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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author!

Ah, yes. Boobs. Ten pounds or so of pulchritude. The mark of a woman. What men stare at.

And, what men want.

Why else would they stare at our boobs if they didn’t really want them?

So this little collection is about men who, in their heart of hearts, wish to be adorned with that fine example of womanhood called bosoms.

Boobs, breasts, milk sacks, fun pillows.

And, it is about the women who tricked, went along with, fought and so on the obsessions of their hubbies.

Lot of fun here, kids, and all the while you’ll be thinking about you could get yourself some juicy bazookas of your own!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


My Wife Feminized Me!

A woman takes her husband down the pink path!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I don’t want to go!”

“Well, you have to.”

I stared my wife. Joanie is always getting me into these things. She likes getting involved in the hug the trees, or cure the cancer victims, or any other cockamamie ‘save the whatever’ that comes along.

She is so beautiful, built like the original brick shit house, if that shit house had a 36-24-36 frame, and the top of that frame had double Ds, and a face that would have put Marilyn Monroe to shame. I mean, the long blonde hair, the pale blue eyes that warmed you to the cockles of your heart…which are little valves inside the heart for those of you not in the know…she could make a snowman heat up.

“I don’t have to!”

“Why don’t you want to go?” We were in the kitchen, sitting at the table.

“First, because I don’t know any of those people—“

“Chuck Knowles will be there. In fact, he’ll be speaking.”

“Great. Chuckles, who lives to play practical jokes on me.”

“So he has a great sense of humor,” Joanie was grinning.

“Oh, you would like to have some itching powder in your panties?”

She snickered.

“Or, how about the time he covered my car, my whole car, inside and out, with post it notes?”

She laughed out loud. A guffaw, then she put a hand over her mouth.

“Or, yes, dear, old Chuckles…the time I got drunk at the frat party and he put lipstick on me. I woke up and everybody at the party was grinning at me, and I was so out of it…” I shook my head.

Joanie was laughing her ass off by now. She put a hand on my wrist and managed to say, “Honey, I know Chuckles has a sense of humor…”

“And I happen to be the favorite butt of his jokes,” I grumped.

“But he also inherited freight cars full of money, and he is very free in donating to good causes.”

“So let him donate. I’ll be home watching TV.”

She stopped laughing, although there was still a smirk or two left in her beautiful soul, and said, “Honey. I will talk to Chuck…”

“Fat lot of good that’ll do.”

“…and I’ll stay by your side and watch out for you. He tries even the slightest trick…I will intervene on your behalf.”

“No.”

Now my wife is devious. She studied me closely, realized I was going to stand my ground, and sighed. Then she stood up and went to the liquor cabinet.

I watched as she got down the amber bottle of W.L. Weller Special Reserve Bourbon Whiskey. $83.99 a bottle, and tastes like eight hundred a bottle.

She moved to the refrigerator and put a glass under the ice maker. She waited while the ice made little cubes, then poured the bourbon into the glass.

God, I was already thirsty just watching that beautiful, brown liquid splash over the cubes until it was half full. Then, I know it is a sin to dilute such ambrosia, she popped a can of Coke and filled the rest of the glass.

Bourbon and Coke. A Coke high. A drink that I love so much I force myself not to drink too much; it would be too easy to become a drunk.

She sauntered across the kitchen, a pursed, little smile on her full, red lips. She placed the glass on the table.

“Drink.”

“No?” My voice was weak. She was using one of the only two weapons that could shatter me.

“Go on. Drink. I’ve got another one, if that’s not enough.”

Then she took hold of the bottom of her sweater and started lifting.

I picked up the glass and took a big glug.

She was using the other of the only two weapons that could shatter me.

She raised the bottom of her sweater slowly, watching me, smiling like a damn Mona Lisa.

I glugged again. She was so exciting I could hardly taste the bourbon and Coke, but it was already having it’s effect. I felt the cold liquid splash on the bottom of my stomach, and the fire started.

She pulled her sweater over her breasts. Those wonderful, stupendous, incredible mounds looked at me. She had a black bra on, and I stared, stupified, as her pale, milky skin began to appear.

Glug.

“No,” I whispered.

She pulled the sweater over her head and her hair suddenly fell out, in disarray, undone, sexy, like what it looked like after a night of making love.

She tossed the sweater aside and was grinning openly at me.

“You dropped your sweater,” I could hardly breathe.

“Drink.”

I couldn’t resist. I glugged. Half the glass was gone, and I had absolutely no defenses for what she was doing to me.

She reached behind her waist and undid her skirt.

I thought my eyes were going to pop right out of my orbital sockets.

“Not fair,” my voice was about as loud a snake’s belly sliding on the ground.

She dropped her skirt. There she stood. Tight panties showing her camel toe. Bulging bra. Hair falling loose over her shoulders. Those beautiful blue eyes laughing at me.

I reached, but she stepped back, her smile was so teasing and tantalizing.

“Come on,” I whined.

“Not until you admit that Chuck is a good guy, even if his sense of humor is a bit…unorthodox.”

I grumbled something that was an admission, but not in intelligible words. The fire in my belly was building. My cock was already built. Under the table it was pressing against my pants like the weasel that wanted out of the bag.

“Drink.”

I drank.

“And then say you will come to the event with me.”

Oh, I tried. My refusal was in my throat, trying to come out, trying to assert itself, but my throat was only making an ‘urk’ sound.

She undid her bra. I stared at those wonderful mammary glands. Full, and robust and tipped with large, erect nipples. She tossed the bra aside.

“I think it’s a fair trade.”

I glugged. Down to one quarter of a glass.

“I’ll lie down and let you rub my whole body. Stem to stern. Tootsie to—“

“Tit,” I blurted. My voice sounded hoarse. It was hoarse.

“Yes, tootsies to tits. And I’ll even let you suck them. Put your mouth on my nipples and lick them and pull them with your teeth. Oh, I would love you to pull on my nipples with your teeth.”

I gulped. Then I remembered to put some bourbon into my mouth and gulped again.

“And then there’s this,” she placed a hand on her pussy. “You call it a camel toe. Or…what’s that other name you have?”

“Monkey knuckle,” I couldn’t breath. The fire in my belly was roaring. My penis was so hard it hurt.

“Yes. I’ll let you massage my monkey knuckle. First with your hands, maybe put a few fingers in me—you know how I like that—and then your mouth can take over.

I made more unintelligible sounds.

She stopped talking, leaned forward—her breasts drooped down and I stared at them with my tongue out—and she took my glass.

Oh, my God. It was empty, and I hadn’t even noticed. She was stronger than bourbon!

She walked to the far counter, where the bottle of bourbon waited. She had lost her underpants somewhere in the last minute, and I stared at those perfect, round globes.

Her svelte and slender waist.

She looked over her shoulder at me and laughed.

She collected ice, poured bourbon, added Coke, and sashayed back. Every inch of her was a musical symphony, swaying and jiggling and making me a wreck and a ruin.

She placed the glass in front of me, her boobs fell in front of me and touched the table. I reached, but she stood up and backed away.

Without taking my eyes off her, I gulped more bourbon.

She said: “Maybe I’ll even get out my vibrator and fuck myself for you. Would you like that?”

Oh, God! She knew me too well. There was nothing I liked more than seeing her get herself off. I know, I’m a pervert, but…I liked seeing her give herself a self-induced orgasm better than…than…than I even liked fucking her. With my own dick. My poor, hard dick.

“What do you say, honey? Can I put on a show?”

I nodded.

“Or should I get dressed, put the goods away, and be all frustrated…knowing that I want you, I want your fingers in me, your tongue, maybe even your cock…except…except…”

“I’ll go!”

Where did that come from? I had intended to hold firm! To take a stand! How had I agreed to…but it was too late.

She reached for my hand, pulled lightly, and I popped out of my seat.

She looked down at my pants, then licked her lips. “Oh, God, I like fucking.” Then she looked at me. “But, today, since you’ve been a good boy, I am going to let you rub every square inch of my skin. Then lick my privates until I’m screaming. And then I’m going to fuck myself. You have to sit back and watch, so close to paradise, but doomed to be a horny, quivering mass of sexual urges.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered.

And I’ve got a serious question for you here: why do men like to be denied? Why do they like to walk around with monster dongs, lusting for that which they could have, but which is even more delightful denied?

I didn’t bother to answer, I knew the answer…because we’re perverts.

She took me by the cock and led me down the hallway, towards the bedroom where, true to her word, she made me love her whole body, eat her to an orgasm, and then, with me at arm’s length, jilled herself to several more.

It was terrible. And wonderful. And I would be in heaven for a day. Maybe longer. Then she would get me off and it would be ten times better. Anticipation makes the hard grow fonder. Or something like that.

The event was a breast cancer thing.

I’m a crude asshole sometimes. I stare at boobies, I think lewd thoughts, and sometimes I even voice them if I’m around guys or my wife.

“Oh, baby, look at the knockers on that bitch. I sure would love to bury my face in those bazoombas.”

The guys would snicker. My wife would sigh, and smile. After all, a horny me was a considerate me. Even if it was some other woman that made me horny, she would reap my politeness until she deigned to let me get off.

So, I’m a crude asshole, but, given my obsession with boobs, I agreed with the seriosity of this event.

Nearly 300,000 women will contract breast cancer in a year. Nearly 45,000 will die.

Yeah, I’m an asshole, and a pervert, but those statistics are really not fair. That many woman who suffer…I don’t make jokes about that.

So I was on my best behavior at the Breast Cancer event. I had even put together a thousand bucks for a donation. I hadn’t told Joanie, but I had made a quick call to encourage Chuck—he’s got the bucks—and I had told him what I planned. A thousand bucks is a hell of a lot for me, but it’s better donated to such a cause than to be wasted on a set of golf clubs for a duffer like me.

We arrived at 11:00 enjoyed a buffet, sipped some of that disgusting Apple Cider stuff they palm off on you instead of liquor, and mingled.

Joanie was looking a million dollars. Her dress was tight. A blue, shimmer thing with some serious cleavage. And she hadn’t worn a bra; I could see her erect nipples under the slithery material, rubbing and sliding and making her nips even more erect.

Drool, drool.

I was even looking pretty spiffy. I had worn slacks and a jacket—no stinkin’ tie, thank you—and my hair was combed and my teeth brushed.

So we mingled, and chatted, and sipped the spoiled apple juice, and the clock ticked down to 12:00.

Suddenly we heard the sound of somebody making a bell out of glass with a spoon. We looked up to where Chuck was behind the mike on a dais. Everybody moved forward to listen.

Chuck is a handsome dog. All that money and handsome, too. Sometimes it just ain’t fair.

He smiled, exchanged greetings and couple of quips, and then we were all ready for his speech.

“Friends and fiends,” we all chuckled, “we have come together for a most worthy cause. Last year nearly 300,00 women contracted…”

He talked, laid out the statistics. then he got into a few personal stories. Joanie was on my arm, so gorgeous, and she listened closely. She had a friend who had died of breast cancer, and she really felt what he was saying.

Hell, even I felt it. Me, big, strong man who laughs at adversity. But this was no laughing matter.

Then Chuck wound up with an intro, for me, and it was a doozy.

“You know, I’ve been pretty serious here, but you know it’s a good cause. But to introduce this next fellow I need to tell you a story.”

Everybody cocked an ear.

“When I was in college I had a roommate. Great guy.”

Oh, fuck…was he talking about me?

Joanie squeezed my arm and a side glance told me she was grinning.

“He used to do things like taping an airhorn to the wall. When the door was opened it would swing back, hit the airhorn, and I would jump right out of my pants.

“And then there was the time he filled up my car with balloons. That was a great one. I had to get to work and I ended up driving through town with balloons flying out the window. Got stopped by a cop, and the cop was laughing so hard he didn’t give me a ticket…”

Everybody was chuckling now.

And, I admit, I was laughing. Well, hell. You didn’t think I was going to let Chuckles get away with putting an airhorn under my chair, did you?

“So,” he said, “without further ado, but without any less, let me introduce you to my best friend, Brian Lessings.”

Tell the truth, I hadn’t expected that. I hadn’t expected to be singled out and called up. But, I smiled at people, Joanie pushed me a bit, and I wound up walking up the steps to where he stood waiting.

The crowd cheered, we shook hands, and Chuck whispered in my ear, “Do you have that check?”

“Yes,” I nodded.

“I’m going to use you to encourage people to donate, is that all right?”

What could I say? But I didn’t know the half of it.

“All right.”

Chuck turned and faced the audience and raised his hand. The hubbub de-bubbed and everybody listened.

“We all know how hard money is to come by, and sometimes it’s hard to put together a few bucks, even for a cause as worthy as this. I talked to Brian earlier this week, and I found out that he planned on making a donation.”

In the audience Joanie tilted her head. I smiled at her. I was going to get lucky tonight. Baby, was I going to get lucky.

“Brian, the check please?”

One of the people in the audience stamped his feet and started going “Woo, woo, woo.” Chuckles must have planted him.

The woo woo caught on, and I stood there with a check in my had for a long minute. Joanie was clapping and her eyes were moist. Man, I was making points with my babe.

Chuck raised his hand and the roar died down. He extended his hand and took the check. He looked at it, held it up and announced, “One thousand dollars!”

Man, the roof was lifted then. Eyes opened up in pleased surprise. Joanie clasped her hands over her chest. And I stood there and took it like a man. It wasn’t hard, actually. I was doing a good thing.

After a long minute Chuck raised his hand. The crowd quieted and he began to speak. I expected a quick thank you, shake my hand, boot in the butt get off my stage. What he said, however, shocked me.

“Guys? Gals? This is generous. This is why Brian is my bestie. But, in the interests of friendly competition, I want to do him one better.”

Uh, oh. I could feel it coming. He was about to deliver a gotcha. And knowing Chuckles like I did…it was going to be a good one.

I want to bring attention to our mission here, I want the world to be aware. So I will…” he lifted a finger and cautioned the crowd, “…hear me out entirely before you cheer or boo or whatever,” he had that crowd in his hand then. The world was focused on him…and therefore me.

And, oh, fuck. He was going to get me.

“For every month that Brian wears breast implants I will donate $5,000.”

Stunned, I spun on him. My face displayed all the shock I felt.

The crowd was even stunned. It took them about five seconds to absorb it.

Chuckles repeated. “If my best buddy allows himself to be implanted with fake boobs I will donate $5000 a month. He’ll have to last an entire year, but that’s $60,000.”

Then the crowd started mumble. It was stunned exclamations at first. Then somebody started clapping.

And old man Foster, who owns the bank, and whose wife had had cancer at one time, yelled out, “I’ll double that!”

Cheers.

A voice yelled out, I don’t know who it was, “I’ll do a thousand a month!”

And more voices, more donations, and I stood there with my mouth open. I had never been more flabbergasted, more flummoxed, more ‘gotcha-ed,’ in my life.

Chuckles raised my hand in victory.

I looked at him, and he laughed at the stupid expression on my face. Then he pointed into the crowd. I followed his finger and saw…Joanie. My beautiful wife. She was crying, and blowing me kisses.

Oh, my God.

I looked at Chuckles. What the fuck had he done to me? What the fuck?

I didn’t drive home. I let Joanie drive. honestly, my mind was in such a state I didn’t think I could drive.

She wheeled the car through town, and all the way she kept looking at me, and…and crying.

“That is the bravest thing I have ever heard. You are such a man. I love you with all my heart.”

And, “Did you know he was going to do that?”

“What? No! I had no idea…” I just dribbled off.

“Well, it was just the bravest thing I have ever seen. And, you know what?”

“What?” Scenery was passing and everything was a blur. I slowly looked at her. I had never seen her this happy.

“You know I don’t always like jilling off for you, making you wait, even though I know you love it.”

“Oh…”

She was talking, and slowly I figured out the words.

“And, since you have been so brave and giving, I’m going to do something for you.”

“Oh…?” What was she talking about?

“Honey, I am going to give a month of no cums. I am going to make you as horny as you have always wanted. When I finally let you cum it is going to be the most glorious, wonderful orgasm you have ever had. In fact, if you want to go ahead and buy a chastity tube…I’ll even get into that.”

I was confused. I was supposed to have…tits? Chuckles had done the supreme ‘gotcha,’ and now…I wasn’t going to get to cum? And she might even put me in chastity?

But…I didn’t want to not cum forever…I liked to cum. I just liked to build it up for a few days…what was she talking about about a month? And…and why the chastity tube?

“Isn’t that wonderful, honey? And I’ll start making you horny this very afternoon. Oh, this is going to be so much fun. But you are so generous and…well, you deserve it.”

I deserve not cumming? And, yes, I liked that…but…a month? A month?

I wanted to speak then, to say something, but I couldn’t. My mouth was flabbergasted by the fact that I was going to have tits. Real tits. Well, real fake tits. And nothing came out of my mouth but confusion. I was well and truly and totally overwhelmed.

Fucking Chuck!

We reached home, and there were already reporters there. Oh, my God! He had said he wanted the world to know about our cause…but this…so soon.

I sat in the car and the reporters, there were actually dozens of them, clamored outside my window.

Joanie ran around and pushed through. She was laughing, pleased with the sudden popularity and celebrity, and she made quips and answered questions.

“Yes, he is…”

She opened the door and pulled me out. She pushed microphones away form my face, but not hers.

“Transitioning? Oh, no. He is a most manly man. At least he will be after a year,” she giggled.

She pulled me through the crowd. My face was red and I was speechless.

“Maybe. He’d look cute as a woman. But the main thing…” she stopped on the doorstep and faced the mikes and cameras, “…is people should be aware of breast cancer. We can beat it, and I encourage men everywhere to do what my husband has been brave enough to do.”

Then we were inside the house and she closed the door. I stood in shock in the foyer, and she leaned her butt against the door.

“Oh, my God!” she breathed out. Her eyes were glinting, and I had never seen her so exuberant. “I cant’ believe you agreed to do this.”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to explain that it was just one of Chuckles ‘gotchas,’ but words wouldn’t come out.

I was stunned, I was shocked, but I might have been able to say something, but the way she looked at me….

My wife loved me, and she always looked at me with a certain amount of pride and happiness, but never with anything like this.

I felt like Elvis. I felt like the Beatles. I felt like I had finally done something so right that her love was justified…and I let the moment pass.

I looked down at my chest. It was flat. Good musculature. I had worked on my pecs with weight lifting so I had good skin texture, and I knew my skin would even stretch well.

Fucking Chuckles.

I was going to have boobies. For a whole year. And there was nothing I could do about it.

A week later I went to the local hospital to get my implants. It had been a wild week, with reporters and even a TV appearance on Good Morning America. Of course, Joanie had done most of the talking. I was walking around in a daze and wasn’t capable of much coherent speech.

We met with the doctor in his office, and there was even a pool reporter there to report on the meeting. Man, the Cancer Society was milking this.

“Well, Mr. Lessings, I’m happy to report that your chest is perfect for implants. And this is good because we have to put large ones on you.”

“How large?” I asked.

“Pretty large. Your chest is a bit wider than a female chest, and if we put small implants on you it would look ridiculous. Fortunately, we have some Chyna 2000s here, and they should fit you perfectly.

“Chyna 2000s?” asked Joanie.

“She was a professional wrestler, ‘the ninth wonder of the world’ was her billing. She had large breast implants because she was a large woman. Those implants are now quite popular among women who want a large lift, and the occasional transgender person who requires a bit more up front.”

He smiled while he said all this. Very professional, even as my heart sank in my chest.

The reporter had a couple of questions then, but I barely heard them. Joanie looked at me and patted my hand.

God, I loved my wife. True to her word, she had teased me and tantalized me for a week, and hadn’t let me cum.

The reporter turned to me. “Have you decided to wear a dress?”

“Uh…”

“There will be times he will be in a dress, and times when he isn’t,” Joanie answered. “It depends on the situation, and, of course, he must be comfortable.”

“Mrs. Lessing,” asked the reporter. “I don’t mean to be out of line, but have you, as a well endowed woman, discussed with him what it will be like for him to have large breasts?”

Oh, had she! She would tell me how much I was going to love my new tits, how much fun she was going to have picking out outfits for me.

Tactfully, she said, “We have discussed it. We’ve even begun a regimen of exercises to strengthen certain muscles.”

I sat and listened, and it was surreal. I was a man. I was going to have boobs. What crazy world had I just woken up in?

“Well,” said the doctor, “if there are no further questions perhaps we should begin the procedure.”

We could. Joanie said we could. I just shut up and tried to figure it all out.

I was taken to a small room where the reporter was kicked out and Joanie watched. The doctor measured me time and again, and made little marks on my chest.

I sat there, and Joanie smiled at me in the most encouraging way. I wanted to tell her that I was tired of not cumming, that I wanted to squirt my brains out, but the doctor was there

I was then taken to a larger room where people waited for operations. Nurses zipped here and there, wielding clipboards like they were shields, and asked pointed questions.

“Allerges? Previous operations? Anybody in your family had cancer?”

I put up with the stupid questions. I had answered all those questions for my last physical, but doctors seem to think that your family history of fifty years ago is going to change every week. Or maybe they just don’t like nurses and want them to do busy work.

Anyway, it wasn’t long before I was wheeled out of the room, down a corridor, and into an operating room. It wasn’t a big operating room, but then boob implants weren’t a big deal. In my Googling of the procedure over the last week I had discovered that almost 300,000 women got implants in 2019.

That’s a lot of boobs. Each boob weighs about 2 pounds, so that 600,000 pounds of silicone. That’s a lot of silicone for a bunch of silly cones. Heh. Good joke, eh?

Anyway, I had looked at the Chyna 2000s I was going to receive. Eight and a half pounds. Four and a quarter per boob. Man, I was going to need a bra.

Then the anesthesiologist put a cup over my face, started counting backwards. I got to 7.

I awoke, groggy, but happy. I think they must put some kind of happy juice in the gas.

“Honey? Brian?”

“Umm,”I said. My throat was dry, and I moved my lips.

“Here, drink some of this.”

A straw was pushed into my mouth and I gulped. I was still out of it a bit, and I said, “Why don’t they have bourbon?”

Joanie laughed a little, and I became aware of something looking at me, shoved in my face, what was…I opened my eyes.

Joanie was next to me. The reporter had a mike in my face, a cameraman was pointing a television camera from the foot of the bed.

“How do you feel Brian?”

“With my hands,” I quipped. A bad joke, but tried and true.

“And how do you feel about your new breasts?”

Everything rushed in on me then, and I started to push the daze back. I looked at Joanie. There was a nurse behind her.

“How’d it go.”

“We’re asking you that, dear.”

Oh. Yeah. I was the one being operated on. Correction, that had been operated on.

I started to sit up, then stopped. I felt unfamiliar aches and pains, and a huge weight on my chest.

“Here we go,” the nurse cut in and helped me sit up. The sheet fell down, and I had my first view of my new tits.

They were big. Monstrous. I had held them in my hand, but now, on my chest, under the skin…they were humungous mountains.

They were bigger than my wife’s, or even any woman I had seen.

“Oh, my God!”

The cameraman bent at the knee a bit and focused his camera on my stunned face.

“Brian?” asked the announcer.

I said the only thing I could say. “Wow!”


PART TWO

The doctor was a genius. There were only two, little scratch marks near my armpits. He had actually slipped the implants in, then filled them. It was a bit unorthodox, and it had taken some time, he had to constantly adjust and measure, but he had done the deed.

And I was now an official bra wearer. I had to wear what I used to call, when I was a callow youth, ‘over the shoulder boulder holders.’

And the bra I wore, especially in the beginning, was thick and sturdy. Every day Joanie applied aloe vera lotion to my breasts and to the two scars. It felt good, really good, when she placed her hands on my tits and gently rubbed. I especially loved it when she rubbed her palms across my nipples. And it seemed like my nipples were always distended.

But, then I was always horny.

I hadn’t even gotten home from the hospital before my penis was back at full flag. I went to bed, Joanie made me, but I really wanted to sink my cock in her most wonderful pussy palace.

And when I woke up I asked her for sex, but she said no, that I had just had an operation and I needed to take it easy.

And a few days later, when I was up and about, she still refused.

“This is so much fun,” she said, as she played with my cock with her hands, “If I had only realized that it was this much fun to make you horny I would have been doing it all along.

So there I was, an over endowed woman in the chest, and a priapic man in the groin. I mean, that sucker was getting hornier and hornier, and just didn’t want to go down.

A week after the operation I was done with being chaste. I needed an orgasm.

So I got up one morning, stepped into the shower, and began stroking Mr. Happy.

Oh, God, it felt good. Joanie had been playing with me every day, giggling and laughing at how big and red I was getting, and marveling at the amount of pre-cum that was coming out of the slit in the head of my cock.

The shower was running hot, I was feeling relaxed, water was streaming over my chest, my boobs, and with one hand I began to tickle my nipples.

Oh, God. This felt good! I was going to finally get to cum! I was going to—

“What are you doing?”

I opened my eyes as the shower door swung open.

“But…”

She slapped my hand off my dick, and happened to slap my dick in the process. My knees buckled and I almost came right on the spot. but I didn’t, and Joanie reached up and grabbed my ear and tugged me out of the shower.

“Honey! You’re going to ruin everything!” She dragged me out of the bathroom, soaking wet, and pushed me onto the bed.

“Now, I told you I was going to make you super horny, and you are obviously feeling it. Don’t you want your reward?”

“Well, I really d—“

“Honestly. I am looking so forward to this. When I finally let you cum you are going to cum so hard! You’re going to be a volcano! And I really want to measure your semen. I mean, you’re going to be cumming gallons!”

“But, honey, it’s long enough. I am so horny I can stand it. I really need to cum!”

“Oh, nonsense. Now, dry yourself off. I’ve been wanting to do this, but it’s obvious that it’s time.”

She tossed a towel at me and I began to dry my skin, all too aware of how my cock stood at attention. It had never felt so big, throbbed so hard. And I had a constant stream of pre-cum.

While I dried off she opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out a small box, maybe six inches cubed.

“Okay, come along,” she took my hand and led me to the kitchen. She sat me down and put the box on the table. “Put this on.” She opened the box and took out a ring, a tube in the shape of a large cock, and a padlock.

I stared at the gadget. “What is that thing?”

“It’s a chastity tube.”

I knew that, I just…didn’t want it on me!

“But what’s it for?”

“To control you. Give you a little self control.”

“But I don’t want…”

She didn’t even let me finish. She put a finger over my lips to shush me, then went to her old stand by…the liquor cabinet.

“I don’t want to drink,” I stated firmly. I want—“

She took out a bottle A new bottle. One I had never seen before…except in ads. It was round, a light-brown, rich color, with planes scalloped into the top and bottom.

“This is Blanton's Single Barrel Bourbon. $185. It was a gift from an admirer.”

I licked my lips.

“I presume you still want to ruin it with Coke?”

“Well, uh…” I nodded.

She performed the ritual. A tall glass with ice cubes. Half of the glass received the beautiful, colored water. Then she poured in the Coke.

She placed it in front of me, amongst the pieces of the chastity tube.

“This really isn’t fair,” I said, as I picked up the glass, felt the cool condensation already forming.

“I know,” she said, and she meant it. “But a woman has to do what a woman has to do.”

I took a sip.

Oh, there is a God. He is on my tongue, exploding my taste buds and showing me paradise.

I lowered the glass.

Joanie didn’t say a thing. She just watched me.

I sipped again, and my eyes actually rolled back. I had never in my life tasted such ambrosia, such nectar of the Gods, as this.

“I want to get my rocks off,” I said, taking yet another sip, rolling it around, understanding what heaven was.

“I know,” she said, “But I have a confession to make.”

I sipped yet again. I was already light-headed. “What’s that?”

“You turn me on.”

“Well, that’s good. Every man wants to know that—“

“You don’t understand.”

I looked askance at her. She was staring at me, so very, very sincere.

“I’m turned on by your tits.”

I blinked.

“I didn’t think anything like that would happen. But when they rolled you out of the operating room and I saw the mountains on your chest…I knew.”

“You knew what?” I actually squeaked a little, I sipped quickly to cover up my embarrassment.

“I knew that I wanted to see you as a woman.”

“A…woman.”

“Oh, yes. A woman. I want to see you in a dress, high heels, stockings. I want to see you in make up. It’s all I dream of. I jill off almost every single night dreaming of this.”

“But, honey, I don’t want to be a woman.”

“I know, and I’m going to say something now that might seem a bit selfish. “I want you as a woman. You’ve got me so horny my monkey knuckle is seeping juices. My pussy is on fire at all times, every time I look at you I feel a little flush down there, like a miniature orgasm, but it’s not an orgasm, it’s the promise of one. A big one.”

“But then why?” I gestured to the pieces of the chastity tube waiting on the table.

“I don’t know. I can’t help it. It’s just that I want you as a virgin. Like you’ve never cum before. Sometimes I even imagine myself as a man, about to deflower you, and I want you pure, unfucked. A…a virgin.”

I shut my mouth, except for my constant sipping. The glass was half empty now, but I was half blasted. This stuff was strong!

But, in a way, I was almost sober. I mean, my wife was asking me to…to transition for her. To be a woman, so she could take me.

“Are you talking about a strap on?”

For a long moment she said nothing. Just stared at me. And I knew. She was.

“I don’t think so.”

“I know,” she said. “You’ve always been a manly man, and here I am asking you to give that up. For me.”

“I don’t want to be gay.”

“It’s not gay. Being gay is a decision a man makes. Anal sex is a sensation that any man can experience.”

“By dressing up as a woman.”

She said nothing for a moment, and I thought she was done, but then she said, “That’s part of it. That’s what makes me horny, but you know what sex is like. You get hard, you get desperate, and then…well, that’s what seeing you as a woman does for me. I get wet, I get desperate, and then…then I want to…fuck you.”

“I don’t want anything up my ass.”

“I know.”

A simple acknowledgment, but she wasn’t backing off. And I knew then…she was just biding her time.

“So you’re going to make me so horny I finally give in.”

“Yeah,” and she actually shivered. I had a feeling she had just had one of those little ’flushed’ moments. She hadn’t had an orgasm, but the promise of an orgasm.

I finished my bourbon, then stood up. I did the unbelievable. I refused a second glass. I said, “I don’t think so.” Then I walked out.

I had finally made my stand. I had refused, and that emphatically.

Joanie, wise girl that she is, didn’t push it. She had stated her case, and was content to let my desperation bring me around.

She watched me closely, was Janey on the spot when I took my cock in hand, and two days later she got me drunk enough to put the damned cock tube on.

She didn’t try to butt fuck me, she just laughed and joked and fed me bourbon, and without the threat of anal sex I was content to drink.

She is trustworthy, after all. She wouldn’t do anything to me without my permission. She’s just awfully good at getting my permission.

So she got me drunk, got me laughing about the chastity tube, and I woke up the next day without the option of masturbation.

Oh, I complained, but I had let her put it on me, and therefore had tacitly agreed, and therefore had given my permission. And life got a lot more interesting.

I was horny, and becoming more compliant.

She played with my chastity tube every day. Especially on waking up—I frequently awoke with my package in her mouth—and on going to sleep. I would lay awake for hours after an hour of her playing with my cock, sucking my nipples, fondling my breasts.

And I tried to retain an even frame of mind. I tried to keep calm and level headed, but the constant accumulation of horniness was getting to me.

And she started dressing me up.

Well, why not? I had a woman’s body, so…why not dress me like a woman?

She shaved my legs at first, then got tired of that and started making me use Nair. I had no hair on my lower body at all.

Then she slid those nylons up my legs, and man, I thought I was going to cum right in my chastity tube. Feeling that slither as the material  rubbed up legs…oh, God! I was shivering and actually jerking my hips a bit before they were properly fastened to my garter belt.

So I would get up, get dressed, including a dress, and…she started making me wear high heels.

I was shocked to find out how much I loved high heels.

And so was the world.

I was practicing on the patio and some slum dog paparazzi snapped some photos, and there I was National Enquirer.

Joanie laughed at that, and I found a new flock of reporters on the front doorstep.

After a couple of days of them hanging on the doorstep, ringing the bell, calling on the phone, and just shouting at the windows, “We want to see Bryan!” Joanie convince me. These guys weren’t going to leave unless I gave them something.

On a Thursday morning I dressed up. The full works, and Joanie even put some powder on my face, and wanted to put eyeliner and lipstick on me, but I drew the line.

Then we went to the front door and I stepped outside.

Oh, the roar. I had always heard that stupid phrase, ‘And the crowd goes wild!’ But I had never thought about it. I was thinking now. Those newsies were shouting and whooping, and Joanie just stood there, her arm linked with mine, and we endured the attention.

Correction. I endured the attention. Joanie loved it. Man, she was feeling like the belle of the ball.

And we came back in, and I thought it was over. Until Cosmopolitan called and asked for a photo shoot.

Oh, God!

The shoot was on a Monday, and the only reason I agreed to it was because they agreed to donate to the Cancer people. And here is the cruel twist. I had refused to put make up on, but I had to wear make up for the photo shoot, and they really made me up. They did my eyes,  my lips, shadowed and blushed me. They even gave me a wig!

I sat there, under the hot lights, and wondered what was happening to me. And then it got worse.

After the shoot we were talking to the gal who was writing the article, and she said, “I notice he has no bump.”

I opened my mouth to say something, and Joanie cut in with, “He’s wearing a chastity device.”

The world stopped. Dead silence, then the writer grinned.

My mind was roaring as Joanie answered questions for me.

“Oh, he has normal urges, but a woman always has to help keep her man’s urges down.”

And: “He’d like to, but I’ve sort of taken over in that department.”

The writer gal knew I wasn’t forthcoming, but she was getting phenomenal copy from Joanie.

“A lifestyle without the messiness of sex is quite exciting. It is an untapped energy source, and he is so much more loving.”

And on and on and on.

And I knew, as we left the studio where we had shot the article, that I was dead meat. After that debacle every woman was going to try and get every man into chastity.

Girlfriends would hound their boyfriends, claiming that true love would be proven if he would just ‘give her the key.’

Wives would bully their husbands until they had them firmly and securely locked up. ‘You won’t be able to cheat on me, dear.’ ‘But I never cheated!’ ‘And you won’t now. That will prove how much you love me!’

Mothers would even demand that their male children become chaste and they would have the key…until the young man got married. No more masturbation. No more unwanted pregnancies. It was a perfect solution for an imperfect world. And I had started it. No, I wasn’t going to have a friend in the world when this magazine article came out.

Oh, the women would love me, hold me up as an inspiration of devotion. but the men…they wouldn’t play darts with me if I was the target. Well, maybe they’d do that.

We arrived home, and Joanie, after blabbing her mouth so much at the magazine interview, was strangely quiet.

I went into the kitchen and made myself a drink. We had gotten more free bottles of bourbon. Chuckles had mentioned, in an interview that he had done, that bourbon was my drink of choice, and now we even had a bottle of Elijah Craig 18 Year Old Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $389.99 a bottle. And the first taste of that had blown my fool head right off. I had never known people could make that kind of firewater!

And, of course, I mixed it with Coke. I know! I know! But…under my dress and over my heels and under my wig…I’m a slob kind of guy.

Joanie came in and sat down. “Mix me one, too. Will you?”

I did, and delivered it, and we sat opposite each other, sipping, thinking.

I was a woman. She had me in a corset today, for the photo shoot, and that gave me an hour glass figure.

My nails were done. They had insisted on that, to, for the photo shoot.

I watched my fingers as I held the glass of bourbon. I rolled the glass, and was amazed at how sexy my now long and slender fingers were.

She sipped.

And we were silent.

I think that was the moment that changed it all. But I still had some resistance left.

“I’m not going to let you out of that chastity tube until you let me fuck you.”

“I know,” I agreed.

“And your days of running around like a man are over.”

“I figured,” I said. I was leaving little traces of lipstick on my glass.

“I love you, but this has got to happen.”

I finally responded with, “If I let you fuck me you’re going to steal my manhood.”

“Hell! I’ve already got your manhood. You are the woman, and have you noticed how I’ve been dressing lately?”

I had. She wore pants as often as not. She wore very little make up, or severe make up. She was pulling her hair back in a bun, and I had the feeling that she was going to get it cut short. Long enough to still be a woman, but short enough to be a butch woman.

“I’m going to go even more masculine. I’ve been thinking about taking up weight lifting. I want you to eat salads and do Yoga.”

I looked up at her. We could feel things shifting around, our psyches making adjustments.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because the world is changing and I want to be in charge.”

“Why do I have to be a woman? Why can’t you be in charge and I be a man?”

“Because that is the way the world is built. Men fuck women, and woman lay there and take it. I want to be the fucker, and I want you to lay there and take it.”

I nodded. Then, “Something stops me. I can’t quit. I can’t just give up like that.”

We had another drink. God, I loved that stuff.

She said, “Okay. Then do something for me. It’s a little something, but I think you’ll be able to give up that much.”

“What?”

“Wear a butt plug.”

I blinked. I was wearing a chastity tube. I was in make up, and I had the feeling that she was going to keep me in make up, and even make me do my own make up.

“It won’t hurt, but it’ll get you used to being able to have something in your ass.”

“What kind of butt plug?”

“There’s different kinds. We can start off with simply jewelry, you’d look fucking gorgeous with a big, blue diamond in your rectum, showing whenever you bent over.”

I nodded. “I’ll think about it.”

Thinking, in this universe, is considering, and considering is halfway to an already made up mind.

On a Tuesday we sat down in front of the computer. She selected three butt plugs. One of silver with a beautiful, blue diamond on it. One called a prostate massager, and one a big bulbous thing.

And they arrived on Thursday. I will always remember the day I went on all fours on the bed and she placed my first butt plug into me.

The diamond. Firm, but filling. And exciting.

She lubed me up excessively, slid the thing in, and there I was.

I stood up, and immediately found the world different. Every step I took was awkward, and a thrill. That plug rubbed me the right way right from the get go.

Joanie grinned. She saw the look on my face. Shock and awe, and…hap-hap-happy!

“Come on, let’s go for a walk.”

We walked around the block. It was dusk and not too many people recognized us, and we were almost home when we passed the Johnson’s house.

Billy Johnson. I had played golf with him. And now he stood in a skirt, a male shirt, and heels, and watered the lawn.

He squinted at us. “Hey, Brian.”

Joanie pulled me to a stop.

“Hi ,Billy. Where’s Samantha?

“She’s right here. “Hey! Sam! Come out?”

In a minute Samantha Johnson was on the lawn. Billy turned the water off and the two women engaged in chit chat, but it wasn’t just any  kind of chit chat.

“Why don’t you sign up for weight lifting with me?”

“Oh, Billy didn’t like the skirt at first, but he’s coming around.”

“He’s going to love make up. When he’s ready, of course.”

And I noticed that Samantha was wearing slacks, and it looked like her breasts were bound. Her chest was flat. And Billy…did Billy have bumps?”

Oh, my God! He did!

While the girls were talking I asked Billy, “Do you have breasts?”

“Half the guys on the block have breasts,” he answered in a docile way. “But mine are going to be real. Hormones can do such wonderful things…”

I goggled, but it was dark enough that he didn’t notice my shock.

Billy Johnson. The original stud. Brought cheap ass beer to all the football games. His wife always walked three feet behind him.

Later, at home, I thought about it. Half the guys on the block were getting boobs, or wearing dresses, or…or engaged in some act of femininity.

What the hell had I done?

And yet, I hadn’t done anything so much as provide an ignition point.

Men didn’t become feminized unless they wanted to be feminized. I was the outlier, the anomaly, because Chuckles had tricked me into it. But now that I had done it, others were following along. So they must have wanted to be feminized all along.

I was just the excuse for them to release their inner demons. Or maybe I should say ‘demonesses.’

Huh.

At that moment I was sitting on the swivel chair in front of my computer. Joanie was getting us a couple of more drinks, and I felt a warmth engulf my ass. A heat. A wonderful, exciting, life giving heat.

Almost like an orgasm, but soft, gentle, and fulfilling.

The butt plug. I was sitting on it, and it felt so good that I was actually squirming a bit, and in the squirming was trying to get more feeling, and I was.

Oh. I felt another warm, little flush back there. Down there. Wherever my asshole was. I wiggled again, and again I felt that electric warmth just sort of explode through my body.

Joanie entered, carrying the drinks, and she saw the look on my face. “What?”

“I think I’m having some sort of anal orgasm or something.”

I described the sensations, and she said, “That’s like what a woman’s orgasm feels, except a lot stronger.”

“Oh…oh…!” My eyes glazed over.

“Brian. Do you want to drink this drink? Or do something about those little almost orgasms you are having?

And I did something I never expected. I turned down bourbon. “Do something about it,” my teeth were actually shivering with the sensation warming up my hole and my whole body.

She put the drinks down, took my hand and helped me up. And I did have to be helped up. These wild surges of ‘almost’ orgasm were getting stronger.

She led me down the hall and into the bedroom. She felt my head. “Baby, you are burning up.”

“I’ve got the fever,” I moaned.

“Climb up on the bed and let me put my dick on.”

I climbed on to the bed. I knelt on all fours, facing in, and waited.

Joanie took out a strap on and put it on. She adjusted the buckles, then took out a dildo.

“How about this?” she asked.

It was about the size of my cock. My cock when it wasn’t bound by a chastity tube, that is.

I nodded.

“Okay. Let me get some lube now…”

She took out the butt plug and slathered the goop on my ass. She smushed it into my hole. She was gentle and stroked my thighs as she lubed me.

The warm, little sensations stopped shivering me, but now I was shivering for another reason. I was shivering because I was a virgin about to get plowed.

“I’m going to be very gentle,” she explained. “I’m going to go very slowly, and you have to talk to me, let me know what you like and what you don’t. Okay?”

“Okay,” I gulped.

She moved up against me, and I could feel the big penis, it sure felt big, touching my crack. Then she lifted it with her hand, aimed it, and it was touching my brown hole.

“Here we go, lover. It’s just like the butt plug, but a little longer.”

I felt the head slide in. For some reason, probably because I didn’t know what was going to happen, I wasn’t rigid, or tight, and it felt good.

It felt like somebody was stretching it out, opening it up, and the nerves liked it. Heck, the nerves never felt anything like that, so why wouldn’t they like it?

“Oh,” I groaned.

She waited. She massaged my back. She rubbed my thighs. “How’s it feel, lover?”

“Oh, God. I can hardly breath.”

“It’s going to get better,” she whispered, and she slid an inch into me.

I arched my back, surprised at how good it was feeling.

“Breath, baby. Relax. And open up for Momma.”

She pushed another inch into me.

She reached down and grabbed my chastity device. She held it, moved it around, let me feel the pale sensations of my dick, then she shoved another inch into me.

“We’re almost there, honey. You’re going to be a woman, in the truest sense of the word. How does that make you feel?”

My constant and increasing horniness, being trapped and desperate and wanting it so bad, the next words popped out of me.

“Oh…oh…give it to me.”

She slid all the way in. I felt her thighs against the back of mine. I felt the fake balls of her dildo. Most of all, I felt that warmth I had felt, those little ‘almost’ orgasms, started to build.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” I blurted. The words were forced out of me by the intense pleasure in my rectum.

“That’s it, baby.” She began to pull back, to move it out of my ass. Slowly, gently. I felt the big, plastic veins on the side of the cock slither along the sides of my hole. All the nerves were firing. I grunted, and pushed my hips back. Don’t take it out! I want it! Give it back!

She did give it back. Gently, she pushed it in. I began trying to figure out how to move my hips to increase the sensation. The warmth was building, building, and I was having trouble thinking.

I wanted that ‘almost’ orgasm to become a real orgasm.

Was it an anal orgasm? A prostate orgasm? Something else? I didn’t know. I just knew that I wanted it.

“Honey, I know what you want,” she whispered as she fucked me. “And the only way to get it is to submit. Give me your power. Admit that I am in charge. If you do that then you will receive your true reward.”

I was grunting and groaning now, and even starting to slam backwards, engulfing her cock, then almost spitting it out. Engulfing and receding.

The warmth grew and grew. I felt my thighs trembling, jerking violently, and then it hit.

The warmth became a bright, beautiful sun. As I was engulfing cock with my man pussy, so the sun of orgasm was engulfing me.

I collapsed forward, and she rode me down, keeping her cock in me, driving it deeper with her weight. I lay there, my whole body shaking, and let the feeling go through, a vast ocean, warm, deep, never ending.

Finally, Joanie pushed off me, withdrew her cock.

I sighed, suddenly feeling empty.

She took off her strap on, smiled, and said, “Okay, honey. It’s all done now.”

And it was. She had my power. I felt rendered, taken apart, and what was left was soft and glowing.

I asked her, in a soft voice, “Will I ever get back inside you? Will you ever let me fuck you again?”

She chuckled. “Do you really want your power back?”

I shook my head.

“But don’t worry, I’ll keep fucking you. Would you like that?”

“Yes.”

And she smiled and helped me off the bed.

END
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He lactated, he grew breasts…

He Became a Woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“What is that?”

Harris looked down to where I was pointing. On the front of his shirt were two little damp spots.

“I don’t know,” he answered, feeling the material with his thumb. “It’s wet.”

Harris wasn’t one of these big, bulky guys. He was slender, very whiplike, and even sort of like me. I mean, we could have worn the same clothes, except that he couldn’t fill out the boob part of my apparel.

I stepped over to him and looked at the spots. They weren’t under the pectorals, or any place that would have been sweat. They were right over the nipples. Now how could a nipple sweat?

I felt the material and frowned. Yes, just moisture. I leaned forward and sniffed, and my eyes opened in surprise. I squeezed the wet spot, then licked my finger.

“What?” he asked in confusion.

“It’s milk.”

“What? No!” He touched one wet spot and sniffed, then licked. His went wide. He sniffed  the other spot, then sniffed and licked. “Oh, my God! It is!”

“But how can that be?” I asked. I began unbuttoning his shirt.

His head was down as he watched my nimble fingers undo the buttons. “I don’t know,” he mumbled.

Harris is a gentle soul. He talks softly, and even his features are soft. It really is a delight to find a man like him, kind and considerate, in this world of bullies and louts. I was very tired of the ‘think they are God’s gift to women’ types of guys I was besieged with before I met him.

I opened his shirt front and looked at his nipples. Dark, erect, sort of sexy the way they stood out, and…a droplet of liquid formed on one  as I watched.

“Holy crap!” he blurted. He sounded very worried.

For whatever reason, I took it in stride. “Looks like you’ve sprung a leak.” My tone was quite droll.

“Yeah, but this…this is weird!”

I touched the droplet, transferred it to my mouth, and sucked it. Yep. That’s milk. Baby juice. Tit squeezings.”

“But that can’t be! I’m a man.”

“Yes. You are. There’s no arguing that. But you seem to have female nipples.”

He reached up and placed his fingers around his nipple. He squeezed and another drop came out.

Suddenly I realized he was wavering. His knees were buckling and he was in danger of fainting.

“Hey! Hey!” I yelped, and I put my hands on his arms and lifted.

He came to himself, but he was sort of loopy. “This is…something is wrong…guys don’t…”

“Hey,” I said softer, still holding him. He seemed strong enough, but men fainting is sort of scary. I mean, they are supposed to be rocks. Of course, the rock might be a little shaky considering the milk coming out of his…his tits.

There. I said it. Tits.

“But what am I going to do?”

“Go on the internet. If it looks serious, go to a doctor.”

So we looked on the internet, and…it was weird.

“This says that I’ve got to produce something called prolactin to induce lactation. Is lactation milk?”

“Yep,” I answered. I was looking at the screen, tracking his reading, and a drop of milk dripped from his nipple.

“Holy fuck!” He whispered, “This is getting bad!” And it was. Both nipples were producing about a drop a minute. Not much, except that he was a man and should not have been producing anything.

“Get a cup and collect some. I’ll work the computer.”

He went to the kitchen and got a shot glass, then returned. He sat next to me, the shot glass pressed up under his nipple.

Drip.

I focused on the screen. I mused out loud, “Domperidone can be used to increase milk production. Normally during puberty this kind of thing happens.”

“I’m past puberty,” he complained.

I looked down at his pants, He had an obvious erection and I grinned. “Yep.”

He looked embarrassed, first he had milk coming out of his male boobies, and now he had a big erection. “I don’t mean to be hard,” he whispered.

“Well, you’re hard.” I observed, then I looked back at the computer screen. “Can be caused by hyperthyroidism….something to do with the pituitary…hmmm.”

I looked at the glass under his nipple. He had a few drops in it already. It looked like he was producing faster, visibly faster.

“Donna,” he whined. “I don’t like this.”

“Hey, it’s okay. We just need to do our research and find out what’s causing this.”

“But…what if we can’t?”

“Come on, Harris, buck up. Let’s keep reading.” He stared at the drops forming on his nipples. One nipple was getting caught by the glass, the other was dripping on his thigh. “Go back and forth. Catch as much milk as you can.”

He started switching the glass back and forth, and I read out loud: “A South American man subbed as wet nurse after his wife fell ill. Male missionaries in Brazil were the sole milk supply for their children because their wives had shriveled breasts. And there’s a 38-year-old man in Sri Lanka who nursed his two daughters.”

“Oh, crap,” Harris blurted. The shot glass had an eighth of an inch of milk on the bottom.

“Uh oh.”

“What?”

“Here’s a piece…one gal says nipple stimulation can create milk…and here’s a guy who says there has to be some sort of a hormone spike. How weird.”

I was absorbed by my reading, but Harris wasn’t taking it easy. Well, who could blame him? He’s a guy guy and then he’s giving milk like he’s got a pair of tits.

I leaned back and looked at Harris from the side. His pecs were a bit swollen.

But of course. They would be swollen if they had milk in them.

I turned back to the internet.

“Lot of data here, but none of it makes sense. Nipple stimulation causes a prolactin spike, which sort of reconciles what these other guys are saying, uh oh…”

“What?” Harris blurted. He really was getting wigged out.

“Easy, Harris,” I whispered. “There’s just a guy who says that liver disease could be a culprit, and here’s another one that says if you take thorazine that’ll effect the pituitary gland and…hmm.”

“What? What?”

Man, he really was getting freaked. I turned to him. “Harris, you are healthy. And you haven’t been taking thorazine, which is an anti-psychotic. You haven’t have you?”

“No!” he was a bit shocked that I would even ask. We’re sort of health food nuts.

“Then it is probably just stimulation of the nipple resulting in prolactin, which is a hormone spike, and that’s all it is.”

“But how do I make it stop?” he whimpered. Tears were coming from his eyes.

“We’ll find a way. Look,” I took his arms again. “We’ll go see a doctor. I’ll make an appointment first thing tomorrow.”

“Then we shouldn’t go to the hospital?”

I laughed. “No. No, Harris. No 911. No ambulance. Just relax. Heck, by tomorrow morning it will probably have stopped.”

So he sniffled a bit, and couldn’t relax, so I did the only thing I knew that was guaranteed to relax him. I reached into his lap and grabbed his cock.

“Hmm. Seems like we should be talking about a different kind of milk.”

“Hey,” he protested, but it was a weak protest.

“You do seem to be awfully hard. Is that linked to the milk?”

“What? No! Well, I don’t know. I don’t…” he was blathering a bit, so I stroked him, and he sighed.

“You’ve got aa bit of milk collected there. Maybe you should put it aside and we can get on with something else.”

I was lusting, and he liked that. He put the glass aside—it was almost quarter full now, enough for a sample to take to the doctor—and droplets promptly fell.

“Uh…this might get messy,” he said.

Crap. I was getting into his cock.

Harris really had a most delicious cock, and there was a reason for that.

Women always say they want the biggest cock. They look at black men with their huge tools and dream of foot long subs. But that’s not scientifically sound.

It has been scientifically proven that a cock that is as little as 4.6 inches and no bigger than 5.2 inches, brings the most pleasure.

Go on…look it up.

A big cock may be a selling point, but the fact is the 4.6 cock provides the best stimulation. Apparently it is the perfect size for maximum fucking…and provides the biggest bang for the…inch.

It’s sort of understandable, actually. A big cock stretches, and the nerves are all strung out. A small cock wiggles around in there, no stretch, and the nerves all yell yippee. At least that’s what I think.

Harris’s cock was exactly 4.6. And he has given me the best orgasms of my life. Far better than the big studs with their base ball bat cocks.

And, here’s a little blessing, I could easily deep throat it, so he was getting the most bang for the inch, too.

It was compact, tidy, and caused me to squirt. More a woman could not want.

So why was it so hard now that he was producing milk? That was the mystery. Was it some reaction to…to some hormone spike? Did he have some kind of a tumor? Had he been taking thorazine without telling me?

But, put that all aside, the point just made had been: ‘This might get messy.’ Fortunately, I had a solution.

“Don’t worry. Keep catching your milk, and give me a second.”

I jumped up and ran out to the garage as he put the shot glass under his nipples again.

I came back in a minute later, and I tossed a bra at him.

“What?” he squeaked.

“My sister left it. It’s a nursing bra. It’s got padding to absorb excess milk. Come on, let’s—“
“I’m not putting that on!”

I blinked. “Why not?”

“It’s…it’s girl clothes! It’s underwear! I can’t wear a bra.”

I started to chuckle.

“What’s so funny?”

“Men wear bras all the time. Sports bras. They use them to hold devices to measure the various things athletes measure. Heart rate, that sort of thing.”

“No they don’t!”

“Look it up.”

He shifted the shot glass to the other hand and typed in the question, ‘Do athletes wear bras?’

Yup. They call them athletic vests, but they are bras. It if walks like a bra, talks like a bra, then it’s a bra. Period.

“Holy…” he mumbled the rest of that dirty word under his breath.

“So you need to wear this…”

“I don’t want to!”

“So you want to drip all over the place? Leave a wet trail so you can find your way home?”

“Well…”

“Come on, I’ll think you’re even more of a man if you wear a bra. I mean, if you’re man enough to wear women’s clothes then you’re really pretty secure in your man-ness.”

“Well, but…”

He burbled a bit, but his boobies were leaking, and he finally had to face the facts: he needed a bra.

So I slipped the straps over his arms, fastened the back, and adjusted it.

It was almost a perfect fit, which sort of surprised me.

My sister is a big, healthy girl. She’s not much taller than me, and slender, but she’s got a world class set of ta tas. Bigger than mine, and that was for sure.

But though the cups were a bit big, they still almost fit. I think it was a certain amount of stretch, his chest was a couple of inches wider, and maybe his boobs—pardon me, his pecs—were more swollen than I thought, but…he almost fit into her bra.

Well, whatever. I slipped a couple of pads into the bra and stepped back, and took a breath.

“What?” he asked, looking up from the bra at me.

“Nothing. Nothing.” But it was something. Seeing him in a bra did something to me. It made me warm and tingly down in the monkey knuckle. In fact, it made me a bit wet.

“No, really. You’ve got a look on your face.

I undid his pants. They fell to his ankles as I grabbed his cock, went to my knees, and began sucking. I mumbled, over my mouthful of perfectly sized cock, and over his moans, “it’s just that you look so hot like this!”

“I do?” he gasped.

“Oh, yeah.” I took his whole cock in my mouth, easily. And I felt his balls, squeezed them enough to make his knees weak. “I’ve never seen anything so hot!”

“Well,” he gulped, “I’m feeling hot, too.”

I took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He came along easily, a big grin on his face. It was much easier, apparently, to think that he was going to get some, instead of thinking he had a tumor in his pituitary.

In the bedroom I spun him around and attacked his mouth. Honestly, I had never felt so hot. I squeezed his tits as I raped his mouth and he groaned loudly.

“What?”

“That feels good!”

I grinned. “Maybe having boobers is fun.”

A moment of panic on his face, but panic always gives way to lust.

I pushed him back on the bed and crawled over him. I knelt over his teeny weeny for a moment, anticipation is half the fun, then began to sink down.

I have seen pornos of women taking big cocks. They gasp, and it looks like they are in pain. But I, with Harris’s perfectly sized cock, felt no pain. I just felt the wonderful sensation of him poking up into me. I had the room to wiggle, and I stimulated all my nerves, and his eyes were wide with pleasure.

“Fuck,” he said. “How can one woman feel so good?”

“Practice,” I gasped, and I began to ride him.

I like being on top. I like controlling the action. I like being the one who decides how deep, how much tilt, how much circling and corkscrewing. And I was really liking this right now.

And he liked it. He liked to just lay there and let me do the work.

The only difference, this time, was that I was feeling hia boobs, and he wasn’t feeling mine.

I leaned forward, put my weight on his cups. I could feel his erect nipple through the thick pad, and I pushed my hands around, actually causing the pad to slide back and forth.

“Oh, my fucking…” His eyes rolled back in the sockets and he started to squirt. And squirt. And squirt.

Fuck! He had a tendency to cum fast, but not this fast!

I tried to hurry, because I knew he would shortly be soft, but I didn’t have to worry. His dick did not go soft, it remained hard, and I kept rubbing my pussy over it. A long minute of fucking, then, my hands rubbing on his chest again, he started to cum again.

“Oh…oh…” his eyes rolled back and his legs began to tremble. Shit, he was cumming harder!

And I knew he was going to get softer really quick now. I mean, two orgasms?

But he didn’t get soft, and I started to marvel. His dick was still rock hard, harder. No bigger, but plenty harder, and I worked my hips over that sucker, I sat on him and drilled myself with his tool. God, it was good, and I placed my hands on his chest and…fuck! He was soaked! He not only had a hard cock…he was producing more milk!

And that just made me hornier! He might be getting wetter on the chest, but I was getting wetter between the legs.

I ground down hard. And I pushed on his breasts, and I squeezed, and maybe it was my imagination, but it felt like more milk was coming out, and…he orgasmed yet again!

I was shocked, and though I hadn’t cum, I rolled off him.

“Oh, God. Oh, God.” He whimpered and put his arm over his eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Why’d you stop?” he whined.

“I’m sore,” I lied. I was actually just worried. This was different sex, weird things were happening, and I wanted to figure things out, or at least see a doctor.

His hips were moving up and down, he had a desperate look on his face.

I laid against him and said, “Shhh. Take it easy.”

Slowly, he began to come down from the…the sex high he had been.

A little later—we had changed his bra pads, they were getting soaked—we lay in bed. He was drowsy, which was normal, considering that he had just cum several times. My mind was awake, buzzing, wondering.

What the fuck was happening?

Harris starts producing milk, and at the same time he turns into a priapic satyr. And that seemed sort of connected.

But…what the fuck was going on?

I am not a big believer in doctors. I had an aunt, got a clean bill of health, and had cancer two months later. What the fuck? Why didn’t the doctors catch it?

And my brother fell on his shoulder, broke the crap out of it. He went to over 20 doctors and none of them could tell him what was wrong. He said, ‘I fell on my shoulder and it feels like I broke something. They gave him X-rays, told him it was his neck, and refused to give him any pain killers. A physical therapist finally told him he was missing a ligament, and…bingo. A simple and quick operation and he was cured.

That little episode, if you look at the number of doctors that looked and missed the problem, even though he told them exactly what what was wrong, put the doctors at less than 5% efficiency.

About as good as a witch doctor.

So I’m not a fan of the quacks, but they were our only recourse. After all, the internet had told us what was wrong, but not how to fix it.

That said, we entered the doctor’s office at ten o’clock the next day, filled out forms that had to do with Harris’s grandmother and grandfather, and waited.

By eleven o’clock he was ready to see us. We walked in and sat down, and inspected the doctor.

He was a big fellow. Real chubby. Really swung a big spoon.

“What’s the problem, Harris?”

“He started lactating.”

The doctor frowned. “Hmm. Can you take off your shirt.”

Harris took off his shirt and sat there in his bra.

“Hmm,” said the doctor. “If you can take your bra off?”

“You’ll get wet.”

“That’s okay.”

Harris slipped the straps down and lowered his bra, and the milk was dripping. Really dripping. We had changed his pads before we had left the house, and they were soaked. I reached into my purse for some more pads. If this kept up he was going to need to double up on the pads.

The doctor felt Harris’s boobies—and I call them that because they were boobs. They weren’t just swollen, they were big and round. They were boobs. Maybe a B cup.

A spritz of milk squirted out and got on the front of the doctor’s white coat.

The doctor looked down in surprise.

“Sorry,” said Harris.

The doctor frowned some more, and gently palpated Harris’s boob, and milk kept flowing out.

“Well, I never,” said the doctor, which wasn’t too encouraging. “And this started last night?”

“Yeah. My chest was a little sore a couple of days before that, but no big deal. I thought I might have pulled a muscle.”

“Tell me, what kind of foods do you eat?”

“Almond milk, herbal tea, a lot of whole grains, leafy greens. We supplement our diet with nuts and seeds, and we like legumes.”

The doctor nodded. “You need to change your diet.”

“What?” I blurted.

“Harris is eating foods that stimulate prolactin. I suspect there’s a lot of estrogen in your diet. These things effect feminine hormones.”

“So he’s eating girl foods and turning into a girl?”

The doctor lowered his face and looked over his glasses. “That’s a little strong, but…yes.”

“So if we just feed him hamburgers and steak and big, thick, fat, rich, chocolate milkshakes he’ll stop acting like a—sorry Harris—a girl?”

“Pretty much.”

“What happens if I don’t change my diet?”

“More milk? Your penis and balls might shrink. Basically, you’ll go through a sort of girl puberty.”

“Are you shitting me?” I blurted.

He blinked. He was used to people going along with his line of bullshit. He obviously had never met a real woman.

“I’m sorry?” he tilted his head.

“Put your bra back on,” I commanded Harris. He had heard my tone of voice and he quickly slipped the straps up over his shoulders and began pulling on his tee shirt.

“What is—“ the doctor started, but I wasn’t going to give him a chance.

“You tell us my man is turning into a woman because he’s eating girly foods. Have you ever listened to your own self, Mr. Voodoo Witch Doctor?”

“I assure you that I—“

I grabbed Harris’s hand and began dragging him. He wasn’t completely dressed, but that was okay.

“Fuck you and the horse you rode in on…”

He actually stood up and followed us, and I think he wanted to say something, but I was on a roll.

“And fuck the horses your nurses rode in on, and fuck your wife and your daughter and the retard you call your son. And fuck your insurance company and your medical supplier and…”

I went on and on, and Harris and I walked out. Behind me everybody was staring with goggle eyes, but that’s okay. I felt pretty good.

The interesting thing is that if the doctor had just done a few tests, instead of laying his stupid opinion on us, everything could have been figured out pretty quick.

“Wow, you really unloaded on him.”

“He was an asshole,” I said, as I drove the car through traffic.

“Yeah,” but Harris wasn’t convinced. Tell the truth, he wasn’t much of anything. He had no idea what to think. “But what do we do now?”

“Well, let’s examine this food thing, and other drugs. We’re going to have to do our own research, though.”

So we did our research. Interestingly, there was some truth to what the doctor said. Harris was eating health foods, and health foods were high in estrogen, but enough to turn Harris into a girl? Nope.

So we went on the net and started talking to people, and we were surprised by how many men were growing boobs. It was almost a national epidemic. Not big boobs, just a bit of fat. And guys were taking care of this thing was mastectomies. Their boobs got big and they would just hire a doctor to do a little nip and tuck, or slice and dice, or whatever doctors called their operations these days, and that was it.

But we didn’t want some quack cutting into Harris. No way.

But we had to do something. His breasts were getting bigger.

“I need another bra,” he said, one night after dinner.

I checked him out. Weird to say it like that, makes me sound like the perverted male checking out the female, but…I looked at his frame.

His breasts were definitely getting bigger. They were Ds, and if they kept going they might end up being double Ds. Or even bigger.

“How’s the milk flow?” I asked.

“Down a little.”

“Well, that’s good.”

We went shopping the next day, and searched for a thick, sturdy bra with big pads for absorbing the milk. We were walking through the store and Harris made the interesting remark: “You know, it’s sort of horny to feel my jugs bouncing.

“What?” That sort of surprised me.

“Yeah. I used to watch girls walk, and they’d jiggle, and I’d get off on it. Now I’m jiggling, and…it sort of makes me horny.”

“Like hard on horny?”

“I’m always hard on horny.”

That was true. Since he started leaking in the boobs his cock had not gone down. Lucky me. Although…I did get tired of him dripping on me, so I was mostly in the driver’s seat these days. Which he didn’t mind.

We stopped at a counter and we started picking up bras, pulling them to check the stretch, examining the pads that went with them.

“So are you getting less horny as you drip less?”

He stopped and thought about that. “I might be,” he finally begrudged.

Begrudged, and I started to realize something. He liked his jiggle. He liked his hard cock. Did he like having boobs? Well, nothing for it but to ask. I turned to him.

“Harris, do you like having big tits?”

He started to say no, but we have always been honest, and he closed his mouth, then said, “I guess I do.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!”

We picked out a couple of bras, and, thinking about what he had said, I picked out a half bra. Real thin, real sexy. I snuck it into the bag without him noticing.

Home again home again, jiggedy jig. Or maybe that’s jiggledy jig.

We walked into the living room and I tossed the bag on the floor, sat down in front of it, and went searching for the sexy half bra. I held it up.

“Whoa, what’s that?”

“I thought you might want too try something a little sexy.”

“That’s a lot sexy! Why don’t you wear it?”

“Because I can’t fill it.” That was true. He was bigger than me. Quite a bit bigger than me.

“Yeah, but…it’s got no pads! And my nipples will be out in the open!”

“Yep.”

He stared at me for a second, then shrugged. “Okay.”

I held it out and he took it. By now he was pretty good at putting on a bra. He fastened it in front, spun it, and pulled the straps over his shoulders.

A perfect fit…for a perfect tit.

His boobs were lifted and presented perfectly. They looked even bigger, and the nipples were hard and erect and pointing straight out.

“Wow,” he muttered.

“Double wow,” I offered. Once again, I was feeling that heat in the puss. That moisture. That pulse that told me life is good and who can I fuck!?

He walked through the house to the mirror and stared at himself. Unfortunately, he was leaving a trail of milk splatters. Every couple of feet there was a drop on the floor.

But I didn’t care. I was watching those boobs jiggle. Hell, he liked them…I LOVED them! Every step and they shook, they lifted up and bounced, and the shimmy of flesh went from one side to the other, depending on which foot he was putting down.

In the mirror he had a perfectly feminine body. His dick was hard, but it was small enough that his pants kept it down. Of course it might stick up in a dress…maybe…and I started thinking about dresses. And nylons. And…high heels. Oh, my fucking God! I wanted to see him in high heels!

“Honey,” I said from behind him.

He turned, and almost put my eye out with those nips.

I couldn’t help myself, I reached up and hefted his boobs. Perfectly female. Not male fat bags, but female breasts.

He dripped on my hands.

He stared at me. He could feel my horniness. He could see the lust in my eyes.

I brought one hand back and licked the milk off it.

He said nothing.

I squeezed one breast and a bit of milk pooled in my palm. Watching him, hoping I wasn’t grossing him out, I licked the milk.

“Wow,” he said.

And that was it. He was turned on. His cock was hard and his tits were dripping, and…I couldn’t help myself.

“I’m going to suck on your breasts.”

He was having trouble breathing, but he nodded. “Yeah. You should.”

It seemed like the world was slowing down, time was moving like molasses, I moved my head forward and down. My lips went around his nipple and I felt the liquid on my tongue.

It was sweet.

I pursed my lips and gave a little suck. A big squirt of milk shot into my mouth.

God, it was sweet. And it was warm.

“Oh,” he groaned. His knees bent a bit, but he managed not to fall. “Do that again.”

So I did, and I took my time. I sucked, and milk filled my mouth.

“Oh, God!” He blurted. One hand went out and pressed on the wall. His knees were shaking.

I was not just wet now, I was actually feeling like I was on the edge of an orgasm. My voice was husky when I said, “Sit on the bed.”

He looked back to make sure the bed was behind him, sat, and faced me.

I held his breasts, warm and full, and I knew they weren’t just big, they were swollen with milk.

“I’m going to breast feed on you.”

He was as if mesmerized, and his head bobbed up and down. The whole thing might have been weird, but he wanted this.

I bent my head, pushed him back, and took his breast in my mouth. With my hands I pressed on his boob, causing the milk to squirt into my mouth. I drank, almost greedily. I had never experienced anything so erotic in my life. Such a sweet taste. I drank for a long minute from one, then shifted to the other.

“Oh, that is so good. It makes me so hot.”

I felt his groin, and his dick was, as usual, standing tall.

“Here,” he said. “Lay sideways to me.”

He helped me lay sideways, and I continued to press on his milk sac. Then I felt his hand worming down between my legs. That was why he wanted me to lay sideways, so he could reach my pussy.

He snaked a hand between my pants and skin and touched my pussy. Oh, fuck! I felt lightening shooting through my frame. The feeling of an orgasm suddenly whelmed up and gripped me.

“AHH!” I grunted the sound right into his nipple. I reached down and grabbed his groin, began stroking his cock.

“Oh….oh…” he moaned as my mouth mashed on his boob and my hand jacked his prick.

For a long minute we did each other, and one of his hands went to one of my boobs. And there we lay, entwined, jacking, sucking, moaning, and then…“AHHHH!” I began to cum. I hadn’t been cumming much lately, having been so worried about Harris’s breasts, but now I was making up for lost time. Or lost cums.

Which started him off. He began to spew in my hand, his hips jerking, and we both shot our loads.


PART TWO

We lay in the after glow. Stunned by the violence and magnitude of our orgasms.

“I never,” I said.

“Me neither,” he agreed.

I still had my hand on his breast, and his hand was on mine. My other hand was out of his pants, and I rolled over and face him.

He watched me, and I think he knew I was about to say something that might be a wee bit significant.

“What?”

“Babe, you have the most glorious tits in the world. So why are we so concerned?”

He blinked, and his eyes got a far away gaze.

“I mean, why are we fighting this, when it’s giving us so much fun.”

“So I should embrace my boobs.”

“Babe, men stare at boobs, they envy boobs, and you’ve always been a boob man…and now you have boobs. So why fight it?”

“Are you saying I should…stop trying to figure out why they are and just…enjoy them?”

“I am saying exactly that…and more.”

“What more?”

“My theory is that you are giving milk because you’re going through some sort of puberty. That might stop with time, but whether you produce milk or not—“

He interrupted me, “I like lactating.”

My turn to blink.

“I actually like the feeling of being full, and then draining the milk.”

I had noticed him milking himself in the shower a couple of times, and once in the afternoon I had caught him milking himself over the sink, his eyes closed with a dreamy expression on his face.

“So let’s do something about it.”

“Like what?”

“If we milk them regularly, they’ll probably keep lactating.”

“For as long as I want?”

“Yup.”

He thought about that, then whispered. “I like that idea.” Then he looked at me, “But…won’t I be a woman?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Don’t care. You’ve got a penis, and boobs, and that’s the best of both worlds.”

“I don’t have a pussy.”

I frowned. “Nothing to do about that. But…we can milk you, and you can wear bras…”

“All the bras I want?”

I smiled.

“And…” he was a bit hesitant, “what about wearing…other stuff?”

“What kind of ‘other stuff?’”

“Girly stuff.”

We were silent then, and we were making a big decision.

I said, “Girly stuff like nylons?”

“And…and garters. And a peignoir.”

It was started now, and I liked it. I had just cum, but I felt like cumming again. “And dresses.”

“What about make up,” he whispered.

“Yes. What about it?”

And we started chuckling. It was like a big, heavy weight had lifted off our shoulders. But he seemed very nervous about it.

“Okay, let’s research these boobs, and do it the right way.

After some thorough research we decided not to give Harris any extra estrogen. He had boobs, and his cock was working, and that was fine. We didn’t want to risk shrinking his already small penis.

But we did start a regimen of domperidone.

Domperidone is an illegal drug, but we simply ordered it through a European website. It has some warnings, so we got the best quality, and we were careful about dosages. And what was it for? Lactation.

We didn’t want bigger boobs, his were still growing. But we did want to encourage lactation. We wanted milk, and lots of it. I loved suckling his boobs, and he loved the feeling of being suckled. And I had the feeling that if we just kept him lactating that was going to keep hia boobs growing.

We would, eventually be proven right, and he didn’t take the drug for long.

He topped out at 39 G.

Of course 39, he had a male sized chest. A skinny male, but bigger than a female’s chest.

And G because his chest was wider than a females. It actually looked perfect. Of course, it might shrink to an F, which is right above double D, when he stopped lactating, but we weren’t about to stop his milk. We liked his milk.

We would frequently sit and talk for an hour in the evening while he pumped his breasts. And in the morning I stopped eating breakfast because I was getting all the nourishment I needed. Mother’s milk. Or, in this case, Daddy’s milk.

And Harris wore a bra all the time now. He had to. His boobs were just so big and heavy he had to support them at all times.

So life was good.

I had a man with the perfect size cock, and now the perfect size breasts. I could suck cock, or tit, all night long. Mmm.

But there was still the stigma of clothes. Isn’t it funny? His body is physically changes, but he’s worried about clothes.

Simply, he wanted to wear female clothes, but he was a little worried.

He had just started the domperidone, his breasts had popped out to almost their full size, and I tried to get him in a dress.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“You did when we were talking about it a month ago, and you’ve been dragging your heels.”

“Well, yeah, but…I don’t know.”

“So what are you scared of?”

He sighed. “Well, I don’t know, but…I’m still a guy, under it all, in my mind. And wearing a dress, it’s sort of like that will make me into a sissy?”

“A sissy?”

“Yeah. And I’m not a sissy. I’m not gay. I don’t—“

I started laughing.

“What?” His feelings were in danger of being hurt, but I didn’t care.

“Look, honey, you’ve got boobs. Nothing could be more feminine. And you’ve got a cock that won’t quit. That’s masculine. You’re not gay. You’re all man…and all woman.”

“But…I feel funky about it all!”

And there it sat. Him wanting to get dressed up, and not letting himself. And there it would have stayed. A frustrated position, to say the least. Then we met Arnold Keibler.

Who the heck is Arnold Keibler?

He was a guy at a restaurant.

We didn’t go out much, and when we did we chose small places with gloomy booths, and Harris would wear man clothes. He didn’t bind his chest or anything. He would often wear something bulky, but there was only so much you could do to hide a pair of ta tas like his.

So we’re sitting there, sipping a beer, talking about songs we loved, and the pizza arrived and we chowed down on that, and then we drank some more beer, and—

“Hi, guys.”

We looked up. Arnold was middle height, middle weight, had a quirky grin, and his head was ever so slightly tilted.

“I don’t mean to intrude, but I really need to talk to somebody.”

Now, I don’t know why we let him sit down, maybe it was that cheerful but respectful bedside manner of his, but we did. He laid his card on the table.

Arnold Keibler, PsyD

Doctor of Psychology

“You’re a doctor?” Harris asked.

I said, “I hate doctors.”

“Mostly quacks,” he agreed, putting me off my stride. I gazed at him suspiciously. “I had a mole on my neck. They gave me all these stupid talks about cancer and how I was going to die…so I cut it off with a pen knife. Boy, did they scream.” He laughed. “You’d have thought I had cheated them out of an office visit. Can I have some beer? I’ll buy the next pitcher.”

He was saying the right things, he seemed to have a sense of humor, so we agreed.

He was a good conversationalist. Laughed easily, had anecdotes, and after about fifteen minutes I asked him, “You said you needed to talk to somebody?”

We were into the second pitcher, and he had bought, and he nodded. “Look, I specialize in transgender counseling. Obviously, I need to understand things, and when I see something that’s curious, I need to ask questions so I can understand, and that helps me talk to my patients.”

“Oh, okay,” Harris was agreeable.

Me, being the more pragmatic, was still suspicious. “So what do we have that you need to know about?”

I knew where he was going, but he was being so nice and polite, and he was buying the beer, that I let him speak his piece.

“Do people give you a rough time about having breasts?”

Not how do you feel, but how do people treat you. That was circumspect, and even thought provoking.

“I try to stay away from people,” answered Harris.

“A wise decision,” nodded Keibler. “Do you find that men and women treat you differently?”

What the fuck? Now I was even thinking over the interactions Harris had had.

“Men are scared. Women are angry.”

Keibler blurted a laugh. “That’s perceptive. Why do you think that is?”

And Harris started talking and talking, and I even overcame my suspicion and started putting forth my own thoughts.

I think Keibler was honest. He was just interested in reactions to men with boobs, but when we started talking about our frustrations, he went right along with us, asked us questions, listened patiently, and it was like getting a free therapy session, right in the middle a pizza parlor.

And we didn’t see him after that. Just a one night stand, if you get my drift, but before he left he did say one thing that broke us out of all our frustration.

“Sounds like you’re intersex,” he remarked thoughtfully.

“What’s intersex?” we asked.

“Intersex is when a person is born with characteristics of both sexes. It happens to one out of 2,000 people. Maybe they have breasts, or testicles, or the hormonal balance is more appropriate for a different sex, or whatever.

“But I wasn’t born…” Harris stopped.

Keibler shrugged at the incomplete thought. “So it manifested later. But I’m really out of my league here. This is a question for a medical doctor. Just see your doctor, ask if he’ll test you for intersex characteristics,  and that’ll tell you.”

So we went back to the quack, and he looked a bit scared when he realized it was me, but I just said, “Test Harris for intersex characteristics. And he agreed, and a week later Harris took some tests, and a week after that we had the results.

Yup. Harris was a biological man with a few ‘quirks.’ Mostly it was hormonal, he zigged when he should have zagged thing, and none of this stuff had showed up for the first part of his life, but now he had reached an age, his body had decided to complain, and the hormones kicked in, and…boobs.

We arrived home, and went into the kitchen, and poured a couple of big, old bourbon and Cokes.

“Wow,” he said, after a big gulp. “I always thought I was normal.”

“You’re sure my idea of normal.”

“Even with these?” he hefted his cannons. They were super big and looked like they needed to be milked.

“Especially with those.” I eyed those mammaries hungrily.

He gulped more bourbon. “So I really am a half and half man.”

“I prefer to think of you as a half and half woman.”

He considered me. “You’re taking this pretty easily.”

“What? I should run down the street screaming because my man is extra sexy?”

“Well…sometimes I feel like running down the street screaming.”

“That’s just your female hormones.”

He was silent for a moment, then he said, “I guess it is.”

We sat, and drank, and were lost in our own thoughts.

Finally, he said, “So, what now?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do I cut off my boobs? Or lose my nuts? What do I do?”

“Why would you want to do anything?”

“Well, I’m half and half. I’m not one or the other. How do I get to be one or the other?”

I shook my head, actually a little bit confused by his question, and then I got pissed. I leaned forward and spoke right into his face. “Why on earth would you want to give up one for the other? You’re the best of both! Why don’t you get over this bullshit of thinking something is wrong and just go with it?”

Now he was confused. I had been so reasonable, and now I was in his face.

“But…but…”

I grabbed his ears, and I kissed him, hard. I savaged his mouth. I didn’t let him speak, or whine, or cry, or take control.

Then I reached down and grabbed him by the pants. I got a hold of a big hunk of material, and I could feel his cock in the mess. I dragged him through the house. Him on his tip toes, his mouth open, not understanding.

I sat down on the couch and pulled him, by the crotch, over my lap. I spanked him. And it was fun. I was suddenly tired of all the bullshit. I had been walking on eggshells, catering to his confusions, and it was time to stop.

I slapped his ass, and when he tried to wiggle out I grabbed the waist of his pants and pulled him back. He came back, but his pants came off, too. Oh, baby, there was his bare butt, and I was ready for that. I reached under him, grabbed his cock and pulled it down. He had no choice. He flattened out on my lap. Before I had sort of had him, now he was totally under my control, and I pulled down hard with one hand, and with the other hand I wailed away on that beautiful ass.

“Hey! OW! Stop!”

“Not a fucking chance. I’ve had enough of your bullshit.” And then I was laughing. All my emotions were released, all the bullshit was over.

He crawled off my lap and looked back at me. He rubbed his ass and his face was a mix of emotions. There were even some tears creeping out of his eyes.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

God, I felt good. I leaped on him, buried him under an avalanche of kisses. At first he thought I was going to spank him again, but I just wanted his cock.

While I kissed him I loosed my own pants, and then I was ready. I sank down on his penis and, man, did it feel good. After all the bullshit emotions, this was what it was all about.

“Hey!”

I pulled my blouse off and pulled his hands up and positioned them. He gripped my tits and squeezed, and I groaned. I could feel his cock, throbbing, pulsing, wanting to cum. But I wasn’t about to let him squirt.

I reached down and pressed on his boobs, and he started to squirt milk. I kept pressing and pressing, and his cries of protest changed into moans of delight.

Then, just when he was about to cum, I got up.

He looked up in confusion.

I reached down and grabbed him by the prick. “Come on, you asshole.”

I pulled him down the hallway, into the bedroom, and threw him into the chair in front of my vanity table. I sat on his lap and kissed him some more, then, when I was about to faint my own self, I stood up, grabbed his tits, and said. “You are my husband, and I have certain rights. And I have the right to make you up any way I see fit. Now sit here and shut up.

“But, I don’t—“

“SHUT!” I bellowed.

He sat, blinking, uncertain, turned on, wanting to cum and denied, and I reached under the vanity table for my nail kit. I placed his hand on the table and began pasting red nails on him. It was a bit sloppy, but it served the purpose, and his hands became slender, longer, and looked like bloody claws. Fucking sexy.

He was silent for about ten minutes. Long enough for me to press nails on his other hand.

“I don’t think I want to do this,” he whispered.

I grabbed him by the boob, milked squirted, and I snarled, “You don’t know what you want. You’re the intersex man. You’re half and half, and you can’t make up your mind which way you want to go. I’m tired of it, so I’m making up your mind for you. I’m going to do this, then you’ll have seen the other half, and you’ll know what you want.”

He couldn’t say much to that, and I began to work on his face. As long as he sat there and let me work I was gentle. When he started to complain, I got rough.

And always his cock was sitting straight up. And the more I worked on him, the more his cock throbbed.

I primed his face, put foundation on it, He was the canvas, and I was making him my masterpiece.

I put the color in his cheeks, then started working on his eyes. I mascara-ed him, I lengthened and thickened his eyelashes. I dabbed color onto his eyelids.

As time passed and he gave up talking, as he stared at the mirror at what I was making, I said conversationally, “I always thought your skin was too fine for a man. And your jawline is softer than a real man’s.”

“A real man’s?”

“Yup. Not a half a man, but a real man.”

“But…”

“Don’t get me mad. Just accept that you have a big slice of soft running through you, and learn to appreciate it, to take advantage of it.

He gulped.

I finished his eyes, and he sat there and looked at his face in wonder. To see himself en femme, it was cathartic. It was therapeutic.

“Good. Now sit there for a second. Don’t fucking move.”

I walked into the kitchen, made some drinks, then came back. He was sitting, staring, coming to grips with the truth of himself.

I handed him a drink and told him to drink up.

He gulped a couple of gulps, then placed the glass down, and I did his lips.

Oh, I could feel every single emotion he was going through. The protest, and the acceptance. The waning of confusion.

“Not bad, eh?”

He stared at his juicy, red, plump lips. He looked down at his lap. He looked up at me. “Fuck. I’m leaking down there.”

I laughed. “Your tits are leaking, your cock is leaky…”

He laughed, but it was a laugh on the edge of tears.

“Come, come,” I said, leaning down and once again touching my lips, gently, to his.

He looked up at me with such trusting innocence. He was in an alien land and he was starting to trust me to lead him through it.

“Come on, let’s get you dressed.”

I placed him on the bed and rolled stockings up his legs. I could see the wonder in his eyes as the sleek material encased his legs, gave an electric feel to his flesh.

I put a garter belt around him and attached the snaps. He looked down, and his cock was totally erect and beautiful. 4.6 inches of beautiful.

I Handed him some panties, and he stepped into them, pulled them up. His cock made a wonderfully obscene bulge.

I handed him his bra, the half one, and shortly his beautiful tits were peeking over the edge, dripping.

Then a dress. A yellow one with a cross over chest. I could see his wonderful cleavage, and a bit of the bra, and I didn’t care.

Then, high heels. It was the first time he had ever tried heels, and his balance was totally ruined. He tottered, and had to hold to me to stop from falling.

I just laughed, and got out the wig.

He stared at himself in the long mirror. He was tall in heels, svelte with big boobs, and his face was totally, utterly feminine.

“Nice,” I murmured, and I got out my ear piercing kit.

“You’re not going to—“

“I am. Now sit here and take it like a woman.

He was trembling now. but it wasn’t all fear. It was the release of pent up fears. It was the accomplishment of self.

I swabbed his lobes with alcohol and stuck the needle through. A drop of blood, and I fit my long danglies onto his ears. They sparkled and twisted in the light, silver lines with tiny, sparkling diamonds on the ends.

The other ear.

“Now for your nose…”

“What?”

I laughed. “Gotcha.

He stared at me, and I was totally taken by the transformation. He was beautiful. Or, she was beautiful. Sexy. Intoxicting.

If a man had seen her he would have fallen in love.

If a woman had seen him she would have fallen in love.

I saw her, and I was in love.

“Okay. Come with me.”

I walked her out to the garage and told her to get in the car.

“But where are we going?”

“Wherever I want.”

She sat, docile, and I drove through town. We went to Charley Coyote’s, the hottest nightclub in town, and I got out of the car and squired her into the place.

Oh, she was nervous. She was shaking like an earthquake and trembling like a leaf. But I just dragged her.

Enough equivocation. Enough confusion.

We walked into the nightclub and walked up to the bar, and the men waiting for a turn at the harried bartender parted. They simply saw us, two beautiful women, and they let us through.

I ordered us a couple of Singapore Slings and we took them to a table in a corner. The table was by one of the windows not obscured by ironwork, and high. The kind that are a foot higher than normal and that you have to sit with your heels on a rung. Your legs on display and your thighs clamped so as not to show your inner depths.

I sipped, and watched her.

Harris was sort of blank at first, undergoing shock, but she started to look around, and the alcohol worked, and she began to relax.

“Wow,” she said.

“You know,” I observed, “You were caught between what society expects, and you didn’t know which way to go. And I don’t care which way you go. I love you either way.

She sipped and watched the bar.

A young man came up and asked if Harris wanted to dance. Before Harris could get flustered I said, “We’re Lesbians. Don’t bother.” A smile quirked at the corner of his mouth. For a young guy he was pretty worldly, and he said, “Well, can I watch you kiss?”

I laughed, “You are such a pervert!”

He shrugged. I leaned forward, pulled Harris’s mouth to me and kissed her.

The man watched, grinning.

“Would you like to kiss me?” I asked.

“Sure.”

So I kissed him. He had a good mouth, and I enjoyed it. And when I drew back I could see the surprise on Harris’s face. I looked at her. “Would you like to kiss him?”

Harris’s mouth dropped.

“Please,” said the young man.

“Yes,” I said. “Kiss him, show him how the other half lives. Maybe he’ll convince you to go back to men.”

Oh, the delightful way I had tied Harris up with that statement. Still, she said nothing.

“Harris, kiss him.”

Harris was once again trembling. The young man moved towards her. He leaned forward, and he kissed. Gently, lovingly.

Harris kissed with her eyes open. Then I actually saw the young man’s tongue dart out, and I thought Harris was going to pee in her panties.

Then they broke, and the man went, “Woo! Good kiss!”

Then he was gone, and we were left alone.

“I don’t believe I did that,” whispered Harris.

“Believe,” I said. Then I put my glass down. “Are you ready to go home and let me have my way with you.”

“You want to make love?”

“Oh, God, no. I want to stick my dick in you, have my way, and be a man.”

Harris’s eyes were fluttering. I loved all the confusion and the way it was being resolved. I knew she was going to want to do this again, to go out as a woman. What a lucky person. She could go out as a man, or as a woman.

“I…I…”

“Whatever you want, we should go. You’re leaking.”

Harris looked down at her tits and actually jumped. She had two large wet spots centered over her nipples. “Oh…oh…”

I just laughed, she had been leaking the whole time and I thought that was super hot. I took her hand, and led her out of the nightclub.

We walked to the car, arms around each other, and I drove us home.

“You’re a real bitch,” Harris said at one point.

“Do you like it?” I responded. “Do you like it when somebody takes control and makes you do things?”

“I do. But I don’t know if I want that all the time.”

“Then some time you can take control. You can run me around and make me suck your cock and you can bend me over and teach me how to be a woman. But tonight it’s my turn.”

We arrived home, and I opened the door, took her hand, and led her through the house.

We stood in the middle of the bedroom and kissed, and I marveled at how soft her lips were, how feminine she was. Then I was helping her out of her dress. I moved her back to the bed, pushed her back, and she crawled, on her back, and propped herself up on her elbows. she watched me, and though I saw fear, I saw hunger.

“Are you really going to fuck me? Like a man?”

I had been wearing a dress, and I lifted it and began putting on a strap on. I had bought it the week before without knowing why, but now I knew. “Yes. I’m going to stick my dick in you and make you cum.”

She said nothing.

I stepped to her and pulled her panties down. Her large tits leaked, making her flesh glisten in the dim light.

I took the time to lube her thoroughly, and then I stepped between her legs.

“I’m looking forward to taking you doggy style some time, but this first time, I think you need to see what is happening.”

I grabbed her dick and lifted, and her hips lifted up, and I pushed my cock gently into her.

She gasped as she was opened up. I could see the surprise on her face. I could tell she liked it.

Then I was in. All the way. My plastic balls pressed against her ass.

“Oh, yes…” she whimpered.

I began to move in and out, and as I moved I stroked her penis.

Harris groaned with the urgency of it all. I had denied her earlier, and now she was super hungry.

“You can cum when you want,” I said.

“How…how…”

“Same way you always do. Just relax and let it happen.”

At first she was trying, but then she started to relax. I could feel the lessening of resistance in her man pussy, and I drove in and out, deep and hard. With each stroke her eyes widened. Her breath was coming fast.

“Massage your tits,” I commanded. “I want to see them all shiny with milk.”

Staring at me with love in her eyes, she began to press on her breasts, and the milk started to flow. It burbled all over her breasts, and she smoothed it out, rubbed it in, and her shiny tits glistened.

I kept driving in, stroking, and she kept squeezing her tits, then pulling on her nipples, and even more milk squirted out.

I leaned forward, managed to keep fucking and stroking even as I suckled her big tits.

She started to groan and hump. Her hips went up and down and she lost control. She reached up and hugged me, pulled me to her and wrapped her arms around me. It was all I could do to keep penetrating, sliding my hand up and down, and she came.

“Oh…fuck!…Oh…sweet heysoos!”

Her hips went wild, her legs jerked manically, and semen began to leap out of her penis. For a long minute she was like that, spasming violently, then she gave up, laid back, and just reveled in her new found self.

“Oh, God,” she said. “I love being a woman!”

I smiled, and drew my cock out of her.

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


He Asked Me to Feminize Him!

It was the best thing I ever did!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, I want boobs.”

I looked at Jeff, sighed, and said, “You already are a boob.”

“Har de har har. And I’m serious. I want boobs.”

I gave a bigger sigh, and hoped he would do something smart, like give me a million dollars. But, that possibility not likely, I put down my Grace Mansfield book and listened to him.

We were sitting in the living room at the time. Couch on the left, big screen over the fake fireplace, fake logs roasting on a screen in the fireplace. We had finished dinner an hour before, there was nothing on the television (is there ever?), and it was just a quiet night at home.

Quiet until my bozo husband says he wants breasts. I mean…sheesh!

Now don’t get me wrong, Jeff is a wonderful man. He’s not the largest, he’s always been slender and short, my own height, actually, but he is one of the brightest. He works on the internet, and he’s accumulated a pretty good fortune. Enough so that we live a life of ease, party when we want to, and go on vacations, and, well, basically we can do whatever we want.

But…boobs? For a man? Sounds like somebody was trying to have a bright idea.

“Okay, honey. Tell me. Why on earth would you. like to put a chest on that delightful man body?”

“I’ve been doing research, and several points come to mind.”

“And these points are?”

One, woman is ascending. Man is producing less and less testosterone.

Two, societal conventions are lifting and woman are proving themselves equal to men.

Three, I would like to identify with the incoming ruling class. I want to understand them so that I can better assimilate with…with the new rulers.

Four, uh…

He turned a little red, and I knew it was coming. The logical packaging had been presented, but here was the driving motive. “Go ahead,” I encouraged.

“Four…I’ve got a bad case of boob envy.”

Oh, his face was redder than a sunburned beet.

But, here’s the interesting thing, I was suddenly intrigued by the concept.

“Boob envy? What the heck is boob envy?”

“Well,” he forced himself to go blithely on, as if that would hide his face that was the color of Santa Clause’s butt after a spanking. “There used to be this thing called ‘penis envy.’ Freud described it. He said that young girls get very anxious when they realize that they don’t have a penis.

“Young girls…” Dubious is my middle name.

“Go on! Look it up!”

I leaned over and picked up my iPad. “Siri, what is penis envy.”

“I’m sorry, could you repeat that?”

“Siri, penis envy.”

“Something seems to be the matter.”

“Penis…envy…you prick.”

“My feelings are hurt.”

I picked up my cell, and had the same results. So I typed penis envy into Google, bypassed the ads, and shortly had my answer. Young girls get anxious when they realize they don’t have a penis. Freud.

I contemplated Jeff, who was looking smug and vindicated.

“Siri, what is boob envy?”

“I’m sorry. Could you speak more clearly?”

After a few more attempts I typed in boob envy.

‘When small chested girls constantly look at large-chest women.’

“I already looked it up.” Still red-faced, he was grinning.

“This is for girls. Girls who are envious of other girls who are bigger.”

“Oh, so you’re going to pull the prejudice card on me.”

“What?”

“Women can have it but men can’t. That sounds like prejudice to me.”

“That’s not…” I sighed. “You’re really serous about this.”

“Yep.”

I sighed. Seems like I was doing a lot of sighing this night. “Okay. You want boobs.” I lifted my cell and said, “Siri, how do men get boobs.”

Siri told me where a restaurant was, so I typed in the request.

Bingo. Drugs to take. Implants. Creams to massage on the chest. Fake tits on Amazon. And this surprised me.

It surprised me because for Amazon to have such a large and extensive and thorough list referring to men having boobs…somebody had to be requesting the information, which means that men wanted boobs.

Holy heysoos trying to put a rubber on a limp dick.

And it showed on my face.

“What?” asked Jeff.

I shook my head, started to say something, shut my mouth, and held up a finger.

Rarely has Jeff seen me at a loss for words.

I stood up and walked into the kitchen.

“Honey?”

“Just stay there,” I said, motioning him to remain seated.

I went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. Usually I like vodka, but the bourbon was the handiest, and Jeff always buys very expensive stuff, so…I filled a glass with ice cubes, added the bourbon, then washed the thing with Coke. I took a big glug, set the thing down and waited for my breathing to start again.

This bourbon was from somewhere called St. Augustine. It tasted like vanilla, cocoa and maple. Over Coke, of course. And I was going to have to drink more of it.

I took another sip, then made another drink and took it in to Jeff.

He smiled, and imbibed, and we smiled at each other. Over the bourbon.

“Boob envy,” I said.

I stopped smiling. He thought I was going to make fun of him. He thought I was going to ridicule him. But I wasn’t.

I looked at my cell phone again for the results of how a man could enhance his chest. I pulled up foods.

“Okay, if you want tits, we start with the easiest first, and get more complex as we go. First, here are the dietary changes you are going to have to effect.

“You are going to have to eat more processed foods. No more fresh fruits and vegetables for you.

“Soy. You have to eat LOTS of soy.”

He nodded his head, listened carefully. I think he was surprised at my attitude, but also grateful. At least he took what I was saying seriously.

“Eggs and dairy products.

“Oh, and here’s one you’ll like. Beer has lots of empty calories and estrogen.”

I went on, but those were the big ones.

“Now, listen,” I said when I was done with the list, “if you’re going to do this, if you want to be serious, then you change your diet, eat these things, and if your chest doesn’t grow we’ll try step two.”

He nodded, and his face was a curious mix of happy and ‘Oh, crap…what have I gotten myself into.’

“And…” I spoke significantly and his head rose a fraction as he gave me his full attention. “You’re going to have to wear a bra.”

“A…bra?”

I giggled inside. I had saved this for last. I actually figured it would put him off, make him forget this silly idea. But his face firmed up and he stated, “I can do that.”

“Okay. Then—“

“But I don’t have to wear one now, do I? I mean, I don’t have any tits, so…?” he shrugged expressively.

“Training bras, Miss Jeff.”

He frowned and made a moue. “Miss?”

“If you’re going to join the other sex then…” my turn to shrug.

And so it began.

The following day I dragged him down to Jennette’s Bras on Santa Monica.

Oh, he didn’t want to go, but I insisted.

“I was just going to order what I needed off the internet.”

“The internet is for people who wanted to experience the discomfort of wearing the wrong size.”

“But—“

“Do you want raw marks where your straps rub? Do you want underwire marks that you have to massage out?””

So I dragged him into the store, and once again he was as red as a fire engine.

But, I noted, as we walked between the racks of bras, he had a hose appropriate to a fire truck.

I mean, his cock was sprouting! All the feminine finery, it was effecting him.

Tell the truth, I probably wouldn’t have noticed, except the sales girls were looking at his pants and giggling. And I looked, and was a bit surprised at how horny these bras were making him. And I turned and felt him, and his eyes went wide.

“Getting a little horny, are we?”

He mumbled and turned redder, if that was possible.

“May I help you?” a lady of about thirty approached us. She was not just selling bras, she was modeling them. Good for business, I supposed. But then it only makes sense. Are you going to have girls with pancakes trying to sell mountains? No.

“We’d like to have my husband fitted for a bra.”

“Certainly, and then she surprised me. “Are you getting implants? Doing hormones? Or just wearing falsies?”

Why did that surprise me? Because she didn’t blink. And that meant that men had come here before. So I asked, “How many men come in for a fitting?”

“Oh, lots,” she ran a tape measure around Jeff’s chest. “This is Hollywood, you know.”

Well, I hadn’t thought about it, but…yes. Hollywood, where starlets had surgically enhanced chests, and the male stars were all gay. Or trans. Or actually females. Or…etc.

“You’re a 36,” she said. I told you Jeff was slender. “So…how big would you like to be?”

“Oh…” Jeff’s eyes lit up. Embarrassed, he was still digging this. The idea of big boobs was more exciting than embarrassing.

“I want two bras, to start,” I interjected. “I want a training bra, so he can feel it, and I want the biggest cups appropriate to the size of his chest, so he can see what he’s getting into.”

“Okey dokey,” and the girl went to work.

We went home, and Jeff was wearing the training bra. I drove, and he sat in the passenger seat with his own thoughts. And they were deep thoughts.

To put on a bra is a big step. For a girl it signifies an entrance to womanhood. Today I have a chest. Today the boys will start to stare at me, lust after me, and even put their groping hands on me.

For a boy, a man, it is a statement that he is no longer specific to the male gender. Today I am a woman…at least in appearance. Today I stand against all those males who stare and lust and even grope, and am now in danger of being stared at and…groped.

Deep thoughts.

I pulled into the drive,  parked the car and got out. I went around the car and opened the door for him and bowed. “Madam?”

He frowned, and got out of the car.

“You should swing the legs out first, then stand up.”

“Huh? Why?”

“Because you don’t want the boys to look up your dress,” I replied nonchalantly.

“Look up my…I’m not wearing a dress!” He protested, and I could tell that thought had got to him.

“Today a bra, tomorrow a dress, the day after…” I shrugged.

“Har de har har,” he grunted as he walked past me. I goosed his butt, made him jump, and I giggled.

“Hey!”

“Now, woman,” I snapped with a grin. “Get in that kitchen and make me a feast.”

“I repeat,” he groused. “Har de—“

“I mean it.”

He turned and stared at me. I had an amused, wry smile on my face.

“You are having us change our entire diet, so you are going to have to cook. And make sure you wear an apron. You don’t want to get your new bra wet.”

Oh, Lord. I had him.

“I’m…” and he stopped, and he thought, and he finally said, “I don’t know anything about cooking.

“No girl does, and then she learns. There are cookbooks, the internet, even cooking shows. Everything is in the fridge. I suggest you start with a salad.

He sighed. “I guess I’m really doing this, aren’t I.”

I smiled. I’ll take a whiskey on the veranda. And make it St. Augustine. With Coke. That’s pretty good stuff.”

He blinked.

“And you should have a wine spritzer. Got to watch your girlish figure, you know. Ta ta!” I gave a wave over my shoulder and went out to the patio.

He concocted the drink fair fast. He brought it to me, and I took it, sipped, and smiled. “You’re going to look lovely with long hair and red lips.”

His face sort of stopped. He said, “You should stop teasing me about all this.”

“All what?”

“About me wanting boobs.”

“No, dear. I should tease you harder. After all, if you’re going to present to the world you need to grow a thick skin. Besides, women have to get used to being stared at, their tits being stared at, and even men trying to place their hands on them. So consider this a friendly lesson in how to cope with a female world. That’s what you wanted, right? To understand the female world?”

He grumbled, and he retreated.

And I sat under the late afternoon sun and sipped my new preference: bourbon and Coke.

After the drink I went into the house, turned on the music, took off my clothes, and went back to the patio. I jumped in the pool and sighed with pleasure.

And it struck me.

This had all started as a bright idea, but it was turning into a lot of fun. It was like I was suddenly in charge. He was so busy trying to figure things out he just sort of blundered along. And there was I. The taker advantage of a blundering person person.

I smiled. And I looked up at the eaves around the edges of the patio.

On the corner was a wind chime, but the strings had long since worn away and the chimes were fallen and discarded. What was left was a bell.

I got out of the pool and walked over to the wind chime. I unhooked the bell, pulled the last bits of string off it, and rang it. Just like a bell for school.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

Nothing, but I could hear Jeff listening in the kitchen. so I did it again.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

Footsteps, and he appeared in the doorway. And stopped. And stared at my rather luscious figure. Yes, he was certainly a boob man, and he stared at my mammary glands as if they were important and even earth shaking. Well, I suppose they were earth shaking to him. “Is that you?”

“Yes, dear. I would like another drink.”

“Another…” He eyed the bell. Then he sighed and went back into the kitchen.

I lay down on a lounger and waited, and shortly he brought me a drink.

“Thank you, dear.”

He stood for a second, wanted to say something, then gave up. I suppose he assumed that the bell thing was a one time thing. But it wasn’t. Heh.

The salad he made wasn’t that bad. He had used a lot of mint, chopped a peach into the mess, added some other things that were boob friendly, and it was pretty good.

Of course it’s hard to mess up a salad, but, still…

“Wonderful, honey. You’re hired.”

He said, “Are you going to keep making fun of me?”

I paused, fork halfway to my mouth. I lowered the fork and considered, then I said, “I know I’ve been a bit…I’ve made fun of you. But I want you to consider something. If you really want to know what the ‘new rulers’ are like, you have to start where they started.”

Little lines appeared on his forehead.

“For the history of man woman have been property. They have had to toil, somewhat thanklessly, without pay, and their only reward was getting to shut up at night and let men poke their dicks into them and spit their seed. Which, as you might imagine, led to the some more problems, including the furthering of the race.

“Now, I am doing this for you. I am going along with you, and I admit I am having too much fun. And maybe I’ll even try to control myself. But, honey, this is what it is like being a woman, and you really should shut up, please, and learn to deal with it.”

“For how long?”

Hunh! That was a stumper. I was liking this, but…how long?

I put the fork in my mouth, chewed, and thought. I think my eyes may have even glazed over a bit. I finally said, “Until you become all woman. This is what you want.”

He sat there, hearing my words, and the wheels went around.

“How do you like wearing the training bra?” I asked, changing the subject.

“I…” he retracked, “It’s comfortable enough.”

“It wouldn’t be if you just bought it off the shelf.”

He was silent, but I knew something was cooking in there.

“What?”

“I don’t know…”

“Yes, you do. Now out with it.”

“I just…it seems…it’s too slow.”

I grinned. “Little girl is in a hurry to grow up.”

He frowned, so I got serious.

“Tomorrow you may wear the big girl bra with the breast forms, if you want to.”

And my words were more like, ‘if you dare.’

He sat there, and ate, but he was slow.

“Oh, hell. Go put it on now. Don’t wear anything else, just the bra and falsies.”

He actually grinned, and got up and left the room. Three minutes later he was back, and I caught my breath. He had not followed my instructions, he had pulled a tee shirt over his chest, but that was okay.

His body was stunning. He’s a slender man, but with big boobs he was a voluptuous woman. In the body, at least.

“I put on the tee shirt,” he spoke sheepishly, “because you could see the falsies too much. it looked too weird.”

“And this looks more natural.”

“Yes.”

And I looked down. His cock was as hard as I had ever seen it.

“Honey, do you like that bra? Or are you just glad to see me?

He grinned. “A bit of both,” he quipped.

I lifted up the bell and rang it.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

He blinked, and he would have refused, made a remark about how he wasn’t to be called like a maid, but…his dick was hard. And the air was as sexually charged as it could get.

He came around the table and approached me. He stood next to me, and I eyed that wonderful, big hunk of sausage.

I reached out, I touched it, and it throbbed, and a bit of pre-cum oozed out.

“Oh,” he said, gulping.

I stroked it, and his knees started to shake.

“You know, I just thought of a wonderful new salad dressing.”

“You can bottle it and sell it,” he said.

“I could,” I whispered, eyeing the tip of his cock as more pre-cum formed, and started to elongate in a long drool.

“Why don’t you?” he begged.

“Because…because…” he was pulsing, I could feel his churning balls and knew the semen was starting up the tube. “Because I’ve already got some dressing on my salad.”

I let go of his cock and he made the most delightful whining sound. It was just like the wind was whistling out of a tire. But better.

I looked up at him. “Better finish your salad, Sally.”

“Sally,” he murmured, walking back to the other side of the table, his knees stuff and his legs stumping.

And I ate, and watched him. Watched him watching me.

God, this was fun. This was making me wet and warm down there.

My own personal maid…a human sex toy, if I could keep him going.

And I thought that I could, because… it looked like he wanted it as much as I did.

We awoke the next morning, and I was excited with possibilities. I sat up, turned to my sleeping lug, and blurted. “You’re going to wear a dress today!”

He opened his eyes.

“And I’m going to make you wear the rest of women’s underwear. Not just a bra.”

“Honey?” he beseeched, but I don’t think he knew what he was objecting to. He was just objecting because we had sped up his little change.

“And make up!”

He turned over and snored. A fake snore, but it was obvious he was overwhelmed.

I laid down and hugged him, gripped his falsies—he had slept in his bra—and whispered, “Sorry. It’s just getting to be so much fun. It’s like I have my own life-sized barbie doll.”

“Ken doll,” he murmured through his pillow.

“Barbie!” I countered, and I shoved. He fell off the bed and landed on his backside.

“Hey!”

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo. Now get up and fix me breakfast.”

“Fix you…but…”

“You’re now the big boobed woman in this relationship, and I want breakfast.”

“Now listen…” he growled.

I spun around and sat on the edge of the bed and spread my legs.

He looked at my pussy. He studied the bare skin—I like to keep it shaved—and licked his lips.

“Eggs and sausage. Over hard with the eggs, and…a dollop of syrup on my hash browns. And orange juice. I want fresh orange juice.”

“You can’t eat until I’ve eaten,” he said. He had not taken his eyes off my moist slit.

“Then hurry up and eat. I’m starving.”

He dove forward, pushed me back on the bed, and I laughed as his mouth attacked me. Then I moaned. He’s really good at oral sex.

“Oh, yeah,” I held his head. “Make me cum.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He scooped his hands under my buns and lifted and blew a motorboat into me.

I felt the vibrations ripple through me, and I laughed and pounded on his back.

He kept pushing, then he pushed a finger up and replaced his mouth with his fingers. Two of them.  He straightened up, lifted my bun with one hand, and my whole body, and began ramming his fingers into me.

Oh, fuck! I loved it like this. I loved feeling his knuckles smack against the rim of my pussy. I loved how I held his wrist and felt the muscles working as he slammed his hand into my vagina again and again.

And I got wetter and wetter. I was moaning so loud it was almost a howl, and then…his hand slipped inside me.

We froze. We had never…I had never been fisted. I looked down, his wrist ended in my pussy. His whole hand was actually inside me.

He was stunned. He was afraid. He opened his mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, “Do it.”

He moved his hand gently, as if afraid he was going to break me. But a pussy is not a thing easily broken. Babies come out of them, whole babies, so what’s a little fist, eh?

I pulled on his wrist and arched my back. I had never felt so full. I had never felt so hot. I was impaled, and I felt like a doll with a pole rammed up its ass. Except it wasn’t my ass.

“Oh, God,” I whispered. “Do me. Do me.”

His eyes wide, treading on ground never before trod, he moved his hand harder.

I could feel it inside me. I could feel the big knuckles, the fingers, and I was awash with sensations.

He picked up speed, and soon he was jerking his arm back and forth violently, almost like he was punching me in the pussy.

I groaned, I wanted to hold on, but he was shaking me and my eyes were rolling back and I started to cum.

But not just cum.

To…CUM…and cum and cum.

For long minutes he just shook me and I felt myself flopping around on the bed, helpless, caught in a hurricane of orgasm.

But, finally, it came to an end.

He could feel the difference in my body, and he slowed down, stopped. “Can I take it out?”

I nodded. I was crying, sobbing, the orgasm had been that good.

He pulled his hand out and I just laid there.

“Holy fuck, honey, are you all right?” He was so concerned.

My mouth was half open and I was breathing heavily. I could barely whisper. “Some day I’ll do that to you.”

He said nothing, he was still shocked by what we had done.

“Now go fix me breakfast, you bitch.”

He nodded, and backed away from the bed. I stayed limp, enjoying my body, and he headed for the kitchen.

A half hour later I managed to get out of bed. I felt like I had run a marathon, and done jumping jacks the whole way. My legs were shaky, my muscles felt like they were used up, and I pulled on a peignoir and staggered out of the room.

I walked down the hall, my mind still razed, and began to recover.

I couldn’t believe it. I had been fisted, and it had been so good. I had never felt anything so good. And I had always thought that fisting would destroy a pussy, render it large and useless.

Nonsense. I was sore, but my pussy already felt like it was recovering. Like I said, good for babies, so what’s a little fisting?

“Are you all right?” Jeff asked as I entered the kitchen.

I smiled, looked a bit like the Mona Lisa, and said, “Never better.”

He nodded, but kept looking at me as he dished up our food.

I sat on my side of the table and ate slowly.

“Are you sure?”

I focused on him.

“Honey, nothing but fisting for me from now on. Sorry, but I don’t need your cock any more. I just want your fist.”

He nodded slowly, and he thought I was just talking, but I was serious. I wasn’t going to fuck for a while, maybe a month, and when I did…I wanted the fist. I wanted something big and powerful to rupture my idea of what the world should be.

So we ate, and I was so satisfied, and I kept looking at him and smiling.

Poor boy.


PART TWO

After breakfast I had recovered enough to see to his apparel.

“You’re going to have to get rid of all your hair.”

He looked down at his chest, then his groin. He had quite a bush going.

“So use the Nair in my cabinet, and I’ll get your clothes ready.”

While he showered I picked out panties to go with his bra. Then a garter and nylons. Then I put the panties back and selected a padded tummy shaper. I had a feeling his new diet, should he stick with it, would make him rounder in the butt, but until then…

Then I got out my nail polish and thought about what make up would look good on his face.

I listened to him singing in the shower. I smiled. And I wondered if we could get his vocal cords shaved, make his voice higher.

He stepped out of the shower and he was as naked as an egg. Except for his head, of course. And his body was beautiful. He had taken off the boobs to shower, but the image was in my head, and I enjoyed it.

“Humming,” he stepped into the bedroom and froze.

Here it was. Kink. And he had committed to it.

“Okay,” he said, more to affirm himself than to reassure me.

I started in on the nails.

His face was very still as he watched me. His eyes were black, like those thousand yard stares that soldiers have after living through a life or death battle.

“How you doing?” I asked.

“This is a lot of stuff to go through,” me murmured.

I smiled. “Girls do it every day. After a while it gets to be fun, and it gets easier. When you do it yourself, starting tomorrow, it will take you a an hour or two. I do it in five minutes.”

“Oh,” he said.

I pressed ovals on his fingers. Just medium-sized ones. I didn’t want to scare him. “Are you having second thoughts?”

“All the time,” he said. “But…I’m going to do this.”

“No matter how much it hurts.”

“Yeah,” he said glumly.

“And no matter how good it feels.”

He looked at me.

I finished the last nail and took out the red polish. “You have got the biggest hard on I have ever seen.  If it was any bigger you could use it for a baseball bat and hit home runs.

“But that doesn’t mean anything.”

“Of course it does,” I countered. “It means you’re turned on. And you’re turned on because you’re wearing girl clothes.”

“But I’m not a girl.”

Curious. It was like his mind was going in two different directions.

“No. But…almost.”

He was silent at that. Deep things were happening in my poor hubby’s cranium.

I finished the red paint and put on a thick coat of lacquer. Being a clumsy man he would probably do his best to break and chip his nails, the lacquer would help prevent that.

“I’m going to want to go back, eventually.”

“Maybe. Maybe not,” I shrugged. “But, whatever, enjoy it while you can.”

I blew on his nails, then he held them up. They were bloody red and shiny. Real claws. And about as sexy as a woman’s nails could get.

“Put your foot up here,” I motioned towards his feet.

“My toes? Too?”

“Yup.”

So I painted his toenails, and they were cute, with a capital C.

His nails done, I handed him the bra and watched him put it on, then helped him slide the falsies in. He needed help because the nails were longer than he was used to, and they took a bit of thought.

Voila. Instant stacked.

Then the tummy shaper, and (giggle) voila! Instant butt!

Oh, this was getting good.

I helped him unroll the hose up his legs. Dare I say it? Voila! Instant sexy legs. And they were very feminine legs. I couldn’t wait to see them in heels.

I pulled a dress over his head, a cheongsam, because that would present his breasts, and hide the fact that they were fake.

And I frowned. We had barely started, and I couldn’t stop thinking about him having real tits. Real implant tits. If we didn’t just go hormone.

His body done, for now, I sat him down at the vanity and started working on his face.

“We should get some electrolysis.” I murmured, as I cleaned and primed him. his face turned into a pale canvas.

“Electrolysis?”

“Get rid of your hair. Hair might be fine on a man, after all, cavemen should have some sort of badge, right? But they are definitely not okay for a woman.”

He look glum, and I said, “Cheer up, or I’ll kill you.”

He chuckled at that.

I began working on his eyes. I plucked his eyebrows, eliciting babylike complaints, then put on eyeliner and shadowed his eyes. I worked quickly and deftly.

Finally, I was done. I popped one of my wigs on his head and handed him some red lipstick, to match his nails, and I said, “Christen yourself.”

I watched as he rolled the paint on. It made his lips pop out and look soft and kissable, and I found myself holding my breath.

“Is this right?”

I smiled.

“More than right. You’re gorgeous.”

He looked in the mirror, and froze. “Oh…my…God.”

“Pretty good for a guy who just wanted boobs, eh?”

“Amazing, he said.

“Okay. Put on your heels and let’s go shopping.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“Shopping. A woman’s favorite sport.”

“But I’m a man!”

“Look in the mirror again, girlfriend. Then pull up your big girl panties and let’s hit the road.

Well, it took some persuading, and the hard part was the hard part.

By that I mean his dick was bumping up right through the tummy shaper.

“What am I going to do?” He sounded almost frantic when I pointed out his little…big…friend.”

We wasted time talking about possibilities. Gaffs, corsets, chastity tubes. But finally I lifted his cheongsam, tied a ribbon around his cock, under the lip of the head, and simply pulled it down and back between his legs. He had a sort of squinchy look on his face, but when I tied it to a loop on the tummy shaper and he saw the finished product…he was convinced. He had a flat belly. No penis. No evidence that he had ever been anything but a woman.

And we went.

And we shopped.

And it was one of the happiest days of my life, but it was only the start.

THIRTY DAYS LATER



“It’s not working.” 

“What’s not working?”

We were getting ready for bed.

“My body is getting svelter,” I had him on a regimen of exercises for girl bodies, and he was sticking to his soy diet, “but my boobs aren’t growing.”

I sat on the edge of the bed. He was quite beautiful as he took off his make up. I waited until his face was clean, then I called him to me.

“Okay, we’ve got two choices, as I see it. Three, if you don’t want to have boobs.”

“But I do.” The look in his eyes was almost pleading.

“I know. But the choices are this: implants or hormones.”

He said nothing.

“We’ve tried diet, we’ve massaged the hell out of your breasts with creams, but…” I shrugged.

“So which do you think I should do?”

“That’s a toughie. You go the hormone rout and you might lose some cock function. You go the implant root and…and maybe you’ll wish for something more.”

“But…cock function…hmmm.” He thought, then he said, “Am I going to get in you again?”

I smiled at the memory of the last night. He had fisted me again, and I had had another one of those earth shattering orgasms.

“Maybe.” Then I frowned. “But maybe not. Let’s face it. Your cock has been replaced. I might want it for a change, or maybe just a silly remembrance, but…”

“So do I need my cock?”

“Probably. At least for the foreseeable future.”

We talked long into the night, and the end result was that the following day, that morning, I made an appointment with a plastic surgeon. And the following week we were sitting in his office.

His name was Irvin Walkens. And he had every letter but DDS behind his name, which meant nothing to us. But he had been recommended as the top boob man in Los Angeles.

He met with us in his office, sat down, faced us, and said, “So you wish to have boobs.”

It was sort of offsetting, his nonchalant manner, but it was what Jeff needed.

Or Sally, as I now often called her. Really, when a man is half way in between male or female names are not all that important. I had a feeling that if he ended up on hormones it might matter.

“I do.”

“Okay. Did you want small or large.”

We looked at each other, then Jeff blurted. “Big.”

“Okay. Do you want…” he went on and on, going over the different models, interjecting thoughts and considerations, and finally he said, “You know, I could put some Chyna 2000s on you.”

“What are Chyna 2000s?” I asked.

“She was a professional wrestler, billed as the Ninth Wonder of the World. Quite gorgeous, really. She was a big girl, however, and she had specially constructed implants made to fit her size. Quite gorgeous.”

“Can we see?”

The good doctor thumbed his intercom. “Miss Richardson, could you bring in the Chyna 2000s?”

A minute later and a pretty nurse came in, smiled at us, and handed Dr. Walkens two large, plastic implants.

They were big. 2000 CCs, I presumed. And, they were heavy.

“Are they going to be too heavy for him?” I asked.

“Nah. We’ll just hook them to his ribs, and his male muscles should do the rest.”

Jeff and I discussed it briefly, right there in the office, then made an appointment for surgery. It was obviously what Jeff wanted. And I wanted it pretty badly, too.

We went to the hospital a week later, Jeff went into surgery, and came out with large breasts.

He was used to large breasts by now, for we had bought the largest falsies money could buy, and he had been wearing them, along with the appropriate bras, for weeks.

Still, it was a shock. They wheeled him out in the obligatory wheel chair, and when he stood up to get in the car I couldn’t help but stare at his chest.

And, I admit it, I had a case of…’boob envy.’ My God, was he beautiful.

We went home, and he had to take it easy for a few days, but we made the best of it. We talked, and laughed, and drank a little, and he started trying on different clothes.

He had cleavage! Real cleavage. His skin was smooth and he would put dresses on that were low cut, and they looked incredible. In fact, he would come into a room wearing something low cut and I would immediately stare.

And lick my lips.

And sometimes I was almost willing to settle for his cock.

Yeah, his cock was big enough for normal use, but, no, I had gotten used to his fist, and I wasn’t about to go back.

And, Man, was I getting horny. I was a girl who liked to use her pussy, I wanted hard, stiff objects in my vagina, I like men. But there was something totally intoxicating about see him standing there, his heavy boobs on display, his dress jutting out, his cleavage looking as deep as the ocean.

Oh, man. This was getting to be too much. A man I didn’t want, in that way, but loved dearly, and a woman’s body that totally turned me on, though I didn’t want women.

I felt like something truly had to give way.

And, of course, it did. Sort of caught me by surprise, but…

“Party tonight,” I announced.

Jeff looked up from the funny papers. He was lounging like a harem girl, his big boobs taking a break from his bra. He was on his back, reclining, and wearing just a lavender negligee.

Lavender, hmm. He was trying out different colors, and lavender didn’t really work for him. Green was good, looked good with his long, brunette waves, and Blue. But lavender and pink, normally girly colors, didn’t work.

“What party?” He looked at me cautiously.

I walked over to him, I was naked, natch, and threw a leg over him. I could feel his penis sticking up along my spine. It immediately started throbbing.

“The party where we invite all our friends and have hamburgers and drink a lot.”

“And everybody stares at my tits.”

I reached down and palmed his nipples. I rubbed them, and his cock bonged against my back a little bit, and he groaned.

“Don’t do that unless you’re going to fuck me. I am really quite desperate.”

I leaned forward and kissing him. It was a good, moist kiss, and his dick got even harder.

“It’s going to be a fun party.”

The look on his face…I could see his reticence.

“We haven’t had a party for a long time,” I said.

“I haven’t felt like it. I don’t feel like it.”

“Because you’re embarrassed at having a girly body, and I’ve had just about enough of that.”

He frowned.

“When we started this I had a hubby who went out and did things. Now I’ve got one that stays home and wishes he could use his cock.”

His cock was leaking pre-cum right now. It leaked a lot, especially when I got up close and personal.

“Well, I like being like this.”

“Tough. That changes tonight.”

He knew I was right, and he sighed.

We had talked to a few friends, and a couple of distant acquaintances had actually come over and been properly weirded out by his new chest. But we expected that, and people tended to get over their weird eventually. But we weren’t even starting the eventually.

“What if I said no?”

“Then you say no. And I will be terribly disappointed. I might even want you to get rid of those big boobs so we could start having a social life again.”

Bullshit. I loved his boobs. He was going to have them the rest of his life, and I was going to continue to be turned on and enjoy sex the way I liked it.

He sat and thought, and that was difficult, because his cock was dancing up against my butt.

I reached behind him and grabbed it and held it firmly.

He gasped. He hadn’t had sex for months. And he was built for sex. He had the boobs, he had the cock, and it was excruciating for him to get me off, to see me lose my mind under his fist, and not get any himself.

“You wouldn’t mind getting me off, would you?” He blurted that statement, and I know he wasn’t thinking about what we were talking about. He was just thinking about his cock. But…I caught it. And I jumped on it.

“After the party.”

His eyes glittered. His cock was pulsing in my hand like a wild animal trying to escape.

“After the party I’ll fuck you.”

But I didn’t want his dick!

But I wanted him to come out in the open, to show himself.

“After the party,” he whispered, and I could see his thoughts. Him, in a dress, meeting people, putting up with the stares, the embarrassment, the looks.

Men wanting to feel his tits.

Heck, women wanting to feel his tits.

But I didn’t want to, even though I had encouraged the idea. But…what to do…what to do.

He began getting ready at four in the afternoon. The party wasn’t until six, but he needed the time. He had grown into quite the vanity diva, and he loved to just sit in front of the mirror and change his persona.

Well, I understood that. What I didn’t understand was how much booze he was imbibing.

Later, I would realize just how much he feared being ‘outed,’ but then, I just didn’t take note of the trips to the kitchen, the constant refilling of the glass. The sinking level in the bourbon bottle.

By six o’clock he was beautiful, and half smashed.

DING DONG!

I went to get the doorbell while he put his finishing touches on.

“Hey! Gloria! Johnny!” We hugged and air kissed and I escorted them out to the patio, and that’s when I realized Jeff had drunk near half a bottle of bourbon. All by himself. The liquor was out on a table and his bottle was half gone.

Oh, crap!

My head suddenly started to heat up. He was drunk. And I hadn’t even known it.

I excused myself and turned to walk into the house. I intended to have a word with  Jeff, and maybe even bar him from the party. Lock in the bedroom. Handcuff him to the bed.

And then, of course, when the party was over I would come back and tell I wasn’t going to give him sex until he was so old he had Erectile Dysfunction. I didn’t have a chance!

“Hey, sweet people?”

He staggered out through the double doors and onto the patio. He was dressed knock out. His hair was long and wavy, shiny and lustrous. His boobs were big, and he was wearing a half bra, his excited nipples could be seen through the thin material of his low cut dress. His make up was on and perfect.

The only problem was he was drunk, and his fears were on display. By that I mean he was walking and talking in a forced and affected manner.

He didn’t just place his feet on a line, his feet crossed the line and his ass waggled back and forth like a duck’s. This made his tits actually sway back and forth in a ludicrous manner.

Gloria and Johnny stood in shock. They had made drinks and Johnny actually lost control, tilted his glass so that the liquid splashed on the patio. He started, saw what he was doing and corrected it, and stared at Jeff.

Gloria stared, put her glass on the brick ledge of the fire pit and murmured. “Well, well.” And she had a look in her eyes. She turned to me.

“We, uh, have an announcement to make,” I fumbled the words out.

“I would guess.”

Then she did the most unexpected thing. She walked over to Jeff, gave him a hug, air kissed his cheek, and smiled. “I always thought you were a bit soft. Maybe a little pink on the inside.”

“Oh, I’m pink,” Jeff slurred, and then he started crying.

Crap. I should have seen this. It was too much for Jeff, being outed to a whole group. He couldn’t deal with it.

But Gloria took his hand and led him over to the table with the drinks on it.

Johnny stepped back and gawked.

“Out of the way, slut,” Gloria said to Johnny. Then, to Jeff, “Let’s get you a Coke. It looks like you may have imbibed a bit too much.”

“A Coke?” Jeff asked, through his running mascara and sniffling.

“Darla, go get something to clean him up. More people are going to be arriving and we need to make him presentable. Or should I say her?”

“I…I’m not a her.”

“Okay.” She poured a Coke into a glass of ice.

“I’m a guy who likes looking like a women. Women are going to rule the world and I want to be ready.”

His blathering wasn’t all that intelligent, but she figured it out.

DING DONG!

Gloria looked at me. “I’ll take her back and clean her up. You can get the door.

We went into the house and I waited for Gloria to take him into the back. I was glad she was there because I was sort of overwhelmed, a bit flabbergasted.

It was Mark and Samantha, and I got them out to the patio, and put drinks in their hands, and then ran for the bedroom.

Gloria was working on his face and had him almost totally repaired.

“Oh, thank you,” I said.

“Not to worry, girlfriend. Did you know that Johnny cross dresses?”

“He does?”

“Absolutely. In fact, in our little group of friends more men have put on the dresses and make up than haven’t.”

“No! You’re kidding.”

“Nope,” she stood Jeff up and inspected him, then she turned to me. “You just don’t know about it because we didn’t think Jeff was swishy.”

“Swishy.”

“A bad word, I know, but that’s how we refer to our husbands, our little group does. Now, listen, you tell Jeff it’s going to be all right, and I’ll go talk to the others. Come out in two minutes.”

I nodded, and she headed for the patio.

Jeff stood there with his head hanging. “I messed up, didn’t I?” He was still drunk, but the last few minutes had sobered him a bit.

“Nope,” I said.

“No, I did and—“

I put a finger over his lipsticked mouth. “Now, listen. You heard what Gloria said. So you’re going to relax. Maybe even have another drink…if you can drink it slowly. Okay?”

“Okay.”

A couple of minutes passed, and I had him fairly calm, then we walked down the hallway. For Jeff it was like the walk of shame.

We had no sooner stepped onto the patio than Johnny was there and shaking Jeff’s hand. “I cross dress Jeff. But I don’t look as good as you. I wish I had some big , natural boobs.”

“You…you do?” That sort of dazed Jeff.

And a split second later Mark stepped up. “You look good, bro. Or do you want me to call you sis? We should have a cross dressing party at the first opportunity.”

“A…oh…” and, a hesitant, “Thank you.”

More people had arrived, and Jimmy and Marsha came forth. Marsha hugged Jeff, and Jimmy eyed his boobs. “Wow,” he said. “I need some of those.”

And the party started to pick up, and it became wildly successful. Jeff became the center of admiration, everybody asked him about his boobs, and they wanted to feel them, and, hesitant, but a nod from me made it all right, he let them.

Our friends were kind, considerate, and compassionate for what Jeff was going through. Hand after hand felt his tits, admired the way the nipples poked through the material, then we all started talking fashion and stuff.

A girl should wear this, a guy should wear that. The best way for a guy to wear long hair when not dressed up. How to go back and forth from male to female in your walk, and how to make sure you didn’t walk the wrong way at the wrong time. Earrings guys should wear when not dressed. And on and on and on.

And, my favorite topic came up. Piercings. A couple of the gals had piercings, and they flopped their boobs out and compared them. And Jeff got a hungry look on his face. And I got a horny one on mine.

I could just see Jeff with some barbells through his nips. Or maybe nipple shields, like the Janet Jackson thing. Oh, God, just thinking about it made my legs weak,

But, first, we were going to have to do some suction cups, see if we could make them bigger, then…oh, crap. I was so wet I was about to start squirting pussy juice!

And, finally, some hours later, the party ended.

With a promise to have a ‘coming out’ party for all the guys the next week.

Jeff and I stood at the front door and waved good bye, and then closed it. And stared at the mess.

Ah, the downside of parties, cleaning up after them.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to.

Jeff was standing there, a smile on his face, and I took one look and grinned. “Okay, woman,” I said. “Clean up this mess.”

“What?”

“It’s what women do. They clean up the mess after the men.”

“Oh,” but his mind was figuring it out.

“So, I want every dish and glass in the dishwasher. I want the counters cleaned. Cans in the trash and the trash taken out. So,” I slapped his ass, “Get to it….woman!”

Still, he stood there. Yeah, he liked being a woman, the dress up part, but he had to learn. So I said, “If you want to get lucky.”

“Oh,” and his eyes lit up.

I sauntered back to the bedroom while he cleaned the house. It was mess, but I didn’t have much time. He was in a hurry.

I took off my dress, put on my special underwear, a pair of Jeff’s slacks, and a shirt and jacket. I bound my breasts and they looked relatively flat under the shirt. I looked at a pair of his shoes, then discarded them for a pair of heels. The longer pants hid them.

I took off my make up, combed my hair back and actually thought about chopping it off. But I couldn’t. Takes too long to grow the stuff.

I finally just put it in a bun and looked in the mirror.

I was a man, except for my finger nails. So I took my fingernails off. Made me sad, because I had just put them on for the party, but…

I heard the dishwasher start up just as I finished. I sat down in the club chair, crossed my legs at the ankles, manstyle, and waited.

I heard Jeff’s heels clicking in the hallway. Click, click, click. Sexy. Sitting like a man, trying to mock up what a man feels like, I realized what a turn on the click clicking was.

Jeff entered the room, and stopped. He stared at me.

I stood up and walked towards him. I tried to make it look like was clumping in my heels, like a man walks.

“What are you…”

“Take off your heels.”

He did, and he stood there in stockings, and he was two inches shorter than me.

I grabbed him, roughly, like a man, and bent him back and kissed him. Hard.

His eyes were open, and I took my mouth off his and whispered, close your eyes, stupid.”

He did, and I kissed him again, and he started to feel it then. He began to kiss back, like a woman. Soft and tender, searching, inquiring, wanting to submit.

I stepped back and he went, “Woo!”

“Honey, I had a long talk with Gloria, and she explained the facts of life.”

“The facts of life?” He looked a little dazed.

“The facts of life about sex with a woman. She told me that the man is supposed to put the dick in the woman. Is that all right with you?”

Now he was confused. He got the man and the woman thing, but…I had no penis.

So I unbuckled my belt, lowered my pants, and then my boxers.

My special underwear, a strap on with a dick in it, stood out.

He gasped and stared at it. I had chosen a big one. No penis envy for me. I placed my hands on his shoulders and pressed down lightly. “I think you know what you need to do.”

He began to bend at the knee, his hands were on my sides for balance, and he lowered them to my hips. He was looking up at me, a strange look in his eyes, then he was on a level with my big cock.

“Okay, baby. Do it right and Daddy will give you a big surprise.”

He opened his mouth and I pushed the cock in. He gagged, and I quickly pulled back. He gave a sort of nod, his eyes still looking up at me, then he began. He sucked on that thing, and grew more suckful as the seconds passed. Soon he was bobbing his head back and forth like a pro, and I felt so damned hot, so in control, and I wished I had a real dick to squirt into his mouth.

Finally, I lifted him up and pushed him towards the bed. “Get on your hands and knees. Show me that ass. I want to fuck you like a dog, like the bitch you are.”

“I don’t…I—“

I slapped him in the face lightly. I grabbed his long hair and pulled him to me.

“You want to know wha a woman feels, this is it. If you don’t do this, then you’ll never really know. Will you?”

He shook his head.

“Now get up on the bed and let’s do it.”

There was a frightened look on his face, and yet, it was anticipatory, too. And his cock had broken the string that had tied it back. It was sticking out and it was obvious that he wanted this.

I turned him around, pushed him, and he mounted the bed.

I grabbed a large tub of lube and greased him up. I pushed the stuff right into his hole and really slathered it into his crack.

He moaned when my fingers went into him, and he pushed back on them.

“Heysoos,” I whispered. “You are hot to trot, eh?”

He didn’t say anything, he just knelt on all fours on the mattress and shivered.

All the lube, and my cock went in easy, just like his hole was built for a dick.

He gasped, and lurched forward, but he didn’t try to get away I wouldn’t have let him, anyway. I had a firm grip on his dress.

I let go of the dress and grabbed his hips and began to work him. The big, long pecker slid in and out smoothly, and I knew he could feel the fake veins raised on the sides.

“That’s it, baby. Give it up. You know this is what you wanted.”

He was gulping and gasping, and he started pushing back against my cock, and groaning when I pulled it out.

I reached up and grabbed his long hair. I used it like a leash and controlled the fucking.

In and out, corkscrewing, and, finally, I pushed him forward. He collapsed, his arms unable to hold himself up, and his ass was pooched up, I had placed a pillow under him, and I drove down…right into his prostate.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

I pressed hard, felt the tip of my plastic peter pressing on the little walnut of the prostate. It was so small, but easy to feel, and I pressed, and his semen started to rise.

“I’m going to pee!” he said.

“So pee.”

He did, but it wasn’t pee. It was semen pressed out by my pushing on the prostate.

For a long minute he groaned and moaned as I emptied him. then he sagged, and I knew it was over.

I pulled out of him, turned him over, and looked down on him with an amused expression.

“Was it good?”

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered. His face was red, but he was happy.

I scooped a bit of his gism off the bed and held it to his mouth. “Eat.”

He was hesitant, but I was forceful, and I stuck my cum drenched fingers into his mouth. He watched me as he sucked on my fingers.

When my hand was clean I reached down and grabbed his dick. It was amazingly hard.

“It’s still hard!” he marveled.

“Of course it is. I emptied your balls, I didn’t let you have an orgasm. Your mind still wants an orgasm.”

“So what are we going to do?”

For answer I sat on him. His penis slithered right up my hole. It wasn’t big, like his fist. It wasn’t even satisfying. But I wasn’t interested in satisfying him. I was interested in making him feel like a woman, and in an odd way this was going to do it.

I ground down, and soon he was pushing back, and fucking, and fucking, and getting desperate. He flipped me over and I let him. I watched, and enjoyed as he frantically tried to cum.

But he couldn't. He was empty.

“What’s wrong?” He gasped, his face red with exertion, his cock pounding but not igniting.

“You’re empty. You’ve been drained.”

“But…why…”

“Isn’t this hot?” I pushed on him and managed to get back on top. Once a month you can fist me, and I’ll get the orgasm I deserve. Then I’ll fuck you and drain you, and then you can fuck me but not be able to cum. And you’re going to get nothing but hornier and hornier.

“But don’t I get an orgasm?”

“Why would I let you orgasm? I want you always horny. I want you waiting on me, hand and foot, and desperate to cum.”

“But…but…but…”

“That’s right, baby. It’s your butt. And I’m going to use the hell out of it.”

Then I began to cum. Not from any stimulation, but from the idea of having a man under me, under my control, desperate to please me.

END
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The Stepforth Husband


Ripe for Feminization!

I thought He’d Like Having Boobs!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t help it,” John sighed. “It’s just that boobs are so…beautiful?”

I groaned. “But do you have to be so boob obsessed all the time?”

“Well, yeah.” he grinned a dopey grin.

What brought up this little conversation was the fact that I was getting dressed, it was early in the morning, and John had zooped right in and attacked my tits. In a most delicious way, you must understand, but, still, I was a little overwhelmed and had other things to do..

Mind you, I enjoy John’s attentions, but not when I’m trying to get dressed and have to get to work.

“Honestly,” I pushed him away for the eighth time and tried to get my bra on.

John circled like a shark and when I placed both hands behind myself to fasten my bra he pulled on the cups and began groping!

“Heysoos wept!” I groaned as I ran for the bathroom. I barricaded myself in so I could fish the simple act of putting on my bra.

Laughing, John waited.

I came out, backed around him, and pulled on a blouse real quick. “Honestly, John. You really need to grow up.”

“I’m grown. I’m just a healthy man with a healthy desire for healthy boobs.”

“You wouldn’t be so…so the way you are if you had your own boobs.”

He sat in my vanity chair and watched me slip into a skirt and pull on some hose. “Ah, yes. Wouldn’t that be terrible. I could play with myself all day long.”

“Your back would hurt and you’d be whining.”

“And what if they were big enough that I could suck my own nipples?”

“You’d be crying about the shoulder straps digging into your delicate shoulders.”

He frowned. He didn’t like it when I called him delicate.

But he was delicate!

I’m five foot eight, 140 pounds, with a really nice set of mammary glands. I’ve got the figure and the face. Long, blonde hair, blue eyes, and I keep my lips red.

I’m my own worst enemy in that it keeps him turned on.

He, on the other hand is five foot eight, 140 pounds, and no boobs. In other words, he’s slender and, I’ve got to say this, if he had boobs he have a feminine figure. That’s all it would take. A pair of boobs.

We’re the same size! Except that I have boobs, and in my book I considered him…delicate.

So he frowned and didn’t like it when I referred to him as less than manly, and our little battle was, for the moment, over.

We went in to the kitchen where I prepared breakfast. He followed me, poured himself a Pepsi, and sat at the table and watched me.

“So, what’s on the agenda for today?” I asked as I tossed four waffles into the toaster.

“Oh, I thought I’d watch a little porn, watch some girls with big boobs, then jack off.”

I shook my head. I was getting pissed. He was just getting back at me for that ‘delicate’ remark.

“What?”

I turned to face him. “You…” I shook my head and turned back to the sink and poured OJ into two glasses.

“Come on, let it out,” he was mocking me.

I turned, “You can be so irritating,” I snapped.

“Why? Because I love you?”

“Do you love me? Or do you love my boobs?”

He kept a straight face. “Both. But if I had to choose…” he showed his teeth in a teasing grin.

“Argh!” I growled, and turned back to cracking eggs.

“What’s the matter? Don’t you like having a world class set of tits?”

I turned back once again. “I wish you could have your own set of breasts. I wish you could see them as parts of the body, and not a target for a drooling, obsessing, hand in the pants moron!”

He just laughed. Then he crossed his eyes and pretended to drool and stuck his hand in his pants and moved his hand back and forth.”

“Oh!” I groaned. “Where are the Goddesses when you need them!”

“They’re on your chest, baby,” and he laughed.

I survived breakfast and went to work. It wasn’t a busy day, I own a coffee shop that makes good money without being too time consuming. The cook gets there at four and gets everything ready. The waitress comes in at six and opens the doors. I come in at eight and count the money, make orders for the next day, and chat with customers. We take breaks somewhere after ten, prep for lunch and, after lunch, that’s it. Two o’clock and I’m home.

It’s a pretty good gig and I enjoy it. And I’ve got it so well running that I don’t even have to come in some days. The place just runs itself.

This day, maybe I was just feeling a little glum from arguing with John, I went home early. Slow day, lunch would be a bore, Shelly, the head waitress, could handle everything, so I tossed in my apron and headed for the doors.

Driving home I listened to music, an album by America.

‘Don’t cross the river if you can’t swim the tide…’

‘I've been through the desert on a horse with no name

It felt good to be out of the rain…’

Lots of great, classical rock and roll songs from that group.

And I thought about John. He was a good man. He had an internet business and made good money, but he was such a damned horn dog. He was like a little kid, totally out of control with this stupid boob obsession.

I mean, didn’t his mother breast feed him?

And, I realized that maybe I was being a little rough on him. After all, he was paying compliment to me, and I did have a pretty nice set of ta tas.

I smiled.

That was actually one of the nice things about sex, having him spend a lot of time feeling and sucking. Now if I could just get him to calm down a little between sexual bouts…

And, so thinking, I cruised into the driveway, parked, and got out, and my heel broke. Oh, fuck!

My favorite pair of heels, a rarity, they were actually fairly comfortable.

So I took off my shoes and carried them in, and that was what enabled me to catch John.

I closed the door, put the shoes in the trash, poured myself a Pepsi, and sauntered down the hallway. Barefoot. Well, nylon foot, actually. But not making a sound.

Smiling, I stepped into John’s computer room and…froze.

John was sitting in his swivel chair, totally laid back, his mouth open and snoring. His robe was open and he had semen all over his cock and balls. I looked at the computer. Boobs. He had the stupid browser at Maxboobs.com. Next to the computer was, I didn’t even have to sniff it,  a glass of bourbon and Coke!

Motherfucker!

While I had been working my delightfully sexy buttocks to the bone, he had been getting drunk and jacking off. To tits! To boobs!

So it wasn’t enough that he had a stacked wife who loved to frolic in the bedroom (most of the time), he had to masturbate to dirty pictures.

I stood there for a moment, studying the pictures. Yes, big boobs, but most of them were pretty ugly. All they had was boobs.

I was mad, and I was steaming, but I was also cool. I backed out of the room and closed the door gently. I went to the bedroom and got out a pair of heels, crept to the kitchen and put them on, then slammed the door.

“Honey! I’m home!”

Click, click, click! I walked through the kitchen, puttered around a little, then click, click, clicked down the hall.

“Hey, honey! How you doing?”

John spun around and grinned. No trace of the semen in his lap. The website with the big boobs was closed. “Hey, babe!”

Then he stood up and kissed me. Perfunctorily. None of the boob obsessed energy that he had overflowed with this morning.

“Want to go to lunch?” he asked.

“No…I think I’ll just putter around here. I’m not too hungry.”

“Well, I think I’ll call Tommy, get together for a beer and a burger.”

I patted his cheek, “Been working all morning, eh?”

“Oh, yeah,” he smiled like he was tired.

Tired, all right. Tired from moving his fist up and down and grunting out his seed.

Seed that should have been deposited in me.

Brat.

“Well, you go have a good time. Maybe I’ll call Marsha.”

“Oh,” and that didn’t make him happy.

Marsha was a vocal member of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. She was always getting on John, telling him how inconsiderate men were, and how they should be brought to heel.

“Don’t worry, honey, I’ll talk but I won’t listen. Okay?”

He smiled. “If only.”

And, we went our separate ways. Five minutes later he was out the door, out to celebrate his latest hand induced orgasm and to swill beer with his buddies.

I love him, but there’s a word for how I viewed him right at that moment. Slob.

Six minutes later and I was on the phone with Marsha. “Hey, girlfriend!”

“Hey is for horses, tootsie. For what and why do I get this wonderful telephonic missive from yon girlfriend?”

“Let’ s meet, and I’ll tell you all about it.

John always went to The Crow’s Nest. Fifty different kinds of beer and a couple of pool tables, a slob’s heaven.

I went the other way, down towards the beach, and met Marsha in The Tin Can. It wasn’t as good as my own cafe, but they did make a pretty good BLT.

“So what’s the haps, baby cakes?”

We sipped our coffee and chatted briefly, then I brought up the subject I was most interested in.

“You told me that you can grow boobs on a man.”

“Sure.” She cocked her head and was most interested.

“How long does it take?”

“Depends. Which man you have in mind?”

“John.”

She nodded. She had expected that. She had told me once that the only thing wrong with marriages was marriages. Perfectly sane people are turned into cheaters, abusers and general malcontents.

“So what’d The Slob do now,” she asked wryly. She knew that when I was unhappy with him I referred to him as The Slob.

So I told her about walking in on him sleeping, semen spattered, with porn on the screen and booze in the glass.

She just grinned and shook her head. “Men. They are always a cup too full.”

“So, can you help me?”

“I can, but I have to ask you some questions.”

“Shoot.”

“Are you planning on permanently damaged him? Taking a baseball bat to him while he’s sleeping, feeding the ducks, anything like that.

‘Feeding the ducks’ was an expression from China. Women there would chop off a man’s penis to ‘feed the ducks.’

I chuckled ruefully. “I’m not that far gone.”

“So you just want to give him a pair, set him straight on certain things, and teach him a lesson.”

“Bingo.”

“Okay, there are a couple of different methods. First, there are vacation boobs. You inject him with a solution that gives him boobs and there you go…they eventually are absorbed by the body and everything returns to normal. The problem is that he would probably catch on to what you are doing if you were sticking syringes into his chest.”

“Nah,” I laughed. “You think?”

“Well, maybe not, men can be pretty obtuse, but then there’s the second way.”

“Which is?”

“Hormones.”

“Hormones?”

“Absolutely. You can administer them orally, and the drug companies have really worked miracles in this field. So the drugs are sneaky but powerful, and you have to be careful. This isn’t a ‘set and forget’ program, it takes diligence and patience and persistence.”

“What do I do.”

And Marsha began to describe the various types of hormones and how they worked.

In the end I decided on a very powerful hormone that worked very fast, but only lasted six months.

I mean, six months with boobs, that was fair, right?

Marsha pointed out, “He’s going to start growing within two weeks, and the initial growth will be fast and furious. He’s also going to be  moody, irrational and emotional. You’re going to have to be prepared for a man who acts like a 13 year old girl going through puberty.”

“Is that worse than a fully grown man obsessing on boobs?”

Marsha laughed. “Probably not, but you’ve been warned.”

“So how do we get started?”

“Let me make a call and put you in touch with one of our doctors. Let’s get this thing rolling, all right?”

“All right!”

And we high fived.

Three days later, three days of dodging my husband’s groping hands, I gave him his first dose.

I tell ya, I was so excited, I almost felt like doing cartwheels on the kitchen table. I think that would have clued him in that I had nefarious plots on the foot, so I withheld myself and simply served dinner.

And, that night, I was incredibly horny. I was so horny because I couldn’t stop thinking about…his limp dick. Yep, one fo the initial reactions was going to be he would have a limp penis.

Oh, he wouldn’t be limp forever. After six weeks, his boobs fairly well formed, he would start to get erections again.

He would be limp, then two weeks later his boobs would start to pop. They were supposed to grow a whole cup size every few days—and after four weeks of furious growth he would start to get his erections back.

Maybe not as hard, but hard enough to satisfy me. At least that’s what the Ladies’ Sissy Society doctor told me.

“Honey?”

“What?” He looked up from his computer.

“I’ve got a pain in my boobs. Do you think you could look at them?”

Well, he was up faster than a politician is corrupt. He was in front of me, fondling my boobs and asking, “Does it hurt here? Here? How about here?”

“No…not there…maybe…touch the nipple. No…maybe if you put it in your mouth.

John grinned, he had figured out that I wanted a little loving.

“Perhaps we should conduct this examination in the bedroom? We…uh, I mean, you can take off your clothes and I can really get a good looksee.”

“Oh, okay,” I acted innocent and took his hand and led him down the hallway to the boudoir.

He pushed me back on the bed and took his pants off.

“Oh, doctor! Is that a new kind of stethoscope?”

“Oh, yeah. But you have to put it in your mouth for it to work.”

“Oh, it looks awfully big!”

“Don’t worry about that, it’s going to give out some very healthy mayonnaise.”

“Mayonnaise?”

“Mayonnaise.”

“Oh, I like mayonnaise. Will there be enough for lunch?”

“Lunch and dinner!”

He was pulling his shirt off, kicking his shoes off, leering at me like a horny, little brat.

And it was making me hot, really hot. And, in fact, hot was translating to wet. I could feel my pussy juicing up in anticipation.

He pushed me back and knelt between my legs.

“There might be something wrong with my pussy, too. Could you take a close look?”

He got down and peered at my vagina from two inches away. “Is this close enough?”

“Nope,” and I pulled his face into my crotch.

“Oh, Lord. He might be a horn dog, but he knew his way around a pussy. He licked and sucked, I could feel my flesh getting wetter under his tongue. I arched my back and groaned.

He lifted his head and said, “Did that hurt?”

“Do it again and I’ll send you a letter.”

He did it again, and again I felt like my spine was cracking and my ovaries spilling over. If that makes sense.

Then he slithered up my body, squeezing my buns, kissing my belly, and he reached gold. Nirvana. Paradise.

He cupped my breasts, hefted them, and I could feel his wet mouth sucking, pulling, stretching out my nipples.

I almost came right then.

“Baby, you are hot!”

He got up and lifted me, pulled me into the all fours position. Oh, yes! He was going to do the dog!

Then he was in me. I could feel his penis sliding up my tunnel, the veins rippling against the walls, so slick and smooth, and I knew he was dripping.

I collapsed my front arms and gave him full access. He drove into me again and again, and, in those moments of delirium I had that thought again.

I was horny because I knew he was going to go limp. He wasn’t going to get to fuck me for a while. I wanted one last fuck, but…there was also something so deliciously heady about knowing what was going to happen. I had robbed him of his manhood, he might be on top of me literally, but figuratively, he was on the bottom.

I giggled, and he laughed, and I began to cum, again and again and again.

I gave him a second dose at breakfast, and the doctor had said that within twelve hours of the first dose he was going to be limp. By ten days or two weeks he was going to be feeling ‘pressure’ in his chest then he would start growing. And the whole process would only take six weeks. Six weeks total, then his dick would be hard again.

In a way, even though I loved his pecker, I thought that maybe I loved the idea of being able to make him limp more.

Hmmm. Another fine mess I’d gotten myself into. I was getting hornier, and I would need lots of good, hard sex, but he was going to be softer, and rendered incapable.

Well, he had a good mouth, and I could get him a strap on, I suppose. Or just get new batteries for my vibrator.

Anyway, the point is that I went to work, and he went to work, and when I got home he was sad.

“What’s wrong, honey?”

“Oh, nothing.”

But I knew what was wrong. He had tried to stroke himself to porn, and there was nothing to stroke.

Heh heh. Me bad.

His peeny was asleep, and would be for six weeks.

Snicker, chortle, heh heh, hah!

But right then, and very aware that he would be a little extra sensitive, hormonally sensitive, I just poured him a bourbon and Coke and gave him a light kiss.

Then, me being really bad, I took off my blouse.

His eyes opened wide and he blurted, “What are you doing?”

“Honey, you’re right and I’m wrong. I really should rejoice in your worship of my breasts.”

Oh, the look on his face. His pecker was limp, yet there was that within him that drove him to want me, to obsess on my boobs.

“What’s the matter?” I thought you’d be glad to have me let the girls out for a walk?

“Well, I do, it’s just that…”

“Don’t you love me anymore?”

“Of course I do, it’s just that…I, uh…don’t feel well. And he gave a lame, little cough.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Well, we can have chicken soup tonight, and let me get you some cough medicine.”

A minute later I was spooning him some of that overly sweet red crap. I mean, GAH! That stuff tastes terrible.

“Drink it all now,” I cautioned. And he did, and he hated it.

That was the start of two weeks from heck for him.

I took my time getting dressed, asked him if I had a bump on my breast, asked him to massage them because I thought they might be sore.

He did, and made large gulping sounds. Staring at my large boobs, eyeing the erect nipples.

And it was making me horny.

During the day, when I was home, I made sure I wore half bras and thin blouses. Sometimes I would adjust the straps, giving the girls a bounce or two. He would just sit there, glum, and not say anything.

A couple of days I had him warm up the barbecue, and I cooked burgers and dogs while in my two piece, and I would press my body against him, and kiss him, and keep my arm around him and my boobs pressed against him.

He was going out of his mind. He would stare and swallow and wish, and he would sometimes follow me around and look, but his weenie, poor weenie, just wasn’t up to the job.

On a Wednesday night I cuddled with him and felt his dick. It felt like a saggy sock that was feeling droopy.

“Honey? What’s the matter? Why don’t you want to fuck me anymore?”

I didn’t say ‘make love,’ I pushed the issue by talking dirty.

Finally, he cracked a little. “I just…I seem to…”

“What?”

“I’ve got a, uh, case of ED.

“ED?”

“Yeah. It’s called erectile dysfunction. I don’t seem to be able to get hard.”

“Should we see a doctor?”

“No…no. It’ll get better. Maybe I’ve just used it too much.”

“Not with me. Have you been jacking off again? Yes! I’ll bet that’s it! You’ve been masturbating and now you’re empty.”

“No. I haven’t.”

“Well, maybe you haven’t…but I’m going to have to.”

“What? Masturbate?”

“Yes.” I pouted.

“But, honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t do this on purpose. It just happened.”

“And if you can’t satisfy me, the way a man satisfies a woman, then I’ll just satisfy myself.”

“But you can’t do that!”

“Why?”

“Well, you don’t want me to do it, so why should you?”

“There is a difference between behaving yourself and actually be starved.”

I wasn’t sure if I was making sense, but John wasn’t really following me. His concerns over his penis, the hormones that I knew were pumping through his body, I knew he wasn’t really thinking straight.

“Well…well…” he stuttered.

I got up and went to my dresser. I took my vibrator out of the bottom drawer and held it up. I got back into bed and shoved him to the side. “Move over, rover, it’s time to let the pussy cat sing.”

I spread my legs and went to work. I slid the point over my clit and went up and down the labs.

“Hey,” said John. “Hey.” He sounded so helpless.

There is a trick to good masturbation. the trick is to relax. Don’t go chasing an orgasm, just go away from it, relax, and let it happen. Which is what I did.

John watched me, was caught between fascination and wanting to tell me to stop.

I wasn’t going to stop. I was so horny from what I had been doing to John I couldn’t stop.

“Kiss me, honey,” I moaned.

He leaned over and tentatively kissed me.

I was so damned hot I grabbed the back of his head with one hand and pulled his lips to mine. I groaned and mashed my mouth against his.

Limp dick or no, he couldn’t resist my passion. He began to gently grind his mouth on mine. One hand went to my boob, and we began to fuck…as if we were actually fucking.

I asked him later about that night, and he told me it was the most erotic thing he had ever done, to fuck me without fucking me. To make out hot and heavy and know I was getting fucked, but not by him.

I know it was driving me crazy. While he kissed me, and licked my lips, and felt my boobs, I had one hand holding the vibrator to my button, and the other one inside me. That’s right, I was finger banging myself.

I began to hump and groan and the bedroom filled with the sound of me going crazy.

John worked harder and harder. He was really getting into this. His cock was limp, but he had a woman whining and grinding under him.

It actually took a while, in spite of it being so hot. That was because I had never done anything like this, and I was thinking thoughts, being embarrassed, and so on.

But, eventually, I felt the explosion start. It was like a far away tide, lapping at my toes, my calve, my thighs. Then it was swallowing my hips and my hole was igniting. It felt like sparks were shooting out of me.

My breasts felt swollen and inflamed. My lips…I was voraciously eating his mouth, and…I came.

“GAH! AH…AH…AHHHHH!

It lasted a long time. Maybe forty-five seconds, and then I sank back, my body relaxed, and I laid there with closed eyes.

“Holy crap,” breathed John.

“Wow,” I said.

“You did it. You really did it. That was the biggest orgasm I have ever seen.”

“Yeah.” I rolled on to my side and relaxed.

“Heysoos.”

“Quite, now, lover. I need my beauty rest.”

He was quiet. Heck, he was in awe. I slept, and I barely felt him as he slipped out of bed.

The next morning I awoke, felt great, and he was snoring. I was pretty sure he had spent the night looking at porn, playing with his limp dick, trying to get hard.

Heh.

But, I should tell you that I’m not all mean. After all, giving your husband a drug against his will? That could be considered pretty mean. And even though I considered it all a joke, a joke with a point, it was still a joke.

So I was waiting for the two week mark. At that point he would have had all the medicine he needed, and we could just stand back and watch the change.

And, really, I had to tell him. I didn’t really want him going to a doctor and have that doctor find traces of certain hormonalizing drugs in his system. I also knew that he was suffering. Heck, what man wouldn’t suffer, with a dick that didn’t work?

So, two weeks in, the last dose of drugs put into his eggs, it was time to come clean.

“John?”

He was in his computer room. Doubtless looking for cures for ED. I was in the kitchen, concocting the cure for a husband who was about to flip his wig.

“Yeah?” He entered the kitchen. Oh, he was sad. Very hang dog.

“John, you are obsessed with my boobs.”

“Yeah. I suppose so.”

“Do you remember when I asked you how you would like it if you had boobs?”

His brows lowered a bit and he tilted his head slightly. “Yeah?”

“Well, I decided to give you boobs.”

“What are you talking about?”

I’ve been giving you some pills that would enhance your estrogen and help you grow boobs.”

“You can’t…I…don’t understand.”

“It’s simple. Have you noticed that your chest has been a little sore the last couple of days?”

“Well, yeah.”

“That’s the start. They are going to get sore, they will expand, you’re going to have a set of boobs.”

I was sitting at the table. He was standing up, the drink I had given him barely touched.

“You can’t…that’s not right.”

“It wasn’t right that you chased me around the house over my boobs. But I’m your wife and I put up with it.”

“No, you didn’t.”

Well, that was sort of true, and I had a real quick flash of guilt. I pushed it away and continued.

“The drug I’ve been giving you will grow your breasts. It has the temporary effect of emasculating you.”

“No! Wait…you did that to me?”

He was mad now. Not a lot, but it was growing. I suddenly wished I had done this over the telephone. He might be having girly hormonal emotions, but he had a strong body that could lift weights, or a wife, and throw her over the roof.

“You caused me to….be limp?”

“I did.” To my credit I looked him right in the eye when I said that.

He picked up his drink and drank the whole thing. He set the glass down with a smack and looked at me, and suddenly I was worried.

“You altered my body chemistry. You gave me drugs that I presume are illegal. You made me think I was crazy.”

“Well, I was just trying to—”

“Yeah,” he cut me off. “What were you trying to do?”

I managed not to crumble. “I was going to teach you a lesson about boobs. I was tired of you being a sex hound and—“

“So you mess with my chemistry, drive me crazy, and…what? What are these drugs that you gave me going to do?”

Suddenly, I saw how totally reckless and irresponsible I had been. I had made choices, dangerous choices, for another human being.

“You’re going to grow boobs. I told you that.”

He went to the liquor cabinet and took down the bottle of bourbon. He tilted it and drank four or five gulps straight, like he was drinking ice cold punch on a hot, summer day. He slammed the bottle down and glared at me.

“You fucking cunt!” And he turned and walked out.


PART TWO

I had screwed up. I had let an irritation become a betrayal. I had done damage to my marriage.

Yes. He was a horn dog, but he was my horn dog. And now I had risked that.

I followed him into the bedroom. He was sitting on the bed staring at the closet. His closet. The one with his suitcases in it.

“John. I fucked up. I see that now. I don’t expect you to for—“

“So what is the time frame for this great feminization you planned?”

“Two weeks of administering chemicals. Four weeks to grow some breasts, and then you should get your penis function back.”

“Should, huh? Any guarantees? Or are we just winging it?”

“John, tell me what can I do to make up for this?”

“Is this why I’ve been having weird emotions? Getting pissed and then feeling like crying? That sort of stuff?”

“Probably. But, John…”

But there wasn’t anything to say. He was too mad and, emotions or not, he was right.

I pulled my vanity chair around and sat in front of him and said, “I’ll do anything I can to make up for this.”

He just stared at me, then turned on the bed and lay on his side. Facing away from me.

“John? Can I lay next to you?”

“No.”

So I left the room.

Lord, it was frosty around the house that day. John kept to himself. He stayed in his computer room, or watched TV. When I came in to talk with him he just got up and left.

Oh, crap. What had I done? I had thought it was all fun, a great big joke, a way to get back at him, and now…I had been stupid.

And it was frosty for a week. John barely said a word to me. Sometimes he wouldn’t even come in for meals He would just sit in his room and brood.

Funny thing about time, it passes. Crops grow and are harvested. People get old and die. Babies are born. clothes wear out and are replaced. Even anger tends to fade.

A week later John could definitely notice the protrusions on his chest. Just an inch of extra flesh, looking more like saucers growing on his pecs.

I caught him feeling them a couple of times. I would walk by and he would be staring at himself in the mirror, his hands on his swellings. He had a funny look on his face.

Still, he was upset with me. Barely a word, glances so cold they could have frozen pork chops.

I went to work, and I was turning silent. I was feeling guilty, spoke little, and the guys at work noticed.

But what could I do? I had emasculated my man, stolen his erections and given him drugs that would make him moody and irrational. And all for a point to be made, a ‘joke.’ Some joke it turned out to be. Hunh!

At two weeks, four weeks total, I could see his boobs. They were small probably the size of golf balls, but I could see them. Then I didn’t.

His chest was flat. Manly. And I frowned, then I saw what he had done. He had wrapped ace bandage around his chest, he had bound himself.

That night I poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes and walked towards his room. I had fixed myself up, was wearing a tight dress that showed off my figure I had spent time on my face, and I knew I had to talk to him. I had to get him to talk to me.

I walked into his room, placed a drink on his desk, moved a chair to block the door and sat in it.

He swiveled and stared at me. It was not a friendly stare.

“John, I fucked up.” I sipped and waited.

He started to get up and I snapped, “Sit down!”

He frowned. He was caught between the desire to leave, and the fact that he would have to physically move me to do that.

“You can hate me, you can divorce me, but even if you’re going to do that you’re going to have to talk to me. Some day, some way, you’re going to have to deal with me.”

He settled back slowly, looked at the drink on his desk, and finally picked it up. He sipped, watched me, then: “Why did you do that to me.”

“I had a stupid idea. I wanted to teach you a lesson. I wasn’t thinking.”

“And now you are?”

“John, have you ever done something so stupid you couldn’t believe it?”

He frowned. The truth was…who hadn’t?

“Well, it was my turn to do something stupid, and I did it, and I wouldn’t blame you if you went all Charles Manson on me.”

“Charles Manson just ran and hid. It was Tex Watson that did the murders.”

“So go Tex Watson on me, I deserve it, but talk to me first.”

He was silent for the longest time. Then he nodded.

I had spent the last two weeks thinking about what to say, and I had only one chance of getting out of this mess. It was slim, maybe it was even ludicrous for me to think about it, but…boobs.

So I bypassed how dumb and evil I was and went for his obsession.

“I may have caused you much misery, but you have to take care of yourself.”

He blinked. He had been so angry he hadn’t been thinking.

“You have bound your boobs. Yes, they are boobs, no denying, but you have to unbind them. You don’t want to damage them.”

He frowned.

“You have to wear a bra. You think about that and I’ll be back in an hour.”

He had opened his mouth, but didn’t really have anything to say. I walked out, headed for the garage and drove off.

Later I would ask him what he thought about during that hour, but he wold never tell me. He just said he thought about things.

But what things?

No answer.

I came back an hour later. Made two more drinks, I needed him to relax a little, to let go of his inhibitions, and hopefully some anger.

I walked into his room and placed the drink down next to his empty glass. He stared at it, and I had the impression that he had been waiting for me.

Then I handed him a bag and I sat down and sipped.

He stared at the bag for a long minute. “What’s this?”

“Open it and find out.”

So he did, he looked into the mouth of the bag and sighed.

He reached into the bag and took out a bra. It was white, thin, more of a training bra.

“There are six bras in there, growing in size. You are supposed to be developing fast, and I want you comfortable while this happens. Do you want help putting it on?”

He put the bra back in the sack and sat there, a strangled sort of expression on his face. Then he started to cry. Big cry. Monster tears that washed his cheeks.

I stood up and went to him, and stopped. “May I hold you?”

And, thank God, he nodded. In a second I had my arms around him, and I was crying, too. I had broken through.

He wasn’t done being mad, but at least we could communicate.

Over the next few weeks he was still moody, and once he looked at me, turned, and struck a wall with his fist.

Heck, I didn’t blame him. If he had hit me instead of the wall…I wouldn’t have blamed him.

But communication started up again.

And that day we talked, and he was pretty grouchy, and I took whatever he had to say and just let it be.

And I fixed a simple dinner and he sat and ate and thought. I made sure he had lots of bourbon and Coke. Thank God for b and C.

He didn’t put the bra on that first day, and by the second day it was too small. He tried it on, he actually let me help him, and it was too small, so we went to the next biggest size.

A male chest, he was a forty with A cups. But I knew he was going to get bigger. The diameter of the ‘saucers’ on his chest indicated that.

He looked cool in the bra. His boobs were pretty pancake-y, but they were real. I complimented him, but carefully. And he muttered something, and that was that.

But I had made inroads, and we were making progress.

The next day he was bigger, and the the day after he was bigger, and the third day he needed to go to a B cup.

“Wow,” he said. “This is happening fast.” He spoke dourly, but without any of the almost violent recriminations in his eyes.

I kept my trap shut.

And we actually had physical contact in bed. Not fucking, of course, he was still limp, but we held each other. And we were silent. But that was where it had to start. It was like holding hands, but we were holding bodies.

Four days later he was a C cup, and now he was starting to blink and pay more attention to his boobs than to his anger with me.

He was constantly looking in the mirror, turning this way and that. He even placed his hands on his buns, and I could tell he was thinking about the whole look of his body.

Three days, and a D cup. Man, those were miracle hormones. Maybe I had made a terrible error in judgment, but you couldn’t fault the chemicals.

John got up that morning, put his bra on, stared at the mirror and said, “What would I look like in a blouse?”

I didn’t say anything, though I felt an exultation. “I’ll get you one. You want sheer or opaque?”

“Let’s try sheer.”

I handed him a thin blouse and he put it on. “There’s something wrong,” he said.

“What?”

“The buttons are backwards.”

“No, the buttons on men’s shirts are backwards.”

He stared at me.

“There’s a lot of theory about that. Some people say that shirts are made the way they are because when men wore armor the overlap of metal on a seam made it difficult for a knife to be inserted. Some people say it’s because the women who made the blouses, or shirts, made men’s backwards because men dressed themselves. Forwards would be for when the women were dressed by maids.”

“That’s…not very smart.”

“But, who knows.” I helped him with the buttons, not that he needed help, but I wanted to be close to him. I wanted to feel his emotions when he inspected the blouse.

I stood next to him and we looked in a mirror.

“Wow. I’ve got titties, don’t I.”

“I didn’t know they would get this big.”

“Are they going to get bigger?”

“Maybe. Probably. You’ve got a week left before…before…”

“Before I get hard ons again,” he spoke drily, but without the animosity of previous days.”

I hung my head.

He lifted my chin gently. “I’ll never forgive you.” And he kissed me, and I was so glad I almost swooned.

He chuckled, a sad sort of a chuckle, but it was the most I had gotten out of him since I had told him what I had done.

I hugged him, and held on, and prayed. I was doing a lot of praying these days.

That was an interesting day. Seeing himself in feminine finery changed him. Not a lot, there were still periods of depression and even anger, but then he would look in a mirror and see his changing body. He would see the boobs, the curves, the…the cleavage, and he would purse his lips and just think.

At dinner I said, “It may be too soon, but there’s lot of clothes you could have fun with.”

He froze. Fork aloft, eyes fixed, and I worried that I had fucked up again. Then he said, “Maybe.”

It was a momentous moment.

Three days later and he was more than a D, and his boobs were starting to fit his chest. Men’s chests are wider, and his boobs need to be bigger to be proportional. And now his boobs were starting to look big enough.

But, I had been noticing something, and I knew he would notice, so I had to get in front and bring it up first.

Over waffles and sausage I observed, very softly, “You know, your skin is getting softer.”

He didn’t blink. He had already noticed. “I’ve also lost a little muscle mass. But I can’t feel my weenie yet.”

I would have muttered an inward ‘crap-a-doodle,’ but he wasn’t upset. He was just observing.

I blurted, “Do you want to try on some clothes today?”

He didn’t move for a second, his mouth made a moue, but he said, “Sure.”

Oh, God, the relief I felt. And, now that he was coming around, I felt the first stirrings of horniness. And after breakfast we adjourned to the bedroom.

John in a bra was quite sexy. He likes to wear his hair long, so I combed it out. It wasn’t long enough for real work, but it helped.

“We can get a wig,” I suggested.

He inspected his locks. “Maybe just a…uh, a bowl cut, or whatever you call it.”

“A bob.”

“Yeah, a bob.”

“Okay, here, try this on.” I handed him a pale green skirt. He stepped into it and pulled it up. It was a perfect fit. In fact, I hate to admit it, it looked better on him than on me. His hips were slightly flared from the hormones, and the skirt settled on his hips perfectly.

I handed him a sweater, a thin one with short arms.

He pulled it on and I gasped. The sweater covered up male parts, and emphasized female parts, and…he was sexy. I mean, he actually had a body to die for A female body.

“Good lord,” I murmured.

He looked at me.

“You’ve truly got the best of both worlds. you could be male or female.”

“My face is changing, it’s more female than male.”

“I can can make you more male or more female with a little make up.

He tilted his head, and I knew I had intrigued him.

“What’s next?”

“Take off your clothes,” I said.

He snorted. “Sorry, the dick hasn’t come back, yet.”

“It’s not that. With the short sleeves of that sweater I realized we need to do something.”

“What?”

“Get rid of your hair. Do you want to do it the easy way or the hard?”

“Easy.”

I handed him a bottle of Nair. “Follow the directions. See you in twenty.”

He took the bottle and headed for the bathroom. He wasn’t frowning, and he wasn’t jumping for joy, but he was interested. Thank God.

He came out of the shower with. smile. “This feels so weird.”

“But good?”

I think he caught himself smiling then, for he stopped. But he said, “Yes.”

“Wait until you feel your skin with nylons on.” I tossed him a garter and nylons. He caught them and considered them. I studied his body. Man. It was feminine. I had only been thinking boobs, but there was massive restructuring going on. His butt was more round, his skin was soft, and his face…Lord. I wanted to plump those lips.

He put on the garter then sat on the vanity chair and unrolled the stockings up his legs. “Whoa,” he blurted, “I’ve got no hair, but it feels like my hair is standing on end.”

I tossed him the panties and he pulled those up, and stopped, and looked at me.

“What?”

“I’ve got nothing to fill these panties with. Just a worm on downers.”

Oh, man. Dangerous ground. But: “How does it feel.”

When I think about it, lousy.”

“And when you don’t think about it?”

He sighed. “It feels good.”

I smiled, but he had more to say, “I’m going to tell you something weird, but don’t take it like you’ve done something right.”

“Okay.”

“The idea of not having a dick, in a weird way….it’s a turn on.”

“Wow,” I said, careful to keep any expression off my face.

“I mean, I’m going to get my dick back, but…for a while…it is so…I don’t want to say incredible, to have no penis.”

“But you will get it back.”

He nodded, then: “What’s next?”

Oh, thank the Lord, he was getting into this.

“Well, as long as we’re going all out, take off your nylons and I’ll give you nails.”

“Really?”

I nodded.

He unrolled the stockings. “It feels as good taking them off as putting them on.”

I smiled and grabbed my nail kit. For the next hour we were like two, giggling girls. I prepped and painted and lacquered, and he sat in awe.

Finally, his tootsies were done, and his fingers were long, red stilettos.

Hey, he wanted them that way. He said that as long as he was going to go back to being a man…why not. ‘Experience it while you’ve got it,’ is how he put it.

Then, back on with the nylons, and he had to be super careful not to stick a nail through that fine material, and we were ready for a dress.

I picked out a black number, cross over. His bra was a half bra, and it showed plenty of cleavage but didn’t show up at the criss cross of his dress. It was the kind of dress that swirled out when you spun, and he spent some time swirling.

Then…make up.

That took an hour, and I explained everything, and he watched in utter fascination as I transformed him. Before we began you could take him either way, as a man or a woman. When I was done there was no way he could be thought of as manly. He stood there in full dress, scintillating, shadowed eyes, sexy, red lips. I combed his hair, and it looked like he was a woman with a short bob.

And I suddenly realized that I was wet.

Baby, was I wet.

I had been so focused on doing things right, and explaining it all to him, I hadn’t paid any attention as my breath got shorter and my lips got dry. But when I was finished I definitely noticed how the area at the tops of my thighs was slick.

“Wow,” he said.

“Want to go get your ears pierced?”

He blinked. he was totally frozen for a second, then he gave a nervous nod of the head.

So we went to the mall, into a jewelry store, and he got his first piercings. We left the store and he was wearing some danglers about an inch and a half long with a little pearl on the end of each earring.

And, finally, he was in full swing. He was no longer mad at me. He was gushing. Carrying on about the earrings and how it didn’t hurt when they put the needle through his lobes.

Then he stopped, just stopped walking and had a stunned look on his face.

“What?”

“Could you imagine, wouldn’t it be weird, if I got my nipples pierced.”

Well, he didn’t, but he thought about it, and I had the feeling that it was eventually going to happen.

As a man he must have seen a ton of pierced nipples on the internet.

I rained on his parade. “You realize that your tits are going to eventually go away. Your face will change back. You’ll be a manly man again.”

Boy, that shut him up, and I was sorry I had said anything.

Anyway, we hung out at the mall for a while. Had lunch, he told me he felt weird when guys looked at us, but…we had fun.

Two girls shopping. Girls just wanna have fu-un!

And then it was time to go home.

“Honey?” he asked when we were in the bedroom. I was changing into more comfortable clothes. He wanted to try heels for a while.

“Yes?”

“So I couldn’t help but notice that you have a dildo in your bottom drawer.”

“Couldn’t, eh? And when were you going through my drawers?”

He wasn’t abashed at all. “When I was thinking about packing and leaving.”

Whew. That one hit.

“So have you, eh…”

“I was going to have you fuck me with it. It came with a strap on harness.”

“Oh.” A few seconds passed, and I was happy. I knew where this was leading.

“Why?”

“Well, I haven’t used it on you.”

“Well, you were pretty mad at me. I didn’t think you wanted to.”

He took a big breath. “I’m not mad now.”

I turned and faced him. “Honey, it is one of my biggest fantasies to have you use that strap on on me.”

“You strip, I’ll get it.”

And, bingo, we were there.

I took off all my clothes and got on the bed. I watched him as he buckled the harness on and screwed the dildo onto it.

It was a good-sized dildo. Bigger than his regular cock, black, with veins and bumps. Actually, it was sort of scary looking.

He put some lube on it and stroked it and grinned. “Talk about weird. I’m jacking off and feel absolutely nothing.”

“I’m about to feel something,” I quipped.

“Yes, you are.” He climbed onto the bed and knelt between my knees. He bent down and lifted my buns with his hands and began to eat. Lord, I loved it when that man ate. For a long time he slopped and sucked and tickled my clit and stuck his tongue in and reamed my hole. Then he slithered on up and worshiped my breasts. He looked up at me. “I’m still a tit man.”

“In more ways than one,” I said.

He pushed his big, black dong into me, and it took my breath away. I put my arms around his waist and pressed my face against his chest, against his big, huge boobs.

He held back for a second, then began to pump.

There is a huge difference between plastic and flesh. Flesh is warm and cuddly. It reassures you, it makes you feel good. It connects you with the whole human race.

Plastic invades. It doesn’t have much give, it doesn’t mesh with the flesh.

Sometimes flesh to flesh is what you want.

Sometimes you want plastic.

This was my first time with a hard, plastic prick, and, baby, did I want.

I bucked and held on. I sucked his tits and humped, and that penis drove into me, into me…and I felt like I was going insane. It was a curious moment of freedom, like I was just a lump of meat being driven to cum. And, for the moment, it was exactly what I needed and wanted.

John drove into me, and watched me, and I could tell that he was apart from me. He couldn’t feel anything, and yet…he could read me, maybe even read me better. He figured out how to use that plastic peter to its best advantage. He swirled it inside me, he used his hands and pushed on the base. He pushed with his hips.

I felt like I was a volcano coming uncorked. I felt everything rising inside, swelling up, and then it burst.

Later he would tell me that I had experienced a very ‘male’ type of orgasm. but I didn’t care, I was too caught up in it to care. I mean, it just blew my top off and left me feeling like a puddle of hot rags.

He lay on me for a while, careful not to crush me with his weight, then he pushed off.

I lay there, feeling like my legs would never come together again. I felt empty of peter, but satisfied in a way I had never felt before.

“How was that?” John asked.

“Oh…wow. I never…”

He grinned. “You looked like you were having a good time.”

He took off the strap on and looked at it for the longest time.

“What?”

He looked at me, and he had the oddest expression. It was like he was excited and scared all at the same time.

“Yes?”

“I want to experience everything.”

I sat up, swiveled so my legs hung, and looked at him.

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.”

I held out my hand and he put the strap on into it.

He lay down on the bed and waited for me.

I buckled the straps, and, man, it felt weird. I was a chick with a dick, and it was exciting. I felt like I was a man with a hard on, the blood pulsing, the peeny throbbing. I looked down and it sprouted out and I felt…power.

“So this is what a man feels like.”

He watched me. Waited.

I looked at him. “It’s heady. It’s cool.”

I climbed on the bed then, and what we had just done a few minutes previously we repeated, with me on the top.

I went down on him. I took his whole weenie—that small, shriveled, little thing—into my mouth.

He gasped. He could see what I was doing. He could feel it, but his penis refused to erect.

I pushed a finger in his anus and moved it around.

He began to jerk and twitch. “It…feels…good!”

I used two fingers, then three, lubing him up and getting him ready.

Finally, I moved up his body. He could feel the plastic peter poking at his ass, and I sucked on his tits.

Yes, John was a tit man. I think he enjoyed having his breasts played with more than I did. At least, from the sounds of his moans and groans it sounded like he did.

Then we kissed, a mad mixing of lipsticks, two women lusting uncontrollably.

And I put it in him.

I shoved a pillow under his ass so he was tilted up, and I slid it down into his canal.

Oh, the look in his eyes. He was suddenly transported, elevated, exalted. He told me later that it was like his whole body broke open and spilled gold.

Neither of us came, at least I didn’t. But when we were done he had a big wet spot of semen under him.

“What happened?” I asked, a little concerned.

“It’s all right. You pressed on my prostate, that forces the semen out.”

“So you’re all right?”

“Oh, baby. I am right! But…”

“What?”

“I’m going to be awfully horny. When the body releases the fluid the mind doesn’t know it. Even though I don’t have a dick, I’m horny, and this will make me ten times hornier.”

“Well,” I said, “I guess that’s good.”

“Good for you. I’m already horny enough. I fucked you and didn’t feel a thing. I’ve been drained and I’m…well…it might be fun. if you like being horny.”

“Honey, we’re going to do this again and again…until you love being horny!”

We both laughed.


EPILOGUE

It’s been a year now, and John and I have settled into a new lifestyle.

He’s a woman for three or four months, then he reverts to being a man, and then a few months later he gets tired of being a man, and…back and forth we go.

But it’s really like we have the best of both worlds. In fact, I’m sort of envious. After all, he gets to be a man or a woman. I can only be a woman. He gets to experience what it’s like to have a pussy. I can only imagine what it’s like to have a dick.

But, that’s okay. The main thing is that there is no anger at what I did to him.

And, who knows. Maybe some day he’ll even thank me.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Feminization of a Manly Man!

A body builder goes from muscles to boobs!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“There’s something wrong here!” Gene looked in the mirror.

Brandy was doing her nails and she glanced at him. She took note of pecs, his gluts, his abs…everything was cut, minimum of fat, striations of muscles everywhere. He was a manly man. “You’re okay.”

“No…something is wrong. I just feel a little off.”

“Honey, you’ve been training for the Mr. America competition for months. Heck, years, if you think about it. Your physique is incredible. You’ll put everybody to shame.”

Gene turned this way and that. He struck pose after pose. He pumped his biceps at the mirror, stretched his back, bounced his pecs one after the other. “I don’t think I have the mass.”

Brandy sighed and brushed some polish on a nail. “What do you weigh?

He stepped over to the scale, tapped it with a foot to turn it on, then stepped on to it. “Aha! 218! That proves it.”

“You’re two pounds light. Drink some water. No big deal.”

Gene frowned and stepped off the scale. “I must need more stanozolol!” He headed for the kitchen and his stash of pills. Every day was a regimen of drugs. Drugs and proper nutrition and lots of weight lifting. That was the key.

A minute later he was back. “That should do it,” he mumbled.

“Honestly, honey. You worry too much.”

“And you worry too little. This is my whole life we’re talking about here!”

“Another bodybuilding contest. Go look on the mantle. You’ve got more trophies than Carter has pills.”

“I just need to make it to the finals…”

“And you take more pills than you’ve got trophies. When are you going to relax and get over it?”

“When I’m top of the world, Ma,” he chuckled. He loved that old James Cagney movie.

Brandy put the bottle of nail polish back in her kit. She stood up and stretched.

She wasn’t cut like Gene, but she had great genes. Her breasts were big and perky, her waist was thin, her ass was round. What more could she ask? Except, of course, a little more loving.

“Are we going to do it tonight?” Her voice was plaintive.

“Babe! We did it last month! I need to conserve my energy and get ready for the big contest. I’m going to win it this time. I know I am.”

“Yeah,” she muttered. You get a big trophy and I get frustrated. Whoop ti do.”

Gene stood in front of the mirror and practiced his poses. She turned off the lights and went to bed. He remained in front of the mirror, working by the light of the bathroom.

She’ll feel better when I win, he thought. He clenched his fists and smiled at himself in the mirror.

If only he didn’t have this lousy, little, niggling feeling in the back of his mind.

The next day was Saturday. A big day for him. He ate a dozen egg yolks. Raw. Mixed in with spinach and protein powder and a couple of other things to keep him healthy and cut and muscular.

Then he went down to the gym and worked on weights. He worked on his arms and abs this day. Legs and chest tomorrow. And odds and ends on the third day.

His routine was brutal. Non stop, from exercise to exercise. In between drills he practiced poses.

Other gym rats walked past him. Some with a kind word, some with a jealous eye. He tried to ignore everything. He was so close to winning.

Lunch. A variety of vegetables and eggs and fish with a sampling of fruit.

Back to the gym.

At six o’clock he was back home. Exhausted, but ready for a couple of hours of yoga and posing. The contest was only a couple of weeks away and he was in the best shape of his life.

Bedtime, and he worked on his poses, and….he felt weak.

“I don’t feel so good,” he murmured, trying to keep his muscles pumped and in position. But he was actually shivering a little bit.

Shivering? He hadn’t been sick for over six years. His healthy lifestyle banished all thoughts of sickness. But now…he didn’t feel well.

Brandy looked at him. He wasn’t a hypochondriac, but he was sort of a whiner. But two days in a row?

She frowned. “What do you weigh?”

“He tapped the scale and got on it.

“Oh, fuck.”

“What?”

“217.”

She laughed. “Three pounds. After your big Saturday work out. I think you better come to bed and please me. That will give you your lost three pounds.”

He stared at the scale. He had a sinking feeling. Three pounds off, and he only had twelve days until the contest.

“You don’t understand. I’ve got to be very careful. I’ve got to have discipline. I want to win this time.”

Brandy slipped out of her clothes and lay back on the bed. Her legs were spread and her vagina was totally exposed.

“Honey?”

He turned, saw her, licked his lips, then: “No! I can’t! Stop tempting me!”

Brandy sat up, her large breasts jiggled, then pointed at him. Her nipples were turgid and ready for a good sucking.

“Stop tempting me, then. I’m your wife! And I need some sex!”

“No,” he said, and he rushed out of the room.

Brandy groaned and laid back, then she did the only thing she could do. She got out of bed, opened her dresser drawer, and took out a vibrator.

“If you don’t fuck me I’m going to fuck myself!” she yelled.

No answer. Heck, for all she knew he could be out in the garage, lifting weights and posing and being ‘the man.’

She lay back on the bed, spread her legs and began to diddle herself. The cord stretched out and she pushed it away and rubbed the vibrator over her clitoris.

Oh, fuck! It had been too long. She needed this!

She pushed the tip of the electric dildo into her labia. It shivered everything inside her and she started to turn to butter. God, she loved sex! When was her big lug of a hubby going to figure it out!”

She pushed the shaft into her slit and began to pant and come apart at the seams.

“What are you doing?” Gene was at the door, staring at her.

She was so horny, and so close, she didn’t even bother stopping. She jammed it in and pulled it out. She gasped, “What you should be doing! Oh…oh…FUCK!”

She came. A magnificent crescendo of lust. She was a bit of a squirter and liquid spurted from her pussy. Spasms racked her body and her mind turned into a white hot blast of sex.

“Heysoos!” sighed Gene. “I can’t…you shouldn’t…” Disgusted, he turned away and walked out to the living room.

Brandy sagged back and turned off the vibrator. God, that had been good.

“I’m done,” she called out. “It’s safe now!” And she giggled. Big strong man and he’s afraid of a little orgasm.

A minute later Gene came back in. He actually acted a little embarrassed. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that while I was around.”

“And I’d appreciate it if you would use that cock of yours so I wouldn’t have to do it like this.”

He turned to her, then sat on the edge of the bed. “Don’t you understand? I have to do this! I have to win!

Then I have to get myself off!” She humphed and turned on her side, faced away from him.

Gene heaved a sigh, then went to the mirror. He had to get his poses down.

The next day was Sunday, and Gene actually had a slight case of the sniffles.

Sniffles! In his condition. He was cut, trimmed, bulked and in the best shape of his life, if he could just get back those three pounds.

And during his work out he felt…weak. He was still moving around hundreds of pounds on the weight set, the barbells were packed with iron, but he couldn’t seem to get under the iron. Instead of throwing the dumb bells around from the get go, and working himself into exhaustion, he was tired form the start, and the iron just felt like somebody had snuck an extra 25 pound plate on the ends.

Still, he muscled through. He had to. He wanted to be up on the stage with a trophy taller than he was. He wanted to win!

At lunch he ate his raw fish and drank his oyster juice, with an extra scoop of protein powder. But after lunch he didn’t feel that boost that protein usually gave him. He felt…weak.

He arrived home at six, and he was dragging.

Brandy took one look and said, “That’s it. You’re done. Get into bed.”

“But I’ve got to work out! I weighed myself before I came home and I’m down to 215! I’m wasting away! I’ve got to work harder.” Then he sneezed.

Brandy felt his forehead and frowned. “You’re burning up.” She the thermometer out and stuck it under his tongue. A minute later she took it out. “Over a hundred. 101. Go to bed.”

“I’m not going to bed!”

“You’re going to bed if I have to kick you in the balls and drag you to bed.”

He groaned.

Normally he would have laughed at her. And even when he was tired, he could put her off. But now he felt weak, and when she grabbed his balls and started pulling him back towards the bedroom he stumbled along after. And he didn’t even get erect.

She put him in bed, covered him up, and he suddenly shivered.

“Are you cold?”

“It’s nothing.”

“I’m warming up some chicken soup. If you want that five pounds back then you’ll suck soup and that’s it!”

He closed his eyes and looked totally miserable.

Ten minutes later she pushed the bedroom door open, half hoping he was asleep. She was holding a bowl of chicken soup, and she stopped and stared.

Gene was out of bed, shivering as he posed in front of the mirror.

“Get back in that bed!” she screamed.

He actually jumped.

Then he crawled back into bed.

“Honey, I feel better already,” he tried, but she saw right through the lie. She fed him chicken soup, felt his head, “You’re burning up,” and “If you’re not better by tomorrow I’ll call the doctor.

“But I’m a world class bodybuilder,” he sniffled. “I don’t get sick.”

“Well I’m a world class bitch, and I say you’re sick. Now shut up and suck soup!”

He ate everything in the bowl, and would have eaten the bowl if he had been feeling better. That wasn’t much nourishment for a guy who wanted to be the best bodybuilding in the world.

“Okay. I’m cured,” he muttered as she put the bowl aside.

She snorted, covered him up, turned out the lights, and sat in her vanity chair and read her iPad.

A few minutes later she heard a snore. She smiled, but didn’t give up the watch. She knew how devious Gene could be when it came to bodybuilding.

The next day Gene felt better, but he still felt weak. And he was down to 212 pounds.

That was eight pounds in a week, and that wasn’t good. Gene knew it, and even Brandy admitted it. Still, Gene was determined that it was nothing a good work out wouldn’t cure, and he adamantly refused to see a doctor.

“That costs money!”

“We’ve got insurance.”

“I don’t have the time.”

“I’ll hit you,” she said, quite seriously.

And he finally tried the ultimate excuse in a history of excuses. “I’m too sick to go to the doctor.”

So she couldn’t budge him.

He went to the gym that day, ignored her entreaties and just pushed his way past her. And came home like a dog that just run a marathon in the rain. He was whipped. He dragged. He went to bed.

And all that week he teetered on the edge of sickness. Temperature 100, feeling weak, and by the weekend he was at 206 pounds. He truly was wasting away. At least for a world class bodybuilder her was. Even Brandy admitted that he looked a little punk.

A few days later, when he hit 200 pounds, he gave in. He went to a doctor.

“So what do you think is wrong, Doc?” Gene sat on the edge of green, squarish chair and stared at the doctor.

Doctor Quakenbush sighed. He was a short fellow with a bushy mustache and glasses. He wore a white coat and he tended to walk with a stoop, which actually made his ass poke out a bit.

“Well, to be honest, I have never seen anything like this in all my years of practice.”

Brandy leaned forward. This was her husband the doctor was talking about.

“So what is it.”

“All the tests have pointed to one conclusion…”

“Yeah?”

“Yes?”

“You’re allergic to testosterone.”

Gene blinked.

Brandy tilted her head and frowned.

“What?”

“Testosterone. You’re allergic to it.”

“But I’m a guy! And more than that…I’m a big guy! A manly man! I’m a bodybuilder! I need testosterone!”

“Not anymore you don’t.”

Both Gene and Brandy were sitting back in their chairs now, as if the doctor’s words had pushed them there.

“You’ve been taking supplements, extra pills, massive doses of testosterone related products. You’ve taken so much testosterone that your body is literally full up. It needs to dump testosterone. It definitely can’t handle any more testosterone. Gene. I am putting you on a testosterone free diet right now. You will eat only the foods without testosterone in them. And I am prescribing a regimen of estrogen to counter the effects of your testosterone.”

“But doctor! He’s scheduled to compete in the biggest bodybuilding contest in the world! In days! Can’t you just…give him a shot or something?

“Quakenbush pursed his lips, sighed, and said, “Brandy, I don’t think you understand. Gene’s condition is life threatening. If he doesn’t recover from his ‘testosterone poisoning’ he could die!”

Brandy gasped.

Gene began to cry.

Brandy leaned over and put an arm around his shoulders and consoled him. The doctor began writing prescriptions for medicine.

“It’s the end of my life,” Gene sobbed as Brandi drove them home.

“Don’t say that, honey. There’s lot of things you can do beside body building.”

“Like what?”

“You could focus on yoga, become a great swami.”

“But I don’t want to be a swami!” he sniffed and wiped tears away.

“You could go back to school. You always wanted to be a nuclear physicist.”

“Not anymore. Those guys are dummies!”

“Well, how about running for politics? Like Arnie?”

“And now he’s old and nobody likes him!”

Brandy sighed. This was going to be more difficult than she thought.

They arrived home and Gene went into the garage, to his own personal gym, for a light work out.

“Should you be doing that?” Brandy asked.

“Doc said it was testosterone.”

“But—“

“Brandy, please,” Gene was ready to cry again. “I can’t give it up! You’ve got to leave me something.”

Brandy backed off, but she did put in a call to Quakenbush. Ten minutes later she returned to the garage. “The doctor says you can work out, but you should avoid heavy weights.”

“But I can’t do that!”

“Yes, you can. Doctors orders. Just do lighter weights.”

“But then I’ll have to do more repetitions.”

“That’s okay.”

He stuttered, “But..but…”

“But what?” She was curious because he had a horrified look on his face.

“But that’s a girl’s work out! I’d be working out like a woman.”

Brandy held in a snicker. She had a mental picture of her big, bad manly man in tights and a tutu.

“But at least you can work out. And once you’re over your testosterone allergy you can go back to heavy weights and be a…a…” she was having trouble controlling her laughter, “…a man.”

Gene sat down on a bench and hung his head. “Working out like a girl. My life really is over.”

Brandy bit her lip and went back into the house.

Gene started changing his work out, and she went to the store. That night she set out a different kind of dinner for Gene.

She gave him a soy hamburger, which is an oxymoron if ever there was one. Gene scarfed it down, and she made him another one. Still, it wasn’t like the three or four regular, juicy, real meat hamburgers he would down.

Then she made him eat a salad of alfalfa sprouts with cashews and berries. Very high in estrogen and just what the doctor ordered.

For desert he had dried fruits.

He was hungry, even though he had done a girl’s work out, he had worked out, and he had been intense, so he was hungry. He ate his dinner, and didn’t even complain.

Then he went out and worked out some more. Unfortunately, there just wasn’t enough protein in the foods he had eaten, so he was forced to use even less weight, and make up for it with higher reps.

The days passed. Workouts and prune juice. Poses and tofu and edamame. And he lost more weight.

A week later he got off the scale and tears leaked out of his eyes.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“I’m still losing weight. I’m down to 190 pounds.”

“The doctor said you would lose weight, probably a lot of weight, before your body rebalanced itself. I’m sorry, honey, but you’re just going to have to go through it.

Gene snuffled and went back out to the garage.

Two days later he was getting dressed in the morning. He pulled up his tighty whiteys and…they slipped off his hips. He looked at the undergarments laying on the floor around his feet. “Oh, no!”

“What?” asked Brandy from the bathroom where she was selecting earrings for the day.

“My BVDs won’t stay up!”

She leaned back and looked at him. Then she came out and said. “Show me.”

He pulled his underpants up and, sure enough, they dropped right off his hips.

“Wow.”

“What am I going to do?”

“You could go commando.”

“But my dick is too big.”

Brandy stared at his cock and balls. She frowned. Truth was, his cock and balls looked a little smaller. Not much, but a little, and…she shrugged at a worrisome thought.

“I’ve got some stretch underwear you can wear.”

“What?”

“It’ll probably be a little tight at the balls, you won’t have a pouch…but the material will stretch to fit. Should be okay.”

“First I start working out like a girl. Now I have to wear girly underwear.”

Which made Brandy chuckle.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“The thought of you, the most manly man in the world reduced to wearing girl’s panties.”

A sob erupted from him.

“Hey, I’m sorry. But we have to look at this with a sense of humor.”

“But…but…”

“Come on, you big baby. Put these on.”

They looked like his regular underwear, but there were no seams, and the material was slick and…sort of neat to the touch and feel.

She helped him pull the panties up and he looked in the mirror.

“See? It just looks like the posing trunks you wear for competitions.”

Gene had to admit that the panties did, in fact, look exactly like posing trunks. In fact, they looked a little better. And his junk was held up nice and neat.

Brandy frowned. Damn. His package did look smaller. But, she smiled, his body was actually more aesthetic. It was quite slender, yet, but it was more regular sized.

“You have more of these?”

“I do. With matching bras.”

The look on his face, Brandy almost died of laughter.

For the next week Gene kept taking his medicine and doing his ‘girly’ work outs. Oddly, he wasn’t just losing weight, he was down to 180 pounds now, but his body was reshaping. He, of course, noticed it.

“Do my hips look a little larger?”

“No,” Brandy lied.

“They look bigger to me.”

“That’s just your imagination. Besides, the doctor said there would be changes and adjustments. If your hips are changing that’s all part of it.”

He frowned, took a pinch of flesh on his butt and looked at it. “Too fat.”

“No…no. Just right. It’s proportional.”

But he didn’t think so. But…there wasn’t much he could do about it. He kept working out and taking medicine and eating cruciferous salads filled with tempeh and cashews.

And he was eating a bit less now. The less weight and high reps didn’t eat up the protein like his regular manly man work outs.

“Are my pectorals looking a bit, uh…too much?”

He turned and looked at his chest in the mirror.

“Maybe a little. But you just need to do more work on that area. Do some flys and presses, that sort of thing.”

So Gene did, which was probably the worst thing he could have done. It is well known among women that if you want to expand your breasts you should build up muscle underneath them. That will cause them to thrust out further, not sag. After all, breasts are made of fat, they aren’t made of muscle, so muscle building doesn’t necessarily reduce breasts. It just makes them look bigger. Especially if the person doing the lifting is suffering an imbalance such as Gene was suffering.

Another week passed. A trip to the doctor, during which Quackenbush complimented and encouraged him. He still had a testosterone ‘allergy,’ but Quackenbush felt sure that any day the situation would right it self.

But he was down to 170 pounds, and he did look like he was putting on a bit of fanny. And his damned pecs…he was going to have to work a lot harder!

His clothes started to hang on him. Actually, they had been hanging for a while, but it had reached the point where he had to do something about it. In his mind he looked like a scarecrow in a field. To Brandy he just looked like a regular guy—with a bit of an ass and a slightly puffy chest, who needed to select better fitting clothes.

They went to the Goodwill. Gene refused to go to a men’s shop because they were so expensive. And, though he wouldn’t admit it, his body was not shaped like he wanted it. The V of his back was changing into an hourglass. he wasn’t willing to admit that there was a certain girlish quality to his body, but…he went to the Goodwill and avoided measuring tapes.

“I don’t see anything that really fits?”

“Well, get things a little loose. I suppose I could remember how to do some sewing and take things in a bit.”

He tried on pants, but the only pants that fit him had wide legs, and to get legs that wide he had to get them long.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Brandy. “I really can sew.”

“I know, but it’s the idea of the thing. I used to get large clothes and they fit fine. Maybe a little tight, but if I was careful when I flexed no seams split.”

“Your body is just going through changes,” Brandy said. “Here, how about this sweat shirt?”

He looked at it and groaned. He always used to wear skin tight tees. Now he wanted something to cover up his puffy chest. “Okay.”

He tried on the sweat shirt, and it wasn’t too bad. But his pecs did show on the front, little mounds that looked, well, like they were…girly.

Brandy withheld herself from suggesting that he wear a bra. She knew better.

But she also knew that he looked…good. He looked hot. His thinner waist, the way his top and bottom flared…it made her horny.

But she was horny all the time, and she realized that since this whole testosterone thing had started she had gone from once a month fucking to none a month fucking.

She inspected his figure in the sweat shirt as he looked at a mirror.

He was sexy that way. And he didn’t have enough testosterone left to satisfy her. But she was getting tired of her vibrator. There had to be a solution here. She didn’t want to live the life of an old maid.

“Okay. It’ll work.” Gene turned to her, pressing against his chest mounds, trying to push them back into his chest, to get his normal flat , male chest back.

Brandy gave a little moan and, hidden behind racks of clothes, she pressed a fist into her mons.

The next week he was down to 160 pounds. The doctor didn’t care, but Brandy had to do some serious sewing. She nipped the waist of his shirts in. She cut off too long legs. She let out the hips and…his package was smaller. She had him try on pants and she stared, and she even reached in and hefted them.

Yep. Definitely getting smaller.

But she had done research on the net and she knew that when men took too much estrogen they tended to shrink in the sexual equipment department.

So, was he taking too much?

Quackenbush didn’t think so. Quackenbush just took his blood samples and hemmed and hawed and prescribed more medicine.

So, Brandy figured, it was just one more thing Gene was going to have to go through.

150 pounds, and there was no hiding the fact. Gene had boobs. He had tits. Breasts. Knockers.

Oh, they weren’t big, but they sagged on his chest.

“Can you pick me up an Ace bandage?”

“What for?” asked Brandy.

“I need to bind my chest. These…these things are getting a little uncomfortable.”

Brandy went to the store and did her shopping, and headed over the pharmacy, which was a big one with small section of women’s clothes. She walked past a little shelf with bras on it. For little girls.

She stopped and walked backwards, turned, and stared. She selected the largest training bra, and an extender for the back clasp, and smiled.

And admitted that she was wet.

She loved Gene. She loved when he took her in his manly arms and took her to paradise.

But Gene wasn’t able to do that any longer.

Gene had tits.

And it made her hot.

Standing in line at the big pharmacy she became aware of her cunt. All juicy. Heck, she wouldn’t be surprised if she had a big wet spot on the crotch of  her shorts.

She returned home with a grin on the inside, sober on the outside, and determined to have her way.

“Gene!” she yelled when she entered the house.

Gene came in from the garage. “Yeah?”

She tossed the bra to him. “I didn’t get an Ace bandage, but this will keep your chest flat.

He held up the bra and stared at it.

“I can’t do this.”

Brandy advanced on him. In a snarly sort of tone she said, “You’ve got breasts, and we’re going to do something about it. And it starts with not having big, old, saggy tits1”

“I’m not that saggy,” his voice whined.

“Yes, you are. And I don’t care, man or woman, this is what you wear when you have tits. It will disguise them, and it will support you, and…you don’t want stretch marks, do you?”

Stretch marks, the bane of a bodybuilders existence. All bodybuilders had to rub oils into their skin to stop the spread of stretch marks. From the look on his face Brandy knew that she had hit home.

“But…but…”

“Come on. Take off your shirt. You’ll like it. It will probably even help you in your work outs.”

Gene took off his shirt and Brandy showed him how to put it on.

“This is weird,” he said, looking in a mirror.

Brandy held in a gasp. The female article of clothing really did the job. It gave his body a definite female quality. And the bra didn’t hide his boobs that much. Truth was he was big enough that no bra would hide his boobs.

But, in fact, she didn’t want to hide them. Just standing there and examining his girly body, she was flushed.

“Are you all right,” Gene asked, noticing the light redness in her face.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just have to go to the bathroom.”

She trotted down the hallway, grabbed her vibrator and headed into the bathroom. She sat down, plugged the vibrator in and started working her pussy.

She rubbed the shaft along her labia. She flicked her clit and wished somebody would suck it. With her free hand she pulled on her nipples. A moan escaped her. She was getting close, it felt so good, she was, she was… “Oh! Oh…oh…oh!”

Her hips thrashed on the toilet and she tried to stay on it.

The door opened and Gene stood there in his new bra. He stared at 
Brandy. The vibrator was half up her cunt, she was gasping and her hips were spasming and she fell off the toilet.

“Brandy!” His mouth was open, his eyes were wide.

She lay there, hair a mess, legs spread, dripping with sexual sweat, her eyes wide and glittering.

And she said, “Honey…we’ve got to talk.”


PART TWO

“I am not going to dress like a woman!”

“You’re already dressing like a woman!”

They glared at each other. They were sitting at the kitchen table. A bottle of bourbon sat between them, and they each had a half a glass of that rare commodity that they loved but rarely imbibed…booze.

“My underwear looks male enough.”

“No panty lines, just like a woman, and you’re wearing a bra!”

“I’ll take it off!

“You do that and you’ll have stretch marks!”

“I’m not!”

“You are!”

Brandy knew she was losing the argument. Oh, she might win it in a week or two, when Gene was down a few sizes and his package was as small as a pair of dingle berries and a little finger. But she wanted her way right now.

She frowned.

He huffed and sipped.

She smiled.

She leaned forward and took his shrunken testicles in her hands. “Honey, you know how I want this.”

He groaned.

“So we’re going to try it out. After all, you can’t really make a decision if you haven’t at least tried it out.”

He shook his head, but he was weakening.

For fifteen minutes she manipulated his balls, stroked his little shaft, and…he didn’t give up.

Oh, he weakened, but not enough.

She sat back and frowned. Damn. Whenever she wanted something from him she played with his balls and that always did the trick.

So why wasn’t he giving in now?”

Then she blinked.  A thought ripped through her psyche and she reached for him, and placed her palms on his breasts.

“Oh!” he gasped.

She saw it in his eyes, and she knew what had happened.

A manly man is focused on his nuts. The way to manipulate a manly man was to heft those balls and suck that cock. But now his cock had shrunk, and so had the desire to have that cock sucked shrunk.

But what on him grown?

His tits.

His tits were his new erogenous zone. She leaned further forward and took a nipple in mouth. She caressed his mounds with her hands and sucked on his turgid, little nips.

Well, they were bigger than before, though not as big as hers, but…it worked.

Gene felt the shock lancing through him. Right from his nipples down to his groin. Instant horny.

And he realized that he hadn’t had any sex for a long time. Months. And, he had to admit it, even if only to himself…a manly man needs sex.

“Oh, baby,” he lifted her up and kissed her mouth.

Brandy exulted and placed her hands on his boobs. she caressed and pulled on the nipples.

Gene groaned through their kiss, and she could feel him melting. The feeling in his chest, the way she felt him, he didn’t stand a chance.

A couple of minutes later she stood up. “Come on. Let’s fuck, then we’ll consider this matter of female clothes.

He was helpless. He followed her down the hallway, his cock was smaller, but it was still big enough, and it was stiff, and she held it firmly and smiled back at him.

She hoped up on the bed and lay back. “Eat me, Mr. Hunk.”

Gene lay between her legs. He was so horny now, he was like a dam that had burst, and all his emotion and lust was pouring out. He lowered his head to her pussy and kissed her mons.

Brandy smiled and spread wider. She placed her hands on the sides of his head, but she didn’t need to do much.

He was hot.

He ran his tongue up the labia, feeling the crevices, sucking on the clitoris, sticking his tongue, which was delightfully long, right into her hole.

Brandy gasped. Thank God his tongue hadn’t shrunk!

For long minutes he held her buns and wallowed in her juices. And her juices were really flowing.

He tasted her essence, and she raised her hips and pressed her pussy onto his mouth.

She played with her own tits, feeling them, slapping them, pulling on the big nipples.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered through a mouth full of quim.

“Fuck, yeah!” Brandy moaned.

He put a finger in her and she opened her mouth in delight. “Oh, yeah, baby. Do me.”

He did. He swirled his finger around, touched her delicate nerves and caused her pussy to jerk and twitch.

He raised up a bit, crawled a foot up her body so he could suck on her breasts, and this allowed her to reach his nipples again.

They played with each others chests, moaning and groaning and pressing tits into hands.

“Fuck me,” she whispered into his ear.

He couldn’t wait. After all the years of discipline, of putting off his personal enjoyment, he was a like a madman unleashed. A madman with a woman’s body.

He slithered further up her body and fit his cock to her pussy.

For a second she panicked. It felt so small, but then it slipped in, and then Brandy realized the curse and the blessing of fucking a man with a small dick.

It excited her nerves, because most of the nerves are on the outer rim of the pussy. Which made her want the deep penetration. But she couldn’t have the deep boning she so desperately wanted. So she grew more desperate, hotter, and this built her frustration, and she tried harder, and everything got better and worse, until she was climbing the walls.

Gene, of course, was getting the fucking of a lifetime. She was thrashing her hips, trying to pull him deeper, and it was wonderful and hot and…and he didn’t care about his penis that much.

He cared about his tits.

But in the moaning thrashing mess of sex she was obsessing on his cock, and not on his boobs.

Thus, they built to a frustrational peak. Both wanting more of what they were getting less of.

But, more or less, long dick or short, Brandy was pushed over the top. With a might wail she clutched him and her hips went full spasm. They locked up and she couldn’t move. All she could do was feel this magnificent orgasm shake her world and shatter her mind.

Gene gave a couple of squirts, and he was done.

But he was also still horny.

For the first time in their marriage they had swapped positions. Usually it was her that was horny, and him that was done.

They lay side by side, breathing deeply, trying to get their wind back.

“Fuck,” she whispered, totally sated. “That was an incredible fuck!”

“Yeah,” he said. “That was good.”

She turned and stared at him. That was the most insincere statement she had ever heard. She realized that while she had had the juiciest steak in existence, he had just had a so so hamburger.

Yet, he didn’t seem upset.

If that had happened to her, when it had happened to her, she was cross, irritated, and could even be a bitch.

He just lay there. A trifle irritated, but…no real reaction.

She frowned. This was going to take some thought.

Gene awoke and yawned. He had had sex the day before, and it was good, he supposed. But he didn’t remember it as being—

Whap! A cloth landed on his face. “Put that on.”

He opened his eyes and sat up. He was holding two pieces of cloth; he was holding a bikini top and bottom.

He looked at Brandy. She watched him with a gimlet eye.

“But…”

“NO!” She stamped her foot. “We talked about this yesterday, and you’re going to at least try it.

Sighing, and feeling a little weird, he put his feet into the bikini bottom and pulled it up. It was a tight fit, but…it was okay.

Brandy stared at his manhood. It was now boyhood. It seemed like he had shrunken even more since they had had sex.

Sadly, she realized that she wouldn’t be fucking him again. He was going to be too small. Of course there was still oral, or maybe she could use a vibrator on what was left of his cock, and on herself, of course, but the days of being gobsmacked by the feeling of a huge cock opening her pussy up were gone.

He didn’t pick up on her sadness, he was too busy figuring out the bikini top.

Fortunately his musculature had gone down enough—he was only 140 pounds—so that he was gaining flexibility. He managed to put his arms behind his back and press the snap closed.

She smiled at him being female flexible.

He stood in front of a mirror, and there was no mistaking the feminine quality of him. His boobs looked quite sizable in the bikini top, his waist was getting really thin, and his hair…his hair was longish.

Not super long, but longish.

He was a bad one for getting haircuts because he was always too busy working out. The past couple of months he had been so obsessed with the changes in his body, and then he had been too embarrassed by his body to go out, that he had let his hair, usually semi-long, grow.

Brandy went and stood behind him. She put her arms around him and they studied the mirror.

They looked like two women. Of course he was a little messy in the hair department, and he wasn’t wearing any make up, but…he looked good.

“Come on,” she squeezed his boobs which made his knees weak.

“Where?” he followed her out to the kitchen.

“It’s time to work on your hair.”

“I just comb my hair. You know that.”

“No longer, lover. That ugly mop doesn’t belong on that beautiful body.

It was the right thing to say, and he allowed himself to be sat down on a chair on the patio.

She draped a towel over his shoulders and got a glass of water, scissors, a comb and a hair brush.

He looked at the hairbrush with disdain. “What’s that for?”

“Hah!” she answered.

For a half hour she sprinkled drops of water on his locks, she combed and snipped, and shaped his hair to his head and his features. Then she used the hair brush, rolling his hair around it, pulling it out, dripping a bit of water and shaping.

His hair began to curl under. His hair was just shy of his shoulders, and the curls lifted them a bit higher, but when she was done he had a beautiful hairdo. It flowed down, curled under, and framed his face perfectly.

He was now more feminine looking than ever.

“Good Lord,” he whispered.

She took a pair of tweezers and began plucking his eyebrows.

Gene passed through shock and into fascination. His eyebrows arched up like a woman’s.

“I don’t know,” he said.

But Brandy was going great guns now.

“Come on, sit back and I’ll do you proper.”

He sat in her vanity chair and she cleansed his pores with little sponges. He was amazed at the amount of dirt that came  out of his face. Then she began putting primer on him.

He watched as the color left his face, then after applying a foundation, she began putting the color back on.

He stared as she worked shadow over his eyes, outlined his eyes, and lengthened his eyelashes.

“Beautiful,” she murmured as she painted his lips.

He looked in the mirror and was astounded. He had been a big, hunky, manly man of a body builder. Now he was slender and big boobed and…and feminine.

He was so shocked by his transformation that he didn’t say anything when she pierced his ears and hung a pair of danglies from them.

“I should pierce your tongue,” she said when she was done and he was turning his head this way and that, studying his reflection.

“What? Why on earth…”

“Then I could attach a dildo to it and really use your face.”

He blinked. “You’re kidding.”

“About the piercing, not about the dildo. Honey, you’ve got me so hot…I really, really, really need to cum.

Gene said, “But I just got you off the other night!”

She said, “But you’re so beautiful. I need it again.”

“But—“

“Come on, do me, use a dildo and don’t mess your make up, and then you can work out.”

The phrase ‘work out’ clicked in his head. He had been so busy getting made over that he hadn’t worked out.

He allowed her to pull him out of the vanity chair. He stood there while she buckled a strap on around his hips, and he looked down at the big dick sticking out from his groin.

“What about my own dick?”

“Honey, surely you’ve realized that…well…you’re turning a bit shrimpy.

And, he couldn’t lie. He had.

“So you do me, and…heck, I’m always the horny one, right?”

He nodded, but he remembered how frustrated he had been the other night, even though he had cum, and the residue of frustration was still in him.

Still, the look in her eyes, and the way he felt all made up and not wanting to mess his face up…he let himself be pulled towards the bed.

“Do me doggy, baby.” She crawled onto the bed and waggled her butt.

He wanted to kiss her pussy, to bury his face in it, but…make up.

He moved up behind her and held his fake cock and swirled the tip against her slit.

She groaned and moved her butt.

He stared down at his cocks. His real one and his fake one. His real one was smaller than a hot dog now. It was stiff, he was horny, and getting hornier, but that big one…man! It was bigger than his dick had been when it had been man-sized.

He reached down and cupped his marbles. And they were marbles. Yes, they felt good, but…

“What are you waiting for? Come on!”

He pushed the head of his fake cock into her.

She gasped and clutched the bed spread with white knuckled hands.

“Oh, yeah!”

He began to move in and out, and he felt…detached. he was fucking her, and suddenly he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it.

But he no longer had the tool to please.

His little  dick, his real dick, poked between her legs.

She felt it and squeezed her thighs together and trapped it.

That felt better, at least he was getting some traction, and he began to pound her.

“Oh, baby!” she wheezed, rotating her buns a little, back and forth, making the most of his big dick.

He pushed with his little dick, at least getting some rubbing sensation.

He reached around, his tits touched her back, and he cupped her tits.

He was molded to her now, and he could tell that his big cock was doing the job. She was gulping and groaning and twisting around. Her pussy was gripping and slipping and he was ramming and jamming.

Her arms collapsed and her shoulders fell on the bed. She lay, her face turned to the side, and he pounded his big spike into her hole.

“Oh…fuck,” she whimpered, and she began to cum. The orgasm just popped through her, vast and sweeping.

She tried to move forward, to get the dick out of her, but he held her hips.

He kept the dick tight against her as deep as it could go inside her wet pussy, and her legs squeezed together, and he felt like he was going to cum…he felt like…it was going to…

She went slack and it didn’t happen.

She lay under him, breathing hard, trying to figure out which way was up.

He lay on top of her, and wished his little dick, his real dick, was long enough to reach into her pussy.

He hadn’t been too horny when he was a manly man, he had always put his energy into body building. But now…he was getting a bit desperate.

But…they were done.

Gene started going back to the gym. At first he was scared, but he had seen trans people working out, and he knew most of the people, so…he went back on an early morning and tried it out.

And it worked.

Of course he didn’t go back to the section where manly men threw tons of iron around and laughed. He didn’t have the musculature for that.

But he could go to the women’s section.

Low weight, high reps, and…girly talk.

He learned more about make up. The girls knew who he was, and it only took a little gossip before they knew what had happened to him, and they actually took him under their wing.

Well, he had helped train some of them when he was manly, so they turned it about and gave him advice on lifting, on fashion, even how to walk and talk like a woman.

But he drew the line when they brought up things like how to flirt, how to make a man love you.

“Sorry, girls,” he would say. “This is where I work out.”

They didn’t mind. They understood. Besides, he was, in their eyes, still undergoing some sort of transition, and that included a lot of soul searching, and a lot of space in which to have your own thoughts.

Interestingly, his testosterone numbers started to level. He was finally beginning to achieve a balance in his chemistry.

Unfortunately, or fortunately depending on your whim and viewpoint, he was not packing the muscle back on. And his package was staying about as big as a six year old’s. He was not bulking up and becoming the manly man.

It bothered him, a little. But it bothered him more that it didn’t bother him as much.

The truth was that he was enjoying being a girl. He liked wearing the latest dress, tilting his ass up with a pair of high heels, experimenting with different shades and colors of make up.

His hair was getting longer, too.

“We should do your nails,” one of the girls mentioned as he spotted for her.

Other girls gathered around and offered opinions as to shape and color.

“Gel nails last longer.”

“We need them long though. His stubby, little spatulas need to sprout.”

Lots of giggling.

Gene didn’t mind. Heck, he was wearing make up every day, he rarely wore man clothes, and the girls were even telling him that he shouldn’t drive home all sweaty, he should just come in and use their shower.

“Come on,”Lila said. She was one of the serious weight lifters. She was training for competition, and she was likely to win.

They dragged him, without too much protest, into the girl’s locker room. They sat him in a chair and two girls, one on each side, began prepping his nails. They sanded and shaped, and finally glued long ovals on him. He stared in wonder as his nails now extended a half inch beyond his flesh.

Then they colored them bright red and put a coat of lacquer on them.

While they were standing around, gossiping, Lila asked, “So, delicate subject, how’s your package?”

“What do you mean?”

“They’ve had you taking estrogen, you said. Has your package shriveled up?”

He hung his head a little, he did have a bit of the residual man in him. “Yeah.”

The girls giggled and clapped their hands.

“Show us?”

He looked around the circle of excited faces. These were now his friends. He didn’t hang with the ironheads, now he hung with the fairer of the species.

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Look, we’re asking. We really want to see.”

So he pulled down his work out trunks.

The girls stared raptly at his little dick. “Oh, my gosh,” murmured one. “That’s so cute.”

“Gosh,” said another. “I wish my husband was that big.”

“Can I touch it?”

The girls crowded around and he couldn’t say no, so hand after hand went to his groin and groped him.

He stifled a moan. He didn’t get enough sexual excitement with his cock these days, but he surely loved the way they felt him and tugged him.

“Can I suck it?” asked Lila, her eyes bright.

“I think that’s going too far.”

But the girls whined and protested, and finally one of them said, “How about if we ask your wife’s permission? Will you let us suck you then?”

“Well, uh…I don’t…”

But he had put his cell phone on the counter and one of the girls grabbed it and pressed 1. She giggled. “Wives and girlfriends are always number one.”

“Hello?”

Gene reached for the phone, but the girls brushed his hands away. The girl who had dialed spoke into it. “Hi. My name is Lannie. We’re all down here at the gym working out with your husband.”

“Uh, hi, Lannie.” Brandy was puzzled.

“Listen, I know this may sound weird, but we pulled your husband’s pants down…” everybody smothered giggles, and we really love what you’ve done with his manhood.”

“Oh, uh….thanks. I think.”

“No, it’s really cute. But Gene is really true blue to you, and he doesn’t want us to touch it or anything, so I thought if we asked permission….”

“I don’t know. This has sort of taken me by surprise.”

“I promise we won’t let him cum or anything. But we’ve never seen such a tiny peeny, and, well, some of the girls want to…to kiss it, and…to…”

“Suck it.”

“Yes. Oh, please. oh please, say yes. I mean, none of us are going to try and take him away from you, and he loves you so much anyway. He talks a about you all the time, and…”

“Well, there’s only one problem.”

“Sure? What? What can we do?”

“Well, I don’t want him to cum, that’s for sure, because I want him to cum for me. You can imagine our love life has sort of taken it in the shorts, not to be pun-y, but…”

The girl drifted away from where Gene sat and girls felt his penis. he wanted to get up and follow, but they wouldn’t let him.

In the corner of the locker room the girl talked intently to Brandy, and then she nodded, and she hung up the phone and swaggered back.

“What’d she say?” The girls all asked.

“She said he can’t cum. And…” she looked at Gene, “I told her how to solve your love life.”

“What? Really? What are you…”

But his voice was lost as a woman moved between his thighs and took his cock in her mouth.

He gasped as she rolled it around on her tongue. Then she stuffed his two little balls into her mouth.

“Oh…oh…” he mumbled.

“Remember, girls, no cumming.”

One after the other the girls knelt in front of him. While one sucked others would pinch his boobs and make him moan. A couple of them even kissed him. Long, passionate kisses.

But as much as they sucked on him and played with him, they never let him cum.

“Honey? I’m home!”

He walked into the house. He had showered in the girls locker room and they had helped him repair his make up. Inside his panties his little cock was stiff as a nail. A small nail.

“Back here, babe!”

He set his gym bag down and walked back towards the bedroom.

He was horny. He was frustrated. His little weenie was stiff and throbbing.

Brandy was sitting on her vanity chair, her legs crossed tightly. A robe pulled around her. One leg was bobbing. She took note of his long fingernails and smiled, then: “So you got your cock sucked.” But she was grinning. “How was it.”

“It was fun. They, uh, they say they want to do every time I’m there. They said it makes them horny for their husband’s bigger cocks.”

“I can imagine.”

“So what’s up?”

But Brandy continued talking. “Never getting my hole filled, it gets frustrating. Of course I’ve got a vibrator, but, poor you, what do you have?”

Gene sighed sadly. “I don’t know. Nothing. I guess I’m doomed to be horny for the rest of my life.”

“I’m up with that,” she responded. “I like you horny. But we do need to give you relief every once in a while. After a while, if you get nothing you’ll eventually lose interest. But if we can give you some, enough to keep you in love…”

“Aw, honey. I’ll always love you.”

“I know. And that’s why I’m willing to do something for you. Every once in a while. Maybe every month or two.”

“What?” his tilted his head slightly and his eyebrows dipped in curiosity.

For answer she opened her robe, she was wearing some sort of strap set up on her hips. Then she opened her legs and a big dildo popped up.

“What!”

She stood up, and he got a full view of her strap on, and the dick sticking out from her cunt.

It was nine inches, big and round with thick veins curling up the sides.

“Honey,” she said. “Lay down. I think I love you.”

He was gobsmacked. Awestruck. Dazed.

She pushed him onto the bed. “You took me doggy style, now it’s time to return the favor.”

He was stunned, didn’t know what to do. His wife with a dick?

She arranged him on all fours, then opened a jar of lube.

“The girl who called me told me about this. She said it will help with my frustrations, and it will certainly help you with yours.”

Brandy pushed a big gob of lube into his asshole. She reamed him with a couple of fingers, and he moaned helplessly.

She took her time, more lube. More in and out, more swirling fingers, and she increased the number of fingers.

“She said not to fist you this first time, but it’s something to look forward to. Right?”

He gulped and nodded and made a sound deep in his throat that might have been anything.

She had four fingers in him now, and he felt loose and big back there. He pushed back with his butt and started fucking her hand.

“Yeah, baby. That’s how we roll,” she spoke in a low, sexy voice.

She touched her dick to his rectum. He shivered, knowing this was the real deal.

She entered him smoothly, just an inch, just the head, then waited.

He shivered, wanted more, but she simply stroked his thighs, his ass, and waited.

He gulped, and he could feel himself getting looser and looser.

“That’s it, honey.” She gave him another inch, then another one.

Ten minutes later she was balls deep in him. His front arms had collapsed about the sixth inch, but his ass was still up in the air, and she had him packed.

She began to move back and forth. Slow, long motions. Almost out, then back in. Almost out, then back in.

He groaned, he couldn’t move. He was pegged to the bed and frozen with pleasure.

“Yeah, baby,” Brandy whispered. “Don’t worry if you can’t cum the first time, you’ll eventually have prostate orgasms, and…”

“Oh…fuck!” Gene shivered and his butt began spasming. He flattened out as the orgasm washed over him. Brandy stayed with him, let her weight shove the dildo deep into his rump.

Beneath their weight his little dick began to spit out little drops of cum.


EPILOGUE

“And the winner of the first Transexual Bodybuilding Competition is…Gene Hanson!”

Gene was beautiful in his black bikini, and his muscles shone with oil. He was pumped, and his breasts were big, and his lips were red and plumped and his hair done up in the French fashion.

The crowd, among which were many of the guys and gals from his gym, cheered wildly.

Gene bowed, raised his hands in victory, and stood next to the giant trophy.

After receiving  his accolades, Gene carried his trophy to the back  area where Brandy was waiting.

She was on the phone, but she looked at the trophy and her eyes were excited and she gave him thumbs up, then she hung up the phone and hugged him.

“Oh, Gene! After all the work! I knew you could do it!”

“Not without you, babe.” They kissed lightly, so as not to mess their make up.

“You’ll never guess who that was on the phone.”

“You’re right. I won’t.”

“It was Doctor Quackenbush.”

Gene tilted his head.

“He says he might have a cure for your condition.”

“You mean change me back into a manly man?”

“Yes! Isn’t that exciting.”

“Nope.”

Brandy blinked.

“I think I like it this way.”

Then she smiled, and they kissed, and the hell with their make up.

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


About the Author!

Grace Mansfield is the cutting edge of feminization in modern society.

Grace writes an astounding 10,000 words a day, and her five star ratings are out the roof!

That’s over a hundred novels and over 600 novellas, and in just a couple of years!

But feminization isn’t her only thing. She writes stories about female domination, chastity, crossdressing, femdom, even castration!

She explores themes that others have never touched upon!

She explores human beings and all their blessings and foibles.

She ranges far in her plotting, so you’ll never get the same old same old.

If you really want the absolute best in erotica check her out on Amazon.

Or, just drop on by the website.

Joe Gropper

Webmaster at

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

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!


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

for a massive collection of bundles!

On Amazon type in:

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’

21 steamy five star stories in each bundle!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

Type in…

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’


[image: Group]


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.


Here are the first two chapters from…

[image: ]

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been no request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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