet. “Should have done feet.”

“It’s okay,” I said.

“No, it’s not.”

She picked up a tiny pair of scissors, bent down and cut the tip of my hose. Shortly she was sitting cross legged at my feet, painting my tiny toes a bright red.

“Don’t move.” She dried my toes with a hair drier. I sat and felt the numbness of my hands.

She got off the floor turned me and the chair sideways, and sat on my lap.

“Ooh, hard on,” she whispered, as she washed my face with a tiny sponge. “Enjoy it while you can.”

Again, the fear: was she going to cut it off?

She began humming again as she put primer on my face, then she brushed on blush and foundation. She worked slowly, but intently. I had seen her put her own make up on in five minutes, on the run, in the tiny car mirror. But she was treating me like I was Michelangelo’s canvas. She dabbed and smoothed and brushed, sometimes using a brush, sometimes a cloth, sometimes her fingers.

My penis was going wild with all this kinky attention. She smiled and wiggled and ground her ass down, and my cock tried to stand up even straighter.

She began working on my eyes, and it was frightening when she held that sharp pencil to my eyes and outlined them. Then she brushed a very fine charcoal color onto my lids.

She smiled. “You’re beautiful.”

“I want to get up.”

“Soon.”

“My hands hurt.”

“That’s okay. Puberty is coming.”

She finished the eyes and selected a pink plumper. She dabbed and smoothed the stuff on my lips, and I swear I could feel it working. I found out later that the stuff had a lot of cinnamon and menthol in it. It worked by irritating the skin and causing a reaction.

“I don’t like this.”

“You’ll love your new, full lips.” She painted my lips a bright, sexy red.

She leaned back and inspected me. “You need eyelashes.”

She put a pair of long lashes on me, and it was weird, looking out at the world under the fringes.

“I’m saving your life, you know,” she muttered at one point.

Saving my life? By putting make up on me?

“I don’t understand.”

“Whole world is going to change. Puberty coming to everybody. If you’re ready, if you can accept, then you live. You’ll be ready. You see yourself as a woman…you can be a woman.”

I said, and I don’t know why, “I’d rather have a hamburger.”

She started laughing. She put her head on my shoulder and laughed and laughed…until she cried. Then she just held on to me and sobbed.

Finally, she straightened up and felt my hair. Her eyes were glistening with tears, but she was over her crying jag.

“You want long hair or short?”

“I want my own hair.”

“You’ll have your own hair, but you want it long or short?”

“I don’t care.”

She nodded. “We can always cut long, so long it is.”

The way she said it, ‘so long,’ like she was saying good by.

She went into the closet and brought back her wig. It was long all right. she placed it on my head, fastened it in place, and the locks hung down over my shoulders.

She looked at me again, and grinned. “Almost ready.”

“What else is left?”

“Wait.”

So we waited. Her sitting on my lap.

The hours passed, and I complained about my wrists again, but she paid me no mind.

At one point she said, “I love you, you know. That’s why I’m doing this.”

“Yeah. I know.”

She frowned. “You shouldn’t be sad. Puberty is coming.”

“Yeah, and my dick is going to fall off and I’ll turn into a woman.”

She nodded solemnly. “I’ll miss you as a man. I like your dick.”

“Yeah, well…” and I was going to say something funny like, ‘Suck my dick.’

But she got the thought.

She lifted my dress, pulled down my panties, and there it was. Mr. Happy. In spite of the fact that I wasn’t happy, he was. Very happy. Stand up and shout happy.

She bent down and took my penis in her mouth. She was always good at oral sex, and it felt so good, after the hours of being tied up, to have my cock pleasured. I groaned with the pleasure, and I could feel her smiling around my cock.

Then she stopped, and I wanted more, but she stood up and shucked her shorts and pulled down her panties. She sat on me, and it was heaven when I entered into her. I cold feel her moist heat gobble my shaft, I could feel the slither of flesh against flesh, and the ripple of veins passing over veins.

I gasped.

She kissed me. She ground down, twisted her butt on my lap, and sucked on my mouth.

It made me harder. I never would have imagined, but a little slap and tickle, and being tied up for hours definitely qualifies as a little slap and tickle, made the dick harder, and I wanted her more, and I tried to move my hips up, to lurch into her.

She rocked back and forth, holding my head, smiling, kissing me, and I felt the little click of ignition way down in my groin.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered. “I’m going to cum.”

“Last cum with a dick, honey,” she smiled at me.

It was odd, it was weird, and it was scary. Having a knife held to your manhood, and being told it was the last cum of your life…your male life…but it just made it all the sweeter, all the more powerful.

I jerked and writhed and semen shot up the shaft. My balls tightened and my head became ultra sensitive. I could feel all my flesh, glowing like it had been electrocuted, then the semen began to spurt. I could feel it deep inside her, splattering, sending those little wigglies looking for eggs.

I groaned and put my teeth on her shoulder, but I managed not to bite.

Squirt…squirt…squirt. Each bundle of droplets an emptying of my vital essence. And it felt so good. So good.

I sagged. And my dick sagged, shriveled, and started to ooze out of her snatch.

She smiled. “Was it good, honey?”

“Oh, God,” I whispered. “It was good.”

I rested my head on her shoulder, and she held me and…and I felt something. I was relaxed, and I could feel something, deep inside. A vibration. Low but heady, shaking not my bones or muscles, but…but my corpuscles.

What the fuck?
And the vibration built and built, became tangible, and I raised my head. Sandy moved her head back, and we were face to face, and she saw me gasping, and shaking, and she said… “Puberty is here!”


PART TWO

I felt my body shaking, not the muscles, but a vibration within that grew and grew. It felt like all my cells were shimmying. It wasn’t painful…at first.

At first it was just a little nauseating, like I wanted to be sick…but couldn’t. Then the vibration grew more intense. It was like my cells were actually moving back and forth inside my body.

Sandy fell off my lap. Fell right on her butt and looked up in surprise. “Ow!”

But her ‘Ow’ was nothing like mine. The slightly nauseating feeling suddenly felt like my stomach was turning inside out.

“Loose…loose…” I moaned.

She went in back of me, picked up the razor blade and sliced through the dental strands.

I fell on the floor, just keeled over and lay on my side. I was jerking and twitching, spasming, and it was getting worse.

I felt like I was being ejected from my head. I rolled over and tried to puke. Couldn’t.

“George! George!” Sandy tried to hold me, but my inner struggles were getting greater and greater. My arms and legs started whipping around. My neck cracked. My spine felt like it was a whip and somebody was cracking it. From the coccyx up the backbone, a ripple, a wave, again and again, as if they were trying to snap my head right off.

“George!”

She tried to lay on me, to hold me motionless, to stop me from hurting myself.

I was yelling something, but I sure didn’t know what.

I had a moment of clarity, a clairvoyant moment, and I looked at the town from a hundred yards up. I could see inside houses where other men were going through the same things I was going through.

A few of them were dressed as women. Sandy hadn’t been alone in her delusion, if that was what it was. Right then, if I had been able to think clearly, I would have guessed that it wasn’t a delusion. The pains in my body were too great for that.

Briefly, as if I was somebody else, I wondered if the men dressed like women would fare better than the men who were wearing regular male clothes.

Probably, then I was back in my body, writhing and groaning. And the pain localized.

It felt like when Sandy had punched me in the nuts, but about a hundred times worse. My manhood simply exploded in pain, and I had a feeling like somebody was putting hundred pound weights on my pectorals.

I screamed.

My scalp was on fire, but I couldn’t touch it. All I could do was lay there and moan and cry and wish the terrible torment would end.

Sandy kept trying to hold me, and slowly, slowly, the pain began to reside.

But it wasn’t disappearing, it was becoming more than I could bear, and my mind was just sort of canceling out that part of reality.

I rolled on to my back, and observed the pain, as if from afar.

My testicles, my penis, I couldn’t distinguish them from the pain. My chest was erupting in agony.

“You’re changing,” Sandy grunted, and she pulled the top of my dress down and reached in. She grabbed the hose I had packed my bra with and ripped it out, tossed it aside. What intuition drove her I don’t know, but I think she was doing the right thing. I immediately felt a susurration deep within my chest and it felt like somebody was grabbing nipples and pulling them, and my chest was expanding.

And my cock…what was happening to it?

“Sandy…my penis…what…”

She finished emptying the cups of my bra and reached down and pulled my panties down. She gasped.

“You’re smaller…you’re shrinking…it’s…it’s disappearing.”

The odd thing was that as she said this my mind accepted it, and the pain became less. It was like the smaller my package the smaller the pain. Then it became more intense, and it was like somebody was stabbing up through my pubis with a sharp knife. I couldn’t hide from this pain, but it wasn’t bad. It was more like a a sliver under the nail than the bone vibrating pain I had first dealt with.

I reached up and felt my chest. I felt the cups, and they were filling. With flesh. I looked down and pulled the cups out, and I could see my pectorals changing into breasts.

Puberty? I don’t know. But development…yes.

I stopped moving completely. I lay there and groaned and felt the changes ripping my body, changing it.

“Your hair…your hair,” Sandy was crying, frightened by my pain, happy for my…puberty. She grabbed my hair and pulled, and it was no longer a wig. In some strange way the fibers of the wig and my own hair had merged, blended, whatever you want to call it.

“Your lips!”

I felt my mouth, and those lips weren’t mine. They were round and full and soft.

I felt my chest. My cups were full now, but my tits were still growing, overflowing the cups, the material of the bra becoming the ultimate confinement, actually cutting into my flesh.

“The bra!” I gasped. “Take it off!”

Sandy ripped at the dress, but she couldn’t separate the material. She pulled up on the material, the dress shifted up on my torso and she reached her hands down my back and undid the bra.

“Oh, God!” I groaned. The relief was immeasurable. I tore at the front of the dress and it came down. I clutched my tits and held them. They grew a little more, but the end of the confinement signaled the end of their growth.

I lay there, crying, and felt the last throbs and pains of my groin transforming.

My dick was gone. My balls were shoved up into my pubic cavity. It hurt, but the hurt was just a light slithering of nerves, and then it was over.

I lay there, gasping, and Sandy held me, and we waited for me to recover.

It didn’t take long for me to recover. Maybe an hour. At any rate, it was only mid-afternoon and I managed, with Sandy’s help, to stand up. I struggled to my feet, stood up and wavered, and the world stopped spinning.

I was changed. I was a woman. I had lost six inches, from six foot to five foot six, and 60 pounds. From 180 to 120. I had very large breasts, which made Sandy happy.

“In my dreams they told me if I wanted big breasts on you I should apply pressure, that the boobs would resist the pressure and grow larger.”

“They were right,” I observed, as I looked in the mirror. Even my voice was higher pitched, very girl like.

As noted, my hair was my own, long and luxurious and flowing over my shoulders. And my face was soft and colorful. The make up must have been absorbed, became part of me, for my lips were quite full and red. My eyes were large and scintillating.

All in all, Sandy had done an incredible job of not just going along with the change, but of encouraging me to be the most woman I could be.

We were very sweaty from the change. Losing 60 pounds, not to mention six inches, causes a bit of perspiration, to put it lightly.

Sandy helped me undress and get into the shower. She joined me and scrubbed me clean.

Her hands worked me over, and she took a moment to feel my breasts, which made me near faint. then she examined my pussy. There was no sign of my cock, except for a slightly larger clitoris. When she touched that I almost came.

She giggled, helped me out of the shower, dried me off and helped me get dressed.

And I needed help.

Before, she had dressed me by force. Clothing had been ripped and wrinkled and not a good fit.

Now I was more female sized, and her clothes fit me perfectly…except for the bra.

“Wow! I didn’t know you were going to get this big!” She held my melons. “Well, first stop is a lingerie store. Or maybe…do you know anybody with big tits?”

“Aunt Matthilda left a box of clothes in the garage,” I said.

In a moment Sandy was back, toting the box, and we pulled out a big, industrial strength bra.

And I needed one!

My boobs barely fit into even that big over the shoulder boulder holder, and they bulged up to give me an expanse of cleavage that was sort of mashed.

I pulled on panties, no more need for underwear with a pouch for the goodies in them. Then she helped me into a dress, nylons, and…high heels.

“I can’t wear these! I can’t walk in these!”

She just laughed. “Every woman can walk in heels. It’s in their DNA.”

The funny thing was…she was right. Sure, it was awkward, but I quickly gained the hang of it. Faster than I could have if I was still male.

Still male. How odd that sounded.

Finally, dressed, we went to the kitchen for a quick lunch, and watched the television. The television was filled with news about The Great Feminization, as the newsies were calling it.

Ninety per cent of the males had transformed. The only ones who hadn’t had unusually big penises; they seemed, just looking at a few examples on the tube, very big and manly. They all grinned knowingly. Knowingly as if they knew they were going to fuck the world and the world was going to love it.

There were interviews of men who had transformed into woman.

Even children had transformed.

Then there was a special announcement from…Womanland.

Sandy and I looked at each other in surprise. Yes, the doctor had told us this was a real place, but delusions…we thought her delusions were just dreams. Made up things.

But there was actually a place called Womanland.

A tall woman with large breasts came onto the screen. She smiled, didn’t read from a script, and said, “We of Womanland wish to welcome you to the new world.

“Many have not survived this change, and crews will be traveling through your area. If your husband has died from the change simply let them know. They will remove the body with respect and give counseling if it is needed.

“For those of you who have survived, as I said, welcome to the new world. You are now a woman, and you have inherited a world badly in need of a make over. You will be expected to come to grips with your change, and to offer your services to help us fix this poor planet.

“There will be no more poverty, no more crime. Governments will cease to be corrupt and nations will get along for the betterment of all. War is hereby abolished. Rape, of course, does not exist anymore.

“For you newbies who have survived, take a moment, take a breath, accept yourself as you are. When you are ready a woman will appear who will help you take the final steps in this wonderful metamorphosis you are experiencing.

“From Womanland, have a great day…have a female day.”

She smiled, the camera cut, and the newsies took over.

But not just the newsies, only the female newsies.

And in businesses around the world men came back to work…as female.

In Congress women controlled everything, and they left the Democrat and Republican parties as one and started their own party, The Female Party. And their symbol was not a donkey, or an elephant. It was a pose by Marilyn Monroe, standing on a grate and letting the wind blow up her dress.

And the burial trucks rolled, and women ruled the streets, and the only men left were the big, strong breeders. Men who had survived The Puberty because they had dicks too big to be shrunk, and they became the perfect impregnators for the new civilization.

We poured ourselves a bourbon and Coke, and I went out on the streets. I talked to neighbors whose husbands had passed, victims to puberty, and to other men like myself, who had survived.

A few of these new men had been prepared by their wives of The Puberty. Most had just gutted it out, and these were often, unfortunately, drab creatures. They had no one to help prepare them, to show them what they could be as women, and so their chests were small and their faces lackluster.

I had been very fortunate, indeed.

But I wasn’t done.

Sandy and I returned to the house, arm in arm, and built another drink, and toasted the new civilization.

And she told me that if a man is prepared to be a woman the change goes much easier. But though I was prepared, the final change, the glue to cement the deal, the final act, was a hard pill to swallow.

“So what is this last thing that you must guide me through? I asked as we sat, the television on low, enjoying our bourbon and Coke.

She told me, and I started to shake. “I can’t…I can’t do that.”

“But you must! Sandy said. “If you don’t you will wither on the vine, the wonderful things we’ve done, they will fade, and you will be like those who had no wives to help prepare them.”

“But I can’t make love to a man! I am too close to being a man! the idea…” I shivered.

She smiled and touched my cheek. “Not to worry, my love. I’ve been instructed on how to handle that.”

“You have?” I was hopeful.

“I have. Come along.” She stood up and extended her hand. I took it, and let her lead me from the living room to the bedroom.

In the bedroom she bade me sit on the bed, and she opened a dresser drawer and took out a box. Curious, I stared as she opened it, and when she showed me the contents I gaped.

It was a strap on harness with a big dildo. A lifelike representation of a cock.

“Honey, you’ll learn. You’ll overcome your aversion to men, and you will crave them. You will certainly be glad that ten percent of the population was spared for breeder duty. But ten percent of the men still men…that’s not enough to help cement the change in the new women of the world.”

“What are you…” But I knew.

She stepped into the strap on and snugged it up. She buckled the straps and tugged on it to make sure it fit right.

“I got you a big dick for the first time because, well, let’s face it, that’s the kind of guy you are. Or were.

She placed the dildo in the socket and pressed and twisted.

CLICK! She had a dick. A nice, big one, with lifelike veins and balls and everything.

“If you squeeze the balls a semen like fluid will shoot out of the head.”

“Wow!”

And here was the thing. Yes, I had an aversion to men. Like I said, I had just been one, and the idea of making love to a man was just too much for my newly adjusting mind.

But I could make love to a woman with a dick.

And The Great Puberty, to stick, didn’t require a real dick. A fake dick was perfectly fine to make sure I stayed beautiful and voluptuous, and didn’t slide down into the mediocrity of those who were not prepared by their mates to be women.

“Would you like it face up or doggy style?” Sandy asked.

“Face up, I think.”

“Face up it is. Lay back on the bed. Scootch over and get ready.”

I lay on the bed, crossways, my legs up and spread, and Sandy moved in.

“Baby, this is going to be so much fun,” and she diddled my pussy with her finger.

I felt her finger go into me and I gasped. The touch down there was a hundred times more intimate than if somebody had just touched my cock. It was inside of me, and the nerves were so much more sensitive.

She grinned, and pushed two fingers into me. “You’re already wet. You’ve got women’s intuition now, and you now what is coming.”

I nodded, not really understanding what I was agreeing with.

She moved forward. She placed the tip of her dick into my snatch and just held her position.

I felt the warmth explode from the gentle touch.

She reached up and put her hands over my tits.

“Wow. These are big. I’m jealous.”

I smiled. I liked my big tits.

She pushed forward, and the monster slid into me.

Every woman remembers the first time she was fucked. She remembers the confusion of the mind, the chaos of giving herself up to somebody, and the joy of realizing that in the submission she now owns something: the man who is attached to the penis that is pleasuring her.

It was like that for me. I felt it, I submitted, and I knew that though Sandy had just become dominant in our relationship, though she was the fucker, in a strange, feminine way I owned her.

She pulled back, and it felt like I was being turned inside out, and in the most pleasurable way.

She slid in and my whole body reacted, wanted more, and I made strange sounds.

Back and forth she sawed me.

Oh, the joy of the vagina, and I then felt sorry for the me I used to be. Walking around like a swinging dick and not understanding.

And I felt sorry for every man who thought the penis was in charge.

How wrong. How very, very wrong they were.

The universe is a pussy. It is a female, and it is the females who own it.

In and out she went, grinning at me, knowing the new experience I was loving.

“Oh, fuck!” I said. “I never knew!”

“No, you didn’t. But you do now.”

And I started to cum, and it was more different than anything I had ever felt or imagine. It wasn’t like a gun shooting, like a man’s, it was like being in an ocean, and the waves lifted me up and crashed me, washed through me, turned me every which way but loose, and then left me, panting, exhausted, and wondering where everything had gone.

Sandy pulled her penis out of me, and I lay there, dazed, marveling, and wondering.

Why hadn’t men gone through this before? Why had they had to wait for The Great Puberty?

But of course, the simple truth was…they hadn’t understood.

END
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Feminization was Not my Choice!

My wife forced me to turn into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Sam, your sales are down.”

“Hey! It’s just temporary!”

“Let’s look at your history.”

I was sitting in Morgan Jame’s office. The big boss, and she wasn’t happy.

Tell the truth, I wasn’t happy, either. As she pointed to the sharply falling lines I cringed.

Morgan is a knock out. There are rumors she made boss just on her looks, but those rumors are false. Sure, she’s good looking, but it’s the smarts that count in her case.

Long, blonde hair, red lips, a face to die for. Long legs, tight waist a bosom that would put Dolly Parton to shame. But an IQ over 150, genius, and a bit of drive.

“Look, Sam, here’s a three year graph.”

She had charts over three years? Holy patootie! who keeps records that long?

She did, and that’s what made her an incredibly perceptive boss.

“Your statistics over January, every year, are up. Look at that line, stellar. January through February, when everybody else’s lines tanked. What are you doing in January? Your other months are up and down, what is it that’s special about January that makes you the best salesman in the company?

“Uh…”

“Think, Sam.” She leaned forward, which placed her boobs on the desk, presented her lips as curvy and kissable. And, man, wouldn’t I like to be the one to nibble on those delicate body parts.

“Well, it’s cold.”

“Yeah? So what did you do about it? This is after Christmas, nobody buys after Christmas. What did you do?”

“I’m, uh…”

“What? I know you’ve got an idea in there. Think.”

So I thought, but I was afraid to tell her. Tell the truth, the answer scared me, and I wasn’t about to share. Heck, I didn’t think I could stand the humiliation.

And, after an hour of this, I was dismissed, but with a warning. If I didn’t figure this thing out, January sales or not, I was going to be a gone goose.

I didn’t want to be a gone goose. I liked selling houses.

Sighing, I drove home that night, I was in funk city and I knew how to get out. But…did I dare?

“How was work, honey?”

“Not that good,” I answered my wife, heading right for the liquor cabinet.”

She followed me into the kitchen, observed me mixing a tall bourbon and Coke. “What happened?”

I sat down and sipped, and told her.

“So what are you doing that’s different in January?” she asked.

“Well, uh…”

“Come on. It’s obvious you know. She probably put it on the line because she knows you know.”

I studied Becky. She was one beautiful woman.  Heck, I had two beautiful women in my life. Morgan to keep my pants poking out during the day, and Becky to take care of my bulging pants at night.

“Well, uh…”

“Sam?”

“Uh, well, there’s two thing that come to mind.”

“What?”

I don’t know how I managed to tell her, maybe it was the bourbon, maybe it was the threat of long my job, but I blurted, “Three years ago it was real cold. Coldest January on record.”

She blinked. “Why on earth would that drive your sales up?”

“I was, uh…I…” my face was redder than lipstick on a tomato.

“Speak!” She said, her brow furrowed in curiosity.

“I wore your nylons.”

Another blink, a shake of the head, and she sat back and stared at me.

Oh, crap.

“And that’s it?”

I nodded, my face flaming.

She frowned, then she chuckled.

“Okay, so you’re a kinky crossdresser, but…”

“It was so cold, and men’s trousers aren’t built for warmth, but they’re baggy so I just put on your nylons and it didn’t really make my legs much warmer, maybe a little bit, but…”

“I remember that day. I laughed, but you were such a sight, stamping around and complaining about the temperature, but how could wearing my nylons for one day improve your sales?

“It wasn’t just for one day.”

“Yes, it was. I found out and made fun of you and you didn’t do it ag—you did? You did do it again?”

“I went out and bought more nylons. I wore them every day while it was cold. I would put them on under my trousers while you were in the shower, and you never noticed. But it was embarrassing, humiliating, and I was always worried that you might find out. When it warmed up, I managed to stop buying them, and…” I shrugged.

“And you wore nylons every January?”

“Yes. It was cold.”

But the look in her eyes was telling me she didn’t buy it. The fact of the matter was that the last two January’s were among the warmest winter months since weather started being recorded.

“So you’re telling me that wearing nylons was the secret of your success, and the reason you got Salesman of the Month and the extra bonus?”

I nodded. I felt so ashamed I couldn’t even look at her.

She sat and her crossed leg bobbed up and down and she contemplated me.

“So wearing my nylons makes us money.”

“I guess.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“Well, because…it’s embarrassing?”

“So you let a little embarrassment get in the way of a lot of money.”

“Well, you could put it that way.”

She frowned, and suddenly got up and left the room. She didn’t act pissed off, it just looked like she wanted to think about what I had told her.

Fine. I wanted to think about it. I had to bring up my sales. I had to hold on to my job.

That night I spent a long time going over all the books I had on how to sell. I spent some time practicing lines, re-memorized various methods and procedures. I was determined.

Becky was out in the TV room. The TV was on low, acted like white noise to me, but I heard her talking on the phone to somebody, but that was about it.

I came to bed and she was already asleep. She wasn’t snoring, and I had the feeling she was really awake, but I didn’t blame her for ignoring me.

Man. I had to pull out of this slump.

Sighing, I slipped under the covers, was super horny, but didn’t even try.

I drifted off to an uncomfortable sleep, and dreams of people laughing at me, pointing at me, and I was standing in the middle of the company sales offices and everybody was laughing and…

I awoke.

Crap. I didn’t feel too rested. How was I supposed to up my sales feeling all tired?

I rolled over and realized that Becky was already up. I sighed, slid out of bed and looked down. It wasn’t all morning wood. Some of that erection was lust and desire. I absolutely hated it when Becky wasn’t in the mood.

I headed for my shower and scrub a dubbed, and that helped.

I stepped out, toweled myself off, and stepped into the bedroom.

Becky was sitting at her vanity table making herself up. She didn’t look at me.

I almost said something, but what was there to say?

Sorry I’m a loser, honey.

I walked over to the chair where I hung my trousers and stopped. A pair of nylons, sleek and shiny, were draped over my pants.

I blinked.

I turned, and Becky was watching me.

“What’s this?”

“Put them on.”

“I’m not going to.”

“You did in January.”

“But it’s May now, and it’s getting hotter.”

“And you’re afraid I’ll think you’re a bit strange, wearing women’s underthings.”

“Well…”

“Honey, if being a kinky, little panty boy,” she drove the words into my skull, “makes you money, then you can kink with the best of them.”

“But…”

We didn’t really argue then, but she bullied me, and I found myself sitting on the bed while she rolled the stockings up my legs. I stared down at my sleek legs. God, it felt good. And my boner started up right away.

She unrolled and murmured, “We need to shave your legs.”

My dick was half mast and rising fast.

She unrolled over my knees and said, “We’re probably going to have to give you a pedicure, too. We don’t want runs in your…holy fuck!”

Becky stared as my penis got harder and harder.

“Wow.”

“We didn’t do it last night,” I stammered.

“Nylons do this to you?”

My dick was like an iron rod.

“I’m just really…we haven’t done it for a few days.

She looked up and grinned at me. “We need to get you panty hose, or maybe a tummy shaper. Something to hide that big dong. How did you manage to hide that thing last January.”

“I, uh…”

“What?”

“I used an ace bandage and strapped it to my leg.”

“You…” and she started to laugh. “You went to work with your cock tied down!” She slapped her leg and her eyes were bright. Then she stood up. “Wait right here.”

She went into the bathroom and came out with an ace bandage. She tossed it to me. “Show me.”

So I did. I pushed my cock down and wrapped a couple of loops around thigh and cock, and fastened the bandage. I stood up, and groaned.

“Hurts?”

“Hurts and feels good, all at the same time. But it’s a big distraction. It’s hard to talk to people with…you know.”

Becky just nodded. “Well, you’re going to work like this. For the rest of the week. if your sales go up then we’re going to be having a long talk.

I nodded, and was horny and miserable all at the same time.

“Now finish getting dressed. I’ll put on the eggs and bacon.”

Fifteen minutes later I was sitting at the table, my face bright red, eating cackleberries and oink strips. Becky was watching me, a small smile on her face.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re so red.”

“It’s not so bad at the office because nobody knows.”

“Do you think anybody will care if you wear kinky underthings if your statistics are up?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged.

“Do you think Morgan will care?”

“Morgan wouldn’t care if you pissed on her desk if your sales are up.”

“Isn’t that a bit unfair?”

“Probably.”

She was silent for a moment, then, “Honey, I’ve always known you’ve had a crush on Morgan.”

Oh, man, talk about double flaming, bright red fire engines. My face  looked like it had been painted red.

Becky laughed. “Oh, look at you. Your big secret revealed.”

“But I never…I don’t…”

“I know. And if you think I’m upset that you appreciate a beautiful woman, then you’re a fool. As long as you don’t initiate any action, lust all you want.”

“But—“

“And then bring all that lust home for me.” Her smiled was downright evil then.

So I went to work, and driving there was no stimulation and my Cock just sat against my thigh and even started to go down.

But when I got to the office things got hairy.

First, the nylons Becky had rolled up my leg were slightly longer than the ones I had worn last year. And the top of the nylons was just a touch loose, and it rubbed against the head of my dick.

Walking in to the building I realized this, and I began to panic. The constant rubbing was making my dick super, extra, phenomenally hard, and I actually stumbled when turning into my office.

Morgan was waiting. She was sitting in my chair, looking at my calendar.

“Uh, hi.”

“Hey, Sam. Have a seat. I’ll make it quick.”

Nervous now, wondering what she was doing, I sat in one of the chairs facing my swivel.

She flipped through the calendar, bit her sexy lip, and I was reminded of how Becky had teased me about lusting after Morgan. That added to the red factor in my face. I tried to breath, to control myself. I counted my heartbeats and tried to slow them down.

Morgan flipped the page and looked at January. I figured she was still trying to figure out why my statistics skyrocketed in January, and almost made up for the rest of the year.

She pushed the calendar aside and leaned back and considered me.

“Are you wearing them?”

My mouth opened and I gasped and couldn’t breath. Morgan jumped up and rounded the desk and pounded on my back. “Breath! Take a breath!”

The world faded back in and I sat there, totally and utterly mortified. I had never felt such deep embarrassment in my life.

“Okay, relax. Keep breathing. Deep breaths. Get it under control.”

Finally, after a minute, I was okay. Be it so fucking red-faced I would have bene mistaken for a Martian.

“Whew. You had me worried.” Morgan sat in the chair next to me. She was holding my hand and patting my forearm.

I looked down at her hand, and she grinned. “Got the hots for me, eh?”

“What…what…?”

“I talked to your wife last night. And again this morning. We had a wonderful chat.”

“And you know about me wearing…”

“Keeping your legs warm. I know. I think it’s cute.”

“You won’t tell anybody?”

She got a sly look on her face then, “Not as long as your sales go up.”

She laughed at the look on my face, then whispered to me, “But if your sales drop I will tell everybody, post it on Facebutt, and run it up the corporate ladder. Wouldn’t that make a great story in Realtor Magazine?”

Now I wasn’t turning red, I was turning ashen. The blood drained out of my face and I was gasping for breath.

“Easy…easy…” She rubbed my back and smiled.

I finally came back to myself a little.

Morgan was still holding my hand, and she whispered to me, “I know that little boys get crushes. I know, and I’ve used that fact, I’ve used my sex to bully men. And now I know about you. Funny. I always thought you were immune to me, but now I know.”

“What are you going to do?”

For answer she lifted my hand, rubbed the back of it against her left tit. “Oh, God. You make me hot.”

My mouth was open, I couldn’t think, and she laughed and said, “I’m going to tease you, make you horny, and those little sissy nylons you wear are going to drive your sales through the roof.

Then she placed my hand back on the armrest of my chair, stood up, patted my shoulder. “Get to work, Sam. Do a good job and maybe I’ll let you cop a feel.”

She left, and I sat, stunned, and my cock was jerking so hard I thought it would lift my leg right off the ground.

Eventually, I stood up and went around the desk and sat in my swivel. I took long, slow breaths. I thought about calling Becky, but I didn’t. I just sat for about 15 minutes, waiting for my cock to stop roaring, and then, it was still hard but no longer as insistent, I began working.

There is a saying: ‘The best things in life are free.’ That’s bullshit.

The best things in life are the things you work your fingers to the bone for. They are the things that you treasure.

I worked that day. I worked harder than I had ever worked. I went through lists and made cold calls. I took people out to houses and showed them. I prepared contracts and took care of the thousand and one legal details that plague a working man.

I worked so hard because I was trying to take my attention off my pulsing, throbbing, gigantic boner.

I worked because if I didn’t take my mind off my condition I would have gone crazy.

Headline: Man Gets Too Horny and Runs Screaming Down the Street.

That’s how I felt. I felt like sex was screaming in my head.

Sure, it was a distraction, but here’s the funny thing. Talking to some bozo from Kansas who is thinking of not being in Kansas anymore and handling the desire to whip out my cock and beat on it actually slowed me down a little, and made me listen extra careful.

And people thought I was just being thorough!

Ha! If they only knew.

But, by the end of the day, my stats were on the rise. Just like they had been in January.

The nylons hugged my legs, the top of the nylons rubbed the tip of my dick, and I never felt so distracted…and alive.

At seven o’clock, I had worked late because I was trying to do so much, I stood up and stretched, and groaned at the feeling of my cock head being rubbed. I even pooched my butt a little to try and take the pressure of being in sex off.

I walked out of my office and headed down the hall, and as I passed Morgan’s office she called to me.

“Sam! Come talk to me!”

I entered her office, was immediately red at the knowing look on her face, and sat down opposite her.

“Still love me, baby?” she pulled no punches, and grinned the whole time.

I mumbled something and looked down, and she laughed. “Oh, this is going to be fun. Close the door.”

I blinked. Guys always leave the door open when they are talking to women. Nobody wants to risk a sexual harassment suit. But she was a woman, and everybody would just laugh if I accused her of sexual harassment.

Not that I would accuse her, just sayin’.

I got up and closed the door.

“Come here.”

I walked around the desk and stood in front of her.

She put a hand on my thigh and rubbed. “Ooh, feel those sexy nylons. Are you hard?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, just reach for my groin, and frowned.

“Where…there it is…what are you wearing?”

My face was, as usual, redder than a slapped tomato. “I’ve uh, got it tied down.”

“Tied? With string or something?”

“I use an Ace bandage.”

Oh, the smile on her face, growing broader and broader. She still had her hand in my crotch and she placed it against my dick and felt it. 
“Wow.”

“Uh huh.”

“You sold two houses today, Sam. That earns you a grope. Would you like to feel my breasts?”

My head went up and down and I felt like I was going to faint.

“Then lean forward, bend over me a little and let your hands touch me.

I couldn’t help myself. What man could? I leaned, and my hands cupped her breasts, and I almost passed out.

“Easy,” she said, pressing my chest, holding me up, even as her other hand rubbed my trapped penis.

I moved back and was breathing hard. I stared at her and my chest felt like it was going to bust.

“Oh,” I said. “Oh.”

She laughed. “Go home, Sam. And if you have enough sales this week…maybe I’ll let you kiss my tits. Would you like that?”

I nodded, helpless, stunned.

“Than sales, baby. Go get those sales. Now, go home.”

I was dismissed, and I walked out of the office half bent over, my cock feeling like it was breaking off. It felt so good it actually hurt, and I knew I was going to have to do something about it.

“How was work, honey?” Becky kissed me and couldn’t keep a grin off her face. She dragged me into the kitchen, poured me a big bourbon and Coke, then sat down to interrogate me. “So?”

I had a hard time talking. Funny. If I was talking to sell a house I could talk for hours, but talking about sex…I was officially tongue tied.

“You talked to her,” I accused, though not with much heat. I was still mind shattered over the whole thing.

“I told her about your nylons,” Becky admitted.

“Did you know…did you…she touched me,” my voice was low and hoarse.

“Well, she had to be sure you were in your proper uniform, right?”

“She touched my cock! Doesn’t that bother you?”

“Did she fuck you?”

“No.”

“Then what does it matter?”

“But then, after work, she called me into her office and she…she…”

“Had you touch her tits. I know.”

I gaped at her. “You know? You don’t care that your husband has…has touched another woman’s…sexual parts?”

I was almost choking, I was so embarrassed.

She studied me, her eyes half lidded, then she made up her mind about something.

“Come with me.”

I followed her down the hallway. My cock was rubbing, I was horny, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her gently swaying ass.

In the bedroom she went to my closet and took down one of my belts. She turned and faced me. “Take your trousers down and lay on the bed, feet on the floor, butt to me.”

“What are you…what is—“

“You obviously feel guilty, and if you are guilty then there is a crime, and crime must be punished. Now, pants down and lay on the bed.”

Her voice was sharp, determined.

“I don’t think I need—“ Even as I started a protest I was walking towards the bed, and she pulled my arm, then shoved my back.

“Take off your pants or I’ll give you ten instead of five.”

“But—“

SMACK!

“OW!”

“Off with those pants, or you get nine more.”

She had the position, if I tried to get up she was just going to push me down, and I didn’t want ten smacks with that belt. That had really hurt!

“Okay! Okay!” I fumbled with my buckle then pushed my pants down.

“You’ve had one.

SMACK!

“That’s two!”

I lurched and tried to put my hands over my ass, but she brushed them away and…

SMACK!

“Three!”

I jerked. How the hell had she gotten so strong!

SMACK!

“Four!”

“Stop!” I whimpered.

SMACK!

“Five!”

She stepped away from me, went to the closet and hung up my belt.

When she turned around I was standing and tears were streaming down my cheeks. I wanted to rub my as, but it hurt too much.

She gave me a sad smile. “Lay down on the bed, I want you naked.

I took off my shirt and nylons. I still had the Ace bandage holding me down.

“Take it off.” Becky motioned at the bandage.

I did, and my cock sprung up harder than ever.

Becky blinked. She looked at me. Did the spanking…” she saw the look in my eyes and grinned. “It did! You get horny from being spanked!”

“I don’t! It…it’s just been bound all day and…”

“You do. You do. God, that’s wonderful.”

That confused me. Talk about mixed signals.

“Now lay down and I’ll be right back.”

I lay down, and my cock poked into the mattress. I stuffed a pillow under me to give me a bit of height, then my cock managed to lay there, sort of bent, but not too bad.

Becky came out of the bathroom with a bottle of ointment. She came to the bed, climbed on top of me and sat on my thighs and squirted a big glob of ointment into her hands.

She began to gently rub my ass.

“Wow,” she said. “I did good. Your ass is redder than your face.”

It felt good, her massaging my cheeks, rubbing the cool ointment into my buns. Slowly, the pain receded.

“You realize, of course, hubby of mine, that your life has irrevocably changed?”

“What?”

“Well, I was treating you like a manly man, letting myself get fucked at your whim, treating you like the lord of the manor. But that’s all changed.”

“It has?”

“Oh, yes. Now that I know you’re panty man…now I know what you really need, and I know how to treat you.”

“What are you saying?” I was relaxing under her strong fingers.

“I’ve had all day to research this on the internet, and all I can say is that I wish I had known what kind of a man you are. Our life would have been so different.”

I didn’t say anything and she continued. “You need guidance. You need a strong woman to keep you moving. We need to cater to your kinks, make you wear women’s underwear, and maybe more. Most of all, we have to limit your sex.”

“Limit my—“ I started to rise up and look back at her, but she just pushed my head back onto the mattress.

“Oh, yes. Some men are manly. they are alpha, and you have to make sure you bow down to them and get fucked a lot. But the idea of bowing down to you? A girly man? Ha! Those days are done.”

“Becky, I don’t understand what you are saying.”

She slid off me then, put the jar of lube away. I was on my side facing her.

She came back to the bed and lay on her side, facing me. She traced the path of my tears with one finger. “Honey, you will do what I say.” She kissed me, and my cock, which had never gone down, pulsed. “You will wear what I tell you,” she reached down and stroked me and I groaned. “Now, go ahead and have a cry. I know you want to. She reached around my neck and pulled my head down to her boobs.

I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to cry. But the spanking, then her showing me tenderness and massaging ointment into my asscheeks, it was too much. My tears started up again. this time they weren’t the result of a spanking and pain, this time they were relief. She had spanked me, and hurt me, and now she was forgiving me.

And I cried.


PART TWO

She was right. My life was changed. And it was changed drastically.

That night I heard her talking on the phone again, and laughing, and I came down the hall and peeked into the room.

She saw me, smiled, and closed the door. Right in my face.

Talk about a blinker. She had never shut me out like that before. And there was nothing I could do about it!

The following morning she laid out a tummy shaper and nylons.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“A better way of keeping your cock down. I think I’d like your cock trained to point up, and not hang down. Maybe it’s just my vanity, but every woman likes to think that her man’s cock is up and erect for her.” She smiled and shrugged.

I held up the tummy shaper and looked at it. It was small. It had a snap at the bottom for when I needed to unleash the beast for a pee, but it was going to be snug. I knew that the only direction my cock could point would be up.

“This…this…”

“Sit down here,” she spoke right over my surprise. She pointed at her vanity chair.

“What is this?”

“A chair. Sit.”

Nothing for it, I sat, and she began preparing my toenails.

“What are you doing?”

“I want to make sure you don’t snag a toe nail and ruin your stockings. I woke you up early, so we’ve got time. After I finish your nails I want you to take a shower.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“With Nair.”

I frowned. “But I don’t want to lose my hair!”

“Girly men don’t need ugly hair. Besides, your stockings will feel so incredible once your legs are shaved.

I looked at her dubiously.

She continued, and I sighed.

She said, “Lay back. Close your eyes. Catch another wink or two.”

So I did. I leaned back in the chair, and I actually dozed. I sort of felt her working, and it felt good to be pampered, and I may even have given a light snore.

“Okay, baby. Time for a shower.”

“Oh, okay.” I straightened up and yawned, and looked down. “What the hell?”

“Pretty, aren’t they?”

“You painted them!” And she had. Bright red.

“This weekend I’m going to work on your hands.”

I was aghast.

“And if you’re a good boy and make me happy, then I’ll remove the polish Sunday night.”

“But I can’t go to work like this!”

“Why not? Women do.”

“But women are women!”

“And you’re a girly man. Now take your shower.”

“Take these off.”

“Nope. And I hid my nail polish remover.”

“But you can’t do this to me!” Tears welled in my eyes.

She took my hand and pulled me up. “I already did. Now, you can cry about it, throw a fit about toenails that will be under socks and under shoes, or you can take a shower and get used to them. They really are quite pretty.”

I ended up taking a shower, and I felt weird the whole time. I kept looking down, and, wouldn’t you know it, my boner was at full strength.

When I stepped out of the shower Becky was waiting, and she grinned at the sight of my erect weenie. “More proof,” she said. “You are the girliest of men.”

“Not funny,” I snarled as I passed her.

“Not meant to be.”

I put on my nylons, pulled up my tummy shaper, and headed for the kitchen. When I got there the stove was cold and there was nothing cooking.

“What’s this?”

“What?” asked Becky innocently.

“Where’s breakfast?”

“You haven’t made it, yet.”

“But you always make it!”

“That was before I knew about you. Now that I know, cooking meals is your job.”

“But I work all day!”

“Then you better start cooking, unless you want to go to work hungry.”

There was nothing I could say. I had to eat, so I started breakfast.

“You’re going to have to get up early after this,” Becky observed, as she watched me beat some eggs.

“This is ridiculous,” I returned.

Becky just smiled.

I slid a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her and snarled, “There!”

She looked up at me. She stood up. “Come to the bedroom.”

I wasn’t going to. I swear I wasn’t.

But she walked down the hallway and I was left alone. I could eat my eggs, but…but I knew she was waiting for me.

Slamming down my fork I muttered, “Dammit!” and followed her down the hall.

“Drop your pants, undo your shaper and lift it.”

“You’re not going to do this.”

She grabbed me by my tie and spoke calmly, but right into my face. “Honey, I took a picture of your pretty nails, it’s on the cloud now, but I’ll show it to you if you wish. It is easy to see your face, and your toenails are quite visible and very pretty. Now, if you don’t lay down in the position, and I mean right now, then I will post it on Facebutt.”

My face showed my shock. “You wouldn’t!” I whispered.

“Oh, yes I would. Sure, you’d be embarrassed, and everybody would laugh at you, but the storm would pass. But everybody, whenever they looked at you after that, would remember that you are the sissy who had his nails painted.”

I could breath. My mind was a mess.

She pulled on my tie and turned me towards the bed. She pushed me.

“Down with the pants and up with the tummy shaper. NOW!”

Once again tears began to form in my eyes. I unbuckled and my trousers dropped. I undid the snap at the bottom of the tummy shaper and rolled it up so my ass was fully exposed. I laid down and clenched my fists.

SMACK!

One. Tears ran.

SMACK!

Two. My body jerked. The pain was already building.

SMACK!

Three. I groaned and whimpered.

SMACK!

Four. It hurt worse than the last spanking. Of course, I hadn’t fully recovered from that first spanking.

SMACK!

Five.

I lay there, crying, and she said, “Wait.”

A moment later she was rubbing ointment onto my fanny. “Better take a pillow with you today,” she murmured.

I nodded.

“And I don’t want you talking back to me or giving me an attitude ever again. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, ma’am!” she commanded.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She pulled the tummy shaper down and buttoned the bottom. “Pull your pants up.”

I did, and I turned around and faced her.

She put her arms around me and pulled my head down to her shoulder.

“It’s okay, honey. You’ll figure it out. You’ll get through this difficult time.”

I found myself nodding.

She moved me back with her hands and smiled and said, “Now, you don’t have time to finish your breakfast, so pick up a donut on the way. And make sure you take a pillow.”

I nodded, and she turned me and pushed me out of the bedroom.

I was glad I took a pillow to work. Very glad.

I shuffled into the offices, a bag with a donut in one hand and the pillow in the other. A couple of the guys looked at the pillow, but didn’t seem to think anything of it. I was prepared with a hemorrhoid story if anybody asked.

Isn’t that funny? I didn’t mind somebody thinking I had hemorrhoids, but the idea of anybody knowing I wore nylons would have killed me.

I sat down on the pillow and sighed, and started to open my files.

Morgan strutted in.

I sat strutted because that’s how she walked. She walked like she had a pair of tits and liked to show them off. Which, let’s be honest, made me pretty happy.

“I hear you got a spanking this morning?”

Bright red. Instantly. This woman could mortify me with a glance, and my wife was giving her plenty of ammunition.

She looked at my swivel and smiled when she saw the pillow.

“Maybe we should include that as part of your super sales program. Stats down you get a spanking. Stats up you get…excitement.” She leered at me and hefted one large boob in my direction.

“What, uh…what did you want?”

She laughed at my tentative manner of speaking. She leaned on her hands on the desk, giving me a perfect view of her globes. God. So round and inviting. I couldn’t help myself. I licked my lips. Grinning, she said, “I just stopped by for your morning pep talk. What do you say, have I pepped you up?”

I gulped, loudly, and that was a good enough answer for her.

She saw my bag with the donut in it.

She picked up the bag and look into it. I had a vanilla old fashioned in it.

She reached in and pulled it out. “I should have known.”

“Known what?”

“Sissy boys like holes.” She stuck her finger through the center of the donut. I could see her manicured finger, redder than my toes, sticking out the other side.

I blushed, furiously. It seemed that all my time was being spent with my face flushed and my heart pounding.

“Maybe you dream of other holes?”

I was really flushed, and blinking.

A huge, lop-side grin on her face, she took her finger out of the hole. She held the donut to her mouth, and kissed it.

Kissed the damn donut!

She had crumbs on her lips, and she had left a red imprint of her lips on the thing. She licked crumbs off her lips and put the donut back in the bag. “Make sure you eat that donut slowly. Maybe some day you’ll get the real thing.”

I was frozen. I had no idea how to respond.

She leaned closer and said, “I really want to suck your cock.”

Then, chuckling, she stood up and left.

And, the odd thing…I was now motivated.

I was a bit put off by my spanking, but now I was raring to go.

I opened my files, I dug into them, I began making calls, I was working like a fiend.

It was the promise of a blow job!

Yet I know she was never going to suck my cock.

A promise that could never be fulfilled, and yet…I believed it. I wanted it. I was desperate for it.

And I ate my donut, savored my donut, and dreamed of it.

Becky greeted me at the door. She greeted me with a massive, soul sucking kiss, a glass of bourbon and Coke, and her hand inserted into my pant. She flipped the snap, pulled my cock out, and began stroking.

Oh, God, the heaven of it all!

In short order my knees were shaking. She kept telling me to keep drinking, and she bent to her knees and began licking and slurping.

I was about to shoot, I could feel the switch inside staring to flip. My cock started to surge, and she stood up and grinned. “How was work.”

“Gah!” I said, unable to say anything work. My heart was pounding a big drool of pre-cum hung from my cock.

“Well, I’ve got dinner ready. Let’s go eat and you can tell me.”

My legs shaking and shivering, I stumbled after her.

We ate, and she fixed a stew that was to die for. I told her about the donut and what Morgan has said.

“Huh,” remarked Becky. I guess if you don’t cum, it’s all right if she sucks your cock.”

My jaw dropped. I stared at her.

“Well, your statistics are up, right?”

“Yeah, but—“

“People who are making it work should be rewarded. Of course, marriage and all, your sperm should be reserved for me. That’s my property.”

“Speaking of which…do you think maybe we could finish what you started when I came home.”

“Oh, honey! No!”

“But…but…”

“If you cum you lose all you motivation. No, if you want to cum you’re going to have to have your Best Ever month.”

“But…but the month is already half done.”

“That’s okay. There’s next month.”

“But…I don’t think that’s going to work!”

“It will have to. After all, you have nothing to say about it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that it’s my pussy and I’ll decide when to use it.”

“But we’re married!”

“Where does it say in the marriage vows that I have to have sex whenever you want?”

“Well, but…”

She grabbed her iPad, tapped the screen a few times, and read,

“I,” she said, and whispered, “which is me,” then continued, “take you to be my wife or husband. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, in sickness and in health.”

“But…but…”

“Nothing in there about fucking. Just about staying true to each other. Which means not depositing your sperm in Morgan.”

She pursed her lips and thought about it, gazed into the far and away and said, “I wonder if I gave you to permission to fuck her…” she grinned at me. “But that’s not going to happen.”

“What happens if I have an accident?”

“What do you mean ‘an accident?’”

“What if she’s blowing me and I can’t help it and…have an accident.”

“Well, you would probably get the worst spanking in your life, but…I would probably forgive you. I mean, I know that men are weak willed creatures who can’t control themselves.”

I was silent after that. I had leaped onto that train of thought, but I forced myself back to the thing we had been talking about.

“So you’re saying you don’t have to fuck me anymore.”

“Well, I am, but…take heart.”

I shook my head, not understanding what she meant.

“That whole love and cherish, sickness and health bit…I think that means I’m supposed to be at your side, helping you. By denying you, by making you dress a little kinky, that’s helping you. But, who knows, there may come a time when fucking you, and letting you cum, will be the help you need.”

“Oh, it is!”

She patted my cheek.

“Not yet, it isn’t.”

Then she stood up, “Come on. I want to try something.”

She walked down the hallway, and once again I was following her, watching her tight ass and feeling my cock throb and drip.

She entered the bedroom and went to the bed. There were several shopping bags on the bed.

“Here you go,” she handed me a bag. Inside it were a dozen pairs of hose, a couple of pantyhose, and several pairs of panties.”

I looked at them, and, of course, I started turning super red. “I’m not wearing panties. Or, are you letting me out of the tummy shapers?”

“I’ve been reading some more, and they say the best way to control a man, to teach him a little discipline, especially if he’s a soft man like you, is to get him a chastity belt.

“A…who?”

“A belt, a device. So I ordered you a chastity tube. Should be here within a day or two.”

“I can’t wear one of those!”

“Why not? We need to keep your cock under control, and aren’t you tired of wearing tummy shapers?”

“Well, yeah, but…locking my cock up?”

“Oh, it’s just for a while. I might let you out every once in a while, as long as you promise not to masturbate.”

I frowned. I had a weakness for masturbation and she knew it. We had talked about my predilection for jacking off many times, but she had never been able to stop me. Now it looked like she would be able to.

“Now then,” she continued, opening up another bag. “I got you a few other things.” She handed me a negligee.

“What?” I squeaked.

“Hey, we’ve got to keep you in the mood all the time. “Take your clothes off and put this on.”

Well, we had an argument, and she won. But she won the sneaky way.

No sex, and…get this…no spankings.

That’s right! She said if I didn’t put it on I wouldn’t receive any more spankings!

Now, I will always be asking myself why that made me agree.

I didn’t like spankings! They hurt! But she didn’t threaten to spank me, she threatened not to spank me, and I gave in.

I tell ya, I used to think I would never understand women. Now I don’t think I’ll ever understand me.

So I wound up wearing a negligee. It was soft, and clung to my body a bit, and I was once again flaming red, and so humiliated I couldn’t believe it. My cock, of course, loved it. Then she opened the last bag.

“Here.” She handed me a bra.

I took it, realized what it was, then simply turned and walked out of the room. I mean…a bra? I’m a man! How could she even think…how…so I walked out.

Becky seemed to realize that she had gone too far. She followed me out, without the bra, and hugged me.

I felt lost. I felt like my world was coming undone, and I held on to her and tried to control my tears.

But I couldn’t. They just started leaking out, and then I was sniffling and holding on and pressing my face into her neck.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “We’ll do this another time.”

I nodded. She patted my back, like she was burping a baby.

“I know, it’s rough. But we’ll get through it.”

I had no idea what she was trying to get me through, but I tried to control my tears, and slowly I reduced myself to mere sniffs.

She reached down and started playing with me. Soft and gentle she stroked me. “It’s okay, honey. I love you, and I’ll help you get through this.”

Then she took me into the kitchen and mixed me another drink.

I got up early and made breakfast. I was wearing my negligee and my cock was turgid because of the slither of the fine material over it.

Becky came in, smiled, gave my cock a few tugs, then sat down.

I served, and we ate, and she said, “I’ve put your bra out, but you don’t have to wear it. Not yet. I just want you to think about it.”

I was about to say something, and I felt my heart thudding dangerously, but she just moved on to another subject. “You’re at three sales for the last two days, what are your chances of having your best month ever.”

“Not good,” I admitted.

“Well, it will give you more incentive to work harder next month.”

I saw what she meant. I wasn’t going to get to fuck her unless I had a Best Ever.

That was a dismal thought. I liked sex. I was used to getting it once a day.

Now I was starving, and I hadn’t had it for days, and it looked like I was going to be going a full six weeks without. And that was only if I made Best Ever next month. Not likely.

And if I didn’t make Best Ever next month, it wold go to ten weeks, and then fourteen. It might be months, maybe even years, before I got to cum again!

And, if Becky really put me in chastity, I wouldn’t even be able to jack off!

I was a pretty glum dog when I headed off for work.

I sat in my office and pondered my fate. No sex. Maybe ever. Yet I was being teased and tantalized like a mofo.

Morgan entered my office.

“Are your stats rising faster than a cock in a whorehouse?” She had a lopsided grin.

“I need to get to work,” I answered, quite spiritless.

She frowned. Said, “Follow me.”

I followed her round buns up the stairs and down the corridor to her office.

Once in the office she locked the door, told her secretary to hold all calls, and told me, “Drop the drawers.”

I blinked.

“Or panties, or whatever. You need a reminder.”

“You’re not going to spank me.”

“Nope.”

Double blink.

“Take ‘em off. And stand in front of my desk.”

For a moment I almost didn’t. Then I remembered she was in cahoots with Becky. She had said she wasn’t going to spank me, bit if I didn’t follow her instructions, Becky might spank me.

Oh, the mess I was caught in!

I unbuckled and dropped my trousers.

“Pull your panty hose down. Not all the way.” Just enough so I can see your cock.”

I did, and stood there, my penis fully erect and pointing at her.

She started working. Reading reports and signing her signature. At one point she picked up the phone and had a brief conversation.

My cock started throbbing harder. I was near naked. She was ignoring me.

I was staring at a beautiful woman. I was on display, and it was working on me.

I started breathing harder. I felt excitement rising.

Fifteen minutes passed, and I was breathing hard.

Suddenly she leaned back, she undid her blouse and I could see her tremendous cleavage.

She watched me, and suddenly put one hand to her breast and squeezed her own boob. She put the other hand between her legs and moaned.

Oh, man. I was so excited I thought my cock was going to pop.

“Okay, you can go back to work.”

“Uh, but…”

“You were down. I just brought you back up. Now go make me some money.”

“But, I need…I…”

She smiled. “Listen, Sam. You’re my meat. You’ll spend your years here. You might make it to management, there’s a good chance, because you’re smart. I would like to see that. But you’re not going to make it if you wallow in self pity and feel sorry for yourself. You want to make the big bucks? You want to get into your wife’s tight, little snatch? Heck, you want me playing with your balls and cheering you up…you’re going to have to make it happen. Now, you’re not an alpha. No way. But with an alpha wife and an alpha boss…you can do it. So get back to your office and play with yourself or do whatever it is while you’re being all kinky, and make me some money. Go.”

I went. I went and my legs were weak, and my breathing was labored. I was red, and not just in the face. It felt like my whole body was flushed.

I entered my office and started working.

I made two more sales. Five sales in three days. nobody ever did that.

But I knew that I wasn’t doing it on my own. Becky and Morgan were behind me, pushing me, making me horny enough to succeed. I realized that if I didn’t make Best Ever in sales this month it wouldn’t be their fault.

It would only be my fault.

And, having that realization, I finally tumbled to what I needed to do: I needed to follow the advice of the most powerful, successful people in my life.

I came home and Becky was waiting for me. I think she and Morgan must have had quite a talk, because she had a firm look in her eye.

“How was work?”

No blow job. No bourbon and Coke. No sweet smell of cooked food.

“We need to talk,” I said, and her eyes opened.

I didn’t know what she expected, but later she would tell me that she  thought I might be in full revolt. No more girl things. No chastity tube. No nothing but me laying down the law.

But she should have known better. For I was, as she had so astutely judged, a soft man.

I wasn’t the high school football captain. I wasn’t the leader of the basketball team. I wasn’t the guy everybody looked up to and said I would be most likely to succeed in the real world.

What I was was a soft man, a fellow who could produce like a mofo…but I needed help.

I needed strong hands to guide me, to lift me, to shape me.

I needed a team.

And I needed to give in to the softness inside.

I needed to be a little pinker.

We went into the kitchen and I poured her a drink.

Her, not me.

She was obviously surprised, even a bit confused, but she took the drink and sipped it.

I sat down opposite her and waited a moment. Then I unloaded what was on my mind.

“I need your help.”

She blinked.

“You’ve been right, Morgan’s been right, and I need somebody to push me, to motivate me, to kick my ass into gear. And, yes. Wearing girly things does it to me.”

She stared at me, and it felt like something was breaking apart inside her. Her eyes grew softer, love, I could swear it was love, filled her eyes.

“I’ll wear your bra. My bra. I’ll wear the chastity tube, and I’ll do whatever else you need me to do.

“I need you to spank me when I let you down. I need to be well and truly deserving before you open your legs for me again. I need this, and if you give it to me, then maybe I can fulfill my vows to you. Maybe I can be deserving of you.”

She was silent, and I was silent. I was done.

A glimmer appeared in her eye.

“Please don’t cry,” I whispered. “I’m not worth your tears.”

“I can’t help it,” she whispered back.

She put her hand on mine, I put my hand on top of hers, and tears started streaming from her eyes as we stood up and hugged.

I wore the bra to work the next day. It was flat, a training bra, actually. But Becky promised to get me breast forms, and to look into implants.

She didn’t want to give me hormones, at least not yet. Maybe later, but not yet.

A couple of months later my fellow workers noticed that my chest was suddenly bigger. I had something called ‘vacation boobs.’ They were temporaries to help me figure out whether I wanted to make it more permanent.

Of course, none of the other workers said anything to me. I was out producing them, and I was also Morgan’s pet.

But, back to the first few days after my submission: I began to wear a chastity tube.

Oh, it was infernal. If I thought I was horny before, I knew nothing! The more I wore it the hornier I got. It was a vicious circle, and my poor penis raged and struggled, and failed.

Becky, of course, thought it was hilarious. And Morgan couldn’t look at me without laughing.

So, getting hornier and hornier, getting more and more desperate, suffering harder and more frequent spankings, I worked harder and harder.

Seven months later I made best sales ever. Seven months, which translated down to 28 weeks of not being allowed to cum, and being teased mercilessly.

Oh, I was ready for my reward. My reward, however, was not as I imagined it would be.

We attended a party in my honor.

Everybody was there, including a couple of upper management people flown in especially for the affair.

I wore my best dress, and the hormones were starting to take effect. Of course, I still had the implants in, so my boobs were bigger than ever.

 I stood in front of everybody and received a big, gold trophy, and a $1,000 bonus.

Not bad.

And I made everybody laugh when I insisted on passing the money directly to my wife.

Becky, with good grace, accepted my ‘donation.’

Midway through the party Morgan took me up to her office. She locked the door, swept everything off her desk, and spread her legs.

Being in chastity I couldn’t fuck her, but I could eat her, and I did. And I finally got to kiss those incredible, world class tits.

When we came downstairs and rejoined the party Becky smiled and took over.

My cock, of course, was fit to bust, but it couldn't because it was firmly in the grip of my new chastity belt. A more secure one, heavier, and the only key was on a chain around Becky’s neck.

And, after a wild party, much congratulations, and a bit of bubbly—well, more than a bit—we headed home.

As we drove into the driveway Becky said, “I guess you want me to fuck you.”

I checked my lipstick in the mirror and said, “The thought had crossed my mind.”

“Does your dick still work?”

My dick. that had been the subject of much discussion. We had decided on a brave course of hormones, one that would eventually leave me with a barely shrunken boner, but at least it wouldn’t lose full function. Too often. But it would go through soft periods on the way.

I was very still, and I whispered. “I don’t think it’s working too well right now.”

Becky turned to me and patted my cheek. “Not to worry, honey, I’ll take care of you.”

We got out of the car and headed into the house.

In the house Becky took a moment to kiss me. She bent me over, twisted me around, like the sailor that kisses the girl in the old world war 2 picture. Our lipsticks mingled, and though my dick wasn’t feeling too hard, my horniness yet increased.

She straightened me up and I said, “Woo!”

She took my hand and led me down the hallway to the bedroom. Once in the bedroom she told me, “Off with the clothes, honey.”

I took off my dress, my underthings.

She took off the key to my chastity tube. “We just bought the new and improved model, and now you don’t really need it.”

I stared at the infernal device. “Don’t lose it,” I said. “When my boner comes back…”

She smiled. “You can bet I won’t lose it.”

Naked, I stood before me. I had a women’s body. Thin waist and big boobs. I had a woman’s face, soft curves, and make up. My plumped lips were especially sexy. At least I thought so.

Of course the amount of time Becky, and Morgan, spent nibbling on them, they thought so, too.

She went to the dresser drawer and took out a tangle of straps. She straightened out the mess and stepped into it. She screw a cock onto the front plate.

She looked up at me.

“Are you ready for this?”

“I think so.” Yet I was scared. Fascinated, but scared.

She arranged me on the bed the way she wanted, which was crossways, face up, legs spread.

She took my limp cock and lifted, and my rear end rose and was exposed.

She spread lube on my rectum and placed the top of her cock to my hole.

I was breathing lightly. We had discussed this, and I knew it might hurt a bit, but…I was ready.

She began to push into me, and my mouth opened in delighted surprise. I felt the shaft slide through my anal ring. It was excruciatingly…pleasurable.

That’s the thing about anal sex. Do it wrong and it hurts. Take your time, proper preparation, and it is a dream.

This was a dream, a huge dream.

I sucked in air as she bottomed out, then I began to breath in harmony with her thrusts.

In and out she went, and I breathed in and out.

Back and forth, and I gripped the bed and forced myself to breath.

I quickly lost control.

Heck, we knew who was in control. We knew who was calling this dance.

I became limp, and just felt her cock changing my mind, scouring me of the last dregs of masculinity.

It had been a rough journey, even after I had realized what I truly needed. But Becky, and Morgan, had helped me through it.

Joyfully, I gave in to the sawing of her fake penis. I submitted, and never was a joy so great.


EPILOGUE

A MONTH LATER

I was in the den, painting my fingernails a beautiful scarlet color, very shiny, when Becky entered the room.

“Hey, girlfriend,” I asked, “What’s happening?”

“Well, I have some news for you.”

“What’s that?” I looked up at her. The smell of nail polish was rich and thick.

“Morgan says you’re on track for another Best Ever.”             

“Really?”

“Really.”

“But you sound like that’s bad news.”

“Well, there is a hitch.”

“Tell me.”

She sat down opposite me, stared into my eyes. Then she stared at my lips, big and red, then her gaze shifted down to my burgeoning chest. I really was going to have to have the implants taken out. My own naturals were really coming alone.

Of course, I did like having monster boobs, so…

“Morgan says she has been giving you a lot of attention, working hard to help you make your next Best Ever, and she wants something for her help.”

I tilted my head and listened. My fingers were shiny and sexy and I held up one hand to dry.

“What does she want?”

Becky sighed. “She wants to have a turn at fucking you.”

I looked at her. She was serious, and she looked like she didn’t like it.

I smiled. “Well, you could let her, and you could go without.”

“That would deprive me.”

“True,” I agreed. “Or, you could tell her no.”

“But she has worked hard, and she does deserve.”

“Yes, she does. She has worked just as hard as you, in her own way.”

Her own way. Blow jobs without me cumming, hand jobs, me kissing her nipples and even getting her off. All of which excited me even as they gave me no relief, and only made me more excited, and harder working, and harder. Harder considering that I couldn’t become erect in the chastity tube.

“So what are you going to do?”

“Well, that’s the thing. She got me to agree to leave it up to you.”

Now I blinked hard. I hadn’t made a real decision, outside of work, in months. Certainly not where sex was concerned.

“So the question now is…what are you going to do?”

Wow. Talk about your dilemmas. Becky and Morgan were friends. And they were complicit in my make over, my transition. To be faced with a decision like this I risked losing one or the other.

I thought, my red lips pursed, my delicately shadowed eyes revealing deep thought.

“So what are you going to do? Who are you going to choose?”

“Well, I don’t want to choose Morgan, and lose you…but I don’t want to choose you and lose Morgan.”

Becky raised her eyebrows and stared hard.

“So, if…’when’…I get my next Best Ever, there’s only one solution.”

“Yes?”

“You’ll both have to fuck me.”

For a moment Becky said nothing, then she smiled.

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


Feminization was his Punishment!

She emasculated him, then feminized him!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“So you’re Josh Baker.”

Josh stared at the woman. She was five foot six and built. thin waist flaring hips, big boobs, and lips that looked like they could give a great suck. The eyes were a little mean, but he didn’t mind that. What he did mind was that she was too old for him. When he was younger he used to get off on MILFs. Loved them cougars. Zowie. But now he was in his twenties, and he wanted to take advantage of the young stuff before it was too late. One day he’d be old and those sweet, young things would be passing him by. He’d be too old.

“And who are you?”

“Jocelyn Rankin.”

Josh blinked and squinted. Of course. She had looked familiar, and now he knew why. “You’re Tammy’s mother! Good lord! Pleased to meet you.”

He indicated the other side of the booth.

Jocelyn slid in, a mature, wise woman with jaded eyes. And especially jaded in the case of Josh Baker.

“Obviously you know I’ve been going out with your daughter. She’s a fine woman. She’s really something.”

Jocelyn gave Josh the gimlet eyes.

He ran out of words under that stare.

She said, “I’d like you to move on.”

“Pardon me?”

“I’d like you to leave my daughter alone. I’d like you to move on to other pastures.”

He shook his head a bit and said, “I’m sorry. I don’t think I understand.”

“It’s simple. Dump her. Don’t see her again. I don’t care how you do it, but…scoot.”

“Ma’am, Mrs. Rankin, I love your daughter. We have plans.”

“Cancel your plans. No more plans. Go find somebody else. Somebody more your style.”

Josh was silent. The waitress came by and he smiled at her. “Whiskey for me. Would you like something?”

“Manhattan.”

“And a Manhattan.”

The waitress headed for the bar and Josh and Jocelyn stared at each other.

Josh broke the silence. “Perhaps you could enlighten me as to why you want to break us up?”

Jocelyn dug into her large purse. She lifted out a folder and slid it across the table towards him.

“Josie stands to inherit a sizable amount of money. Naturally, I am protective. Towards that end I have a private investigator look into any suitors.”

Josh opened the folder and stared at the contents. Pictures of him. All the way back to high school. And his girlfriends. Lots of girlfriends.

“You do not have a suitable history, Mr. Baker. You have illegitimate children, which children you refuse to take responsibility for. You have been arrested for battery, and how you managed to get out of jail time my PI was unable to ascertain. You are a drunk. You fuck anything that comes along. You have had a series of visits to hospitals to be cured of such things as Gonorrhea, Syphilis, and other STDs. You have paid women money for their services, gotten in fights with pimps, and…well, it’s all there.” She waved her hand towards the folder.

Josh perused the contents of the folder for a long minute. It was true, all too true. But it was ancient history.

He looked up at the older woman. “Nothing since I met Josie. Check your dates. I haven’t seen another woman, I haven’t been in trouble with the law. As far as my two illegitimate children…there is some confusion as to who the father is. I have asked for DNA tests, but both women have refused.”

“Be that as it may, I still must insist you move on.”

The drinks arrived and Josh lifted his and sipped. He replaced it on the little square napkin and said, “Nope.”

“I will tell my daughter all of this. I will show her your history.”

“She knows most of it. I’ve been honest with her. And before this turns into a major tiff, let me say that I don’t think she’s going to appreciate you trying to manipulate her life. With all respect, she has mentioned that she is…not happy…with the way you’ve inserted yourself into her life.”

Jocelyn’s legs were crossed over the knees and one foot bobbed. She was irritated.

I know people. I can get you a job in another state. A well paying job.”

Josh sighed and shook his head. In his mind love couldn’t be bought.

“I can have a couple of my people pay a visit and convince you.”

“Lady, you’ve read my file. You know that I’ve studied boxing. I’m a fighter. I do well in a fight. And in the event that I do not come out on top…when I am laying in the hospital and Josie visits me I will tell her everything.”

He leaned forward. “If she wants to dump me, then so be it. I love her and I’ll abide by her wishes. But for you to come along and try this crap…you should know better.”

Jocelyn was breathing hard now, squinting at Josh. Her eyes were fiery with rage. She was a rich bitch who was used to be obeyed, and the idea that this…this…peasant could sass her…it was almost too much to bear.

Abruptly she stood up, gathered in the folder, and stomped off. As well as she could in high heels.

Josh watched her straight back and round ass as she headed for the door. He let out air and tried to calm himself down. Heysoos. What a bitch.

Well, he had taken care of her. She wouldn’t be bothering him again. At least not until the wedding and he called her ‘mom.’

He sipped his drink, listened to the music, and tried to relax. He was totally unaware that when Jocelyn left the bar she had signaled to three men. Plan B was about to be put into action.

Josh sat and listened to the music for ten minutes. The band was good, and he figured he had a half hour before he met Josie, so why not enjoy.

Suddenly a girl tripped and fell…right on his table. Her hand knocked over his whiskey. “Oh, crap!” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m…I’m a little tipsy.”

Josh stood up and brushed some liquid off his pants. No big deal, and he grinned.

“Let me get you a new drink.”

“Hey, that’s okay.”

But the girl wasn’t about to be put off. She was a good looking thing wearing a skirt and a pearl snap skirt. Her legs were pretty good perched on her high heels.

“Smells like whiskey,” she looked up at him. “Just hold here for a second.”

He protested, but she was gone to the bar.

Josh sighed. Normally he would have tried to pick the girl up, but not since he met Josie. Josie was the one for him. He thought about just leaving, but that would be rude, and he did want to listen to a couple more songs. He sat down and waited.

Across the room the lead guitarist thought he was Van Halen, and he was doing a pretty good job of double tapping. The audience was yelling and hooting, and…the girl came back with his whiskey.

She placed it on the table, and sat down opposite him. She put her hand below the table and dropped a little packet. The packet had contained a white substance, a roofie, and it had been poured into Josh’s whiskey.

“Well, thanks, but you really didn’t have to.”

“Sure I did. You like the band?”

“Yeah, they’re pretty good.”

The girl raised her glass for a toast, and he clinked and drank. He didn’t taste any of the white powder.

He listened to the music for another fifteen, then glanced at his watch. “Been a pleasure,” he smiled at the girl. “And thanks for the drink.”

He stood up and almost fell down. Suddenly he was dizzy.

“What the fuck?”

She caught his arm and said, “You just drank too fast. I’ll walk you out.”

He nodded, and was trying to figure out what happened to his thinking process. Everything was moving slower, and he was thinking like he was a five inch turd in a four inch pipe.

The girl grabbed his arm and guided him towards the front door. He stumbled and tripped, and suddenly felt another pair of hands helping him walk.

“Let me help,” some big guy in a suit half lifted him up. And it was good, because he was about to collapse. His feet wobbled, his ankles felt like drunken worms, and his whole sense of balance was skewed. The world spun and dipped and he could barely hold on to consciousness. Then he couldn’t. The world spun away and he spun with it.

“Hey, baby. Do you love me?” The girl from the bar was named Lisa. She wasn’t wearing a skirt and a pearl snap shirt now. Now she was wearing a blue negligee that accentuated her charms. And her charms, played down in the bar so she could make contact, were abundant.

The negligee was see through blue, flimsy, and her breasts thrust out. The nipples were rigid and electric hot.

“What…who are…” Josh was laying on a sofa, holding his head, wondering what was happening.

Lisa lay next to him. She was on her side, and he was half under her. She took his hand and placed it on her breast. She moaned and closed her eyes slightly. “Oh, honey.” She grabbed his crotch. “You’re big. Take off your clothes.

“Dizzy, unaware, Josh started unbuttoning his shirt, even as he said, “I don’t want to!”

Lisa groaned inside. She had been working this jerk for ten minutes, and usually that was enough. She had them undressed and dick inserted and the film was in the can. But this guy…all he did was keep asking where his girlfriend was.

Suddenly she sat up, pushing Josh to the side. He was still on the couch and he was unbuttoning his shirt, then buttoning it…he couldn’t make up his mind, even though he was loaded with rohypnol.

“Jim, this guy is impossible.”

Jim was the big guy in the suit who had helped her get the mark out of the bar. Now he was in the shadows, behind a camera, and he was a little frustrated, too. What happened to the days when you just conked a guy on the head and took naked pictures and that was enough? Now everybody wanted a damn movie production. Camera, action, get your dick out and screw, bozo!

He rubbed his jaw with one hand. “Look, just get him nude. We can lose some of the sound, we can cut and splice. Just get a few suggestive poses. Get him naked, suck his dick and I’ll work around it.”

Lisa nodded. She turned to Josh, who was still buttoning and unbuttoning. She sighed. This guy must have really pissed somebody off.

“Stop stalling,” she whispered. She sat down next to him and unbuttoned his shirt. Even then he tried to push her hands away. “Don’t wanna.”

“Sure you do. Come on, honey, help me out here.”

She got his shirt off, then his pants. His shoes were already off, and now all she had to do was remove his pants. Still, the damned fool wouldn’t stop struggling.

Finally, in spite of his drugged resistance, she pulled his underwear off. He was a handsome fellow, his body was cut, very strong, like he was an athlete or something. What was nice was that his cock was  a big one. Glancing at the camera, she smiled, and went down on Josh.

Drugged, out of his mind, his resistance faded as her mouth engulfed him. He tried to sit up, but she pushed him back with a hand and gobbled him. She deep throated him, she turned her face so it looked natural, but was best presented to the camera.

Behind the camera Jim smiled. Lisa was sure a pro. He watched the images flash over the little flap monitor sticking out of the side of the camera.

Lisa held Josh’s balls in her hands, she lifted him, and he had to raise his hips to avoid pain. It looked like he was thrusting his cock into her mouth.

She put her hands under his buns then and lifted. She suckled his balls, and he groaned with the pleasure.

He wondered where Josie was. “Josie?” he asked of no one, of everyone.

Fuck, thought Lisa. She’s sucking his dick like it was the last one in the world and he still wants some bitch. This guy was really stuck on whoever this girl was. Lucky girl, but that made Lisa’s job all the harder.

From behind the camera Jim said, “Don’t worry about it. You’re looking good.”

Josh tried to sit up again. “Who’s that?”

Lisa pushed him down, she grabbed his cock and pulled it so he had to raise his hips. When he did she pushed a finger into his ass.

“Fuck!” wheezed Josh, looking around. “What the fuck!” But it looked like he was really trying to get his cock into her mouth.

“Fuck him now,” suggested Jim.

Lisa climbed on top of Josh. Smiling for the camera, looking wanton and sexy, she slid down his pole.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. He was big. She fell forward and caught herself with her hands on his chest.

“Oh,” muttered Jim. “Josie?”

Son of a bitch. Again with the name!

She began fucking him in earnest. He might be fuck stupid, but his body responded to her efforts. Finally, his body took over. He might not know what he was doing or want to fuck, but his body responded to stimulus. He grabbed her and flipped her over. Now he was on top, his legs between hers, and he started to drive his spike into her.

Suddenly Lisa was blinking and gasping. He was jamming that big dick into her with a power that shocked her.

Josh rammed an rammed.

Behind the camera Jim exulted. He heard Lisa mewling, but the shots were great! This guy was really fucking now, and there was going to be no doubt that he wanted this.

“Hey…hey…” Lisa cried, breathless, her pussy being pummeled by his power. “Sto…sto…stop!”

Jim chuckled. Now it looked a little like rape. Lisa was a genius!

Except that Lisa wasn’t so much a genius as she was getting turned on. Up till now it had just been a job. Get his dick in her, move around a bit, and get the compromising pics. But this guy wasn’t like other marks. He was fucking her so good she was responding. Her body was liking it, and suddenly she started to feel an orgasm coming.

Fuck! Fuck! She didn’t want an orgasm! She wanted to keep this guy a mark. An orgasm meant attachment. She couldn’t risk that.

But Josh kept pushing into her, and now he was grabbing her breasts, sucking them, and she felt the heat exploding within.

“FUCK!” she cried, and the orgasm exploded through her, rocked her, made her arch, all her muscles spasming and locking.

Josh started to spew then. He pushed his hips forward, held his head up and said, “Josie! I love you!”

Behind the camera Jim frowned. Man, this was good stuff, but…but it looked like Lisa was actually enjoying it. He suddenly felt a little jealous. He and Lisa were professional about it, he didn’t mind that she fucked marks because there was good money in it and she didn’t really like the dopes. But she had never gotten off like this before.

Suddenly he stood up and walked around the camera. He trotted across the room and pulled Josh off his girl. “You son of a bitch!”

Josh fell back and hit the floor. He punched his fist into the air above him, wondering what was going on. Boxer’s reflex. Keep fighting.

But there was no fight.

Jim helped Lisa off the couch and held her. “You all right, baby?”

“Heysoos,” she muttered, still a little dazed by what had happened. “We blackmailed a lot of guys, but that’s the first time…crap.”

Jim glared at Josh, who was rolling around, trying to figure out who had hit him, pawing his hands at the air. Man, he wanted to kick the shit out of this guy, fucking his girlfriend like that, but he had orders not to hurt the guy, not to leave any marks on him.

In the darkness the camera was still recording.

Jim heard somebody groaning. Poor guy, he thought, must have had a hard night. Then he realized it was him that was in pain.

He opened his eyes and the world smacked him with a headache. He didn’t move his head. That would hurt even more.

It was daylight, and he was sitting in his truck.

He moved his eyes, and even that hurt. His eyeballs felt like somebody had been using them for ping pong balls.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

Slowly, memories came to him. He began wondering how he had gotten in this mess.

He had met Josie’s mother, a real ball buster, and she had laid it on him. He groaned, thinking of the files on himself he had read. Geez, that woman must have really…he blinked.

Really what? Hated him? Yeah, probably. But she hated everybody. Good looking, but…fuck…what had happened afterwards?

He turned his head an inch, and was immediately sorry. Pain lanced between his ears and ricocheted through his skull. It felt like somebody had shot him and the bullet was still traveling through his head.

But he saw where he was parked. Right outside the bar. In the gravel  parking lot. Neon signs blinked in the morning from the windows of the bar. There were no other cars in the lot.

He moved his hand enough to roll down the window. Fresh air helped, and he tried to move. Fuck. Everything hurt. Not just his head. What had happened. What had happened?

He remembered talking to the mother, Jocelyn, and then…then he remembered drinking a whiskey. But he didn’t feel like he had been drunk…this was different. Drunkenness left him with the sweats.

He pulled on the handle of the door and leaned. the door opened, and he almost fell out, but he caught himself.

“Move,” he muttered to himself. Fighter’s instinct. Keep moving. You got hit a good one, now shake it off.

He moved a foot out of the car, tried to put weight on it, and fell.

Crap, he was on his hands and knees, and he started to barf.

But he had nothing to barf. He hadn’t eaten last night, and two drinks had left his system. All that was left was the residual effects of being roofied.

He heard gravel crunching, he turned his head to the side and looked.

A car bumper stopped in front of the open door. He tried to barf again, and he heard a door slam.

“Help,” he said. “Help.” But his voice was a whisper, and the cop wasn’t impressed.

The only help the cop gave him was to jail.

Technically, prisoners are not allowed to sleep all day. An exception was made in Josh’s case because he just lay on the floor and didn’t care if anybody kicked him.

For a while there was talk that he might need medical attention. But by dinner time he was able to get up and move around. Slowly, like an old man, but…it was deemed that he didn’t need a doctor.

He was starving. He was used to over eating because he worked so hard as a boxer in training. Dinner was a bland box of chicken nuggets. No sauce. French fries. No ketchup. Peas that looked like a rabbit had shat them out, and colored water.

Josh ate everything on his plate and was still starving.

Starving or not, he had to get out. He went to one of the guards and asked what was going to happen to him.

The guard was a bulky fellow, low browed, but Josh was polite, so he said, “You see the judge tomorrow.”

“Do you know what I’m charged with?”

“PI. Bug off.”

Josh bugged. He wasn’t about to get in an altercation with a guard. He asked one of the other prisoners what PI was and the fellow said, “Public Intoxication.”

Josh nodded, and found a bench to sit on. He sat and leaned against a wall. The tiles were cold on his back. The place had major air conditioning and he was freezing.

The evening passed. The effects of the drug wore off, but now he was sick, a normal reaction to a system being depressed by drugs. He started coughing, he held himself with his arms and shivered.

Lights out, and he fell into a series of fitful sleeps.

“How do you plead?”

“Not guilty, your honor.”

The judge was a young man, looked like he was barely out of law school, but he was actually in his thirties and simply had good genes.

“Okay, bailiff will set your trial date. Next case.”

Back in the jail Josh was finally given his one phone call. He had no relatives. He had a few friends, and he should have called them. Instead, he called the one person in the world he thought he could trust. Josie.

Ring ring.

“Hello?”

“Josie…”

“You son of a bitch! Don’t ever call me again!”

Click.

And that was his phone call.

He went back to his cell and wondered what the hell had happened.

But he knew what had happened.

He had finally figured out that he hadn’t been drunk, that he had been drugged. And Jocelyn had struck.

But what had she done?

Or, what had she had done?

Josh had no clue. All he could do was wait to get out.

A month later Josh stepped out of the jail. Free. With a big blot on his record, and a $200 fine and 10 hours of community service. And an impounded truck.

The truck had been towed for $500, held in the impound yard for $100 a day. It was a good truck, and he owned it outright, but he couldn’t afford the approximately $3500 to get his truck out of jail.

But, at least he was free.

He had no money, couldn’t make a phone call, so he started walking. He lived ten miles away, on the other side of the city. Normally ten miles would have been nothing. He did five miles of roadwork every day. But now he was weakened. Prison food, no exercise, he had wasted away.

He walked. He had to rest frequently, and it took him all day to cross town.

He lived in an upstairs apartment. He trudged up the stairs, let himself in, and fell on the couch.

He slept, and it was the first good sleep he had had in a month.

He awoke, and began eating real food.

Amazingly, in spite of the quality of jail food, he had gained twenty pounds. No way he was going to turn into a fat fuck, so after dinner he walked around the block, did some jumping jacks, then hit the heavy bag.

Fuck. It tired him out. He had been able to go ten round son the heavy bag, now he was exhausted at one.

Still, he forced himself on. He ate. He walked around the block. He punched the bag.

A couple of days later he was going three rounds, and trotting around the block.

A week later it was five rounds, and he was running around the block several times. And his weight was going down. Rolls of prison fat began to shrink.

A month later he was back in shape. Slim, trim, a rocket of a punch in his pocket, and he turned his attention to what had happened to him.

For a month he pondered. He got a job as a bouncer. He thought. He bought a cell phone. He cogitated.

He knew he had been given drugs. He knew who had given them to him. But how to get that person to tell Josie what she had done?

Yes, he loved Josie. He didn’t know if she loved him, he didn’t even know what the mother had done to make her…hate him.

But, first things first…he had to get Jocelyn to admit what she had done. At least to him.

And, he came up with a plan.

On a Monday morning he walked into Rankin Enterprises. Walked right across the tile floor, big ass lobby to the front desk. “I’d like to see Mrs. Rankin.”

The receptionist, polite, well made up, a pretty thing, asked, “Do you have an appointment?”

“I do not.”

“You’ll have to make an appointment. And to do that you’ll have to go through her personal secretary.”

“If you’ll tell her that it’s Josh Baker I think she’ll want to see me.”

The receptionist frowned. Josh was mild mannered. He looked strong, but…she had a feeling that this might be important. She hit a number on the phone. “There’s a Josh Baker here to see Mrs. Rankin. Uh huh. I understand.”

The secretary held the phone to her ear and looked up at Josh.

Josh knew the second secretary, Jocelyn’s personal secretary, was checking. Then he had a feeling. He looked up at the little round black ball that held security cameras and smiled.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk. She had a meeting with department heads coming up, and she was going through reports.

“Mrs. Rankin?”

“Yes, Shiela?” She didn’t look up from her paperwork.

“There’s a Josh Rankin who says you’ll want to see him.”

Jocelyn looked up, a wan but twisted smile came to her lips. She hadn’t thought about Josh for quite some time. Her daughter was moping a bit, but…what could he want?

Curious, and wanting to see the man she had totally fucked over, if only for the enjoyment of gloating, she said, “Send him in. Have Jim Carter come in first.”

Jim was her strong arm boy. Special security. Best to have a little muscle around when she talked to Josh. Better safe than sorry.

A minute later Jim entered the office.

“Please have a seat on the couch, Jim.”

Jim did.

Two minutes later Josh was shown into the office.

He walked slowly across the room. He sized Jocelyn up, but there wasn’t much to size. She just stared at him with a dead pan expression.  He checked out the rest of the office.

Big pots held ferns in the corners. Big window to the right. Nice view. To the left was a guy on a couch and…Josh stopped. He turned to the man.

“I know you.” but he didn’t know where from. But he knew him, and the memory wasn’t good.

Jim kept a straight face, but inside he was cursing. This guy shouldn’t remember a thing. They should have given him more drugs.

“What can I do for you, Josh?”

Josh, frowning, turned to Jocelyn. “I know you drugged me. I got arrested because of that. Turned my life upside down a wee bit. What I don’t know is what you told Josie.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He leaned on her desk with both fists. The man in the corner stood up. Josh knew he had to piss Jocelyn off. He had to make her blurt out the truth. He knew she was a woman who wouldn’t take kindly to insults.

“You are a coward,” he spoke politely, matter of factly. You ruin my life and you don’t even have the courage to gloat.”

Jocelyn’s face turned a bit red. “You can leave now.”

“You’re a coward. You’re afraid of me, and you’re afraid of the truth. You’re not a real human being.”

“Jim.”

“You fucking bitch.”

Jim was only a couple of feet away.

She held up her hand and Jim stopped. Her face was purple with rage. No peasant was going to talk to her like that.

She tapped a few keys on her computer, turned the monitor towards him, and watched him. A sneer was on her face. “We cleaned this up a bit, but this is the raw footage.”

Jim watched the scene on the computer play out. He watched himself struggling, trying to fend off the girl. He had no memory of this scene, so he knew they must have given him some powerful drugs.

He listened as the girl cursed him for being difficult. He heard Jim talking, but he still didn’t put the voice together with the man standing ready to evict him from the office.

He watched as she sucked him and fucked him. He saw himself flip her over, and yet call out Josie’s name.

The ‘movie’ ended, and he stared at her. “You framed me. You had me drugged and that girl did those things to me. I was totally unaware of what you did.”

Now Jocelyn was happy. Her rage abated and she crowed. “I told you to leave my daughter alone.”

“And the evidence has been in your computer this whole time.”

She laughed. “You’re an asshole. Get him out of here, Jim. And don’t be gentle.”

Jim smiled, took a step and swung.

To a trained boxer Jim’s movements were slow and uncoordinated. Josh stepped back, pushed the punch past and said, “I’m leaving. No need to fight. Please don’t attack me.”

Jim moved in and swung again.

Josh stepped aside, evaded the blow easily.

“If you try to punch me again I’m going to be forced to defend myself.” He stepped back with hands up and palms out.

Jim sneered, took another step and threw a punch.

Josh had been hit before. He had been hit good, knocked to the canvas, but this punch wasn’t strong enough to do that.

Still, Josh knew this would be recorded, so he had to make it look good. He was already on record as having tried to get out of the fight, of having stated that he would leave.

Jim swung, and Josh delayed just enough, then turned his head with the punch.

There was a little smacking sound, but no real impact. But Josh stepped sideways and brought a hand up to his jaw.

“Don’t hit me anymore.”

Jim’s face was mean, and a look of victory crossed his features. He swung.

Josh picked the punch off easily with a forearm, then he sank his weight, turned his hips, and buried one in Jim’s midsection.

“Hunnnnn!” Jim wheezed and went to his knees. His face turned white. It was a good punch.

Josh turned and walked out of the office.

He ran to the elevator. He knew he only had a bit of time before more security boys accosted him.

Inside the elevator he took the cell phone out of his pocket. He uploaded a file to the cloud, then put the phone back into his pocket.

The elevator door opened and four security guards were there. They had batons and stared at him. He dropped to his knees and put his hands behind his head.


PART TWO

One of the men stepped forward and put bracelets on Josh. He lifted the chain between the circlets on Josh’s wrists and Josh struggled to his feet.

The men got onto the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor.

“I want to be arrested,” said Josh. He was ignored.

The elevator door opened and Josh was pushed out. He was manhandled down the hall, past Mrs. Rankin’s private secretary, and into the office he had so recently escaped.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk, leaning back in her swivel, waiting. Her eyes were thin and she was not smiling. Upon seeing Josh, however, she did show her teeth. Like a wolf shows a bunny rabbit its teeth.

Jim stepped forward. He had recovered from the punch to the gut.

“Hold him,” he said.

Two men pulled his arms apart, spread him out.

Jim punched him in the gut. Josh was ready, however, and though he grunted, the slab muscles of his belly held up. He dropped to his knees and pretended to be hurt.

Jim laughed. “Motherfucker.”

“Enough.” Jocelyn’s voice cut across the room. She got up and came around the desk. One of the men pulled Josh’s head back and forced him to look at her.

“Well, Mr. Baker. Apparently you don’t take hints too well. So you’re going to get a severe reality adjustment. When I’m done with you my daughter will never want to see you again. Your friends won’t want to see you…and you want even want to see yourself. Where’s his phone.”

One of the security guards handed her the device. She opened it, found the audio recording.

“I thought you might try something like that.”

She handed the phone back to the security guard. “Remove the sim, reduce it to dust. Bury the dust.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

For a long moment she looked at Josh. “Good bye, ‘Mister’ Baker.”

She turned and returned to her desk. The guards pushed Josh out of the room. Outside the doors he was turned to the left. Not towards the common elevator, but towards Jocelyn’s private hoist. He was pushed onto the elevator and the elevator started to descend.

“What you’re doing is against the law.”

Nobody said anything. Stoic faces faced the door and waited as the floors passed.

“How can you guys live with yourselves?”

“Money,” said one.

“Shut up,” said another.

Ding! The elevator door opened.

Josh was led to a van. He stepped inside and was chained to a ceiling brace. He stood while the van went up a ramp, through a parking lot, and joined the city traffic.

Two of the four guards sat on the floor and watched him.

Jim had caught up to them and was in the passenger seat. A guard Josh hadn’t seen before drove.

Josh swayed from the rafter and was able to look over the shoulders of the driver and passenger.

The van drove east, past the bus terminal and headed out for the East Los Angeles industrial center. Miles and miles of warehouses. The van zigged here and zagged there, not in any attempt to confuse Josh, and pulled up to a gate.

The gate opened and the van drove past a guard booth.

There were a scattering of cars in the lot, and they drove past them to the end of the lot. They turned in behind the building and made their way past stacks of pallets. To the left was a rusty fence and rustier tracks.

They came to a back door and the van stopped.

Josh was helped out and through the door. To the right a big warehouse space opened. It was filled with stacks of boxes. Three forklifts buzzed through the maze. At the other side of the building was a roll door. A crowd of Mexicans were working around some tables. Josh had no idea what they were doing.

The guards moved him up a flight of stairs, down a short walk, and into a room. Through that room, and into a more secure room.

Josh looked around. A bed, iron, with a chain. A toilet with no privacy. A sink.

On the other side of the room was a kitchen counter and sink. There was a large TV screen in the upper corner, and in the middle of the wall was a safe. A big one, just the door showed.

He was put into a chair and left alone for the moment. The two guards stood apart from him and discussed whatever bully guards discuss when they weren’t being bullies. Jim was outside in the other room, talking on the phone.

Jim knew that if he could get loose he could take care of the guards. But his hands were still handcuffed behind him.

In looking around he realized that this office, and the outer office, were the administration offices for the original inhabitants of the warehouse. The safe must have held the payroll, and that’s why this room was more secure, the door heavy and sound proofed. The toilet and other amenities must have been added later.

Jim entered the room, sneered at Josh, and went to the two guards. “Chain him to the bed area.”

The guards turned Jim around and pushed him back towards the bed.

The bed was sturdy, and a thick chain went from a large eyebolt buried in the cement floor under the bed and extended for about eight feet.

The guards took one of Josh’s handcuffs off, put both links on one of Josh’s wrists, and padlocked the chain to the handcuff chain.

They stepped back and Jim moved in.

Jim moved a chair over and sat down. He laughed at Josh.

Josh said nothing. He sure wished he had another poke at the guy.

“Okay, Mr. Tough Guy. Like the lady says, you don’t take a gentle hint, we give you a bigger hint.”

He lit a cigarette, puffed smoke towards the ceiling, and said, “Settle in. You’re going to be here for a while, and when we’re done with you you’re not going to be a tough ‘guy’ any more.”

He snickered, looked down, then back up to Josh. “Any final words?”

“Fuck you?”

“No thanks. You’re the only person here who is going to get fucked.”

He stood up, a big grin on his weaselly face. “Your treatment starts in a half hour. I’ll see you in a few hours, and we’ll talk over old times. Heh.” Then he laughed louder, “Hah hah!”

He shook his head, flicked the cigarette away, and walked out of the room.

A half hour later two people entered the room. One was a girl, and he frowned and squinted. He knew her, but from where? Then he remembered, the girl on the film. She was dressed differently, but it was her.

“You,” he spoke bitterly.

Lisa felt guilty. She had never seen one of her marks again, and so had never felt guilty. But this guy had actually made her cum. She had a connection with him.

The guy with her was wearing a suit and carrying a black bag. He motioned to the two security guards. “I want to give him a shot. Face down on the bed.”

Josh prepared to fight, but he wasn’t given the chance. One of the security guards took out a taser and shot him. Just like that. Josh smelled flesh burning, he did the spastic dance and fell down. The two guards picked him up and put him face down on the bed.

“Take his clothes off.”

His clothes were ripped off him and thrown across the room. He felt a bee sting him in the buttocks, then the world started to get hazy. He felt like he was watching life through a fog.

He tried to struggle, but he might as well have been a swaddling babe.

“Turn him over.”

They flipped him easy, like a pancake, and he lay on his back and stared at the ceiling. The room spun and he would have puked, except he was sort of removed from his body and felt like he didn’t have a stomach.

“Okay,” said the man in the suit. “Now the fun starts.”

The man made little marks on Josh’s chest with a marker. The marks circled Josh’s pectoral muscles. He produced a long needled hypodermic and stuck it into the marks and pressed the plunger.

Josh wanted to struggle, but he was like a kitten in the grip of pit bulls.

Around and around the needle went, fluid was injected into Josh’s chest. Skin tightened and bulged, and he realized they were giving him tits.

He looked up at the girl, who was biting her lip worriedly as she filmed the procedure with a cell phone. “Cowards,” he spat at her.

She turned away, then turned back. She kept the cell video recording.

It took a half hour, but when the man was done Josh had a set of big boobs.

“How long do they last?” asked Lisa.

“A month, maybe two. Long enough for what Mrs. Rankin wants. He’s ready for you.”

Josh tried to struggle, but he realized, in a far away portion of his mind, that he had been given the drug again. He thought it might be Rohypnol, which explained a lot of things. Rohypnol didn’t effect men as much as it did women, so they were giving him extra big doses, and that was why he felt so sick after the drug left his system.

He watched, his arms trying to bat, to punch, and they simply turned him, moved him, slapped him.

Jim came in, a big grin on his face. “I want to see the fun.”

“Jim,” started Lisa, then she stopped. Protesting wouldn’t do anything.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Get busy then. Make him over.”

Lisa said to the guards, “Put him in that chair, Make it so he can’t move too much.”

The chair had arms, it was made of metal, and Josh was duc taped into the thing. He tried to move his mouth, but everything was so weird. He didn’t know if it was him moving, or some other him he was watching from afar.

Lisa opened up a little case and placed it on another chair. It was full of make up. She began cleaning his face.

“You know,” said Jim, smoking a cigarette, “this was all my idea.”

Lisa finished cleansing his pores and applied primer.

“Mrs. Rankin said you were acting a little too manly, and I said, ‘We can make him a woman.’”

Lisa was working quickly, biting back words. She had done a lot of dirty things in her life, but this had to be the dirtiest.

“So we’re going to transform you, then we’re going to fuck you. Then we’ll put it all on the net. You’ll be the laughing stock. You’ll never be a fighter again.” He laughed, and the two security guards even chuckled.

Josh sat on the chair, imprinting words on his mind, trying to make sure he would remember some of this later.

Debbie was past the foundation and adding color. She made his eyes dusky, lengthened his eyelashes and trimmed his eyebrows into sexy arches.

“He’s looking pretty good, Lisa,” Jim said. He was sitting backwards in a chair and watching, his arms folded and resting on the back of the chair.

Lisa said nothing. She felt like crying.

She pierced his ears, placed a wig on his head, and applied lipstick.

Josh had been transformed. He no longer looked like a fighter, now he looked like a woman.

“Okay,” Lisa said. “I’m done. Except for the clothes.”

“No clothes necessary,” said Jim. “Let him loose, put him on the bed.”

Josh was cut free and pushed to the bed. He lay back. He had relaxed his struggles, was in somewhat of a daze, but he saw the two security guards and Jim staring at him, and he told himself that he had to fight.

It wasn’t much of a fight.

One of the men held his arms and Lisa mounted him.

“He’s not very hard,” she said, staring down at Josh.

“We gave him a shot. He’s not going to be hard for a long time.”

“Really?” she sounded a little upset.

“So what,” he was irritated. “Do your thing.”

“That’s okay. Act like he is.”

Lisa went up and down, grabbed her breasts and moaned like she was enjoying it, but she was dying on the inside.

Jim took over the filming.

Lisa leaned down to Josh and whispered, “Fighting makes the drug work better. They’re going to fuck you, so don’t fight. You might just as well give in.”

From somewhere far away Josh heard himself say, “Coward.”

Lisa got off him and rushed away. She had one forearm up to her eyes and was crying.

“What the fuck?” groused Jim. “Well, we got enough of that. Either of you fellows want him?”

The security guards looked at each other. This wasn’t in their contract. They didn’t mind being bullies, but to fuck some helpless doofus?

“Well, then I guess it’s up to me…”

“No. I’ll do it.”

The three men turned to see Lisa standing in the doorway. She was still naked, but now she had a strap on around her hips. A cock stood out from her crotch.

Jim laughed. And he was relieved. His girl was pissed because the guy had made her cum. She was going to get back at him.

“Good girl,” he muttered. “Go get him.”

Lisa wasn’t so much interested in revenge as she was in protecting Josh. She had had enough, and she knew that if the guys fucked Josh they’d tear him up. At least she could be gentle.

She walked to the bed, making it look like she was really into it, and sat on Josh. She leaned down like she was kissing him, and whispered. “I’ll try to be gentle. I’m sorry.” She straightened up and turned to one of the security guards. “There’s some lube in my make up kit.”

Jim laughed, “Why be gentle?”

“You think I want to work hard? Besides, it’ll be better if I can make him enjoy it.”

Jim chuckled, motioned to the guard, and Lisa was handed her lube.

Lisa spread the gunk on Josh’s ass, she inserted it into his asshole and reamed him with a couple of fingers. She moved gently, and she tried to reassure Josh.

“It’s okay, baby. If you can relax it won’t hurt. It might even feel good.”

Under a kinder touch Josh started to relax. He even began to like the feel of her fingers circling his rim. He grunted in appreciation of her gentleness.

“Yeah, baby,” crooned Jim. “Make him love you.”

Lisa ignored her boyfriend who, in truth, would never be her boyfriend again. She had had enough.

She moved her hand back and forth, whispering sweet things into Josh’s ear. She stroked his thighs and told him it would be all right.

She put her strap on dick to his hole and slowly entered him.

Josh groaned. It did feel good. The drugs worked, her softness worked, and he grabbed up at her and gave light, little sobs.

Lisa fucked him slowly, lovingly, and the camera caught it all.

Jim frowned a bit, he wanted to the fuck to be a rough one. He wanted to tear this asshole a new one, if that made sense, but…he was getting good footage. As soon as they edited out Josh’s resistance, and incriminating comments that he had made, it would be perfect. He’d probably get a bonus for this.

Lisa held Josh and withheld tears. She fucked him, and he moved, and it felt good.

If only the circumstances had been different….

Josh moaned, and memories came back to him. Not all memories, but enough.

He had been kidnapped and made into a woman, then they had abused him.

No, a woman had taken him with a strap on. Lisa her name was. And Jim had held a camera on him.

One more bit of video for Josie to see. And how would he explain this one? Even if he could get to her, could get her to listen to him.

This time he didn’t feel as sick. This time he had not struggled as much. This time he had been expecting it.

And this time they hadn’t given him as much drugs. Probably because they were going to transform him and had to give him other drugs.

He rolled over, and his head hurt, but he was able to sit up.

He was still a woman. He had big tits, and he was wearing his own clothes.

He held his head, let the room spin, then struggled to the refrigerator.

At least they had had the courtesy to leave him in his apartment.

But why?

Why not get him arrested again?

Because they figured he’d be shamed, too shamed to complain, and they didn’t want him making complaints.

But they underestimated him.

He might be altered, he might be humiliated, but he was a fighter.

He opened the refrigerator and took out a can of Coke. He rolled it across his forehead, and when he lowered it he saw traces of make up.

Hell, they’d left all the make up on him.

Fine. He could deal with that.

He popped the top and drank the cold liquid. It was like putting out a fire in his head. He relaxed, staggered to the kitchen table and sat down.

He sipped, and considered his next actions. He had known they were going to do something to him, and while this was the worst, it wasn’t as bad as some things they could have done to him.

He finished the Coke, got another one. There was an old box of hot wings in the fridge and he took that out and began munching. He needed to rebuild a bit of strength, and he had to hurry. He was going to—

Knock knock.

He froze, looked at the front door. He hoped it wasn’t them come back for more. He was so damned weak.

The front door opened and a head stuck through. Josh blinked and gawked.

Lisa saw him, pushed through the door, closed it behind her. She put her back to the door. Tears were streaming from her eyes.

“I’m sorry.”

More tears.

“I left that bastard. What can I do? What do you want me to do.”

Josh just stared at her.

She crossed the room, stopped a few feet from him. “What they did…what I did…it was wrong.”

“Will you go to the police with me?”

She nodded. The tears were flowing down her cheeks, big splatters on the floor.

“I remember they gave me more shots at the end. What do they do?”

Gulping, her chest heaving, Lisa managed to say. Hormones. A lot of really strong hormones. And…and they…the last shot…” she couldn’t keep talking, broke down.

“Sit down,” said Josh.

She did. Before she fell down.

“What about the last shot?”

“It’s something called leuprolide acetate. You won’t be able to get an erection, you won’t…”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know. Not forever, but…long…”

Jim sighed, and felt his world trying to adjust.

They had castrated him, like they did convicted rapists and other sexual perverts.

Fuck. Maybe it wasn’t permanent, but…what if it was?

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry…”

Jim just stared out the window.

They walked up a series of shallow steps and into the federal building. Two girls. One good looking, the other a little thick, but with big boobs and long hair and red lips.

“May I help you?”

“We’d like to report a crime.”

“Yes, ma’am. What kind of a crime?” The fellow at the desk was a rookie, getting his feet wet.

“Kidnapping. Rape. Probably a lot of other things.”

The rookie blinked. He expected a wife beating, or a burglary.  Regular cop things. Kidnapping and rape was up there.

He picked up the phone.

Josh and Lisa sat in a Special Agent’s office and Lisa told the story. She didn’t lessen her part. She described how Mrs. Rankin had told Josh to dump her daughter, and the drugging and framing of Josh.

The Special Agent was a tall, skinny fellow, but he had the wise eyes of experience. He listened patiently and made notes. He kept an audio recorder running.

When Lisa was finished Josh took over. He told about recovering, about going to the Rankin offices and confronting Jocelyn. He told of punching Jim, and being taken prisoner by the security guards. He told of being taken to the warehouse, and Lisa took over again.

When they were done the Special Agent was silent for five full minutes. He looked about to speak a couple of times, but would then make notes, stare at them again.

Finally, he said, “Would you like something to eat? Drink? I need to bring this upstairs. I shouldn’t be long, maybe fifteen minutes, but…?

Josh accepted a Coke and he and Lisa sat in the office and looked out the high window.

“What do you think is going to happen?” asked Lisa.

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think they’ll do to me?”

He looked at her. “I’ll go to bat for you. You may have committed crimes, but you…you’re taking responsibility. You’re a witness. They’ll probably be okay with you.”

Okay with her. Whatever that meant. She might spend twenty years in jail, and she might walk out the front door.

The Special Agent returned with another agent.

“I’m Special Agent in Charge Zach Freeman.” He shook hands, then sat down opposite them. He sighed, then said, “That’s quite a story.”

Lisa started to object, to say it was all true, but Josh took her hand and squeezed it.

“Here’s my problem…you’ve got a witness, but you’ve also got a record. I know…I know…” he raised his hands as Josh opened his mouth. “That last charge might be bogus, but…you’ve still got a record. Mrs. Rankin, on the other hand, has influence, including powerful politicians. Before we could move on this we would need actual proof.”

Lisa snapped, “But I did it! I can prove—“

“Your word against theirs. And they’ll probably have a lot more people than you.”

It was a stalemate then. Until Josh said, “Can I borrow a cell phone?”

A cell phone was produced.

Josh tapped in his codes and accessed the cloud. He pulled up the audio recording he had made in Jocelyn’s office.

“I uploaded this on the run, the original would be deleted, but this should do…”

The agents listened to the recording, and, extra bonus, the audio recording had kept running even after he had uploaded, had uploaded everything after his phone had been taken from him. They heard Jocelyn commanding that the phone be rendered to dust.

Special Agent Zach Freeman looked up when it was done. Without taking eyes off Josh and Lisa he spoke to the Special Agent who had taken their initial statement. “I want a warrant for that computer, along with warrants contingent for Mrs. Jocelyn Rankin, this Jim fellow, and various security guards. I want their complete security system, without reservation. I want it in two hours. Keep this off normal lines. Speak to the judge yourself.”

The Special Agent ran from the room.

Four hours later a large team of FBI agents invaded Rankin Enterprises. The building secured, SAC Zach Freeman and Josh and Lisa entered the building. They were whisked up to Mrs. Rankin’s office.

Jocelyn sat on the couch, fuming, and when Josh and Lisa entered she jumped up. “My lawyers are going to sue—“ A Special Agent shoved her and she sat, looking very undignified.

She turned to the man next to her. It was Jim.

Josh looked at Jim, and Jim merely said, “Good luck with those boners.”

Josh turned to him. “Good luck picking up the soap for the rest of your life.”

Jim would have said more, he was the kind of guy who always had a snappy comeback, but a Special Agent stepped in front of him.

“It’s right here, Zach.”

Zach sat down behind the desk and looked at the computer screen that had been indicated. He watched, and listened, and smiled when Josh punched Jim in the gut.

Bonus, Mrs. Rankin had kept recording after Josh was brought back up the elevator. Proof was complete.

Zach turned to Mrs. Rankin. “Take her away. Him, too. Keep them isolated. Have you got the security guards, yet?”

“Chief?”

Zach turned back to the computer expert who had found the original files.

“You get out of my computer!” shrieked Jocelyn.

“There’s a lot more here.”

“I want a lawyer! You leave my personal computer alone! I’ve got rights!”

They dragged her out screaming.

Jim went quietly.

ONE YEAR LATER

Jocelyn didn’t look good. She had lost weight, she didn’t have expensive clothes or make up. She stood in front of the judge.

“Trafficking, racketeering, not to mention all the small stuff, like changing Mr. Baker’s sex against his will.” The judge didn’t sound like changing some one’s sex was ‘small stuff.’ “But before we get to all that, I understand the defendant’s daughter is here and has a statement to make?”

Josh and Lisa were sitting in the front row. He turned and saw Josie walk through the courtroom.

Josie had changed in the past year. She had been put in charge of a company that was dwindling, and had saved it. She had confidence in her gaze, but remorse as she glanced at Josh. She took her place in front of the judge.

“Your honor, my name is Josie Rankin and I’ve been put in charge of Rankin Enterprises.”

“Go ahead.”

“First, while I love my mother, I am not of the same mind as her.” She turned to where Jocelyn watched her. “Mother, I’ll visit you in prison, but what you’ve done…it’s disgusting.” Then she turned to Josh. “Josh, I’m more sorry than you can know. We won’t contest your suit, and I will spend the rest of my life in apology. I’m…I’m really sorry. I truly believe we were in love, but with everything that’s happened, I understand why you don’t want to be involved with me.”

She turned to the judge. “That’s it, your honor, except that, as bad as my mother is, I hope you’ll show some mercy. She will have no say in the company from here on, and…and…I’m sorry.”

The judge nodded, and pronounced sentence.


EPILOGUE

Josh lay on the low beach chair and sipped Golden Monkey. The white sands under the chair were like sugar, the blue waters ten yards further on stretched to forever.

Next to him Lisa adjusted her floppy sun hat and sunglasses. She said, “Let’s go try again.”

They stood up and, holding hands, crossed the beach to the huts.

The huts stretched to the sides, luxury apartments on a luxury beach on a luxury island.

They entered the room and Lisa took the bottle from his hand. She pressed her lips to his and began fondling his manhood.

His manhood didn’t rise.

“Are you sure you felt something?”

He nodded. “But I always feel things. I just don’t get hard.”

She pushed him back on the bed and sat on him, his limp cock under her buns. “It was supposed to last a year, and it’s been two years.”

“It might not come back.”

“But the hormones have worn off. You feel like you’re losing a bit of the feminine fat.”

Josh sighed, “You know, it isn’t bad. Being a woman.”

“I know. I just wish I could give you the big bang.”

“You do. And, speaking of which, let’s, uh…you know?”

Lisa smiled, got off him and went to her suitcase She got out the strap on and placed it around her hips. “You’re turning into a sex addict, you know.”

“Is that bad?”

“Nope, but I’d like you to wear the strap on a bit more.”

“I would, but you’re much better with a dick than I ever was.”

She laughed and fell on him. They kissed, and she felt his tits and fondled his cock and balls some more.

Nope. They weren’t rising to the occasion.

She had him go to all fours then and lubed him up. She placed her cock at his back door.

“God, I love this.”

“Good,” she pushed into him and he gasped.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She took her time, sawing into him. She made sure she pressed the dick down on his prostate.

“I’m going to drain you this time.”

“Oh, thank you. I get so horny…I need the relief.”

“It’s funny, because after you get drained you get even more horny for a few days.”

“It’s fun being horny,” he replied.

She reached around and felt his tits. “They seem to be larger.”

“Well, there’s something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What?” she drove into him, making him grunt with pleasure.

“About the hormones…” he was gasping as she twisted her hips and corkscrewed into his ass.

“What about the hormones?”

“I decided, since my cock isn’t coming back, that I might just as well keep taking the hormones, and…oh, fuck…I’m draining.

She reached down and felt his cock. Sure enough, a stream of semen was flowing out of his limp cock.

“God, I love it when you do this…” she thrust her hips at his ass and pressed harder on his prostate.

“And I love it when you…when you…”

“Fuck you.”

“Yes.”

And, holding the all fours position, the cum leaking out of him, his back arching a bit with the pleasure of being drained, he said, “So is it all right? About me still taking the hormones?”

“Absolutely,” she smiled. Then she lay on his back, felt him shiver out the last drops of his cum. “I love you.”

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


His Punishment was

Forced Feminization!

Emasculated and feminized because of love!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

John was sitting in a bar, waiting for his girlfriend. He was sitting at the back of the booth, feet up on the bench, listening to the music and sipping a bourbon and Coke.

The band was good, the crowd was alive, and he let the good feelings wash over him.

A shadow moved to the right in front of him and slid into the other bench.

He straightened up, squinted against the light and saw a narrow woman. Not much in the way of boobs. Strict make up and haircut. A business suit. She wouldn’t be bad looking if she smiled.

“Hello, John.”

John sat up. “And you are?”

“Emmie’s mother.”

He was silent. She looked around. She was arrogant. She lit a cigarette and looked over the burning end at him. Her eyes were predatory.

“Emmie won’t be coming.”

“Okay.”

Emmie had told him about her mother. Nobody pleased her. She ripped up every boyfriend Emmie had had and discarded them.

Mrs. Schofield smoked her cigarette and they studied each other.

He tried…he had to try… “I love your daughter.”

If anything, she raised here head and looked further down her nose at him.

“I’ll give you ten thousand dollars to walk out. Right now. Go away. Never be seen again.”

He met her gaze levelly. “Don’t you care about your daughter’s happiness?”

“My daughter will inherit everything, and I don’t expect her to waste it on a peasant.”

She was the kind of woman who thought everybody was a peasant.

“So…what? You’re going to choose her husband for her?”

“If necessary.”

“An arranged marriage. Without regard for feelings, happiness…love?”

She gave a delicate snort, picked a piece of tobacco off her tongue. “Whatever I choose…it will not include you.”

“I think that will be up to her.”

“No, Mr. Hunter. It is up to me.”

“I told Emmie I would do everything I could to get along with you.”

She curled her lip.

“But at this point it looks like you’re not willing to get along with me.”

She said nothing. Merely looked at him like he was a mound of shit she had stepped in.

“It was nice meeting you, Mrs. Schofield.” Not. “Maybe some day we’ll see each other again.”

“I would like you to come with me.”

He tilted his head. “And why?”

“Because I wish to talk with you and Emmie together. I would like to settle this once and for all.”

John had severe misgivings at this point. There was just something about Mrs. Emily Schofield that screamed ‘don’t trust me!’

The problem was that he loved Emmie, and he really had to do everything in his power to get along with his future mother-in-law.

“And where would we be going?” he enquired politely.

“To Schofield Mansion. Emmie is already there. She agreed to this meeting.”

John was caught now. If she was there and he didn’t show up, then she would know that he wasn’t really trying.

“You may ride with me. I’ll have my man bring you back when we’re done.”

“And if Emmie decides to stay with me?”

“She won’t.” Not when I’m done with you.

“But what if she does. Will you stand out of our way?”

The older lady leaned forward slightly. She stubbed her cigarette out and lifted one arched eyebrow.

“If Emmie decides you are worth wasting her life on then I will not stand in her way.”

Against all his instincts John gave a nod.

Mrs. Emily Schofield stood up and marched towards the exit.

John put some bills on the table and followed her.

The night was cool. The parking lot was full, but her limousine was idling in front of the bar. Her chauffeur opened the door for her. She slithered into the back seat and slid across the bench to make room for him.

John glanced at the chauffeur, he was a tough looking fellow, lots of muscles under the monkey suit, but he didn’t even glance at John.

John entered the limo and sat across from her.

The chauffeur closed the door, got in the front seat, and the car started moving.

“When did you first meet my daughter, Mr. Hunter?”

No reason not to talk. “A friend introduced us.”

She waited.

“There was an instant attraction. We ended up talking all night. We were so into each other we were surprised when the sun came up. We saw each other the next night, and the next, and…” he shrugged.

“You moved into her apartment.”

“It was better than mine,” he admitted.

“And you fucked her.”

He blinked. Her crude manner was a slap in the face, but Emmie had told him how she could be.

“We made love,” he corrected her.

She studied him, no emotion. After a minute she turned to the bar on the side of the limo. She reached forward and picked up a bottle. Bourbon. She put ice in a glass, poured the bourbon into the glass, then popped a Coke and filled the glass the rest of the way.

She held it out to him.

He took it, held it, and watched her.

She hesitated, then made herself a drink. Except the bottle of bourbon was now empty. She lifted it up and a single drop came out. She put the bottle aside and reached to the cabinet under the bar. She brought out a fresh bottle and peeled the seal, then wiggled the cork out.

It was WhistlePig Boss Hog Bourbon VII: Magellan's Atlantic. $850 a bottle. Not your normal swill.

She poured a shot into a glass and sipped it straight.

She knew he liked bourbon and Coke. She probably looked down on him for ruining bourbon with Coke.

He sipped, and the cold liquid turned to fire in his throat, slid down his gullet and splashed into his belly. Fuck. That was good. He took another sip.

She sipped.

They watched each other, playing cat and mouse, but who was the cat and who was the mouse still remained to be answered.

“What are your prospects?”

Such a question indicated he might actually be making headway. “My family makes bathroom fixtures. I intend to expand when I take over the business.”

“And your family is fine with this?”

“My father is all in favor of this. I’ve worked the business since I was a kid. I told Pop my plans before I went to college.”

“So you are going to marry my daughter and she will live with you as you expand bathroom fixtures.”

The way she stated it, cold, impersonal, arrogant, snooty…man, she really thought he was the scum of the earth.

“We’ve discussed this a bit. We both recognize that she may have duties, but…we’re pretty liquid. We both want each other to be happy.”

“I’ll give you a million dollars over what your business is worth.”

He blinked. His price was going up.

“First, it is a family business, and I like it, and I discuss all business decisions with my Mom and Pop. Second, I would discuss such a proposition with Emmie. Third, I’m not interested.”

“You’re not interested because…?”

“Because you can’t put a price on love. Because there is betrayal in such a situation, and I would never betray Emmie. Third…” he hesitated.

“Yes?”

“To be honest, the way you treat me, look down on me…I don’t like you. And maybe you do business with people you don’t like, but I don’t.”

She nodded. She sipped.

Later he would realize that sipping was like yawning. One person yawns and the person watching him yawns. She was taking a drink, and he was unconsciously following along. He sipped.

Outside the limo the night was passing like a breeze. Shapes slid by. The road rolled underneath them.

They sipped.

When the car rolled onto the Schofield mansion grounds John was unconscious. The empty glass fell from his hand as he slumped to the side and laid on the bench seat.

Mrs; Schofield smiled. She placed her own glass on the sidebar and flicked the intercom.

“Take him to the basement, Henry.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the chauffeur answered.

The car stopped, her door was opened and she strode up the shallow stairs and into the house. Behind her Henry pulled John’s body out of the limo, threw it over his shoulder, and followed.

When one regains consciousness, after being drugged, he first stares at the world, then realizes he is staring at the world, then realizes it is him staring at the world.

Then John realized he was lying on a cold, hard cement floor.

And, though there was little light, just a gloom, he was in a basement.

He moved, and his head hurt. Another side effect of being drugged.

He lay, felt the cold on his bare flesh—realized he was naked—and slowly the headache waned. Or perhaps he just grew strong enough to put it aside and endure.

 He sat up. He leaned against a wall and looked at his ankles. Metal bands around his ankles with a chain leading back to the wall.

He looked at his wrists. Metal bands and chains. This time the chains led upward to a the junction of the ceiling and the wall.

It was cool in the basement, but not cold.

There was a slight feel of moving air brushing over him. Must be air conditioning somewhere.

He inspected his body. He was unmarked. Just naked. Nobody had stolen a kidney, nor castrated him. He was okay. Except for being chained in a basement in a mad woman’s house.

At least, he assumed he was in Emily Schofield’s basement. That was where they had been going. Of course, she might have turned around when he passed out, but he doubted it. She was too arrogant, and she could modify her mansion as she wished without anybody knowing.

He wondered how many other people had been in this basement. How many competitors? How many suitors for her daughter’s hand? How many people she just plain didn’t like?

“Hello?” he tried. His voice was cracked, but it worked. He didn’t bother saying anything more.

His headache lessening, he pushed himself up against the wall and regained his feet. He wavered. His head pounded a couple of times, then the throbbing receded.

He could barely make out the dimensions of the room. Eight feet wide, by twelve feet long, eight feet to the ceiling.

Now closer to where the chains were connected to the ceiling, he peered in the darkness and inspected them.

The chains went into little holes. There was no eyebolt he could try digging at, if he could reach that high.

He looked at the chains where they went into the juncture of the floor and the wall. Same thing. No way to pick at or chip at the chains.

Of course, how long would it take a fingernail to pick at cement before he could pull out a twelve inch eyebolt?

He stood, and breathed, and the air wasn’t bad. It wasn’t moldy or stinky like an old basement might be.

Finally, nothing to do, he sat down. His buns felt the cold floor again, but that was okay. He could stand it for a while, shift position, stand it for a while more, shift position…the only question was how long were they going to leave him down here.

The answer was a long time.

How do you tell time when there are no clocks? No windows to see the sun or moon? How do you tell time when there is nothing but the ticking of your own heart?

Hours passed. It was an existence bolstered only by the fact that he had a body. If there had been no light he wouldn’t even have had that.

But, at last, he heard a noise.

“Hello?”

He couldn’t help himself. He was starved, and starved for human contact. He needed to re-establish that there was a world outside this cool room.

Footsteps. Taking their time. And a squeak. Squeak. Squeak.

Light came on in the room outside the basement. His eyes were so used to no light that he had to cover them with a hand and blink his way to seeing anything.

A wall across from the open doorway. A wall like the one he was chained to.

“Hello?” he tried again. Swallowing. Trying to get his voice back to normal.

A cart appeared in the doorway. Rolling past. Then hands, wrists, arms, and…a person.

It was the chauffeur.

John stopped saying hello.

On the cart was a tray. On the tray was food, and it smelled delicious. The chauffeur…Henry, that was his name…picked up the tray and brought it into the cell. He placed it just out of John’s reach, then pushed it forward.

He returned to the cart, picked up a bucket and brought it in. He placed it just out of reach and pushed it forward.

A six pack of bottled water, Kirkland. Somebody went shopping at Costco. He tossed the six pack to John’s feet.

“Hey,” John said.

Henry didn’t even look at him. He returned to the cart and wheeled it away.

The meal was spinach stuffed salmon in garlic butter. A delicacy. It was still warm and it tasted incredible. No prisoner ever had a meal like this. Of course he only had his fingers, no utensils, but that was okay. He was hungry and thirsty.

He ate, savoring every last bite, then washed his hands with a bit of bottled water. Washed them over the bucket. Drank a whole bottle of water. And five minutes later had to pee.

He pushed the tray away and lay down. He felt okay. He felt the lassitude that a good, rich meal brings, but that was okay.

He slept.

Awoke to gloom.

Counted seconds. Counted his heartbeat. Seconds were an imagination, a made up invention of time. Heartbeats, now there was a reality.

He slept.

Awoke to a bit of hall light and the sound of wheels turning.

“Hello?” Was that desperation in his voice?

Henry brought in Beef Wellington. Gordon Ramsey’s signature dish. He replaced the bucket. He took out empty bottles and plastic wrapper and tossed in another six pack of bottled water.

He left.

The light went out.

John ate, using his fingers, in the dark. He washed his hands. He slept.

He awoke.

And so on.

John estimated a week had passed. Seven exotic, gourmet meals. One meal a day. Just enough to keep him going. Not enough to get him fat, no matter how little he worked out. Not that he worked out.

Seven days, and the lights went on.

Click, click, click.

The lights in his cell went on and he covered his face and blinked. He heard the high heels enter his cell and stop. He opened and closed his eyes and slowly vision came to him.

Emily Schofield stood framed in the doorway. She was wearing a suit with the pencil skirt. Slender, it made her look skinny. Her face was still narrow and her make up strict. She scrutinized him with held closed eyes. Arrogant eyes. Satisfied eyes.

“Hello, John.”

“Hello, Emily.” He mocked her name, but she didn’t care. If anything, a subtle smile appeared on her thin lips.

“Are the accommodations to your liking?”

“I’ve had better.”

She looked at the plastic wrapper with two water bottles still snagged in it. She took note of the spots on the floor left by eating in the dark. She glanced at the bucket and sniffed.

“My. You are the tidy, little animal, aren’t you.” Not a question.

He waited.

“No doubt you are wondering when you’re going to get out of here.”

“Had crossed my mind.”

“I entertained myself with the idea that perhaps I should just keep you here forever. I could, you know. But that would be tedious for Henry, feeding you is not his favorite task, and it would be a waste of food.

“You would live to an old age, maybe I could turn you loose when you are old and feeble, toothless, and laugh as you went out into a world you no longer recognized.”

“But you are much too generous for that,” John commented.

“Much. Much.” She smiled.

John waited while she enjoyed his misery. Studied him for the effects of her words.

“And the fact that kidnapping is frowned upon by normal human beings doesn’t bother you.”

“Why, John! I am not kidnapping you. I am seeing to your creature comforts.” She grinned. She was getting so much fun out of this.

He waited some more, and she finally got tired of silently gloating and said, “I have given much thought to how I should dispose of you. I could have all your limbs broken and leave you on the street like a piece of garbage. But that is so blasé. I am not the Mafia, after all.”

“Oh, certainly not,” he gave a half sneer.

“I thought of various punishments, ways of dealing with you, and I finally came up with a doozy. I decided that I would make the ultimate statement. I would transform you into a woman.”

“What?”

“It’s perfect, you see. My daughter, in spite of any accusations you might make, would have a difficult time believing such a bizarre plot. And there would go any attraction you might have for her. She would certainly not wish to be held in the arms of a woman. She would never want to be a …a Lesbian. She actually gave a shiver at the thought.

John wondered if she knew that Emmie actually had Lesbian friends, and didn’t care one hoot or another as to a person’s sexual preferences.

Oh, she had her own preferences, but she was not biased or prejudiced in any way.

Still, the plot, as Mrs. Schofield described it, was insidious, and even if it didn’t work all the way, it would work sufficient to ruin his life.

“Kidnapping, illegal operations, against the will of the ‘patient,’ I might add, mutilation. Have I left anything out?”

“Oh, tut tut.” she waved a hand dismissively. She smiled. “So, I bid you good bye, John. Or perhaps I should say Joan. I shant see you again, and if I do it would be way too soon. Enjoy your life as a woman.”

She turned and walked out of the cell.

Click, click, click.

John yelled out, “Fuck you!”

Which was responded to with a titter of a laugh.

The lights went out and he was alone once again.

For several days the routine continued. Henry brought gourmet dishes in, saw to his water and bucket, and nothing was said.

Time was passing, however, and John’s day of reckoning was approaching.

On the fifth day after his meeting with Emily Schofield Henry brought in Texas Roadhouse Prime Rib. Baked potato on the side, smothered in butter and Prime Rib drippings. It was the best meal he had had. It was a mouth watering avalanche of flavor.

He ate the whole thing. Licked the plate. Ate the potatoes, pushing them into the grease left on the plate. He slurped and gulped, and pushed the plate aside. Then, as usual after a big, rich meal, he felt that familiar feeling of lassitude. He lay on the floor, yawned, and actually smiled, then went to sleep.

He dreamed of being moved, and realized it wasn’t a dream. He was being moved. The bracelets were undone, he was lifted to a gurney, and pushed out of the cell.

The lights were on and he watched the ceiling pass. The gurney, like the food tray, had a squeaky wheel. He listened to it.

Squeak, squeak, squeak.

He was unable to move. His body retched.

“Turn him on his side.”

He was turned, but nothing came up.

“False alarm, doctor.”

No answer.

He was turned back on his back.

It was bright in this new location, wherever it was, and a face appeared above his, blotting out the light.

The face was of a man around fifty. A lined face, a grey goatee. Glasses. No, not glasses, those magnifying type lenses that medical people wear when they are operating.

His eyelids were pulled up and a light shone in his eyes. A pencil light.

His ears were looked into, his nose. he was getting a complete exam.

He felt something being pushed into his arm. A needle. No, not a needle, like a syringe, but a needle for intravenous feeding. No more prime rib for him.

He would have giggled but his mouth was asleep.

His mind was not asleep. It watched, it recorded, it was interested.

But he was too drugged to be alarmed.

“Okay, time to get to work. Let’s take out a rib or two. That will give him more skin for his breasts.”

He felt his body being opened. Not a lot. Modern medicine the procedures are not as evasive as they once were. He felt something sawing inside him. he wanted to say ‘ada be ada be…that’s all folks,’ but his voice was asleep.

He saw a nurse moving around him.

“What’d you give him, Doc?”

“Midazolam.”

“Versed?”

“Yes.”

The other side of his belly, the sawing feeling.

It will help decrease the patient’s memory of this procedure.

John caught a glimpse of the nurse’s face. She was smiling, appreciating the doctor’s cleverness.

He realized then that he would remember. For whatever reason, he was out…but he was awake. Awake inside a slumbering body. And he would remember. He would remember everything.

“Okay, ribs out, he is going to have a very small waist.”

“Don’t you mean ‘she?’”

“I stand corrected.” He chuckled. “Shall we put in the implants?”

“Oh, these are big.”

“Yes, they are. Mrs. Schofield’s orders. Male him into a bimbo.

John knew an incision was being made beneath his pectoral muscle. He could feel the knife, fortunately not the pain, then he felt fingers inside his chest.

“Here we go…yep….uh huh…”

The fingers were out, but big, plastic bags were in.

“Are you ready to pump in the silicone?”

“Ready. Let me just…there we go.”

John heard a machine start up. He felt pressure in his chest as it swelled and grew.

“Oh, Lord. He is big!”

“Yes he is. He’s got good skin, but that’s all he can take. Let’s do the other one.

John felt the pump being detached from one implant, attached to the other.

“You know, he really is quite lucky. He’ll have almost no scars, bruising will disappear in a few days, and he will be larger than the old implants could have made him.”

The sound of the pump starting up again, the pressure in his chest grew.

The nurse oohed and awed, moved around, checked his vitals. She looked into his eye and he saw her big, baby blues. Up close.

She backed up. “He’s still out.”

“Will be for hours. Okay. I’m going to removed the tube…” The sound of the pump stopped, the doctor fiddled with something at the bottom of John’s breast, then all hands were off him.

“Well, that was successful. Shall we have some coffee?”

John lay on the table and listened as the doctor and the nurse had coffee. Interestingly, even though they were out of his range of vision—his eyes were pointed up and closed, and they were off to the side at a little table—he could see them.

He was out of his body.

He watched them add sugar and cream. He watched them sip. He watched them push little sugar cookies into their mouths. He listened to them as they chatted, chuckled, talked about how much money they were going to get for this little operation.

Even in his out of body condition, apart from considerations for the things of the world, he appreciated how much money they were going to make. Mrs. Schofield was spending a lot of money on him.

They finished their break and got back to work.

“Okay, time to round him out down below.”

The doctor put inserts in his buttocks to make his ass rounder. That was an easy one after the ribs and the tits.

“Are you going to put permanent make up on him?”

“Absolutely.”

The doctor had the nurse pull his lips out and hold them. He made little cuts and stitched them up. “His lips will rival Angelina Jolie’s.”

“Can you tattoo them right now? After making them so large?”

“Not a problem. I’m using good ink, when the swelling goes down they’ll be plump, red and oh so delicioso.

After they did John’s lips the doctor began tattooing eye liner around his eyes. John sat inside his eyeballs, his sleeping eyeballs, and watched the needle going in and out, depositing minute amounts of ink under his skin.

“He’s going to be so beautiful,” the nurse said. “And he’ll never have to put on make up. Sometimes I think I should get my face done this way.”

“You should. Heck, I know a doctor who works cheap.”

They both chuckled.

“All right. He’s got sexy, sultry eyes now. What’s left?”

“The eyebrows.”

“Of course. I’ll use a long lasting depilatory, we can make them arch up like pretty little moons.”

The nurse giggled.

“All right. Now, the final step in this procedure.”

“What’s that?”

It’s the latest in fat injections. Sort of like liposuction in reverse. I’ll be putting very small amounts of fat into his face. Since it’s his fat it won’t dissolve, it’ll bond.”

“What’s it going to do?”

“I can hide male angularity, change his facial structure into something more feminine.”

For a long time there was no talking. John saw the doctor move around his face, inject needles, squirt incredible small amounts of liquid—his fat, apparently taken from his butt when they put in the hip implants—into his face.

Finally, they stepped back. The nurse took a series of pictures. The doctor poured a couple of flutes of champagne, and they toasted John.

“Some of the finest work I’ve ever done,” he announced, sipping the  liquid.

“She’s beautiful, Doc. I hope she appreciates what an artist you are.”

“She should.”

They drank some more. Somewhere in their John’s mind stopped recording. He stopped watching and went to sleep. Real sleep.

They rolled John back to his cell, reattached the bracelets, and left him.

John slumbered. And awoke.

He was sore all over. He felt like he had run a marathon. In essence, he had. A medical marathon.

He groaned, and knew he was in his cell.

And he remembered everything that had been done to him.

Those first moments of consciousness, as awareness of his plight filtered through his mind, were a saga in fear, terror, panic, despair, rage, and a desire to kill himself.

Oddly, the one thing that seemed to reduce this chaos in his mind was the fact that he was sleeping on a blanket.

Maybe they felt he needed some softness after the operation, maybe to aid in the healing process, or maybe somebody felt sorry for him, or maybe they just made a mistake. But, whatever, he was on a blanket, and the floor wasn’t cold.

Slowly the emotions settled. He came to himself enough to realize that he wanted to live. He looked around.

He was fuzzy, but he wasn’t hurting as from a headache. That was the Versed.

But why could he remember?

Because the drug affected his body, and his brain, but when you think about it the mind isn’t part of the body or the brain. The mind is just a bunch of memories that a person carries around with him.

So he remembered.

He remembered the doctor and the nurse.

More important, he remembered Henry and Mrs. Schofield.

And he began thinking, really thinking, about what he was going to do when they let him go.

He had to come up with a plan.

Days passed. The swelling and bruising from his operations went away, and John was able to inspect his new body.

It was sexy, that was for sure. His breasts were large and the nipples pushed out. His waist was tiny, and his hips flared out into a perfectly round ass.

He didn’t have a mirror, so he couldn’t see his face, but he could feel the differences. Where bone had predominated it was now fleshy, pudgy, and curvy.

His lips felt monstrous, even when the swelling went down they were big.

Most interesting was the fact that he still had a penis. It, and his balls, were small. Very shrunken. They must have given him one of those chemicals used to castrate prisoners. His dick just hung there, full feeling, but no erection. He held it, and flopped it back and forth in his hand. It felt good, but…it was void of muscle. No hard on…no boner. A limp, little minnow.

He wondered what life was going to be like as a girl. It was obvious that he was not going to be able to live like a man.

He would have to get money and redo his legal paperwork. Driver’s License, insurance, whatever, were going to have to be changed to show him as a girl.

What kind of a job could he get?

What about learning about clothes?

How could he even comb his hair?

It was bleak, but, good side, it was problems. And a man with problems to solve is a man alive.

A week later he went to sleep after eating, and he didn’t wake up in the cell.


PART TWO

John groaned. He knew he had been drugged again. Fuck. What now? He sat, and realized he was sitting, and that was good. What was he sitting in?

After a moment he opened his eyes.

He was in his own car. A Toyota Camry. He had just finished paying it off, and he still had lots of miles on it.

He saw further, through the windshield, and realized his car was in a parking lot.

He let the images of reality flutter through his eyeballs and waited for recognition to occur.

It was the same bar he had met Mrs. Emily Schofield at long ago.

He shifted his position, and felt constrained, confined. He tilted his head down and looked a this body. Those big boobs were now covered by a yellow dress. A conservative dress. He sat up straight and realized what was confining him. A bra. And a tummy shaper. And nylons. Somebody had dressed him.

They had even given him long, red fingernails. Fuck.

Dressed him and put him in his car. The keys were in the ignition.

After being prisoner for weeks, maybe months, he lurched and kickstarted his body into motion. He had to move. He had to…what did he have to do?

He straightened up. Drugs were leaving his body. He looked in the rear view mirror and gasped. His eyes were round in surprise, and had long, curled lashes. His lips were red, and they were big. Real big. The swelling had gone down and they were still this big. Holy fuck!

His hair was coiffed. They must have put extensions on him, unless they had kept him prisoner so long his hair had grown down to his shoulders.

He lifted his dress and looked at his tummy shaper. His cock lay behind it, useless, but no bump in his panties, or dress.

Minutes passed while he took inventory of his senses. Everything seemed to work. The drugs were more of a memory than a problem now.

He reached forward and turned the key.

Vroom!

Everything worked.

He sighed. Time to get going.

First he called his parents. Man, that was a conversation he wished he didn’t have to have.

“Mom, I’m coming home. I know I haven’t been around. I’ll tell you all about it. But there’s something you have to know before I come home.” Pause. “I’m now a girl.”

He listened to the exclamations, he tried to calm his mother. He finally got her calmed down and promised to be home in an hour.

He called his father. Same situation, same emotions, but without the tears and recriminations. He asked his father to meet him at home in an hour and he would explain.

Second, he went home. He endured the tears and the anger and all the other emotions. Finally, he got them to listen, and he told them the truth.

“You need to sue that bitch,” his father growled.

“There’s no evidence. There’s no proof. She’ll have a busload of lawyers and…we don’t have enough money to fight that.”

“But the publicity! Surely she won’t want all that publicity.”

“I don’t want that publicity,” John said.

“Oh, honey. I still love you. We love you. What are you going to do?” his mother asked.

John nodded. “I’ll figure things out. I won’t be working for a while while I do this, can you handle the company without me? For a while?”

“Not a problem. You know I can.”

“Okay. Then I’ll need enough to live on, and I’ll call you every week, but there’s things I need to do to come to grips with this, and I need to come up with a plan to handle Mrs. Schofield.”

“What about Emmie?”

Yes. What about Emmie? “I don’t know. I’ll probably call her, and…I don’t know. Right now I’m concerned with other things. Besides, do you really think Emmie will want to be with me when I’m like this?”

He held his hands out to indicate his body.

His mother started crying again. His father was crying, but his knuckles were white.

“Just don’t let me near that bitch,” he snarled.

“Don’t worry, Pop. I want first crack.”

Third, he went back to the bar he had been taken from and looked for a room to rent. He found one in a sleazy motel just a block over from the bar.

He bought a computer and began researching. He researched basic things like how to put on make up, how to choose dresses, how to buy shoes, and so on.

He spent a lot of time surfing trans sites. They were men who learned how to be women, and they had some invaluable advice. How to walk, how to talk, little make up tricks, and so on.

He went shopping, and he endured all the humiliation and mortification, and he asked women how to be women.

They gave him the strangest looks, but they helped him. He learned about bras, how to size them, how to put them on, which ones to wear in which situations.

He learned about dresses and all the strange things that people had to go through to make a garment with cones on the chest fit properly. It was more than the internet had told him, but everything made sense once he had enough information.

He began to live as a woman.

Fourth, he looked for the doctor and the nurse.

He visited doctors and had check ups. He found that he had been given a massive dose of estrogen, which was probably why he was losing a bit of weight. His body was really looking girlish now.

He asked doctors about middle aged doctors with goatees who performed sex changed operations, breast implants, cosmetic surgery, and so on.

He surfed the net looking for doctors who fit the bill for the one who had done what he had done to him.

One day he came home from shopping and discovered his room had been broken into. He smiled. They were still watching him, so they were worried about him.

Fortunately he had two computers.

One computer he did his work on, the other one he connected to the internet…and erased his history every day. And reconfigured his computer every week.

They had probably hacked into his internet computer easily. And they had seen a bogus series of searches: jobs for women, how to wear clothes, how to get a new driver’s license.

The other computer, an apple mini, he carried with him. Right in his purse. And he never let go of that purse. He hooked it up to the internet and did his real work on that, then deleted history and disconnected it.

But, he couldn’t have people breaking in on him. Then he thought about it and realized he would have to. As long as they thought they knew what he was doing they wouldn’t look harder.

So he sighed, and resigned himself to a life of constant invasion.

Fifth, he signed up for martial arts lessons. And he bought a gun.

The gun was problematic, as he had to get his license changed first, but he managed to make that happen. He bought a lady’s gun. A pink Glock G42. One inch thick, carries nine rounds of generic, easy to buy ammunition. He got a concealed carry permit and carried it on his side, next to his large tit, ready for a quick draw.

The martial arts were not problematic. At first.

The martial arts studios wanted money. But as soon as he started training he had to fend off men. In fact, it was quite irksome that he had to put up with men staring at his boobs and not his eyes.

Still, he chose classes carefully, made friends with caution, and trained. Hard.

He came in early, lifted weights—he was still losing a bit of weight and he was worried that he might not have enough muscle when it came time to do the deed—worked out with classes, lifted weights, had private lessons, and…it was fun.

He had always sort of chuckled at the idea of martial arts. He could defend himself, and all that stupid yelling…but he found out it was a lifestyle that he actually liked.

Sixth, finally starting to feel at home in his new body, able to walk in high heels without falling on his face or breaking an ankle, he went back to the bar and asked for a job.

With his tits he was hired on the spot.

And he was shocked when he made friends.

Not guy friends, girl friends. Being a waitress, subject to the roaming hands of drink patrons, the girls tended to stick together. They warned him of certain customers, told him which ones were all right. After work they would sometimes share a beer and count tips, and John—or Joan, as he was now called—was surprised when he was consistently making more tips than the other girls.

“It’s those big bazookas you’re carrying around,” remarked Leslie. She was a buxom babe who had taken a liking to him. And he to her.

Joan was learning how to give and take, and when. He quipped, “Best money can buy.”

“Who’s your doctor?”

Oh, yes. His doctor. That was a problem. “He, uh, retired. Doesn’t even live around here anymore.”

“Too bad. I would have gotten a pair bigger than yours.”

He smiled. And he thought, they really are the best money can buy. Thank you, Emily. You fucking bitch.

Life went on. Months passed. He became proficient in the martial arts, he hoped, and he took the Glock out and practiced, usually with one of the other girls who also went armed, and his weight loss seemed to have stopped.

Still, he didn’t have the muscle he once had, and that worried him. Until the day Chuckles accosted him in the parking lot.

Chuckles was a bonehead the girls avoided, and being a typical bonehead, he was drawn to the girls with the big tits.

Joan walked through the silent bar. She had a couple of hundred dollars in tips, a computer, and a Glock in her fashionable purse. She went through the front door and headed for the edge of the parking lot. Being staff she had to park under the trees in a far corner. As she approached her car Chuckles stepped out of the shadows.

Oh, fuck, thought Joan. She was too far away from the bar to head back, especially in heels. She could walk, but she wasn’t too good at running in them.

“Hey, baby.” Chuckles grinned. He had a red, round, slobbery face, thick lips, and a body the Goodyear blimp would have been proud of.

“I don’t want any trouble, Chuckles.”

“Me neither, baby. I just want a little smooch.”

Joan wasn’t alarmed. She could pull his pistol and shoot Chuckles in the foot if it came to that. But she wanted to try something first. All the martial arts she had done…they had to be good for something.

Chuckles closed in.

“I’m warning you, Chuck. I’ve had a long day and I am not fond of you.”

“Oh,” he reached a hand out.

Joan pushed his hand aside, stepped forward and struck Chuck in the belly as hard as she could.

“UNH!” Chuck stepped back. It was a good punch, even with the high heels on, but Joan no longer had the muscles to do the job.

Chuckles rubbed his belly, then leaped forward.

It was too fast for Joan to get her gun out.

“Fuck!” She tried to back up, but Chuckles had a grip on her arm.

The moves she had practiced in the martial arts dojo came through. Without thinking she turned her hips, sunk her weight, and snapped a punch—a half-fist, really, not the fingers or the fist, but the bent knuckles in between—right into Chuckles throat.

Chuckles eyes widened, he let go and grabbed his throat. He fell to his knees and began gagging. He couldn’t breath properly.

“You fuck!” yelled Joan. She took the computer out of her purse, then swung the purse. The purse struck Chuckles on the side of the head and he was out. Like a light.

Suddenly girls flooded out of the bar and ran across the parking lot.

“We saw it on video!”

Two of the girls started kicking Chuckles in the ribs.

“Are you all right?” Leslie asked.

“Now that it was over Joan started shaking. In the moment she had been fine. But now she was scared, a mess. She had risked everything just to find out whether a punch worked, and it could have cost her her life. What a dope she was!

Leslie put her in her car and drove her home. “I’m staying with you tonight,” she announced.

They entered Joan’s apartment, and Joan was pretty much over her fright now.

“You can head on home. I’ll be all right.”

“Nonsense, girlfriend.” She headed for the kitchen. “Where’s the booze? I’ll make us a drink.”

It did feel good to have somebody there, somebody to talk to. “Under the sink.”

“Ha! With the cleaning supplies! Well, this should clean us out.”

She made two bourbon and Cokes and brought one in to Joan. “I still can’t believe that creep. But, man, did you clobber him.”

“I guess I did.”

“So you know that karate stuff?”

“I’ve been taking lessons.”

They sat on the couch and Leslie scooted over to sit quite close.

Joan noticed, but didn’t think anything of it. The girls were all touchy feely.

They talked for a long time, had another drink, and after the long day and the excitement Joan was feeling tired.

Finally, she said, “You can sleep on the couch,” and she went to bed.

Early morning. Only a couple of hours sleep, and Joan felt the bed shift. She was still out of it, and when she felt a warm body next to her she just snuggled, and then woke up and realized what was happening. But it was too late.

“Fuck!” she yelled.

Leslie sat back, a shocked look in her eyes. “You’ve…you’re a…you’ve got a dick!”

“Oh, shit!” moaned Joan.

Nothing else for it, Joan explained what had happened to her. When she was done Leslie stared at her in disbelief.

“So you’re really a man.”

“I guess. If my dick ever comes back. If I ever get these implants taken out and the hormones they gave me wear off.

“Heck, why would you want to do all that stuff?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re the sexiest girl at the bar. All the girls have thought about diddling you. Why not stay as you are? You’re doing well with tips…why not just stay a girl?”

“Well, uh, I never thought about it.”

“Well, think. And…can I sleep in here? That couch is terrible!”

Joan said yes and moved to one side. The sun starting to peek over the edge of far mountains, they went to sleep.

Joan woke up with Leslie kissing her.

She had been alone for so long, hadn’t felt another human being for months, she needed this human touch. She kissed Leslie back. Their mouths fused and their hands felt each others tits.

Then Joan froze as Leslie slipped a hand into her panties and felt her little dick and balls.

Leslie giggled. “These are cool. I mean, they’re cute.”

There was so much humor and empathy in Leslie’s statement that Joan relaxed.

“I’m going to give you head.”

Leslie ducked under the covers and Joan felt her putting her mouth on his package. his whole package.

It felt good. Even with no boner, his package was a bundle of nerves.

“Oh,” she moaned.

Leslie slithered up her body and they rolled over, taking turns on each other.

They reached a point where Joan realized he couldn’t fuck Leslie, but…but…he went down on her, listened to her moans, then slipped two fingers into the other girl’s pussy.

Leslie arched her back and pulled Joan’s head down to her tits.

Joan worked her hand, jammed it in and out, hooked and searched for the G spot, and found it.

“Fuck! Fuck…Oh!”

Leslie orgasmed long and hard, and finally relaxed. The girls lay in each other’s arms then.

“You’re probably still horny,” murmured Leslie.

“It’s okay. We know my situation.”

“There might be something I could do about that.”

“What?”

“Next time.”

“Really?” Joan was disappointed.

“Listen to you, so hot and eager. A nympho like you…you deserve to suffer a little.”

They laughed, hugged and went back to sleep for just a few minutes more.

“So what are you going to do about the people who did all this to you?”

They were eating Cheerios in Pepsi on the little patio, enjoying the late morning sun.

“Well, I don’t know what to do. If I could find the doctor that would help, but…”

“And he gave you breast implants and hip implants?”

“All sorts of stuff. He’s probably the guy who gave me the limp dick chemical.”

“What did he look like?”

Joan described the doctor.

“You know, that sounds like the vet in Pasco county.”

“What?”

“I mean, I don’t know, but he’s got a goatee, I think he’s had brushes with the law, but…maybe it wasn’t a doctor. Not a real human type doctor.”

Joan went to the computer, hooked up his mini, and went searching.

“That’s him! He’s the one!”

Leslie looked over his shoulder. “Wow. Dr. William Schneer. Wow.”

Joan drove over to Pasco county. It had been a week, and she was still surprised that the doctor had been a vet. In a way, the guy was a genius. Adapting his knowledge of animal medicine to humans. Figuring out all the implant stuff. Especially the face thing where he changed the fat content of portions of Joan’s face. Incredible.

And he was an evil, slimy, toadstool sucking asshole deposit. That he could do such things to human beings was utterly despicable.

It was easy to find the doctor. He was advertising on the internet. He administered to animals great and small. He would dispose of your loved furry friend’s remains. He loved kittens. His picture showed a little kitty rubbing up against his goatee.

Joan pulled up in front of the doctor’s house at nine in the evening. It had been dark for an hour. She was holding a ‘Truro Pro - 4K Ultra HD Key Chain WIFI Camera Video Recording FOB’ in one hand. In the other she was holding her G42 pink Glock. She tapped on the door of the doctor’s house and waited.             

Footsteps. The door opened. The doctor recognized her right away. Joan was wearing athletic shoes and she planted a karate kick against the door. The doctor flew back and fell on the floor.

Joan walked in and looked around. Her investigations indicated the doctor lived alone, but one could never tell.

“Are you alone?”

The doctor scrabbled backwards.

Joan took a step and delivered a kick between the legs.

Schneer gave a squeaky sort of scream and fell on his side.

The house wasn’t big, and Joan managed to give it a glance over without leaving the doctor alone for more than ten seconds at a time.

She moved two club chairs around so they faced each other about eight feet apart. She made sure the Key Chain Camera was on and said, “Have a seat.”

Schneer crawled over to the chair and up into it. He sat and held himself and looked miserable. “How’d you find me?”

Joan aimed the pink Glock at his nose. “I want you to tell me what you did. Leave out nothing. Name names. Right now I want to shot your cock off and watch you bleed to death. This might be the only way you hold on to that piece of your anatomy. Talk.”

Schneer, for a genius, was a coward. But what would you expect from a fellow who performed nazi style experiments on human beings?

He began to talk. He explained how he was approached by a gentleman named Henry, who he eventually found out worked for Mrs. Emily Schofield. He talked about the operation, how delicate it was, even making it sound how superior he was to figure everything out. He talked about recovery times, the effects of drugs. He was especially pleased with the castration drug.

The drug was supposed to last one year, and then Joan’s manhood would grow back to proper size and start functioning again.

When he was done talking Joan clicked the fob.

“What’s that?”

“A camera.”

“But…you…I didn’t know…”

“You’ve got several choices, Doc. You can turn yourself in. You can wait until the police come for you. You can try to leave the country. You can kill yourself…lots of choices for a guy who didn’t give me any.”

“But you can’t tell anybody about this! My work!”

Joan aimed the Glock at his nose again. “I’ve got an itch I want to scratch. Should I scratch?”

“No! No!” He cowered in his chair, raised his hands as if they could stop a bullet.

“The one thing you can’t do it call Mrs. Schofield. Aside from me coming back and killing you, she would send Henry out to kill you. Do you understand.”

“I’m not to contact Mrs. Schofield. I understand.”

Joan stood up, she hated the doctor, she aimed the Glock at his foot and pulled the trigger.

BANG!

The doctor fell to the floor and huddled over his foot.

“Happy trails, asshole.”

Joan walked out of the house. She might get in trouble for shooting the doc in the foot, but so what. She had to make sure he was too busy to call Schofield. And he would have called. He was that kind of weasel.

Joan’s next stop was a small house on a small street on the edge of the city. Again, she knocked on the door, and when the nurse answered, and didn’t recognize her, she pushed the door and the nurse and aimed the Glock.

The nurse went into hysterics, and didn’t seem to want to stop. So Joan kicked her feet out from under her and sat on her chest and aimed the pistol into her sobbing face.

An hour later she shot the nurse in the foot—he was starting to like shooting people int he foot—and walked out.

It was now midnight, and that was fine with her. Two hours later she pulled to the side of a lonely road. It was a wide spot and she figured her car would be fine. Nobody traveled this lonely route.

She was wearing black sweats and a black ski mask. The parts of her face that were visible had black make up on them. She was wearing black gloves. The pink Glock was in her holster next to her boobs, and the fob was tucked in a sock.

She climbed over the wall at the side of the road and began walking through a small forest. She was wearing ‘Nightfox Night Vision Goggles,’ $200 from Amazon. They weren’t the greatest, but they were adequate. After all, she wasn’t invading a country, only a mansion.

The forest lasted 100 yards, and then, just like it showed on Google Earth, she came out on a broad lawn.

She studied the far house for five minutes. Here was where any motion sensors would pick her up. She sighed. Oh, well. She traipsed across the big lawn.

She walked up a series of shallow steps to a patio area with a swimming pool. Ahead was a pair of double doors, open for a summer breeze to cool the big house, but she knew better. Somebody had seen her coming and set a trap. She would walk in, Henry, probably Henry, would be waiting with a sap or a gun or just a sharp stick.

She rounded the pool, aware that eyes were probably on her, got close to the open doors, and slipped into some bushes that ringed the back of the house.

She was probably out of sight of the security system, but one never knew.

She circled the house till she came to a basement window. She knew all about the basement window because she had explored the house via Zillow. She had memorized the floor plan, knew where the windows were, and even had an idea of the furniture in the house.

She unrolled duc tape on the window so it wouldn’t fall when she broke it. She ran a glass cutter around the edges of the window. She took out a folding knife. It was advertised as an EMT folding knife, and it had a steel nub on the bottom for breaking the windows of cars. The idea was that you break the window, use the knife to cut the seat belts, and rescue the crash victim. Now she was going to use it to shatter the window and invade a house. Screw the seat belt.

She drew the knife back and suddenly she was being lifted into the air.

Henry had outsneaked her. He held her in a viselike grip and flung her from side to side. Her goggles flew off.

“The bitch returns! We knew you would. Doctor Schneer managed to call us from the hospital.”

Joan felt like her rib cage, which was already minus one rib, was going to collapse. Yet her hands were free. She broke a nail, but managed to open the folding knife.

“Fuck!” Henry yelped as she stabbed him in a wrist.

He threw her aside and held his hand. He looked at her in the gloom of near darkness. “You fucking bitch. That’s going to cost you.”

Joan got a foot under herself and when Henry moved in on her she stuck an arm out. The blade went through the web of his thumb and forefinger and all the way into his stomach.

“Oh, shit,” he groaned.

Joan pressed and pushed and he fell back. She ended up half laying on him holding the knife in his gut.

She whispered, “Leave the knife in and you won’t bleed out. Stay here and I’ll call for help. Come inside the house and I’ll shoot you in the foot.”

She left him laying on the ground and ran back around the house. Their struggle had not been overly loud, mostly grunts and muttered sentences. With luck, nobody was awake.

They weren’t. Joan raced up stairs to the third floor. Down the hall. Into Mrs. Emily Schofields’s bedroom. She turned on the light and stood over the bed of the wealthy magnate.

Emily was sitting at the console of the home security system when the police raced up the driveway, sirens screaming and lights flashing.

She had plugged her fob into the security system computer and uploaded her three videos to various news sources. Rumble. Bitchute. BeforeItsNews. Others. They were already getting massive numbers of likes, and it looked like other news services were downloading them…and uploading to their own sites.

She listened to the police running up the stairs. She pulled the fob out of the computer and put it in her pocket.

“Clear! Clear!” came the sounds of the police in various parts of the house.

Joan put her hands on top of her head, moved the swivel chair to the middle of the room and yelled, “I’m in here! I’m not armed! I’m in here! I’m not armed!”

A moment later armored police were taking her down. Though she was no threat she was thrown on the floor and sat upon and cuffed. A minute later, her fob still in her pocket, she was marched out of the room.

Mrs. Schofield stood in the hallway.

“You fucking bitch!” she snapped. If it wasn’t for the horde of police she would have attacked Joan.

Joan just smiled.

And she smiled all the way down the stairs and into the cop car.

She saw them bring Henry out on a stretcher. He looked at her and glared, and she pursed her lips and blew him a kiss.


EPILOGUE

I heard from Emmie the other day,” Joan said, as she knelt on the bed.

Leslie stood behind her and greased up her dildo. She used long strokes and rubbed the lubricant in.

“Does she still hate you?”

“She blames me for everything. Her mother being arrested, the company goin under, everything. I thought I loved her, but when I took her mother down…that was it for me.”

“Can you blame the girl. You hurt her family.”

“No matter that her family hurt me.”

Emily scooped out a handful of lube and rubbed it into Joan’s asshole. “You know, you should be getting feeling back in your dick next month.”

“Cross your fingers. Oh…man, that feels good.”

Leslie smiled and reamed his rectum gently, swirling her fingers around the edge of her anus, touching all the nerves and lightly stretching his tissues.

“Are you sure this is going to work?” gasped Joan.

“It should. After all, why is anal sex so popular unless it works, right?”

“Unh…oh…man! Why didn’t we do this before.”

As she ran her fingers around inside her Leslie said, “So are looking forward to having a dick again?”

“I am…and I am’t.”

“Am’t. Ha! You just made up a word.”

Joan grinned and pushed her butt back and tried to get more finger. “I want to have my dick again, but I don’t want to give up being a woman. Isn’t that weird?”

“Not so weird. There’s a lot of perks to being a woman.”

“I’ll say,” Joan agreed.

“Are you ready?”

“Please.”

Leslie moved forward and placed her hips behind Joan’s buns. She held the tip of her fake phallus to Joan’s button and began to push.

For a second it didn’t work. Joan’s asshole was closed. But Joan kept telling her muscles to relax, the lube started to work, and suddenly the head popped past the ring.

“OH!”

“Leslie slid the rest of the dick into Joan. “Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, my God!”

“Better than dicking somebody?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

Leslie began to slide her dick in and out, long strokes. The veins on the sides of the cock swirled through Joan’s opening, stimulating all the nerves.

“Oh, sweet mama!” Joan backed up, pushed with her butt and tried to take more and more dick.

“Easy now, you little slut.”

But Joan couldn’t take it easy. She reached under and grabbed the plastic balls and tried to pull more dick into her.

Leslie laughed, and white fluid began to pour out of Joan’s tiny, little cock.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


First Time Forced Feminization!

He learned a lesson every man should learn!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“So what really goes on?”

Jan smiled, leaned toward her vanity mirror and curled her eyelashes. “You don’t want to know.”

“See, that’s what pisses me off. Every few months you go away for a weekend. No explanation as to who and where, you don’t tell me what’s going on…what am I supposed to think?”

“Honey, you should think that I’m having the best time of my life. I’m meeting with friends, we’re doing what friends do, you should be happy for me.”

“I’m happy, but what do you do?”

Jan put the eye lash applicator in the thin tube and grinned at Jason. She was an amazing looking woman. Five foot six, 36 by 24 by 36, magnetic, green eyes that dazzled, Long blonde hair that looked like a golden waterfall.

“Okay. You want the truth.”

“I can handle the truth.”

“I meet with friends from college. Some of them have huge dicks, so big it’s impossible to do without them. So every few months I get together with these friends and they dick me. Big, fucking dicks. Big as a horse’s peeny. Hell, big as a rhino’s cock. They tie me up so I can’t move. They push that sucker into my vagina until I am out of my mind. They ream me with it. They fuck me until I’m crying for joy. Sometimes they put me on all fours and take me like a dog, slapping my ass and squeezing my tits. Sometimes they hang me from a wall, legs out to the sides, then they fuck me with a giant vibrator. Then they start cumming. They cum all over my butt, my tits, my face. Some of them cum in me. Gallons of cum. A lot of it gets in my mouth, so much that I can’t eat for a couple of days. I mean, I’m full up. I swallow so much gizz my eyeballs turn white. And then, when my mouth is full and my pussy is bruised…they take me up the asshole. They—“

“Enough!” barked Jason. “You won’t tell me the truth. I got it.”

“But honey?” She moved to him, put her manicured hands into his pants and fondled hi balls. “I always come home horny, so what do you care?”

“I care because there should be honesty between a man and wife. There shouldn’t be secrets. I don’t hold things back from you, and you shouldn’t have secrets from me. So tell me the truth. What do you really do when you leave for a weekend?”

Jan held his nuts in one hand then, and stroked his dick with the other. It was crowded with all that happening in his pants, so she said, “Unzip.”

He couldn’t help himself. He unzipped, and then she had room to fully stroke him.

“Oooh. You feel full. Your balls are so full of sperm they’re hard. You want me to give you a little relief right now? Before I go?”

Of course he did, but, fool that he was, he said, “No! I want to get to the bottom of the big mystery!”

She let go of him and turned away. “Too bad. I was really feeling like getting you off. But, if you don’t wanna then you don’t wanna.”

She turned to her suitcase on the bed, folded some underwear and put it on top of the dresses, then closed it.

Jason stood in the middle of the room, looking forlorn and hopeless.

“You’re really going to leave me like this?”

“Hey, I was going to get you off!”

“No, I mean in mystery.”

“Honey! I told you. I get together with friends, and they have big dicks, and they like to throw me down and—“

“ARGH!”

Jason stomped out of the room. He tromped down the hall and into the kitchen. He took down a big bottle of bourbon and a glass. He filled the glass with ice cubes, added half a glass of bourbon, the added Coke.

He drank, and felt the cold liquor burn his throat, hit his stomach, and make his eyes water.

Wooo!

But he needed it.

He was a short man, five foot six, and that gave him a bit of a Napoleon complex. He didn’t like it when people made fun of him, or kept secrets, or…or…he took another big gulp.

“Jason? Will you carry my bag out?”

Jason took a third gulp, and now the glass was half empty. His irritation somewhat soothed over, he headed for the bedroom.

Jan was absolutely gorgeous. She was wearing a green dress with a porthole to show her cleavage. Her legs stretched down to the floor, sleek and shiny with hose. Her patent leather heels made her taller than him.

She smiled at him, and he gulped.

“Honey, just learn to take it easy. Have a few drinks, watch a little porn, and get ready. When I get back I’m going to want to ride you like we’re in the Kentucky Derby. Okay?”

He gulped again and nodded. He picked up her suitcase and toted it out to the car. He put it in the trunk.

“Are you going to drive all the way?”

“Yep. It’s not that far. And…oh, you bad boy. You’re fishing for information!”

“No…no…I just…” he shrugged.

“Honey, you just have a good time and relax. I’ll be back before you know it, and then we’ll take care of you. All right.”

“All right.”

She touched her red lips to his, just a touch as she didn’t want to mess her make up. She squeezed his groin and whispered into his ear, “See you in a couple of days.”

“Okay.”

She got in the car, waved at him, and shot off down the street.

Jason sighed and turned back to the house. He went back into the kitchen and topped off his drink, then he went into the computer room.

He sat glumly at his computer and powered up. He sipped his drink and started surfing.

And he was feeling pretty low.

His wife was out doing who knew what, and all he had was a lousy computer full of porn.

He shucked his pants and pulled up milfmovs.com. That was a good place to start, a good place to lose himself for a while. Lots of big tits, great porn stars, a bit of kink here and there.

Yet, as he surfed through the site he felt disappointed.

Damn it! He was horny! He should have let Jan do him!

Sitting there, naked from the waist down, getting horned up, he finally had enough.

He stood up and went to the closet and got out his little box of toys. Jan didn’t know about this, but…he pulled out a prostate massager. One was supposed to be able to get oneself off with one of these up the butt. He kept trying, but it wasn’t working yet. It sure did make him horny.

He took out a chastity tube. Jan really didn’t know about this. He often wondered what she would do if she knew he had these little toys, this hobby of putting his weenie in prison and stuffing a mini-dick sort of thing up his heinie.

Well, what his wife didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her. Or him.

He greased up and inserted the plug. Then he put the chastity tube on quick. Putting the massager up his ass usually made his weenie small for the moment, and he had just enough time to lock his cock up before it got big again.

He looked down at his poor dick. It was as big as a Vienna sausage. One of those ones that came in a can. Yet it was trying to get big.

Fat chance.

He sat down on his swivel and that pushed that prostate massager further into his butt. God, it felt good. It put him on the edge of cumming, but never enough that he did cum.

Now he was ready to go to work. Now he was ready to surf some porn!

He began by looking for fistings. Two women fisting was unusually juicy, and he spent some time watching the women do each other.

Then there was the BDSM.

Oh, Lord! He checked out the standard kink sites, then went searching for the House of Gord.

Man, he loved it. He found women mounted on the front of trucks, upside down, legs spread and big dildos going in and out as the truck drove around.

He saw a little tractor with a woman stretched out like a swan’s neck. She was impaled and loving it. Every stroke of the dick made her raise her head in pleasure.

Women on poles, being milked by machines, fucked, fucked, fucked!

Then he went looking for shemales. One of his guilty pleasures. The idea of a man with tits was almost more than he could stand. It put him off and pulled him in at the same time.

He wondered what it would be like to have breasts. Like a woman.

Once he had worn his wife’s bra, put a couple of softballs in the thing. But…that was sort of weird.

He poured another drink, he wiggled his butt on the swivel chair, felt the thing inside him, massaging his prostate. He wondered if he could cum that way.

He wondered if—

“Get him!”

A black hood was brought down over his head. Hands grabbed him, held his arms down. He was shoved forward and bent over, and his arms were forced up behind him.

Click! Click! Somebody had put handcuffs on him.

“Let me loose! Stop it!”

Hands wheeled his swivel chair out of the room and down the hall.

“Who are you!? Let me go!”

It seemed like his kidnappers were women. Their hands were soft, and he could feel fingernails, and there were a lot of them.

As they rolled him somebody wrapped something around his ankles. It felt like duc tape.

Through the kitchen and then he was lifted out of the chair and carried into the garage.

“Open the trunk!”

“You have his keys?”

“Got ‘em!”

The sound of the trunk opening.

“Move that stuff.”

“Here’s some blankets.”

“What’s that…he’s wearing a chastity device!”

“And a butt plug!”

Hands wiggled his prostate massager and he groaned helplessly.

Then he was stuffed into the trunk, and the lid came down.

Voices were muffled now, but he could still make out what they were saying.

“Did you see what he was looking at on his computer?”

“We’ve been looking for a guy like him for awhile!”

Then the voices faded.

Jason struggled, but he was caught. His wrists were cuffed, his legs duc taped his head was locked in a bag and even his dick was out of action.

He lay in the trunk for about five minutes, his mind going crazy, his heart pounding, his cock struggling.

Who were these people? What the fuck was—

Click. The trunk lid rose. He couldn’t see, but he could tell from the feel of air and the glow of light through the bag over his head.

A hand went down to his groin and grabbed his chastity device. He jerked, tried to move his body away, but the hand held him firmly, turned his imprisoned cock this way and that.

“Well, well.”

He froze.

“Honey, I can’t believe you never told me about this! I never would have had you pegged for a chastity tube type.”

“Jan?”

“And this butt plug is absolutely precious!” She reached around and grabbed the base of the plug and wiggled it.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He felt like he was going to pee, his balls suddenly felt hot, they felt so full of semen.

She grabbed his balls and gave a squeeze.

“What is going on?” he cried. “What are you doing to me?”

“Well, honey, every time I go on holiday you give me a hard time. You whine and you cry and act like it was some big thing, and not like it’s just me and my girlfriends getting together for a good old pajama party.

“Honey, all we do is have a few drinks, talk about good, old times, and compare notes on the men we’ve been with in our lives. Unfortunately, I can’t do much bragging, because I’m always stuck with the same, old cock.

“But when you started bugging me this year, I finally had enough. The other girls don’t get bugged by their husbands, only you are insecure enough to carry on and give me such a rough time. So I decided that if you have such a vivid imagination, if you really thought I was a loose legged woman who had to go out and get giant cock every couple of months, then I figured that was what you wanted.

“You were using me for proxy, letting your imagination run wild, so I began checking up on you. I checked your internet history. I checked your purchase history on Amazon—though I admit I didn’t catch this little jewel,” she shook the chastity cage again.

“Anyway, I found out that you really are that perverted, and I brought it up with the girls, and…well, honey, you’re about to have a good time.”

“What are you going to do?” Jason blubbered. “You can’t hurt me! I love you! It’s just that I love you too much.”

“I know, isn’t that wonderful? And the truth is…I have no idea what they’re going to do to you. Since I’m your wife they want me out of the way. They don’t want me interfering with them because of some weird idea, being married, fear that they might hurt you, concern for you. So they’re going to take you to a cabin in the woods, a specially prepared cabin, I might add. And they are going to treat you to a wonderful time. I guess it’s me that’s going to have to sit and watch porn and get drunk while you have a good time.”

“Wait! You can’t do this! It’s kidnapping!”

“What? You’re a kid? No, no. You’re a man, and there aren’t any laws against man-napping.

While they had been talking other women had been gathering around the trunk. Jason could hear them muttering and chuckling.

“Honey! you can’t do this!”

“See you in a few days, Jason.” She gave his balls a final squeeze, then closed the trunk lid.

Jason sobbed in the darkness of the compartment.

Then he felt the car sag on one side, then the other, as a driver and a passenger got in.

The car started up.

He tried to kick, but his feet were still tied with duc tape.

“Hey!” he screamed.

“Turn on some music,” he heard the voice through the back seat.

The music was turned on. He could hear them talking, but couldn’t hear what they were saying. Yelling was going to do him no good now.

The car zoomed down the road, and he lay in the trunk. He wasn’t uncomfortable, but he was caught.

The car, it was actually his car, rolled smoothly down a highway.

At first he had tried to keep track of the turns, but when the car powered up a ramp and onto the freeway he knew where he was, and he even had an idea what direction he was going in.

Down the 101, away from San Jose.

He lay and listened to the hum of the tires. It was warm in the boot, and he wiggled and tried to get comfortable. He had to keep his strength up. He had to relax. There was going to be a way out of this mess, and…and why the hell had Jan done this to him?

He felt a bitterness as he thought about what she had told him.

She had been spying on him, and plotting, and…what kind of a wife was she?

Then he tried not to think about it, and couldn’t, and tried again, and the trip miles whiled away as his mind tried to cope with his situation.

He tried counting seconds to get an idea of the time of the journey.

Finally, he realized that that wasn’t going to do him any good.

So he lay there, and wondered, and the minutes and the miles passed.

His best guess, when the car finally slowed down, was that they had been driving for two hours. The drive wasn’t over, though. The car started wiggling down a country road. Now he was bounced around by potholes and ruts. He heard the scratch of bushes on the sides of the car.

“Hey!” he yelled. “Don’t scratch the paint!”

He was met with laughter. And more scratches.

Damn. He was going to have to have his car repainted.

Up a hill and he was rolled to the back side of the trunk, then a curve, as if around some trees, a sharp turn, and the car stopped.

The car doors opened and he heard the sound of feet crunching on gravel, leaving the vicinity of the car. Then high heels climbing stairs, maybe crossing a porch. A door closed and it was silent.

Silent except for the pinging of his car engine.

And other pings. So other cars were parked near to his.

He sighed.

The long trip had allowed him to get over his initial panic, and now he just lay in the boot and wondered what was going to happen.

Fifteen minutes later he heard the sound of heels on wood, and knew they were coming for him.

He thought about things he could do. He could kick. He could, once his feet were freed, run at them and butt them with his shoulder. Somehow—

Click. The trunk lid went up.

Hands reached in and women grunted as they lifted him up over the lip of the trunk, then lowered him to the ground.

A collar was fastened around his neck, felt like a dog collar, and he felt little hands and heard the click of a small padlock. Fuck! They had locked him into the collar!

“Okay, Jason, we’re going to put you on your feet. Just so you know, the collar you are wearing is a shock collar. We all have remotes, so if you get antsy, or don’t follow instructions, you are going to be one sad puppy. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Say it, puppy dog.”

“I got it.” His voice sounded a bit strangled, having been in the trunk for so long, but his words were clear.

“All right, are you ready for the fun to begin?”

“I want to go home.”

“Oh, honey! No, you don’t! We’re going to make your dreams come true.”

Another voice said, “If your internet history is any indication of your dreams.”

Everybody giggled at that one.

Somebody pulled at the duc tape, but it didn’t come loose.

“Cut him free,” suggested someone.

“Don’t move, Jason. I don’t want to cut you.”

He felt hands at his ankles, then the pressure of the duc tape disappeared.

“Okay. Help him to his feet.”

Several hands helped him to stand, and he wavered for a minute, then felt stronger. Then the hood was pulled off his head.

He blinked and looked around.

He was in a clearing in front of a log cabin. The cabin was surrounded by tall evergreens. It was lit by bright lights and looked friendly and homey.

He looked away from the cabin. A road headed down hill and into the darkness. There was no sign of city lights in the distance.

He looked at the women who had kidnapped him.

They wore no clothes. They were naked, except for Zorro masks.

He couldn’t help it, his cock surged in his cage.

“Okay, Jason, come into the house.”

“I’m going home,” he said, and he turned and walked for the road.

“Jason!”

He ignored them.

“Don’t zap him, he’s going to have to learn the hard way.”

He was about fifty yards from the house when the burning started. His throat seemed to ignite, then flame. Then he felt like his neck was actually crackling!

The pain was enormous, but he tried to keep walking. Then he couldn’t stand it and fell to his knees. Then he lay down and tried to wriggle back up the trail.

Feet crunching near him. Hands under his arms.

“You should listen when we speak, Jason,” a voice whispered in his ear.

They dragged him back up the trail and the burning waned, then ceased.

He lay there, gasping, and the woman whispered to him again. “There’s a perimeter. Cross that perimeter and the collar gives a shock, and it will get worse and worse until you return. Now, when you have recovered, come into the cabin.”

The crunch of feet on gravel, the sound of happy voices chatting, then the sound of high heels going up stairs, across a porch, and into the cabin.

Jason lay there. He was still naked. His hands were still cuffed behind his back. His cock wiggled inside his cage.

He rolled on his side, struggled to a sitting position, and looked at the world.

It was warm. He could hear music playing in the cabin.

He struggled to his feet and took a longer look at the world.

Darkness beyond the tall trees. Constellations and a million stars in the heavens.

Little squares of warm light in the shadow of the cabin.

A mosquito decided him. It landed on his arm and sunk its proboscis into his flesh. He yelped and tried to shake his arm, but the mosquito just grinned and gulped.

He trotted towards the house. He had no shoes on and the gravel hurt his feet.

He climbed the stairs and crossed the porch. He could hear the sound of laughter. The door was an inch ajar and he pushed on it, scraping the mosquito, now very fat, off his arm, and stepped into the room.

Instant silence, and he looked around.

He was naked, except for his chastity tube and his handcuffs.

They were naked, except for their Zorro masks and high heels.

And they were beautiful.

He remembered that these were Jan’s friends, and they had the same high standards. They were all gym trim, full chested, and smiling.

They all had white teeth under the black Zorro masks. He could see their eyes, made up and sparkling with color.

His cock surged inside his cage as the truth of his situation sunk in.

A dozen women had kidnapped him, and…what were they going to do to him?

“Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in,” one woman spoke drolly.

“It is an ugly specimen of man, is it not?”

Nods and grunts of agreement filled the room.

Jason: “I’d like to go home.”

“And you will go home. But you will be a better man before you go.”

There were muttered agreements to that statement.

For a long moment everybody just held their places. Jason said nothing, but the quips from the ladies were fast and furious.

“He might have a big dick if he hadn’t put it in a cage.”

“Have you seen his butt plug?”

“He is a horny, little bastard, is he not?”

Finally, one of the women, the first one who had spoken, stood up. “Girls, it is time to walk the walk. Shelly, Janice, get the restraints ready.”

Two girls went to the opposite sides of the room. Ropes were tied to cleats, went to black and tackle arrangements on the high central beam and near the walls. They loosened the ropes and brought the ends of ropes that led up to the block and tackle to the center of the room.

“Right this way, Jason,” said the leader, whose name was Sabrina.

Jason didn’t move.

“Get him, girls.”

A half a dozen women charged Jason. They pushed him against a wall, hooked their arms through his, and started pulling him towards the center of the room.

At first Jason struggled, tried to kick, but one of the women grabbed his balls and pulled.

Jason yelped and went up on his toes and staggered out to the center of the room.

Shelly took one arm and Janice the other. They fastened leather straps around his wrists.

“Got him. Girls, take the ropes.”

Half the women went to one side, the other half to the other side, and they grabbed the roped coming down from the pullies.

Sabrina sauntered to a place in front of Jason. She was a proud woman, breasts extra large, red lipped, sexy smile, a look in her eyes that said ‘The world is my oyster, and you’re my pearl.’

“Okay, Jason. We’re going to take the handcuffs off. The girls are going to restrain you, and if you give us any trouble…we haven’t had to zap you, yet, but…” She held up a remote and eyeballed him.

“Okay, girls.”

One of the women behind him loosened his cuffs, and the women at the walls pulled on the ropes.

Jason felt his arms go out, and he didn’t want that, so he began to struggle.

Even though the women had the weight and the leverage, he managed to clasp his hands in front of himself.

They pulled, he held on, and he started to step to the side.

ZZZZZ!

He collapsed. He thought he could smell smoke, but it was just his arms being stretched to the side, then he was actually lifted up by the arms. With one eye he saw the woman wrapping the rope around the cleats on the wall.

Then the other.

Then he was hanging from the two ropes, spread eagled, dangling, dazed.

“Come on, Jason, take a sip.”

Sabrina held a glass to his lips and he found himself sucking.

It was bourbon and Coke, and he took a big sip, then she stepped away.

“I told you, Jason, don’t struggle. You really don’t want a diet of electrocution.

Jason moved his feet, stood on them, looked around.

The girls were going back to their places on couches and chairs. They were chatting, ignoring him, and…he just hung there.

Sabrina patted his cheek. “Now be a good boy. We’re partying tonight, and the real work starts tomorrow. Would you like a drink?”

He blinked, was bleary, but managed to nod. Man, being electrified really took it out of a guy.

Sabrina called for one of the women to get him a drink.

Then, while the drink was being gotten, she held up a key.

“Would you like to get out of your little cage?”

He gulped and nodded. His throat felt dry and his head was throbbing.

Sabrina squatted and pushed the key into his padlock. A second later he was free, and growing, and the women all cheered.

“Way to go, stud!” yelled someone.

“That’s what I call a dick!”

Jason felt the blood fill his member, then he was straight out and bobbing.

A couple of the women came over to feel him.

“Nice and straight. Just the way I like them.”

Then commenced a broad argument as to whether a long dick was better than a fat dick.

Janice held Jason’s drink for him, a little pink straw in it, and he sucked thirstily.

“That’s a boy,” she rubbed his nipples.

He groaned. That made his dick harder.

“Look! He’s dripping!”

It was true. White drops were seeping out of his slit and a long strand stretched to the floor.

Jason looked down. He had never been so horny. He had been abused, manhandled, but all that seemed to do was make him hornier.

Janice reached down and scooped a finger under his strand of semen. She gathered as much as she could on her finger, then licked her. finger.

“How’s it taste, sister?”

She nodded, and other girls moved in. They set up chairs right in front of Jason. They played with his cock, stroked it, kissed it, and almost fought over the silvery droplets exuding from his penis.

“Girls,” warned Sabrina. “Don’t let him cum.”

They all promised they wouldn’t.

“Besides, I know he tastes good, but he’s a butt boy. Play with his plug if you really want to make him happy.”

Jason groaned as hands grabbed the base of his prostate massager and began moving it around and around, in and out, lifting him to his toes then lowering him.

The girls all laughed and he contorted and moved to accommodate them.

Then a pair of red lips, Jason had no idea whose, engulfed his penis.

“Oh, fuck!”

Janice pushed the straw into his mouth and told him to suck.

The mouth down below knew what it was doing. A hand reached between his legs and took control of his plug.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, feeling his prostate being rubbed, feeling his juice trying to get out.

“Look how purple it is.”

“And he tastes so good!”

Jason moved his hips back and forth, now not struggling, but trying to get more.

More sweet bourbon into his mouth.

Somebody kissed him, and he couldn’t help it…he kissed back.

Hands on his nipples, on his balls. His cock being sucked and stroked, his butt plug being waggled about, reaming him out.

He had never felt such massive pleasure, and suddenly he didn’t want it to ever end.

He humped, and grunted, groaned and moaned, but every time he got close the women would move back, laugh, touch his nipples and buns and wait for his desire to squirt to wane.

Again and again and again.

It was going to be a long night.


PART TWO

Jason awoke. He was still standing, spread eagled by the ropes, and totally dazed.

He had never experienced such a night as he had the last night.

Naked women dancing all over the place.

They danced with each other, kissed each other, and he even saw two women fingering a third, and her shouting happily, urging them to fist her.

They danced with him, wiggling their bodies up and down on his. They sucked on his cock, kissed him, and had a lot of fun with his prostate massager.

And the party had gone on long into the night. They Jason felt something down at his groin and looked down. He realized that small hands fiddling with his anatomy had awoken him, and he looked down to see Sabrina looking up at him with a grin.

“It was fun playing with you, Jason, but you should realize that we can’t have your big dick swinging free. Right?”

She clicked the padlock and he was once again prison.

“You need to let me go,” he croaked. He cleared his rusty throat and tried again, “You—“

“Shush, little boy. We don’t have to do anything but have fun with you. You realize that we have your wife’s permission to do anything we want to you, right?

She rose up and pressed her chest against him. He could feel her erect nipples moved across his flesh.

“Do you…do you do this…party thing all the time?”

“Yep. We get drunk and play with each other and stay young.”

“Have you ever had a man here before?”

“Nope.”

He blinked.

“You’re the first, though, I should add, you probably won’t be the last. It is so fun to play with a man, to bring him to the edge time and again just to back off.”

Jason had nothing to say to that.

“You should feel ashamed that you bugged Jan that much that she was forced to this resolution, but you should feel proud that she thought enough of you to turn us loose on you.”

“Oh.”

“You see, Jason, there is a huge misconception in society. People think that women are bitches, don’t like sex, and so on. The fact is that women, once freed from the societal dictates, have just as high a sex drive as men. Maybe higher. So why should we be deprived? Why shouldn’t we be allowed to be sluts, to use our pussies as we see fit? You don’t look down on a man who uses his cock, why should anybody look down on a woman who uses her cunt?”

Jason didn’t have much to say to that.

“The fact is that women have needs, and men don’t own us, and…you get the idea.”

“When are you going to let me go?”

“We’re going to keep you for a while. We’re going to do things to you. You wanted to know what your wife did on these little outings, we’re going to show you. Your wife has already asked for you to have vacation time. She called your boss when you were on your way home on Friday night. Did you know that you have a full month of vacation time built up? Now we probably won’t use that whole month, but we’re not going to worry if we do.”

“But…this is wrong. What about my free will? What about my choice in the matter?”

“Oh, Jason. You don’t understand. When we’re done with you you’re going to be glad. You might think we’re taking away your free choice, but we’re really sharing a reality with you. You are going to be so grateful when we’re done. Want some breakfast?”

He blinked at the quick change of subject. He nodded.

“You probably have to pee, too. I’ll hang a bucket on you.”

Sabrina walked away, then came back a minute later. She had a small, light bucket the size of a pitcher. It had two wires that led up to a leather strap. She put the strap around his manhood, the bucket dangled under his chastity tube.

“Pee to your heart’s content, Jason baby.” She patted his cheek and went to the kitchen.

Jason stood there for a moment, then realized that he was going to have to pee. The extra weight of the bucket, as small as it was, was going to force the matter. He sighed, and relaxed his muscles. The pee didn’t come out in a stream, but dribbled out from the end of the chastity tube. He listened to the water, and the weight of the bucket increased.

Oh, fuck. He didn’t know that water weighed that much!

The bucket was half full when he was done, and it felt like his dick was being stretched. It didn’t hurt, but it did pull on him uncomfortably.

In the kitchen he could hear Sabrina rattling pots and pans. Asking rhetorical questions, “Now where is that pancake mix!”

“Good morning, Jason. How’s it hanging?”

“Uh?”

Shelly kissed his cheek and patted his ass, then continued on to the kitchen. A moment later he heard Sabrina and Shelly conversing.

“Hi, Jason.” A wiggle to his plug and a grope to his dick. Janice walked past and into the kitchen.

More and more women were waking up. A couple of women were passed out on the couches, snoring, with their bare boobs exposed, their legs spread so he could see their slits.

Most women came down the stairs from bedrooms. Two women came out of the back of the first floor. Their arms were around each other and they appeared very much in love.

Jason stood. He was a bit sore from standing all night, but he was okay. He stretched and wiggled a bit, and his body woke up and came to life.

Sabrina came back in and hand fed him pancakes. They were doused in butter and syrup and delicious. He gobbled, and when she got syrup on his face she just giggled and licked it off.

He loved the feeling of her breasts pressed against him when she did this.

He loved the feel of her lips kissing and lapping at his mouth.

For an hour the house woke up, women fed themselves, and Jason was pretty much left to himself. Finally, the interlude was over and the women turned their attention to him again.

“Okay, ladies. It’s time for Jason’s tits. Bring the table up behind him.”

Jason didn’t understand, and therefore didn’t like, what she had said. Still, he had no choice in the matter.

A dining table was pushed up behind him. Ropes were tied around his wrists, the ropes leading to the wall cleats were loosened, and he was bent back until he was lying on the table.

A woman went upstairs, then returned a moment later. She was wearing a nurse’s cap and carrying a doctor’s medical bag. All the ladies cheered lustily and gathered around the table.

“They call me Nurse Ratshit!” The woman pronounced.

More cheers.

She began taking Jason’s vitals. It turned out she was a real doctor, and she checked his blood, his breathing, everything she needed to to pronounce, “He is fit and healthy. I see no reason why we can’t operate.”

“Wait a min—“

Sabrina had been waiting for him to open his mouth, and she shoved a penis gag into it and closed the strap behind his head.

Again, the women cheered, and one of them yelled, “I need one of those for my husband!”

One of the other girls yelled out, “And for your lover and your boyfriend and your booty call!”

“Well, yeah!”

The women laughed, a few were already drinking, and Nurse Ratshit in her Zorro mask held up a needle and squirted a minute amount of chemical out of it.

“Take his gag out for a minute.”

Sabrina loosened the strap, but held it ready to tighten up again. He could be understood mumbling around the penis.

“Now, Jason, this is leuprolide, it is an LHRH agonist, which means it is used to combat prostate cancer. It will be harmless for you, except that it will stop your testicles from making testosterone.”

Jason didn’t know where this was going, but he didn’t like it. “But I like my testosterone,” he yelped.

“Spoken like a man who has too much of it. Did you know that men who don’t make testosterone live up to 15% longer? You know, men like eunuchs?”

“Eunuchs? I don’t want to be a eunuch!”

He was starting to understand, and now he was terrified.

“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” Nurse Ratshit poked the needle into his upper arm and injected. She kept her weight on his arm so he couldn’t move.

When she was done she put the needle away and said, “Now, the good news, you’ll still be horny, I only gave you a low dose, but for a month you’re going to be horny without being able to cum. Your dick, you see, is going to be soft.”

“Hey!”

Nurse Ratshit nodded to Sabrina, who pulled the penis gag tight.

Jason gurgled and tried to speak, but he had no choice.

While Nurse Ratshit was getting ready for the next procedure, Sabrina leaned close to him and said, “You told your wife that you wanted to know what women did at these little retreats, but how can you understand unless you are a woman?”

Jason’s eyes rolled around in his sockets.

“Women don’t get hard ons, so you aren’t going to get hard ons.  Not for a month, at last. And women have tits, so you’re going to get tits. At last for a month. Maybe longer, if you want.”

Jason tried to scream, but his gargled out yelp just caused the women to laugh.

Nurse Ratshit made marks on his chest with a little dark pencil. “These boobs will be temporary. They’re called vacation boobs. A month from now and you’ll miss them.

He looked down and saw she had made dots in three circles around his nipples.

“You want his nipples erect?”

“Yes!” the women all roared.

“Okay. Better get him drunk, though, it tends to hurt when I put a hardener in his nipples. But they will get big and juicy.”

Sabrina had one of the girls prepare a sippy cup full of bourbon and Coke, and she kept raising his head and feeding him.

When his head was raised he could see what Nurse Ratshit was doing. She was making injections at each of the dots. the needles were long, and as she went around and around the circles she injected more and more of the boob juice. It looked like she was putting a gallon into each of his pectorals.

His chest swelled, became legitimate boobs, and he drank more and more.

Finally, she was done. He had magnificent mounds, and she put a needle to his nipple.

It was a sharp, burning pain, and he howled and cried, but when she was done his nipples were twice as big, and they stood out from his tits.

The women all gathered around. They felt his tits, they oohed and ahhed. They held up his dick, but now it was limp.

But he still felt horny.

In fact, he felt hornier than before. He had never felt so horny in his life.

One of the women took his limp dick in her mouth. She rolled it around, sucked, and bobbed and smiled. “This is so cool!”

Other women sucked his dick, felt his tits, and Nurse Ratshit put her medical equipment away. “You’ll get my bill in the mail.” She laughed and strolled upstairs. She came back a minute later without her medical equipment or nurse’s cap. Now she only wore heels and a Zorro mask.

Jason felt like the world had ended. He cried, and the more they played with him, the more he cried.

“Let’s get him up, girls.”

They pulled on the ropes, took the table away, and he just stood there, his limp manhood hanging down. His testicles were filled, he wanted release, but he no longer had the shaft necessary to a release.

Sabrina whispered into his ear. “You’ll get over it, honey, and you’ll really enjoy what’s coming your way.”

Jason just sniffled and hung in his restraints.

For the next hour the women sat around and talked, a few had drinks, and they got out a container of Men’s Nair and sprayed it on him. It foamed on contact, they left it there for fifteen minutes, then, when it started to burn, they wiped it off.

An hour later Jason was body bald. Not a hair on him, except for his head. Oddly, his skin felt energized, more sensitive.

An hour before lunch the women decided to go for a hike.              They put on hiking boots, panties and bra, and gathered on the porch.

Sabrina went to Jason. “Would you like to go for a hike with us?”

“I…I…”

“Come on, Jason. It’ll be fun. It’ll get your mind off your problems.”

Sabrina cautioned him against trying to escape, they were all holding remotes, and they let him out of his restraints.

Jason stood there, and felt the weight of his new boobs.

And he saw himself in the reflection of a window. He was a man with boobs.

He went out on the porch and the women all gathered around him, kissed him, welcomed him to ‘womanhood.’

“You know, we have to do something about his manhood. It looks so pathetic, but it still marks him as a man.

“Shelly, get some stretch tape from my room upstairs. Come here, Jason.”

Jason was walked over and stood in front of Nurse Ratshit, who was sitting on the porch swing.

Nurse Ratshit took his balls in hand and said, “Spread a little bit. Now, girls, when men’s testicles drop they leave a little space. It is easy to push the testicles back into the space. She pushed Jason’s balls into their pockets. Shelly showed up with the stretch tape, and she proceeded to tape his balls so they would stay in their little places, then she taped his dick back.

Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. It made walking a little…different. And it make his front look exactly like a woman’s.

Looking down at his absent package, Jason walked down the stairs and around the cabin to a trail.

He wanted to run, but he was crushed by what was happening to him. Besides, the girls were all vying to link their arms through his. And if that wasn’t enough, he saw that they all held remotes on little chains around their necks.

He didn’t stand a chance in heck of getting away.

It was beautiful country. They passed over a meadow, and he felt his boobs waggling and jiggling.

They crossed a stream, and several women sat down in the water and let the cold sluice their privates.

Jason sat on a rock and Janice sat next to him. He was watching everybody, then she pulled his chin around and began kissing him. One hand was feeling his breasts.

Jason found himself kissing back. He couldn't do anything, his dick was virtually gone, but…he was horny.

After being kidnapped and abused, he needed the warm touch of humanity, and the women all wanted to give him that.

After Janice was Shelly, then another woman, and another.

The ladies all lay in the stream and watched him. They discussed his little cock, they talked about how ideal he was, how he wouldn't be a bother with his constant demands for sex.

Which didn’t help Jason, as he was so damned horny. finally, he blurted, “How am I going to get relief?”

The women all just smiled. They didn’t seem concerned at all about his question.

Of course, they didn’t have shrunken balls and a shriveled sack and a penis that was about as big as a big man’s thumb.

A couple of hours passed, and the women all put their shoes on, gathered around Jason, and hustled him up the trail.

His balls were still tight in their little ‘caves.’ His cock was still pulled back.

He was, if anything, hornier.

They arrived at the cabin and Jason was untapped and free to roam through the house. The perimeter was turned on so he couldn't leave, and he was no danger to any of the women, so why not let him wander?

They skipped lunch and the afternoon whiled away.

Jason sat in a small sunroom on a couch and watched the far horizons. And the women kept coming in, sitting next to him, and making out.

And somewhere during that day he thought about his wife.

Jan had done this to him.

She had turned a dozen women loose on him. Told them to do whatever they wanted, and she must have known what they planned. but…but…so what?

His mind just sort of stopped, unable to progress past that one point.

His wife had given him to a bunch of sex starved vixens. Period.

“Okay, Jason,” it was evening and everybody was eating. “You now have a woman’s body, and it’s time for you to go further.”

He looked up from his salad. “What do you mean?”

“It’s not enough to just have tits, or to lose your dick. You need to explore you femininity. You need to learn how to conduct yourself as a woman.”

“Oh.”

“Tonight we are going to celebrate your empowerment. You are going to learn about underwear and clothes. You, my dear, are going to learn that clothes makes the woman.”

There was an excited gabble about the table, and a few of the women smiled at him and even congratulated him.

After dinner they put him in the shower. They checked for hair, then put body cream on him and made him smell like a woman. Then they had a ‘fashion show’ in the living room.

For hours they had him put on underwear, panties and bra, garters and nylons, tummy shapers, and, finally, a real corset.

Jason was pretty well cowed by now. He followed directions, and the odd thing, he started to enjoy himself.

Yes, he was still shattered by the loss of his manhood, the growths on his chest, but the way the women took him in, held him, helped him, kissed him and said nice things about him…he was starting to get over it.

After all, they told him it was all temporary. His boobs would be absorbed by his body in a month, and his dick would started getting erections after a month.

So he couldn’t buy into their ‘just enjoy it,’ but he was feeling better.

At nine o’clock the liquor appeared in heavy doses, and they started dressing him in real clothes. And, man, these women were all wealthy, they had lots of ‘real’ clothes.

Jason was put in dress after dress. He learned what underclothes went with which dress, he was shown how to show off his cleavage. He explored various types of shoes, and was even able to walk around in high heels.

The women were no longer calling him Jason. Now they were calling him Jase, and they made it sound so feminine.

Midnight approached, and Jase was tipsy. To say the least.

As were the women.

Jase was fully accoutered as a woman, and suddenly the women were talking about make up.

“We might just as well put make up now as later.”

“We planned to do it tomorrow.”

“But look how Jase is taking to it. He acts more like a women than some of you alley cats.”

To which there were a bunch of good natured boos.

“How about it, Jason? Would you like to learn about make up tonight?”

He gazed around, bleary eyed, and realized there was something more than make up going on.

“I don’t know.”

“Okay. Sit there.”

Jason sat at the head of the dining table and the women all gathered around. Two of them began putting long fingernails on his digits.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and watched, and the women brought out their make up kits.

Every woman had a different idea they wanted to implement. Every woman had their own make up and believed in it.

Sabrina was hard put on it to referee the melee.

First they cleaned his face. Everybody could agree on that, and he was surprised at how much blackness their little sponges got off his face.

“Black heads and pimples, honey,” one of the girls cooed, and they all laughed.

They the primed him, and there wasn’t too much argument about that.

Foundation and blush they argued about, but not to vociferously.

It was when they reached the eyes and lips that the women got belligerent.

Still, with Sabrina taking charge, they made decisions and worked their magic.

Jase watched his reflection in a hand mirror and kept blinking, then drinking. They were running roughshod over his image of himself.

“Carly, you want to give him extensions?”

Carly, a short girl with red hair and green eyes, did. She wove the extensions into his hair.

Meanwhile, the girls started experimenting with plumper on his lips.

Jase had regular lips, but when they applied plumper to them they grew larger and larger. When they finally painted them bright red they were amazing. They didn’t look like male lips at all. They looked like Angeline Jolie’s lips. Big and powerful and ready to yell at the world.

Jase was amazed and couldn’t stop staring at himself.

And, somewhere in there, late in the morning, the sun illuminating the tips of the trees, the party died down. Women went to sleep where they were sitting. And Jase just put his head back and slept in his new curls.

The next morning a few of the women were pissed off. You’re not supposed to sleep in make up, and a ton of cold cream made appearance. Jase was stripped of his new found female glory, then remade up.

He wasn’t drunk now. He wasn’t totally sober, but he could think.

He walked into the bathroom and stared at himself. He just stood, hands on sink, and looked at himself.

Woman after woman came into the bathroom. They checked themselves in the mirror and sat on the toilet and peed, and they ignored Jase. Except for a few happy smiles, of course.

An hour passed, and Jase still stood there.

Sabrina came in, stood behind him, combed his hair out gently. “How you doing, Jase?”

“I’m a woman.”

“Yes and no.”

“Oh?

“Tonight you will be a woman. Today you are a man still wondering.”

“Oh.”

“Come on, let’s get breakfast and enjoy the day.”

Jase went out and had breakfast. He was somber, but not unhappy. In fact, something was happening inside him. Some bit of sunlight was clawing at the gloom, trying to break through.

Jase ate, and he repaired his lipstick, and he found himself engaged in conversations with the women. Sometimes he would explain the man viewpoint, and sometimes they would explain the female viewpoint. But all conversations were done almost in whispers, and he would feel their gentle hands feeling his tits, groping him as if to make sure there was no weenie down there.

The day passed slowly. The next day was Monday, and Jan, if she had come to this shindig, would have been going home. And he would have been there to meet her.

But now it was him, and he wasn’t going home, anyway.

They had a walk in the afternoon, and the evening came. Many of the women lost their clothes, but Jase didn’t. He felt like a proud puppy, all made up, all dressed up. He wanted to stay this way.

He went to Sabrina after dinner. “Something’s wrong,” he said.

“Oh?”

“I like this. You told me I would, but…but I like being like this. I love talking to women, and especially in a way I never would have imagined.”

“And why is that wrong?”

“Because I’m a man. I’m married, and I have a wife. I can’t do this.”

“You’d be surprised at what you can do, Jase. Now come along. Let’s liquor up for the big party. Tonight is the big party, you know.”

He followed her into the kitchen and helped pour drinks. Then he took the drinks out and gave them to the women.

He loved it. He had been converted. If he could have served these women forever, he would have been as happy as it was possible for him to be.

Nine o’clock, and he was drunk. Not so drunk as to be incapacitated, but drunk enough.

Sabrina called him to the center of the room. He stood in the middle of the ladies and was humbled.

They were so beautiful. They had given him so much. Yet there was one more thing they had to give.

“Jase, have a seat.”

Shelly pushed a chair to the center of the room and Jase faced the women.

“Jase, in appearance you are a woman. But there is more.”

He stared at her, wondering what more there could be.

“To be a true woman you have to make love like a woman. We don’t have a man here to help you in this regard, but we can still help you out.”

“I don’t understand.”

Sabrina stood up and lifted her dress. She was wearing a strap on and Jase gasped.

“We have all brought penises for you to fuck and suck. The only question is…are you woman enough to do that?”

Jase gulped, and the truth burst upon him.

Did he want to be a woman in appearance forever? Or did he want to take the big step? Did he want to learn how to make love like a woman?

Did he want to be a woman?

He knew he would go home changed; that this would change his life.

Would Jan accept him…the new him? Would she accept him as Jase?

But he knew the answer. She had sent him here, so she wanted him to have this opportunity.

“Okay,” he whispered.

The ladies all smiled. No big cheers this time, just a gladness that overwhelmed.

“Excellent. We have prepared a special bed for you.” Janice and Shelly pushed a bed into the big room.

It was a set up of folding cushions, but they had been taken apart and resewed so that he could lay on a slant, his butt up in the air, and his mouth at cock level on the other end. His legs would be spread, and he would be able to just lay there and take it all in.

Jase went to the ‘bed’ and stared down at it.

Sabrina stood next to him, and the rest of the women stood behind them.

“You must take us all, Jase. Once started, you can’t stop. You must suck us and fuck us until there is no resistance in you, until you know that this is what you really want.”

Jase nodded. He lifted up his dress and pulled his panties down. He was wearing high heels, nylons, and he lay down with his ass in the air.

It was comfortable, and Sabrina moved between his legs.

“We left the butt plug in you to help you acclimate.” She pulled it out, and he groaned. He had grown used to having it inside, he wanted to be filled.

Sabrina put her hands on his ass, then beside his ass, and she hand walked up the bed until her plastic penis touched his rectum.

Jase gasped, felt her lubing him up, then she was poking into him.

Some of the ladies pushed his legs apart, made entry easier for Sabrina.

She bottomed out in him, and he had never felt so open, so exposed, so vulnerable. And so good.

She began to saw in and out.

His nuts were hidden and his dick was pulled taped up. He had a smooth front, like a woman, and he took it like a woman.

Sabrina fucked him gently, remorselessly, and he found himself crying out with the pleasure.

Janice moved up to his face and flopped her big cock down in front of him.

He opened his mouth and took it in. He wanted to gag, but Janice took her time, encouraged him to relax, and the cock slowly went down his throat.

Sabrina moaned, and Jase knew she had cum. He didn’t know how until much later when one of the women explained about the knob on the end of the dildo. The more you fucked, the more you got fucked. And eventually the woman wearing the dildo could have an orgasm.

Women switched places, and he lost himself in the eternal pump and grind, the way they humped his rump. He felt so full, and his prostate was singing.

He sucked, and the women sat down next to him. They rubbed him and whispered to him. They kissed him and felt his breasts, and Jase began to feel more and more golden.

He was the center of a supreme sexual experience, and he loved it.

Woman after woman pushed their big cocks into him. Woman after woman fucked him, was sucked by him, and he entered a golden haze. This was paradise. This was heaven, and Jase wanted it to never end.


EPILOGUE

A MONTH LATER…

Jason drove up to his house. He turned the car off, went to the trunk and got out his bags. The ladies had all made presents of clothes and underwear and shoes and, and everything that a woman might need. He even had a new make up kit.

He walked up to the house and entered. “Jan? Honey? I’m home.”

Jan came out of the bedroom, and she had a massive smile on her face.

“Oh, my! Let’s look at you.”

She walked around Jase. She inspected his hair, placed a hand on his breasts….

“I had them pump up my tits for you before I came home.”

“Oh, that was so thoughtful.” She touched his face, examined his impeccable make up. “You are so beautiful.”

“And…I brought home a syringe.”

“A syringe?”

“Yes. It’s the drug that makes the dick soft. Chemical castration it’s called. You weren’t able to be there, you weren’t able to take advantage of my limpness. So if you want me to be limp for another month, or even longer, we can do it. Nurse Ratshit said she could make me limp forever, if I…if you, wanted it.”

“Oh, honey. I love it. You are so thoughtful. Come back in the bedroom. Bring your syringe.”

Jase followed his wife into the bedroom. He put down his bags and turned to face her.

Jan slipped into some high heels. “Take off your heels.”

He did, and now he was shorter than her.

“Where do we inject you?”

“On the arm.”

Jan smiled, took the syringe and poked it into his arm.

They sat on the bed and…just sat.

Jan put an arm around him, held him, and she whispered, “Don’t wear high heels when I do. I want to be taller. Did you bring home a strap on?”

“Yes. of course.”

“Excellent. Shall we try it out right now?”

Jase smiled. He got up and found the strap on in his luggage. It was long and quite large. He handed it to her, then pulled his dress up and lowered his panties and leaned across the bed.

He could hardly wait.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


You can find Grace Mansfield titles at

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

If a link doesn’t work for Amazon

you can sometimes find a title

by searching ‘The Title Grace Mansfield,’

or by going to the author’s page on Amazon.


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first, big chapters from…

‘Silithia!’

CHAPTER ONE

Isn’t the secret of evolution mutation? ~ Dr. Victor Frankendick

“Sample my cunt, mylord. Only two cents.”

The gentleman stared at the midget blankly, then hurried on. He was not a lord, only a hard working man, and he would have no truck with gypsies.

Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself.

This was a shabby section of town, but the only place where gypsies were allowed to ply their trades.

She watched the passersby pass by, sneering at her, if they deigned to take notice of her at all.

“Blow job, only one cent!” She tossed at a university student. Pah. University students were poor.

She was a small woman, barely scraping three feet tall, and that was in socks. For that, she was still perfectly shaped. Soft, brown hair, large, expressive eyes, and her body was a perfect hourglass. Indeed, if she had been photographed against other woman, and placed ten feet closer to the photographer, or otherwise made to look normal size, she would have been indistinguishable from the other women. Except maybe a bit more voluptuous, a tinier waist, a more beautiful face.

She sniffed. She was sure she had caught the French Disease. She had round sores and a higher temperature.

But she had to live.

“Let me tiny hands please you, milord. Only a ha’ cent.” she waggled her mittens, laced with holes, at a passing magistrate.

That worthy was drunk and sneered at her.

Silithia sighed, and decided that if she had no customers in the next five minutes she would move on. Maybe risk the better section of town. Rich people were always hornier than the poor.

The University student appeared in front of her. “One cent, eh?”

“Best penny you’ll ever spend, milord.” She smiled at the young man.

Thomas Scurvy was a pinched-faced bully. He was tired of being poor. His mother forced him to go to the college, constantly telling him he had to raise his station in the world.

Thomas didn’t care about his station, he wanted money, and Dr. Victor Frankendick had it. And the good doctor would part with it in exchange for warm corpses.

Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it.

Digging into the cemetery and hoping to find a stiff warm enough for Frankendick was dicey. They always had the cold of the earth in them, and if the worms had already infested the corpse…bah!

He studied the midget. She was actually quite beautiful, but she already had a skin rash that spoke of disease.

She would wither and waste, cough up her lungs, piss out her spleen. She would get sent to some poor house, if she didn’t just perform a service and die on the street.

Hell, he would be performing the world a service, and saving the community money, if he just put her out of her misery.

He looked around, his thin eyes assessing the chances of not getting caught.

There were no people on the streets, it was gloomy and the shadows of night were already present. As if to help him, tendrils of fog were seeping through the city.

He could do it.

“Got a alley?” he asked.

The joy on the little woman’s face was pathetic, and Thomas knew he had made the right decision.

Silithia reached up and took his hand and led him towards a nearby alley. At last! She could buy a crust of bread this night. She led the young man into the mouth of darkness.

In the darkness she worked his pants, unbuttoned him and extracted his thin, little cock. She placed it in her mouth and sucked, and waited for it to grow larger.

Thomas grunted. Those tiny hands felt good on him, and her mouth was warm and adequate. Maybe he could let her do him first. After all, there was no hurry. Not until after he had done the deed.

Silithia sucked and felt him grow hard. It wasn’t a big cock, and that helped her manipulate it. She managed to get the whole tool in her mouth and she slid her tongue along his shaft and licked the underside of the head.

Thomas groaned. The little bitch was good, and he hadn’t masturbated for a couple of days. This was going to be good. He tilted his hips and drove his cock into her sucking mouth.

Silithia moaned, a sound that encouraged the young men, and did her best. It was obvious the young man hadn’t washed his cock recently, but she was used to such things. She tried not to breath through her nose, a difficult thing when one’s mouth was full of cock, and she handled his balls with her small hands.

Finally, Thomas felt the pulsing in the vein under his testicles. He felt the juice shoot up the tube, and he gave a groan as white semen erupted from the head of his cock and entered Silithia’s mouth.

He held her head, enjoyed her gagging and the way his spunk seeped out of the corners of his mouth.

Silithia batted at him with her miniscule fists, but had no effect. The man kept a hold on her head and she began to grow faint.

Thomas realized that if he killed her with a mouth full of his sperm the doctor might notice, and that would lead to questions he had no wish to entertain. He let go of her head.

Silithia fell to her knees. She took in great gulps of air and wiped his dick drool off her chin. She swallowed the rest, but it was so stinky she wished she could just regurgitate it.

But nourishment was nourishment, which helped the price of a ha’ penny and fooled her into thinking more profit.

Thomas stared at the little woman kneeling before him. So small, didn’t even come up to his waist, actually looked like a child, and for a moment he had a doubt, a misgiving, an idea that perhaps he should not commit this murder.

But the lure of the five cents the doctor would pay for a warm corpse, added to the penny he would retain for not paying this whore, he took off his scarf and reached down. In a quick motion he wrapped it about the woman’s head, covered her nose and mouth, then he applied pressure with his palm to her breathing apparatus.

Silithia reared her head, jerked, and fought the giant hands stopped her from taking in air. She beat upon the man with her fists, her legs kicked and she struggled to get away.

Thomas had a firm grip. He paid no mind to the small, weak hands clawing at him. Silithia began to fade.

In truth, Silithia was a good soul. She had a poor job, it is true, one which, in other circumstances she would never had taken. But she prayed to God daily. She helped her people, caring for the sick, sharing her food, even sharing her clothes with the children.

As she faded thoughts went through her head. Her childhood, her life, kindnesses and cruelties, memories of parents who died before she was five. Being cared for by the community. And…God.

She loved God. She prayed to him every day. She prayed to overcome her height, to be rich, to be in a position to help her people.

To help her people.

It is said that God does not listen…he just watches.

Did he listen on this gloomy night? Did he hear Silithia’s entreaties?

So many factors went into the making, and now unmaking, of Silithia that such an idea could only be conjectured upon.

Did God decide to reward the minuscule woman as she struggled and died? Or was there some larger plan? Did he plan to rescue the human race, give it a salvation hundreds of years in the making? Or was it just one more ingredient in the crucible of suffering that is the human existence?

None will ever know, at least until they see God and ask him face to face.

Thomas’s hands kept their grip, the small woman, a kind soul, expired, and he was left with a truth. Silithia had died. She was just a warm seed for the ground, and five cents from a doctor.

Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia.

Thomas carried the small corpse through the cobbled streets. He avoided the main streets where a constable might find objection with his load. He kept inside the grasp of fog and hurried.

He hugged her to him, almost like a baby in his arms, and he circled the university.

Behind the great campus, to a small house, he took the body. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door with one fist.

Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack.

Martha Frankendick peered out at Thomas. She was a middle-aged woman with a bony nose and thin lips. She was the doctor’s assistant.

“Ma’am, I have a body for the doctor.”

Without a word Martha opened the door and Thomas slithered in.

The door closed, Martha snapped, “Put it here.”

Thomas lay the small woman on the kitchen table. He looked around.

For a kitchen it made a pretty good laboratory. Beakers boiled on the stove, cupboards were filled with all manner of alchemy potions, and books were stacked on the floors.

Thomas glanced down at a row of stacked books. He caught some of the titles in his eye.

‘A Familiar Introduction to the Study of Electricity’ by Priestley.

‘Kimiya-yi Sa'ādat,’ Abū Ḥāmid Muḥammad ibn Muḥammad al-Ghazālī.

‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira.

‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday.

‘The Modern Prometheus,’ by some bitch named Shelley.

‘The Secrets of Life and Death,’ by some author Thomas couldn’t see the name of.

“Still warm,” murmured Martha, studying the corpse. “Good. Good. Just what the doctor ordered.”

Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas.

Thomas said not a word. He barely breathed. He could see that the old woman was thinking: not cold, no marks of a charnel house, not even any dirt.

Then the old woman curled a lip and returned her attention to the corpse.

Silithia lay upon the table, not even taking up half of it. Her face peaceful in death. Her eyes closed and not revealing of the terror of her final moments.

Her spirit stilled and at peace with God. She had been, at heart, a good woman.

“Got the pox,” muttered Martha.

“No…no she doesn’t.”

“Don’t try to fool a doctor, nor a doctor’s wife,” snapped the dour woman. She glanced at him again, “Don’t worry about your price. Doctor Frankendick will fix her. That he will.” She laughed a wheezy sort of snicker.

“My money?”

“Wait here.” The crotchety woman left the kitchen, returned a moment later. Dr. Frankendick was right behind her.

While Martha counted five small coins into Thomas’s outstretched hand Victor examined the corpse. He bent over it, opened the eyes and looked into them.

“Hmm. Excellent. Excellent.” He looked up at Thomas. “I need  more bodies this fresh.”

Did he suspect the woman was recent murdered? Probably, he was a doctor, after all, but did he care? Not where science was concerned.

What was the life of a sickly midget, gypsy woman when compared to curing mankind of its ills and short-livedness.

“I’ll do my best, sir,” responded Thomas, thinking of future riches.

“Yes. Well, good night.”

Thomas being summarily excused, he went to the door and out.

Martha came and looked down at the body.

“She was a pretty thing,” remarked Frankendick, “we need electricity.”

Martha sneered. She didn’t like her husband to remark upon any woman’s beauty. The sooner this corpse was experimented on and gotten rid of the happier she would be. She certainly didn’t want to risk Victor playing with the dead woman’s sex organs, or even pushing his little dickie into her.

She quickly began working, prepared the electrical lines, starting up the machines the doctor used.

Frankendick went to the cupboards and began sorting through potions. He returned to the body, stripped the clothes from Silithia and began coating her body with a stinky substance. He injected several shots into her neck, placed his hands upon her boobs.

“Ahem.”

Victor didn’t even bother looking at his wife. “Checking the pulse.”

“Before you even done the electricity?”

“I’m checking to make sure the woman is truly dead. She looks so well preserved.”

“Electricity is ready,” snapped Martha. She was holding two leads and looked like she wanted to press them to the doctor.

“Yes, well, okay.”

Quickly, the doctor placed two metal disks, one on each side of Silithia’s neck.

“Too big.”

“Let’s use spoons.”

“Will they conduct well enough?”

“Well enough,” he assured his wife.

Now sound was rising in the small laboratory. The hiss and crackle of electricity as it powered up the machines, the turning over of the dynamos.

The smell of ozone filled the air and Frankendick positioned the leads. He was wearing thick, rubber gloves. Taking a breath, he touched the leads to the spoons taped to Silithia’s neck.

CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS!

Smoke rose in the air and Silithia’s body jerked. Her back arched, and Frankendick noted how like that arch was to the spasm of pleasure when a woman came.

He touched the leads again…and again.

When it was all over Silithia lay still. Still dead. Unmoving, and Frankendick and his wife stared at the corpse distastefully.

“I was sure this would work.”

“Better try again,” said his wife.

“Well, put it out back. Have it disposed of.”

Martha picked up the body and carried it through the house. She placed it on a table in the backyard. A tall fence protected the yard from busy eyes, and the trash man had been paid off.

Damned body was useless, better to just get rid of it.

Martha went back into the house.

The night was silent.

A cat crept across the ground, sniffed at the table, jumped to the surface and sniffed the body. A starving creature, it tried to assess whether this was food.

It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away.

Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now.

But there was a warmth in her chest. A spark in her heart. A growing contagion of electrical impulse.

Her heart had caught the lightening and was not letting it go.

A muscle twitched, a spurt of blood through a chamber.

A pulse spurted and stopped.

The body lay quiet, the night surrounded it with peacefulness.

The thoughts of man were far away, and in the forest where beasts slept there was only a dream, a lurch, and a finger clutching at nothing.

People sleeping in the city, or fucking, or searching for dreams to make their lives better.

Searching for some iota of happiness in a life called Hell.

The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker.

The other hand.

The chest lurched, the heart within beat again. Slowly, hesitantly, as if not sure it wanted to power the human body around this sad planet yet again.

The body gasped. The head rose a fraction, then fell back.

Life had been hard, was it worth returning to?

Yet how can you stop that which is compelled to beat…by God.

How can one refuse the whims of the creator?

How can one not live?

Indeed, the human species lives harder in the face of tragedy.

Silithia opened her eyes.

She tasted cum in her mouth, the remains of some man who had…who had done something terrible to her.

Yet her memory was not fully returned, which was good, for had she woken to the horror which had put her to sleep she might have just chosen to lay back and be dead again.

Then she remembered trying to breath, gasping, and she gasped again, but a reflex. She was breathing properly now, taking in rich amounts of oxygen, her heart was now pounding regularly, and blood was coursing through her. She could feel that pulse going through her body, waking up organs, telling her to live.

She sat up and looked around.

She was in a small yard behind a tall fence. There was only a slit of moon above to guide her. All was shadows.

She climbed down off the table.

She was feeling better now, and better and better. Whatever that young man had done to her…it seemed to have imbued her with a feeling of health.

Hunh! Health…her? Not likely.

She felt her way around the yard. A cat spurted out of a corner and disappeared into another.

She found a latch, and, thank God, it was just within her short reach. She worked the latch, manage to pull the gate open, and exited into an alley.

She didn’t know where she was, only that she was surrounded by tall buildings. She walked down the alley, feeling better and better.

What had that man done to her? She had never felt so good! Yet he had strangled her breathing. What was his plan? Why? And why had she wound up in that yard, laid upon a table like a feast?

She had no answers, she had only her footsteps, and the finding of a path that led away from this terrible place.

Shortly, when she came out of the mouth of the alley, she realized where she was. The University.

Hunh! A place she could never go to, it was reserved for people of normal frame.

She walked around the vast lawns and silent buildings, and she picked up speed.

She began running. The feeling of health was so strong in her. She didn’t know what had happened, but she had never felt so strong and healthy, and there was even a core of happiness deep within her chest.

She ran.


CHAPTER TWO

Don’t curse love. Curse the asshole that hurt you.

Old Gypsy Saying

Silithia ran through the night, a minuscule woman of perfect proportions.

Before this her back hurt if she ran, and her legs ached after only a minute. But now she felt no pain; it was as if every pain and ache in her body had been erased.

She passed people walking along the sidewalk and they stared after her, wondering what a child was doing out alone this late at night.

She forgot about going through the shabby section of town in her joy. The wind blowing her hair, her lungs working in a way that energized her, she ran right through the good section of town. Past constables, past bars and shops, past lovers huddled in shadows.

She ran faster than she ever had before, even faster than when she had been a child, before all the tremendous aches and hurts had lodged in her small body.

Before this, she had had to struggle to keep up with normal sized people. Her little legs twinkling and her lungs huffing painfully, and still she fell behind. She was just too short, her legs too stubby. But now…now she flew like a young colt, knowing no pain, just feeling the bursting flower of perfect health in her.

She reached the outskirts of the city and slowed to a fast walk. Even then she would burst out with a sprint every once in a while.

Through the fields, past the lumbering cows, giants that dwarfed her but were slow moving shapes in her wind.

Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment.

She slowed to a walk then, she was bursting with good feeling. Her eyesight was sharp in the night, her hearing was perfect. She approached the low campfires where her people sat around fires and held muted discussion.

How long can we stay here before they kick us out?

When will the authorities send their armed men after us?

Are our womenfolk in danger of being raped? Or, rather, when will our women folk be raped?

And, under it all, when should we move on?

Silithia stepped into the light of the fire and sat on a log.

A smattering of greetings. Cheer without being too loud. They were a robust people who knew when to keep their mouths shut.

Kezia was stirring a pot. She raised an eyebrow and ascertained that Silithia did want a bowl of…whatever it was.

Mahala was sitting with the Shiditha brothers, giggling and trying to figure out which to bed, and which to marry.

Motshan, with the long beard and the knowing eyes, half blind, played his violin sweetly, sadly, charming the people with his compassion.

“How were the pickings?” asked Vano. He was a studly man who Silithia dreamed about, but knew she could never have.

He was full-sized, and she was not.

“Not a thing,” murmured Silithia. Funny, her voice sounded different to her ears.

She thought about what had happened to her.

She didn’t know what had happened. It was a mystery. She had been blowing some young University student, and he had placed a rag over her mouth and stopped her breathing. She had woken up, dazed, confused, and feeling like she was recovering from a long bout with…all manner of illnesses.

Silithia ate her stew. It was delicious, for Gypsy’s knew how to season. When there was little meat and a lot of bulbs dug out of the ground people learned how to change the taste of their meals to something palatable.

Night. Crickets and frogs. Twin points of light from thick bushes. The moon, silver, little sliver, crawling across the sky.

Vano waited till most were gone to sleep, wrapped in their rolls under the wagons, huddled in the wagons, or just dozing near the fire.

“Silithia?”

Silithia looked at the handsome young man. He had a strong face, good teeth, and lots of muscles. He was a catch. She saw a light in his eye she had never seen before.

“Yes?”

“Would you like to go to bed?”

Her breath caught in her chest. Her healthy, soundly beating heart stopped. She felt a warmth come into her cheeks, explode deep within her body.

She had wanted him for so long, and he had never…but now he was.

Red-faced, not sure what was happening, she nodded. Then: “But I dare not. I might have the French Disease.”

Vano frowned. He wanted the small woman. He didn’t know why, he had never wanted her before, but now his cock was pressing in his pants and he felt a lust unfamiliar.

“I don’t…I can get a bladder.” Disease be damned. She was just so beautiful.

Silithia thought about it. Animal bladders could be fashioned to prevent disease, but did she dare risk him.

The look in his eyes convinced her. She had never seen such poorly concealed eagerness in her life.

“Where?”

“Come. Let us find a place.”

They rose, stepped out of the light, and took a few steps into the woods. Under a tree, the ground padded with dead leaves, he spread a blanket.

She waited, dazed by this turn of events. She watched him in the gloom, a shadow doing shadowy business.

He knelt on the blanket and said one word. “Come.”

She approached him, and his long, strong arms engulfed her. His lips pressed against hers and his hands sought her breasts.

Though she was an experienced whore, she was as a virgin to him.

Withe the men of the town she usually just sucked the cock, and occasionally laid down and felt the fumbling as men expended their seed in her.

She was a gimmick. An erotic something else. She was a toy to be fucked.

But now it was different.

She was healthy, feeling glorious, and the most handsome man in the world had just come to her, called to her, and wanted to bed her.

He placed her on her back, lifting her and moving her like a doll. She slithered out of her clothes, and he felt her in the night.

His hands roamed over her as if to ascertain that here, really, was perfection of woman.

She placed her small hands on his erect penis and stroked.

His breath caught and his heart pounded. Her hands fired up his flesh and he was already in danger of cumming.

“Wait, wait,” he said desperately. Then he was squirting his semen in her hand.

She felt him spurt, felt the hot liquid splatter on her arm and drain in her hand.

What had happened? Why had he…men didn’t usually squirt so fast. No matter how erotic a plaything she was, men had a hard time squirting.

Yet he had erupted, and with savagery, within mere seconds.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” his tortured voice begged for forgiveness. “I wanted you so badly, and now…now…”

“Shush,” she whispered. “Give it time.”

So they sat on in the blanket in the darkness, and they didn’t speak much, they had nothing in common except their desire for sex, and waited.

After a few minutes she reached into his lap and found his pet snake. She fondled it, closed her small grip around it, as best she could, and it became hard.

“Oh, my god!” he blurted. He never recovered this fast, but now his pecker was hard as a log.

“Yes,” breathed Silithia. She lay back and helped him into her.

He was big, and the size of him took her breath away. He stretched her out as none of the townsfolk ever did, and they stared at each others eyes in the night. Eyes that were sparks of light, bits of thought on a man’s face, a woman’s face, and they felt the wonder of the penis in the vagina.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“God, yes,” she held on to his strong arms with her tiny hands.

“I’m going to move.”

“Please,” she agreed.

He pressed downward with his hips, and his big cock pushed into her flesh. It was her hole that was expanding, but she felt like it was her heart. For a moment she felt dizzy, then the sheer feeling of hard cock in her rescued her, brought her to earth, brought her to pleasure and passion.

He pulled out, and it felt like he was sucking her insides out, whirlpooling her essence so hard it was in danger of falling out of her cunt.

She had never felt anything like this. She had lain and been used, and she had gotten bits of pleasure from the act, but this was more, much more. This was her nerves screaming and shivering and dancing. This was her heart pounding desperately, drowning in a tsunami of lust.

She lurched upwards, recaptured him, pulled him back into her.

He gasped with the sensations pounding through him. He was a lusty man, a man who loved pleasure, but this was ten times better than anything he had ever experienced.

Who would imagine that a midget cunt would have this power?

He pushed down, and it was her turn to gasp. The size of him, the glory of doing the act with somebody she liked, loved, had wanted for years, it was more than heavenly.

Under the tree they wormed and squirmed, stretching her, and reducing him to a bundle of frantic love.

“I…I’m going to cum…again.”

“Shh!” she said, willing to accept her lover’s semen, his offering of love.

He grunted, he groaned, he lost control, he pounded on her, and on later reflection, would wonder that he hadn’t hurt her.

She was healthy, strong in body and cunt, and she took his force with a smile. Enjoying the hard fucking, letting herself absorb his passion, and she felt something then. She felt…his essence. A spark deep within. A piece of him beyond mere flesh.

At that moment, almost as if she had pulled it out of him, he erupted.

He groaned, sounding like a dog growling, and his pecker stiffened and shot semen into her.

She raised her hips and gloried in his gift.

And she felt something more…like she had actually absorbed a part of his spirit.

And she had.

For though he was strong for a man, he was weak compared to her good health, and she took his energy from him.

Indeed, he would be slack for days, languorous and deprived of energy, and he would not understand that she had taken it from him.

They slowed their rocking, thrusting battle, and he withdrew his cock. It was slack now, slimy with his seed, only a bit of drool seeping out of the slit on the head.

She experienced a lack of satisfaction. She had not cum. And she knew that he was incapable of pleasing her. He wasn’t healthy like her, and he would give up his seed too easily.

No matter that he was young and strong, a catch, he had not the stamina to please her, to bring her to orgasm.

They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten.

Her energized by frustration. She wanted another man. Now. She wanted to get off.

The next few days were sad.

Vano would look at Silithia, sitting across the fire, walking to a wagon, eating from a bowl, and then he would look at his dick. Slack. Drained. Empty. He couldn’t get it up.

The memory of his satisfaction prompted him to, he wanted to, but the flesh was weak. It wasn’t as healthy as Silithia’s.

So he would watch, and want, and wish, and was sad for his inability as a man.

To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia.

The Shiditha brothers began ignoring Mahala and sitting on each side of Silithia. They joked with her, and teased her, and flirted with her.

They wanted her flesh. They wanted to feel her breasts and sink their cocks into her. Whenever one or the other would stand up their cocks would be visible, outlined large in their pants, even the veins visible, and, like as not, there would be a damp spot at the end of their cocks.

Silithia loved it. She had always been a part of the people, but a small part. Now people were actually taking note of her.

The next night Silvanus came to her. She had just laid down, under a wagon, and suddenly the older man was squatted by a large wheel, calling to her in a whisper.

“Silithia? Silithia?”

“Here?”

He didn’t even try to take her out in the bushes, he just crawled under the wagon and touched her.

“I saw you tonight, so beautiful. I needed to talk to you.”

Talk, but spelled fuck.

Silithia was dazed by the attention. Silvanus was an important man. He had wives and horses and a big wagon. He could have been lying in one of his wive’s arms, but he was here, under the trailer, stating his need.

“So talk.”

“You are so beautiful. Your form is so perfect. And your eyes, they are sweet and mystical and innocent all at the same time. They reveal your beautiful soul.”

Silithia listened. She didn’t interrupt, but even if she had, he would have just continued spouting his desire for her.

Finally: “I need you, dear Silithia, could you…could we…”

Silithia took off her clothes. in the darkness she reached out a hand and felt Silvanus He was already stroking his cock.

She brushed his hand away and took over the stroking duties.

Silvanus gulped loudly. He had never felt such softness, such tenderness. His nerves exploded with desire, and he came.

“Uh…uh…uh!”

Silithia stared at him in shock. She had barely touched him, and he had exploded all over her hand.

She felt him pumping his seed on her flesh, and she felt a disappointment. She wanted to cum. She had finally played with herself the night previous, bringing herself to an orgasm, but it wasn’t the same.

Sex was designed for two people, not one person and a hand.

“Oh,” he said, realizing that he had exploded his groin all over her.

“I’m sorry,” and he was, but he was satisfied.

Silithia realized how selfish men could be then, for he backed out from under the wagon, tucked himself back into his pants, and disappeared into the darkness.

She lay there, sad and unsatisfied. She had put her clothes back on, and now she reached under her garments and felt herself.

Her slit was fully functional. Yet, if she was not careful, she would never feel another man in it, for they exploded too fast.

What was wrong with her that they did this?

She didn’t realize that it was what was ‘right’ with her. That her good health inspired men to lust, and then to premature drainage of their essence.

But she did know that when she had fucked Vano the night before she had gained something. Some bit of strength, an addition to her own self that made her feel, if it was possible, even more healthy.

And she had felt a similar gain with Silvanus just a few minutes before.

“Silithia?”

She listened, it was Borq Shiditha. He had come looking for her.

“What do you want?” she hissed into the night.

He found the wagon she was under then and crawled next to her.

“Dear Silithia. You are so beautiful. I would suckle at your breasts and eat at your core. I need you.”

No flowers, just a dive into lust.

On one hand, Silithia was disappointed. No woman likes to not be appreciated. Yet Borq was just intent on sampling her charms. Hell, he was frantic to sample them.

Silithia couldn’t help herself. She was hungry herself. She wanted a good fucking and a glorious cum. But she knew she was going to have to play it cagey.

“Take off your clothes and lay down.

Borq did. He was a lump on the ground, but Silithia knew exactly where his penis stood up straight.

She climbed over him and sank down.

He impaled her with stunned surprise. He had never felt such electrifying flesh in his life. His dick surged and…he began to cum.

Silithia snorted in disgust. She rose up, him still spurting and groaning, and sat down and let the bit of seed that had found its way into her find its way out.

Once again she was not satisfied, and it seemed to be getting worse. Maybe it was just her pussy over her hand, but the boy had squirted even faster than Silvanus. And she had made sure she didn’t touch him!

“Oh, thank you,” he managed, then he was gone, a satisfied shadow in the night. A hard on drained. A dick done.

Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back.

Frustrated.

Sighing, she reached a finger down again. She fully intended to hook her pussy to an orgasm, and then: “Silithia?”

Silithia groaned.


CHAPTER THREE

Rocks in my path? I keep them all.

With them I shall build my castle.” ~ Nemo Nox

Silithia had spent her youth traveling with the gypsies. She had giggled and played tag with the children, been spanked (gently, because she was so small) when she misbehaved, and grown to love her life.

Sure, she was short, but people are people, and these were the ones she knew.

It all changed.

Every night the men came around, begging, pleading. Many men, every night.

If she let them fuck her they were drained for days, but there were others to take their place.

She rapidly came to love her ability to touch their cock and make them cum. She did that more and more, soaking the ground with their sperm, emptying their balls dismissively, wishing she could find someone who loved, who cherished, who wanted more than a ball drain.

Yet they did love her. They spoke of their love often, the night was filled with their whispered guarantees. But when they had cum, the love waned.

But, still, they loved her.

But she didn’t love them.

She was rapidly becoming disillusioned. Men she had admired turned out to be nothing more than horny goats begging in the night.

But that wasn’t the worst thing.

The women.

It didn’t take long for the women to discover that their husbands and boyfriends were seeking solace with Silithia, and this did not warm Silithia to their hearts.

Not even three days had passed before the women looked upon her with frowns. Five days and they sneered openly. Seven days and Silithia knew she must leave. Leave or be stoned. The women were that hostile.

“Borq, give me money,” she demanded.

But Borq had no money to give.

“Salvanus, I need money.”

But Silvanus’s wife held the purse, and there was no way that woman was going to pay money to a trollop who stole her husband’s seed.

Thus the men, so insistent and frantic, got fucked and never paid.

Silithia was becoming fearful. The men were so demanding, lining up, whining, begging. Would they become violent?

In the women’s eyes it was not the men’s fault. A superstitious people, they blamed Silithia. She had put a spell on the men. She was a witch, an enchantress.

Thus, the men came, Silithia couldn’t find the wherewithal to leave, and the women cast their eyes upon her. Evil eyes, filled with hate.

Finally, Silithia tried a last resort. She approached Vadoma, the unofficial leader of the women, and she asked, “Vadoma, I wish to leave, but I have no money. Please help me.”

Was it the begging? The shaming of her ‘rival? Or was it simply the older woman’s desire to rid the camp of Silithia?

Who knows. But Vadoma put together a small purse. She handed this to Silithia in the morning without a word.

Silithia mumbled her thanks and, picking up a loaf of fresh bread, which nobody objected to, left the gypsy encampment.

She entered the forest and followed an old animal trail that led through the depths. She felt relief. No more men. No more of the constant whining for sex. No longer a fear that she would be beaten if she didn’t lay down and spread her small legs.

The day was warm, she squirrels running through the trees, chirruping loudly. Birds flew over head. And she stopped for a moment to watch a butterfly flutter by.

A sound.

She whirled. It was a ways away, but the brush was crackling with urgency. Somebody was following her!

She darted behind a large rock and hid under some brush. She lay, her heart pounding, and watched the trail.

For a couple of minutes nothing happened. nobody came along the trail. But she knew they were coming.

Her hearing was much improved since she had woken in the strange, back yard. As was her sense of taste and smell and other senses.

Along with good health came a sharpening of perceptions that was quite stark.

Borq appeared on the trial. He was puffing, following the trail, and it was obvious what his intent was: catch her.

He passed by, and Silithia waited a moment, then turned to a pathless way. She was small enough that she could go under bushes and squeeze through spaces between boulders. She moved smoothly, but swiftly. She did not want to be caught.

Yelling in the distance. Not Borq, but someone else. Maybe his brother. Maybe Silvanus. Maybe another.

Silithia listened, it seemed that she was safe. The men were blundering blindly, and she had a firm plan.

Along with good health and sharpened perceptions she was thinking more clearly.

She darted through the forest, off angles to the path she had been following, and all sounds of pursuit faded.

Finally, she sat upon a fallen trunk and considered her plight.

She had to escape the men. They would assault her, gang rape her,  and take her back to the encampment. Where the women would kill her.

In her mind she pictured where the towns were, where the roads were. Where river meandered and mountain pondered.

She thought she knew where she was, the question was…where should she go?

By now the night was lowering and she realized that she needed a place to sleep. A place protected from the wild animals. Yet she dare not start a fire, for that would draw the men.

She found a stand of boulders. A path circled them and led to an easily defensible height. She mounted the boulders, dragged a couple of limbs to block the trail and disguise it, then settled in for the night.

She didn’t sleep that much, but listened for the sounds of pursuit.

She heard voices calling, fading, coming back, but she seemed to be off their course. Finally, late in the night, she fell asleep. She slept uneasily, afraid in her dreams as well as her waking hours.

Her eyes flickered open.

Men. Coming up the path.

She crawled off to the side, behind a small rock, on a small ledge. Behind her was a fall of ten or twelve feet.

“There she is!”

She turned to find Silvanus pointing a bony finger at her.

He rushed around the boulder, and she heard the men on the hidden path pushing the limbs away, trying to get to her.

She slid down the side of the boulder, holding on to her simple purse. The slide became a fall and she prepared to break her legs, but she had underestimated her good health. She landed, her legs bent and she sprawled, but she was unbroken.

Quickly, she got her feet under her and scampered into the brush.

Behind her the men shouted, clamored for her to return, and slid down the boulder themselves. They were on her trail!

Silithia ran for her life. Bushes tugged at her, her breath became ragged, but she couldn’t draw away from the sounds behind her. They were dogs to her hare, and they had caught her scent.

She came to a small stream. A dowsing for her, a wader for the men. She ran, splashing, and as she reached the far bank the men burst out of the forest.

“There! There!”

Splashing as they forsook wading for sprinting through the swirling stream.

Silithia ran, and only her good health kept her in front of the howling pack of males. But her legs were too short, and though the men had not her health, they had the stride, and they stayed close upon her.

Through the woods, across another stream. A sprint up a hill.

Now, good health or not, Silithia was running out of steam. The men were but twenty yards behind her, she was in their sights at all times, and it was only a matter of time before they reached her, tackled her, touched her and groped her and had their way with her. Fucking her till they broke her bones, piling their bodies on until she ran out of breath and was simply crushed beneath their weight.

In spite of the new clarity of thought she was experiencing, fear began to grip her mind. Desperate, panicky fear. She was going to be caught! She was—

She fell. A pebble? A stick? She knew not, but the ground slid beneath her.

The men were a growling mob as they closed in. She turned and backed away using hands and feet, crawling on her back, knowing the futility of further flight. Knowing that her end was—she was stopped by something tall and sturdy.

But she was still on a path. There were no trees on the path, there was nothing…she turned and realized she had been brought up by a pair of legs.

She looked upwards.

He was a sturdy man in warrior garb. He held a scabbard and she heard the raspy whine of metal scraping out of the scabbard. Then he held a sword in front himself, over her head.

The men skidded to a stop. They were a mob, but the man was not afraid, and so the courage of the mob leaked as if into the ground.

“Hold, dogs,” the man spoke with a glee, with a wicked enjoyment for the prospect of combat.

A mob wants a victim. But here was a man who was not, who stood and faced them down.

“What would you have with this tiny woman?” He held the sword ready. His jaw was firm and his expression steadfast, but with that touch of humor.

“She’s ours!” protested Vano.

“We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!”

“Since when do Gypsy folk chase their own like curs chase rodents?”

The men tried to protest, but the man stepped forward, his legs straddled the fallen Silithia.

“Be gone, varlets, lest I separate you from your heads.”

The men backed away. Unhappy, many of them surging momentarily, unwilling to give up Silithia, but when the man stabbed one in the arm they all broke. They scurried away.

The man watched them, a curl on his lip, and waited.

When they had all disappeared he returned and bent to Silithia.

“What have we here?”

“My name is Silithia,” responded the girl.

“Ha! A gypsy name. Should I have let them take you?”

“No, milord.” She was already recovered and the man helped her to her feet. “And thank you for your rescue.”

The Lord’s smile turned upside down as he contemplated her. He felt a liking for this wee person. He fell a surge of appreciation for her, and, being a noble man, he tried to ignore the growth of his penis.

He said, “Well, come along now. My Lord will wish to inspect you.”

He led the way through the forest and Silithia followed. For the first time in a while she felt protected. The man had chased the Gypsies away, and she felt obligated to him.

“What is your name, milord?”

“Rufus of Calledora. And what is yours, wee person?”

“I am Silithia.” She spoke defiantly, then softened herself by saying, “I thank you, milord. Those men…I was afraid.”

“No need to fear. You’re under my protection now. But what were you doing way out here?”

“Running for my life, milord.”

Rufus thought about that. Yet he didn’t think the mob he had repelled was interesting in killing this small woman. He felt, rather, that they were in heat, lustful, a pack of horny idiots.

He glanced at the small woman. Her body was so small, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were large for her size, and her face was beautiful He could imagine her full-sized What an awesome fuck she would make.

Then he looked away, his penis growing harder than he wished.

Castello Calledora sat upon a low hill, it commanded the view for miles around. It was a grey affair, a serious construction by men prepared for war. The walls were thick, the battlements high, the crenellations numerous. Two gargoyles sat on the front corners, and two more over the front gate. They had gaping mouths. The glow of flames silhouetting their ugliness indicated hot oil was kept in readiness.

“Are you at war, milord?”

“When are we not?” he spoke with a grimace inspired by unkind memories. “Crimea threatens, the Prussians are ever preparing, yet we try to stay back from the wars. Be ready, be prepared, but be circumspect, that is our motto.

They came around the trail to a moat. A drawbridge was lowered and a cart was crossing it.

“Ho!” yelled Rufus. He was greeted by a wave, then he led Silithia across the drawbridge.

Silithia had never been in a castle, and she was fascinated. She studied the sharp spikes on the portcullis. She gazed at the guard holding his musket. Her head tilted back and she took note of the ramparts, the tall turrets, the cheerfully waving flags over the whole thing.

She was not good wth words, so she simply said, “This is pretty.”

“Ha! Pretty. My Uncle would not like that. Call this heap of stones sturdy if you will, but never pretty.”

“Yes, milord.”

A lad came out of a doorway, glanced at Silithia, and turned back.

In the main courtyard vendors were shouting their wares and bickering with customers. They all stopped their bickering and stared at Silithia. Then they remembered to greet their lord, and doff their hats.

Rufus was held in high regard; Silithia was impressed by how the men smiled and the women tittered behind their fans.

They entered a kitchen where a dozen fat women labored over the next meal. Peas were being shucked, chickens plucked, and a big fire was roaring.

“Good day, Mistress.” Rufus greeted the head cook, the largest of the women. She greeted him back, and gazed down upon Silithia. “You have brought a partridge for the pot?”

“She was beset upon by a crowd. It was Christian to bring her along.”

“Will she work?”

“I know not. But time enough for that. Where’s my uncle?”

“In the big room.”

They left the kitchen and the roar of hearth and women chatting. He led her through the castle and into a large hall.

Silithia stared around in wonder. The high ceilings, the paintings and tapestry on the walls, the suits of armor in niches carved into the stone walls, it was an awesome room, and she marveled that anybody could have a home so big.

“Ho, Uncle. I bring you Silithia.” He spoke ponderously, like he was announcing the conquerer of the world.

The uncle stood at a large table across the room. He was speaking with a couple of other men, but he stopped, rose, and hugged his nephew.

“And, what, pray tell, is a Silithia?” He looked down upon Silithia, but he was smiling through his bushy and grey beard. He was old, but demonstrated a vitality that younger men would envy.

Rufus told the tale of the rescue, and finished up with, “I have invited her to sup, then she may make her choices, stay or go, work or…or…” he stopped talking and frowned. Whatever was in his mind stayed hidden however, and he seemed to forget about it and smiled.

“I wish she would stay, however, for I have taken quite a liking to her.”

In Silithia’s mind: Uh oh. Rufus had spoken like one of the men of her tribe, on the edge of lust and thinking about bedding her. It was in the gleam in his eyes.

Silithia was shown to a room and advised to rest before dinner. Maids would attend to her and help her prepare. Which advice seemed strange to Silithia, for what preparation is necessary for a meal but to pick up the knife and fork.

Still, she was tired from running from the men, so she lay on the bed and was surprised when she woke up and found that she had been asleep.

The maids dressed her in the finest garments she had ever seen. Soft silk that fell in love with her skin in the most sensual manner. Undergarments that held her breasts in place. Almost embarrassingly in place. And shoes that were too tall in the heel for her.

Most amazing was that they had apparently been prepared especially for her. There were no other small people in the castle. There would be no reason to have such clothes about. But they brought out dress and under garments and accoutered her, and she actually felt like she was beautiful. Something she had never thought before. She didn’t know she was wearing children’s clothes.

She whirled before a mirror and the maids smiled and complimented her.

There was no hate nor even a dirty look from the maids, and Silithia was heartened. She never wanted her own kind to turn upon her again.

Dinner was a frolicking affair. Men and women lined the tables and drank to each other’s health. A deer carcass was turned over a large fire, and plates of meat and vegetables were constantly being brought in from the kitchen.

Silithia, sitting next to Rufus, had never experienced such largesse. And she had never eaten so fully and of such delicious plates.

“Your lady friend eats like a woman made larger,” said the Uncle at one point, causing Silithia to blush.

Rufus chortled and responded, “She is trying to fill herself up, and so grow bigger…bigger.”

Silithia lowered her blushing face and all laughed joyously at her…with her.

Silithia was a woman of the country. She was a peasant, and, what’s worse, a Gypsy peasant. But to see such relaxed conversation, such familiarity, and even with the lords, she was astonished and even flabbergasted.

Thus, Silithia was welcomed to Castello Calledora, and the troubles began that very night.
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