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

Five more of the best darned feminization stories in the world!

Men who want to find their softer side; men who realize their is more to the world than cigars and hockey games; men who change the world for everybody, make it a softer and more gentle place.

Can you imagine men going to war in dresses?

Or getting in fights while wearing high heels?

Or being overly aggressive a**holes while wearing make up?

I tell ya, we got something here, and you better write your congress person and let them know.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


He’s Got Boobs!

A young man lactates and is feminized!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Men have muscular boobs.

Women have fatty boobs

Everybody looks at fatty boobs before they look at muscular boobs. Fatty boobs are just so much prettier.

So why shouldn’t everybody have the pretty boobs that everybody looks at?

Why shouldn’t men get to wear finery to support their femininity?

Why shouldn’t men get equality?

Right?

That’s what this story is about.

It’s about men being given the equal opportunity to be as beautiful as women.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jon gulped nervously. He had that damned heartburn again, and his acid reflux was burning his throat, and he cursed softly.

“Jon? Are you okay?” Liv leaned over to him and placed a hand on the back of his wrist.

Jon nodded, and said, “I’ve just got a weak stomach.”

They were at the Cheesecake Factory. They had just had a rich meal, which included juicy steaks and Coke, which were Jon’s weakness. He loved red meat, and to wash it down with sugary, syrupy Coke was heaven. Unfortunately, red meat and Coke inflamed his stomach.

The other couple at the table, his brother, Tom, and his wife, Marge, made sounds of sympathy.

“That’s too bad. Didn’t you have that stomach stuff, Tom?”

“I did. I cured it, too.”

Jon was belching now, and having trouble swallowing. He was having a complete attack now, and he hated it.

“What did you do to cure yourself?” Liv asked.

“There’s a drug called domperidone. It’s supposed to be doctor prescribed, but what the fuck do doctors know, eh?” He grinned. Tom always was a rebel.

“Domperidone,” repeated Liv, determined to remember this drug that might help her hubby.

“Yeah. It’s something called a domperidone, or something like that. It’s for nausea, and other stuff, but I took one and a half hour later i was cured. Now, whenever I feel an attack coming on, or if I’m just going to be going out for dinner and drinks or something, I just take a couple and zingo bingo, no heartburn.”

“Excuse me,” Jon, stood up and rushed for the bathroom.

The others watched him wend his way between tables with expressions of understanding.

“Man, that’s tough,” said Tom. “I used to hate it when that happened.”

“Do you have any of those pills with you?” asked Liv.

“Oh, man, what a dope! Of course I do. I’ve got a whole bottle in the back of my car, and I can get more any time I want. I’ll be back in a second.”

The girls watched Tom head in the other direction, towards the exit.

In the bathroom Jon was trying to puke. Or swallow. Or do something to relieve the pressure in his gullet. It was a strange feeling. He would take a bite of something, meat was the worst, and it would go halfway down his throat and stick. His stomach would hurt, he couldn’t throw it back up, even with a finger, and he just lived in agony until it finally passed down.

He was in the last stall, leaning over, sticking his finger down his throat, praying to God for relief.

In the restaurant Tom came back in, looked at the girls, and they motioned that Jon was still in the john. Tom worked his way through the restaurant, down a short hall, and into the men’s room.

At the end of the stalls Jon was just coming out. His face was  red and covered with sweat, but he had finally managed to swallow, and he was starting to breath easier.

“Hey, bro.”

“Sorry, Tom.”

“Not to worry. Hey, take one of these. No, better take two. They’re that domperidone stuff I was telling you about.

Jon took the bottle, unscrewed the cap, and shook out two pills.

“Thanks, man. I hope I can get these down…” he tossed them into his mouth, hard, as if that would make them travel faster and further.

He was pleasantly surprised when he was able to swallow them. But that’s the way his heartburn worked. When he finally did manage to swallow the condition was often relieved. At least for the night.

The two brothers walked back to the table and sat down.

“You okay, hon?” asked Liv.

“I think so. I feel better already.”

And so the meal went on.

It was a celebration of sorts. Jon had started an internet business the year before, and he was finally able to quit his nine to five and work from home. And if that wasn’t cause for celebration…what was?

So they finished their steaks, chatted, and Jon was feeling better and better.

“Is it working?” asked his wife.

“Oh, yeah,” and he smiled. “Whatever is in those pills…I feel great!”

The dinner over, Jon drove home. Liv was sitting sideways in her seat, facing him. “I can’t believe it. You are feeling no pain.”

“I know. And Tom gave me a whole bottle. And he can get more for me. Looks like my trouble’s are over.”

“And that brings us to another subject,” Live started unbuttoning the top of her blouse.

“Oh, ho! What’s this?”

Their car had very dark tinted windows, and Liv took off her blouse.

Jon was having trouble keeping his eyes on the road. Liv was an eyeful. Large breasts, tight waist, her eyebrows were delicate and her lips were full. She licked her lips and lifted her skirt.

“You know, Jon, I have a problem.”

“Well, you’re giving me one,” He pushed down on his crotch, His dingus was bloated and he needed more room in his pants.

“And I think it’s going to be one of those nights when I can’t wait.”

“What?”

She pulled her panties to one side and began stroking herself, rubbing her fingers over her pussy. She was breathing hard and her eyes were half lidded and laughing.

“No! Honey! Wait until we get home! I want some, too!”

“Oh, no. You just think you do.”

One boob was exposed and she hefted it up to her full lips. Eyeing him, she sucked on her own nipple as she rubbed her clitoris.

“But if you cum you won’t want to when we get home!”

“Yeah. And I won’t be bothered by you sweating and slobbering all over me. I won’t end up with a cum overload. I won’t have to wash your stink off me.”

“Hey! That’s not fair! I thought you loved my stink!”

“Oh, I do, except sometimes,” she was rubbing harder now, and pulling on her big, fat nipple. “And, sorry for you, Jon, but this is one of those times.”

Jon reached over the console and tried to pull her hand back, to get her to stop pleasuring herself. He was too late. Just as they turned onto their street, him steering with one hand and trying to get her to stop, she came.

“Oh! Yes…yes…yes…”

Her hips lurched and suddenly she brought her legs closed and turned sideways in her seat.

“Oh! You bitch!” he whispered as he parked the car.

She leaned back, laughed, and sighed. “Sorry, Jon. No nookie for you tonight.”

“I can’t believe you did that to me.”

“Hey, when a girl’s got to cum, she’s got to cum. Can I help it if you’re not available?”

“But I would have been in thirty seconds!”

“Thirty seconds too late.” She adjusted her panties and skirt, then put her blouse back on. “Of course, if you want me to tease you a bit, that would be fun.”

“What?” His voice sounded like a mouse farting.

“Unless you don’t want me to.”

“No…no! I want you to.”

“Excellent, because when I have a good cum, like I just had, I always like to play around a little bit.

“Oh, God!” Jon groaned.

Liv just laughed, and in a quite evil and satisfied way.

Usually, when Liv played the tease and deny game, she played it for a day or two, then let Jon cum.

Unfortunately for Jon, he received a phone call in the morning. It was from his brother.

“Jon, I’m sorry, but Aunt Beth passed.”

“Oh, no!”

Beth was the brothers’ favorite relative, and they commiserated and remembered her for a minute, then Tom said, “Uncle Jeff wants to know if you can come out and be with him for a couple of weeks.”

Second favorite relative, Uncle Jeff, and Jon agreed. “Sure. I’ll hop a plane tonight. You gonna come out?”

“Absolutely. But I can’t get away for a few days. It’s gonna be you and Liv for the first few days.”

Unfortunately, Liv couldn’t get away. When he broached the subject she said, “Jon, I have a new department opening up at work. I’m the chief training officer.”

They both sighed. It was a situation. “Well, I guess it’s up to me.”

He spent the afternoon trying to find a flight, and was unable to.

“I’ve tried everything,” he complained at dinner that night.

“I guess you’ll have to drive.”

“Yeah. I guess. Jeez, what a mess.” He opened up the bottle of pills that Tom had given him and counted two out.

“Are you taking more pills?”

“We’re going to have dinner soon, aren’t we?”
“Yes.”

“And I want a drink or two to go with it.”

“Well, okay. You’re sure those domperidone pills aren’t addictive?”

“Not a chance. They do make me feel good, though.”

“They probably make you a little high.”

“Probably. Sort of pleasant though.”

Liv frowned. She didn’t like the idea that her hubbie was taking pills, but she liked it less when he got heartburn.

While Liv was fixing dinner Jon packed a bag and got ready to go. He was almost finished packing when Liv came in and helped him. She got out his shaving kit and loaded his razor in it, then thought about it and slipped a tube of Nair for Men into his kit instead. He tended to have a bristly beard, and she liked his face a little softer.

“I packed Nair for you. I want you to use it instead of shaving.”

“Hunh. Okay.” No big deal.

She kissed him and tweaked his nipple, “Use it on your whole body.”

“Wow, I’ll be Mr. Clean.”

“Not on your head,” she ran her fingers through his thick head of hair. “I love your long hair.”

“And I love yours.”

“And I want you to wear this.” She held out her hand.

He groaned. It was his chastity tube. “Not now!”

“Especially now. You didn’t cum last night, you won’t have time tonight, and I want you horny when you get back.”

He cursed inside. He liked to masturbate, and she knew it. But now he wouldn’t be able to.

Liv grinned. “Poor baby.”

She gripped his belt and undid him quickly. She pulled his shorts down and put the tube on him before he could get hard. Then she put the circle around his package and pushed the two pieces together.

Click.

Jon looked down sadly. “Sorry, pal.”

“Your pal loves it. Look how he’s struggling.”

It was true. Jon’s dick was squirming madly, trying to get long and meeting only the cold hard reality of plastic.

“Heysoos, that’s frustrating.”

“Yeah, but you love it.”

“Not for a week or two!”

It was true. Usually they played with chastity for a couple of days. Now he would be gone for at least a week, and maybe more.

He looked up at her, “Are you sure we don’t have time for a quickie?”

“Of course we do,” she quipped.

He grinned.

“But where’s the fun in that?”

He frowned.

An hour later, fed and horny, Jon was on the road. He had a night of driving to do, and he headed for the interstate and put the pedal to the metal.

Live waved good bye, and smiled. She had talked Jon into eating her to a frothy cum, and she was very satisfied.

Well, maybe a little vibrator action would be good.

Grinning wider, she went back into the house.

Jon drove through the day and into the evening. There was a full moon, there weren’t many cars on the road, and he liked driving.

But the chastity tube was driving him crazy.

A week of no sex, and after being totally primed.

He sighed and turned up the music and drove faster.

The miles went, and though he normally would have pulled into a rest stop and caught a few winks, the chastity tube kept him awake.

So he drove and he drove, and he sipped Coke. He liked drinking Coke while on the road. The caffeine helped him stay awake.

About midnight he felt the start of heartburn, the result of too much Coke, and he popped a couple of the domperidone pills. Within a few minutes he was smiling again, and blessing those little, white capsules.

Man, Tom had really found the gold with these.

Six o’clock, and he only had an hour to go. But he was hungry. A night of caffeine and no sleep and he was feeling like food. So he popped a couple more pills and looked for a McDonalds.

Then he arrived, and Uncle Jeff had breakfast waiting for him. Just in case, Jon took a couple more pills.

And so the week went. Nothing to do but help Uncle Jeff plan for the funeral, and fix food. Relatives and friends kept dropping by, and they brought food, and he made food, and Uncle Jeff made food…and Uncle Jeff made sure there was always a couple of bottles of whiskey open. And Jon kept taking pills with every meal, or every drink or two, and the week passed.

“Hey, honey, how’s it going?”

“Oh, it’s great,” said Jon. “But I think I’m gaining weight.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. All the food, people drinking and toasting and stuff…and in my spare time I’m on the computer so I’m not getting any exercise.”

“Well, don’t worry about it. When you get home we’ll put you on the treadmill. Make you power the house or something.”

“Ha.” He said dourly.

“And how’s the heartburn?”

“Oh, it’s great. No problem. Think I’ve got it whipped. Are you going to make the funeral?”

“Sure. But it’s going to be a quick in and out flight. That new store is really taking a lot of my time.”

“An in and out flight, eh? I know something else that would like a little in and out.”

Liv chuckled. “And how is my favorite body part?”

“Strangling.”

“Good. Are your balls full?”

“Full and swollen. You better bring the key, because I’m afraid they’re going to explode.”

“Oh, goodie! Exploding balls! My favorite fruit!”

“Hardee har har, bitch.”

“Bastard.”

They both smiled.

“Seriously, honey. I’m going to need a little relief.”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ll put the key in my overnight bag right now.”

“Good.”

“Right after I diddle myself a bit.”

“Oh, no,” groaned Jon.

“That’s right. I’m going to play with my pussy. Do you know how wet and hot I am right now?”

“No.” He hated it and loved it when she played phone sex with him.

“I’m so wet, and I’m so hot that the wetness is steaming.”

“Oh, come on.”

“Oh…” she exclaimed.

“What?”

“I just touched my pussy and came.”

“You bitch!”

“Yeah!” And she grinned.

Three days later the funeral happened, and Liv just made it. She walked into the back of the funeral parlor and grabbed Jon’s arm and kissed his cheek.

Jon was red-faced from horniness, but he managed to control himself until after the funeral. Then they went back to the house, intending to find a little time together.

But everybody was coming over to pay respects and chat, and they didn’t want to be obvious by locking themselves in the bedroom, so they grinned, and groaned, and waited.

Jon had a couple of pills and drank a few drinks.

And a couple of friends toasted, and shared more drinks with him.

Then one of his oldest friends showed up, and four of them headed out for a little private partying, and Liv was left with Uncle Jeff.

“Hey, Liv, I can’t thank you and Jon enough. He’s been a God send this last week.”

“Not a problem, Uncle Jeff. You know how Jon feels about you and…and Aunt Beth.”

“I know. And thanks, and…can I ask another favor? I know it’s an imposition, but…can Jon stay another week?”

Liv smiled. And it was an evil smile.

“Sure.” And she thought of how Jon was going to have to suffer, his dick locked up for even longer. More phone sex, more vibrator for her, and… “I’ll talk to him. But rest assured, he’ll be happy to stay on.”

Jon came back an hour later, and he was drunk. And horny. And he licked his lips as he came into the bedroom and started unbuckling his belt.

Liv sat on the edge of the bed and motioned him to her. She grabbed his balls, they were big and shiny red. She fondled them and looked up at him. “You’ve been using the Nair.”

“All over, baby. We’re going to have a bald fuck tonight.”

“About that…”

Jon froze.

“I started my period.”

Jon’s mouth opened slightly. His jaw quivered.

“But…”

“So I didn’t bring the key.”

“You didn’t?”

She had, but now that she was going to be able to play with Jon for another week…he he.

“No. But we can kiss and make out.”

“Did you bring your vibrator?”

“Honey, we’re not going to get you off that way.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want you to save up and really have a great cum. Just think, another week of deprival…you’ll be so horny you’ll squirt a gallon.”

Jon was ready to cry. He had really wanted to have a cum. Heck, he needed a cum!

And now to be refused one more time.

“Honey, I think it might be dangerous for me not to cum this much.”

She smiled, pulled him onto the bed and sat on his lap. She could feel his plastic device wiggling underneath him as his cock tried to get hard. she kissed him, and whispered into his ear. “If you’d like…I can drain you.”

“Drain me? What’s that?”

“Well, I’ve been reading.”

“Reading what?”

“I read that it your prostate is stimulated you’ll leak your sperm out. Instant relief.”

Jon was confused. “But how do you stimulate the prostate? That thing is inside your body, down below the dick.”

“I know. It’s below your penis, but you can reach it through the anus.”

“What?” he moved back suddenly.

“I simply use my finger, or something called a prostate massager, and I tickle your fancy until your cum is drain.”

“That sounds weird. In fact, it sounds gay.”

“Gay?”

“Yeah! You’re talking about me taking something through my asshole. That’s gay.”

“No, that’s anal, and gays aren’t the only ones who use that method of sex.”

Jon frowned. “Well, I don’t think so.”

Liv held his balls and sucked his nipples. She looked up at him. “Are you sure? Maybe just a little try?”

“I’m sure!”

But he wasn’t. Liv had tickled his fancy a few times. She had used a single finger, her middle digit, on him, and …he had liked it.

It was the fact that he liked it more than anything that scared him the most.

Live went out to the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. She put a lot of bourbon in his Coke, she put a lot of Coke in her bourbon. She smiled and carried the drinks back to their room.

The rest of the house was silent. The visitors had gone home, and Uncle Jeff was sleeping soundly in his room.

Liv handed Jon his drink and sipped from her own. she said, “Now let’s discuss this further. I’ve been reading, and…”

Jon woke up bleary-eyed, wrapped in sheets, and with the most painful case of morning wood he had ever had.

He struggled out of bed, groaning, and realized that Liv had already taken off.

Damn that woman, he ran across the room and down the hallway to the bathroom, leaving him high and dry!

He plopped down on the toilet and started tinkling.

He stared down, taking in the sight of his encased weeny, and realized that his chest was fat.

Damn. No exercise, and he was putting on weight.

Weird, though, that it was only in his chest. He touched a finger to one of his nipples and shivered. Damned things felt awfully sensitive.

The tinkling stopped and he stood up. In the mirror he could see that his pectorals were swollen.

Hunh! Maybe he should just do exercises for his chest. That would probably help. Build a little muscle, take off some fat. Yeah.

Then he had a funny feeling. His ass…it felt…squishy.

And he remembered how Liz had worked him over.

Damn! That was why he had drunk so much! She had pulled him along, and she had played with his asshole. And he had let her.

Heck, as he remembered it, he had been begging her at the end.

“More, baby. More!” And she had given it to him.

She had him on all fours, on his back, in strange contortions, and she had worked him up to four fingers, one thumb short of a fist, and now his ass felt…sloppy.

Oh, it was tight enough, but there was a ton of lubricant oozing out of his asshole.

He turned to the toilet and used up damn near a whole roll of toilet paper wiping the goo off his rectum.

Still, he smiled. It had felt awfully good.

Then he frowned. So why was he still hard? She had managed to drain him, empty him of sperm, and…he was still hard.

In fact, it felt like he could cum! And that made him even more frustrated.

He didn’t think he had ever been this horny in his life.

So thinking, his ass clean, his dick wiggling like it could cum, he went back to his room, and took a couple more pills. It was time for breakfast.

The funeral was over, but Uncle Jeff was feeling poorly. That was why he wanted to Jon to stay a little longer.

Jon understood. You lose somebody you’ve been living with for fifty years and it takes its toll.

He drove Uncle Jeff places, played a little cards with him in the evening, cooked meals, and fixed a few drinks.

They walked and they talked and the week passed.

Jon was dying in his pants. His cock was struggling more and more. but that’s the way chastity worked. The more you denied something, the more you wanted it.

Then Uncle Jeff got sick on Friday night, the day before Jon was due to go home, and Jon ended up spending another week.

But, finally, three weeks in chastity and feeling it, Jon got into his car and headed for home.

Man, was he horny. He had read about draining on the net, and being drained apparently fooled the mind, but not the body.

His mind said he had cum, but his body didn’t think so. So it was generating seed harder than ever, and his cock was trying harder than ever to get out and erect.

Man, he thought he had needed to cum before, but that had been nothing. Now he was hornier than a satyr in a nunnery!

In this state, his cock crying for mercy, Jon headed down the interstate. The mountains and forests slid past, the clouds in the skies did their hula, and he was making good time.

He was just past Femville and on his third Coke, when he happened to look down.

Why he looked down he didn’t know. He just did.

Two wet blotches on his sweat shirt.

Right where the little fat mounds had started up on his chest. Right over the nipples.

What the fuck?

There was a rest stop up ahead, and he pulled into it.

He got out and walked to the back of his car.

Yep, there were two wet spots, about the size of a half dollar each, right over his nipples. And the sweat shirt was pushed out a bit.

Of course his chest was a bit swollen, but…his nipples were feeling…itchy.

He opened the trunk and dug through his bag for his other sweat shirt. It was dirty, but that didn’t matter. At least it wasn’t wet.

He took off his sweat shirt, looked at his chest, and wiped his hand across his nipples.

He groaned. His nipples felt so very sensitive. And his hand came away wet.

He thought he was just perspiring or something.

He pulled on his other sweat shirt and sighed. He gave a wiggle of his muscles to make the sweat shirt settle into place, then went back to the driver’s seat. He opened the door and looked down.

He had two wet spots on his chest.

What the fuck?”

Now he just lifted the shirt and looked at his nipples.

They were stiff. Rigid. Sensitive.

He touched them, and felt a sensation run through him. A sexual sensation that was, curiously, located atop his crack, over his butt.

What the fuck?

He walked to a little fence that was at the edge of the parking lot and sat down. He lifted his sweat shirt up higher, rolled it up, and bent forward and looked at his nipples.

As he looked liquid formed on the nipples. Just a little drop, but a couple of those and he would have a wet sweat shirt. So that was what was happening.

His nipples were leaking.

At that point his mind was feeling a bit faint, and everything felt surreal.

Liquid from his chest, his nipples.

And his nipples were swollen, and his chest was swollen, almost like he had had small, little tits.

And the liquid…it was coming right from the nipples. It was almost as if he was..he was…lactating.

As he reached this conclusion he sagged on the fence and almost fell over it.

He straightened up. He belched. It was a belch fueled by apprehension and nervousness.

He hadn’t felt nervous since he had started taking the pills, but he did now.

But it wasn’t the nervousness of having acid reflux and all that heartburn. It was the nervousness of something unbelievable happening to his body.

He was lactating.

He was producing milk, just a like a woman with a baby would do.

Oddly, he thought of how the semen had dribbled from his dick when Liv had drained him.

In a very strange, very odd, way…this was like that.

He was just…dribbling.

He went back to the trunk and opened it. He found a towel and wrapped it around his chest. It wouldn’t stop his nipples from leaking, but it would blot up the liquid.

Whatever it was.

Milk? It can’t be milk?

He pulled his sweatshirt down and got behind the wheel.

The rest of the trip was a nightmare.

He felt okay. in fact, he felt wonderful, but…he was giving milk.

Like a woman with a baby.

Like a damned cow!

In this aggravated state of mind he drove the rest of the way home.

He arrived home in the early evening. He hadn’t stopped for food, he was too nervous for that.

He stopped the car, listened to the motor ping, then got out. He got his bags out of the trunk and headed through the kitchen.

“Honey? Is that you?”

Liv was in the computer room.

She got up and came to the doorway.

“I’ve been researching this prostate draining thing, and I’ve figured out a whole bunch of—what’s wrong?”

Jon walked past, his face dark and troubled.

Liv followed him. “Jon?”

Jon went into the bedroom, biting his lip, and threw his bags on the floor.

He turned to his wife.

“Jon? you’re scaring me! What’s wrong?”

Jon lifted the bottom of his sweat shirt. He pulled it off.

Liv stared at the towel wrapped around his chest.

“What?” Her eyebrows dipped in confusion.

He unwrapped the towel, which was fair soaked by now. He dropped it on the floor, and it landed with the splat that a wet towel would give.

“Jon?”

He lifted his hands to his pectorals, his swollen chest, his lactating tissue. He spread his fingers, then squeezed the flesh.

She stared as white drops formed on the ends of his nipples.

“Wha…wha…”

Jon said, “Honey, I’m lactating.”


Part Two

Liv and Jon sat at the kitchen table and stared at Jon’s chest.

His pectorals had swollen into perfect, little boobs.

With big nipples.

From the tip of each nipple little beads of milk were dripping.

The milk formed into beads, grew heavy, became drops, and dripped onto the breakfast table.

“Can I touch them?”

Jon was panicked and dazed at the same time. He stared down at the little splashes and muttered, “I guess.”

Liv came around the table and sat next to him. She cupped her hands and placed them under his tits. Milk got on her hands, but she ignored that.

She supported his boob. She squeezed it, and a squirt of milk came out.

“Oh, fuck,” groaned Jon.

“Did that hurt?”

“No. It…it felt good.”

She squeezed again, watching his face closely.

He closed his eyes and felt the pleasure.

“I’m going to touch your nipples.”

He nodded miserably.

She used both hands, one on each nipple and gripped the things. She pulled, and both nipples squirted. He almost collapsed with the wonderful sensation of being milked.

Liv sat back. Milk was all over the table, and she said, “That’s amazing.”

“What’s wrong with me?”

She pursed her lips, thought about it, and said, “Why do you think there is something wrong with you?”

“I’m lactating! Men don’t lactate! This is…this is bizarre!”

“You could look at it that way, except that you have nipples, and nipples are built for lactating.”

“But I’m a man?”

“And it feels good,” countered Liv.

He stared at her.

“Honey, I’m a woman. I understand nipples. Men have been trying to put their mouths on mine for years. Well, until I married you, but even you…you are always feeling my breasts, thumbing my nipples, sucking on them.”

“But I’m still a man!”

“So what?”

He stared at her. That was the moment he noted the glint in her eyes, the almost downright avaricious set to her face.

“You like me with tits.” His voice was a whisper and he stared at her in horror.

She covered up quickly. “Nah. I mean, it’s cool, but…”

He wasn’t convinced, but he was willing to be distracted from what he was observing.

“But what am I going to do?”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Wear a bra.”

She tried to cover the glee in her eyes.

She continued. “Look. I’ll go out and get some stuff and we’ll take care of this.”

“What kind of stuff?” he asked suspiciously.

“Bra, a special kind of nursing bra so we can put pads over your nipples. And, I don’t know…I’ll just look around and see what they have.”

“Should we call a doctor?”

“We could,” Liv nodded, “Of course that might bring attention to you. Once people find out that you’re the amazing, lactating man…” she shrugged.

“But I can’t go around like this!”

“You’ll have to. Look, from a woman’s viewpoint it’s natural. We lactate, the boobs eventually dry up, and…” she almost choked as she made her next point, “Boobs even shrink a bit, go back…normal.”

He stared at his boobs, drip…drip…drip…dripping.

The towel he had used to blot his milk was to one side, so he mopped up some of the liquid.

“Now you just stay here and I’ll be back in a while.”

She picked up her purse and headed out the door. She turned around as she opened the door to the garage and grinned, “Try not to make a mess.”

It was an attempt at humor, and it was humorous…for her.

His face contorted and he looked so very unhappy.

By the time Liv got back Jon had broken out the bourbon. He had a tall glass with ice and a mix of Coke and bourbon. A Coke High it was sometimes called.

But he wasn’t drinking for pleasure now. He was drinking to get over his situation.

Liv pulled him into the bedroom and placed a large shopping bag on the bed. “Okay, off with your clothes.”

“All of them?”

“All of them.”

“But it’s only my…my…tits.”

“Oh, honey, stop being such a stick in the mud.” She grabbed his buckle and undid it. She unzipped him, actually bullying him a bit, and made him take all his clothes off.

“Okay, let’s wipe you off, and…here’s a bra.”

Jon stared at the thing. It was sturdy, and had two thick flaps that could be unbuttoned.

“Good Lord,” Liv whispered. “It looks like they might actually be getting bigger.”

“They are?”

She was fixated on his boobs. Her eyes gleamed and she licked her lips. “No. That’s got to be my imagination.”

Jon stared at his boobs. They did seem to be getting bigger.

Liv placed the bra around him, got some of his milk on herself, and fastened the back.

His boobs were getting bigger. He filled the bra perfectly.

Liv put the pads in the little pockets, and she had the thought that her squeezing his tits had made them bigger. She had only squeezed a little bit, but she knew that being milked did tend to draw more milk, so…she smiled.

She reached into the big bag and took out two squeeze bottles with suction cups on them.

“What are those?” But he sort of knew.

“We need to drain the milk from you. We drain enough maybe you’ll dry up.”

Liv knew this wasn’t true. She knew that the more milk you draw the more there is.

So why did she tell this blatant lie?

She wanted to.

There was something utterly fascinating about Jon’s situation.

Also, Liv thought it was funny. It was like a big joke. It was only milk, after all, and they were only tits. Where was the harm? Later, she would realize that maybe she had ulterior motives. Motives having to do with the excitement of seeing her husband in different lights. More feminine lights.

Right then, however, she simply pulled a flap down, fit the milking pump to his boob, and started pressing the handle.

“Here, you press. Let me get the other one started.

There were no words to describe Jon’s feelings as he pressed the handle of the pump and felt the suction draw his milk out. He milked, and he watched the mechanism move and the milk flow into the little bottle.

Then Liv was pumping his other tit.

The next few days were a surreal experience.

Liv insisted on milking him every two hours. She didn’t save the milk, she just filled a couple of bottles with each boob, then dumped the milk into the sink.

Jon watched the milk disappear, and poured some more bourbon.

Liv didn’t mind that he was drinking a little extra, it made him more malleable; it definitely helped him adjust to his increasing breast size.

It was doing other things, too, though they didn’t immediately realize it; bourbon and soft drinks increase estrogen, and estrogen increases breast size, and so the very thing that Jon was doing to help himself handle the situation was causing even more growth.

And more and more.

After a month Jon was double Ds. He was putting out a gallon and a half of milk per breast for day.

And, he was getting used to it.

He got up in the morning and milked himself. He worked, and milked himself. He ate dinner and milked himself.

Slowly, Liv stepped back and just watched.

And Liv couldn’t believe how happy she was. To see her man sitting at his swivel, bottles of fresh milk lined up on his desk, it made her warm.

More than warm. Hot.

Now that she had nothing to do but watch, she was getting hornier and hornier.

This was good, because Jon was horny. Having his nipples stimulated all the time was increasing his sex drive. And Liv was controlling that, too.

She would wake up in the morning, look at his abundant chest, and roll over and molest him.

He liked that, and they would invariably end up doing the old ‘in and out.’

Sometimes she would even drink the milk straight from his tits.

Then, when she was done with him, she would insist that he put his chastity tube back on.

He would go through the day, turned on, breast stimulated, and his cock would writhe and wiggle and try to get free. And by the evening Liv would start to tease him.

She loved to tease him and frustrate him. She loved when his cock dripped. Something about this whole scene was turning her on so much that she was actually dripping.

“Honey, I bought you something.”

Liv carried a big shopping bag into the house.

Jon looked at her. He was feeling wonderfully weird. The pills he was taking, the extra bit of alcohol he was drinking, the constant attention to his dick, he felt good. In spite of the boobs…or because of the boobs.

“What?” he asked.

She pulled out panties.

“What?”

“Matching panties. As long as you have to wear a bra you might just as well be stylish.”

“No!”

“Yes,” she said firmly. “Besides, your dick isn’t sticking out that much, you don’t need the extra support and stuff from male underwear.

He protested, but how much can a guy protest when a woman is playing with his dick?

She pulled his pants and underwear off and helped him step into a pair of light blue panties.

“Oh, that’s cute,” she smiled. She pulled them up, snugged them, and his balls were actually pushed up a bit. She tucked his chastity cage back between his legs and his balls actually, in spite of the ring part of the chastity device, went up into his body.

He grunted, but as much for pleasure as anything.

“You are so beautiful.”

“I’m a man,” he protested. “Men aren’t beautiful. Men are handsome.”

“Not men with boobs,” she spoke complacently, but with confidence.

He looked down to where his breasts jutted out. “I can’t believe this,” he whispered.

“Oh, believe it. And this is just the start.”

“What do you mean?” He looked up at her.

“Honey, you have a female body.”

“I do not!”

But his breasts said otherwise.

“So you are going to have to wear female things.”

Oh, how he howled, but she finally said, “How long has it been since you went out?”

“But I can’t! I’ve got these!” He hefted his bosoms.

“Exactly my point,” she spoke sweetly. “So we’ll simply dress you up as a woman. Then you can go out again.”

“I’m not going to do this.”

“Okay, you don’t have to, but I want you to wear a tummy shaper. Your boobs aren’t the only thing getting bigger.”

That was a true statement that hit the mark. Jon always prided himself on being in shape, but now he was swelling. Just a little bit, his belly, and his ass. But…maybe a tummy shaper would help?

Liv handed him a tummy shaper and watched as he tugged it up.

“Well, that certainly hides your boner bump better,” she said approvingly.

He looked at the mirror and had to agree. “It does make my belly look slimmer, but…”

“But what?”

“The way it squeezes my mid section, it squeezes my tits up and my butt down and out. Look! My ass is round!”

Liv couldn’t keep her hands off her husband’s new and improved shape.

She grabbed his ass, a cheek in each hand, and lifted. “Fuck, honey, this is hot!”

He squeaked, and she let go.

“Well, just try the tummy shaper for a while. We’ll see how it goes and re-evaluate later.”

He grunted his agreement, and looked in the mirror again.

Liv seemed to like him this way, and…looking at himself, he started to think.

It was sort of sexy, and it did make him horny. And he was getting more and more sexy.

Yeah, he could keep wearing the tummy thing for a while.

The days passed, and Jon added exercise to his lifestyle. He had always been athletic, and now that he was having a weight problem he upped his exercising.

It was hard running with the big bags on his chest, but he enjoyed a bit of weight lifting and bicycling.

Unfortunately, this just made his breasts bigger.

He didn’t realize that lifting weights increased bulk, and that biking slimmed down his legs. and his belly, which just made his boobs look even more massive.

He was also experiencing other changes in his body.

Fat was redistributing here and there, even in his face, and he started feeling cold weather more. He didn’t understand that female bodies, and his was definitely a feminized body, were more sensitive to lower temperatures.

The point being that when Liv tossed him a pair of nylons he didn’t even think about it. He wanted to be warmer.

Not that nylons were big in the warming department, but they did a teensy bit, and…they looked good.

He had virtually no hair because of the Nair he was using instead of shaving, and his legs looked sleek and sexy.

They looked more female than male.

As did his chest.

As did his hair.

For the last couple of months he hadn’t had a hair cut, nor a trim, and his hair was longish to start with.

Jon was starting to look more and more girlish with every passing day.

“Honey, you haven’t been getting enough sun.”

Jon looked at himself in the mirror.

His face was changed, his hair was long, and…and he sort of liked it.

In fact, he spent a lot of time looking at himself in the mirror these days. He would comb his hair and imagine a more stylish—the the feminine sense—cut.

His lips looked a little larger, and his eyes did, too.

“I’m fine,” he responded.

“No. You’re definitely pale. Here, come with me. I can fix this.”

She dragged him into the bedroom. She didn’t have to drag hard.

“Sit there.” she pushed him towards her vanity table.

He sat, and wondered what she was going to do. He didn’t have to wait long.

She picked up a tube of cream and put a little on her fingers. She began rubbing the cream into his skin.

Amazingly, his face picked up color. The paleness went away and he was now presenting a light bronze color. It had all the shadows and lines that he was supposed to have, but…his skin color was like he had a light sun tan.

“Oh, my God,” he blurted.

“Pretty cool, eh?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

He was conflicted. It made him look better, much better, but…it was girl’s make up she was putting on him.

“Would you like me to go further?”

“How much further?” he eyed her suspiciously.

“I don’t know. As much as you can stand, I suppose.”

He backed off. He knew what she was doing. She was feminizing him, and while he was enjoying it, he was also having a hard time.

He was a man, dammit!

“Okay,” she said, cleaning her fingertips and stepping back to see his face in the mirror. “Pity,” she said. “A little make up goes a long way. But…some other day.”

He was almost disappointed, and he made up his mind, right then, that if she asked him again he would agree.

But she didn’t ask him.

Days and weeks. Months. Jon became more feminine.

He would go outside every once in a while. He liked to go biking at night. And he would sun bath in the back yard.

But he was pretty much stay at home.

Liv knew that he hadn’t reached a comfortable point, yet, and she bided her time.

Oh, she wanted to grip his collar and shake him and throw him into the vanity chair and totally make him over.

But she was smarter than that. She knew, intuitively, that men have to be led along gently.

So the days passed, and six months had passed when they got a call from Tom and Marge.

“Hey, bro! We’re in town, want to go out?”

Jon was panicked.Tom didn’t know what had happened to him. What would he think? What would Marge think?

Before he could beg off, however, Liv grabbed the phone. She had been listening on the speaker and she spoke into the phone, “How about a barbecue over here, instead?”

“Sure.”

“And, Tom?”

“Yes?”

Liv looked at Jon. “We’ve got a surprise for you.”

“Yeah? what kind of surprise?”

“Jon has turned into a woman.”

Dead silence. Dead silence after a hundred years in a cemetery. in outer space.

Marge was the first to speak. “What?”

“Yeah. Jon started growing breasts, and we decided to see how far we could take this. Oh, he’s still a manly man, just in a womanly body.”

More silence.

“So we’ll see you on Saturday afternoon?”

Tom stammered, “Uh, yeah…sure.”

Then Marge giggled. “We’ll be there with bells on. I can’t wait to see this.”

After Liv hung up the phone Jon looked at her. “I can’t believe you said that.”

“So, what? Are you going to lose those mammaries on your chest by Saturday? Best to just make a clean breast of it. Oh, ha! I make a joke. A clean breast. But you just get it off your chest and…oh, ha! I made another joke.”

Jon was near crying, but he controlled himself.

It seemed that in giving up a bit of his masculinity he had given up a modicum of control. Liv was starting to push him around.

Saturday arrived, and Tom and Marge walked up the front walk and knocked on the door.

“Come on in,” yelled Liv. She was standing in the archway at the back of the foyer. She actually had Jon in an armlock.

Jon had been surprised to find out, that in spite of his working out, that Liv was stronger than him. He didn’t understand that the pills he had been taking had robbed him of male musculature.

Tom and Marge stopped and stared.

Marge was the first to move. Females didn’t scare her, and neither did female appearing men. She came further into the foyer and walked slowly around Jon.

“Oh, my God! He is gorgeous.”

Which statement embarrassed, and pleased, Jon.

Tom finally moved. “But…how? Did you get implants or something?”

“No,” Jon muttered.

Liv: “They just started growing, his boobs, I mean. Right after we went to the Cheesecake Factory.”

Tom figured it out right away. “The pills.”

“What?”

“Have you been taking those domeridone pills?”

“Yeah. I take them every day. Why?”

“Oh, God, this is my fault!”

“What? But…what do you mean?”

Five minutes later they were all out on the patio, sipping drinks, and Tom explained.

Domperidone is a very powerful drug that increases lactation in women. I guess we know it works in men, too.

“But…how?”

“It’s a matter of balancing estrogen and testosterone. Those pills I gave you are the strongest domperidone on the market. Put that together with other things, lifestyle, estrogen generating things like booze or Coke, and…you get boobs. But this lactating thing…you seem to have gone extra far on that. Do you still lactate?”

“Every day. I have to pump my milk several times a day.”

“Well, if you stop taking the pills, and you stop drinking, and you stop milking your boobs, they should go back down. I think.”

“Hold on there, Tom,” Marge burst in. “I don’t want him to shrink until we’ve had a chance to explore this.”

“What do you mean?” asked Jon.

“I mean we haven’t really checked you out as a woman, yet.”

“Huh?”

“You look a bit like a woman, a lot, actually, but where’s your make up? And we need to see you in different outfits, and—“

“Where’s your dick,” Tom blurted.

All talk stopped.

Jon spoke in a low voice. “We’ve got it in a chastity tube so we can pull it out of sight.”

“Oh, wow,” said Marge. Her eyes were gleaming. It was a gleam that reminded Jon of how Liv had looked when this whole thing had started.

Tom looked back and forth between the two excited women and the confused Jon. “Well, I think this has to stop.”

Marge surprised him then. “Tom?”

“Yes?”

“Go home.”

“What?”

Marge licked her lips. “Go home. I’m going to be staying here for a couple of weeks. I want to see this happen. I want to help make it happen. You go home, and I’ll be along when we’re done.”

Tom was outnumbered.

And he didn’t want to see this great feminization happen. He stood up. “Too much for me, man.”

Jon looked back and forth between the two women. He was like a mouse looking between two cats.

“You want to…” he dribbled off.

“Are you still here, Tom?”

Tom turned and left the room. And the house. His car could be heard driving down the street.

“Okay, kids,” said Marge. “Are you ready for this?”

Liv said, “Yes,” and licked her lips.

Jon said, “No.”

But he was outnumbered.

They took Jon into the bedroom and undressed him. Marge marveled at his chastity tube. “We should sew his cock to the perineum,” she suggested.

Jon said no, and Liv said, “That’s an interesting idea.”

“Of course he won’t be able to fuck, but we have vibrators, and you can always drain him.

Tom: “I don’t think so.”

Marge: “Can you imagine the frustration he would feel? He’d wear a strap on and be fucking us. Fucking us, and his own balls would be generating immense amounts of semen, but he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it. And his only relief would be when we decided, out of the kindness of our hearts, to drain him.

Liv smiled. “I like that.”

Tom made whining sounds.

“Okay. We’ll look into the operation.”

“But—“

Marge interrupted him. “Jon, you won’t have to wear that stupid chastity tube. You’ll be so much more comfortable. You need to do this.”

Jon’s mind was spinning, and Liv placed him in the vanity seat.

“Okay, I’ll do his nails and you do his face. Can you pierce his ears?”

“Not a prob.”

The girls began to work on Jon.

For an hour they chatted and discussed what they were going to do, and Jon wondered what was happening to him. Then they began to work on his body.

Why wasn’t he objecting more strenuously?

But he knew—he was liking this.

Liv painted his toenails red, then selected long fake nails for his hands and shaped and painted. When she was done he had the most delightful set of talons. He stared at them in wonder. This wasn’t his body. But…whose was it?

Marge worked on his face. She explained about cleansing and pores and things. She prepared it, colored it, and set about the delicate work of doing his eyes. When she was done he had wonderful arched eyebrows, his eyes sparkled in dusky caves, and his lips were plump and red.

Marge pierced his ears and gave him short, silver strands with little sparkly diamonds on the ends.

Liv brushed his hair and styled it, made a few clips, and transformed his hair into a totally feminine style.

All the while, while they transformed him, they kept him supplied with bourbon. by the time they were done he was feeling no pain, and quite amenable.

He was a woman. Large breasts, wearing a pencil skirt and a blouse, and high heels.

He couldn’t walk well, but the girls didn’t plan on him entering any marathons. They planned on holding his arms and walking him into a restaurant.

So they did.

Liv drove and Jon sat in the back seat. Marge sat next to him.

“God, you make me hot. It’s a good thing we can’t fuck, or I’d be untrue to Tom.”

“Oh,” he was dazed, beautiful and drunk.

“Tell me more about sewing his dick up?” asked Jon from the front seat.

“Well, they make a slit under the head of his cock, and a slit in his perineum, then they simply suture the two places together. His penis will point out between his thighs, under his ass. It’ll be so sexy, especially when he wears panties. The panties will rub the head of his cock and he’ll always be turned on.”

“You sound like you’ve been giving this a lot of thought.”

“I have. I’ve been trying to get Tom to do it for years, but he’s such a stick in the mud.”

Jon thought about that. Stick in the mud. For wanting to keep his cock up and functional.

Yet, he had to admit…there was a certain allure to the idea.

He was growing to love being chastised, to being horny all the time, and this sounded like it was a few steps further.

Could he handle it?

Liv pulled into Charley Coyote’s and parked.

Charley Coyote’s was roaring. It was the hottest place in town, and steam was coming out the doors and windows. People were lined up, people were dancing inside, and Jon’s knees grew weak.

Marge and Liv kept him going though, and shortly they were at the side of the dance floor.

“I’ll get some drinks, you find us a table,” Liv shouted over the crowd.

Marge walked Jon back to a corner table and they huddled in the darkness.

“How you doing, Jon?”

“I’m okay,” Jon lied.

“Excellent, oh, goodie! Here’s the drinks!”

Liv put four glasses on the table and they all sat and drank. Two wine spritzers for the ladies, and two bourbon and Cokes for Jon.

Jon guzzled them down, felt the buzz, and Marge leaned forward and spoke loud enough for both of them to understand. “Let’s dance for a while, then take Jon home and fuck him.”

Jon looked back and forth between the two girls.

Liv smiled. “Okay.”

And so the night began.

For hours they plied him with liquor, then they took him out on the dance floor and got his blood hot.

They kissed him, and felt his groin, and cupped his tits.

Jon lost track of what was happening. He was horny, and drunk, and two beautiful women were using him.

And he was okay with that.

Finally, by the end of the night they took him home. They walked him into the back bedroom and laid him on the bed.

He grinned stupidly. He was going to get to fuck them.

But he wasn’t.

Liv didn’t take off his chastity tube, she just put him on all fours and lay down so she could kiss him.

“What’s going on?” Jon asked, his voice in wonder and confusion.

“Marge is first. Then me.”

“What are you…erk!”

Marge stepped up behind him. She was wearing a strap on and she nudged his bung hole with it.

Jon spun around and faced his sister-in-law. “What are you doing?”

“Making you a woman, honey. Now get back on all fours and get ready.”

“No!”

Liv pulled his head towards her. “Come on, Jon. This is what it’s all about. This is where we’ve been going, and you’ve known it all the time.”

“I didn’t!”

Marge pulled him to face her. “It’s going to feel good. And you’ll get drained. Don’t you want a little relief?”

“But I’m a man!”

“Are you? Look at you. You’re a woman. You’ve got tits, your face is made up, your whole body is changed. Maybe it’s time you realized that you’re more of a woman than a man.”

“No!”

Then Margie grabbed his ears and spoke into his face. “Jon. Do you want to give it all up? Do you want to go back to your boring, old male clothes? Do you want to get rid of those wonderful tits? Do you want us to stop sucking on your nipples? Do you want to stop wearing those wonderful, sexy clothes, and go back to being a man?”

Liv pulled him around. “Wearing jeans and tee shirts. Athletic shoes. Your body all hairy and smelly.”

Marge pulled him around. “No more make up!”

Liv pulled him, “No more lingerie. You’ll sleep in boxer shorts!”

Marge: “You can go back to opening doors for ladies, instead of having them opened for you.”

Liv: “Chest bump your friends and smoke cigars and talk about how tough you are.”

“Not really feeling the real softness that you are capable of.”

Back and forth they talked at him. One thing after another, and, finally, Jon broke.

“Okay!”

Everybody was silent.

Liv asked, “Okay?”

“Okay. I said okay. Now fuck me.”

Slow grins on the girl’s faces, and they helped Jon back into the doggy position.

Liv kissed him, a deep, soulful kiss, and halfway through his eyes opened and he jerked and made a ‘gurking’ sound.

Liv chuckled. “She’s in you. Isn’t she.”

He nodded, kept gulping and gulping. He was feeling so good back there, and it was only getting better.

“Go for it, Marge,” whispered Liv.

And Marge did.

END
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Author’s Note

The great philosophical question I pondered this story was: which is better, to be feminized, or to be a sissy?

This is a difficult question with many sides. Yet, at the heart, is a certain sameness.

Feminization is to look like a woman.

Does being a sissy go further? A sissy might be so enamored by being totally feminized, but there is a hidden facet to being a sissy.

And this is made more difficult by the fact that there can be different types of sissies.

In the end I decided that being a sissy is better than being feminized. No offense to anybody out there, just my personal opinion.

And remember, I pondered this as a writer crafting a story, and, specifically, choosing a title that might be grabby.

So if you feel the other way, have at it.

The world doesn’t matter, all that matters is you.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, I’m home!”

Jack walked through the kitchen. He placed his keys in the bowl, rummaged through the fridge and found a Coke.

He sipped, smiled, and added a dollop of bourbon.

He sipped again, and grinned. Now that was the secret formula in Coke.

Then he realized his wife had never answered him. He held his body still, listened to the house, and called, “Honey? Lisa?”

Nothing.

He frowned. She was always home when he got home. They had been married for five years and they were totally in love with each other. They went to the store together. They had lunch together. And when he got home from his occasional work trips she was waiting.

So…?

He walked through the foyer and down the hallway.

No sign of his wife in any of the rooms.

Puzzled, but not alarmed, he turned around and walked back to the living room. She was probably over at the neighbors. He turned into the living room and stopped.

The drapes were closed, which was unusual. But shocking was the figure sitting in the corner of the room.

She was beautiful, Jack could tell that much. He could see her buxom shape in the shadows. He could see her smiling face as she watched him.

She had her legs spread, and one hand was at her groin, rubbing her sex.

“Who?” Jack blurted, actually taking a step back.

“Hello, Jack. My name is Donna, and I will be your tour guide.”

“What the…what are you doing here? Where’s my wife?”

“Your wife is safe for the moment, but that all hinges on you doing exactly what I tell you to do.”

Jack was now silent. He was estimating how fast he could get to and subdue the woman.

But she hadn’t made any threatening moves. She had just implied about his wife.

“I’m going to call the cops.”

“Be my guest. I even know the number, should you wish. It’s nine and one and one.”

Jack blinked.

She was laughing at him.

But she was a threat to his wife…he intuited that…and that meant she was a threat to him, and… “Who are you?”

“Jack, I’ll tell you everything, but I’m going to have to insist that you mind your manners, first.”

Her own manner was so cavalier, no nonchalant.

“What are you doing here. Where’s my wife.”

“I’d like a drink. What you’re drinking. And don’t tell me there’s no booze in that can.”

He made up his mind. He took out his cell phone and tapped nine.

“Of course if you complete that call you’ll never see your wife again. Would you like that, Jack? to never see your wife again?”

Jack stopped, was frozen, held the phone and stared at the woman.

“Now, this is sort of crucial. We have to establish that I’m in charge. So I want you to get me a drink. If you don’t, then I’ll stand up and walk out, and you’ll never see your wife again.”

Jack found that he was trembling. He realized that he must have been trembling the whole time.

“Wait…”

“Wait for what? It’s simple. I have a thirst. You are my bitch. Now go get my drink before you make me do something you’ll regret.”

Jack felt like his legs were made of wood, that his body belonged to somebody else. He turned on his stumpy legs and headed for the kitchen.

The woman said nothing as he got down a glass and filled it with bourbon and Coke. He could have called on his cell phone. He could have said nothing and let 911 listen.

But he couldn’t.

The police arrive after the accident, and whatever accident this strange woman was…the police weren’t the solution.

He walked back into the living room. He handed the woman her glass.

She smiled as she leaned into the light. Brunette with wavy hair around her shoulders. Red lips and pale, blue eyes.

She sipped, smiled at him, then sat back in the shadows.

“Where is my wife.”

“Good drink, Jack. Now, as to where your wife is…she’s safe. For the moment. But you have to do everything I tell you to. Everything, with a capital ‘every.’

Jack stared, his ind was raging, and going nowhere.

If this was a courtroom there was no body, no evidence of wrong doing, just this woman with her smug and smirky manner.

“How do you know my wife?”

“Not important. What is important is that you follow directions. Please sit down.”

Jack remained standing.

“Don’t make me shout.”

Jack sat on the edge of the couch.

“Now then, Jack. I will be giving you instructions, and you will be following those instructions. Failure results in penalties. Penalties for you and your wife.”

“Why?” Jack’s voice was a whisper. He didn’t understand what was going on.

“Because I can. Would you like to see your wife?”

“Yes.”

“Very well.” She tapped her cell phone a couple of times. A moment elapsed, and his own phone dinged.

He stared at his phone.

“Answer it, Jack.”

Jack looked at his phone. He opened the text messages and stared at the screen.

His wife laying on a couch. Her hands tied, her feet tied, a ball gag in her mouth. The look in her eyes…it broke Jack’s heart.

“What…!” he growled and took a step towards Donna.

She tilted her head and smiled and waited.

He stepped back, controlled himself.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now take off your clothes.”

Jack was frozen, except for his mind. His mind felt like it was being battered by a hurricane.

“I know you heard me. I want you to take off your shirt, your pants, everything. I want you naked, and I want you naked in 30 seconds.

She pulled up the stop watch on her cell phone and tapped on the screen.

Jack’s face was bright red, but he started moving. He pulled his shirt off, kicked his shoes off, paused for about a tenth of a second, then took off his socks. He was down to his underwear, breathing hard, wondering, scared, and Donna lifted an eyebrow.

Jack took off his underpants. His cock, unbelievably, was straight out. It was almost as if it was pointing at Donna.

“Oh, my,” she said. “Somebody is happy to see me.”

“No.” It sounded like he was gargling the word.

“Yes,” she disagreed, smiling as she stood up. “Now follow me.”

She walked past Jack, and he smelled her. He smelled her flesh, her perfume, the womanliness of her. His skin was all goose bumpy, and his cock surged harder.

How can I be hard? he wondered, feeling his cock rise and fall.

She walked down the hall towards his bedroom. Jack hesitated, but he really had no choice. He followed her.

From the rear she had a beautiful ass. It was round and firm.

From the side, when she turned into the bedroom, her breasts jutted out.

Jack stepped into the room. Donna was standing at Lisa’s vanity table. One hand was on the chair, and she was grinning. “Come, sit down.”

Jack walked slowly across the room.

“What kind of a person are you?”

“A most wonderful person. Animals love me, and men open doors for me.”

“But my wife. how could you kidnap her?”

“Easily. I just get a couple of fellows to help me. We strip her clothes off and put her in the trunk of my car. I drive away, she comes with me. Being naked has a definite effect on how a person reacts. Your wife reacted just fine. She was scared. She did what she was told. Of course, it helped that I said you would be harmed if she didn’t do exactly what I said.”

“You…dirty—“

“Shut up, Jack. Don’t spoil it all by being unpleasant. Now sit down.”

Her voice was a little harder, and her eyes burned into him.

Jack moved around the chair and sat down.

“Excellent. Now, Jackie boy, we are going to decorate you. All you have to do is follow directions. Do you think you can do that?”

His voice was soft as he muttered, “Yes.”

“Okay. First things first, there is a can of Nair on the vanity table. It’s a spray can, and I want you to spray yourself. Take your time, stand up if you have to, but I want every square inch of your body, except for your lovely head, to be sprayed.”

Jack looked at the can of Nair. He sighed. He sprayed.

The substance turned into a gel as he smushed it over his body.

For a second he focused on himself, getting as much as he could. Then he glimpsed Donna in the mirror.

She was standing next to the bed, taking off her clothes.

He stopped.

“What are you doing?” Panic was in his voice.

“I’m going to help you, and I don’t want to get any of that stuff on my clothes. Now keep going.”

Jack smoothed the stuff into his pores. He coated himself with the goo.

Donna moved up behind him. She focused on his armpits and face. Then she moved down and got the middle of his back, and his groin.

She was naked and he felt her tits brush against his arm, then his back.

Jack gasped.

She had both hands around him and she was stroking him.

“What are…what…”

“Every square inch, Jack. She felt his cock and worked it. She moved around to his front, didn’t look up at him, and completely was focused.

When his body was completely slathered she went into the bathroom, found a couple of hand towels, and came out and started rubbing the stuff off him.

Jack was having a hard time breathing. He was rubbing himself a little, but he was in too much shock to rub himself a lot.

Finally, he was clean, and sweet smelling, and Donna stood back happily. Hands on her round hips she said, “Excellent.”

She gazed at him, a quirky smile on her face. “Okay. Sit down again.”

Jack moved to the vanity desk and sat down in the chair.

“Now then, just sit still while I clean myself off. It’s been a long day.”

She walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. A minute later, the water warm, she stepped into the shower.

Jack sat, naked, bare of hair, and stared at her figure behind the frosted shower glass.

She was beautiful. A classic 36 by 24 by 36. He could see her lifting her hair a bit so it wouldn’t get wet.

His eyes fell on her cell phone.

He snatched it off the bed and looked in her text messages.

Lots of messages, but nothing to do with Lisa or him.

He put the phone back and sat down just in time.

Donna stepped out of the shower and pulled a towel over her frame.

Jack watched as she dried under her boobs, dried her legs, dried her pussy.

It was a nice pussy. The labia were extended and rippling. It was as if her pussy was in heat.

“Why are you doing this?” His voice was low.

“I told you. Because I can.”

She moved across the room, stopped at the vanity table and picked up a bottle of perfume. Smiling, she spritzed herself, and Jack smelled the odor his wife used. It about killed him, and he felt so helpless.

“Nice, eh?”

She walked past him, paraded her flesh around his chair, and entered Lisa’s walk in closet.

A long minute elapsed, then she walked out. She was carrying lingerie.

She tossed a bra and panties set to Jack. “Put these on.”

Jack’s mouth opened and closed.

“Don’t dilly dally, Dally,” Donna chirped brightly.

“But…why?”

“Because I command it.”

“I don’t want to!”

“Do you ever want to see your wife again?”

“Yes!”

“Then put your underwear on.”

His mind protesting, it’s not my underwear! Jack put his feet through the leg holes. He stood up and pulled the panties up.

He was slightly larger than his wife in the hips, and the panties were snug.

“Push your dick down,” commanded Donna as she pulled her own—Jack’s wife’s—panties up.

Jack reached in and pushed his cock down between his legs.

Donna frowned. “That’s not going to work.”

His cock was sticking out the front, making a big bump.

She walked back into the closet and returned with a tummy shaper.

“Try this.”

Jack slid the panties off his legs, and pulled the tummy shaper up.

“Ah, yes. That’s going to work. Come here.”

Jack walked to her.

She only had panties on. Her breasts were big, and they brushed against his arms as she pulled the waist band of the tummy shaper out and reached down. She pushed his cock down, giggled as he groaned, and placed it between his legs.

She then knelt and snapped the bottom of the tummy shaper.

She stepped back, hands on her waist, her tits thrust out. “Now we’re talking!”

His cock was painfully bent down.

“It hurts.”

It’ll hurt your wife more if you don’t keep it that way. In fact, you’d better make sure your cock doesn’t rise up, or show in any way. You got that?”

He nodded.

“Okay, before you put that bra on we need to give you some breast forms.”

He stared at her.

“Fortunately, me thinking ahead, I brought a couple of big uns.”

She pulled a bag out from the bottom of the bed and reached into it. She extracted a pair of large boobs.

“Just stand there for a minute,” she said.

She took the fake boobs to the vanity table and spread glue on the back of one. Then she turned and smeared glue on Jack’s chest. She pressed the boob on to him. “Hold this.”

Jack held the tit with two hands.

“Keep the pressure on them. You don’t want these babies free floating when we get you fixed up.”

“Fixed up?”

“Fixed up,” she agreed, smearing glue on the back of the other boob, then onto the other side of his chest.

Jack stood, his boobs in his hands, pressing them against his chest.

“How long do I have to do this?”

“Ten minutes.”

“I…I…”

She looked at him. “Push your chest against a wall if you have to. But I want those boobies to stick.”

Jack turned to the wall next tot he door to the walk in closet. He pushed his chest against the wall and leaned his weight into the boobs.

Donna put on her bra. Jack watched how she did it. it was the same method as his wife used. She fastened the bra in front of her belly, then slid it around her waist and slid her arms under the straps.

She went up on her toes and down briefly, jouncing her large boobs into the cups. She smiled at him, and went into Lisa’s walk in closet. She came out with one of Lisa’s dresses. It was a tight one, red, with lots of cleavage. She pulled it over her head and wiggled into it.

“That belongs to Lisa.”

“Yep. Fits good, doesn’t it.”

Jack said nothing. He leaned against the wall and glared at her.

She went back into the closet and brought out hose. she unrolled them up her legs, then straightened up, adjusted the dress, and said, “Okay. Put this bra on.”

Jack duplicated her actions of fastening the bra and sliding it around his waist.

“Good thing you fit into that tummy shaper.”

Jack stood in bra and panties. His legs sleek and hairless.

Donna tossed him a package of new hose. “Put them on.”

“You’re going to make me into a woman?”

“I’m going to do what I want. And so are you. Put them on.”

Jack leaned against the bed and rolled the stockings up his legs.

“You look good,” nodded Donna. “You sure you haven’t done this before?”

“No.”

“No…you’re not sure?”

“No. I haven’t done this before.”

“Pity.” Donna walked into the closet and came out with another of Lisa’s dresses. This dress was blue, very tight, and was high cut at the top, and had a higher hem. If people weren’t going to look at his boobs—which they probably were—they could always look at his sleek and shiny legs.

“Okay, have a seat.”

Jack sat down at the vanity table.

Donna pulled a chair up and began cleansing his face. He didn’t like the way she was pulling his skin with a little sponge, but she ignored him and kept cleaning his pores.

Then she put primer on him and added a bit of color to his cheeks.

“Why do you want to feminize me.”

“I like sissy boys.”

He gulped. His cock was reacting in his tummy shaper, and it hurt.

She grinned and placed a hand in his lap and felt him. “Oh, ho. Little sissy boy likes it.”

“Stop that,” he snapped.

She just laughed. She wasn’t about to stop.

She went to work on his eyes, shading them delicately, adding liner and mascara. She pulled on his skin to make a taut canvas, and he gulped nervously as the sharp pencil did its work so close to his naked eyeballs.

She was close to him, almost sitting on his lap, and she didn’t seem to mind body contact. She even laughed when the flesh of her boobs brushed against him.

“Stop it,” he whispered.

“Stop it yourself,” she responded, and she applied plumper to his lips. She stopped, waited, and a few seconds passed.

He said, “That’s burning.”

“That’s okay,” and she started putting lipstick on his lips, which were now slightly swelling.

“Oh, baby,” she said, licking her lips, “You are gorgeous, if I do say so.”

“But why?” Jack was almost begging now. He felt so funny, his body was confined by the beautiful clothes and lingerie. his face felt contained by make up.

“Why not?”

She began brushing his hair. She twisted and flipped and sprayed, and within a minute he had a beautiful hair do. It was slightly short, but it looked good. Real good.

Then she pierced his ears.

He couldn’t believe it! He had holes in his ear lobes, and long, silvery strands hung from them.

Finally, however, she was done. She lifted his arm and helped him up.

“Slide into these heels.”

He slid his feet in to classic black pumps. The heels were a couple of inches, so he could still walk, but he felt like he was sliding down a hill.

“Come on, gorgeous, let’s have a drink and get ready for the party.”

“Party?”

He mumbled, tasting his lipstick, trying to get used to the heavy weights on his chest. “I don’t understand.”

Tears began to leak from his eyes.

Quickly, Donna dabbed at his eyes with a handkerchief. “There, there, little girl. Don’t cry. You don’t want your make up to get all messy.”

Jack was having a hard time, however.

“Where’s my wife? What have you done to her?”

Donna just smiled a knowingly smile. “Some day you’ll find out, Jack. But the longer you spend whining and crying the longer it will be.”

Jack tried to sniffle down. He tried to control himself, but it was hard.

So Donna walked him into the kitchen and mixed more drinks. They sat at the table, Donna working the handkerchief, and Jack trying to stop crying.

And, two drinks later, everything was calm.

Donna had drunk Coke, and Jack had drunk almost straight bourbon, and he was finally under control. In an out of control way.

“All right, Jack. Are you ready to find out what has happened to your wife.”

He nodded. His head feeling a little loose on his neck.

“Then you need to go outside and get in the car.”

“My car?”

“My car. And I want you to get in the trunk. I’ve got a couple of blankets all ready for you, so you’ll be nice and comfy.”

“Nice and comfy,” he muttered. “Yeah.”

“We’ve got a couple of hours driving ahead of us, so…let’s go.”

Jack stood up, once again Donna holding his arm and helping him.

Jack staggered out to the garage.

Donna slid the garage door open a couple of feet and they walked out onto the driveway.

“My car is at the end of the driveway.” Donna slid the door shut.

They walked down the driveway, their heels tapping on the cement.

Jack looked around. He was dressed like a woman and out where everybody could see him. His face was red and he tried to imagine himself shriveling up and blowing away.

They rounded the corner at the bottom of the driveway. An 850 BMW sat at the curb. Jack had noticed it when he arrived home, but had figured somebody was visiting one of the neighbors.

“This is yours?”

“Yep.”

The BMW was a sleek, dark red. The windows were tinted, and it looked like lots of money.

As they approached the vehicle Donna took out a fob and clicked it. The trunk opened up and Jack stared into it.

A couple of small water bottles. a couple of thick blankets. A slender pillow.

“Why can’t I ride up front with you?”

“Attitude, Jack. We need to cultivate the right attitude.”

He turned to Donna, faced her squarely. “I don’t understand.”

“What don’t you understand?” She had a smirky grin on her face.

“I never did anything to you. I never did anything to any woman. Why are you doing this to me? And where is my wife? what have you done to her? I don’t understand!”

He was a bit drunk and he was almost wailing by the time he finished talking.

“Hop in the trunk, Jack.”

“But, why?”

“Hop in the trunk and you’ll be that much closer to finding out.”

Jack had no choice. It was awkward with the dress on, but he managed to throw a leg over the lip and climb into the trunk.

Donna stood, one hand as if holding the trunk up. “Get comfy, Jack.”

“What if I have to pee?”

“We’ll be making stops. Just tie a knot until then.”

Jack nodded, and the trunk came down.

It was quiet in the trunk. And it was dark. Jack lay on his back, his knees slightly up, and stared into the darkness.

Where was his wife? Why was he being kidnapped? Where was this strange woman taking him?

The driver’s door opened and the car settled. Donna was behind the wheel.

Grrrr. The motor started up.

It was a low purr, and there was almost no sound in the trunk area.

The car started up smoothly. Jack didn’t feel any bumps to speak of, and shortly the car was rolling down the street.

Jack tried to keep track of the twists and turns the car made. It was actually pretty easy. A turn here, a turn there, and a large circle where the car picked up speed.

They were getting onto the freeway.

The car powered up and entered traffic.

The sounds of the cars passing, or being passed, were louder than the sounds of the BMW.

Jack lay in the darkness. He opened one of the small bottles of water and sipped. He was dry, but he didn’t want to drink too much. He didn’t know when the first piss stop would be.

He screwed the cap on and tried to estimate their speed.

If it had been his own car, or even a common car, he might have been able to guess, but in this sleek, purring monster he had no idea.

Jack had the thought that one judges one’s life by the bumps he endures.

But the BMW had absorbed all the bumps, so he was left with no way of measuring.

He sighed, scrunched the pillow a bit, and settled down to the ride.

Donna drove for an hour. All freeway. finally, the car started to slow, then the sound of the tires on the pavement changed, and the car went around a slow curve. An exit ramp.

Jack had been dozing, but he came awake.

His mouth was dry from having drunk before he had gotten in the car, and since it looked like they were going to stop, he swished his mouth out with water and took a few small swallows.

Then the rumble of driving over a rough surface, maybe gravel, maybe dirt.

The car pulled into a parking space and the motor was turned off.

For a moment Jack heard nothing. Maybe the faint sound of music, then the door opened and the car shifted as Donna got out.

Jack waited, but heels clicked away and he was left alone.

Now sober, he was starting to worry. What if she left him in the trunk?

Then he heard several pairs of pairs of heels clicking, approaching the car.

A click and whir and the trunk went up.

Four women, including Donna, were standing behind the car, looking at him.

“This is Jack, girls. Hop out Jack. There’s a ladies’ room over there,” she motioned with an elegant hand. “Avail yourself. These ladies will assist you.”

“Assist me?”

He blinked as the sun lit into his eyes.

“You’ve been rolling around for an hour, your make up is smeared, you need to get straightened out. So out, Jack, and repair yourself.”

Jack climbed out of the trunk. He was a little stiff, but not too bad. He staggered in his heels, but one of the woman stepped forward and put an arm around his waist and steadied him.

They were beautiful. Full figured, well made up, wearing expensive and form showing dresses.

They walked across the asphalt of a short parking lot and towards the ladies’ room of a rest stop.

Just a common rest stop. A few big trucks, a few SUVs with families, and miles and miles of desert. Cactus, mesquite, tumbleweed, reddish boulders.

The restroom was typical tan sandstone on the outside, and tiles and harsh echoes on the inside.

The women walked Jack to the end of the ladies’ room and opened up the stall door.

He walked in and the women all took places in front of the stall.

Jack’s dick was scrumpled up and limp. Being in the tight tummy shaper for an hour had done for him. He pulled his tummy shaper down and sat and tinkled.

He would have stood, but he chose to sit like a woman. He just wanted to sit and gather his thoughts.

He flushed the toilet and opened the door.

The three women straightened up and smiled at him.

“Can you tell me what is happening?” Jack begged.

They shook their heads. They were not inclined to speak.

“My wife has been kidnapped. Donna did this…she feminized me. Can you tell me what is happening?”

“Time to fix your make up, Jack.”

They took him in front of the scratched up mirror and worked quickly and efficiently. He watched them, gauged them, but…what was there to gauge? They were in on whatever this kidnapping plot was. They were responsible for the kidnapping of his wife, he had no doubt, and they just worked on his make up and prepared him to get back in the trunk of the BMW.

“Why do I have to be made up to ride in a trunk?” he asked.

One of the women smiled. “Attitude, Jack. Now pucker your lips.”

He pursed, and she rolled on the lipstick. He could tell his lips were still swollen from the plumper Donna had used, and when he glanced at the mirror he could see how big and moist his lips looked.

His face all done, the women checked his dress. They adjusted his bra with a tug or two, smoothed his dress out, and walked out of the ladies’ room and headed back to the car.

Donna wasn’t at the car, and Jack caught sight of her talking to a small group of women at the far end of the parking lot.

She glanced at him, was aware of him, but kept talking.

Then Jack noticed that the parking lot had filled up with expensive and even exotic cars. High end Beemers and Mercedes. Luxury Acura cars.

There was still a smattering of SUVs and such, but…the parking area was mostly beautiful women.

Large chested, well dressed, beautiful women.

“Go ahead and stretch out, Jack,” said one of the women. “It’ll be a couple of minutes, and then a couple of hours before you’ll get out again.”

“Why can’t you tell me what this is all about?”

The women glanced at one another. Then one of them smiled. “Now where would be the fun in that?”

So Jack stood, and waited, and eventually Donna headed back towards the car.

“Everything okay?” asked one of the women.

“Everything is fantastic,” grinned Donna. “Truly a day in paradise.” She looked at Jack. “Right, Jack?”

Jack said nothing, and suddenly all the women were smiling at him.

“Hop in the trunk, Jack.”

Disheartened, Jack climbed back into the trunk.

The car whizzed down the road. It spent an hour on the freeway, Jack laying quietly and wondering what he was going to do.”

Then the car turned off the road. It went over what felt like a cattle guard, and up a rutted road.

Now Jack heard the whine of other motors, so he was going into the wilderness in a caravan.

The bumps started up, and not even the luxury suspension of the BMW could save him from bouncing around in the back of the car.

Then the curves started. Now he was not only bouncing up and down, he was being flung side to side.

He braced himself as best he could and tried to survive.

Up. He was rolled to the back of the trunk by the slant of the road.

Bumps and curves and ruts and pot holes and rocks in the road.

Wherever her was going it was off the beaten track.

Finally, the road leveled off. It began a large sweeping turn, then wiggled back and forth, backed up, and stopped.

Jack held his breath, and the trunk opened.

Jack sat up and stared in wonder.


Part Two

Jack had no idea where he was, but wherever it was, he was not in Kansas anymore.

It was a ranch. That much was plain. But what a ranch!

The car was parked in a field. The grass had been cut, and hundreds of cars were lined up, nice and neat, in rows.

The field extended about a hundred yards. Beyond the field was a three story ranch house. It was made of logs, with lots of windows. Four chimneys rose up from the steeply pitched roof, and there were out buildings. Behind and to the side of the ranch house was a monster barn.

It was taller than a normal barn, but it extended maybe a hundred yards sideways.

There were three sets of big double doors spaced out across the front, and the three doors were closed.

In front of the doors, looking like they were waiting for admission were hundreds of women.

The woman were all decked out. Jack could see the glitter of diamonds at their ears and necks and wrists. He could see tight dresses, so tight that, when he got closer, he would be able to see raised nipples, excited and at attention.

“Out, Jack.”

The three women had gathered at the back of the car and they had smiles on their faces, but also a sense of intensity.

Something important was going on.

They took a few minutes to fix his make up yet again, then turned him towards the barn.

The three women walked Jack across the field and towards the crowd of women. They surrounded him like guards, and as they got closer to the barn the women in the crowd turned and examined Jack.

Jack had never felt like such a piece of meat in his life. He was red-faced because he was dressed like a woman. He was dressed so like a woman that he would have been mistaken for a woman.

Except that these ladies who watched him walk through their midst towards the big, double doors seemed to know that he was a man.

It was in their eyes, in their amused glances. They saw right through his sexy dress and knew he had a package hanging between his legs.

They arrived at the barn door and one of the women pushed it open and they slid through the small space.

The inside of the barn was massive. It had a few columns to support it, but it was pretty much open space, with just a couple of manufactured offices parked at the wall on the left.

On the wall on the right were a line of porta potties.

At the back wall was a stage with curtains in front of it.

Jack was walked over to the trailer/office. He was directed up the stairs and into the office.

He stood at the back of four lines of women.

Then he realized, as he watched the three women accompanying him, that three of the lines were for women like them.

And the fourth line was for women…like him.

For men who were dressed as women.

He stared at the backs of the men who were women in front of him. Now that he knew he could see the differences.

Slightly wider shoulders, longer hands. Adam’s apples. A different fit to the dress. Hips not quite round enough, tits not quite right on their chests.

With a shock, he realized that he was one of the better looking men…women…in the place.

“We just made it,” said one of the women who had accompanied him, and who was now looking out a window into the barn.

Through the window Jack could see that the barn doors had been opened. Women from the outside were crowding into the barn. There were a lot of women, and Jack knew that they would fill the barn when all were inside.

At the front of the line women were being taken into one of several small booths. They were only in the booths for maybe three minutes, then they came out.

About half of the men who were women were downcast, looking out of sorts. Half of them were confused.

The line moved slowly forward.

The noise from a thousand women chattering in a barn grew.

Finally, it was Jack’s turn. He was the last one and he was directed to one of the booths.

He walked in, his three women staying by him.

It was a small space, just two chairs and a small table between them. and two women. One sitting across the table, and one standing to the side and holding some sort of belt.

On the table was a small box. Sort of like a tape recorder, except it had one of those needles like you see on a machine that registers earthquakes.

Earthquakes?

“Have a seat, Jack,” the woman behind the small machine smiled.

Jack sat.

“Okay, let’s fix him up.”

The woman holding the belt wrapped it around his chest, secured it. She wrapped a smaller band around his arm, and a put a clamp on his finger. That was when Jack understood what it was.

“This is a lie detector,” he blurted.

The woman across from him smiled, but didn’t say anything.

Jack looked up at the woman putting the clamp on his digit.

“Be quiet,” she said gently. “We need you calm to get the best reading.”

When Jack was secure the woman behind the table spoke without looking up.

“I want you to tell me a deliberate lie. Okay?”

Jack knew about lie detectors. But he also knew his wife had been kidnapped. As had he.

“Where’s my wife.”

She didn’t bother to look at him. “You’ll find out in a couple of hours. Rest assured, she is unharmed and, actually, quite happy.”

“She is?”

“Oh, yes,” the woman said, and she smiled in a very sincere way.

In spite of everything, Jack believed her.

“Now I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to tell a deliberate lie.”

The woman lifted a playing card. It was the Jack of Diamonds.

Jack said nothing.

The woman put the card down. She didn’t seem upset at Jack’s attitude.

“The sooner you lie, the sooner you see your wife. Now tell a deliberate lie.”

She lifted the Jack of Diamonds.

Jack said, “Ace of Hearts.”

The woman nodded, made a mark on a sheet of paper that was scrolling out of the machine. The lines on the paper were bunched up and peaked.

“Good lie. We’ll commence testing now. Please answer yes or no.”

A pause, the paper spewing slowly out, a needle scratching back and forth on the paper.

“Is your name Jack?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know where you are?”

“No.”

Did your wife tell you about this place?”

“No.”

“Do you know what this place is?”

“No.”

“Have you ever heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?”

“What?”

She glanced up at him, then repeated the question.

“Have you ever heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?”

“No.”

“Are you a man?”

“Yes.”

The woman made notations on the paper after every question. She paused here, however, then made a quick note.

“Are you a woman?”

“No.”

Another pause and small notation.

“Okay. Test complete.”

The other woman undid the belt around his chest and the other connections. She lifted his arm to help him out of the chair and directed him towards the door.

He stepped out of the door and was immediately surrounded by the three women. A man who was a woman walked out of the next booth down. A woman stuck her head out the door and said, “He didn’t pass.”

The three women accompanying him walked him down the stairs and across the barn towards the big, double doors. He looked pissed off.

Jack, on the other hand, looked confused. “What the hell is this?” he muttered.

The three women took him down to the floor of the barn and walked him towards the back of the barn, towards the big stage area.

The stage was wide, and fairly deep, but it was only a couple of feet up. Jack stepped onto a step and hands grabbed him and helped him up to the stage itself. One of the women stayed with him and walked him back towards the curtains.

They stepped through the curtains and Jack found himself in a small area, maybe ten by five, with four other men and their…women. The women who were handling them.

The men all looked at him. They were wearing dresses and the women were fussing over their make up.

One of the men complained, “What the hell is this? When do I get to see my wife?”

“Right after this first event.”

Event? Jack was befuddled beyond confused. What event?

At that moment music started up. The first song was ‘Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This). It was by Eurythmics, and it set the stage for songs to follow.

‘Walk on the Wild Side,’ by Lou Reed.

‘The Sweetest Taboo,” by Sade.

‘Dude Looks Like a Lady,’ by Arrowsmith.

A hard mix of tough blues and sexually mixed up lyrics.

Then the music died and the crowd roared.

The men in Jack’s little place all looked at each other.

“Does anybody know what’s happening?”

Nobody said anything. They just listened to women cheer in front of the stage.

The noise died down, the women who were doing their make up, who had stopped to listen, went back to work.

Five minute later there was another huge cheer.

And five minutes after that.

The women were mostly done with the make up now, and everybody just stood in place and listened.

Cheers.

The ninth cheer, and a woman entered the small room.

“Okay, ladies. I want you to file through this door when I give the word. Don’t speak, but smiles will go a long way. Being a talky bitch doesn’t. Is everybody ready?”

Behind the men the women who had done make up each raised their hands.

The woman who had entered the room listened to a bud in her ear, then she suddenly raised her hand and made frantic motions.

The men filed out the door she had entered through. Jack was last, and he blinked and tried to understand what was happening.

He was on the stage. Women with clipboards and earbuds directed the men to stand at the front of the stage on a series of five yellow footprints.

Jack blinked and looked out at the women.

A massive cheer had roared up, and it was now dying down.

In the audience women were whispering and pointing, and a lot of them were pointing at him.

“What the fuck?” said a man on the other end of the short line.

Women in the audience frowned.

In front of the stage were a line of ten women sitting in chairs. They were making marks on clipboards, and they glanced at the man who had spoken out of turn and made marks.

Jack had the feeling that one man had just been…eliminated.

Eliminated?

But from what?

What had he done that was so awful?

Jack felt like yelling at the women scrutinizing him, but something cowed him, kept him quiet.

For some reason he didn’t want to go the way of the man who had spoken.

After about five minutes the woman who had directed them out on the stage appeared. She moved them back into the little room.

Jack did some math. Ten sets of cheers five minutes apart. Five men in a group. Fifty men dressed like women?

“Well done, ladies.”

“When do we see our wives?”

“Very shortly now. Hold on…” She listened to her ear bud. Then she smiled and waved her hand again. Back out on stage.

This time, when Jack stepped out on stage, he realized that the stage was packed. His math had been right. Fifty men were standing on stage.

They were all in dress and high heels, fully made up. They had long hair and big chests. They all looked confused.

A couple of the men were smiling, liking the cheers that were coming from the audience of women.

Then the woman who was directing things stepped to the center front of the stage and held her hands out, palm down.

The noise died away and the barn became ghostly silent.

The woman stepped to the front and accepted a clipboard from one of the ten women in chairs. She walked to one side of the stage, stood next to Jack, and was handed a microphone.

“Ladies and ladies!” Her voice boomed out and the women in the audience all chuckled.

Ladies and ladies. Hunh?

“When your name is called out please step back.”

the men who were ladies all glanced at each other.

“Charles Lifner.”

A man dressed like a woman stepped back.

“Robert Johnson.”

A man dressed like a woman stepped back.

Man by womanly man the men stepped back. It was obvious they were going right down the list, and Jack would be number fifty.

The woman skipped the eighth man in line, and the seventeenth. A lot of men stepped back, and then thirty four was skipped, and forty-one.

Nine more men dressed like ladies.

Stepped back.

Stepped back.

Stepped back.

Then the line of men was at forty-nine, the man next to Jack.

The women had been giving a few handclaps as men stepped back. There were a few whoops, and men who were left standing at the front of the stage received sizable cheers.

When the man who was forty-nine stepped back, however, the cheers rose up loudly.

Part of it was the fact that they were at the end. Part of it, Jack intuited, was the fact that the women in the audience liked him.

“The five ladies who are left, please step to the center of the stage.”

Jack stepped, and the yells and shouts rose up again. The noise was so loud that Jack missed the next command, to turn around.

A hand touched him, and a woman motioned that he should turn in place.

He did, and the cheers were lifting the roof.

Then Jack and the others were moved across the stage and back into the little rooms. Jack ended up in the same room he had stepped out from, and… “Lisa!”

He jumped across the space and hugged his wife.

She hugged him back and they were both crying.

The woman who had been taking care of Jack’s make up moved in between them. “Hey! Don’t mess the mascara!”

Jack and Lisa stared at each other, their hands clasping each others forearms.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fantastic, Jack, and so are you.”

“I am?”

“Yes. You’ve come so far, and you’re in the finals.”

“What finals?”

“Jack, let’s sit down and I’ll explain it.”

“Explain what?”

Lisa led him to the back of the room where two folding chairs had been set up. They sat down, and she leaned her face towards his.

“Jack. I hope you’re not mad, but…you know how we’re always talking about entering the lottery? And how we need to buy more tickets. What we would do with a million dollars?”

Jack shook his head slightly and blinked. This was making no sense.

“So I entered you in a contest. A contest with a million dollar prize.”

“You…did?”

“This contest is put on by the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Once a year they choose from fifty contestants…the best husband.”

“The best husband? But why did they put me in a dress? And make up? And…and—“

Lisa put her finger on his lips to shush him.

“Jack. It’s a sissy society. They judge men based on how good a sissy they can be. The proviso is that they can’t be told beforehand. They have to enter the contest as…as virgins.”

That’s when it clicked for Jack.

The men who had walked out of the little booths, after the lie detector tests. Their wives had told some of them, and they had been caught, and that’s why they were pissed off.

And the men like him, who didn’t know what was happening—the virgins—were still confused.

The trip in the trunk, out of the blue. Nobody telling him anything. He was…he had…

“Jack. You’ve made it to the finals.”

“I…did?”

“You and four others. There’s only four other men between you and a million dollars.”

Jack translated that as: There’s only four other women between…

He said. “A million dollars.”

It made sense. Confusion dropped away and the potential of what he was doing, what had been done to him…it all made sense.

“What do I have to do? Can you tell me?”

“I can. I can finally tell you.”

“What?”

“First, whatever they do to you…you must not cum.”

“Not squirt.”

“That’s right. You must, no matter what, hold your semen in. Not have an orgasm. No matter what they do to you.”

“What are they going to do?”

“Mostly talk to you. But they are allowed to stroke you, and touch you, within reason. And you absolutely must not cum!

“And that’s all?”

“Well, there’s something else, but I don’t know what. It’s apparently different every year, but it hinges on you managing not to squirt.”

“Okay. Okay. I can do that. I can not squirt.”

“Oh, honey! Thank you! Thank you for understanding and being a good sport and…and everything.”

“It’s me that should be thanking you. A million dollars!”

Grinning, they kissed, and then the woman in the room with them touched Jack on the shoulder. “It’s time, Jack.”

Now Jack was sailing. He had made the transition from deeply depressed, confused and perplexed, to being on top of the world. He had a one in five chance of being a millionaire.

He walked to the door to the stage and stepped out into the bright lights and cheers, and was suddenly confused again.

Lining the front of the stage were five small devices. They only rose to four feet, and they were like miniature pillories.

They had a top plank that lifted up, and a bottom plank to place the package on, and a hole for the package to go through.

What’s this? he thought.

Down the stage four other men were staring at the devices.

They had been apprised of what they were going through, just as Jack had, and they were just as willing as Jack.

But…what were these things?

Each of the men were led out to the edge of the stage and stood behind the things.

“Pull your dress up, Jack.”

Dumfounded, slowly figuring it out, Jack lifted his dress.

His tummy shaper was pulled down his legs and his cock unlimbered. It had been forced to be soft, but now it was feeling its freedom and was getting harder.

“Okay, Jack, place yourself in the pillory.”

Now Jack felt surreal. His body moved forward and he placed his cock and balls on the little hole in the center of the pillory.

The pillory was raised an inch, then the plank came down and he was trapped.

The women in the audience were watching avidly, and cameras were flashing.

There were metal circlets on the corners of the pillory, and Jack’s wrists were cuffed.

He stood, gazing out at the audience. Blinking. Gulping. Now scared.

Then he felt somebody fumbling at his backside. He turned his head and saw a woman. She smiled up at him, and held up a butt plug.

Oh, fuck! he thought.

The woman pushed and the plug slid smoothly in. Fortunately, it was well greased.

Jack stood there, stiff, his cock poking through the face of the stocks. The thing in his butt was stimulating him, and he suddenly knew that he was in trouble.

He wasn’t worried about the plug. Heck, Lisa had played with his asshole enough, but…he might cum.

He began to play baseball games in his head.

When all five men were secured, lines formed in front of the stage. The line in front of Jack was the longest, and a few women at the end were directed to choose other lines. they did so, but grumbled, and eyed Jack hungrily.

Jack stood and the lines began to move.

Woman after woman stepped onto the stage. She was allowed to do anything she wanted, outside of jack him off.

Jack felt hands curl over his shaft, then slide to his balls.

Lips suckled on his fake tits, until his tits were loose.

A lot of the women wanted to kiss him. He didn’t mind this, actually preferred it, and the moments of long, tongue sucking kisses became thoroughly enjoyable.

Each woman had a minute, sixty seconds, to enjoy Jack.

Jack intuited that this was going to result in votes, so he gave his all. He moaned and groaned, and knew that, though no one was allowed to stroke him, cumming could be a real problem.

The hands cupping his testicles, the fingers wiggling his butt plug. It wasn’t long before he was dripping. And the dripping built and built, and he was in danger of cumming.

Baseball, he thought. Seventh game of the World Series, three men on…behind by three runs.

He mentally dug in his feet, knocked the dirt off his spikes with the end of the bat, eyed the pitcher.

He was hitting against Sandy Koufax, the best pitcher ever, and everybody discounted him.

A pitch, a swing, a miss.

The crowd roars.

The woman held his ears and lip locked him. If they could get him to cum with a kiss, or a fondle, they would win a special prize. Jack didn’t know what it would be, but he was determined that he would make it through this…this torture.

People yelled at him from behind the plate. They insulted his mother and called him all sorts of vile names. He ignored them, planted his feet…the wind up…the pitch…a swing and a miss!

His tits came off, groped too much, pulled on and pushed and…his nipples turned into twin points of fire as they suffered the attacks of luscious lips and flicking fingers.

Now he was in a haze of sexuality. Dozens of women had gone past him. His asshole was feeling hot and sexy and he was trembling as the women pushed the plug around and tried to stimulate his prostate.

His groin was trying to trigger. He was using all his stubbornness to not let go, to not cum.

The crowd screaming as Koufax wound up. The white pellet flew down the chute. it’s sort of like a bead of cum, and he twisted and swung with all his might.

The crack of the bat, the ball sailing up into the sun, and…and…

Jack was sobbing, hanging onto the pillory, and his dick started dripping.

Women screaming, arguing, shouting that he had cum…that he hadn’t cum…that he had cum…that he hadn’t…

Jack held onto the corners of the pillory and tears rolled down his cheeks.

He didn’t know what had happened. He had been playing baseball, then he was overloaded and everything was white, but…he hadn’t had an orgasm.

The judges came up and had a discussion. They asked him questions, and he told them that he hadn’t cum…could he? Could they let him cum?

There was no way he could lie about this. He was in too much of a sexual fervor.

The decision was reached. He had drained a little, but he hadn’t orgasmed, so he was still int he contest.

Half the women were still waiting their turns, and they cheered.

Women in other lines frowned, but the judges decisions was what it was.

Again, the line moved up on the stage. women cupped his buns, jostled his balls, gave him a quick stroke or two, and sucked his nipples and kissed him and…

Jack entered a hazy area where he was aware, but not by much.

Having had a close call, and then being given a break while the judges argued, had worked in his favor.

Hours passed, the line grew shorter, and shorter. Then…it was over.

Jack was unlocked and returned to the room where a bed had been set up.

He lay down on the bed and closed his eyes.

His body felt like it was electrified. He wanted sex more than anything. But…he was determined.

Don’t cum!

An hour later, Jack had managed to doze a little, he was woken up.

Three women fixed his make up while he sat in a chair.

He was breathing hard.

Then he was summoned out to the stage again.

There were only three men. Jack and two others. The other two men had been eliminated.

Jack smiled, tried to smile, he was so exhausted.

A thousand women smiled at him. Many of them winked and waved.

He smiled back.

The announcer stepped up to the three men. “Ladies. This is the last event. You know what you’re going for, but before we begin this last event…you have to agree to it.”

The sound of things being moved on the stage. Jack and the others turned to look.

Three padded horses were being rolled across the stage. They had planks on the side, padded, for knees. It was obvious what they were for.

“Okay, ladies. Let’s start with John. John, would you like to partake in this event?”

John gulped, but nodded.

“Excellent. Tom. Would you like to partake in this event?”

Tom was scared, and he shook his head. “No way!”

“All right. We’re going to ask Jack now. Jack, if you say no, the contest is over and John will win the million dollars, and the title of ‘Biggest Sissy in the World!” If you say yes then the contest goes on until one of you quits. What do you say, Jack, would you like to partake in this last contest?”

A thousand women hung on his words.

Jack looked at Tom. Loser.

He looked at John. He wanted to win.

But Jack wanted to win, too.

Could Jack outdo John? Could Jack outlast and outfuck his competitor?

Then he looked at the audience. He saw the eager faces, he knew there were a lot of women out there that wanted him to win.

And he saw his life, Lisa, clasping her hands and encouraging him.

Jack nodded. “Yes.”

A mighty cheer rose up, and women began putting strap ons on.

Jack took his place on the padded horse behind him. His knees lifted his butt a little and presented it for…whoever.

John took his place, and the two men glanced at each other.

The set of their jaws, the determination in their eyes, they each wanted to win.

The question was, who wanted to win more?

Women lined up and the line began to move.

The first one pulled out Jack’s butt plug and replaced it with her dildo.

Jack’s eyes widened. He had been played with back there, had taken a finger or two, but…this was different.

Of course there was a limit to the size of the dildos being used.

But that basic size was built around the basic size of a dick.

Women were given one minute to screw him, and they made the most of their minutes.

Some women whispered in his ear.

Some women wanted him to win, some to fail.

Some women slapped his ass.

Some women whispered encouragement and left with kisses.

And the lines moved.

Jack entered a haze, his second of the day, and moved his hips and began to enjoy what was happening.

And why shouldn’t he?

Jack lost track of time. He paid no attention to John. He just kept pushing his butt up and accepting women.

Woman after woman.

His clothes disappeared. Torn off by women mounting him.

His make up became sweaty, his mascara ran, and women kept applying lipstick to him to keep him fresh looking.

Hours passed.

The lines would shrink a bit, then lengthen again.

Jack lost track of everything but the constant nudging in his butt.

He wasn’t thinking of winning or losing now, he was just thinking of what was happening to him. He was enjoying.

He was in a sublime place…and he was suddenly aware that they had stopped fucking him.

He stared about, and he was helped to stand up.

His legs were so weak he needed help to stand up.

Then he became aware that people were cheering.

He looked to the side. John was on a stretcher being carried away. He had passed out. He had lost.

Jack was gaping, but he was ready to keep going, and the women appreciated this.

He was half walked half carried to the center stage where the announcer was waiting for him with a big grin and a monster trophy. The trophy looked like a big penis, but instead of a slit on top, there was a pussy.

“Ladies and ladies! May I present this year’s winner, the Biggest Sissy in the World…Jack!”

Jack stood and the world erupted. Yells and screams. Grins and cheers, then Lisa was standing by his side, holding him up.

“You did it, Jack! You did it!”

Jack smiled. Yes he had.

And he wanted to do it again.

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


Role Reversal Feminization!

Male submission leads to sissification!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Is it possible to go too far when you feminize a man?

Is it possible to go so far that you upset the applecart? Or ‘apples’ cart, in this case?

Theoretically, yes.

So this story is about people going too far, and what happens to them.

But, remember, it is fantastical thinking, and you should never be afraid of going too far!

Now, off with the panties and let’s have some fun!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie

PS ~ Can you name the movie that made the word ‘prevert’ famous?


Part One

“Mrs. Thompson, we have a situation, and, uh…”

“Is Jed all right? It’s not Jed, is it?”

The two cops at the door acted embarrassed. They looked at the ground and scuffed their feet and one of them said, “No. Uh, it’s…we need you to witness something for us.”

“Witness? It’s not about Jed? He’s okay?”

“Uh, we think he’s fine, but…you really need to come with us.”

Ann’s mind was going a little crazy. Jed spent so much time working, and she worried about him. He was always tired, too tired even for sex, and…why were these police officers calling on her?

“Let me get my coat.”

The cops stood at the door, not even talking to each other, and Ann retrieved a coat and her purse and keys. The coat was a navy peacoat and she put her purse and keys into the pockets and followed the cops to their cruiser.

They had her sit in the front seat, and one of the cops sat in the back seat, and they headed down down.

“I wish you’d tell me what’s going on,” she asked.

“It’s, uh…no crime has been broken, as far as we can tell, but your husband is involved, and…” the cops took turns reassuring her, and all the time alarming her. Their efforts to put her at ease were having the opposite effect.

They arrived outside the Hamilton building and got out of the car at the curb in front of the entrance.

But they didn’t go into the Hamilton building, they just waved at the doorman, who waved back and grinned, and headed for the next building over.

It was an apartment building, ten floor high, as tall as the Hamilton building.

They rode up in the elevator, and now the cops were silent, still avoiding her eyes. It was almost like they were afraid to talk.

They got off the elevator and walked down the corridor to room 8C. The cops tapped on the door and shortly a scruffy, dumpy looking woman answered the door.

“Well, it’s about time? There should be a law! Who’s this! He’s still doing it.”

Her manner was frantic, insistent, persistent. She was a real Karen, and she led the way to the back of her apartment.

“Mrs. Fenton, we uh, want another witness. This is Ann.”

Ann looked at the cop. He had used her first name, not her last name, and suddenly she realized that the cops did not want the old woman to know her name or be able to say who she was.

This was getting curiouser and curiouser.

They entered the woman’s bedroom. The lights were off and nobody turned them on.

The woman moved to her window and pointed. “See? He’s still there. I’ve been watching for an hour. He gets on the bed and he does disgusting things with that…that… blow up thing he has.”

Ann looked out the window to where the woman was pointing.

Across the way was an apartment. It was in the Hamilton building. A man was standing with his back to her. He was naked and she could see his shoulder moving back and forth.

She blinked. The cops had called her down here to watch some bozo masturbate? What the…

“When he’s not doing nasty things with that balloon girlfriend of his he’s on that computer. He’s watching girls put their fists into each other! He watches men with…with breasts. With breasts, and they put their manhood in each other. And he…”

The woman kept blabbing and blabbing. The problem was…Ann couldn’t see any of this. There was a balcony in front of the man’s apartment window. It was high enough to obscure the man’s lower level, what was happening on the bed, and even the computer screen. In fact, the only thing that Ann could see was the man’s shoulder jerking back and forth as he, presumably, pleasured himself.

“And he was putting a penis up his butt and sometimes he dresses up like a little girl and prances around and masturbates and—“

“Mrs. Fenton?” interrupted Ann.

The old lady spun and glared at Ann.

“I hate to say this, but…the balcony blocks the view and I can’t see anything. He might be naked below the waist, and he might be doing those things, but I can’t tell.”

The two cops were behind the old lady and both of them had their lips clamped and looked like they were suppressing something.

“Stand on the bed! Stand on the bed!”

Ann blinked. One of the cops smothered a laugh. The old woman spun and glared at him.

The cop was back in control. He pretended he had coughed.

“‘Scuse me, ma’am. Ann, if you’ll get on the bed, and, Mrs. Fenton, if you could give Ann your binoculars.

Ann got up on the bed, she balanced by holding one bed post and put the binoculars to her eyes.

Zingo bingo. She could see everything.

She could see the man was naked, and he was jacking off. She could see the computer in the corner, and it was open to a site where women put men in cages and tied them to crosses and whipped them with a belt. She could see the blow up doll on the bed, spread legged and waiting.

And, as if cued, the man spun and jumped on the doll. He fucked its mouth for a minute, then pulled its round, red mouth off his peter and stuck himself into the hole between its legs.

But that wasn’t surprised Ann.

“Can you see anything, Ann?” asked one of the cops.

“He’s fucking that blow up thing again! That’s the third time this evening!” snapped Mrs. Fenton. “Why, if my husband was alive I’d have him go over and give that prevert a piece of my mind!”

The man was sweating up a storm. He was rolling around, contorting, having his way with the plastic doll.

But that wasn’t what surprised Ann.

“Ma’am?”

“I tell ya, this neighborhood is going to the dogs. The preverted dogs!”

What surprised Ann was that the man jacking off, watching sick porn, driving his cock into the blow up doll…was Jed.

Her husband.

She lowered the binoculars slowly. Her eyes filled with moisture, but she made herself not cry.

Mrs. Fenton carried on, and one of the cops helped her down from the bed. He whispered, “We got his name from the doorman next door, and since there are no laws being broken…”

“No laws being broken? That prevert is breaking the laws of God and nature! Do you see what he’s doing? Do you see?”

The old lady grabbed the binoculars and jumped up on the bed. She was surprisingly agile for an old lady. But then she was surprisingly excited.

“We decided that perhaps if you staged an intervention, maybe that would be better, avoid the courts, avoid the newspapers and Facebutt and all that…”

Ann turned to the officer. “Thank you. I will handle it. All of it. You won’t see anything after tonight.”

“What?” screeched the old lady. It was unclear whether she was upset at something Jed was doing, or at the thought of being deprived of her nasty, old nightly show.

Ann and the two cops descended, came out on the sidewalk, and walked over to the Hamilton building.

“Would you like us to come up with you?”

Ann considered the offer. She didn’t need the cops, but maybe it would be good. It would give any words she had for her asshole husband more weight.

“Yes, please.”

The smirking door man opened the door and showed them to the elevator. They rode up to the seventh floor, then walked down the hallway to door 7D.

They could hear the sound of light music and grunts and groans. The grunts and groans sounded very sexual in nature.

The officer on her left raised his hand to knock and Ann stopped him.

“Wait.”

She took a step back and the cops looked at her curiously.

Ann had taken karate classes in college, and she easily remembered how to do a front kick. She took a hop and slammed her foot into the door.

The cops started moving to stop her, but they were way too slow.

The door slammed back against the wall and Ann finished her kick by hopping into the room.

Jed looked up from his position inside the plastic pussy on the bed. His eyes were wide and he was suddenly terrified.

Then he saw who it was, his wife, and he was extra terrified.

Ann said nothing. She was so furious she was calm.

The cops looked at each other and said nothing. The door was already broken, and they had lost control of the situation.

“Ann?”

“You son of a bitch. You pervert. You won’t fuck me at home and now I know why! You’ve got this secret, little hideaway where you get your sick jollies! Look at you! Fucking a blow up doll! And the computer…is that how you want women to treat you? Spank your ass and shove cucumbers up your ass?”

Jed was spluttering, trying to get a word in edgewise.

One of the cops was holding his belly and making little noises as spurts of laughter escaped his lips.

“How much are paying for this place? How much is this sick habit costing you? Well, now you’re going to have to pay for a door, too. You might just as well pay for the place, it’s a good place for you to live.”

“But…I…”

“You do want a divorce, don’t you? Then you can hide in this disgusting place and stick hot dogs up your ass or whatever you do. But I’ll tell you this…the divorce is going to cost you! I get the house, the cars, alimony, everything. You’re going to get shit, you sick pervert. You can keep the ballon bitch you’re fucking there, and all these toys and things, and—“

“Ann!” wailed Jed, finally realizing he was going to have to speak up if he was going to get heard. “I love you!”

“You’ve got a funny way of showing it. Putting your little dick in that thing.” Ann took out her cell phone and started taking pictures.

“I’ve already got witnesses, and there’s no telling how many laws you’ve broken with your disgusting behavior, and…”

Ann went on and on, moving around the apartment, shooting a cell video, catching Jed from all angles, looking at sex toys on the dresser and on the floor. Suddenly she picked up a plastic horse’s cock.

“You really like it this big?”

Jed finally realized he was naked. He moved to a chair and began putting on his clothes. He was babbling, making excuses the whole time.

Ann videoed the computer, and began hitting the back button. Her cell caught every site.

“Heysoos! What is this? Amputee sex? Racist sex? Horror sex? Little school girls with big boobs…”

She kept filming and clicked back through over twenty sites, each one dirtier than the previous.

“Ann, I’m sorry. You’ve got to let me explain!”

“”Explain that you’re a pervert? That you’re a…a…” at a loss for words, she borrowed from Mrs. Fenton. “A prevert?”

“No! It’s just that…I love you. I know I’ve got a problem, but I really love you. I’m not fucking strange women over here. I’m just…I’m…”

Jed ran out of words. He was dressed and holding his shoes, and he didn’t know what to say.

Ann turned to the cops. “Officers, sorry won’t cut it here. But if you can see it in your hearts not to charge this sex idiot with any crimes I…I would be thankful forever.”

One of the cops, the older one, was better at maintaining control. The other one was almost purple in the face for withholding laughter.

The older one said, “Well, I guess if you’ll take responsibility for your husband…we could leave off charging him with any crimes.”

Ann spun on Jed. “Do you hear that?”

“Oh, please,” blurted Jed, not sure what he was begging for, just knowing that this was the moment in which he had to beg.

Ann turned back around.

“What’s the statute of limitations on these crimes my bone headed husband has committed.”

“I’d have to check,” said the older cop, now he was even having to hold his laughter in. “But I think it’s a long time. Maybe twenty years.”

“Twenty years? So he’s got to be good for twenty years. Squeaky clean. No jay walking or kicking dogs, and no masturbation.”

The younger one suddenly blurted. “We’d have to sign him over to your care. He’d have to do everything you say.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“If he doesn’t do everything you say, and in a timely manner, then you could call us and we could come pick him up.”

Ann turned back to Jed.

“Do you hear that? Are you willing to do everything I say and stay squeaky clean for twenty years?”

Jed was normally too sharp to be taken in by this, but he was so panicked that he fell for it. “Oh, yeah. Anything. honey. I’m sorry. I’ll do anything.”

“Then thank these officers, and thank them for having kind hearts.”

Jed turned to the officers and blubbered his thanks. “I’m sorry. it’ll never happen again. You’ll never hear of anything like this again. I’ll be good. I promise…”

The officers kept straight faces as they listened. They just nodded. The younger one did have to put on his sunglasses to hide his expression, however.

Ann grabbed Jed by the ear and turned him towards the door. “You can come back and clean up this mess and pay for the door tomorrow. Right now we’re going to go home and have along talk. Let’s go!”

“But somebody will see me!”

“Try this for a disguise,” she tossed him a short nighty that was hanging on the back of the door.”

Jed held the thing over his face and crouched down a little and ran down the hallway.

Ann turned and gave the officers a quick wink.

Ann and Jeff got on the elevator, and as the door closed they could hear the sound of the cops guffawing loudly.

“Well, you perverted, sicko, sex maniac, do you have anything to say for yourself?”

Jed hung his head. He looked like he never wanted to say anything again the rest of his life.

They rode down to the basement and headed for Jed’s car.

“Keys,” snapped Ann.

Jed wanted to drive, this was his Porsche, but he knew better than to argue with Ann when she was like this. He held out the keys and she took them and got into the driver’s seat.

Ten seconds later she shot out of the garage, turned, and squealed the tires.

She loved driving his car, and she was going to be driving it a lot from here on out. “You’re going to drive my pink Miata,” she said.

“What? But—“

“Shut up, you sex maniac! You’ll do what I say or I’ll call those cops right now!”

Jed shut, and looked at the floorboards.

Ann slid the car around a corner. It was getting late and she loved playing race car.

She suddenly realized she loved something else, too.

For months Jed hadn’t been giving her any sex, and now she knew why. But in yelling at him, in bullying him, she realized there was something better than sex.

She liked pushing him around. She liked the feeling of being in control, of taking charge, of being the powerful one in their marriage.

Suddenly she felt a small smile coming out, and she clamped down on it.

She was in charge, and she loved it, and she wasn't going to let Jed understand how their relationship had suddenly changed.

She had control, and she wasn’t going to give it up.

Next to her, cringing as she slid around the street corners, Jed was cowed.

He had been busted. He had been caught. His wife knew his dirty secret.

Worse, she could even call the cops on him!

He sank deeper and deeper into his bucket seat, and was afraid to even look at her.

It was an instant change of lifestyle for Jed and Ann.             

They got home and Donna commanded him to sleep in the guest room. She threw scratchy, thin blankets on the floor, and a towel for a pillow, and kicked him out of their room.

“But what about my toothbrush?” He stared at the bathroom.

“Get it and get out!”

He went into the bathroom and looked around. The big tub, the dual sinks, the golden fixtures, it was a luxury bathroom and he truly loved it. But now…now…

“When do I get to sleep in the bedroom again?”

“When I’m satisfied that you’ve learned your lesson!”

He slunk down the hall and turned into the guest room. It was pretty good sized for a guest room, and he had plenty of room. Of course the bed and the dresser were white enamel, sort of a sissy look, but he was okay with that. Heck, he could go buy new furniture tomorrow. Deck this place out like a real man cave. Minus the sex stuff, of course.

He thought about all the toys he had left at the Hamilton building. It had taken him a while to collect all the sex toys and the computer and things. But, he could find another place, make another collection, and..he frowned. How had his wife…and the cops…how had they found him?

That was the thing, he had to make sure he wasn’t caught again.

He had to be very careful now that his wife knew his secret. He would have to play the clean and squeaky, even while he did the dirty and nasty all over again.

So thinking, he brushed his teeth in the tiny bathroom in the guest room.

Finally, tired but excited, already getting over his humiliation at being caught, he lay down on the bed and settled in to sleep.

But sleep was long in coming. The blankets were rough and itchy. The towel/pillow didn’t give his neck proper support. And…he had a boner. He had been caught right when he was about to shoot his load in the plastic doll. He had a full load and really wanted to relieve himself.

Finally, he kicked the covers off and began stroking himself. Moonlight was coming in the window, illuminating him.

The door burst open. “I knew it!” snarled Ann. “This was a test. If you could have kept your hands off your stupid dick you’d be back in the bedroom, but now I know you’re totally out of control.”

“But, Ann! I—“

“Shut up! And don’t you stroke yourself off! When I get up tomorrow morning I’d better find you with a king-sized boner. You got that?”

“But—“

The door slammed.

The next morning Jed woke up early. His head all mixed up over being caught. And the fact that he was horny with a king-sized boner didn’t help.

The door opened and Ann stomped in. She pulled off his covers and nodded in satisfaction. “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” she quipped. “You’d better be hard all the time. The minute you’re not hard I’ll know you’ve been masturbating. Now get up and go get breakfast.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you! Now!”

She slapped his butt, hard. “Bacon and eggs. Over hard. Orange juice. Toast with grape jelly.”

She turned out of the room and strode back down the hallway.

Jed got out of bed. He looked around but his clothes were gone. Ann must have taken them, and all she had left was the short nighty he had brought home the previous night.

He held it in one hand and padded down the hallway towards the master bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” Ann was opening drawers and pulling things out and putting them in paper sacks.

“This is all I have to wear,” he held up the nighty. It was pink and semi-see through with lots of little ribbons and things.

“Then wear it! Now get out of here and get my breakfast ready!”

Jed retreated. He was feeling a little put out now. After all, he had been caught the night before, and this was the morning after. Didn’t Ann ever forgive and forget?

He walked down the hall, slipping into the nighty, and enjoying the feeling of his boner swaying back and forth, being tickled by the material of his short gown.

He couldn’t wait for Ann to forgive him. After all, he no longer had his ‘sex cave,’ and he needed a little sex. As soon as she got over all this stuff he was going to give her a good banging.

Jed scrambled the eggs and cooked the bacon. He took his time and did things right. He didn’t want to give Ann any excuse to prolong her anger. He was too horny for that.

While he cooked Ann made a couple of trips out to the garage. She was carrying those stupid paper sacks and Jed didn’t think anything of that. He was just prancing around the kitchen in his girly nighty, feeling all sexy with his boner swaying back and forth and bouncing up and down.

God, was he horny!

Finally, breakfast was ready and he called to Ann. “Breakfast, honey, come and get it!” He put a little sexual innuendo on the ‘come and get it,’ hoping she would get the right idea.

She entered the kitchen and picked up the plate of bacon and a Coke, and walked to the door to the garage. She was wearing shorts and her peignoir. You couldn’t exactly see through the peignoir, but you almost could. But you could certainly see the shape of her large breasts.

“Hey!” Jed blurted as she picked up the keys and went into the garage. “Where you going?”

“Out.”

She got into the car.

“But where? And you’ve got all the bacon!”

“So I do. Guess you’ll have to cook some more.”

“But there’s no more!”

“Then suck eggs.”

She grinned, was talking with a piece of bacon wiggling out of her mouth, and backed out of the garage.

Jed was left standing there, looking stupid.

He walked in and ate some egg, and drank some OJ.

“What the heck is going on with that woman?” he groused, wanting to be out of the dog house.

He got up and washed the dishes, then he went back to the bedroom to get dressed. He was going to take a shower in his own shower. No way she was going to move him out of his own house!

But when he got into the bathroom all his stuff was gone. His soap, his shampoo, everything.

Sighing, he walked to the small bathroom in the guest room and found all his stuff.

He didn’t want to move it all back, so he squeezed into the tiny shower and soaped himself off. The water wasn’t as warm here, so by the time he was rinsed and cleaned he was shivering.

Man, when Ann got back he was going to give her a piece of his mind!

But, now clean, he walked down the hallway and opened up his dresser drawers. And blinked.

They were empty. His socks were gone, and his underwear. His tee shirts. Everything! He didn’t even have any ties or anything!

He walked into his walk in closet and found that it was empty, too.

He remembered Ann walking back and forth with the paper sacks, and now he knew what had been in them.

That bitch had stolen his clothes!

Now in a foul mood, he pulled the short night gown back on. He still had a boner, but it wasn’t as much fun. And he was going to give that woman a talking to!

Two hours later Ann drove into the garage. Jed came out to the garage and found that his Porsche was filled with boxes and bags.

“What the hell is all this?”

“Take it into the guest room,” Ann said.

“Where’s all my clothes?”

“You’ve got new clothes. Clothes more fitting to your new life style.

Not understanding, a bit stunned by all that was happening, Jed moved forward and opened a bag.

Panties. Brightly colored. Bras. Matching. Nylons…dresses, blouses, and a box of make up products.

“What the fuck?”

“You wanted to be a little sissy, now you get your wish.”

“No! this isn’t what I wanted!”

“I went through your checking account. Do you know how much you spent on that room? All those toys? All those porn subscriptions?”

“But that was—“

“We need new carpets, the roof needs some work, and you’re playing with your little dick!”

“I am not!”

“Come here.”

She strode past him, and he was forced to follow her if he was going to have any kind of a conversation.

She walked into the computer room and powered up. In a second he saw the video she had made at his little sex nest.

“Hey! Delete that!”

“Not only will I not delete it, I’ve got it in the cloud, encrypted. And it’s ready to go on Facebutt. And a copy will go to those officers you met last night.”

“Honey,” his voice was sounding a little strangled now. “You can’t do this. I’m your husband.”

“No. I don’t think so.”

Suddenly he was back in the middle of it. All his happy thoughts as he tried to fantasize himself out of his situation were gone. He was back to being a pervert, or as she called him, a ‘prevert.’

“I had a husband, but now I’ve got a sissy. I’ve got a man who wants to be a woman.”

“But I don’t really want to be.”

“Yeah? Well, I’ve got news for you. I bought all this stuff, and you’re going to wear it, and you’re going to wear make up. And I’m even going to get you some vacation boobs! If anything, you’re going to be my wife! you’ll wait on me hand and foot. You’ll do what I tell you to, and if you don’t then I’m calling the cops, divorcing you, taking this house and the cars and a big chunk of alimony! So do you want to keep talking or be my wife?”

“But..but…for how long?”

That was something Ann hadn’t thought about. She had just seen all his internet interests, and the kinds of things he did in his little hideaway, and…and…she smiled.

“Until we’ve gone through all the things that you had on the internet.”

“What?”

“I took a video and went back through all the sites you visited on your last little saga on the internet. So we’re going to go back through them, and you have to do everything on every one of those sites.

“But…I don’t know what I visited!”

“Don’t you get it? I videoed what you visited. I have it on video.”

That’s when it struck him. “But…I don’t know what I visited!” He wasn’t trying to get out of it so much now, as just trying to remember what he had done and where he had gone.

“Not my problem.”

“But, honey—“

“We’re going to teach you how to be a woman, and then we’re gong to go through the internet and do all the naughty, nasty things you looked at. And, if that doesn’t do it…”

“What?” His eyes were wide and fear was in his soul.

“If that doesn’t cure you…then maybe we’ll just snip snip you.”

“You can’t do that!” he whispered.

“You’d be surprised what I can do, especially if you’re guilty of sex crimes. All I have to do is call those nice police officers and you’ll be in jail. Tell me would you like to be cellmates with Bubba? I’ll bet he’d love a girlfriend.”

“Honey…”

“So, what’s it going to be? Are you going to do what I tell you? Or are you going to be spending twenty years in a small cell with a horny, inbred redneck? And then be a registered sex offender? Or are you going to take your one chance to grow up and be a man?

There was nothing Jed could say. His head lowered and he looked down. Even his cock got soft and looked down.

“Well?”

And he said the one thing that men have said for millennium, the one thing that indicates they have lost to the female of the species and are submitting.

“Yes, dear.”

Ann smiled a cold smile, and felt the heat in her heart.

And she thought: God, this power thing is sexy!


Part Two

Ann was in seventh heaven. And eighth and ninth heavens, too. The only question in her mind was how was she going to reach tenth heaven?And it all started the day after Jed got caught having sexual shenanigans with himself.

“You want to be a prevert…you can!” she stated, after Jed had submitted to her. “We’ll start with your hair.”

Jed was Naired within the hour. Afterwards he stood and looked down at his body. It was hair bare. Not a trace of a curly. It wasn’t just like being naked, it was like being naked twice. And, in spite of the fact that he felt like a crushed human being, he felt excitement. He felt air on his body, and his penis grew hard.

And actually dripped!

Of course he hadn’t cum the night before, and, here is something that Ann overlooked: there is an excitement in submission. Jed may have been crushed, but he was also hornier than ever.

It was like he was will had been taken away and replaced with a command to be horny.

But, horny or crushed, Ann kept working on him. She selected panties and a bra for him, and that led to further complications.

First, was the dick.

Jed stood in the middle their bedroom—her bedroom—and looked down. He was wearing pale pink panties with big roses printed on each cheek.

the panties didn’t bother him, they were sort of cute, and since he had no will anymore he was free to just sit there and be turned on.

But being turned on meant his cock was up and about, and the panties simply couldn’t contain his ‘excitement.’

The panties were stretched out, the head of his cock threatening to rip the material. The head perfectly outlined and a drip of pre-cum moistened the panties, which made it even more noticeable.

Ann stared at his penis and frowned. How was she going to get him into a nice, tight dress with that obnoxious uprising in his panties?

And Jed just stood there and stared at it like he was a mildly interested observer. Didn’t he know how obscene he wold look with a big, old boner bump in his dress?

Jed, to tell the truth, didn’t. He just enjoyed being horny. It was all he had left after submitting to his wife.

Second, was the bra.

The bra fit, but the cups were empty. The material just sat there, scrumpled up material with nothing to make it poke out and look good.

Disgusted, Ann waved Jed off.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Go…go vacuum or something.”

Jed smiled. Vacuum. Woman’s work. He could do that. Vacuuming would be a lot better than doing man work. It was easy, and he wouldn’t get dirty, or have to solve problems. All he had to do was move around the houses and—and then he thought of something.

“Can I wear high heels?”

Ann glanced at him, “Yeah, yeah.”

So Jed went off and got the vacuum out and cheerfully did his work.

Ann went into the computer room and closed the door.

Panties and bra, both of which were problems. She had to get rid of his boner, and she had to get him boobs.

She sat down at the computer and went searching. How to get rid of boners. Hmmm. Tap tap her finger nails clicked on the keys.

After a half hour of searching and discarding, she came to the reason for boners.

‘Erections are caused by fluctuations in testosterone levels.’

She stared at the statement and nodded.

Yes.

Testosterone.

So if she wanted to get rid of his boners she had to get rid of his testosterone. Simple dimple. She smiled.

Now that she knew what caused them she could cure him of boners, but, before she did that, she wanted to look into breast enhancements for males. The answer, now that she knew about testosterone, was quick and simple and she figured it out within a minute.

Estrogen.

He would need estrogen.

Then she frowned. Estrogen was fine, but it would take months for his chest to swell and expand and for his nipples to grow.

She needed a quicker solution.

She began typing again.

Jed was sashaying through the living room, pushing and pulling the vacuum.

He was naked, except for his bra and panties and his heels, and he had never been so happy in his life.

He had been so afraid when Ann and the cops had burst in on him, but it was working out all right.

He moved an end table and moved the vacuum into the corners. Then he got down on his hands and knees and fluffed the little dents in the carpet that had been squashed down by the feet of the end table.

The carpet back in fine shape, he moved the end table back into its spot and continued vacuuming.

He didn’t think about Ann, or anything. He just gave himself up to the work of a woman.

Ann came out of the computer room a few hours later to find the house was immaculate. Jed had not only cared for the carpets, he had polished all the wood with Lemon Pledge.

And he had mowed the lawns.

And he had done all the dishes and cleaned the kitchen.

She found him sitting on the patio, taking off his nylons. He looked up at her and whined that  “I got grass all over my nylons! Do you have another pair? I can wash these.”

“In your drawer,” she said, studying him as he stood up and tried to brush grass ends off his hose.

He smiled and trotted away, shoes in one hand, dirty nylons in the other.

Ann went into the kitchen and poured herself a bourbon and Coke. Usually Jed drank bourbon and Coke, but she was feeling powerful, and even a bit manly, so she mixed the manly drink. She was leaning against the counter, sipping her drink, when Jed entered the kitchen. His legs were once again sleek and shiny and he looked so proud.

And his damned boner was sticking out like the horn of a rhinoceros.

“What would you like me to do now.”

She wasn’t prepared for  that question, but she realized that she was going to have to be in charge of the little simpleton all the time now. Damned men. they had no backbone.

“Go on the internet and learn how to do needlepoint.”

“Oh, goody!” he clapped his hands together, spun, and headed towards the computer room.

Ann sat down. He had actually clapped his hands. And he seemed happier than he had ever been.

Well, good for him. She knew what she had to do, so she picked up her phone and tapped in a number.

Jed was wearing his usual panties and bra, nylons and heels, and a summer dress. The dress was light brown with a diagonal white stripe on it. His hair was up in the French style, and he was wearing lipstick.

He was still figuring out make up on the internet, so the most he risked, at this point, was lipstick.

“Mr…” the nurse hesitated. The form said he was a male, and he had male characteristics, but he was dressed as a female. “…ah, Thompson. Would you follow me, please?”

The nurse led Ann and Jed down a hallway and into the doctor’s office. They sat down and the doctor looked up.

She was mid thirties and quite attractive for a doctor. She had glasses hanging on a loop around her neck, and a stethoscope. She was wearing a white uniform which didn’t hide the size of her breasts.

“Hello…” slight pause, “Mrs. Johnson and…Mrs. Johnson?”

Ann nodded. “My husband is transitioning. We would like some Lupron and his breasts augmented.

“What’s Lupron?” asked Jed.

“It’s, uh—“

Ann cut the doctor off. “It will adjust the testosterone levels in your body.”

The doctor was about to say more, but a look from Ann, and the fact that Jed seemed to accept her description, and she shrugged it off.

“How long would you like the Lupron to be effective?”

“What are my options?”

“One month, three months, six months, or a year.”

“We’ll take the year.”

“Would you like implants? Or vacation boobs?”

“What are vacation boobs?” asked Jed.

Both women ignored him. Ann because she was busy talking to the doctor, the doctor because she had realized that Ann was the person making the decisions here, and therefore would be the one paying the bills.

“Vacation boobs are temporary injections. Last a couple of months.”

The doctor accepted that simple explanation. She said, “I would suggest vacation boobs. You can experience them, make decisions about how big you want them, and go permanent later.”

“Excellent. And when can we do this?”

“Would this afternoon, after lunch, be too soon?”

“The sooner the better, right honey?” Ann showed her teeth.

“Very good. I’ll put you on the schedule, and make sure you don’t eat lunch.”

Ann whipped out Jed’s checkbook and started scribbling.

Three hours later Jed and Ann walked out of the doctor’s office.

Jed kept looking down at his breasts. To him t hey seemed huge. To Ann they were only about half as big as she wanted.

“This is amazing,” muttered Jed.

“At least those stupid cups are full.”

Jed nodded.

They went to the car and got in, Ann behind the wheel, and Jed asked, “You know…”

Ann started the car, looked sideways at him, and asked, “What?”

“I don’t have an erection.”

“Hmm. Really?” She was laughing inside.

“I always have an erection. Ever since puberty I’ve had erections. but…now I don’t.”

“So?”

“So it feels weird.”

“Do you miss having a boner?”

“Well…not really. It’s sort of a relief.”

“Good.” Ann put the car in gear and headed for home. That Lupron really worked fast!

Life was different for Jed, now that he was shed of erections and had a large set of boobs on his chest. His days and nights were devoted to fashion magazines, giggly sit coms, learning needlepoint, and generally being a woman.

But if it was different for him, it was equally different for Ann.

Jed no longer went to work, so she volunteered for more hours at her work. She would leave early in the morning, and come home later at night.

She didn’t mind. She was finding that she. liked work. She liked having her nose to the grindstone, she liked being dedicated to something besides housework.

Heck, Jed was doing just fine with that stuff.

However, she found that the long hours resulted in her not having enough time to prepare herself, in a feminine sense.

She wasn’t about to wake up at five in the morning and slap on some make up. And she found it expedient to just wear pants and a shirt.

And one morning she got up early, was half asleep and yawning, and she accidentally grabbed a pair of Jed’s old underwear.

It had gotten lost in the wash and ended up in her drawer, and had not been thrown out with his other stuff.

Blinking, stumbling through the still dark house, she pulled on the BVDs, then pants. She scratched herself in the crotch, then…blinked.

She pulled down the hem of her pants and realized her mistake.

She looked at the clock, and she didn’t want to be late. She just buttoned up and went on about her business.

All day long she wore his drawers, and…she liked it.

They weren’t kinky, slinky turn me on. They were rough and utilitarian. Hold the banana and oranges in place, don’t let the dong dangle, scratch an itch underpants.

Female underwear was always a little horny to wear. They way they rubbed against her pussy, better to not have that excitation, better for her to concentrate without the distraction of being reminded of her sex organs.

So the days passed, and the weeks.

Jed grew long fingernails and learned how to care for them. He was constantly worrying that he might break a nail.

Ann, to stay cool while working, cut her hair short. Real short.

Jed mastered needlepoint and started learning how to sew.

Ann wore a tighter and tighter bra. Her chest began to look flatter and flatter, and she started lifting weights to bulk up. She was in a man’s world, and it was better to look like a man.

And each partook of the others worlds until they looked more natural for those other worlds, and less like they belonged in their born worlds.

Jed looked like a woman. He tittered and giggled and learned to run in high heels.

Ann cursed and spit on the sidewalk.

And all was happy. Until…one day…

Ann frowned. She scratched her crotch and spat, and wondered what was wrong.

She was driving home, traffic was light, and…why did she feel this sense of unease?

Then she got it. She blinked and rolled to the side of the road.

She had been in the warehouse with Butch and the boys, laughing over dirty jokes. Butch had started it with “What’s the difference between a G-spot and a golf ball?”

The half a dozen guys sitting on the dock, taking their break, shook their heads.

“A guy will actually search for a golf ball.”

A couple of guys grinned. Kenny guffawed, and the others shook their heads sadly.

Then Kenny said, “What does the sign on an out-of-business brothel say?”

Nobody knew.

“Beat it.”

Chuckles, a laugh or two. It was just good times. Guys with nothing to do making jokes about sex.

One of the guys asked, “Why was the guitar teacher arrested?”

A pause while the guys smiled and looked at each other.

“For fingering a minor.”

“That’s a good one,” said Kenny. It didn’t take much to keep Kenny entertained.

Then Ann remembered one she had read on the wall of a restroom. A male restroom. It was written right under ‘For a good time call…’

“What’s the difference between a tire and 365 used condoms?”

The guys looked at her. They had all accepted her as ‘one of the guys.’ To hear her make a joke, however, that was new.

“One’s a Goodyear. The other’s a great year.”

Everybody laughed at that one, and Ann felt a sense of warmth in her crotch.

Her groin. The thing she negated daily so as to appear more masculine.

Then Chuck spoke up: “Why does Santa Claus have such a big sack?”

The punchline was, “He only comes once a year.”

More jokes, more chuckles and snickers, and then it was back to work.

But Ann was bothered by something. And it bothered her all day, and only as she drove home did she figure out what was bothering her.

He only comes once a year.

But why had that bothered her? She had just told her dirty joke, had been accepted, and…he only comes once a year?

But was she thinking about Jed?

Nope. Not no more. She hadn’t thought about Jed’s sex for months. And why should she? He was a girl. He had tits and his dick was just a little limp pinkie that was easily taped back between her legs and out of sight. Why should his lack of sex bother her?

No. It wasn’t Jed’s lack of sex. It was…hers.

She was a guy now. Like the ones telling bad jokes on the back of the dock during break. And she hadn’t had sex in…months.

Six months since she had caught Jed in the apartment. And probably a couple of months before that while he abused himself and ignored her.

But guys were supposed to be oversexed. They were supposed to beat off daily, and leer at women, and…and she had done none of that.

She was sexless.

Oh, she had tits, but they wee bound up tight in her sturdy bra.

And she had a cunt, but…but what was she…she didn’t have a dick to beat off, and she…

Ann turned her car into a parking lot. She was at Jon’s Supermart, and she pulled into a space.

She stepped out of the car and locked it, then walked towards the store.

She was just one more man in a world of men. Women glanced at her, and moved subtilely aside. Men glanced at her and gave tight lipped nods.

She walked through the store, not sure exactly what she was looking for.

She found it in the fruit section.

In a bin, she found a cucumber.

Further on she found a pair of lemons.

She went to the check out counter and paid for them and headed back towards the car.

But she couldn’t wait.

She opened the door and stood behind it. Nobody could see through the door and she opened the bag and took out the cucumber. She slid it into her pants, and her underpants.

It was too long, and she couldn’t make it fit.

She couldn’t cut it because juices would get squishy down there, and she didn’t ever want to be reminded of her period.

So she pushed it half way into herself, and gasped.

Two spaces over a woman was getting into her car, and she turned and stared.

The way the man was standing, the dip of his shoulder, it looked like he was holding his penis and had just cum.

“Well!” she stated indignantly.

Ann turned her face and saw the woman. “What you lookin’ at, bitch?”

The woman quickly got into her car and took out her cell phone.

Ann understood, on some level, that she was compromised. The woman would claim she had been playing with herself in public, and, the truth was, she sorta had been.

Quickly, Ann pushed the two lemons into her shorts, hopped into her car, and drove out of the parking lot.

To move sent ecstatic shivers through her pussy. The shifting of the cucumber, the rolling of the lemons against her clitoris…she finally knew what it was like for a man to have a dick.

Every step made the lemons roll against her sex. Every movement made the cucumber wiggle inside her.

She drove home, drenched in sweat, on the edge of an orgasm.

And she was happy.

This is what a man feels like. This is what a man needs.

In her wild fantasy she imagined herself laying on top of a woman, thrusting her hips forward, the cucumber giving pleasure to both.

She imagined herself pressing her hands against a pair of boobs. She imagined herself licking those boobs, sucking on the nipples, kissing that woman.

She wasn’t a lesbian, she was just…a man!

She almost crashed when she pulled into the driveway. The act of pressing down on the brake stimulated the cucumber to wiggle in her snatch and she almost lost control. Only touched the bumper to the garage door with a little bang.

Shivering, ready to squirt, Ann got out of the car and walked into the garage, through the garage, and into the kitchen.

Jed was standing at the sink. He was immaculate in high heels with his high, big boobs. These were real implants, big implants, not the stupid, little vacation boobs.

Jed turned, and his face was totally feminine. Pills he had taken to adjust his testosterone had let the estrogen run wild, and his face was shifted into a more feminine mode. His lips were red and large, and his eyes were wide and frightened, like a doe’s.

Ann felt almost drunk, she was so raging horny.

“Ann?” blurted Jed, backing away from her.

Ann grabbed the front of her pants, and caught the cucumber in her grip. “Bitch!” she shouted, jacking the cucumber to enhance her already overwhelming sexual excitement, “Come here!”

Jed turned and ran. He was a woman. He didn’t want to bother with things like sex. Sex was dirty. It was something only nasty, little boys did.

And, in his mind, he imagined his mother telling him that when he was a little girl.

Ann ran after him, almost howling with sexual excitement, jacking the cucumber, feeling the lemons roll around her sex.

God, it felt good to run like a man, not having those big, old, bouncy boobs jumping up and down on her chest.

Jed ran into the guest room and slammed the door.

“Woman! Get out here! I need a blow job!”

“Go away!” screamed Jed. “I’m a virgin!”

“Not for long you stupid cunt!”

“For always! You hairy beast.”

Of course, Ann wasn’t hairy, but…that hurt! So what if she had a hairy chest and liked to scratch her balls? That was part of being a man!”

Ann managed to turn the knob and the door began swinging back and forth. For a while it looked like Ann was going to win. She had flat bottom shoes, waffle stompers, and she had the traction.

Then the door swung the other way, almost shut again, as Jed managed to dig in his high heels and put his weight into the struggle.

Then Ann, then Jed, then Ann…

Finally, realizing she was caught in a stalemate, Ann whispered, “Honey?”

“What?” answered Jed. The shot had made his muscles weak and ladylike and he was almost out of steam.

“I just want a little action.”

“I’m not in the mood.”

“Just a little in and out.”

“I’ve got a headache.”

“Ok. Just a blow job. I’m hurting, and only you can kiss it and make it better.”

“It’s my time of month.”

That made Ann think, but only for a short while. On some level she realized that Jed couldn’t have a ‘time of month.’

She didn’t exactly understand why, but…he couldn’t.

“A hand job?”

“No!”

But getting Jed talking had gotten him to relax his struggle.

With a mighty push Ann made the door go back. Jed sprawled on the floor, his legs spread and his dress up. Sitting there, his boobs bouncing from landing, he was delectable, and Ann licked her lips and advanced on him.

“No! No!”

“Now I’m going to give it to you, bitch!”

Then occurred a true circus.

Ann dropped her pants and drawers, and Jed stared as the cucumber and the lemons dropped on the floor.

“What? Did you? What?”

The cucumber dropping out of her, the relief of the lemons no longer rolling on her sex, Ann’s excitement…waned.

She still wanted, there was no denying that, but…but something was wrong.

Still, when Jed tried to move back Ann pounced.

She pushed him back, sat on him, began ripping off his clothes.

“No! No!” he wailed.

“Yes, yes,” grinned Ann.

But, when she got all his clothes off, when his hairless, naked body was ripe for the taking, Ann found that she couldn’t put it in. And she couldn’t put it in for one, simple, little reason.

She didn’t have it.

She didn’t have a penis.

The reality of the cucumber, which had been kicked under the bed, was gone.

The fantasy of being a sexual male…it was over.

She lay on top of Jed and reached for a dick that she didn’t have.

Jed sobbed and cried in terror for the dick that would never be put in him. And, truth, he didn’t have a pussy to put it in. Of course he had a butt, but…but…

Ann pushed up on her knees, then stood up. She towered over the crying Jed.

Jed turned on his side and sobbed.

“You bitch!” said Ann. “You call yourself a wife?”

“I don’t…I don’t…”

“You’re just a dried up, old prune.”

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry.” He didn’t know what he was sorry for, but the way Ann was talking to him Jed knew that he should be sorry.

“Be sorry elsewhere,” and Ann stomped out of the room.


Epilogue

The two cops rode up in the elevator in the building next to the Hamilton building.

“Remember the last time we were here?”

“Yep. Man, that was a scene. That guy was crazy.”

“The one across the way? the sex maniac?”

“Yeah. I sure hope his wife got control of him. He was a nut case.”

The cops smiled, then the second one said. “I wonder what the old biddy wants this time? We haven’t seen her for half a year or more.”

“I don’t know.”

The elevator door opened and the two cops strode down the hallway to room 8C. They knocked, and the door swung back quickly.

The little, old lady was still dumpy and scruffy looking. More dumpy and scruffy, to tell the truth.             

“Where have you been? I called hours ago!”

“What seems to be the problem, ma’am?”

“Sex maniacs!”

The cops glanced at each other.

“If you could show us?”

They walked back through the apartment and into the darkened bedroom. The old lady pointed at the same apartment she had pointed at those many months ago.

“See? See?”

The officers looked through the window. They saw the same apartment, the same high balcony, but they saw nothing else.

“What is it you think you see?” asked one of the cops.

“Sex!” The old woman shouted. “On the bed, jumping up and down, doing those nasty things! And look at the computer! It’s always showing these nasty pictures of huge penises! Black penises! Big penises! Penises with warts on them! Penises with big testicles! Penises that squirt and squirt and squirt! Penises that—“

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but I don’t see anything.”

And, once again, the old lady shouted, “Stand on the bed!”

So one of the cops got onto the bed, held onto the wall to balance himself, and looked at the apartment across the way.

Sure enough, now that he was high enough, the cop could see everything.

He saw a figured naked, except for a very tight bra. And the figure was bouncing up and down on the bed, jamming a sex toy into her snatch.

Snatch?

And the cop realized that the figure wasn’t a man, it was a woman.

He got off the bed and sighed.

“Well? Well?” the old lady screeched.

Tiredly, the cop said, “Could you just close your drapes?”

The old lady straightened up, looked shocked, and said, “Well! I never…”

END
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Sissy Boy Goes to Jail!

Crossdresser arrested en femme…

his ex-wife was the judge!

Grace Mansfield


Part One

Ace made three mistakes that night.

First, he drove the Porsche. He loved the Porsche. He loved to slide around corners and pretend he was on a racetrack. He loved the feeling of being pressed back in the seat when he put the pedal to the metal. But he should have known better.

His second mistake wasn’t so much what he did, it was that the Porsche was red. Considering what he was doing, and the fact that cops always loved to pull over fast cars, and red cars were pulled over at a statistically higher rate than any other car…he should have known better.

His third mistake was driving his red Porsche while wearing what he was wearing.

He was wearing a slinky, black dress. His breast forms pushed his chest out and accentuated his female form. His lingerie, a corset and nylons, made him look more female than a female. He was wearing a brunette wig, full make up, and…he should have known better.

But he didn’t know better. It had been too long since he had played dress up, too long since he had partaken of his favorite sport: driving through town en femme.

The fact that he had been moving a little too fast and had missed a stop light didn’t help.

He jerked when the red and blue lights lit him up. Sweat poured off him and he reflexively jammed his foot down.

He couldn’t get caught…he had to get away…what would people think?

For a minute he held the pedal down, then he came back to his senses and realized what he was doing.

Even if he got away, the cops would be on the look out for him. And the chances of getting away were quite slim. The cops had radar.

So he let his foot up, the car wound down, and he looked for a place to pull over.

The cop was right behind him and as he slowed down the cop was telling him to pull over through his loudspeaker.

Ace pulled into a parking lot, drove into a corner, away from the lights, and stopped his car.

He cursed himself under his breath.

“Get out of the car!” the voice boomed from behind him.

He stuck his hands out the window. They were red tipped. He had gone all out. His wife had left him, he had felt so lonely, and he had needed this. He needed to dress up and get horny and let his horniness relieve his mind of the loss of his wife.

It was something he hadn’t done since before he got married.

“Put your hands on top of your head!”

He did so, feeling his wig move under his hands. It wouldn’t come off, but it did tend to slide an eighth of an inch.

“Face away from me and back up!”

He turned, stumbling a bit in his high heels. He was usually quite coordinated in heels, but it had been a while, and he was so scared. He backed up, careful not to fall.

“Get down on your knees!”

That was tough. Wearing the heels made the movement awkward, and he almost put his hands down on the ground, but he caught himself.

“Cross your legs!”

He crossed one ankle over the other, again almost falling, then the cop moved up behind him and cuffed one hand, brought his hands down and cuffed them together.

The cop grabbed his arm and stood him up. Even with his high heels the cop was taller than him, and the cop was not happy.

“What the hell you mean running from me?”

“I’m sorry…I did pull over…I was just scared!”

The cop frowned and squinted at Ace.

Ace knew what was happening. The cop had realized that Ace’s voice was a little too deep for a woman. He had looked past the make up and tried to discern the male features.

Still, he wasn’t sure.

“Sit on the curb.”

Ace took a step to the curb and sat on it. His pencil skirt was tight and his nylon clad legs shone under the street light. He looked down and wished he could undo the night.

He had, with a drink in him, called his ex-wife. He wanted to get back together. He still loved her. What could he do to make her love him?

But Roxie had listened stoically, then dismissed him quickly. “I don’t want to live with you any more. I don’t want to be married.”

“But…why? What have I done?”

“It’s not what you’ve done…it’s that there’s a part of you that I don’t see. You’ve got some secret, and it makes a barrier between us.”

“I’ll get rid of it! I’ll tell you all my secrets!” Except about the crossdressing, he thought.

“It’s no good, Ace. You’re a nice enough guy, but…I need more than you can give.”

She had finally hung up, and he had stumbled into the kitchen and made himself a bourbon and Coke, heavy on the bourbon.

Then, getting drunk, he had given in to his secret desires. He had gone into the garage and gotten his stash of female clothes out.

He had everything. He had the heels and the lingerie. He had wigs and cosmetics and…and everything.

Drinking, his mind feeling better and better as he transformed himself, he put on his clothes, his make up, his wigs and breast forms.

Then he had walked around the house, watching himself in the reflection of windows and mirrors.

He imagined himself accepted, his wife taking him back, his life finally on an even keel.

No more secrets.

But that wasn’t enough. He needed more.

Too many drinks in his gullet, he had gone out to the garage and sat in his shiny, red Porsche. He felt the leather and saw himself riding around town, a free spirit, envied by everyone. The top down and his hair flowing out behind him.

Then he had turned on the motor. Just to hear the sound of it. Just to smell the sweet smell of the exhaust.

Then, the radio singing sweetly, he had backed out and driven down the street.

He was just going to go around the block. He was just taking a little ride. Just enough to sate his desires and calm him down.

He needed this.

He needed to be accepted…by the world and his ex-wife.

But a trip around the block had turned into a burst or two of speed on the freeway, and then he had gone downtown. There would be enough traffic there that he couldn’t speed, and he could just cruise past where his ex-wife worked.

He could drive and his heart could break and his wife (in his mind) would come running out, flag him down and take him back.

But he had watched her place of work too hard, pined too hard, and missed the traffic light. And he should have known better. He was near the courthouse and the cop station was only a street over, and the lights had flashed and the siren had burped at him. And now he was sitting on the curb and wondering what was going to happen to him.

The cop had rummaged through his car, and found nothing. Ace had forgotten his wallet.

“Where’s your identification?”

“I forgot it,” Ace mumbled.

The cop was confused, peering at Ace, trying to figure things out.

“Do you know your driver’s license number?”

Ace rattled it off.

The cop went back to his cruiser and  called it in.

Ace sat, and he would have cried, except he was still drunk. And he knew he was going to have to hide his drunkenness from the cop.

Two minutes passed, and Ace heard the cop laughing.

The the cop closed his door and stood in front of Ace.

“Well, Mr. Johnson…”

He knew! He knew Ace was a man!

“…I have you running a red light, speeding, fleeing and eluding, and driving without a license.”

Ace said nothing. He just looked at the ground and wished it was all over.

“You can stand up, sir.”

Ace struggled to his feet. He tottered on his heels.

The cop had a smirky look on his face. He was trying to conceal the smirk, but not succeeding.

“I’m sorry. I panicked, but I really did pull over. I…I knew it was wrong, that I would get in more trouble, so…I really did pull over.”

The cop listened, and nodded. When Ace was finished he said, “Well, I was going to run you in, but…it looks like you’ve got enough problems. I’m going to write you a ticket.”

A big sigh of air escaped Ace.

The cop got his ticket book and brought it to Ace. He wrote out the offenses, red light, speeding…he didn’t write down about fleeing and eluding.

“I left off the evasion charge, it did look like you were pulling over, but…sign here.”

The cop leaned forward and handed Ace the ticket, and then he jerked back, pulled the ticket book back.

“Sir? Have you been drinking?”

Ace tried to muddle through. “I had a couple of drinks a couple of hours ago. But I’m sober now.”

But it was too late. The cop could give him a ticket, Ace would slow down and obey the laws, and he was no longer a danger on the road.

But the cop couldn’t let a drunk driver go. A drunk driver was a danger to other motorists, and he had to arrest Ace.

After a quick sobriety test, Ace was introduced to the back seat of the cop’s cruiser.

“Watch your head, sir.”

Ace ducked and got in. He sat, uncomfortable with his hands behind his back, and waited.

He watched as his beloved, red Porsche was towed onto a flat truck and taken away.

Then he was taken away.

Ace was booked in, and it was a nightmare.

First, all the cops were laughing at him. Not so loud, but they smirked and stared and grinned. He quickly acquired the name ‘sissy boy.’

“Do you have some male clothes?” he asked one of the cops.

“What’s the matter sweetheart? Panties in a bunch?” returned the cop, and the two cops with him cracked up.

“Please. It’s…I…don’t you have something?”

“Sorry, sweetheart, but this isn’t a dress shop.”

Then Ace was put in a cell with other prisoners.

There were a couple of rough looking bikers, who stared, then grinned.

There were several black prisoners, and they refused to refer to him or consider him in any way, a man. They made a big show of bowing and and being polite, and one of them tried to dance with him.

Then there were a couple of Mexicans, a couple of homeless drunks, and a big Chinese guy with a Fu Manchu and an evil disposition.

Ace found a corner of the cell and sat down. He pulled his knees up and held them. A couple of the prisoners looked at his nylon encased legs and licked their lips, but there was nothing he could do about that.

The night dragged on. The lights went to dim and everybody was expected to sleep.

But how could one sleep on the hard tile benches? And there were no blankets or pillows.

Ace went to the bars and summoned one of the jailers. “Don’t you have blankets or anything?” he asked.

The jailer chuckled. “Yeah, right.” And walked away.

Ace went back to his corner and held his knees and slumped his face down and tried to sleep.

The sounds of the jail waned. Cell doors were no longer clanged shut. The raucous voices of the guards fell away, and the prisoners all leaned against the wall or curled up on the floor.

Ace was sober now, and had a hangover, and was more miserable than he had ever been in his life. The minutes became hours, and he sat in his crumpled up position and his eyes grew heavy. He didn’t think he would be able to sleep, but the long day, the stress, coming down from alcohol…his eyes slowly, slowly closed.

The jail grew quiet. Some of the prisoners snored, and quite loudly.

Ace came up to consciousness. Something had woken him. Then he felt it. A hand was on his leg!

“HEY!” he screamed.

Prisoners woke up.

The Chinese fellow was crouched in front of him, and he snaked his hand between Ace’s legs. Caught, he was determined to cop a feel.

Ace squeezed his legs together just as the fellow put his hands on his balls.

“NO!”

Prisoners were waking up, shouting, guards were running in the corridor outside the cell.

The Chinese guy grinned and fondled Ace’s testicles.

Ace drew back a fist and clobbered the Chinese guy, hard. The man fell away, rolled on his side and went to sleep.

The cell door was thrown back and half a dozen cops ran into the cell. They had batons and they pushed prisoners back, used the batons when they felt like it, and then Ace was cowering in the corner, two big guards standing in front of him.

“What goes on?” one guard asked.

The other guard examined the Chinese fellow. “He’s out. We’re going to have to take him to the hospital. He hit his head on the tile bench here.”

The guards had all the prisoners backed up against one wall now, and they crowded around Ace. It was obvious Ace had been fighting. He had hurt his hand and his knuckles were bloody and his fist was swollen.

“What’d you do?” the big guard directly in front of him shouted at Ace.

Ace had thought the cops would rescue him, but now he was being shouted down. He managed to say, “He tried to molest me.”

“So you near kill him.”

“But he started it!”

“And you thought you’d finish it.”

The interrogation went on for what seemed like hours, but was in reality maybe ten minutes. Then the Chinese guy was rolled out on a gurney and the lights went out again.

One of the other prisoners whispered in the darkness, “Man, you fucked up, Sissy Boy.”

“What? I didn’t do anything!”

“Fighting? That ain’t nothing. You better hope that guy isn’t hurt too bad.”

“But he was trying to…to…get me.”

“You shoulda let him. Now they’ll charge you with rioting or something. Man, you just added six months to your sentence.”

It was too much. Everything that happened…it was too much. In the silence of the early morning Ace sobbed quietly.

And the last thing he heard was one of the prisoners whispering, “Stupid bitch.”

Morning came, and Ace woke up quickly. He was stiff and sore. He was still wearing his dress and his wig and heels, but his make up needed a bit of work.

Other prisoners were awake, and a couple of them were slapping their arms back and forth in a feeble attempt to exercise.

There was room on a bench, so Ace got up and sat down.

He was never more miserable in his life. He was hungry, he had the dry taste of last night’s alcohol in his mouth, and…he was in jail.

And he knew that his life was changed.

His arrest wouldn’t bother his work because he worked out of his home. He had an internet business.

“When’s breakfast?” asked one of the prisoners of another.

“They don’t give you no breakfast,” was the answer. “The judge will see us today and we’ll either make bail, or get assigned to a section. That’s when you get to eat.”

Ace was starving. He wanted bacon and eggs and pancakes by the stack. But he would have taken mush if it had been offered. Instead, he sat with his belly feeling empty and pondered his situation.

He had a two in three chance of getting out of this. He might have to serve some time, but probably not. The newspapers had been full of stories about how criminals were being cycled out of prison as fast as they were arrested. And he wasn’t really a criminal.

He was just a dope who made a mistake. A big mistake, but…just a mistake.

Time passed. A couple of the prisoners were playing pitch a penny against a wall. Where they had found the penny who knows, but they played, and a couple of the prisoners watched and made remarks.

Ace considered them very low brow prisoners, getting excited over the toss of a penny.

More time passed, and it was ten o’clock before the cell door was opened and the prisoners were lined up in the corridor.

The cops were gruff and impolite, except for Ace. Even though Ace looked a bit ragged, the cops laughed at him and made remarks like, ‘Right this way, good looking.’ And ‘Have a seat right there, sweetheart.’

And he was constantly referred to by the monicker of ‘Sissy Boy.’

The line of men, and one woman, was shuffled down the cell block, through a maze of doors, and into a courtroom.

The courtroom was just like any other courtroom. Paneled walls, high ceilings, and a high bench at the back of the room. Two tables for prosecution and defense. An area for a jury on one side, and a place for prisoners to sit on the other.

Ace sat down in the middle of the line of men. Almost immediately a cop stood up and yelled, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

Ace groaned. He had a two out of three chance for mercy, but he had to get his ex-wife. Out of the three judges in this courthouse he had to get his ex-wife!

The prisoner next to him nudged him, “Get up…Sissy Boy.”

Ace stood up.

Roxanne…Roxie…the love of his life, entered the courtroom. She entered through a door behind and to the left of the bench. She mounted a couple of steps, and sat down.

“All be seated!” yelled the cop.

Ace sat down and stared at his ex-wife.

She was red-headed, and the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. He could see the thrust of her breasts through the black robe. Her blue eyes stared down at paperwork. Her full lips were painted red, and…his heart hurt for looking at her.

She turned and held a brief conversation with the bailiff, then the court proceedings began.

Prisoner after prisoner stood in front of her.

Since this was an arraignment charges were discussed, and men were sent back to the lock up to await more proceedings, or given bail.

Ace crossed his fingers. Bail…bail…please, dear God, let it be bail!

Five men stood up. One was held over, four were given bail, and one guy couldn’t make bail. He was going back to lock up.

Then it was Ace’s turn.

He stood up and shuffled to the center of the court. The other prisoners gave little hoots and whistles, and one of them called out, “Down on your knees, Sissy Boy!”

Roxanne’s mouth dropped open. She looked at the form in front of her. She looked up at Ace. She sat back and listened.

“Prisoner D1475. Gerald Johnson. Charged with Running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault…” there were a few other charges, but that was the gist of it. Those were the biggies.

But he was confused. Assault? Then he remembered the guy he had hit. They must had decided to tack that on him!

Roxanne motioned to the bailiff and he approached. She whispered in his ear.

The bailiff turned and said, “Prisoner D1475—“

“That’s Sissy Boy!” yelled one of the prisoners.

“Order!” Roxie slammed the hammer down and glared at the prisoners. She had a rep for being a tough judge, and everybody quickly shut right up.

A cop touched Ace’s arm and he was guided back to the prisoners’ box.

“Next case is…” the bailiff droned.

Ace didn’t know what to think. Why had she refused to see him? Was that good? Was she going to just give him a talking to and get him out of here? Or was it more ominous?

Ace and her were on good terms, so…maybe she was just going to let him go. Maybe she didn’t want to give him a light sentence in front of the other prisoners?

Yeah! That was it?

Ace was still nervous, but he was relaxing. Good, old Roxanne would have his back. He was going to get out of this.

The rest of the prisoners were seen, only Ace was left, and…the cops moved in and moved the prisoners back through the maze of doors and to their cell.

“But…wait a minute?” Ace blurted, but Roxanne had already left the courtroom.

“Move it, Sissy Boy.”

“But I haven’t been…I haven’t…”

“Shut up and move it.”

He moved down the corridor and into the cell.

What had happened?

For the next hour prisoners were released. One of them was taken away. He would be in a separate part of the jail. The others disappeared and Ace didn’t really know what happened, except that he thought they all got bail. Even the guy who couldn’t afford bail.

Then Ace was alone in the cell.

He was dirty. His dress had stretched a little, it was awfully tight, and…he just sat and felt sorry for himself.

Noon came, and now he was really hungry. He was actually shaking, he was so hungry.

He called to the cops, and they just ignored him, except to laugh. And once he heard somebody talk about the ‘Sissy Boy.’

More time passed, and at 4:30 in the afternoon a cop came to collect Ace.

“Let’s go, Sissy Boy.” He smirked and held the cell door open.

Ace walked down the corridor and through the doors to the courtroom. When he stepped into the courtroom, however, he was shocked.

It was packed.

There was nobody in the bench area, except for one lawyer. A trim brunette who watched him with level, grey eyes. She had a Dorothy Hamill haircut, a thin briefcase. She had a flat chest and her lips were thin.

They didn’t look naturally thin; it looked like she was compressing her lips in disapproval.

But the area where the audience sat was filled to overflowing. A lot of them were cops, in uniform, doubtless come to see the circus. A lot of them wore plain clothes, but they looked like cops, too.

And everybody was grinning. There was a spattering of hand claps, some hoots, and lots of grins.

Once again, Ace wanted to just shrivel up and blow away.

He sat down next to the lawyer. He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off.

“Be quiet. My name is Debra Smith, and I’m your lawyer, and you’ve got problems.”

Tell me about it, he thought.

“Word is the judge is going to throw the book at you. I don’t know what you did to piss her off, but—“

“She’s my ex-wife.”

The lawyer was quiet, stared hard at him, then nodded. “Well, that explains that. The charges are…” she read through the litany of crimes.

“But I didn’t assault anybody!” protested Ace. He explained about the Chinese guy trying to make advances, or whatever he was trying to do.”

Debra considered him, gnawed on her lip. Her lips weren’t thin, so that meant she just disapproved of him. Great.

“Okay. I’ll see what I can do. But I’m really going in blind. Let’s just wait and see.”

Debra asked him several questions: he hadn’t been arrested before, he could afford bail, he amenable to community service, and so on.

Meanwhile, if anything, more people had squeezed in to watch.

Then the bailiff loudly chanted, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

The lawyer leaned towards Ace and asked, “She took her maiden name back?”

“Yes.”

“Damn.” And she frowned again.

“Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…”’ the charges went on.

Ace stared at his ex, and she ignored him, looked down at a form and followed along as Ace was charged. She had a slight curve of lip as she read. Was that a smile?

Ace wasn’t sure, but when the charges were finished Roxie looked up at him. Her gaze was direct, and there was no nonsense. “Mr. Johnson, I never expected to see you here. Got anything to say for yourself?”

“No…” he pondered how to address here. He couldn't use her name, so he decided on, “…Your Honor.”

He couldn’t help but think of the time she had bought a new robe and had modeled if for him at home. In their bedroom. With nothing on beneath it.

“Oh, baby,” he had nuzzled her and slid his hands under the robe. He had felt her large breasts, and she had shivered. Then he had lifted her into the air and settled her on his penis. It had been wonderful. Sweaty and smelling of sex, and when they were done she had laughed and said, “I better not smell of cum when I’m sitting on the bench!”

Now he was standing in front of her, and she was wearing the same robe.

Then his lawyer nudged him.

He realized he had been day dreaming, and he racked his mind for…oh, yeah. She had asked him, “How do you plead?”

“Uh…”

Roxanne sat back and contemplated him. “Mr. Johnson?”

“Well, uh…I guess…I plead guilty with an explanation.”

She had a look on her face like a cat that had just caught a mouse.

“Well,” she drawled. “I can’t wait to hear this. What’s your explanation?”

Ace began talking, and shortly found himself gasping for breath, befuddled, and in the throes of the most severe case of mortification in the universe.

He tried to slide past his garb. “I had a few too many drinks and I—“

Roxanne was having none of that. “And how do you explain your apparel?”

“My…this…I…”

“You’re not going to tell me that a bunch of perverts kidnapped you and made you dress up like a girl?”

His face was so red…and it was hot…and he stammered, “Nu…nu…no.”

“So how did you come to be dressed like this?” She waved a hand to indicate his dress and wig and stuff.

“Uh…”

There were snickers behind him, and somebody whispered loudly, “Sissy Boy!”

Roxanne sat up. “Sissy Boy? Is that what they call you when you’re dressed like this?”

“I…no!”

There was laughter behind him, and one of the cops yelled out. “That’s his alias, Your Honor!”

“Your alias?”

“No!”

“If the court reporter will make a note of it. Gerald Johnson, alias Ace, alias Sissy Boy.”

“That’s not—“

“Now, I believe you were telling me how you came to be feminized.”

Debra hissed. “Just tell her the truth!”

“Well, I…I sometimes dress up like a woman…”

“A woman? Or a girl? A little sissy girl?”

“A woman!” Ace was pleading now now. He just wanted this farce to end.

“And how long have you been dressing up.”

Snickers and chortles from behind him as the cops all enjoyed his embarrassment.

“I…uh…”

“Tell the truth!” from his lawyer.

“I…uh…since I was…young.”

“Before high school?”

He nodded, ashamed.

“Before junior high?”

He shook his head.

“And what was the first time you ever…”

“And did you have girlfriends?”

“And did you masturbate whenever you got dressed up.”

Ace’s eyes were filled with tears. He was losing his mind, couldn’t think, mumbled answers helplessly.

The cops behind him laughed out loud and made remarks.

And the torment went on and on.

For a full hour Roxanne grilled him, humiliated him, and then, when Ace was wrung out and ready to collapse, she banged her gavel down.

“Well, this has been very interesting, and educational. I think we should bind the prisoner over that we might explore this situation more thoroughly.”

Ace couldn’t help himself. He blurted, his voice a little squeaky and a lot desperate, “Roxanne! Can’t you get me out of here?”

Now the court was silent.

Roxanne had been starting to stand up, but she stopped, looked at Ace, and sat back down.

“Prisoner please approach the bench.”

Debra moved first. She tugged on Ace’s sleeve and he moved forward. He stopped just in front of the bench and Roxanne leaned forward. She gave him a bright smile.

“Sissy Boy—”

“Can’t you call me Ace?”

“No. I can’t call you Ace. You are Sissy Boy, and that’s what I will call you.”

Ace’s eyes were pleading, but Roxanne just rolled right over him.

“Do you know how embarrassing it is for me? You show up in my place of work dressed like that? You make me the laughingstock of the system, and…” she shook her head.

“But I need to get out! I need to eat! I need to get out of these clothes!”

“Sissy Boy. You are in the custody of the state now, and I am about to go research the law. I need to know just how far I can go in dealing with you.”

“But…”

“Bailiff, take him away. Put him in isolation. I’ll let you know when I want to see Sissy Boy again.”

“But you can’t!”

The bailiff grabbed his arm and Ave resisted, tried to pull out of the man’s grip.

“You can’t do this to me! Please! I love you!”

Two cops moved forward and helped the bailiff.

“Roxanne stood up and walked towards the door that led to her chambers.”

“Roxie! Roxie!”

Cops in the back of the room were cheering.

The door closed behind Roxanne, and Ace struggled helplessly. Within seconds he was overpowered and dragged out screaming.

“No! No!”

But his day in court was over.


Part Two

Ace sat in his cell—he had his own cell now—and worried.

What had happened? Sure, he had embarrassed Roxie, but she had never shown bias in a court case. She was actually proud of the fact that she stuck with the law, instead of throwing the book at people who probably deserved it.

He had a small window at the top of his cell, and he could tell it was getting dark.

And he was hungry. He hadn’t eaten for more than 24 hours, and he was hurting.

But what could he do?

The cops just ignored him, or laughed at him.

He was ‘Sissy Boy,’ the girly man of the jail.

A couple of times cops had even come back and stared at him, smirking.

Well, what was going to happen, he was going to have to get a real lawyer, and—

Click, click, click. It was the tap of high heels coming down the cement floored corridor.

Ace stood up.

He was a mess now. His dress had stretched out, one of his boobs had come unglued, his make up was smeared and faded.

“Hello, Sissy Boy.”

Roxanne stopped in front of the cell. She wasn’t wearing a robe now; she was wearing a tight dress, purple with white trim. Her breasts were big and heavy and the nipples showed through.

She was going out.

“Where are you going?” he blurted, jealousy eating him alive.

“Oh, just out.” She grinned. She knew what was going through his mind.

He was silent then. He wasn’t going to get into it with her. That wasn’t the way back into her heart. And he did want to rekindle their marriage.

“So now you’re Sissy Boy.” She pursed her lips and nodded her head slightly.

“Please. Call me Ace.”

She sniffed slightly. “So how do you like being a jailbird? Is it all it’s knocked up to be?”

“It sucks.”

“Too bad, so sad.” Here smile was open now. She was really enjoying this. “You know, I always wondered what your big secret was, and now I know. You’re a crossdresser.”

“I just…do it…a little.” He was once again feeling the sharp bite of shame.

“A little, a lot…who cares. What you were stupid about, if I may insult you a little, is that if you had told me, right up front, I wouldn’t have cared.

His eyes focused on her.

“Oh, I would have chuckled a bit, maybe told you to keep it to yourself, but…who knows? Maybe I would have taken advantage of you, made you wear women’s clothes all the time. I would have loved a good maid.”

“Then there’s hope for us?”

“Me and a jailbird?” she laughed outright. “I think not. I’m going to have a rough enough time overcoming what you’ve done…and you’re just my ex. Imagine what it would be like if we were married.”

His mind started to spin with visions of happiness and sugar plums, but she crashed that with her next words.

“Judge marries pervert. Then I couldn’t even say I divorced you because of…you know? And there would go any hope of being selected for a higher judgeship, or running for public office.”

Ace’s head slumped and he took a step back.

“Come here.”

Ace looked up. She was smiling. He stepped up to the bars and she was right in front of him, close enough to kiss.

“Where do you hide your penis?”

He blinked.

“It’s…I wear a gaff. It’s pulled back between my legs.”

“What’s a gaff?”

“It’s like really tight underwear. It pulls my dick back between my leg, makes it really hard to get a boner.

“And it’s called a gaff.”

He nodded.

“Show me!”

Ace looked around nervously, as if there was somebody in the cell with him.

“Come on. There’s nobody here, and we’d hear them coming, anyway.”

“But…”

“Come on. It’s just you and me. Lift up that dress and show me.”

A new shade of red.

Ace lifted his skirt. He pulled down his gaff. His cock immediately began to swell.

Roxie stared at it. She licked her lips.

“Come closer. Let me feel it.”

He stepped up against the bars, and she reached down and grabbed his cock.

Her hand was warm.

His cock was hot. It had been wiggling around for hours, trying to get hard in the gaff, but failing.

“I had no idea you were such a little kinkster.”

“Yeah, well,” he was breathing hard under her grip. She couldn’t stroke it, but just the feeling of her hands on him…

“And your balls, they feel like they’re full! The skin is tight and they weigh so much.”

Ace wanted to cum, she had always known how to excite him with her hands, and he was ready to squirt.

She smiled at him, licking her lips again, and both her hands were working him.

He groaned and his knees shivered.

“You know,” she whispered, “you’re sort of sexy.”

“Oh…”

“It’s sort of like making love to a woman, being a lesbian, but…without the…the…”

“Guilt,” he blurted.

“Guilt. Yeah. Maybe shame. But…it’s breaking a taboo. I could screw you, and be making love to a woman, and not break any taboos.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “I need to cum!”

She held his package, worked it, and laughed. “What? No! And lose this wonderful boner?”

He shook his head. He was holding on to the bars so he wouldn’t fall now.

“That’s another turn on. Screwing a man and having total control. I’m a control freak anyway. If I could cum and leave you high and dry…oh, fuck. I’m almost ready to cum right now!”

Suddenly she looked down. “Are you cumming?” She sounded shocked.

“No,” he gritted his teeth. “That’s just…I’m leaking. I can’t hold the pre-cum, and the cum, inside, but I don’t get an orgasm.”

“Oh, God!” She let go of his package with one hand, kept working it with the other. Her free hand went down and under her dress. She began playing with her nub.

Ace couldn’t believe it. He was having sex with his wife…but not having sex. “Please…” he said. “Please…”

But he didn’t know what he was asking for. He was just tormented and wanted release.

She leaned forward, squeezed his testicles, rubbed her clitoris, and whispered, “Kiss me.”

He was shaking when he moved his head forward. Their lips met, surrounded by bars, and it was an exquisite moment of sex while being denied.

This was the feel of kissing her while he was in her, but he wasn’t in her, he was in his cage.

And all the time his semen flowed out. He knew that if enough cum came out he wouldn’t be able to have an orgasm.

“Fuck!” she spoke against his mouth, like she was ejaculating the word. The orgasm rolled over her, swept her away, and she held onto his package to stop from falling. The whole world became hazy and unreal and the golden feeling whelmed over her.

Ace groaned, and held onto the bars, and wished he could cum. They used to be able to cum together. But enough semen had drained out of him that he could no longer have an orgasm. In fact, he probably wouldn’t be able to cum for a few days.

Then she opened her eyes, giggled, and stepped back from him.

He thrust his hips against the bars, but she drew away.

“Thanks, jailbird.”

“Roxie…”

“We’ll have to do this again sometime,” she chuckled. “We’ll certainly have the opportunity. After all, you stay here and I come down and get off whenever the mood grips me. And I can drain you so…” She giggled and left the thought unfinished.

“Roxie! No!”

“Why not? You’re in the system now. I have your life in my hands.” She looked at his cock, it was now limp. Then she looked up at him, “And a lot of other things. So why not keep you here for a while? If you ever want to get out of here…” she stopped talking and started thinking.

“Roxie, you can’t be serious. That would be against the law.”

“But I am the law, Sissy Boy.”

He cringed at the cavalier manner in which she spoke his alias.

“Drunk driving, running stop signs, speeding, fleeing and eluding…and we mustn’t forget that assault charge.”

“But he was trying to molest me!”

“Do you know how long I could keep you for?” She began doing the math in her head, adding up the years for each offense.

Drunk driving is five years, fleeing and eluding is fifteen years, speeding is five years…that’s twenty-five years—we can forget about assault, that’s only 60 days and five hundred—and we haven’t even tacked on the fines. That’s probably twenty thousand.”

“But…you can’t!”

“Of course I can. I’m the judge. And those things you did, they are all felonies.”

“Felonies?”

“Absolutely. A higher court won’t even blink when I lower the boom. No hope on appeal.”

Now Ace was desperate. “But, honey, I love you with all my heart! Surely you can’t do that to somebody who’s only real crime is loving you too much? That’s the only reason I was out there…why I got caught like this.” He looked down at his dress, then back up at Roxanne. “That’s why I drove past the courthouse. I just want you back!”

Roxanne put a sober look on her face and nodded. “I suppose I could be a little lenient.”

“Oh, yes! Please!”

“I could knock off the speeding charge. Then you’d only be in jail for twenty years.”

“Roxanne!” Ace wailed.

But Roxane was done. She turned and walked away, her heels tapping loudly, the curve of her calves and the sway of her round ass so incredible beautiful.

“Roxanne! Please! Have mercy!”

She turned at the end of the corridor and smiled back at him.

“By, hon,” then she added, “Sissy Boy.”

“ROXIE!”

But the door clanged shut.

An hour later a guard came back with a bag for Ace.

He almost fainted when he saw the arches on the side of the bag and smelled the delicious aroma.

He normally wasn’t a McDonald’s fan, but he was so hungry now that he couldn’t help it. He took out a Quarter pounder and devoured it. He slurped the fries down and licked his fingers. He drank the Coke like it was booze, and burped.

The jailor was waiting for the empty bag, and he remarked. “Damn, Sissy Boy, you need to work on your manners.”

Ace didn’t care. He handed the bag over, went and lay down on the tile bench. Now if he could only get a fresh change of clothes. He was starting to smell.

And as cool as female clothes were, he wanted male clothes.

The night went by peacefully. Only a few yells from inmates having nightmares. When Ace woke up the next day he was given another bag of McDonald’s, this one with a McGriddle and a patty and a Coke, and again he licked his fingers and was thankful.

Then the long day began.

He was not taken out of his cell for the morning arraignment. He was not given any lunch at noon. He just sat in his cell and watched a patch of blue sky through the one high window.

Four thirty came, and two officers came for him.

Ace was looking downright ragged now. His nylons were saggy and had runs. His dress looked like it had been designed for a bag lady, and his breast forms were slipping out of his bra.

He had finally scrubbed what was left of his make up off.

He was not cute looking, but the cops still called him Sissy Boy.

“Let’s go, Sissy Boy. The judge wants your opinion on something.”

They chuckled as they walked him through a series of doors.

“Probably wants fashion advice,” said the other cop.

“Is that it?” asked the first cop. “Are you going to give the judge advice on what to wear when she sends you to the Big House?”

Ace said nothing. He was still feeling the effects of hunger, and he wanted to turn and snap at the cops. But he didn’t dare.

Into the court room, and once again it was packed. The cops were apparently really getting off on Ace’s situation.

“All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!”

And Roxanne, looking fresh and beautiful stepped into the courtroom.

“Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson,” the bailiff started, but he was interrupted when Roxanne cleared her throat.

The bailiff glanced up at her, nodded, and rephrased his sentence. “Prisoner D1475, Sissy Boy, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…”

Ace stared at Roxanne. She had commanded the bailiff to refer to him as Sissy Boy!

“Okay,” said Roxanne, looking at Ace. “You had an arraignment yesterday, so it’s time to get around to the sentencing.”

Ace as whispering to his attorney, and he suddenly stood up. “Your Honor?”

Roxanne tilted her head slightly. “You had your chance to defend yourself yesterday.”

“Please. I just want to say one thing.”

Roxanne didn’t want to, but gazing around the courtroom she could see that all the cops in the audience were eagerly listening.

“Very well.”

“Well, Your Honor, I would like a change of venue.”

The audience buzzed. They hadn’t expected any legal shenanigans.

Roxanne sat back and looked at the ceiling. She actually wasn’t thinking, she already knew what she was going to say, but she wanted to give her statement the appearance of judicial consideration.

She leaned forward and said, “Denied.”

The audience laughed.

Ace said, “Your Honor!”

But Roxanne wasn’t having any more of that.

“Counsel for the defense will approach the bench.”

Debra stood up and rounded the table. Ace stood up, too. He intended on going to the bench, but Roxanne merely smiled and said, “Just the counsel for the defense.

Ace sat and stewed. And watched. The conference was short, and Debra returned and sat next to him. She leaned over and said, “Sis—Ace, the judge is about to throw the book at you. She’s going to give you a full twenty year sentence, with fines.”

“But she can’t—“

“Or, she’ll accept a plea deal.”

Ace stared at his lawyer suspiciously. “What kind of plea deal.”

“A year, here, at county. All charges reduced from felonies. No fines.”

“A year?”

He glanced at the waiting Roxanne. He looked at his lawyer.

“What’s the catch?”

“As far as I can tell, there is no catch. I mean, she was your wife. Maybe she was just bluffing, and now she’s decided to be lenient.”

Ace didn’t think so.

He looked at the table he was sitting behind. His eyes took on a glaze as he thought about it.

Twenty years, hard time in the Big House, plus fines. He knew he would never survive.

Versus one year in jail, the county lock up, his record cleaned up, no fines.

But he just knew Roxanne had something up her sleeve.

“Take it,” hissed his lawyer. “Don’t be a dope!”

He nodded.

Debra stood up. “Your Honor, my client is in agreement with a plea deal.”

Roxanne wrote on a form.

The court reporter typed, then waited.

“Very well. Gerald Johnson, it is the order of this court that you be confined to the county jail for a period of one year.” She slammed the gavel down and that was it.

But, of course, that was not it.

A dissatisfied rumble arose from the audience. The cops wanted blood.

Roxanne just smiled at the audience. She said, “Sissy Boy will be assigned to the women’s correctional facility.”

Ace was already standing, but he almost jumped on the defense table.

“What?”

Roxanne sat back and waited, her lips slightly pursed, the humor evident in her eyes.

“You can’t put me in the women’s side!”

“I can’t? Aren’t you dressed as a woman?”

“But…but…”

“And it is the practice of this court to assign men who identify as women to the women’s section of the county jail.”

“But I’m a man!”

The audience was getting louder, and they were appreciating Roxanne’s subterfuge. Cops were talking loudly to be heard, laughter was rising up.

Roxanne struck the gavel down once, and the audience calmed down.

“Yes, about that. Since the court is aware that abuses have happened in the past, it is the order of this court that, to protect the women of this facility, Sissy Boy wears a chastity tube.”

“WHAT? I’m not wearing a—“

“Or the plea deal is off and you will be transferred to the state prison to serve your sentences, consecutively.”

“But…”

His lawyer was tugging on his arm.

“You can’t…”

The cops were laughing.

“Roxanne?”

But Roxanne had a slight smile on her face and was waiting.

“Would you like to go for door two?” she asked pleasantly.

Ace, under the tugging of his lawyer and the laughter of the cops, finally calmed down.

“No, ma’am.”

“Very well. To make sure this sentence is carried out in the appropriate manner, I have purchased this little gem…” she held up a chastity tube, “and the prisoner will disrobe and place it on his person.”

Now, in spite of any pounding of the gavel, the cops in the courtroom rose up in cheer. They yelled nice things at the judge, and made cutting quips to Ace.

Not that Ace heard anything. He was dazed and confused. He just stood there.

Debra went to the bench and accepted the chastity tube. She returned to the defense table and placed the device on the table.

Ace stared at the thing. It was small, his dick was going to have trouble fitting into it even limp.

He picked it up and examined it. It was pretty simple, a ring and a tube, no way out.

He looked at the bench and Roxanne was smiling at him. Smiling in a wicked way.

He looked back at the audience. The cops were hanging over the fence, chuckling and suppressing guffaws.

“Well?” Roxanne asked.

“I…I…”

His lawyer finally helped. She picked up the tube and said, “Lift your dress.”

Ace moved slowly. He lifted his dress. He had left the gaff back in the cell and his prick hung limply.

Debra ran her tongue over her lips and bent in front of him. It looked like she was going to give him head, but nothing could be further from the truth.

She pushed the tube over his cock, used her finger to get it all the way in, then placed the ring around his package.

Ace was feeling faint. He grabbed the back of a chair to keep himself on his feet.

Click.

His cock was stuffed into the little tube. His balls were hanging out of the ring, big and round and shiny as the skin stretched.

Debra stood up, and there was an expression on her face. Intense concentration as she looked at the device hanging on her client.

Happiness concealed.

And she sighed. It was almost like sex with her.

All the officers in the audience area raised the biggest cheer of the day. They howled and hooted and pointed, and Ace was led away.

“All rise!”

Everybody stood up, and Roxanne descended from the bench and entered her chambers.

One of the guards approached Ace. “Let’s go, Sissy Boy.”

Debra leaned to him and said a few words, probably something about appeals, but Ace didn’t hear her.

His mind was a grey blank.

A year in jail.

A year in chastity.

How would he survive?

He followed the guard out of the courtroom. He thought he was going to go back to his cell, or perhaps over to the women’s section of jail, but the guard turned the wrong way and led him through a door at the end of the hall.

He went through a couple of more doors, was completely confused, and then found himself in a short corridor with three doors.

The door at the end had a red exit sign over it. He doubted he was going through that door.

They walked passed the first door, and the guard tapped at the second door.

A muffled “come in” could be heard.

The guard stepped back and warned Ace. “I’ll be right here waiting. You try any funny stuff and you’ll be sorry. You got that?”

Ace nodded.

The guard opened the door and Ace walked in.

It was a large, comfortable office. There was a big desk in front of a big window. There were shelves of law books. There was a table for conferences and such.

And he knew where he was.

“How you doing, Sissy Boy?”

At the corner of the room was a potted plant. Behind the potted plant was a bathroom, and Roxanne came out of the bathroom.

“Oh, heysoos,” Ace breathed.

She was wiping her hands, and she went behind her desk and sat down. She was still wearing her robe.

“Roxanne…” and for a moment he thought it was all a joke. She was going to get him out of this.

“One year. Pretty good, eh?”

Then he realized she wasn’t going to let him out of it.

“You’re going to make me serve the whole year?”

“Oh, yes.”

“No time off for good behavior.”

“Heck, if you’re that good, then you’ll get more time.”

That statement confused him.

“What?”

“Ace, for a while there I thought you were the one. I thought we would live long lives and live together until we were old and feeble.”

“But we can!”

“Then you had your secrets, which you wouldn’t share, and which I’m still pissed off about.”

“But—“

She held up a hand. “And, on top of that, you end up being a pervert.”

Then Ace said a howler of a statement. “But I’m only a little pervert.”

Roxie snorted.

“So…so if you’re going to make me serve my sentence…why did you want to see me?”

“Well, you have a choice.”

Uh oh.

“You can serve it in the laundry, or scrubbing floors, or some other nice thing. You always liked housework, right?”

Ace said nothing.

“Or, you can be elevated to trustee status.”

“Trustee status?”

“Yep. You’ll be assigned only cushy jobs, you’ll get the run of the jail, you might even be assigned work furlough programs. That’s not for a while, though. Just because I go to bat for you doesn’t mean you won’t have to earn some trust from some of the other people here.”

Ace thought about it. Cushy jobs, maybe even a chance to get out. In a while, of course.

“What’s the catch?”

“Nothing. You just have to be polite and proper, do what you’re told, that sort of thing.”

“If that’s all, then…yeah.”

“Excellent. Shall we have a trial run?”

“Trial run?” His brow furrowed as he tried to figure out what she meant.

Roxie stood up and took off her robe.

She was naked underneath.

Ace caught his breath. She had remarked to him, during their marriage, that she often went naked under her robe, but he hadn’t believed her.

She was a straight arrow! She didn’t do such things!

But here she was, massive boobs outthrust, tight waist, round hips and that patch of red hair sprouting from her junction.

She sat down and swiveled to the side.

“Come, Sissy Boy. Do me good.”

As in a dream, Ace rounded the desk.

She was leaning back, her legs up, one on the desk and the other on the window sill. Her pussy was open and waiting.

Ace was hardly aware of moving, but he found himself on his knees, staring at a moist, pink pussy.

He licked his lips and moaned.

“Come on, honey, earn your keep.”

He leaned forward, fell forward, actually, and his lips touched down.

She was every bit as delicious as he remembered.

Warm and moist, the labia spread for him.

His tongue delved, and his face went up and down.

His hands were on her thighs and his head bobbed up and down.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed.

For long minutes she laved her pussy with his mouth. Then she groaned and tightened her legs on his face.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” she hissed.

Then, done, he sat back on his heels.

She smiled at him, and picked up her phone. She tapped a number.

“Hi, Joanne, please.”

Ace stared, once again in confusion.

“Hi, Joanne. Why not come up to my office. Yes, he’s here, and he’s good. As good as I remember. Sure. And bring Liz with you. She can’t? Well, don’t worry. He’s going to be available for a year. Sure. Okay, see you in a few.”

She hung up the phone and turned to Ace.

“Are you up for this, Sissy Boy?”

Ace just sat there, staring, and considering.

He was in prison, for a year, and he knew that the women’s section had a large staff.

He looked down at his cock. It was trying to get hard. And it would be trying to get hard for a year.

A year of being used by women, of never being able to cum.

It was something many men would dream of, but now that he was experiencing the reality…Sissy Boy sobbed.

END


Author’s Note

I enjoyed writing Sissy Boy so much I wrote several more stories and made a book. You can find it on Amazon.
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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


My Husband the Girl!

A manly man experiences the sissy side

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, no! You aren’t coming in here!”

“I’ve got to get cleaned up! I’ve got to wash this smell off!”

“Do it outside!”

“It’s cold outside!

“Well you’re not coming in here!”

I stared at my wife through the big picture window. I was almost ready to vomit from the smell, but she didn’t care.

“Janey, it was an accident. Come on…”

She folded her arms and glared at me. Funny, she was such a sexy woman, got the nice boobs, long hair, such a chipper personality, but right now she looked like the wicked witch of the west.

“Johnny, take off your clothes, and don’t put them on the porch. There’s a hose at the side of the cabin.”

I sighed, and slumped. She wasn’t going to let me in. I went to the edge of the porch and stripped. I took off my shirt and sailed it down the hillside. Then my pants. Bundled and thrown. Underwear followed. And I still stank.

I walked down the steps and around the side of the cabin. I felt so naked. Nothing but a penis that insisted on getting erect, and two shoes that I was going to have to hope I could get the smell off of.

What smell, you ask?”

The smell of Pepé Le Pew. The odor of a pole cat. The stink of a skunk. Yuck.

I unrolled a couple of loops of hose and began washing myself off. It was brisk out, and the water was cold, but I forced myself to wash myself thoroughly. I even grabbed a stiff brush that was sitting on a barrel next to the hose and tried that on my skin. I quickly tossed that idea.

“Hey!”

I looked up. Janey had the bathroom window open it was right above me, and she tossed me a bar of soap.

I missed the catch and dropped the soap in the mud. I heard her laugh, but when I looked up she was gone and the window was closed.

So I scrubbed, and scrubbed, and lathered, and lathered, but the smell wasn’t leaving. I was freezing now, but I knew Janey wouldn’t let me in. I could see the headlines now,

Man Freezes Because of Skunk!

“Hey, neighbor,” I spun around and covered myself up.

It was Sam Thompson, from the next cabin up. He was an old fellow with a wisecracking grin.

“I see you’re into cold showers. Maybe this will help.”  He handed me a can of tomato juice. I stared at it.

“It’s the only thing that will take off the skunk smell.”

“Really?” My teeth chattered hopefully.

“Sure as shucks. Well, see ya.”

“Thanks,” I called after him. He just raised a hand and continued across the hill towards his own cabin.

Fortunately, there was a pop top on the can, and I popped and dumped the red contents on top of my head. The soup smelled a lot better than skunk piss, and I slathered down my body, then finally rinsed, and was surprised when the skunk smell went away. Like it had never been. Who woulda thunk?

Smelling a lot better, and even feeling better, though I was shivering and shaking, I went back up on the porch and knocked on the door.

Janey came to the door and gave me a suspicious look. “Are you clean?”

“Yes, crack the door and smell.”

She did, and she smiled, and opened the door. Quickly I slid into the cabin.

“Oh, Geez,” I muttered, “what a vacation.”

Janey laughed, then she felt me and frowned. “You’re freezing.”

“Yu, yu, yu…yeah.” My teeth was clicking like castanets and I couldn’t stop my body from shaking.

“Well, sorry. It was funny when it happened. Let’s get you into a hot shower.”

She led me to the bathroom, turned the water on, then shoved me in. I could hardly move by now. Heck, my core temperature had to be dropping.

I stood in the shower for ten minutes, and slowly the shivers slowed down. But I was still cold. I stepped out of the shower and Janey toweled me off. My once proud boner was nowhere to be seen.

“Poor boy,” Janey said, toweling it off.

I stared down at the little raisin. I was so cold I didn’t really care.

“I’ve got to get some clothes on.”

“Well, get some clothes on.” She slapped my ass and I headed for the bedroom. In the bedroom I lifted my suitcase up on the bed and opened it, and stared.

“Janey?”

She sauntered in.

“What’s this?”

“What’s what?”

I turned the suitcase and held it up so she could see. She frowned, reached into the suitcase and pulled out a dress. Then she looked at me. “It’s Lana’s suitcase.”

“Lana was my twin sister, and she was supposed to come to the cabin with us, but had bailed at the last second.”

“But…where’s my suitcase?”

“I…I thought this was yours.”

I stood, starting to shiver a bit, “I don’t have any clothes?”

“You…” she opened her own to check her clothes, then turned to me. She shook her head, and there was a hint of a smile.

“What’s so funny.”

“My hubby is going to put on a fashion show.”

“I’m not going to…”I shivered, unable to even finish my sentence.

“So you’re going to freeze to death?”

“I’m not wearing my sister’s clothes.”

“She won’t care.”

“That’s not it.”

“What is it?”

“It’s the idea! I mean, I’m not a girl!”

“Not even for one night so you can stay warm?”

I stood there, and knew she was right. I mumbled, “Okay.”

She grinned and turned Lana’s suitcase upside down. “Everything but the kitchen sink. Look, she even packed her make up. She eyed me, then eyed the make up.

“What?”

“Nothing.” Yet it seemed she was sighing.

She took out a wool dress, and held it up. It was brown, suitable for walking in the woods. “Just the thing. Come here.”

I came, and she helped me wiggle into the dress.

“Don’t I have any of my own underwear?”

“Nope. Besides, what does it matter? Your little fellow looks all tuckered out.” She giggled. Then she looked down at my crotch with an expression of surprise.

“What?” I looked down.

My cock was growing, and fast.

“Holy crap! You’re a transvestite!”

“I am not!” But my dick was full size and throbbing. “I’m just getting warmer.”

“You haven’t been in that dress long enough to get warm. Look at that boner!” She looked at me. “Johnny, I never knew!”

“Stop it!”

“Johnny’s got a boner! Johnny’s got a boner!”

I stomped out of the room. And it was hard stomping when your teeth are still chattering.

“Hey, wait a minute!”

“What?”

“You need to put on a tummy shaper.”

“What for?”

“To keep your boner down!”

“I don’t care if—Oh, my God! This is turning you on! Me being in a dress is turning you on!”

And it was. Her face was flushed, her eyes were sparkling, and there was this horny expression on her face.

“Honey, I need you to put on a tummy shaper.”

“Don’t want to.”

“But your boner is ruining the lines of your dress!”

“It’s not my dress!” I was almost yelling.

“Wait…shhh, shhh, it’s all right.”

She was hugging me then, and patting my hair. And, if she had been a man she would have had a boner. As it was, I knew she was getting wet.

“Listen to me,” she said, her face against mine, her hands reaching under my dress and stroking my dick. “The tummy shaper might be kinky, but it’s going to help you get warmer.”

“Oh, geez!”

But, unfortunately for me, she was right. And I really wanted to be warm. I caught a glimpse of my face in a little, square mirror on the wall. My face was actually blue.

“Come on,” she held my cock and pulled me, and I felt myself going with her. Shivering, but getting all hot down there in bonerland.

In the bedroom she picked up a long tummy shaper. The material was stiff and I stared at it with a grimace. “Really,” I said, rather rhetorically.

She said nothing, just pulled my dress off and helped me into the tummy shaper.

If was long, flared over my hips, and high, pushing up on my pectorals. And it was tight. It was more like a corset, but she had called it a tummy shaper.

She pulled the dress onto me and I stood there. The body of a woman.

I mean, it really was the body of a woman. I was a slender fellow, and this thing tightened the waist and flared the hips and it made me actually look a little curvy.

“Oh, man.” I said, and my boner was really hard now. But it was trapped, made to point down by the shaper, and that made me pooch my butt back a little.”

Janey smiled, she didn’t dare laugh, and said, let’s get you some leggings on.

But she didn’t pull leggings on to my legs. She unrolled nylons. I stared down at my now sleek legs.

“You should have shaved your legs.”

“I’m not shaving my legs.”

“Honey, if you knew how you looked,” she licked her lips. “Now, here.” She handed me a furry type of scarf. “Put this around your neck.”

I did.

“Now, lay on the couch and see if you can sleep.”

I lay on the couch, and at first I thought I was not going to be able to sleep. I was still cold, but she pulled a couple of comforters on me, then crawled under the covers and held me.

Then she wiggled out of her clothes. “It’s too hot for me,” she explained.

She held me, and slowly, slowly, the shivering stopped. I could feel her soft breath on my face, and she kissed me gently.

“Jeepers, Johnny. This is too kinky for words.”

“What?” But I was already starting to drift. My body needed to sleep, to recharge, to overcome the effects of near freezing.

“I’m not into girls, but a transvestite, I could live with that.” She paused. “Really live.”

I felt her hands on my chest.

“You would look so cool with boobs. Long hair. I’m going to give you a make over.”

“Uh…” I could barely hear her. The last thing that registered was her kissing me and holding me and saying, “I love you , Joannie.”

Then I was out like a light.

“Uh…” I stretched, and came awake.

The cold night had passed and I felt right as rain. I sighed. The heavy curtains were drawn back and the sun was shining in the big window. It had gotten warm under the covers, and Janey had taken one comforter off.

“Janey? Babe?”

“Right here,” she called. She was in the kitchen and she sauntered into the living room. She was holding two cups of coffee and she put them down on the coffee table. She smiled and looked at me. And…she had the most curious expression on her face.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing. You just…that dress looks really good on you.”

“That again,” I snorted. “Well, I can’t wait to get out of it.”

I lifted the cup of java, it was hot to my hands and I rolled the cup between my palms.

Janey kept staring at me. I caught her and she quickly looked away. Curiouser and curiouser.

“Listen, you can run into town and get me some jeans and a couple of shirts. Maybe even a thick jacket.”

“Well, uh…”

“What?”

“Why don’t you just keep wearing the dress? And she’s got other stuff in the suitcase. Sweaters, blouses, more nylons.”

“Honey, you don’t understand. I am a man. That’s a ‘man.’ M…A…N. And I need man clothes. Jeans, plaid shirts, pockets for cigars, hockey sticks…the whole nine yards.”

She looked disappointed, but she still had a weird look on her face. And she seemed to be really focused on my face. What was wrong with the woman?

“But, babe…” then she stopped, an idea had occurred to her, and she asked, “How’s your dick?”

“What?”

“Still got a hard on?”

“What?”

But, problem, I did. Well, heck. The way it was all trapped by the tummy shaper, and the feeling of the nylons on my legs…it was all sort of…sexy.

“You do!” She chortled and clapped her hands. “I knew it! You like women’s clothes!”

“I do not!”

“Does so! Does so!”

I was getting irritated, so she calmed down. I said, “Why don’t you head for town. The sooner I get ‘male-icised’ the better I’m going to feel.”

She sighed. “Okay. Let me go get ready.”

I sat on the couch and sipped the rest of my coffee. I listened to her humming in the bathroom. When she came out, all made up and ready to go, I smiled. She was a world class babe, large bosoms, wasp waist, curves on her curves, and all made up she could have been a model, or an actress, or something.

She smiled at the look on my face. I stood up, prepared to pass her and head for the bathroom myself, but she hooked my arm and pulled me around. She walked out to the porch, grabbing the car keys on the way, and turned to me.

“Are you sure you won’t wear a dress for me?”

“Sorry, babe.”

“Not for Christmas, or my birthday even?”

“Honey…” I started.

She stopped me with a finger to my lips. She was staring at my mouth fixedly. She leaned forward, tilted her head slightly, and pressed her red lips to mine. Her warm breath was intoxicating, the feel of her soft lips made me feel my boner, struggling and writhing down there. Then she backed up, put a finger to my lips again. I figured she had left a bit of lipstick on me and was brushing it off. Then she looked up at my eyes and smiled. “I’ll be back in two hours. No jacking off while I’m gone.”

“I don’t jack off.”

“I’m just sayin’…” she laughed, then she flounced down the steps, popped into the Jeep, and waved on her way down the wiggly trail to the main road.

I stood and watched her tail lights. Man, what a girl. And I did have an erection, but I liked to think it was for her. Not some kinky idea of hers. I mean, me as a…a cross dresser? Or, what had she called it? A transvestite? Hunh!

I heard the sound of Sam on the hill, rattling a wheelbarrow or something, and I jumped back into the cabin. All I needed was an old cob like Sam seeing me in a dress. Man, I would never hear the end of it.

I walked across the living room, into the bathroom, humming and bopping my head back and forth. I would turn up the music, read a bit, and—I froze.

I turned white.

My heart stopped.

In the mirror…my face…my lips were a bright red.

I put a trembling finger to my lips and touched them.

I knew, immediately, what had happened. Janey had put lipstick on me while I was sleeping! That’s what she had been staring at me so weirdly for!

I rubbed the lipstick with a finger. It didn’t smudge. I must have had it on for a long time, and…I finally saw the writing on the mirror. It was written in red probably her lip liner, and it was across the bottom of the mirror.

‘Johnny, it’s not coming off. It’s lipstain. I can get it off later in the week, but you might just as well accept it. See you in a couple of hours…beautiful.’

I rubbed the lipstick…the lipstain…again. No. She was right. She hadn’t just put a coat of waxy lipstick on my lips, she had stained them.

I opened the medicine chest to look for something to get the stain off, and I saw the lip stain tube. I quickly picked it up and read the fine print.

Guaranteed to last a week.

A list of chemicals.

But nothing on how to take it off.

Of course, women would know how to get it off…but then I considered. This was stain. When I stained wood I actually changed the color of the wood. I couldn’t take paint thinner and remove stain. So the same thing must be true for the lip stain.

I said a dirty word or eight, and—

KNOCK! KNOCK!

“Fuck!” I whispered.

I went to the hallway and peaked at the front door. Through the little panes of glass I could see Sam Thompson.

KNOCK! KNOCK! “Johnny? Are you all right? I seen your wife take off and I thought…you all right in there?”

My mind was racing. I didn’t say anything. I figured he would just get tired and go away. Maybe assume I had gone for a walk or something. Then I heard the sound of keys rattling in the lock.

“Hey!” I yelled. “I’m okay! I’m in the bathroom!”

The door opened and Sam entered. I remembered he was slightly hard of hearing.

“Johnny? You okay, boy?”

“I’m fine! I’m in the bathroom!”

But I wasn’t, and he could see the side of my body, and the shape of the dress must have confused him. He stepped closer, to the side, and peered at me.

Fuck! Why hadn’t I jumped back into the bathroom. Now I couldn’t leap across the hall without being seen.

But I was going to be seen anyway.

Sam stopped, his eyes arched up, and his mouth opened. “Johnny?”

“Oh, crap,” I stepped out.

He started to laugh. He didn’t even try to hold it in. He just started guffawing and slapping his thigh. “Johnny, boy…I guess it’s Johnny girl.”

“Oh, shut up.” I walked past him into the kitchen. My hand was trembling as I picked up the pot of coffee and poured a cup.” I watched the brown liquid splash into the bottom of the cup, raise the level to the top. I sighed and turned to Sam, who was almost rolling on the floor.

“I brought the wrong suitcase. This was all I had and I had to get warm. Then Janey put this lip stain stuff on me while I was sleeping.”

“Sure…sure.” His laughter became chortles and chuckles. “I understand how you young folks like to get all kinky and everything.”

“I’m not kinky!”

He stopped laughing for a second, though his face was contorted as he tried to suppress, then he pointed at my crotch. “Seems you are.”

My dick was pushing the dress out obscenely. The head of my dick was plain to see.

“Heysoos Xristo!” I snapped. I grabbed an apron and pulled it around my waist. There was still a bulge, but it was still pretty obscene.

Sam started towards the front door, still laughing, and I had a thought: “Sam…do you have any clothes?”

He turned to me, his face twisted in a big, crooked grin. “Sure, I got lots of clothes.”

“How about lending me some?”

“Not on your life.”

“But why not?”

“Because, Johnny girl, last night I had a good looking gal for a neighbor, and a nice enough looking fellow. Now I got two good looking gals.”

“But…”

“Of course…”

“What?”

A sly look crossed his face. “If you was to maybe get down on your knees, do a little…you know…with your pretty, red mouth…maybe then I could get you some clothes.”

“Get the fuck out of here!” I snapped.

He just laughed and sauntered out, chuckling and chortling and having the time of his life.

I sat down on the couch and stewed. I was wearing a dress. And my lips were red. And I was…what the hell had Janey been thinking?

For an hour I just sat there and was pissed, and, finally, I stood up and went into the kitchen. We had brought a couple of bottles of bourbon, and a case of Coke, enough to last me two weeks, but. I had the feeling it was going to last me two days.

I clattered some frozen water into a glass, splashed a bit of bourbon over the cubes, then popped a top and poured a touch of Coke. Bourbon and Coke. A man’s drink. Some called it ‘Coke high,’ and it was an old drink, designed to put hair on the chest of the man so imbibing. So I imbibed.

Three hours later I heard the sound of the Jeep coming up the drive. I was pretty high, but not drunk, which was weird. But, I hate to admit this, I had slowed down my drinking to go upstairs and look at myself in the full mirror.

Well, I had to!

The Jeep stopped and I sat up, and the world shifted slightly.

I heard the car door slam, and Janey’s heels clicking on the drive.

I stood up and went to the door.

She climbed the stairs, and stopped half way up. She grinned. “Are you still pissed off?”

“Yup.”

But she figured it out. “But you’ve been drinking.”

“Yup.”

I stood and leaned against the jamb. Posing like a floozy. She chuckled, and came the rest of the way up the stairs.

“Good. ‘Cause we’re not done.”

“We’re done,” I stated emphatically.

She threw a bunch of bags on the couch, then turned to go out the front door. “I’ve got to bring some more stuff up. Fix me a drink, lover.”

She walked out the door and I blinked owlishly, then I went into the kitchen and made her a drink. One bottle was half gone. This stuff wasn’t going to last long.

I brought the drink back to the living room as Janey tossed more bags onto the couch.

“What the heck?”

“Fortunately for you,” she took a big sip. “I had the foresight to get some more bourbon.”

I smiled. I lifted my glass. “Here’s to a lost weekend.”

We drank, then she went down to the car one last time. This time she brought up several bags, in one of which was three bottles of bourbon. I smiled.

“Okay, lover, it’s time to get to work.”

“Work? I just want to put on some real clothes.”

“You will, but first you have to get rid of your body hair.”

“What?”

She held up a bottle of Nair. I stared at it.

“Put this on your body, not your head, wait fifteen, and then rinse.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

“I want my jeans and plaid shirts. Like cowboys wear.”

She stepped up to me then. She didn’t hug me…she just reached down and lifted my dress, and hugged my dick with her hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed.

“And you will get a fuck. Probably the best fuck you’ve ever had, but first you have to do what I say.”

“Don’t want to be a girl.”

“Your dick says otherwise.”

“Dick doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

“Dick knows all, sees all. Now, do you want to spend a lousy two weeks, sleeping downstairs, wearing one dress, or do you want to let me do my magic and help you have a good time?”

I was silent. The cabin was spinning ever so slightly, and I forced myself to focus.

“Johnny, nobody will ever know. But what you are doing, you all dressed and made up, you have no idea what it is doing to my pussy.”

She kissed me then, and the world really whirled, but in a good way. I felt her hand stroking me as she nibbled and chewed on my face. I felt my dick ready to spurt, wanting to squirt, then she stepped back.

“You are making me so fucking wet. If you play a little dress up with me then I will suck you until your asshole puckers, and I will fuck you until are stupid.”

She kissed me again. Moved into me and plastered her world class body against me. I could feel her boobs, and the weird thought came into my head: she wants me to have tits!

She stroked me until I was about ready to pop. then she let go and stepped back. Her face was flushed and her eyes were glittering with excitement. “God, I am so wet. You’re going to have to follow me around with a bucket and a mop. Please, Johnny…Please, please.”

Kissing me again.

And, somewhere in there, I mumbled, “Okay.”

Well, what was I supposed to do?

In thanks, she dropped to her knees and began sucking on my penis. Her tongue was magic, and I felt the rough buds caress my underside. Shortly I was ready to pop, but she didn’t let me. Doubtless she was afraid that I would cum, and then back out.

She stood up, kissed me again, and I tasted my own cock on her lips.

Fuck, what she was doing to me.

Finally, she stepped back, totally out of breath, and said, “Nair. Now. Get going.”

I took the pink and white bottle and headed for the shower. I got out of the dress and tummy shaper, which was a relief and…not a relief, at the same time. A relief because my belly relaxed. But, oddly, I liked the feeling of being encased and supported. I wondered if that was part of the things that made me erect. One thing was sure, Janey wasn’t entirely wrong when she said the dress was making me hard.

I slathered the goo all over, especially in the crotch and armpits. I even managed to wipe it on my back. I stood in the shower, humming an old Doors ditty. “Let’s swim with the tide, uh huh…” and after a few minutes I felt a slightly uncomfortable sensation. Into the shower I went, and shortly my short and curlys were all swirling down the drain. I toweled off, then went back into the living room. Janey was waiting for me.

“I’ve set up here,” she was at the kitchen table. “So just sit down and keep still and I will do things to you that you never dreamed of.

I sat down, there was yet one more drink on the table, and I took a sip.

Janey began pushing a little sponge across my face. “This will cleanse your pores.”

“Oh.” I was watching out the window. Two squirrels were chittering and running around a tree. It looked like a mating ritual. I couldn’t tell which was the male and which was the female.

“This is primer. It’s going to make your skin smooth and prepare it for other stuff.”

“Oh.” Again with the ‘Oh.’ My dick was pressing up hard against the underside of the table. Was I really this kinky?

“This is concealer. It’ll hide little imperfections.”

Janey took her time. I just sat there and enjoyed the throbbing of my dick, and wondered at myself. I was a guy, damn it. So why was I all turned on? Why was I enjoying her putting goop on me?”

She continued, putting on and explaining things like blush and bronzer, then she started in on my eyes.

“Hey!” I yelped when she began plucking my eyebrows.

“Oh, shut up,” she said, conversationally. They’ll grow back. You can be a bushy, old Tarzan by the time we go home.”

So I said nothing more, and later I would be a bit surprised. My eyebrows would be thin, feminine arches, and I doubted they would be growing enough to fill in when vacation was over. But, and this also surprised me, they looked good. They totally changed my face, made it a bit more oval.

“Now, you’ve already got lips, but let me put a bit of gloss on them. That will make the lipstain really pop.”

She coated my lips using a small applicator, then she sat back. “Oh, yeah. This is good. Wait until you see.”

I started to turn, to look into the little mirror on the wall.

“No! Not yet.”

I looked at her. I felt so weird, yet…it was a good weird. It’s like that feeling where your hair is standing on end, but it was sort of sexual at the same time. I know my dick was certainly standing on end.

“We have to do your nails, and I have a wig…”

“A wig? You bought a wig?”

“Guilty. Put your hands here.”

I put my hands flat and she fitted some fake nails to them, then began painting the nails.

“This will match your lips.”

I stared at the color. The lip gloss must really be bright, because my fingers were really bright.

“We’ll do your toes tonight. Right now I want to get the wig on you and see you in heels.”

“You got heels?”

“Your sister had heels. She packed some clodhoppers, for hiking, but she also packed some fancy heels, good for going out on the town.”

She went to the couch and rummaged through the bags. She lifted out a box and opened it. She took out a brunette wig.

“Perfect. It’s even close to your natural color.”

She put the wig on my head and fastened it to my own hair. I tried to move it and succeeded only in pulling my hair. This wig was going to stay in place.

“Okay, first, I got you a corset.”

“A real one?”

“Are there fakes?” she quipped. “Of course real. We’re going to girl-icise your figure, pop in some breast forms, and then you are going to be a true killah!”

“You got breast forms?” I gulped.

She looked up at me, then leaned forward and very slowly, very gently, with her eyes open, touched her lips to mine. she backed off, and her eyes were gleaming. She licked her lips. “Oh, God. I want some of that.”

“So let’s do it!”

“Not until you’re ready, and we’ve enjoyed ourselves for a while.”

We both gulped a little then, and she got out the corset.

She wrapped it around me and began fastening hooks and pulling on ties. Slowly, I began to lose the ability to breath.

“Take shallow breathes. We’ve still got a ways to go.”

“Okay!” I was mocking being breathless, but she moved back and stared at me.

“Do that again.”

“What?”

“Speak in that tone of voice.”

I mocked breathless again, and she clapped her hands joyfully. “That’s perfectly feminine. Talk like that all the time.”

“Really?” I mock spoke.

“Oh, honey, you are perfect!”

Then she made me more perfect, pulling on the corset strings until I couldn’t take a deep enough breath to speak like a male at all.

“Okay. Let’s attach your stockings. How’s Mr. Happy doing?”

“He’s pointing down. But if I sit he’s going to pop up.”

She giggled. “Be careful when you sit.”

She clipped my stockings to the straps dangling from the corset, then she pushed two large breast forms into the cups on top of the corset.

“Wow,” she said.

“Too big?” I asked, looking down at the mountains on my chest.

“Nope. Perfect. Dress time.”

She held up a blue wrap around dress. It showed lots of leg, shiny, sleek leg, but not a lot of cleavage. But it did stand out in the chest. I mean, I was big!

“Are you sure these aren’t too big?”

“Nope. I mean, yep. They‘re not too big. Put your foot into this. I put one hand on her shoulder for balance and lifted my foot. She slipped one of Lana’s high heels onto my foot, then the other one.

I stood, tottering, trying to figure out the balance of standing on heels.

“Okay, lover, check yourself out.”

I went to the little mirror, but couldn’t see much more than my rather stunning face. I mean, my face was not even remotely masculine. The make up, the way she had shadowed the lines of my face…I was a woman.

“Can’t see my body.”

“You want to try walking upstairs?”

“Not a chance.” Just the few steps I had taken had almost felled me.

“Try the mirror in the bathroom.”

I stood a bit outside the bathroom. I could see all the way down to my thighs, and…I was a woman. I had a woman’s shape, especially in the boobs. My waist was small and dainty, my butt looked rounder than it was. Apparently the corset was pushing down on my fanny and causing my hips to flare.

“Whoa,” I said.

Janey stood next to me. “Nice, eh?”

“I can’t believe it.”

“Now,” she turned me to her. “I need you to admit something.”

“What?”

“Wearing these clothes, the make up and the nails and the hair and all…it turns you on.”

“Well, no…I…”

She touched my cock, just a bulge in my dress, and I groaned.

“Honesty, babe. You’ve been erect since we started this, and you and I both know that people who lie are miserable, little sots.”

“I’ve drunk enough to be a sot.”

“You know what I mean.” She put a hand on my big tit. I couldn’t feel it, but the idea…the idea was sexy. And her other hand snaked under my dress and pressed on the bulge in my corset. “Admit it. Be honest.”

I stood there, totally turned on. And not just be her roaming hands, but by the thought of what she was saying. Was I a transvestite? A cross dresser? It appeared that I was. But…that wasn’t her question. Did it turn me on?

“Uh…”

She arched her eyebrows and watched me.

“Okay.”

She made a heavy sigh. “I knew it.”

And I was embarrassed. “But I’m…”

She covered my red mouth with her hand. “Don’t try to think or explain, or justify. Just enjoy.”

I nodded. Truth, while I couldn’t stop thinking, there was a part of me that didn’t want to think. “Okay.”

“Okay, then, let’s go.”

“What?” I suddenly panicked. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, girlfriend, you are all dressed up, and we have places to go.”

“I’m not going anywhere!”

She laughed. “Oh, yes. You are.” Then she grew serious. “
I did a good job, and nobody can tell that you are a man. Just hold your purse in front of Mr. Happy, then we sit down at a booth and get waited on.

“I can’t do that.”

“You can’t NOT do that,” she insisted. “Listen, we got you all dolled up. You’re a woman in looks. Now it’s time to be a woman in action. It’s time to go out and experience the looks, listen to lame pick up lines, and let people buy you drinks.”

“Honey, I don’t think…” blah, blah, blah.

She listened, ignored me, and somehow I found myself being pushed out of the house.

“Careful with those steps.” She held one of my arms and I used the other hand to hold onto the rail. I descended to ground level.

“Excellent. Can you make it to the car?”

“I think so.”

I walked, rather, staggered, across the driveway. I made it, but I was glad to put a hand on the car to steady myself.

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Yep.” Then she altered the old Cindy Lauper song. “Girls just want to go crazy!”

She walked, quite easily, to the driver’s side of the car and took the keys out of her purse.

“Hey?”

“You aren’t going to drive. Not in those heels.”

Well, that a blow to my manhood, but not a big one. So I sat in the passenger seat and was glad to get off my heels.

Janey put the car in gear and we whizzed off down the drive.


PART TWO

“Now, listen,” Janey said, as we cruised the main street of the little town, Hold on to me when you walk, try to put your feet on a line, and everything will be fine.”

It was Saturday night, and the main drag was pretty busy for a small town. We watched in amusement as high school kids pressed the accelerators and made their engines roar, then jerked a foot or two only to do it again.

On the sides of the street were the staid moms and pops. I wondered what they would think if they knew I was a man in drag. Probably shit in their old fashioned drawers. I mean, this was small town America.

We went along with the bumping of cars down the street. Janey turned up the radio and we snapped our fingers and looked at each other and giggled.

Yes. I giggled. A grown man.

But my high pitched, squeezed out voice couldn’t do much more.

We came to a tavern. A big old A frame, really, but we could see inside the windows. People were drinking and dancing, and there were still a couple of spaces in the parking area, so Janey pulled in.

“Oh, God,” I blurted.

“She got out and came around to me, helped me out of the car.

“Yes, turn the knees first, then stand. Don’t go flashing any of those good, old boys.”

She laughed, I almost cried, but I was committed now.

She walked slowly, and I held on to her, and we made it. And I even noticed a couple of cowboy types staring at us with grins.

“Oh, no,” I whispered.

“What?”

“Cowboys!”

“Goodie,” and she giggled and we entered the tavern.

It was the local hot spot. There were booths against the walls, then a layer of tables and a big square area for dancing. A three piece band stomped their feet on a small stage and banged their guitars and basses and a piano. They wailed away, and they weren’t half bad. I mean, they weren’t the Eagles, but they could make the Eagles happy. At the moment they were cranking out ‘New Kid in Town.’

While I felt weird and awkward and more scared than a rabbit at a convention of coyotes, Janey was bopping her head and swaying.

“Table or booth?” asked a waitress, chewing gum madly.

Janey looked at me, and I knew she didn’t want to just sit at a table. She wanted to dance, but she also knew she had to get me settled. 
A booth,” she told the girl.

We followed the girl through the crowd and wound up in a corner booth. A little big for us, but that was okay.

We slid in and Janey said, “Two shooters, tequila, and two beers.”

The waitress swiped the table with a rag and headed for the bar.

“Wow,” I said, and before I was done with the word a couple of fellows were leaning on the table. “Hey, girls, you want company?”

I wanted to scream no. Janey watched me and knew I was panicking, but before she could say anything, before the guys could even shove into the booth, a big body moved up behind the guys and moved them aside. “Hey, fellas, thanks for keeping an eye on my girls.”

It was Sam, and he slid his bulk into the booth.

I had no choice, I moved, and was moved, and then he was sitting with his arm around my shoulders. The two guys looked at each other, shrugged, and headed for greener pastures.

“Sam?” blurted Janey.

Sam grinned, showed his strong teeth. “I seen you gals heading out and thought I’d tag along. You don’t mind, do ya?”

Well, of course I did, but what was the alternative? More cowboys with their groping, wandering hands?

“Well, uh,” Janey was blinking and trying to figure out what to say.

“Sam came over earlier. He, uh, saw me.”

Sam grinned. “Yep. I seen the purtiest, little gal. And now I got two of ‘em.”

“Oh.”

At that moment the waitress showed up, put the two shooters down in front of us, followed by two big mugs of cold beer.

“Can you get us a couple more shooters? And a pitcher?”

The girl nodded, and Sam watched us. “Well, bottoms up, ladies.”

Janey and I looked at each other, a shrug was in our eyes, and we picked up the shooters. A quick tilt and we were done. The hard liquor burning down our throats and making our stomaches happy. We placed the glasses on the table, and saw that Sam had a beer in each hand.

He tilted one, chugged it slowly. His Adam’s apple worked, and quicker than a baby drools, he was chugging the other one. He placed both mugs on the table and said, “Whoo!” And he turned to us. “You gals can drink as much as you want. I’ll be the designated driver.”

The waitress appeared with more beer, more shooters. Sam pushed the shooters in front of us and we stared at the narrow glasses. I had almost been sober, but I wasn’t going to be for long.

Sam leaned forward. “I said, I’m designated. Now drink up.”

“I don’t think—“

“Or I’ll rip that wig off’n your husband, and that dress, and let the world see what’s what.”

He sat back, satisfied, and waited.

We had no choice. We tilted the shooters, and experienced another burn, not so hard, and more alcohol slipping into our systems.

We sat, and Sam was actually a conversationalist. He talked about things he’d done and seen, people he had known, jobs he had done, and, after a few more shooters we were relaxed and keeping up with him.

Janie excused herself for the bathroom. She got picked up for a twirl or two, but made it to the little girls room. Sam shoved me. “Move over, girly.”

Sam was big and strong, and I didn’t have much choice. And when Janey got back Sam motioned her to slide in on the other side of him, And there he sat, each arm around the shoulder of a girl, and the whole room was staring at him enviously.

“You like being a girl? Johnny?”

“I—“

“He’s never tried it before,” Janey interjected.

“Well, you tried it now, so what do you think?”

“Uh, I guess it’s okay. We didn’t—“

“You know, it’s funny, Your tit feels good,” I realized he was fondling my boob. I couldn’t feel it because it was fake. “But it can’t compare with Janey’s nipple.”

I looked across him and saw that he was moving his big, thick finger over her nipple. Her nipple was erect, plain to see in her dress, and she had a confused look on her face.

“Sam laughed. “Take it easy girl. Enjoy it. I ain’t gonna do anything you don’t like.”

Janey looked at me, and I couldn’t stop blinking. And Sam went right on diddling her nipple.

“Oh,” Janey gave a shiver and Sam guffawed. He turned to me. “That’s girls for ya. They want to pretend they don’t like it, but they’re just as horny as any guy. Say, have another couple of drinks.”

On the stage the combo was into ‘Heartache Tonight.’

We drank some more, and now Janey and I were getting red-eyed.

Sam suddenly said, “Come on, let’s dance.

We stood up, and I almost fell down, but Sam put his arm around me. Jane swayed, and he caught her, too. I realized we were really smashed.

We went out onto the dance floor, Sam with his arm around each of us, supporting us, and we began to sway. I was sweating with alcohol, Janey was almost out, and Sam slowly danced us to the entrance.

“Come on, gals, time to make our getaway.”

He supported us as we went out the door. He took us to his big truck and opened the door. He lifted Janey in, then I got in. I sat next to Janey, held her up, and Sam went around and got in the driver’s side. He drove out of the parking lot, got onto the main road, and sauntered along. He had one arm around Janey’s shoulder, and his hand was dangling down, cupping her breast.

“Hey!” I said, drunkenly.

“She’s sure got a good set,” he said, hefting one of Janey’s boobs. “You’re a lucky guy.”

I didn’t know what to do. I was drunk, he was twice as strong as me, and Janey couldn’t feel a thing.

“I wish you wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“A, hell, girly girl. It’s time to lay out the facts of life.”

“What facts?”

“One of you girls is going to fuck me tonight.”

“What?” My voice rose up, and it did nothing but sound more feminine.

“I said, I’m going to dip my dipstick tonight, now the only question is…which one of you lovelies is it going to be.”

“You’re crazy!”

“Yup. And that’s my good side. So who’s it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He just laughed. Shortly we came to the turn off and he headed up the long road to the cabins.

He pulled up to our cabin, taking the spot our Jeep usually took, and got out. He rounded the car and opened the door for me.

I stared at him, I was frightened, but I was also…I don’t want to say this…hot.

Under my dress, scrunched down by my corset, my dick was struggling. It wanted to stand up.

But this thing, this situation, it was wrong.

Sam helped me down, then reached in and picked up Janey. She snuggled into his arms, put her hands around his neck. He kissed her forehead and walked up to our cabin.

“Come along, Johnny girl. You ain’t given me your answer yet.”

I followed him up the stairs. He pushed the door open, entered, and put Janey gently down on the sofa. He turned to me.

“Okay, Little Miss Sunshine. Which one is it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He reached forward and grabbed my biceps. His hands were big, work toughened hands. He squeezed, and I staggered. “Ow!

He was about as strong a man as I had ever seen. His grip was like each finger was a vice grip, and the pain shot through me.

“I don’t like to get rough, youngster, but I rescued you girls from them cowboys, and I shown you a good time, and it’s time you showed me a good time.”

I said nothing.

“Okay.” He pushed me towards a chair. “You sit there and I’ll have my jollies with Janey. She won’t feel a thing, but me…I’m going to be feeling mighty good.”

He began to unbuckle his belt.

“What’s she like, Johnny girl? Is she a tight, old snatch? Is she going to squeeze my pecker ’til it spits?”

“Hey!” I moved towards him with a balled fist.

He laughed, put a big hand up and pushed my face. I went back and sat down in the chair behind me. Then he dropped his pants.

He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his dick was just as big and gnarly as his work toughened hands. He turned to Janey and started to lift her dress.

“Hey!” I was up again.

He looked over his shoulder at me.

It was my wife laying there. She wasn’t totally out of it, but she was dazed, didn’t know what was happening.

I couldn’t let him take my wife.

“I’ll do it.”

Sam smiled a big slice of teeth. “That’s my girl. I like a little fight, but…not fighting is better. You want to grease up, first?”

“I stood there, and realized what I had gotten myself into. His pecker was long. It hung half to his knees. And it was veined. And the blood was starting to pulse. Before my eyes it began to stand up.

“Big, ain’t it. But, don’t worry. I know how to be gentle. You want to grease up?”

I nodded.

“Well, get to greasing. Times a’wasting.”

I hurried into the bathroom. The sooner I…I did what I had to do, the sooner Janey would be out of danger.

I grabbed a big jar of lube and brought it out to the living room. I scooped a couple of fingers worth, bent over and reached under my dress, lifted the lip of the corset and shoved a big glob into my asshole.

“Here, better give me some of that.”

He took the lube and slathered his cock with it. I watched as his cock rose to its full size. It was a monster. Throbbing. Pulsing. As I watched a big drop of pre-cum formed on the head and dripped.

“Okay, why don’t you lay over the end of the couch.”

I walked, rather waddled, around the couch.

Janey was awake now, still out of it, but staring at us. Trying to figure things out.

I laid over the end of the couch and Sam came up behind me. “Hey, Janey girl. You awake?”

“Uh…” she mumbled. She was watching me, watching the way Sam came up behind me, then she realized what was happening. Through her drunkenness her mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, Johnny, I’m sorry.”

“Hell, don’t be sorry. Johnny’s gonna be getting what he’s been wondering about.”

I felt his big hands spreading my cheeks. Spreading my legs, then his fingers were working my rectum.

For a big guy he was surprisingly gentle. He poked and prodded, and gently inserted, and before I knew it he was rimming me with a couple of fingers. The lube was sufficient, and the feel of his rough fingers against my orifice…it felt good.

Janey leaned to me, curled a hand around my cheek. Tears began to seep out. “Johnny.”

Sam pushed, and his big cock came into me. I felt like I was taking a shit, but the turd was too big. My mouth opened, my eyes widened.

Janey couldn’t stand it. She leaned forward and kissed me. She held my face and swallowed my mouth with hers. And somewhere in there, the fear of pain, the concern for me, it transformed into horniness.

Sam gave me a moment, then he began to saw in and out. His big tool pulled, and I felt like I was being turned inside out. Then he pushed, and I felt like I was being turned outside in.

Janey kept kissing me.

The pain in my butt went away. I began to push back, and Sam muttered, “That’s a girl. You know you want it.”

Janey kept kissing me, crying, and yet her tongue started working, and she was suddenly kissing me like it was her fucking me.

For a long minute we were all doing what we do. He was fucking, I was getting fucked, Janey was crying and raping my mouth.

Then I felt Sam start to squirt. It felt like his big penis just swelled up and spit out big globes of white semen. I could feel the slithery fluid seeping down the sides of his pummeling cock, then it was dripping out of my ass.

Then he stopped. He rested. He put his hands on my ass and just stared as Janey kissed me.

“Damn, she got all hot over this.”

Janey stopped kissing me and looked at him. “You bastard.”

“Yep. But, tell the truth…you want it.”

I was bent over, helpless, his weight still on me. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breath and I felt so weak.

“I…I…”

“Come on, girl. You been dyin’ to diddle all night. You was turned on by Johnny girl, but now you want a real man. Push come to shove, you need a real cock. Not a girly, little peeny. Come on, admit it.”

“I…”

Sam leaned over my back and took her hair in one fist. He lifted her, and I could feel his cock in my ass. It was getting hard again.

He lifted her and kissed her. And where my kisses were soft and gentle, his was a rough slap in the mouth.

And, yet…she liked it. She moaned, and I tried to look up.

Then, his cock now rock hard and firmly lodged, he pulled her dress off.

Janey gave a small shriek, but it wasn’t protest, it was surprise at his strength.

“Okay, Johnny girl. Ya done good, but it’s time to let the first team take over.”

He pulled his cock out of me, and it felt like my whole insides were being pulled out. Then I felt his cock slapping against my ass, and the space in my rectum felt so very, very empty.

He picked her up, lifted her, and lowered her on his dick.

I was half turned, but I couldn’t get turned all the way over Still, I could see what was happening. She settled down, engulfed his big monster with her little pussy, and she gave a groan that raised the hairs on my back. The non-existent hairs, I should say.

Then he was standing there, pants around his ankles, lifting her up and down, sliding his big cock into and out of her.

Jane held on, her arms around his neck, her face buried into his body.

“Oh, God!” she groaned.

I tried to get up. Sam stopped and pushed on my back, and when I kept trying to rise he simply turned and sat on me.

And he fucked my wife. He used just his arms to jounce her up and down on his big penis. And I could feel every bounce of her weight onto his lap. I was helpless, I couldn’t move, all I could do was sit there and feel his weight as he fucked her and fucked her and fucked her.

And fucked her.


EPILOGUE

Janey and I didn’t talk about that night. Yet, it wasn’t awkward.

I mean, it was obvious that she liked what had happened, that she wanted to be fucked, and not necessarily by me.

And me, I guess I wanted to be fucked, too.

So we didn’t talk about it.

But we did fuck.

We made love a couple of days later, and we made love more and more as our vacation continued. Slowly, we got used to the idea of how changed we were. By the end of the vacation we were fucking like rabbits, and laughing and excited.

I wore girl clothes the whole time.

I told her I liked girl clothes, and I would wear them anytime she wanted.

She said she liked that.

We saw Sam every once in a while. He’d be working in his garden, or sitting on his porch, and he would wave. At first we ignored him, then we started to wave back.

The morning we left Janey went over to his house. She spent a long time over there, but they just talked. She told him we would be back next year.

He said he’d look forward to it.

Then, we were all packed, and I told Janey to sit in the car for a moment, and I walked over to his cabin.

“Well, howdy,” he grinned at me. “You want to come in?”

“No…no…”

“Well, what can I do for you.”

So I told him. And he unzipped his pants and I went down on my knees. I was still wearing girl, and Janey had put my make up on, and I took him in my mouth.

“Well, well.” He marveled, then he came.

I stood up, gulped, shook his hand, and then went back to Janey.

Janey had sat in the front seat and had a clear view of us.

I came back, didn’t say a word, and put the car in gear. We drove down the long drive and I glanced at her. She had a pleased smile on her face.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

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


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

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

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

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I like sex, but I like good sex.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

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

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

“I know. I heard your phone.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

First, there were the cobwebs.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

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

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man. The red-faced thing again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, crap,” I said.

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

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

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

Well, she knew that.

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

“I…”

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

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

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

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

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

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

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

“What…what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. Open eyes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

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

“I…I can’t wear—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

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

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

“Oh, yes.”

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

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and ran upstairs.

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

I went to the front door and walked home.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

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

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

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

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

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

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I could feel her thinking.

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

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

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

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

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s called a Coke High.”

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

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

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

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

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

“So the man did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

This has been the first part of
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