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He lactated, he grew breasts…

He Became a Woman!


PART ONE

“What is that?”

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he asked in confusion.

“It’s milk.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but this…this is weird!”

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

“But that can’t be! I’m a man.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

There. I said it. Tits.

“But what am I going to do?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Drip.

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

“I’m past puberty,” he complained.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But…what if we can’t?”

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

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

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

“Uh oh.”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

I turned back to the internet.

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

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

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

“What? What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh…this might get messy,” he said.

Crap. I was getting into his cock.

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

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

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

Go on…look it up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he squeaked.

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

I blinked. “Why not?”

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

I started to chuckle.

“What’s so funny?”

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

“No they don’t!”

“Look it up.”

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

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

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

“So you need to wear this…”

“I don’t want to!”

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

“Well…”

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

“Well, but…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do?” he gasped.

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

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

I took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

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

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

“What?”

“That feels good!”

I grinned. “Maybe having boobers is fun.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Why’d you stop?” he whined.

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

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

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

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

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

What the fuck was happening?

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

But…what the fuck was going on?

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

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

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

About as good as a witch doctor.

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

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

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

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

“What’s the problem, Harris?”

“He started lactating.”

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

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

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

“You’ll get wet.”

“That’s okay.”

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

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

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

The doctor looked down in surprise.

“Sorry,” said Harris.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” I blurted.

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

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

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

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

“Pretty much.”

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

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

“Are you shitting me?” I blurted.

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

“I’m sorry?” he tilted his head.

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

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

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

“I assure you that I—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wow, you really unloaded on him.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How’s the milk flow?” I asked.

“Down a little.”

“Well, that’s good.”

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

“What?” That sort of surprised me.

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

“Like hard on horny?”

“I’m always hard on horny.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Harris, do you like having big tits?”

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

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!”

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

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

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

“Whoa, what’s that?”

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

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

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

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

“Yep.”

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

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

A perfect fit…for a perfect tit.

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

“Wow,” he muttered.

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

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

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

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

“Honey,” I said from behind him.

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

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

He dripped on my hands.

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

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

He said nothing.

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

“Wow,” he said.

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

“I’m going to suck on your breasts.”

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

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

It was sweet.

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

God, it was sweet. And it was warm.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to breast feed on you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


PART TWO

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

“I never,” I said.

“Me neither,” he agreed.

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

“So I should embrace my boobs.”

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

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

“I am saying exactly that…and more.”

“What more?”

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

He interrupted me, “I like lactating.”

My turn to blink.

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

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

“So let’s do something about it.”

“Like what?”

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

“For as long as I want?”

“Yup.”

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

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

“I don’t have a pussy.”

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

“All the bras I want?”

I smiled.

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

“What kind of ‘other stuff?’”

“Girly stuff.”

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

I said, “Girly stuff like nylons?”

“And…and garters. And a peignoir.”

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

“What about make up,” he whispered.

“Yes. What about it?”

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

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

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

But we did start a regimen of domperidone.

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

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

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

He topped out at 39 G.

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

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

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

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

So life was good.

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know,” he said.

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

“Well, yeah, but…I don’t know.”

“So what are you scared of?”

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

“A sissy?”

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

I started laughing.

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

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

“But…I feel funky about it all!”

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

Who the heck is Arnold Keibler?

He was a guy at a restaurant.

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

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

“Hi, guys.”

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

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

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

Arnold Keibler, PsyD

Doctor of Psychology

“You’re a doctor?” Harris asked.

I said, “I hate doctors.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh, okay,” Harris was agreeable.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Men are scared. Women are angry.”

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s intersex?” we asked.

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

“But I wasn’t born…” Harris stopped.

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re sure my idea of normal.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s just your female hormones.”

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

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

Finally, he said, “So, what now?”

“What do you mean?”

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

“Why would you want to do anything?”

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

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

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

“But…but…”

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

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

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

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

“Hey! OW! Stop!”

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

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

“What the fuck are you doing?”

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

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

“Hey!”

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

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

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

He looked up in confusion.

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

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

“But, I don’t—“

“SHUT!” I bellowed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A real man’s?”

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

“But…”

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

He gulped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not bad, eh?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Come on, let’s get you dressed.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I just laughed, and got out the wig.

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

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

“You’re not going to—“

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

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

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

The other ear.

“Now for your nose…”

“What?”

I laughed. “Gotcha.

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

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

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

I saw her, and I was in love.

“Okay. Come with me.”

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

“But where are we going?”

“Wherever I want.”

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

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

Enough equivocation. Enough confusion.

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

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

I sipped, and watched her.

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

“Wow,” she said.

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

She sipped and watched the bar.

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

I laughed, “You are such a pervert!”

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

The man watched, grinning.

“Would you like to kiss me?” I asked.

“Sure.”

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

Harris’s mouth dropped.

“Please,” said the young man.

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

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

“Harris, kiss him.”

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

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

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

Then he was gone, and we were left alone.

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

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

“You want to make love?”

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

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

“I…I…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She said nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, yes…” she whimpered.

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

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

“You can cum when you want,” I said.

“How…how…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh…fuck!…Oh…sweet heysoos!”

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

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

I smiled, and drew my cock out of her.

END
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Man Enough to be a Woman!

He had no idea he would like Feminization!


PART ONE

“I’ve had it!”

“Oh, come on. It was only sex!”

“With my best friend!”

I glared at Ben from my side of the car.

“It didn’t mean anything. We’re just friends.”

“Yeah, fuck friends. Don’t our marriage vows mean anything?”

“Of course they do! I work hard and make money and…”

“And cheat on me.”

“I’ve already told you that it doesn’t mean anything.”

“How would you feel if I was out fucking somebody?”

He was silent. I could see his face getting somber. He didn’t like the idea of me opening my legs, but it was okay for him to cheat on me.

“Look, you really need to take a chill pill.”

He turned on our street and then into our driveway.

Ben was a slender fellow, not much in the big, muscular man thing, and I think that was why he was always cheating. Simply, he was trying to prove he was a man, and he thought that was proven by how many women he could fuck.

I got out of the car and slammed the door.

“Hey!” he yelled, getting out of the car after me.

“Fuck you!” I tossed back over my shoulder.

I entered the house, stomped up the stairs, and into our bedroom.

Now my bedroom. I slammed the door and locked it.

Ten seconds later he was knocking on the door. “Don’t you fucking lock me out!”

“Why don’t you go sleep with one of your fuck friends!” I screamed.

So he kicked the door down. Took him two kicks. Weaky.

He stomped past me and got ready for bed.

I walked out of the room and slept on the couch downstairs. And as I lay there, covered by a scratchy, uncomfortable blanket, seething with anger, I wondered what to do.

I had read all the books, scoured the internet, and I was at my wit’s end. I had talked to him honestly, I had gotten him to admit his affairs, he had said he would do better, but tonight I had caught him in a closet with my best friend. My former best friend.

And I realized: I had just ended a friendship…why couldn’t I end a marriage?

Because there was still love there.

So was I doomed to life with a philandering husband?

If only I could make him see. If only I could let him know how it felt. If only.

And in those dark hours of the morning I began to come up with a plan.

“Hello, honey,” I kissed Ben and took his jacket.

He looked at me suspiciously. “I thought you were angry?”

“Oh, that…no. Like you said, it’s only sex.”

He smiled. “I’m glad you’re coming around.”

“Sure. And I made your favorite dinner tonight. Want a drink, first?”

“Sure.” he grinned.

I handed him a tall glass. Ice swirled in it, and the half and half bourbon and Coke would disguise any taste.

He glugged a couple of glugs, sighed. “Ah, the drink of the Gods.”

“Why don’t you have a seat and watch the news. I’ll have your dinner out in a jiffy.”

“Sure!”

He sat down in the recliner, clicked on the TV, and I heard the sounds of the football game. Excellent. He would finish that drink, and I would even give him another one.

I went into the kitchen to finish cooking his steak. Not long after I served him. He leaned forward in the recliner, ate his dinner on a folding tray, and ignored me.

“Yeah! Tackle that son of a bitch!”

I smiled.

A few hours later I walked into our bedroom. The bedroom door was still off the hinge, but I ignored it.

“So you’re going to come back to me,” he grinned. Fool thought he was successful in cheating. He had done it and now was getting away with it.

“It’s only sex,” I smiled.

“Excellent, because I’ve been needing some.”

“This weekend, honey. I’m having a period now.”

“Oh, heysoos,” he wheezed unhappily. “Why don’t they invent a pill that gets rid of periods.”

“That’s okay. I’ll be over it by the week end, then we can have some real fun.”

“Yeah!”

A few minutes later he was laying on his side, snoring, and I was laying on my back, smiling at the ceiling.

A couple of days passed and it was the weekend. And it was time to see if my plan was going to work. It should. I had been giving him double doses of Leuprolide.

Interesting enough, I found out whether the drug worked not through my own actions, but through the actions of a girl who worked with Ben.

He came home from work, and I was ready to go. I was dressed sexy. I had been to the beauty salon, my tits were in his favorite half bra, standing out with my big nipples jutting through the thin material of my blouse.

He walked in, right past me, and into the kitchen. I heard the clank of bottles and walked in, puzzled.

“What’s going on?”

He ignored me for the moment. He took down a glass, put some ice in it, unscrewed both the Coke and the bourbon, and poured both liquids into the glass at the same time.

He picked up the glass and quaffed it. I mean, the whole thing. In just a few seconds.

At that moment I was actually so surprised that I didn’t even consider that my plan might be working.

He placed the glass on the counter and mixed himself another drink. He drank half of it before he slowed down.

He stood there, breathing heavily, like an ox that had been hit on the forehead with a four by four.

“What in heaven’s name is going on?”

He turned to me, and his face was writ in misery. I know that sounds weird, but that phrase is the only way to describe the emotion coming out of him.

“It didn’t work.”

“What didn’t work.”

He looked down at his pants, took a deep breath, and said, “My penis! It didn’t work!”

“You were going to fuck somebody,” I breathed out.

“Shit!” he blurted. His hands clenched and unclenched. The muscles in his face writhed. “It wouldn’t even get hard! It just laid there…like a slug. It…it wouldn’t work!”

Aha! I exulted on the inside. On the outside I was the picture of concern.

“Not your penis!”

“My penis! My fucking penis! It didn’t work!”

I felt like jumping into the air and clicking my heels, high fiving myself and turning somersaults. He wasn’t going to be cheating on me any more.

“It’s okay,” I soothed, patting his arm. “Take it out and let’s see if I can get it working.”

For a second he didn’t want to. There was shame and humiliation, and manly failure, but he couldn’t resist. He unzipped his pants and took out his member.

He was average sized. Maybe six inches. Not a big man, but not a small one, either.

I reached out and took his penis in hand. It lay there, a slug, not moving, not quivering, certainly not throbbing and pulsing.

I squeezed it. “Do you feel that?”

“I feel it, but nothing happens.”

Oh, God. This was good.

I knelt and opened my mouth. I sort of like giving head. I like feeling those big, swollen balls, all ready to pump out the pudding. And I love looking up while my lips are sliding back and forth, and seeing the look of sublime pleasure on a man’s face. And, I’ll tell the truth, I even like how the stuff tastes. It’s sort of, in a weird way, like eating oysters, but a little saltier.

I took his penis and sucked on it, and it was like sucking on a rubber band. It just didn’t get stiff.

“Do you feel that? Is it good?”

His eyes showed his frustration. “I feel it, it feels good, but Mr. Happy just doesn’t want to get happy!”

“Wow,” I said, tucking his tool back in his pants and zipping him up. “This looks serious.”

“It is!”

“How about if I call the doctor?”

“Uh…” he didn’t want the embarrassment. But the idea of an unworking prick was greater in his mind, so he finally nodded.

I dialed a number and it was picked up.

THe girl on the other end said, “Hi, Shelly. Did you want me to play the doctor?”

I did. I spoke carefully. “Hi, Doctor Winslow. My husband has a problem…”

Ben started waving his hands, but I ignored him. How was he supposed to see a doctor if he couldn’t even talk about it?

“Well, his penis isn’t working. No, it isn’ an especially big cock,” I could feel his ego shrivel with that one. “Maybe five inches. His balls feel firm enough, but…maybe they’re a little soft, too. Just in th last few days.” I shrugged at him. “Uh huh. You’ll have to ask him. Can you make a house call? My husband is sort of embarrassed about this.”

Ben nodded his head. He was real antsy, walking back and forth, feeling his groin, and looking so unhappy.

“Tonight? You can? Oh, that would be wonderful.”

I hung up the phone and turned to Ben. “She’s actually going to be in the area.”

“She? It’s a she?”

“Yes. Is that a problem? I mean, that’s who was on call. You didn’t want to wait, did you? Besides, she sounded very professional.”

“No. I guess it’s all right. I would have preferred…”

“Go make another drink. It’ll help calm you down.”

Tell the truth, I had gotten tired of mixing the pills in his drinks, and I had mixed a bottle of pills into the bottle of bourbon. He was giving himself his own limp pills.

A couple of hours later, after dinner, and a couple more drinks, we heard the knock on the door. Ben hung back, but I strode to the door quickly and opened it.

Sandy Winslow was one of my oldest friends, and it was a modern miracle that Ben hadn’t ferreted her out and tried to hit on her. The joy was that she had majored in drama. She had worked in Hollywood, and was making a good living, but she was currently on hiatus, and when I called her to ask about my plan she had volunteered to help out. Now she stood on the stoop in a professional dress and holding a doctor’s bag.

“Hi, Dr. Winslow, I can’t thank you enough for coming. Ben is…he’s quite upset by his situation.”

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Gardner.”

I brought her into the house. Ben was sitting on the recliner, the front flap not up, and just sort of rocking back and forth. He got up and shook hands when I introduced him.

“Good to meet you, Mr. Gardner. Can I sit here? Excellent.” She pulled a dining room chair around and faced Ben. “Why don’t you explain what is happening.”

Ben’s face was already red. He didn’t know the good ‘doctor’ from Adam, and he was having to talk about his most prized possession, and how it didn’t work.

“Well, uh, I was trying to…uh…”

“Please don’t be embarrassed, Mr. Gardner. I have spoken to many people, many men, about Erectile Dysfunction. And it is good that you called me. Now, you are trying to say that you were going to make love but your penis had trouble getting erect.”

He nodded, gulping, his face redder than a sunburned apple.

“Go on.”

“Well, uh…”

Sandy turned to me. “And when did you notice he was having, uh, troubles.”

“Oh, it wasn’t with me.” I kept the most innocent look on my face.

“It…wasn’t?” Sandy looked honestly surprised. She was a great actress. “Who was it with?” She turned back to Ben.

“Uh. I was with this girl from the office and…”

“So you were cheating.” She stated it bluntly. If Ben had been thinking, he would have objected, but he was caught in his own webs.

“I, uh…”

“That’s okay. The only reason this concerns me is that some men have psychological reactions to the fact of cheating. You would be surprised at how many penises are limp just because the man feels guilty about cheating on his wife.”

“Oh, uh…I…”

“But go on. Tell me, in detail, exactly what happened.”

Ben glanced at me. He had told me he had cheated before, but he had never had to relay explicit details. His face was suddenly red. Or perhaps I should say redder.

“Well, uh…we were in a closet.”

“Standing up then.”

“Yes. We didn’t have access to a bed, and…uh…”

“Go on. Tell me about the foreplay.”

“Uh, yeah. Foreplay. We didn’t have much. She just, we went into the closet and she dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth and…uh…”

Fellatio. She gave you a blow job.”

“Yeah,” he nodded, and avoided looking at me. Hell, maybe I should have been making him repeat the juicy details all along.

“Do you have much sensation in your penis?”

“I…yes. I felt…everything. But…I couldn’t get hard.”

“Okay. You were cheating, no foreplay, and your penis failed to erect. Go on.”

Her words were like daggers to him. He was actually, physically jerking.

“Well, she sucked on me for a while.”

“Did your penis start to fill with blood?”

“No. No. It just…it was…it just laid there. I mean, in her mouth.”

“So it was flaccid. What else?”

“That’s about it. She sort of got upset, but tried to mask it. She put me back in my pants and whispered, “Don’t worry. It’s only sex.”

Bingo, that one hit me between the eyes. It was what he had said to me. It’s only sex.

“Well, I hate to disagree with you, Mr. Gardner, but it is not ‘just’ sex. The health of the penis, the ability to get hard, can relate to the health of your body. Your failure to become erect could be masking serious conditions.”

“Oh…really?” Concern was in his eyes.

“Absolutely. Take your penis out.”

He blinked.

She sat there, her hand actually open, waiting.

“But…I…right here?”

“Mr. Gardner, I realize this is quite difficult for you, but I need to do a full examination. It starts with a simple examination of your penis.”

“Oh, uh…” he stood up, his face mirrored the helplessness he felt inside. He unbuttoned his slacks, unzipped, and his pants fell. Then he pulled down his boxers.

His penis hung. Limp. It was maybe four inches, and not a bone in it.

I kept my face straight as Sandy reached for it, took it in her hand.

Ben stood there, and looked like he wanted to be anywhere else but here.

She pulled it, turned it over. She tapped it. “Do you feel this?”

“Uh, yeah.”

She reached into her bag and pulled out a pinwheel type thing.

“What the hell is that?”

“It’s called a Wartenberg Wheel. It’s used to test neurological reactions.” She took his cock in her hand. It was quite sexy, really, her red fingernails holding his member. Even though he was limp it was sexy.

“Now tell me how this feels.”

She rolled the Wartenberg thingie up his cock.

“Oh,” he said, and he looked down so hard he was actually a little cross-eyed.

“What?”

“I can feel that, it’s…it’s sexual. It’s exciting.”

“But you’re not getting erect.”

“Uh, no. But that feeling…it’s driving me crazy!”

His hips were jerking and she kept him there by the simple expedient of holding onto his cock hard.

She moved the wheel to the head of his cock and rolled it. The little pins on the wheel crossed over the head, left little red marks.”

“Oh, FUCK!”

He managed to jerk back then.

“Mr. Gardner, a little self control, if you please. I have to check all of your penis. And your balls, too.”

She held out her hand and he reluctantly moved forward. “But how can that make me horny and yet I can’t get hard?”

“Your nerves are working. It’s your penis that isn’t working. You should have full sensation, yet…” she shrugged and began rolling the Wartenberg over his balls.

Ben began to shift, and his knees bent, and he moved his weight around. It was obvious this was causing an excruciating sensation, but the good ‘Doctor’ just rolling it and rolling it.

“Oh, God!” he blurted at one point. this feels…I should be able to cum from this!”

“You should,” said Sandy. “This is a little worrisome. Take off all your clothes, please.”

“All?” he squeaked.

“Sorry, I don’t have a gown, but this is a medical examination.

Ben looked lost and hopeless as he took off his clothes. He stood before Sandy with his hands covering his manhood.

Sandy took a stethoscope out of her bag, put it on, and started listening to Ben’s body.

First she placed the cold stethoscope on his back, and he jumped. She kept moving it around, listening, and saying, ‘Mmm. Yes. Okay.” I wondered if she even knew what she was supposed to be listening for. But, whatever, she was acting thoroughly professional and Ben was falling for it.

She grabbed his nuts and said, “Cough.”

Ben coughed.

“Mmmm.” She began listening to his chest. She placed a hand on his pectoral, over his nipple, and he blinked.

“Take a breath. Again. Again.”

Ben breathed in and out, and Sandy kept moving her palm over his nipple. It was a small motion, but I could tell it was exciting to Ben. Exciting, except that his dick didn’t respond to her stimulation.

“All right,” she reached into her bag and took out gloves and a large jar of lube. “I’m going to have to examine your prostate, Mr. Gardner. Why don’t you put your hands on the table there and bend over.” She put on the gloves with a snap.

Ben did so, and his face was priceless.

Sandy rubbed his butt briefly, then placed a big finger full of lube on his rectum. She began working it in, and Ben’s face grew redder and redder. Honestly, if you painted a happy face on a cherry, it would look like Bens’ face right then.

Then Sandy began working here finger in and out. Wiggling it around. Rubbing his inner walls.

“Okay, this is the prostate.” She pushed in harder and he grunted. “It’s a little undersized. Let me…” she pulled out her hand and stuck two fingers into him.

“Gah!” he blurted.

“It’s okay, Mr. Gardner. Just take it easy. I have to be thorough, but we’ll be done in a short while.”

“Okay.”

“If you have a glass?” she asked me.

I quickly handed her a glass and she placed it under his cock.

“What’s that for?”

“I need to examine your semen.”

“Oh.”

For a short while she massaged his prostate, and his penis began to drip. Long drools seeped out of the head of his slack cock, and he stared down at the goo in wonder.

Sandy, her fingers in his butt and pressing on his prostate, took advantage of the moment to make a face at me. She stuck her tongue out and crossed her eyes.

I couldn’t help it. I snorted, which was a stifled, choked up laugh.

Ben looked up at me.

“What?”

I had my face back under control “Nothing. I just coughed.”

Sandy kept working him, and then the semen lessened, and stopped.

She took her finger out and slapped his butt. “All done.”

Ben straightened up, and he had a hard time looking at the woman who had just had her fingers up his butt.

“Well,” she picked up the glass. “I’ll take this to the lab and get back to you with the results.”

“But what’s wrong with me?”

“I won’t know until I see the lab results. I will say that cheating may be at the root of your problem.”

Now he wouldn’t look at me. “Cheating.”

“Yes. Human beings are complex creatures, and when a person breaks trust with another…well, things happen. But we won’t go there, yet. Let’s examine the lab results, and then we’ll see.”

“Oh, okay.”

The exam was officially over, and Ben excused himself and left the room. I knew what he was going to do. He was going to wipe all the lube off his ass.

I walked Sandy out to her car.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted, when we were standing next to the car door. “You were perfect.”

“I was afraid I missed a couple of things, but he bought it.”

“How did you know how to give a prostate exam?”

“Oh, heck. I’m from Hollywood, and men don’t have sex there, they just get prostate exams.”

We giggled, then she said. “Give it a week, I’ll phony up some lab results, and then we can lower the boom on him.”

“Thank you so much. You have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Actually, I do. Did you know that 1 out of 5 men cheat on their wives? And I’ve had a couple of that lousy 20%.” She spoke wryly as she tossed the bag into the back of her car, then she gave a quick glance over my shoulder, gave me a quick hug, and she was off.

Back inside the house Ben was pouring himself yet another drink.

“Better ease up on the drinking,” I suggested.

His face was still red from the exam, and he merely said. “I need it.”

Huh. I guess he did.

And I went upstairs to jill off.

The next week was the most fun I had ever had. After all, I knew the joke. He was taking Leuprolide. He was taking the drug they use to chemically castrate sex offenders. And all he knew was that his precious penis was no longer capable of working.

Oh, he felt everything, and he was feeling hornier and hornier, but that poor dick just hung there, minding its own business. Not a throb in sight.

So I dressed a little sexier. And I put on a little extra make up, he really liked red lipstick, and every once in a while, under the guise of helping him, I would offer to…help him.

“Honey, let me blow you for a while. Maybe it will work!”

How could a man refuse that? Not even a man with a nonfunctional dick could say no. He pulled out his little shrub and I went to work. I kissed, I sucked, I lapped and I licked.

Nothing.

Dickie just hung there, feeling everything, but not responding.

And, here was the good news, the prostate exam he had received had made him even hornier. Sandy had told me that it would, but when I saw how he fidgeted, and even rubbed his cock against the corner of a table while he was standing there, or grabbed his crotch and squeezed…it was obvious. He was one horny puppy.

And, encouraged, I began to snake my finger around and rub his asshole. Oh, he liked that. It made his hips move back and forth, and that in spite of the fact that…he was Mr. Limp.

One night I came in to find him actually punching his package. He was actually punching, with his fist. Not super hard, but hard enough, and he said, “Wake up! Damn you! Wake up!”

Stifling the giggles, I stopped him, told him not to hurt himself, and then took him to bed for a long blow job. Which he could feel, but his cock just wouldn’t wake up.

Finally, however, the week was up, and Sandy called.

“Hi, Dr. Winslow.”

On the sofa, one arm over his eyes and feeling sorry for himself, Ben sat up and looked.

“The lab results are in? Wonderful! Oh, you would. Well, of course. Tonight? We’ll look for you.”

“Tonight?” asked Ben, when I had hung up.

“Eight o’clock.”

“But what’s wrong with me?”

“You heard me. She’ll let us know tonight.”

Ben was fit to be tied. He walked around the house muttering. He went out to the garage to work out a little, but he couldn’t focus. He came in and turned on the TV, but when he turned it off and stood up I had had enough. “Sit back down. I’ll make you a drink.”

He had drunk more this week than he did in a week, and I probably should have worried about him becoming a drunk. I didn’t though. I was in the middle of it all, so I just kept him supplied with booze and waited for the play to come to a conclusion.

I made his drink and returned to the living room. The TV was on a football game, but it was muted.

I handed him the glass and said, “What are you going to do if it’s something serious?”

“Oh, God. I don’t know.” He drank, and looked up at me. “I mean, I love you so much! It can’t be anything serious! It just can’t!”

That surprised me. After all his cheating, I was the one he was thinking of.

“Well, it can’t be too serious.” And then, half caught up in his game, I said, “It’s only sex, after all.”

“Yeah. Only sex.”

But I realized, then, that it wasn’t sex. And it was. I began to understand how much stock men put in their penises. They obsess on it, they play with it, they effect marriage with it.

God, I must have half destroyed him with my little trick.

And, yet, what else could I do? What…

DING DONG! Sandy was here.

She entered the front room, looking quite the professional, and we all assumed the same seats we had been in the week before.

“Well, Mr. Gardner, I have good news. You are very healthy. Quite healthy.”

“Then I can start having erections again?”

“Well, that is going to be up to you.”

“What do you mean?”

“There is no physical reason for you not to be able to get erections, and that leaves only one other possibility. You have psychological problems.”

“I do?” But I could see that he had already bought into it. But then having a neurosis or something is much preferable to cancer. Right?

“Now, I can recommend people you can see, but…”

“But, what?”

“Well, though your problem may seem serious to you, it is actually not that big a deal. Psychological barriers to sex, mental reasons for erectile dysfunction…they have been covered extensively in medical journals.”

“They have?”

“Quite. Now, let’s consider your problem. You cheated, you feel guilty, you need to make some kind of amends.”

“Amends?” he glanced at me, then back to the doctor.

“Yes. To the person you cheated on. Simply, you have to convince them that you can be trusted.”

“How do I do that?”

“Well, that’s up to you. But, as it is your wife, I’m sure you can think of nice things to do for her.”

“I can? I mean…yes! I can!”

Determination filtered into his voice.

“Now, it may take some time—“

“How much time?”

“I would say that you should give it six months. If your penis hasn’t started functioning by then you should give me a call.”

“Six months!” he was aghast. His eyes were fixed and his brain was spinning.

“Yes. And…uh…”

“What?”

“Well, there are a couple of more things…”

“Go ahead!”

“Please tell us everything, Doctor,” I said, leaning forward. “I’ll do anything to help my husband become a man again.” Snicker, snicker.

“Well, it’s a complex thing. There aren’t even any articles on it in the journals, yet.”

“That’s okay. You can tell us?”

“Tell me what to do, Doc. Anything!”

“Well, a woman will believe a woman faster than she will believe a man. Take that as you wish, it is fact.”

Ben frowned, not really understanding.

“I don’t know how far you have to take it, but wearing articles of her clothing will remind her of the potential for a softer you, a more feminine you, and…”

“Okay. I can do that.” His voice sounded dull, like it was coming out of a flooded basement or something. “I can wear a scarf or something, and that—“

Sandy shook her head. “It will have to be something more intimate than that.”

“More..intimate?”

“An article of clothing.” Pause. “Perhaps…her underwear. Maybe even some make up.”

“What?” His voice sounded like that of a mouse who had been gargling.

“And, the third thing…”

“Oh, there’s more…” his eyes were glazed over.

“Yes, item three. What I did last week, the prostate exam.”

“Yes?” His eyes were showing confusion. He acted like he didn’t like the prostate exam, but…I had a sneaking suspicion that he liked it.

“Keeping your prostate healthy is of extreme importance. You need to have your prostate massaged weekly. This will reduce the amount of semen in your testicles, and it will, to be crude, flush the plumbing.”

“Flush the plumbing.” He sounded like he had just asked for a blindfold in front of a firing squad.

“Absolutely, and that only leaves one item.”

“Oh. Okay. One more item.”

“This program is designed to help you recover, but we must not neglect the fact that you have caused your wife emotional stress.”

“I have?” He looked at me. “Oh, I guess…I have. I’m sorry, honey. I’ll never cheat again.”

“That’s fine, Mr. Gardner, but we need her to do something. It will help her, and even help you a bit.”

“What’s that?”

“She must verbally chastise you.”

“Chastise?” He frowned.

“Yes. To feel good about herself she must be allowed to verbally emasculate you. Tell you what a rotten pig you’ve been. Tell you how unsatisfying your penis is to her. Even tell you how small and inadequate it is.”

“I am? I mean…I do?”

“Yes. This is very important. Not only must you regain your mental health, but you must help your wife regain her healthy self image. Because you have made less of her, now she must make less of you. So she must rebalance the equation, so to speak. She must insult you, and you must thank her whenever she does.”

“Oh. Okay.” Yes, his eyes were definitely glazed.

A short time later Sandy was gone, and Ben was sitting quite still, facing me, and pondering what he was going to have to do to get his penis working again.


PART TWO

“I don’t believe this,” he said, shaking his head.

“So I’ve got to tell you…bad things about yourself,” I mused, trying to sound worried. “I don’t know if I can do that.”

“Sure you can, honey. Try it.”

“Well, I don’t know. Okay. You’re bad.” Man, that was weak. It sounded like I was asking permission to water the garden.

“No, no. I mean, really talk to me.”

“You’ve been really bad.”

He shook his head, then took my hands in his. “Tell me I’ve been a scum sucking cheater.”

“You…” I sounded tentative, “you’re a scum sucking…cheater?”

“Don’t make it like a question. Get mad and…and tell me off!”

“You’re a bad person!” I made it sound like I was trying to sound angry, but he wasn’t buying it.

“No, no! Try this: Ben, you fucking asshole! How dare you fuck somebody else.”

“Ben, you fucking asshole. How dare you fuck somebody else!”

I raised my voice a little, and sounded like a mouse shouting in a church.

“That’s good, but…really mean it. Tell me I’m worthless.”

“Okay, you’re worthless.”

“Honey! If this is going to work, if I am ever going to get my cock back, then you have to really mean it! Now tell me…tell me I’m a lousy fuck and you hate me. Tell me you can’t stand my face. Tell me…tell me…”

And, it came out. I started softly, but rapidly built up, and soon I was screaming. “You motherfucking cunt fuck asshole excuse for a dick! You cheated on me! I hate you!” And…I slapped him.

Oh, it was good. I actually laid my palm against his face like I was trying to hit a home run. His face turned red, my hand was imprinted on it, and he grinned. “That’s it! That’s it! Now you’re doing it!”

“Can I do it again?” I asked timidly.

“Of course! Lay it on me. Say what you want! Insult me!”

I started at a higher pitch this time. “Your dick is too short! It’s too small and I lie about having orgasms! And you’re ugly! You need plastic surgery just to look ugly. You fucking stink!”

He grinned. “Thank you.”

And I grinned.

And that was the start.

The rest of the evening he ran around and tried to do things for me. He emptied the trash. He vacuumed. He put the wash in.

And he opened doors, and folded towels, and did the dishes.

Oh, baby. I was in hog heaven.

And it was all because he was trying to get his cock to work again.

The next day I awoke feeling good. I stretched, felt like a million pounds had flown off my shoulder, and just when I thought it could get no gooder…pardon my grammar…he placed a breakfast tray on the bed.

“Here you go, my love.”

“Thanks, short dick,” I said.

He grinned and bowed his way out of the bedroom.

I sat there and wallowed in the pleasure. I nibbled on perfectly cooked bacon. I spooned mouthfuls of hashed browns, and wondered…where had been my Prince Charming all these years?

I mean, it was instant!

I got up, took a shower, and went out to a house sparkling. He had managed to clean everything before going to work.

I sighed, sauntered out to the living room, sat down and watched TV. And received a text.

You are the most beautiful woman in the world

and I love you with all my heart.

Whoa. This was almost too much. And it was funny, Sandy and I had come up with this program to get back at him, to put a crimp in his cheating ways, and it was working almost too good.

Sigh. Smile. And I texted him back.

You stinky dick ass sucker!

He texted back.

Thank you.

I laughed out loud, and then I had a thought. I quickly typed,

What are you wearing?

Silence. A good ten minutes of silence. Then:

I’m sorry.

I said nothing. I just tossed my cell phone to the side, watched some TV, and went to a brunch with Sandy.

We giggled, we laughed, and life was good.

And the texts poured in.

I’m sorry.

I’m worthless.

I’ll make up for it tomorrow.

Please talk to me.

Ah, the power of the penis.

Or, maybe I should say…the power of the penis denied.

I awoke the next day to a tray of perfectly cooked breakfast, toted in by Ben…in a chemise. He had taken one of my old nightgowns, a silky thing, and wore it with nothing underneath.

He placed the tray on the bed, over me, and knelt by the side of the bed. “Whatever my mistress wants.”

“Go, asshole.” I waved my fingertips and he scuttled out of the room.”

This was too good. And I giggled, and enjoyed my perfectly prepared meal.

And I had no idea of the beast I had unleashed.

You see, when a man is going one way too long, and then goes the other way…he tends to go that other way…too much.

Ben was like a man out of control.

He washed the whole outside of the house. Did the lawn. Repaired a leaky faucet. Did the wash.

I didn’t have a chance to do anything.

And if I did, he leaped in and took over.

And he did it in my underwear.

And I lived in a house that was no longer recognizable. Spic and span clean, with a cross dressing elf darting about. I felt like I was in a cartoon where the villain throws a gum wrapper over his shoulder and eight street sweepers get in a fight over who gets to pick it up.

I walked around and a knave swept the ground upon which I was about to trod. Wearing a bra and panties, a garter and nylons. And a wig. He had actually stopped to buy a wig that looked remarkably like my own hair.

OMFG!

The week passed, and by the time the weekend had arrived I was actually in a mood. I wasn’t allowed to cook, to clean, to even take my own dishes to the sink.

And, to tell the truth, I was a little tired of insulting him. Sure, it had been fun, but…now it wasn’t. Now it was too much.

“Please, your majesty,” he blurted. “Tell me what a terrible job I’ve done!”

“Oh, shut up,” I groused, and I walked past him. He fell in behind me.

Power is good. A lot of power is better. But absolute power…now that’s another thing entirely. And I wasn’t responding well.

I was liking it, but it was warping me.

I had intended to bully him a bit, but…now I couldn’t stop.

He placed the tray on the bed, and I shoved it off. Perfectly good breakfast across the carpet.

His face showed his dismay.

I didn’t care. He was my worthless slave. I got up and walked across the carpet, smunching the food into the rug. He was going to have to get a steam cleaner to work that mess out.

I grabbed his ear and took him to my vanity table. I pushed him into the chair.

“Look at that!” I snarled.

“What?” he was frightened and confused. Frightened. He had never been fearful before, but now, this change of role, this bullying I was doing, he was responding with fear.

“You look disgusting!”

“Thank you,” he mumbled, not sure what he was thanking me for.

“Remove all the hair on your body.”

He jumped up and headed for the shower. I heard the water running, and I knew he was using a razor, trying to reach every square inch of his flesh.

I sat on the bed, in a bad mood, and waited.

He exited the bathroom, and he was naked. Not a hair on his body below the neck.

“Sit there.” I pointed at the vanity table again.

He sat, and I began to work. Here was the man who had cheated. Here was my worthless, cheating husband, and I had been unleashed. I had the power, and I was willing to abuse it.

I cleaned his face, making my little sponges dark.

“See this?” I pushed the little things in front of his face. “You’re disgusting!”

“I’m sorry!”

I primed his face, and put the foundation on it. He stared, mute, as I began to put the color in his cheeks, on his eyes. Yet he was too afraid to object.

“Asshole,” I muttered. “Cheating on me.”

I lined his eyes, made the lids smoky, and painted his lips a bright red.

He stared at himself. A woman in face, but not in entirety.

“Where’s your wig,” I snarled. And a dim, far away part of me wondered what I was doing. I had never been so vindictive. But, as I said earlier, when a person has gone too far down a path, and then travels in the other direction, perhaps she goes too far.

I fastened his wig on, and he became feminine above the neck. I pierced his ears, I put rings on his fingers.

I got out my corset.

It was a small corset. Too tight on me, but I wrapped it around him and began pulling strings.

Pull, yank, jerk, I made the corset shrink, and he started to gasp.

“I…can’t…breath…!”

“So don’t,” I snapped. “Take short, shallow breaths.”

I unrolled stockings up his legs and fasted them to the bottom of the corset. While I was down there I lifted his penis. Stupid, little thing. I shook it, “You are so worthless. You’re about as worthless as a nun in a whorehouse.”

His eyes were showing moisture. I knew I had gone a bit far, but…but he had cheated on me with so many women.

“Thank you,” he whimpered, and he tried not to cry.

“Oh, shut up. Get up on the bed. All fours with your butt to me.”

He did so, and he knew what was coming. It was time for his prostate massage. It was time for me to keep his worthless dick healthy.

He waited, his butt up and his dick hanging, his asshole ready for whatever I wanted.

I got out the lube and a glove. I pulled the glove on, let it snap on my wrist.

He looked over his shoulder at me, and he was nervous.

What a change. The cocksure stud, screwing every girl he could get his cock into…and now he was…a sissy.

A little voice inside me told me I should stop. I should reverse course. But…it was started now, and the bile had to come out.

I scooped out a big glob of lube and put it on his asshole. I pushed it in, and I began to run my fingers around and around.

He began to groan. Whatever he was feeling, fear, apprehension…he liked the sensation of my fingers in his butt.

I didn’t even think about pushing on his prostate. I just kept reaming him, I used two fingers at first, then three.

He was groaning, his ass was pushing back at me, and I went to four fingers, and I could feel the glimmer of excitement. Four fingers. My knuckles were pushing against his rectum. Four fingers. What if I pushed harder? Could I get my whole fist into him? I was about to try, I wanted to try, but he suddenly began to spew. I hadn’t even pressed on his prostate, and he was jerking and twitching, and semen was pouring out of his cock. Not drooling, like it had the week previous, but spurting. Oh, my God! He was actually having an orgasm! Not a regular penis organ, but an anal orgasm!

I froze, but he kept moving and moving, pushing his asshole back, and the semen kept squirting, more than I had ever seen him squirt, and then it was done.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered, and he collapsed forward.

I pulled my hand out of his ass, took off the glove, and considered him. He was exhausted, lying in a puddle of his own semen, and happy.

I had never seen him so happy.

Well, of course. Screwing other women didn’t make him happy, that was just him desperate to be a man.

But being screwed, like a woman…that made him truly happy. Not desperate happy, but…real happy.

I walked out of the room. Through the house. I ended up in the kitchen, where I got out the bourbon and poured myself a stiff one. No stupid Coke. Just a half a glass of hard likker.

I downed a big gulp.

What had I done?

What was I doing?

I had made a slave!

But what should I have done?

Left him. I thought.

But there was still love there. In fact, in spite of, or maybe because of, there was more love.

I liked him following me around and waiting on me hand and foot. I liked him as a woman. He was so clean and beautiful, and I liked looking at his soft face, his lipstick, and knowing that I had beaten the male out of him.

No more cheating.

But…no more man.

Did that matter to me?

Did I really need his dick?

After all, it was not very big, and it often spit too soon.

Maybe I should go looking for a bigger dick?

But then I remembered how much I loved him.

A person can go too far down a path, and when they reverse course, they go too far down that one. Could I return things to the original direction? And not go so far?

I didn’t know.

I didn’t…

“Can I do something for you?”

Ben stood in the kitchen doorway. He was wearing heels His dress fit perfectly, courtesy of that too tight corset. His make up was perfect, his figure was…lush. All he needed were tits.

I wanted to go the other way, find a balance, but as soon as I saw him I started thinking about tits.

I could get him breast forms. Or, even better, I could get him implants. Or just start giving him hormones.

But the thought of giving him some more chemicals…I had already given him chemicals, and the world was falling apart.

“You can sit down,” I said.

He sat, his made up face smooth and unlined.

I mixed two drinks, and this time I did it right. I filled the glasses with ice cubes, apportioned the bourbon and Coke properly, and sat down opposite him.

He waited, ready to serve.

“I gave you Leuprolide.”

He blinked.

“It’s a chemical used to chemically castrate sex offenders.”

His beautiful, red mouth opened…and closed. He blinked, fluttering those wonderful eyelashes.

“I did it because you were screwing other women. You had betrayed me. I felt…I felt I had the right.”

He remained silent, obedient, and I was starting to worry. Where was the anger of the righteously betrayed?

“Then I…the doctor…she is my friend. From college. She’s an actor and she portrayed a doctor, and we made up all those things that you had to do to please me…to…to get the use of your cock back.”

“I…don’t know…what to say,” his voice was low, and there was yet no anger in it, or any other emotion.

“You can get angry with me! You can beat me and call me a bitch!” I hurt you! I abused you!”

I was crying now. Tears fell in my bourbon and Coke, but I didn’t care. I drank it anyway. What a great country western song. ‘Tears in my Whiskey.’

“Please,” he said. “Please stop crying.”

Well, it wasn’t that easy. But he sat there so calmly, and I finally started to dry up a bit.

“Okay,” he said. “So am I going to get my dick back?”

“I stopped giving you the pills, I had been mixing them in the whiskey, but I threw that bottle out. This is a new one.”

He nodded. “Okay. So you stole my dick, but I betrayed your love. Are we even?”

I blinked at that. Were we even? I had hurt him, castrated him. He had cheated, betrayed our vows. Were we even.

“Probably not,” I whispered.

“I know,” he said, which sort of surprised me. “When you betray somebody you feel like you have to spend the rest of your life making up for it.”

I found myself nodding.

“But let’s just, for the sake of starving children in India, pretend we are.”

“Starving childen?” I felt the beginnings of a giggle trying to come out. Trying but failing.

“I know. Not good, but it’s all I could come up with. But let’s pretend that we’re even. We still have a humungous problem. At least, I do.”

I sipped at my bourbon. The tears didn’t taste too bad, actually. But maybe that was me coming alive after being honest with myself, and with Ben. “We’re married. Your problem is my problem. So what’s our problem.

He sighed. “I like being a woman.”

The world sort of stopped for me then. This was…more than I expected. “You like being a woman.”

“I like,” he nodded. “At first it was crazy. I was just trying to come to grips with what I had done, I was trying to make amends, but then I noticed that I was happier. I liked the feeling of pulling hose over my legs. I like the make up you put on me. I can taste my lips and it is like kissing happiness. I like the look of the wig, and I want to grow my own hair out and…and do things with it. I want to get long fingernails, like you’ve got. I want to go on a diet and make my body fit into this fucking corset.”

I giggled at that. Just a blurt, but he smiled along with it. His was a rueful smile, however.

“I want to take bubble baths, and use cold cream at the end of the day. I want to wear high heels everywhere, and rub my poor, sore feet at the end of the day. I want…” he paused, “…let’s face it, I wasn’t much of a man. I cheated on you. I made jokes behind your back, I treated all women sadly. Not just you, but even all those women I cheated on you with. On the surface, it probably looked like I was desperate to be a man. But, under the surface…I think I was desperate to be a woman.”

There it was again. Desperate to be a man. A woman. But traveling down a road too far….

“So there’s my problem.”

“Well,” I mused, a bit sadly, “now that you’ve told me your big problem, I guess I have no choice but to tell you what my big problem is.”

He didn’t expect that and he tilted his head slightly. His lips were so beautiful as they pursed in thought. His eyes were downright scintillating as they stared at me.

“What’s your problem.”

“At first I was just playing a trick. A mean trick, to be sure, but just a trick. Getting back at you for cheating. And then I was going along with using you. It was fun to be waited on, and my malicious sense of humor got the best of me. I started to hate you, except…”

“Except what?”
“Except when I made you up as a woman, everything sort of busted apart. The anger, the meanness, even the feeling of being betrayed, it all faded, and I was left with you as a woman. And I loved it. I loved putting make up on you. I loved seeing you in a dress. I was afraid I was going to orgasm when I was putting you in that corset.”

He was surprised, and his eyes arched slightly. “So you like me as a woman.”

I nodded. “You’re kind and considerate, and I don’t want you waiting on me hand and foot so much, I don’t want a slave, but a woman…am I weird?”

He chuckled, a bit ruefully. “Of course you’re weird. You’re as weird as everybody else on this stupid planet. But…I like me as a woman.”

We sat there, and I reached out a hand and he reached out a hand, and we held hands as we sipped our bourbon and wondered what we were going to do.

Ding a do do!

My cell was ringing. I went into the other room and brought it back.

“Hi, Sandy.”

“Hi, girlfriend. How’s life in the sassy lane?”

“Pretty good. I came clean with Ben.”

Silence, then a laugh. “How’d he take it.”

“Pretty good, considering. But now we’ve got a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, he likes being a woman, and I like him as a woman.”

“And that’s a problem? Put me on speaker.”

I did.

“Hey, Ben. How you doing?”

“Pretty good, Doc.”

We all chuckled at that.

“So, I understand you like being a woman?”

“I do.”

“Then be a woman. But can I ask you a question?”

“Sure. Just don’t ask me for my medical history.”

Again, we laughed.

“Do you want your dick back?”

Bingo. Stunned silence.

“Well,” she said, after a moment, “That’s interesting. Shelly, do you need his dick?”

“Gosh. I thought I did, but…I don’t know. I mean, I should miss it, but that might just be convention speaking.”

“Well, isn’t this a fine kettle of fish.”

Ben and I were staring at each other in wonder.

“So I think I know the way out of your quandary. May I offer an opinion? As your doctor?”

Grinning, we assented.

She told us, and we started to think…and think…and it made sense. A while later, when we hung up the phone, we were in a mix of stunned and amazed.

“Do you think this’ll work?” Ben asked.

“Everything else she has suggested has worked.”

So we nodded, and put up our pinkies for a quick shake.

Shelly dropped her strap on off an hour later. She didn’t come in, she just smiled, yelled hello to Ben, and took off.

Ben and I, of course, headed right for the bedroom.

Ben was looking beautiful. A nice, shimmery dress. Blue, with a cross over chest. We were debating whether to give him hormones, or just get implants. I was in favor of the implants. I had a feeling that Ben would eventually want his cock back. At least for a while.

“Well, baby. It looks like I’m going to be top dog around here for a while. You want to hop up and show me that sexy ass?”

Grinning, he crawled onto the bed and knelt on all fours.

I figured out how to put the strap on on, then grabbed a big handful of lube. I stepped up to him and began massaging the goop into his lucky, little crevice.

“I can just see you with big, old titties.” I laughed. I had three fingers in him, and I was going for four. And some day I was going to fist him. Now that was something to look forward to.

“Big, old titties, eh? Crudely put, but I love it. How do you like having a cock?” He could feel my plastic tool bumping against his thighs.

“Just what the doctor ordered,” I quipped.

He chuckled.

I grabbed his useless cock. “This is so…interesting. And you really don’t miss it?”

“I miss the sensations, but the constant testosterone driving me? I can do without that.”

“For a while, at least.”

“For a while,” he agreed. “But, right now, I’m looking forward to getting the cock, not giving it.”

“That’s funny, I’m looking forward to giving, not getting.”

We laughed, and without further ado I pushed into him.

He gasped, his shoulders went forward and he almost fell. His hands wrapped into the sheet and he held on.

“Nice, eh?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

I’m a girl, I’ve never had a cock, but I had received cock enough to know what to do with it. I began to see saw, back and forth, in and out, and he began to groan.

“There’a girl,” I whispered.

I held on to his limp dick and his balls. I used them to control him. I began to pick up steam.

“Hunh! hunh!” he grunted as I slammed my plastic balls into him.

“Just relax. Give up and you’ll get.”

“Sounds easy,” he half whimpered.

“It is easy.”

For a long minute all we heard was bedsprings and heavy breathing, then he began to push back against me. I could feel his male muscles devouring my cock, and it was obvious that he wanted more. I knew I was going to have to get a bigger dick if I was going to keep him happy.

“Oh, please…please,” his voice was a sexual whine.

I squeezed his package then, hard enough to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt good. I levered my hips and drove up, then tilted so the dick, deep inside him, went down. He gasped, and even through the plastic I could feel that I had touched the prostate gland.

“Okay, baby. It’s milking time.”

I kept my hips up and pushed down, grinding, and, sure enough, semen started to seep out of his limp cock.

I get at it, kept pushing down, and more and more sperm came out. I let go of his cock and caught the majority of his goop. It was a big handful, and it was leaking over the sides of my hand when he was done.

“Oh, God!” he fell forward, utterly relaxed. I crawled up next to him and held my hand out. He turned his head to me, and stared at the handful of semen.

“Wow.”

“A real woman would do more than say ‘wow.’”

He looked at me, and he knew what I wanted. Heck, I had sucked him off enough times that he knew what was expected. I moved my hand forward a little, and his mouth moved in and he began licking.

“Oh,” he muttered, through a mouthful of sperm, then he swallowed.

“Wow,” he said again. And I held him and we laughed.

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


I Made Myself into a Woman!

Feminization gave me a new life!


PART ONE

“Eureka!”

My wife turned to me and said, “Huh?”

“Eureka! I have done it! The big break! I’m going to make a million bucks off this invention!”

Debbie look at me with a blank expression. “I repeat…huh?”

“Don’t you understand?” I grabbed her arms and started dancing, moving in a circle, jumping up and down in glee. “I have invented something that everybody wants, that everybody will buy, that will revolutionize the world!”

“Oh, is that all,” she retorted.

I stopped dancing. I was less than thrilled with her less than excited response to my exciting announcement.

“Honey! Debbie! Don’t you want to be rich?”

“Sure, but…let’s face it, your ‘inventions’ have been less than successful.”

“But that’s all in the past! I’ve gone through enough failures to find success. Listen, I have tried it on all the female rabbits in the garage. And it works.”

“Let’s see, there was that device you built that would train dogs to use the toilet.”

“I know…I know. But that was—“

“Poor rover didn’t understand about toilet seats, however, and we had to have his tail amputated to save his poor, doggy, little life.”

“Yeah, but that was a miscalculation!”

“And then there was the automatic tire repair kit…to be employed at 60 MPH. Which actually worked until the airbag acting like a tire popped and we slid a hundred yards on the under carriage into a gas station. Like really INTO the gas station.”

“But that was a valiant effort! And I learned a lot of things!”

“Like the fly DNA altering spray that made fly’s feet sticky so that when they landed they couldn’t take off. I had flies stuck to me for a week!”

“Yeah, but…”

And, my favorite, let’s not forget the automatic self dressing bra. It actually worked, wrapped around your body and fastened itself. And about took off my boobs!”

“HONEY!” I yelled. “FORGET ALL THAT!”

She stopped talking, but she didn’t take the look off her face. Before she could throw another of my inventions into my face I hurried on.

“Look, the one thing that makes women’s lives miserable is that they have periods. For a week out of every month they have headaches. They get nauseous. They get grumpy and take it out on any man within nagging distance, and—“

“You’re going to get rid of periods?”

“For one week they end up with, uh, discharge, which is messy and—“

“Hold the horses, bucko. Let me get this straight. You’re going to cure women of having periods?”

Aha! She finally understood. I grinned wide. “Yup!”

She started to laugh, but…laugh? That wasn’t the response I expected from a woman who I planned to save from pain and misery.

She laughed and laughed and laughed. I thought she was going to fall on the floor and hold her belly, but she held on to her chair and managed to stay upright as she laughed and laughed and laughed.

“Well,” I said, giving a sniff of disgust.

She stopped laughing, dried her eyes, and said, “Tell me more about this life saving gizmo you’re about to foist on the world.”

“Well,” I was less than thrilled now, I figured that she was just trying to laugh at me more. “It’s simple. Women have periods for a week, that is a quarter of their life. Me getting rid of periods would be like expanding the work force by one eighth, and women would thank me for the relief they experience.

She started giggling, and I stopped and frowned. “You could at least show a little appreciation for my…”

She held up a hand and stopped me. “Honey. Ebert. What is the point of a period?”

I blinked. What a silly question. Everybody knew that one. “Periods,” I spoke haughtily, “allow the female of the species to dispose of old, used eggs.”

“Exactly. Out with the old, we get a break from our ‘misery,’ and then in with the new. And life goes on, and so does civilization.”

“Huh?” There was something confusing about her logic. I’ve always been of the mind that women should stay far away from logic. It might hurt their fragile, little minds.

“Without the egg there is no civilization. Without the egg there is no baby. Without the egg…” she waved a hand, “…bye bye, gals and guy.”

“What are you talking about?” She really wasn’t making sense.

We were in the kitchen, she was in a tatty bathrobe, drinking coffee. I was in my coveralls, my ‘invention-making’ clothes. She leaned forward and placed a finger on my forehead. “
If you get rid of the periods then you get rid of the eggs and then you get rid of all mankind.”

She stoped tapping on my forehead and moved back. She was grinning, but…it was sort of in a mean fashion.

“But…you mean…”

“Figure it out, genius. Or maybe you could just invent a pill that would give me two weeks of period, then I could have twice the nag time. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

That was when I got it. Her logic. the end of the human race. Oh…crud!

“Oh, man!” I blurted. “And I was so close.” I looked down at my fist. I opened it. I looked at the little, white pill nestled in the sworls and lines of my palm. I looked up at her. “So I guess you don’t want to try this, uh, ‘period ender pill.’

She shook her head. “Nope. You can take that yourself. Maybe it will help you stop laying eggs.” She giggled.

I held up my hand, almost to my face, and looked at the little pill. It was so perfect; it was round and small and would go down so easy…but that egg thing…I hated to admit it, but Debbie was right. Stupid female logic!

And, looking at my invention, which I had spent so much time perfecting, and then killing so many rabbits with…sigh…and Debbie, giggling, thinking she was playing a joke, slapped my hand. I think she meant for the pill to fly into the air, maybe to disappear, but what happened instead…it went right into my mouth.

Right into my mouth!

“Gak!” I choked, but it was too late. The automatic swallowing reflex, I felt the pill roll down my esophagus.

“Oh, crap!” Debbie muttered. She pounded on my back “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean for it to…”

I choked. And then I stuck a finger down my throat in an effort to get the little pill back, but Debbie kept pounding on me, and…it was gone. It was down in the juices being digested.

“Stop…stop pounding on my back!”

She did, and she had a hand on my arm as she asked, “Will you be all right? that thing isn’t going to hurt you, is it?”

“No…no,” I assured her. “It’s fine. It’ll just get digested and pooped out.”

“Oh, whew,” she gave a sigh of relief. “I was worried for a second.”

In truth, I didn’t know what it would do. After all, I had only given it to female rabbits. But…designed as it was for a female body, it surely couldn’t the male body. right?

“It’s okay. Just…just let me get back out to the garage and get back to inventing.”

She grinned. “Okay, but just don’t invent a dickless man, or anything like that.”

“Hard dee har har,” I mumbled as I gulped and wished I hadn’t swallowed the pill. I turned and went out to my garage laboratory.

It was Saturday, and it was a three day week end, so I had the whole day to myself. First I cleaned the dead rabbits out of their cages. Then I emptied out vials and threw away solutions I no longer needed.

Darn. And I thought I had really had something there. If I could cure women of having periods…I’d probably end up as Time’s man of the year. Maybe even get a Pulitzer.

Instead, if my invention were ever known I would get egg on my face. I could just see the headlines. ‘Home inventor kills human race.’

I didn’t think women would like that.

But, that was over now. I spent some time on my computer, scoured the net for ideas, and wondered what I should invent next.

Maybe self-cleaning diapers?

Or, this might be a good one, cars that didn’t need keys. Or…how about a solar flashlight. Or powdered water!

So thinking my majestic thoughts, I whiled away the day. Looking in books, cleaning test tubes, recalibrating machines. Before I knew it…

“Honey! Dinner!”

I put my materials away and headed for the kitchen.

Debbie was feeling a little contrite, having made so much fun of my efforts, and she had cooked a feast. And she even topped it off with a bit of bourbon and Coke.

Now that would be an invention. Bourbon and Coke bottled. The exact, correct mixture every time. Hmm. I sipped, and we chatted, and it was a good highlight to a day that could be considered less than successful.

After dinner we watched TV for a while, talked about the stupidity of politicians, then it was time for bed.

Bed. Yes. I like bed. I especially liked it when Debbie put on a flimsy nightgown, fixed her face a little, and flaunted her wares in front of me.

I might not be a wild success as an inventor. Yet. But I did have a sexy wife.

I stripped off my clothes and climbed in to bed and watched her.

“You’re about to get lucky, inventor man.” She brushed her hair out and contemplated me. And the big rise in the sheets.

“What if I invented a bigger dick?” I asked. Stroking myself in anticipation.

“Oh, please, no!” She put her hands to her mouth in mock horror. “Not that! They’d have to make a movie, ‘The Dick that Ate the World!’

I grinned. I did have. pretty good-sized penis. Eight inches. And she already complained that it was too big sometimes. 
“Nah,” I said, “a love story, The Dick that satisfied a thousand women.”

“Oh, you wish,” she lifted the sheets and stared down at my monster for a second. She grinned. “Oh, baby. This is why I married you.”

“I thought you married me for my mind.”

“That old thing? Ha?”

Then she frowned. “Your chest is red.”

“Huh? What?” I looked down. Sure enough around my nipples I had a redness.

I touched a nipple, and a funny sort of shock rippled through me. “Ow!”

“It hurts?”

“A little. It’s just…I must have pulled a muscle.”

“That doesn’t look like…”

“It’ll be okay in the morning,” I smiled. “And I have another muscle that needs pulling right now.”

She looked at my face, then she looked at my cock, and suddenly smiled. “Yeah, I guess that does need a pulling.”

“A lot of pulling.”

She grabbed my member with her red tipped fingers and leaned closer to my peeny. And closer. And then she had it in her mouth.”

“Careful,” I said. “You’re playing with dynamite.”

She palpated my balls and gasped, “I hope it goes off.”

“It will…it will.”

I reached down and pulled her up to me, and we rolled across the bed, kissing and tweaking each other’s private parts.

“Oh, baby,” I said. “I think I’m in love.”

She slid up to my face and sat, pressed her wonderful, luxurious pussy onto my face. “Honey, I can do without you, but that penis of yours…oh!” She pretended to swoon.

I flipped her over and pressed the tip to her folds. She gasped as I inserted it. I did a little gasping myself.

God gave us the oceans to swim in, and the skies to fly in. But his greatest invention was the pussy. A depth to lose yourself in. A place to let your mind evaporate. A home for what ails you.

I began to move in and out, and Debbie held on.

In and out, in and out. And, without thinking, she nipped my nipple. Just a nip, a nibble of the teeth.

“AHHHH!” I shot fluid out of my penis. Sperm as if from a fire hose. Semen by the bucket. At least that’s what it felt like.

I pushed forward and to the side so I wouldn’t land on her. I grabbed the pectoral on which sat the erect nipple she had bitten. “Fuck!” I wheezed. “Fuck!” My dick was still spewing, and Debbie was rolling away, looking at me in shock.

“What the fuck just happened?”

“God! I don’t know.”

“I didn’t even get off!!”

“I’m sorry…I…” I yawned.

“And you’re going to sleep?” Her eyes were wide in protest. “Now?”

“I’m…wow…that tired me out.”

“What?”

I gave a half a snore. I made a snorting sound. I was dimly aware of Debbie on top of me, slapping my face.

“Wake up! Wake up and finish your job! Get me off!”

But it was too late. I drifted into…

…an uneasy dream.

I was in the Land of Women.

Is there an actual Land of Woman? I have no idea.

But I was standing on a cloud, drifting down towards a mountain, and on top of the mountain was a throne.

As I drifted closer I could make out the woman on the throne, and the bevy of beauties surrounding her.

And they were beauties.

They wore short, thin negligees, and under the negligees large boobs were thrust out. Their nipples were all erect and pointing at me.

The cloud descended to the space on the mountain in front of the throne. It touched to the ground, sank into the ground, and suddenly I was standing before the throne.

I was naked, and my cock hung low. In spite of these incredible, sexy women, with their red lips and high heels and out thrust bosoms, I was slack. Flaccid. My mighty tool had been rendered, and I felt the loss of its power.

“Well, well. We have a visitor.”

I looked up at she who had spoken, the woman on the throne, the Queen of the Land of Women.

“And who is this worm with a useless worm?” she frowned, and the women surrounded her began to giggle.”

I held up my slack cock and mumbled, “I’m sorry!”

“Yes, you are sorry, but why have you come here? Why are you not bumping chests with the studs of the Land of Men?”

“I…I don’t know.” I looked helplessly.

“I know!”

We all looked up. Another cloud was descending, and this one held Debbie in her tatty robe. She jumped off the cloud before it could land and walked right up to the throne.

“I’m Debbie, Your Majesty. I married this idiot, and he invented a pill to destroy the eggs of all women. But I tricked him and made him take the pill.”

“You tricked me?”

I came up, to the side of her, and looked at her.

She sneered at me. “I loved him, but he went and lost his cock, and now he is applying for citizenship in the Land of Women.

The women all glared at me.

“Him? A woman?” somebody laughed.

“He doesn’t even have breasts!”

Debbie said, “Don’t worry. He’ll have a huge set of knockers before I’m done with him.”

There were boos, a couple of cheers, from the assembled women.

And, oddly, it seemed like there were more and more women. When I had floated down on a crowd there was only a dozen, now it looked like there were hundreds. All crowding around. All shaking their fists at me.

“He’s only a man! Get rid of him!”

Somebody threw a stone, though the mountain seemed to be one big boulder…where did somebody find a stone?

“Hey!” I yelled. “Hey! Leave me alone!”

Suddenly the queen stood up and everybody went silent. Majestically she strode down the stairs that led up to the throne. Her hips swayed suggestively. Her boobs shimmied and jiggled, and she approached me.

“Well, man? What do you have to say for yourself?”

I pointed to Debbie. “It’s her fault! She didn’t have an orgasm and now she’s all pissed off!”

The surrounding women gave a huge en masse gasp. Hands covered mouths, eyes opened in shock.

Even the queen was astounded. “You…didn’t…get your wife off?”

“Well, no. I mean, I tried to, but she just…uh…couldn’t keep up!”

The look of horror that grew in the Queen’s gaze. The look of total shock. She said, “And you call yourself a man?”

“Well, uh…I’m sort of confused about that. I mean, she gave me that pill and I’m not sure what that means, but…”

The queen reached out and grabbed my nipples. She pinched them…

“OW! LET GO!”

She began to twist them back and forth.

“OW! STOP IT!”

I tried to push her hands away, but her hands were already going away. She pulled and pulled, and my nipples stretched out, and they became thicker, and then my chest, my pectorals, started to pull out. They made little mounds, then big mounds, then bigger and bigger mounds.

“IT HURTS!” I wailed.

The Queen leaned forward then, over my big, stretched out, aching tits, and snarled, “If you think that’s bad…wait until you have a period!”

And the crowd roared. Women pushed forth and slapped me on the tits, on the butt, on every square inch of my body. And I screamed…and I screamed…and the Queen started slapping me in the face…and she slapped me and slapped me…and I—

“Ebert!” Debbie slapped me in the face.

“Wha…wha?” I opened my eyes.

Debbie was about to backhand me again, but she stopped.

“Why were you hitting me?” I whined.

“You were dreaming. What were you dreaming about? You were thrashing around and I couldn’t wake you up and…oh, shit!”

She stared at my chest.

I looked down.

“Aiiieee!” I actually screamed. I wasn’t loud, it was almost a conversational scream, if that makes sense, but my chest…my chest…I had breasts!

“What did you do?” Debbie gasped.

I was still feeling the effects of the dream, and I said, “You did it! You tricked me into taking that pill!”

“I didn’t trick you! You took that pill by…is that what did this? Is it the pill?”

“Well….I don’t know.

I reached down and placed my hands under my tits and hefted them. They were big, double Ds, or maybe even bigger. They were big enough to fit on a man’s chest, and a man’s chest is wider than a woman’s. And the nipples were as big as thimbles, and they were hard, like rocks, and poking straight out.

Holding them, I could feel the warmth of them. I could feel the weight of them.

“Oh, my God!” I whispered. To say that mind couldn’t cope would be to state it lightly.

Debbie reached forward and touched a nipple.

“Oh!” I moaned as a sensation ran through my body. It was like somebody rubbing my cock head, but it was for my nipples.

Debbie jerked her hand back. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, but…could you do that again?”

She was actually shaking a little bit, I mean, this was weird, but she reached out and touched my other nipple.

“Oh…fuck!” I whimpered. The cock-like sensation swelled through my boob, coursed through my body, and I even felt my asshole throb and pucker in pleasure.

“Wow,” she said, watching me, then she placed her whole hand around the end of my boob. I mean, my boobs were so big she couldn’t have put two hands around them, maybe not even four hands, but the feel of her hands was…incredible.  If I had been on my feet my legs would have buckled. As it was, laying in bed, I collapsed back on the mattress.

“Christ, they’re sensitive,” she said in awe.

“You have no idea,” I groaned as she turned her hand on my boobs, rotated the palms and let the skin of her palm rub against my distended nipples.

I shook and shivered and tried to push her hands away. She wouldn’t let me push her hands away, however. She was enjoying the sensations she was giving me.

“Heysoos,” she blurted. “Your hips are spasming. Are you going to cum?”

And I did. Right then and there. But it was the weirdest squirt I had ever had.

When a man has an orgasm it is a tickle in the groin, which builds quickly until it just ‘shoots.’ Bang.’ Done.

But this was like being pulled up into a lake of steaming hot, sex water. I became absorbed in a wave of swelling, softer orgasms. Soft, but, in the end, so intense my eyes rolled back in the sockets.

“Shit!” Debbie jumped back. I was so gone in orgasm she was afraid she had hurt me. “Are you all right.”

I stared to come back to earth. I felt good, loosy goosy, like I had been given some Vicodin. A lot of Vicodin.

“Oh, yeah,” I muttered dreamily.

“I’m calling a doctor,” she blurted, and she ran out of the room.

Calling a doctor. Hmm. What was the point of that? I had never felt so healthy and happy in my life. I stretched, and became aware of how my boobs sat on my chest. They felt so good, so nice, and I held them again. It felt so good to hold them, and I realized that I loved my boobs.

Then I moved my hands down…down. I had just cum, and I was still immersed in that beautiful golden feeling, that haze of sex that just warms a person all over. I think that maybe I wanted to jack off. After all, even though my body had been washed in orgasm, I still would have liked to do a big blast. Shoot my load. Shoot my…now that was weird. I didn’t feel all sticky with goo down there, what had happened to the sperm? I reached all the way down to grab my cock, and suddenly sat up straight, my boobs spilling over. My eyes were wide, I pushed the sheets away and stared at my groin…

Debbie entered the room. “I made an appointment. Stupid doctor can’t see you for two weeks and…what?”

I was sitting up, my breast hanging against my belly. I stared at her, wide-eyed and stunned. “My cock…my cock…”

She crossed the room, an anxious expression on her face.

“Your cock? What about your cock. What is—“ she stopped. She stared. Her hand flew to her mouth.

My cock was gone. In its place was a pretty, little slit. A vagina.

“Am I…did I become…”

Debbie finished the sentence: “You’re a woman!”

“I’m a woman.”

I pushed the sheets all the way off and swung my feet over the side of the bed.

I was a woman. And I was shorter. My feet didn’t reach the floor. And my boobs were humungous. They sprouted from my chest like monster pillows.

“Oh, God!” I finally wailed. “Why me?”

Debbie crept closer. “Oh, my God. Why you?” She reached out and hefted my bosoms. “They are so big and heavy!”

“What am I going to do?”

Debbie, ever the practical one, said, “Wear a bra.”

But I didn’t have a bra. And certainly not one that size. And neither did Debbie. She had big tits, but not this big.

“I don’t…but…”

“It must be that pill. It’s got to be that pill.”

“But…how?”

“It was designed to stop periods, but you have to be a woman before you can have a period. So it must have made you a woman so it could make you have a period so it could stop your period.”

I listened to her words, and it was alien. I felt surreal, like I wasn’t there. Or like I was there, but the rest of the world wasn’t.

“But what am I going to do?

“Stay here,” she said.

I stayed, afraid to move. Afraid my boobs were going to pop, or something. She came back a minute later, and she was holding a box.

“When Auntie visited last year, she left a bunch of stuff. Here.”

Debbie handed me a bra. A king size bra. Her aunt was a hefty woman, and she gigantic pillows.

And now I had the gigantic pillows. I held up the monster cups and said, “I’m not wearing a bra!”

“Then you better get a wheel barrow, because those puppies aren’t going to walk themselves.”

I stared at the bra. I looked down. Yes, my tits would fit into this bra. But…but I was a man!”

Or was I?

I had no cock. I had a slit. My once manly, flat chest was now a mountain range. And that mountain range did weigh some. Just sitting on the bed I could feel the skin stretch, and my muscles were already feeling the pain.

“Oh, sweet heysoos!” I muttered. I fit the cups under my boobs and lifted, and then realized that I wasn’t flexible enough to fasten the bra in the rear.

“Here,” Debbie said. She reached behind me and fastened the clasp,  I could feel our boobs pressing together and she giggled, then she lifted the straps and I wiggled my arms through them.

Wow! Those straps were going to cut into me. It was okay now, but that much weight. Wow!

Debbie saw the problem right away. “Auntie used to fold a piece of cloth and put it. under the straps.” She went into the bathroom and returned with a washcloth. She got the scissors off the top of her dresser, made some snips and ripped the wash cloth in two. She then folded it and slipped a folded half under each strap.

“That’s better,” I sighed. I wiggled my shoulders a bit and couldn’t believe the sensation of bouncing.

“I guess,” said Debbie. “Well, let’s get you up.”

“Why do I have to get up?”

“So we can take you to the hospital.”

“Why do I have to…oh.” Of course. Man changes into woman over night.

So I stood up, and almost fell over. I was terribly over balanced, and ended up staggering across the room, the weight of my breasts pulling me.

“Hold on, slick!” Debbie grabbed my hair, which hurt, but which gave me the time to find a wall and brace myself.

“Ow!” I said.

“Sorry,” Debbie offered, not really sorry.

“’S’okay,” I muttered. I sure didn’t looked forward to falling on my face. Hell, the size of my boobs I might just bounce all the way back up to my feet.

“Okay, try this on,” she tossed me a pair of shorts.

Even leaning against the wall, I almost fell over, but I managed to adjust my feet and I pulled the shorts up.

“Oh, fuck. That’s terrible,” she said.

“What?” I tried to look at myself, and staggered sideways.

She caught me, pushed me back at the wall, and said, “Look at your legs.”

By holding onto the wall and placing one hand on the dresser I was able, and all I saw were my legs. They weren’t the hairy, muscled things they had been, but…what was wrong with them?

“You need to shave,” Debbie observed.

I felt my chin. It felt smooth. And thin. I realized that my face was reshaped. the fact must have redistributed, and the muscles…

“Not your face. Your legs!”

I looked again. Okay, so they had some hair on them. “What’s the big deal.”

“The big deal,” noted Debbie, “is that women do not walk around with gorilla stems.”

“Gorilla…what?”

“Legs. Hairy legs. Sit on the bed.”

I staggered over to the bed and sat, I was getting better at this walking stuff, but I did have to lean back a little, and I had a feeling I was going to be pulling muscles back there if I wasn’t careful.

Debbie went into the bathroom and came out with my razor. She clicked it on and began running it up and down my legs.

“Do I really have to do this?”

“You do if you want to be good looking.”

“But I don’t care about that!” I protested.

“Every woman cares about her looks. If we didn’t we have to get jobs loading bricks.” She spoke conversationally as she stripped the hair from my legs. The razor hummed merrily along, and I watched in fascination.

And it was fascinating. I mean, I had never shaved my legs in my life! It was sort of cool. And my skin started getting goose bumpy.

“We have to shave your legs, find a blouse that fits…and I guess you could use that wig I used at the party last year. It’s cheap, but…”

She blathered on, and I watched her, and then I sort of phased her out and started looking up my legs. I was sitting so I could see over my tits, and I could see my crotch. My penis-less crotch. My…vagina crotch.

What does a vagina feel like? I had felt it from the outside so many times over the years. I had wondered at the ripple of tender skin, the sensitivity of the slit. I had marveled at how Debbie rocked and rolled when I took her clit in my mouth.

But…what would that actually feel like? When I was the one with the tender skin, the sensitive clit?

While she shaved my legs and talked, I inserted a hand between the shorts and my skin.

I needed panties. The shorts were awfully rough. My hand crept down further. I felt the folds, the ripply edges, then I felt my clitoris.

“Oh!” I blurted. Debbie didn’t hear over the sound of the razor. She was still talking.

I felt the clitoris, and became light headed. Yes, it was as sensitive as I had imagined. I ran my finger up and down the slit, feeling the folds of the labia. Oh, my God! I shivered. Debbie still didn’t pick up on what I was doing.

I stuck a finger in my pussy. My body froze. It was a shock of pure delighted, sexual sensation.

I rubbed. Oh…oh…

“OH!”

She heard me, looked up, then stood up and slapped my hand.  I jerked it out of my pants and she said, “What are you doing?”

“I wanted to feel what it felt like!” It had only been a small  orgasm, but it sure made me want a bigger one. In one second I had become instantly addicted to jilling off. I started to reach down again, but she slapped my hand. “Good girls don’t masturbate.”

“Bullshit,” I groaned.

“You keep your hands off your pussy or I’ll get those handcuffs and cuff your mitts behind your back.

Reluctantly, I gave up trying to masturbate, and said, “I need panties. These shorts are too rough.”

“Hunh! I thought you liked going commando?”

“I did, when my big, roughened and hardened and insensitive cock was getting all rubbed by coarse material. But now my delicate, little pussy is getting…excited.”

“Ah. So that’s what’s doing it. Causing you to jack off. “Okay. Pull those shorts off. We might just as well do this thing right.”

She went to her dresser and started pulling out underwear while I shed the shorts.

“Okay, try these.” She pulled panties up my freshly shaven legs. I smiled. They felt good. And they…contained me. Not like tighty whiteys contain a pecker and balls, but they made me feel comfortable.

“Now this.”

“A garter belt?”

“You’ll like it.”

Then she was unrolling stockings up my legs, and I thought I was going to swoon and go to heaven. “Oh, my God! These are sexy!”

“Now you know why women wear them.”

I swear, I almost had another one of those tiny orgasms, then she was fastening the hose to the garter. It was a whole different realm of girly sensation, of sex unbridled.

Then she put the shorts on me, and now they just felt like…shorts.

“Hunh!” I grunted in disappointment. I wanted more sex, not less.

“I guess we should put you in athletic shoes,” she said. While she rummaged for an old pair of shoes I stared at her back, and I realized: she was getting off on this. She was enjoying me being her little dress up doll.

She handed me the shoes, and I struggled to bend over my boobs. I had never realized that boobs could be a problem. I was grunting as I tied them.

When I rose up Debbie was waiting. She handed me a blouse. It was big, thin, and you could even see through it.

“This is too thin!”

“It’s all I’ve got. Nothing else will fit you.”

“But people will be able to see through it?”

She shrugged.

Grumbling inside,  I pulled the blouse on and started buttoning it up.

I actually heard Debbie gulp.

I looked up. “What?”

“We…we need to do your nails.”

I blinked. “What? Why?”

“Girls have to have nice nails. They’re pretty, and you’ll like them, and…” she gulped again.

“You’re getting turned on by this.”

“I always wanted a sister.”

“I’m not your sister.”

“Yeah, but right about now you’re not my husband, either.”

Man, that sure put a twist in my knickers. I wasn’t her husband? but we had been married for so long and…

“Hey! Don’t cry!”

“But…but…I married you!” I wailed.

“Okay…okay. It’s okay. We’re still married, but…bit it’s different, too. you have to admit.

I snuffled for a second, dried my eyes. I was sort of surprised to wonder why I had cried. I never cried as a man.

Was it…could it be…hormones?

“Okay. We won’t do your nails now. Or your make up.”

“Make up?” I squeaked.

“Yes…oh, stop that. No tears. Look, as a woman you’ll have to get used to certain things. Sexy clothes, make up, lusting for sexy men…”

“Lusting for…” now I was getting scared.

“Hey! I didn’t want you to cry more! Cry less!” Now she had her arms around my head, and my head was pressed against her bosom. it was comforting, but…odd.

Finally, my tears all dried up, she stepped back.

“Okay. We can talk later. Right now…let’s just put a wig on you and get to the hospital.

So we did.


PART TwO

We walked into the hospital and declared my emergency, “My husband has just turned into a woman,” and the receptionist was less than impressed.

“So he’s transexual.”

“I’m not!” I was aghast.

The receptionist turned a jaded eye on me. “When did you have the operation?”

Debbie blurted, “He never had an operation.”

“Psych is closed today. You can return for an evaluation on Tuesdays and Thursdays. If it’s an emerg—“

“Listen,” Debbie growled. It’s not a psych evaluation thingie…he changed into a woman. Just changed. He took a pill and changed, and we want to see a doctor!”

The receptionist was biting her lip now, trying not to laugh.

“He took a…uh, pill. And that changed him.”

“That’s right!”

“And his name is Alice.”

I missed that one, but Debbie didn’t. “No! This is not Alice in Wonderland. And we want to talk to a doctor.”

The receptionist sighed, looked at the security guard, then said, “Okay. Your insurance card.”

I held out my insurance card and she looked at it, typed in some numbers, and blurted. “You’re not Ebert Hawkings.”

“Yes, I am!”

“No. Ebert Hawkings is a man. Come back with the correct card and I’ll get you in to see a doctor.”

She smiled and sat back, and it was obvious that she was relieved to be able to turn me away.

Debbie opened her mouth to ream her a new one, and the receptionist simply raised a hand and beckoned to the security guard.

The guard came up. He was six foot six, muscles all the way up to the ceiling, and his voice sounded like a dump truck.

“You folks will have to leave.”

“Now Debbie was pissed, and she began yelling things. “Or what? You’re going to put me in a hospital? I’ve been there,” she indicated the building we were in with a wave, “and it doesn’t work.”

“Ma’am,” he growled.

“Fuck you, asshole! We come in for some help and you…” she rolled on, and I had a grip on her dress and was gently pulling her out of the stupid place. It was like pulling back a pit bull that really, really wants to bite somebody.

The guard followed us, frowning, and Debbie yelled at him all the way across the parking lot.

At home, I mixed us some drinks, and brought one in to Debbie, who was still fuming.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“It’s not okay…we go to the hospital and those douche bags don’t…” and she was off again.

I wandered back to the computer room and began researching things like transexuals and hermaphrodites. A while later Debbie came in and muttered an apology.

“Nothing to be sorry for,” I said, turning towards her. “You’re right, the hospital is a scam, and…” I shrugged.

“So what are we going to do?”

“Well,” I turned to the computer. Carolina Ramirez had just taken her hands off her cock and was spewing to the ceiling. “I’ve been researching….”

“Watching porn.” Normally she didn’t like me watching porn, but right about then we had bigger problems.

“And you were telling me you wanted to do my nails.”

Her eyes, still a little snappy with anger, immediately softened up and glistened. “Really?”

“I guess. I mean, like it or not, I seem to be a woman. I don’t know what’s going to happen, but as long as I’m a woman I might as well act like one.”

Grinning, Debbie took me by the hand and led me out to the living room. “You just wait here. I’ll be right back.”

I sat on the couch. picked up the clicker, and she was back in a flash. She was holding a nail kit, and in the other hand she had her make up kit.

I had the game on, and I was watching guys bigger than the security guard run into each other.

Debbie began to file and shape my nails. She glanced at the screen. “I never understood why grown men want to run into each other.”

“It’s called blocking.”

“It still doesn’t make sense.”

So I started explaining. She fitted long fingernails to my hands and I told her about quarters and downs and place kickers. And here is the odd thing…she began to understand.

I had explained football to her many times, but she had never understood a thing. Now she was understanding, and even asking questions.

“Why don’t they just kick field goals all the time?”

“But why do they call it the Statue of Liberty?”

“But why should a pass out of bounds stop the timer?”

I answered the questions, was pleased to actually be having this conversation with my wife, and realized something.

She related to me as a woman differently. She was gentler, and softer. And, for that matter, I think I was more patient and understanding. And I suddenly understood that women weren’t dumb. They were just…different.

I know, who doesn’t know that?

But it was different when I was one, and suddenly I understood how I could have been a somewhat obtuse fellow. Maybe even dimwitted and resistant to her…to her…logic.

Yes. I began to understand that weird thing called female logic…which doesn’t follow the rules of male logic.

“There,” she said, sitting back and gazing happily at my nails.

I looked down. They were an inch long, oval, and redder than Rudolph’s nose.

“Wow.”

“What do you think?”

“They’re pretty cool.”

And they were.

“It’s too bad men can’t do this.”

“Real men can,” she smiled. It was sort of an out of the blue remark, and not really sequential, but now that I understood something of female logic…it made sense.

Real men. What was a real man?

Was it a guy who got violent because he saw two men kiss?

Was it a guy who hugged a female friend on meeting and got a hard on and couldn’t help himself?

Weird.

What a weird world we lived in.

And so life went on. I learned how to be a woman. I learned how to dress, how to put on make up, how to walk and talk and conduct myself in a more genteel manner. I wore high heels, and that was a trip considering how big my boobs were. I met other women, and began to enjoy the intense chatter of mild gossip.

And I actually learned some things from this gossip. Yes, there is a value to the whispered word that can change the world.

And, over time I began to feel like I was becoming more and more woman, and less and less man.

I watched cooking shows, and began to prepare tasty dishes. I watched the Kardashians and read fashion magazines.

And time went on and on, and…

“Honey, we’ve got a problem.”

I turned to Debbie. I was cooking muffins and wearing an apron. I didn’t want to get my dress all floury or buttery or anything.

“What is our problem?”

Another funny thing. Men have a problem, and they keep it tightly locked to themselves, but when women have a problem it is every woman’s in sight.

“I’m horny.”

“What?” I squeaked. That was another thing, my voice was rising in pitch and I had to watch out that I didn’t sound like Snow White.

“I’m horny. If you remember, you used to have the most wonderful 8 inch dick to fuck me with, and…well, I miss it.”

“Oh. But…what am I supposed to do about that?”

“Well, I don’t know. But…technically, you’re still the man in this relationship. And you’re the inventor, so figure it out.”

Huh! I hadn’t invented anything since I had become a woman. I had transferred my inventing talents to the kitchen. How the heck was I supposed to invent something that got Debbie off?

And, tell the truth, I was a little worried. My last invention had had rather far reaching implications.

But, it was a problem, and I was the inventor, so I would have to solve it.

I went into my now dusty garage/laboratory and powered up the computer out there.

Get women off…get women off…hmmm.

As I typed in search terms I quickly realized that my work had already done. People had already invented things to get women off.

Back when machines were first invented doctors had something called a ‘medical vibrator.’ It was used to bring women to an ‘hysterical paroxysm.’ An hysterical paroxysm was…an orgasm.

That’s right, some turn of the last century stud couldn’t even get his woman off, so she would go to a doctor to straighten out her hysteria…her ‘orgasmless mind.’

Wow.

Doctors must have had a ball.

Then I thought about it: if doctors were so stupid they didn’t even know what an orgasm was, and considered sexually frustrated woman as medical problems…and I had already experienced the stupidity of doctors and hospitals and such.

But…vibrators. I just had to re-invent a vibrator fit for a woman’s clit.

So I researched, and found out that that had already been done. I smiled and ordered ‘Epstein’s multiple speed industrial strength dildo.’ Two days later, without even having to get my lab dirty, I was opening a box and pulling out a dick.

I trotted through the house and into the bedroom. I lifted my dress and fitted the straps and screwed in the big dildo. And here’s where it got funny.

I had a dick again.

I had missed my dick, and here it was. Sure, plastic, and maybe even a little bigger than my own tool…but…I had a dick!

I sauntered through the house, a bit of a swagger in my high heeled step. The dick pointed down a bit, and was easily covered up by the dress.

“What’s up with you?” asked Debbie. “You look like the lion that just ate the ostrich.”

I lifted my dress and flashed her.

Debbie’s eyes went big and wide. She began to smile, and then to grin, and then to laugh.

She grabbed my plastic peter and ran for the bedroom. And the dick came off in her hand.

She stopped and looked at it in surprise, then giggled. “That’s never happened before!”

“Thank, God!” I returned.

Holding my dick in one hand, she grabbed my hand with her other  hand and continued pulling me towards the bedroom.

In the bedroom she screwed my dildo back on, gave me a blow job, which was unreal because…it was unreal. I couldn’t feel a thing.

Of course, I couldn’t. It wasn’t a real dick. And that actually reminded me of my lost penis all over again, and I felt a little sad.

Debbie didn’t care, and she hugged me and kissed me and threw me on the bed.

“Oh, baby,” she moaned. “I have been needing this for the longest time!”

She squatted over me.

“Don’t you want me to be on top?”

“You? You’re a woman! Women don’t belong on top.” We laughed because she was a woman and she was definitely on top.

She sank down with a drawn out sigh, feeling that big, old pecker slide into her depths.

“Fuck,” she whispered, bracing her hands on my boobs, which about made me cum.

“Double fuck,” I whispered back. I couldn’t feel a thing down there, and that meant that I was feeling a heaping, helping of frustration.

I was inside her! She was responding! Heating up and twitching and writhing…and I felt nothing.

Still, mine was not to reason why…mine was to fuck or die. I flipped her over and assumed the dominant position.

“Oh, yeah!” she groaned. “Fuck me like you’re a man!”

I did. Even though I felt nothing, I remembered how to thrust my hips forward. I jammed it into her, and she groaned and reached up and grabbed my tits.

Oh, I felt that! My turn to groan and I felt like a million little lightenings were shooting through my chest.

“Take off your dress.”

I did, holding my position, deep inside her, I ripped my dress off, then took off my bra. My huge boobs hung down and we were boob to boob. I could feel her warmth, and she could feel mine, and she began to grind her hips up at me.

For long minutes we twined and twisted and fucked, and while it was frustrating, it was also…fulfilling. Feeling her approach orgasm…the feel of her hands on my tits…I was getting hornier and hornier…and then she came.

“OHHH!” Her eyes rolled back and her hips gave a series of savage spasms. I watched her, and I felt happy for her, but so unhappy for myself.

I waited, and when she was done, laying exhausted, an arm across her eyes, I gently pulled out.

“Oh,” she groaned. “Again.”

I smiled ruefully, and she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing!” I put on a false face of cheer.

“Come on, ‘fess up. Tell mama everything.”

“No, really. Everything is fine.”

She reached out and grabbed one of my nipples. The pleasure shot through me and it was my turn to groan.

“Come on, talk, or I’ll twist it off!”

“Okay, okay!” I was actually humping her leg, the sexual feelings shooting through me were so strong.

I sat on the bed next to her, her barely holding my nipple now. She wasn’t pinching, but she wasn't letting me go.

“I’m just…I miss cumming.”

“You miss cumming,” she repeated, and there was something in her voice. “You really miss cumming?”

I nodded.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“What good would that do? I’ll just have to suffer because you certainly don’t have a dick and…oh, fuck!”

She grinned at my realization. “I don’t…but if you could lend me yours…”

I looked down at my slimy cock. It was glistening with her juices. I had used it on her, put it up her pussy, and…I had a pussy.

“We can…we can use this thing on me?”

“Don’t see why not. A dick is a dick, and a pussy is a pussy.”

“Oh, my Gosh! Will it hurt?”

“Maybe a little. First time, you’re a virgin, but…the pain will pass.”

“Oh, my God! I never…” I turned to her. “And you’re going to fuck me…with that…that thing!”

“Hey, it worked for me, girlfriend, why shouldn’t it work for you?”

“But I…but I…” I blathered a few objections, which were all silly, and then she extended her hand.

“Give me that cock. Now.” She had a very intense look in her eyes.

I stood up, she relinquished the hold on my nipple, and began undoing the straps.

She watched me, and her eyes were smoldering.

“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Oh, baby. You have no idea. I’ve spent a lifetime laying on my back, now it’s a chance to give a little back.”

“You make it sound like you don’t like fucking.”

“Oh, there are times I’d rather not, but…I love fucking. Even if I don’t feel like it it’s easy enough to get me in the mood. Just give me a little fiveplay and I’m ready to—“

“Fiveplay?”

“Yeah. Same as foreplay, but a little more.”

I chuckled at that.

She was figuring out the straps then, and buckling the thing on. The dildo was still hanging loose. I went to the bathroom and got a wet paper towel. I was going to clean it off, but she stopped me. Again, that weird light in her eyes. “Lick it clean.”

As if in a dream, I lowered to my knees and took her in my mouth. It was so weird. She was doing the same thing I had done so many times, but now I was on the other end. She was holding my head and directing her cock into my mouth. She was muttering things like, “Yeah, baby. Your lips are so good.”

For a long minute I sucked her cock, and then she backed off. She pushed me on the bed.

“No fiveplay?” I asked.

She said, “I’m doing the fucking now, so just lay back and let me work.”

I scrunched back on the bed, and she followed me. She bent down and began to eat my pussy. It was the same as sucking cock, but so incredibly different. I was much more sensitive down there, and I could feel the rasp of her tongue as she slid it along my labia. When she took my clitoris in her mouth and sucked I thought I was going to faint.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. I was beginning to understand the intense glory of just laying back and letting the man do the work.

She used her fingers then, just one at first, and she reamed my hole. She ran her digit around and around, and I realized that I needed no lube. I was providing my own lube. I was juicy, dripping, and then she was circling my hole with two fingers. I could feel her stretching it out, very softly, very subtly.

Then I felt her touch something inside. Something solid. It didn’t hurt so much as shock me.

“That’s your hymen,” she whispered. “Give me a second and I’ll pop it.”

I gave her that second, and a lot more, and she kept moving her fingers around and around, now there were three, and pressing the thin membrane that indicated that ‘here there be virgins,’ and then it just gave way. No real pain, just a ‘give.’

“Ah, there we go. “You’re bleeding now.”

“I am?”

“Oh, yes. Bleeding good.” She giggled. “Don’t worry about it.” Then she was moving up between my legs. I stared up at her. My big breasts were somewhat flattened, and hers hung down on mine. Her hair hung down, giving us a little cave in which to kiss.

She pressed her lips to mine, and I was so excited. It was the ultimate ambrosia, feeling her lips taste me. Then I felt her fumbling down there. She couldn’t feel through the cock, so she had to use her fingers, and she placed the tip of her big dick at the lips of my hole. Ever so slowly she pressed forward.

Giving up your virtue, having your cherry popped, can be painful, but she had done everything right. It was an argument that only women should be allowed to pop the cherries of other women. Men are just too insensitive. But she was super sensitive to what I needed, and I gasped as her big member slid into me.

Sometimes it seemed to catch, to hesitate, but it was inexorable. It just went sliding in and in, and then I felt the plastic balls against my ass.

“Oh, yes,” she whispered, and she kissed me again. And again and again, holding her penis deep inside me.

She began to move in and out, her mouth twisting on mine, her cock twisting in my sheath.

Oh, the wonder, the glory. I held on, arched my back and groaned.

This was an itch I had thought needed to be scratched. But it didn’t need to be scratched…it needed to be excavated.

She kept moving into me, out of me, picking up speed, moving her hips in bigger circles, corkscrewing in to me.

I was holding the bed sheets now, my hands clutching folds of the thin fabric at my sides, down by my hips. I began moving my hips up and down, giving back, figuring out how to contribute to her motion. The sensations became more intense, and I felt like my chest was going to crack open and my heart fly away. And then it hit.

I felt it explode, slowly it was still an explosion, out of my groin. I felt my body literally wave, white heat whelmed my mind and I couldn’t think. I was lost in some delicious white hot heat. I couldn’t fight it, all I could do was give up. Submit. And let the universe sweep me away.

I was dreaming. I was in The Land of Women. I was floating down on a cloud. There sat the Queen on the throne. Gorgeous in her thin negligee, her wonderful breasts beckoning to me.

The cloud sunk into the earth and I found myself walking towards her.

She smiled a rueful smile, pursed her lips, and studied me. “It is the man who would be woman. How are you, man?”

I bent my knee and dropped my head.

“Humbled at your beauty and generosity.”

“As well you should be. And you have enjoyed being a woman?”

“It is beyond my wildest dreams.”

“That is good. But your time here is at an end.”

“Your Majesty!” A voice next to me, and I found that Debbie had floated down and was standing next to me.

“Speak, good woman.”

“I would ask a boon.”

The Queen tilted her head in curiosity. “A woman asking a boon on behalf of a man? What is this?”

“I’m sorry, your majesty, but he is a wonderful woman, and for him to be denied what he loves so…it would be very cruel.”

The Queen frowned. “Real women are not cruel. Do you have a solution?”

“I do, Your Majesty. Please let him visit The Land of the Women periodically.”

Now she frowned even deeper. “Periodically? Like a short period every once in a while? I believe that ‘periods’ was what got him in trouble in the first place.”

“But he has learned his lesson, and that lesson can be applied to all men. If men take his pill they can visit The Land of the Women and learn of their better nature.”

The Queen sat back and nibbled on her sensual lip. “Your point is well made. But do we open out arms and legs and risk the filth of the beast that is man?”

Debbie said nothing now. She had presented her case, and the ball was in the Queen’s court.

The Queen turned her gaze on me. “And what say you, man? Are you willing to visit us again? And will you speak highly of us, and educate man that he must become civilized?”

I was still on bent knee, with bent head, and I said. “Yes, Your Majesty. That would be my most treasured dream come true.”

She nodded. Then: “Crawl forward, Ebert of Man, and let us seal the deal.”

I leaned forward, onto my hands and knees and crawled up the steps to the throne.

The Queen leaned back, moved her negligee to the sides, and spread her legs.

Women began to come forward, they formed a gauntlet and encouraged me.

“Do it, man!”

“Submit, Ebert!”

I crawled between her legs on my all fours. Her wide, creamy thighs beckoned to me. I could feel the excitement in the air. Debbie walked slowly next to me. “It’s okay, Ebert. Do it. Show her how a woman does it!”

My face slithered between her flesh. My lips touched her labia, I kissed. Slowly, gently, and the women behind me began to spank me. Their hands rained down on my ass. Hard but loving smacks that made me jerk forward, drove my face deeper and deeper into the Queen’s pussy.

I opened my mouth. I kissed, I sucked.

Hands flattened out on my rump.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

And Debbie whispering to me…”Ebert! Ebert. You can do it…you can do it…what are you doing…Ebert what are you doing?”

I opened my eyes. I was burrowing into the mattress. My face was pressed down, and she had smacked my ass to get my attention, but I had kept…kept…thinking I was in The Land of the Women!

I turned over, her eyes went wide with shock.

“EBERT!”

“What!”

She was looking at my chest. “Your tits!”

I looked down…they were gone!

“What…what…” I looked at my hands. They still had long, red nails. I could taste the lipstick on my lips…but my big, huge tits…they were gone! My chest was flat and…and even muscular, like a man’s!

She ripped the sheets back, and…I HAD MY DICK BACK!

All eight inches! And it was erect and throbbing!

“Oh…oh…!” I felt my face. It wasn’t female anymore.

I was a man!


EPILOGUE

I had been fucked by Debbie, had an orgasm so severe that I had passed out, and then slept through the night. That orgasm had been so strong that it triggered the change that took me back to being a man.

But that is not where it ends.

Once I had had my cherry popped I assumed a more regular schedule. I had three weeks of being a man, then, one night after a particularly wonderful orgasm, I would change into a woman. And that is the cycle of my life.

Three weeks a man, one week a woman. And it mirrors, in odd sense, the timing of a woman’s period. Three weeks…and then ‘the curse.’

But is it a curse? Is wearing sexy clothes and making yourself beautiful…and being appreciated by the world…is that a curse?

But…it doesn’t end there.

My pill, my ‘period-less pill,’ turned out to be a boon. It just didn’t work on women…it only worked on men.

I might have known that if I had run experimental trials on male rabbits, instead of just female.

So my dreams have been fulfilled. I have provided a platform through which men can experience the other half of the race, and they are changed for that.

No more wars. Of course, it’s hard to conduct a war when a quarter of your troops might suddenly go…’on the rag.’

Heh.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


How to Break a Man!

Captured, teased, denied, feminized!


PART ONE

She was on the beach naked.

I mean…really naked. Like she had the body that wouldn’t quit. A thin waist, round hips, and her breasts…mmmm!

And her face wasn’t too bad either! I mean, she was old, and by that I mean older than me. I’m 23, and she was probably 35. Which just made her sexier. I absolutely love MILFs

The body of a MILF is fuller, the face is calm, not the frantic look that younger people have.

Her hair was a gorgeous waterfall of brunette. Dark brunette. And her eyes…I needed to get closer to see her eyes.

I was on the side of a dune, hidden by a stand of scrub weeds. I reached into my fanny pack—it always cracks me up when people call them ‘fanny packs, they are man purses, and that’s it, and I love the idea of carrying a purse—and took out a pair of binoculars.

I lifted them to my eyes and leaned through the weeds.

Her eyes were green, sort of sea-green, and her brows were perfectly arched. She had long lashes and full lips, and, oh, my God…I couldn’t help myself. I tilted on my side, held the binoculars with one hand, and with the other hand pulled down my swim trunks.

As I began to stroked myself she arched her back and wiggled her butt into the sand. Oh, fuck! Her breasts were so big, and the nipples were excited.

I chuckled. This was a horny one. Getting all excited just from laying naked on a secluded beach. Maybe she could feel my eyes devouring her. Maybe she knew, in her heart of hearts, that she was fap fodder for my horniness.

Maybe—she put her head up and stared right at me.

Oh, God! I pivoted my head, with the binoculars, and aimed my vision down the beach. Crap. She had caught me…caught me…I was trembling, on the edge of orgasm, and suddenly I had to let go, pull my trunks up. I tried to pull them up without undue physical motion, but…she had to have…

I pulled my head back slightly, just enough to use my peripheral vision, and…oh, crap. She was getting up. She was walking towards me. I wanted to stare at the way her big bosoms swayed and jiggled, but…I was terrified.

Sure, it was a public beach, and I had only been looking, but…but…I stared down the beach at nothing, trying to act like I was watching…watching…birds! That’s it! I was just watching birds! And she happened to be over there and I wasn’t looking at her and…God, I hoped the police didn’t get involved. But…it was a public beach! She would get in more trouble from being completely naked than I would for staring at her.

I risked another look. Oh, God! She was almost here. Just ten feet more and she would be on top of me!

My mind in overdrive, a somewhat frantic overdrive, I tried to figure out what to do. She was coming towards me, she would be here in seconds, I  had to act nonchalant. I had to fake my way out of this.

Okay…okay…I can do this. I lowered the binoculars and looked at her.

“Oh, hi!” My voice was a little high. Lower it down. Calm down. “I was just watching some birds. It’s a wonderful day. Some many birds. And…uh…” I trailed off.

She stopped three feet from me. She had a lop-sided smile on her face as she inspected me.

“Birds, eh? Do I look like a bird to you?”

“What? Oh, no! I was adjusting my binoculars when I saw you, but I didn’t mean to stare, I…it was just for a second, then I saw those birds down the beach and—“

“What birds,” she turned slightly and I gulped. This close her breasts were amazing. Sunburned, glistening from a bit of sun tan lotion. The nipples seemed bigger than ever, and they were so…excited.

I looked down the beach. There were no birds.

“Well, they must have flown away.” My voice was sounding weird in my ears, like somebody else was talking. My heart was pounding.

She dropped to her knees and contemplated me. I was laying on my belly, to hide my big boner, and I was now staring directly at her chest. My eyes were wide open.

“I need you to admit something.”

“I…what?”

“I need for you to admit that you are a dirty, little pervert.”

She was smiling openly. Her lips were so red, and they were glossy, and I alternated between looking at her boobs and her full lips. Up, down, caught between the two, not knowing any third option for my eyes.

“A..a pervert?” I squeaked. “I’m not a….no…I was just looking at birds.”

“What kind of birds?”

“What?”

“Every bird watcher I know knows exactly what they are looking for. They have books and they have researched locales and they are looking for a precise bird. What kind of bird are you looking for?”

“What kind…” and here my mind went truly insane. It was shuttling back and forth between her breasts and her lips, with an occasional darting side trip to her green, scintillating eyes, and I had to think of the names of birds. But I didn’t know the names of any birds!

Wait…I did, too! Seagulls…but they were too common here. Woodpeckers, but there were no trees. And…crows…too common…blustering, I made up a name.

“The red-billed thrush.”

“The red-billed thrush?”

“Uh, yeah. They’re not too common around here. But sometimes, this time of year…”

“Did you mean red-bellied thrush?”

“What?”

“My brother was a bird watcher. Took me with him all the time. The red-bellied thrush is quite common…in the Caribbean. Not here.”

“Did I say thrush…? I meant…I meant…”

I was getting an ache in my neck from staring at her boobs and trying not to stare and my head going up and down to her lips and…I lowered my gaze and that was even worse. I was now looking directly at her pussy. And she shaved! She didn’t have any hair and I had a full view of her moist slit. Oh, my God!

“You’re a pervert,” she stated.

“A…no…no, I’m not. I’m a bird watcher and I was watching birds.”

“No. You were watching me. My body. Were you focusing on my breasts?” She lifted one tit and my jaw dropped. “Or were you just scoping my whole body out. Did you take the time to note the color of my eyes? Those big binoculars you would be able to see the hairs on my vagina. If I had any hairs down there.”

Frantically gulping, I couldn’t help myself. I looked down at her pussy, then I jerked my eyes up.

“I think,” I sounded like I was gurgling, “maybe I better leave. The birds have all gone away and I didn’t want to disturb—“

“That would be very unwise.”

“Un…who?” I was actually getting dizzy. I was getting sunstroke. I had to get out of here.

“You see, the truth of the matter is that I am a pervert watcher.”

“What?” My voice actually cracked.

“I come to the beach and I take off my clothes and I find a nice, secluded place, and I wait for perverts to come and stare at me. And they do come. And sometimes they even cum.” She chuckled, which made her  wonderful breasts gently jiggle. I was now locked on to them.

“But whether I do anything more with you depends on one thing. You simply must admit that you are, indeed a pervert.”

“I’m not…” I whispered.

“Of course you are.” She leaned forward, placed her hands on the beach. She was only a foot away from my face. Her face was so perfectly sculpted, a perfect blend of features, and she was…she was…hungry.

And her boobs now hung down, almost to the sand. Another inch and the tips, her nipples, would be brushing the sand. And she licked her lips. Her tongue just came out and ran along the curve of her plump lips, and I could see the moisture of her mouth.

“You are a pervert, and if you admit it, then we can go on a date. Right now. And I will ask you thoroughly humiliating questions, and maybe we can do things. Naughty things. Things that will give you memories that will cause you to play with that nice penis of yours for the rest of your life. Of course, I haven’t fucked any of the perverts I had cau…watched,” she had been about to say something else, but I was so mesmerized, so entranced, that I couldn’t figure it out. “But that doesn't mean I won’t. To tell the truth I have been dying to take my…dates…that far. To have one of those filthy, dirty, nasty cocks in my very unused pussy. Oh, what a dream. To feel you spew your nasty cum inside me, to feel you dripping out of me. God, I would love that. Can I feel your cock?”

“What? My cock?” I was dazed.

“Your cock. It looked so nice, the glimpse I had of it when you were beating off. It must be very ready to squirt by now. I mean, you didn’t cum, did you? I would really like to feel your hard, throbbing cock in my hand. Maybe even in my mouth. Yes. my mouth. I would love to suck on your big cock. Right now. Let me feel that big thing. Sit up…”

She went back on her knees, her breasts pointed at me, and she said, “Get up, like me, take your penis out and let me feel it.”

Was that me moving? Was that me getting up on my knees, pulling my trunks down and…it was. I held my cock in my hand and stared at her. Not at her boobs, not at her cunt, but at her…those eyes. Those hypnotic eyes.

“Come closer,” she urged, and she took a couple of knee steps, coming closer to me.

I did, and suddenly she was touching my cock. I gasped, and my hand fell away.

Always, on retrospect, I wonder at that moment. There was a part of me that expected her to abuse me. To pull it hard, to hurt me, to scream ‘rapist!’

But right then all those thoughts were pushed away. There was only the feeling of her hand on my cock. Feeling it, sliding along it, my cock jerking up as if about to spew.

“Oh, that’s nice. This is a nice prick. You’ve got a wonderful prick.”

She wasn’t looking at my tool, however, she was looking at me, and cooing, and licking her lips.

“Now, do you want to go on a date and find out where this leads? Do you want to admit that you are a pervert? That’s all it takes, you know. You admit you’re a pervert and we’re going to stand up and walk to my van and get in. And we’ll…go on a date. Me and you. Would you like that?”

Her hand was moving back and forth. Her other hand was feeling my balls. I couldn’t swallow, I was light headed, I couldn’t think. Yet my head moved up and down.

“Then find your voice and admit it. You are a pervert.”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out. But I was trying…I was trying.

“Just say it. Four simple words. I…am…a…pervert.”

“I…”

Did I say that? I must have…

“Am…”

Yes! That was me! I was talking…

“A…”

She smiled, held my penis firmly, which was good because I was throbbing and trying to squirt. I groaned, a drop escaped from the head of my cock, but the rest was held back, a dam that wouldn’t burst, but wanted to. Oh, how I wanted that damn to burst!

She leaned closer, our lips were an inch apart, our eyes were locked. “Say it, my sweet. Say the last word.”

It blurted out of me. “Pervert.”

She smiled, and sighed. “Oh, my lovely. We’re going to have such fun, you and I.”

Then she leaned that inch closer, touched her lips to mine. Just a touch, and my eyes closed, and then they were gone. I opened my eyes.

“Well, let’s go.” She was standing up. Looking down. I stared up at her mounds, so close, right over my face.

“Go?” My voice sounded like a frog had shat down my throat.

“Yes. On our date. I’ve only got a beach towel, be a good boy and get it. I’ll wait right here.”

I looked down the beach, to where she had lain. It was only thirty feet, and her big towel was laid out, the impression of her butt in the towel.

“Go on. Go.”

I moved forward, a little stumpily on my legs, and she giggled and slapped my ass. “Oh, and a bottle of lotion. Don’t forget that. We don’t want to litter.

I pulled my trunks up and jogged to her spot, and jogged back a moment later, the towel on my arm and the lotion in my hand.

As I approached she turned and began to walk. I had nothing to carry, just my fanny pack, my murse, and it dangled at my side.

Her ass was the finest as I had ever seen. It shifted, the buns flexing in turn as she walked through the fine, white sand. As I pulled up next to her I stared as her breasts rose and fell. She glanced at me, grinned, and kept walking.

We walked for a quarter mile to a parking lot.

“You came out here with no clothes on?

“Ballsy, ain’t I,” she quipped.

“Weren’t you scared of getting arrested?” Good. I was talking. Conversing. This was really happening.

“Oh, God, no. They don’t arrest you for public nudity. They just warn you, maybe give you a ticket.”

We were on the asphalt of the parking lot now, and heading for a van in the far corner, maybe a hundred yards away.

“That’s the trouble with society these days, you know.”

I didn’t know, I was trying to stare without staring, so incredibly aware of this beautiful woman striding along so carefree next to me.

“People commit crimes and there are no consequences. Criminals spend an hour in jail and are let out by liberal judges to commit their heinous crimes again and again.”

I listened, but I really wasn’t listening. I was…enraptured.

“Politicians steal from the people, corporations are parasites, and people…they just go along, stealing as they can, committing their own crimes, and letting it all happen. Do you have a name?”

“Lonnie,” I blurted, quite happy, my cock bouncing along, hoping to finish what had been started.

“Lonnie. Tell me, Lonnie, do you believe in crime and punishment? Or just crime?”

I blinked…some part of my mind told me that this was getting weird, but I wasn’t listening to my mind. I was listening to my cock. I was with the sexiest woman in the world, and I might get lucky! At any rate, somewhere along the line my cock thought it was going to spew, and that was thinking enough for me.

But before I could answer, if I had been able to think enough to answer, we reached the van. She clicked her fob and unlocked the doors. she opened the passenger door and held it for me. I climbed in, and she placed a hand on my buttocks, caressed my bun, and I about jumped out of my skin, and my cock certainly jumped. Big time.

I sat and watched as she walked around the front of the van. She smiled at me with her beautiful smile. Those breasts jouncing. God! I must be the luckiest man alive.

She opened the driver’s door and climbed in.

“Fasten your seat belt,” she said.

I pulled the belt over me and clicked it, and a hand reached around my head from the rear, a rag went over my mouth, my nose, and I gasped, which was probably the worst thing I could do. I inhaled a sweet smelling anesthetic, and the last thing I heard was: “Caught a good one, did you?”

“Oh, yes. And he was eeeeeezzz…” I faded away.

Zeeeee, an echo of fading away reversed itself and I came back. First was an awareness of the world. A bed under me. A comforting mattress, but…I was naked atop the mattress. No sheets over me. And…

Wakey, wakey, time for breaky. That was what my mother used to say.

Mmm. I wanted bacon and eggs. I wanted…I jerked upright. At least I tried to. My wrists and ankles were fixed to a four poster bed.

I struggled, I pulled, I twisted, but there was no way to get loose. All I did was bruise my wrists and ankles on the handcuffs.

The room was not large. Just large enough to a poster bed, with two feet of walkway on each side. On the right wall was a set of double doors. On the right side was a regular door. Like, a door for getting out of here. If I could just get loose and…but struggling again brought me defeat. I laid there, breathing heavily, and my thoughts went over what had happened.

A beautiful woman sunbathing on the beach. I peeped her, and she caught me. But…then she was weird. Talking dirty and actually touching my cock.

I sucked in breath at the thought, and realized that my dick was still hard. She had teased me, tantalized me, brought me to a single drop of cum, then denied me…and promised me…more.

But more what?

I laid on the bed, stared at the ceiling. The walls were bare. Oh, a red dot in a corner. Somebody was filming this!

“Hello?” I tried, but my throat was dry. I swallowed a few times, licked my lips, and tried again.

“Hello?” A little better.

“Hello!” Good.

Nothing happened.

“Hey!” Nothing.

“Help!” Nobody.

And, eventually I gave a scream.

Nothing. The door remained closed. I remained manacled.

I lay there, time passed out, and I eventually sort of drifted. Halfway between sleep and not sleep.

Click!

I started, raised my head. The doorknob was turning.

“Hey!”

The door opened.

She walked in. She was as I remembered, but even sexier. Of course I was hornier, but…she was dressed, her charms were concealed, and that excited my imagination. Even though I knew what was under her clothes, my mind wondered, and made my dick grow harder.

“Hello, Lonnie.”

“Let me go.”

She smiled and sat on the edge of the bed. She held a box in one hand, which she put on the bed next to my waist.

“I’m afraid that’s not going to happen.”

I whispered, “This is kidnapping. False imprisonment. The FBI will find me…you’ll go to jail.”

She chuckled. “I’m afraid that’s not going to happen, either.”

She grabbed my wrist, placed a finger just so, and took my pulse. My heart was racing, but she just kept smiling.

“Feels healthy. A little excited, but that’s to be expected.”

“Who are you?”

She let go of my wrist and grabbed my cock with her other hand. “I need you to cum.”

“Lady, I don’t feel like cumming. I want to get out of here!”

“If wishes were fishes,” she murmured, and she began stroking me. Up and down, and my cock, already excited responded.

At that point, even though I was hornier than shit, and deprived of an orgasm, I really wanted to cum. But, I also didn’t want to cum. I was being held prisoner! I needed to get out of there.

She shook her head and made a tsk tsk sound. “I know you are trying not to cum, but you will, so you might just as well relax and let it happen.

“Let me go!”

“My name is Barbara, and you, Lonnie, are a self-confessed pervert. You peep at people, you watch them with your big binoculars, and you masturbate. Probably a lot, if I know my perverts.”

“You’ve got to let me go!” I had tears in the corners of my eyes and I was whining. Her hand felt so good, but I didn’t want to…I didn’t want to!

She took my balls with her other hands and rolled them like they were ben wah balls.

“Please!” I begged. Then I screamed, trying to get rid of some of the horniness building up so inexorably in my groin, “This is against the law!”

“Lonnie, the United States hasn’t existed for a long time. Look at your headlines. Senators get caught cheating and never face the music. My girl Hillary sells uranium to Russia, and gets a pat on the back. The last honest president gets smeared and attacked over the Russian hoax for over three years, even though every body knew it was a scam. The United States only exists in the minds of a few deluded idiots, like you.”

I goggled at her. This was crazy! The United States existed! And my groin was building, getting ready to bust.

“The United States originally established several locations to deal with perverts. Jeffrey Epstein was in charge of this program. He had not only his island, but five other locations to which he would lure politicians and corporate executives and such for the purpose of entrapping and blackmailing, and all with the blessings of the US government.

“Eventually these locations were shut down and new locations opened up. But these new locations were not for the purpose of blackmail. Heck, the blackmail was done. Senators, leaders of industry, tech giants, even supreme court justices, they were all under the thumb of the New World Order. And the new locations were designed for the purpose of dealing with perverts. Like yourself.

“If you had not said you were a pervert I would have left, and you would be free. But now that you have confessed, you are guilty, and you must be dealt with.”

“What are you going to do with me?”

“That depends on how you respond to your re-education. You might become a maid in some politicians house, you might be sent to service the minions of the New World Order. But whatever happens, your life as Lonnie is over, and your new life, as Lana, is begun.”

I began to struggle then, but it was too late, I felt the white heat erupt, I felt the pulse of semen up my cock, and then I was shooting my seed into the air.

“That’s a boy. Let it happen.”

I was almost crying, and I was cumming. What a weird, weird…thing.

Then I was done. I lay, my chest heaving, experiencing that lassitude that assails a man after his orgasm. I didn’t want to move. I actually wanted to go to sleep.

Barbara reached into the box and pulled out a contraption. It was pink, and consisted of rings and tube. The tube was cock shaped, but a little small. There were some wires embedded in the plastic, and a battery. The whole thing was about as big as my fist.

“Be glad that you came easy, Lana. I’ve had difficult cases, and I’ve had to use my fist. Believe me, a fist up the butt, punching that good, old prostate, it always works. But it isn’t always pleasurable, especially since you haven’t been trained to take anything up your anus.”

“You’ve got to let me go.”

She pulled the tube over my now slack cock. It was a tight fit. She clicked the ring around my whole package, and my manhood was suddenly a complete and total prisoner! I couldn’t touch it. I couldn’t stroke it. It was in a different world, and I stared at it in shock.

“This is a state of the art 6.0 Epstein Cock Lock. The six isn’t for the length of your dick. Your cock will be limited to three inches. No more erections. It is capable of delivering a quite sizable shock to you. There are ten levels. The first level is actually quite pleasurable.”

She reached into the box and brought out a fob. She smiled and pressed it, and a really nice buzz penetrated my cock. I almost immediately felt like cumming. And that was right after I had cum.

“Yes. If you hadn’t just squirted, you would be squirting right now.”

She held the fob up again. “The Epstein can also be used to deliver punishment. This is level five. She pressed the fob and I felt like my groin had exploded. My balls screamed. My dick felt like it was turning into char.

“AAIEEE!”

She took her finger off and the pain immediately stopped. Which wasn’t to say that I didn’t feel the effects of that terrible shock. I was blubbering and frantic.

“There is a level ten, but take my word, that may result in burns and permanent scarring. Some people have compared it to instant castration. You don’t want to go to level ten. Ever.”

“No…no…” I begged. Just the thought of what I had experienced being increased was terrible.

“Now, there are rules. You must say ‘yes, ma’am’ and do so pleasantly. You must stay within designated areas. You must follow all directions. Do that and you will survive.”

“You’ve got to get this thing off me! This is cruel and inhumane!”

She just smiled ruefully, and said, “Lana. What is cruel and unusual is to let a pervert wander around free. Perverts, not all, but enough, have a tendency to lose control. Some day you might molest somebody. You might not even want to, but your inner urges will drive you, and then somebody else suffers because you are a pervert.”

“But I won’t! All I did was look! I never touched! I’m afraid to touch. I’m afraid of girls! I just want to look and…and think about them.”

“Think about them? You mean have your dirty, little fantasies? Dream of doing things to people who you don’t even really know? Don’t you see how that can lead you down the path to abuse and more serious crimes?”

“But…no! I would never commit a crime! I’ve never even gotten a ticket!”

“That’s all the worse. All that perversion bottled up inside you, wanting to get out, wanting to express itself, and yet, year after year, it bubbles and froths, and one day…maybe you’re looking in a bedroom window late at night. Maybe you’re beating off in a department store bathroom, but, whatever…you snap. Your lust takes over, your evil nature comes to the fore, and some poor girl somewhere has to suffer. Maybe you beat her. Or rape her, or worse. But, whatever you do, it could have all been prevented. And we are going to prevent it.

“But…what are you going to do?”

“I told you. You will be prepared for service. We will change your mind, re-educate you, and save society from your future predations.”

“But…this isn’t fair. I want a lawyer! I want the cops. You have to release me!”

Barbara just shook her head. “We are the cops. The new cops. And you have been tried and convicted. Lucky for you, we won’t be punishing you, unless you consider your resistance to our program a punishment. Some do, you know.”

I was crying. I wanted to go home. I wanted to be at home, maybe looking at my collection of porn, jacking off. I wanted to be far, far away from this…this…nutcase!

“Okay, Lana. Unless you have some intelligent questions, not just this stupid whining about your rights…when you are the danger…then I will be going on about my business.”

“What?” I cried through the tears now seeping from my eyes, “Tricking innocent people into saying their perverts? Depriving people of their liberty? You’re the criminal! You’re the criminal!”

Barbara just shook her head and got off the bed. She picked up the box, held the fob up and said, “There are many fobs. Don’t think you can escape by grabbing one and making a break.”

Then she turned to the door, opened it, and left.

“Hey!” I yelled. “HEY!”

But there was no sound.

I was caught.


PART TWO

I lay on the bed and waited. There was nothing else I could do. I was trapped, my cock was trapped, and…my imagination ran wild.

I had visions of being put in an electric chair. My head on the block while above a guillotine slid downwards. Wild Indians poking their arrows into my groin.

I know. Silly. She had told me, given me hint, of what was to happen to me, but…I couldn’t help myself.

Of course that’s part of being a pervert, I would realize much later. A pervert runs on his imagination. He fantasizes, and that’s what drives him.

So I laid on the bed and suffered my terrible thoughts.

Click.

My head jerked to see the door opening.

It was a beautiful woman. Not Barbara, but just as beautiful. A little older, blonde hair, nice jugs.

Okay, I’m a pervert! I notice things like breasts. A lot.

“Hello, Lana.”

“My name is Lonnie.”

She didn’t even react. She merely pulled out a key and began undoing my cuffs.

“You’re being transferred. I suggest you remember the correct way to address women, and what your new name is. I’m used to you newbies pushing it, but the people in charge of the island…they are a little less forgiving.”

She had all four cuffs off and I rubbed my wrists.

“Come along. The boat is waiting.”

“The boat?” I slid off the bed.

She stood in the doorway, waiting. “You didn’t think we were going to make you swim, did you?”

“Well, I…”

“Down to the end of the hall and through the door. I’ve got to get a few more girls.”

“Girls,” I muttered.

She chuckled. “Like you. Now, get going,” and she slapped my ass.

I turned and trudged down the hallway. Behind me she went into another room. In front of me the doors were already open, and I could see beds like the one I had been in.

More perverts? Like…like me?

And I started to understand something of the scope of this operation.

I opened the door at the end of the hallway and stepped onto a beach. White sands, waving palm trees, and a blue, blue ocean. I stared in surprise. I had been in California when I was caught. But this didn’t look like California. It looked like the Caribbean.

And I remembered what Barbara had said about the birds in Caribbean. Had they actually transported me, while I was unconscious, all the way to the Caribbean?

About fifty feet in front of me was a crowd of guys. Beyond them was a pier. At the end of the pier was a powerful motorboat.

I looked to the sides. A tall fence curved from the building I had been in to the water. I would have to run along the fence, swim in the water till I had rounded the fence, and all while crazy women pressed fobs and tried to burn my crotch off.

I walked towards the group of men.

I was almost to the men when I heard somebody behind me. I turned, and a fellow darted out of the building and began running to the side. He was going to try to climb the fence, or reach the water and swim for it.

The woman who had released me stepped out of the door of the building. She held her hand up, and I knew there was a fob in it.

“ONE!”

She pressed her thumb down and the man started to run in a zig zag, stumbling and staggering. Everybody in the group I was with grabbed the groins and started groaning. I felt that warm buzz that threatened an orgasm.

“TWO!”

He fell to his knees, staggered to his feet, wobbled crazily through the sand.

I felt the pleasure become pain. My knees buckled and I stumbled to my knees. I didn’t understand how he could still be trying to run.

“THREE!”

He collapsed, started trying to crawl.

I fell to all fours. I raised my head with much effort and watched the man struggle.

“FOUR!”

Oh, God! I collapsed. I just lay there. The pain went on for about five seconds, then stopped. I groaned, and realized that several of the fellows in the group had puked.

The man who had been trying to escape just lay there, curled in on himself, waving his arm above his head in surrender.

The woman who had pressed the fob yelled at the men by the pier. “IF ONE TRIES TO ESCAPE YOU ALL SUFFER!” She turned around and re-entered the building.

A couple of women came through the group of collapsed men and approached the one who had tried to escape. They helped him to his feet, then pushed him towards the group. He could hardly walk, fell a couple of times, but they kept prodding him, and laughing, and then he was with us.

“Fuck,” muttered one of the guys, “Don’t ever try that again!”

“I won’t!” he mumbled.

We stood in a group, and there was no talking. I suspect it was because we wee all perverts, and possibly ashamed of what we were. I know I felt a sort of deep embarrassment.

Finally, one of the women came down the pier. “Go get in the boat. If anybody fucks up I’ll give you a three till we get to the island, and it’s a long trip. If you are all polite and follow directions I’ll give you a one when we get there.

A one? A three? We all knew she was referring to the settings on the fob. We filed down the pier and climbed into the boat.

It was a big power boat, the kind that sinks its ass into the ocean and throws up a rooster tail. We all sat in rows on uncomfortable seats and watched the ocean pass us by.

It was a beautiful day, lots of towering clouds, and that made everything surreal.

Over time a couple of the guys got into small conversations, but we were all pretty subdued. Everybody, at one time or another, looked at their locked cocks. They picked up the tube in their hands, turned it and examined it, then let go.

Three hours. At maybe 60 MPH, and we caught sight of a small blot of land in the distance. As we got closer we could make out structures. The island was a couple of hundred yards in diameter. Cliffs led up to a plateau where several buildings clustered. It looked sort of like a Spanish castle of some sort, and, as we got closer, I realized it was. It was a Spanish fort of some kind. But we could see antenna and power lines, so it had been modernized.

The boat slid up to a pier and suddenly we all fell back. We had been good, and so we were getting a period of number one. Our groins throbbed, our dicks tried to get harder. One guy near me started jerking and twitching, and his cock lock started leaking gism.

We lay in a cum induced stupor for about five minutes, just sighing and groaning and drooling, then it was turned off.

A woman stood on the dock. The women, there were four of them, had moved around unnoticed while we lay in near orgasm. “Okay, you little cum buckets. Head up the pier and go into the tunnel.”

Dazed, feeling like cattle being herded, we did as commanded. One guy even muttered ‘Yes, ma’am.’ Shortly we were crowding through a long tunnel. There was a string of orange light bulbs along the top of the tunnel, and about fifty yards in we gathered in a small room with several corridors leading away from it.

“Okay, listen up!” The woman was short, chunky, with not much in the boob department. A disappointment for all us perverts. “The blue door leads up. Don’t use that unless told to. That corridor leads to the mess hall, administration offices, and the electrical room. That corridor there leads to your cells. Go pick a cell, close yourself in. We’re cycling a last class out, so you might have a wait. Go, now.”

Mumbling, glancing at each other, we all turned and…

“ONE!” Buzz, we all staggered and grabbed our groins. “Say ‘yes ma’am,’ or I’m going to two! Next time you’re rude I’ll start with two.”

“Yes, ma’am,” we all blurted. We didn’t speak together, although that would happen in the days to come.

The buzz went off and we stopped staggering and walked. No mumbling this time. Damn, these bitches had a short temper!

I selected a cell, they were all the same, stepped in and closed the door.

I stood and watched as men passed me. Naked men with cock locks. Sad men. Confused men.

And I wondered: are they all perverts? Are there that many perverts in the world?

Maybe, maybe not. After all, a guy didn’t have to be a pervert to want to peep at a naked woman on the beach.

But, compared to the number of men in the world, or just the United States, this wasn’t much.

But it seemed like a lot.

I sighed and turned to my cell. A large boulder for sitting on. A bucket. Nothing else. Ah, be it ever so humble.

An hour later a woman came down the row of cells. I heard her as she approached mine. “Blue door.”

Another cell opened. “Blue door.”

Another, “Blue door.”

I stepped out and followed the line of men as they went back to the central room, then through the blue door.

Behind the blue door were stairs. The man in front of me was about twenty feet ahead, but I didn’t try to catch up.

I reached the top and went through another door. I was standing in a reception area. It was like a real building, made of modern materials. A woman sat behind a desk and tapped on an iPad.

“Name.”

“Shiela.”

“Room 14 to the right.”

The man walked to the right and entered a long hallway with lots of doors.

The next man gave his name, Roberta, and…15 to the left.

The next man gave his name, Tanya, and…16 to the right.

Then it was the turn of the man in front of me.

“Name.”

“George Simpson!”

The man glared at her. He had decided to revolt.

She smiled. She had a fob to hand. “One.”

I staggered, and so did George Simpson.

“You can kill me! I’m done with this shit!”

“Two.”

“Oh, fuck!” I mumbled.

I went to my knees.

George Simpson buckled, then he jumped for her.

She went to five.

Fuck! My groin exploded. I fell to the floor.

George Simpson collapsed on her desk. He slid back off it, snarling and spitting. He was not giving up easy.

She took her thumb of the fob.

George: “Kill me, you bitch!” He was so weak he couldn’t stand, but he wasn’t done.

The woman picked up a phone on the desk and spoke into it. “Team to reception. Anal plug.”

A minute later four women charged into the room. They were big, had muscles, and they grabbed George, flipped him over, and one of them held up a weird sort of butt plug. It was metal, and she pressed a button on the base. Instantly four ‘leafs’ spread out. She pushed them back in, then said, “Legs.”

The two women holding his legs pulled his legs apart.

George was weak. He struggled, but he was totally overpowered.

The woman pushed the butt plug into him.

“Stop that! Stop!” He thrashed.

The woman pressed the button, and inside his butt I knew the leafs were opening. Suddenly I remembered having seen a picture of that device. The picture had been an old one, and the device ornate, but what she had just put up his ass was called a ‘Pear of Anguish.”

George Simpson suddenly stopped struggling. His eyes went wide, and he started jerking and twitching.

The woman moved forward and grabbed his chin. She spoke harshly into his face.

“It won’t come out, and you are receiving anal stimulation level one. Behave yourself and we’ll take it out.”

George Simpson, who could stand immense pain and still fight back, was broken. He just nodded, and cried, and drooled.

As they helped him to his feet I could see something else drooling. I had heard that anal sex is better than regular sex, but I had always laughed at that idea. I mean…really?

But watching George stagger away, his dick dripping, his legs like rubber, I started to believe.

Then one of the women was in front of me. “Did I hear you swear?”

“What…I…I don’t…”

“You said ‘Oh, fuck.’ didn’t you.”

Oh, man. I broke quick. “I didn’t mean to…it was just I was so scared…I didn’t want to get shocked…”

She watched me blather for a few seconds, then said, “Say ‘yes, ma’am.’”

“Yes, ma’am!” I blurted hurriedly.

She nodded, satisfied. “Level one. Ten seconds.”

She hit the button and I staggered, almost reached out for her support, but managed not to. Pleasure roared through my cock. For ten seconds I stood there, trembling, my own dick drooling, and then she turned the current off.

I almost collapsed form the release of the sensation. I didn’t know whether to thank her or curse her. Such intense pleasure, but…out of control. Helpless.

“Be careful,” she spoke into my face. “Be vary careful.”

I nodded, my knees still shivering. “Yes, ma’am.”

She nodded, turned away.

“Name?”

I turned to the girl at the desk, who had been waiting, bored, this whole time.

“Lana,” I answered.

I was directed to room 17 on the left, and I have no idea where George Simpson wound up. I walked to the room, knocked timidly, and the door opened.

“Just come in,” said the woman.

She was about my age, maybe a year or two older, and she was quite beautiful. Large, perky breasts, nice shape. Her hair was especially long and shiny.

“I’m Thomasina. Have a seat.”

I sat down in the chair in the center of the room, and blinked. Around the room, on shelves and ledges, were beauty supplies. Hair color. Mascara. Foundation. Anything and everything a girl needed to make herself beautiful.

“What is all this stuff,” I blurted.

Surprisingly, Thomasina answered. “Cosmetics, dear. Now let me look at you. We have to have a plan before we fix you up.”

“Fix me?”

“Make you more beautiful. More feminine. You want to be feminine, don’t you?”

“Not really.”

She smiled. She was walking around my chair, taking pictures with a cell. “I think shoulder length will do it. And your jaw is a little too large. But, don’t worry. You have gorgeous eyes.”

“I…do?”

“Absolutely.”

“Can I ask a question?”

“Of course. The more questions you ask the sooner you learn to do for yourself the sooner you graduate.”

“Graduate?”

“I know. This is your first day, and you must be so confused. I remember how bad it was for me. In fact, let me clue you in. That will help you get settled. But, first, take this.”

She handed me a paper cup filled with water and a pill.

“What is it?” I held the cup and the pill.

“It’s good for what ails you. Take it and I’ll tell you. Don’t take it and I’ll have to call one of the Mothers.”

What choice did I have? I popped the pill into my mouth, thought about hiding it under my tongue, but it dissolved too fast.

Thomasina nodded. “That’s your hormones. Now, I think your skin is beautiful, and—“

“Wait! What? Hormones?”

“Of course.”

“But…what for?”

“Oh, they really haven’t told you anything. “You’re going to be changed into a woman. There’s too many men, and the government has decreed that some of the men should be turned into women. I don’t know if you’ll be allowed to keep your cock, that depends on what society needs, but you’ll get a pill every day. A month from now you won’t even recognize yourself.”

That’s when it hit me. “But…are you…did you?”

“Of course. If you’re not a Mother you’re a Daughter. I’m a Daughter, and I’m close to graduating. Oh, God, I can’t wait. To get back to society. To be able to do something useful.” She actually gave a shiver.

“So Thomasina…used to be…Tom?”

“Gosh, I’d almost forgotten that name. But…yes. I used to be a man, but you’ll find that being a man isn’t all it’s knocked up to be. Uncontrolled erections, lusting after anything with a skirt. Ew.” She shivered again.

“Okay, now, we have to make you pretty. Are you ready?”

Make me pretty. Make me into a female. I had often thought about that, what if I’d been born a female, and I suppose many perverts do think about that.

“I don’t know…I just…”

“Oh, come on. It’ll be fun, and you’ll even find it educational.

What could I do? I didn’t want to end up like George Simpson. I didn’t want to experience a level ten cock destroying shock.

“Okay,” I said.

Pleased, cheerful, Thomasina began to remake me.

She gave me long fingernails. Red. “You’ll break them in the beginning, until you’re used to them. But don’t worry. We expect that. Just do your best. I’ll be doing you every day so we can fix them promptly.

She cleaned my pores, primed me. She worked slowly, chatting cheerfully as she progressed.

“Here’s the blush, that will make your cheeks glow. And you can change your mood, even change the shape of your face, if you want. Up on the cheek bone here will make you haughty. Very useful when the boys get a little too obnoxious.”

Boys!

She worked over my eyes, and my lips, then she curled my hair.

“What about those guys who have short hair?”

“They’ll just have to wait.” And it was obvious that Thomasina disapproved of them.

Then she pierced my ears and popped a couple of studs into the lobes. “If you’re a good girl they’ll reward you with real earrings. I can’t tell you what a thrill it is to get your first set of hoops.”

It was weird, sitting there, listening, knowing she was once a man. but…it was also comfortable. After all, she was the first person to actually talk to me.

“Do you still have your penis?”

“I don’t. Oh, they gave me a choice, but I figured…what the heck. In for a penny, in for a pound.’

“Did they…cut it off?”

“Oh, Lord no. That’s only reserved for violent offenders. People like us, perverts, we just take the pills and the changes happen. And I’m so glad. Could you imagine getting your thingie cut off? All that blood? Uck!”

Finally, I was done. I stepped out of the room, and my face was feeling really funny. It felt stiff, and my hair, it felt tight on my scalp. And I kept touching my lobs and feeling the studs.

I walked back down the corridor to the reception room.

The woman at the desk inspected me. “Hmm. Not bad. Down that corridor to room 43.”

Room 43 was large, and there was a dais in the front and a projector in the rear. The room was almost filled with men, my group, and I found a seat.

I was self conscious, wearing make up, a cock lock between my legs, but everybody else was the same, so I just sat there and listened to the small conversations around me.

And the conversations were mostly, ‘What’s going to happen to us?’

Then a woman, fully clothed, walked in. She strode to the dais, adjusted a mike on her lapel, and spoke into it.

“Good evening, ladies. My name is Amanda. Mother Amanda. I will be giving you an orientation, and you will then be free to ask questions.”

The ladies, once men, all looked at each other, then a woman opened the door and said, “the light bulb burned out. Ten minutes to change.”

“Certainly,” Mother Amanda answered. She turned back to us. “A slight adjustment in the schedule. But if you wish to ask questions now, you may.”

Everybody looked at each other, then a fellow—pardon me, a girl—raised her hand.

Amanda pointed at her and said, “Say ‘Mother Amanda,’ then say your name, and ask your question.”

The girl was chunky, a bit of a belly, and lots of body hair. Her face was quite incongruous atop that.

“Mother Amanda—“

“Say your name.”

“Uh, I’m Lacy. I think I’m here by mistake.”

Amanda smiled. “Of course you are. The mistake was being a pervert.”

Lacy started to say something but Amanda raised a finger.

“I should probably leap ahead a bit here, so let me explain.”

“Jeffry Epstein was our founder. And he…”

It was pretty much the same story I had been told. Apparently not everybody had heard the story, they gasped and the started to protest, and but Mother Amanda held up the fob and we all settled down pretty quickly.

The surprise for me was when one of the ladies said, “You can’t just kidnap us!”

He received a number one for that, and after we were all recovered he addressed her properly. “Mother Amanda, you can’t just kidnap us.”

“Of course we can,” she smiled. People have been kidnapped from the beginning of civilization. People conscripted for armies, slaves made out of conquered peoples, even the justice system has done much to contribute to this. Did you know that one per cent of the United States is in prison?”

We all goggled at that. Then came the statement that got me.

“No, it is easy to kidnap people, and especially in modern times. We simply say they died of COVID and do what we want with you.”

Everybody started mumble about that, and she held up the fob for instant silence.

“Did you honestly think that the COVID thing was real? Oh, lord no. COVID was invented so we could change society, make people do what we wanted them to. If you don’t get vaccinated right away you are easily identified as an enemy of the state.”

Everybody went blank.

“The vaccine has graphene oxide in it, graphene will register on any x-ray machine, any scanner. No graphene and we’ve got you. And once we’ve got you it’ a quick trip to one of the various government installations for re-education and an assignment for the good of the state.”

A hand.

“Yes?”

“But Mother Amanda…I’m Lucy…that’s against everything I have ever been taught. There’s no free will. No liberty.”

Mother Amanda broke in at that point, “No constitution, no second amendment. But that’s okay. Those things are quite antiquated, and you don’t need them. Never did.”

Others raised their hands, but I was stopped. No more US of A. No more freedom. It was a New World Order.

And though nobody liked it, we all came to refer to the New World Order as the ‘United Slaves of America,’ it was a done deal.

Would I have fought back if I knew such as this was happening? I don’t know, and it is a moot point.

After all, I was going to be a girl.

“Okay, people, the projector has been repaired. This is your orientation and will explain much. You will be seeing movies every day. You will learn how to conduct yourselves, how to behave. You will get everything from beauty tips to which side of the plate the fork goes on. Is everybody ready?

Nobody was, but that didn’t matter. We were going to be girls.

The days passed and I learned to be a girl. I took my pills, and my penis shrunk a bit, then I was given the choice of keeping my penis or not. I elected to. Of course I didn’t get as many erections, and certainly they weren’t hard like they used to be, but I liked having that useless appendage hanging from my groin. It just sort of reminded me of things.

I know, I’m silly, but that’s the female prerogative.

I learned how to dress, how to do make up, how to walk and talk, I learned everything. But, everything wasn’t really everything.

To graduate you had to accomplish that final act that women are capable of…sex.

I know. Nasty stuff, that sex.

Funny, it used to be the one and only thing I lived for. I watched porn by the hour, played with myself endlessly, but now I knew the truth.

A cock is good for procreation…or recreation.

If I had wanted procreation I would have lost my penis and searched for a man to impregnate me. I haven’t heard of any perverts turned female that have had babies, but…there is hope, right?

And if I wanted recreation I would have volunteered to administer to the people of the New World Order. I could have traveled the world, been had by everybody from soldiers to politicians. but I didn’t want that.

No, what I wanted was to be a maid. To pick up after people, maybe even take care of a family. That was what I wanted.

So I made my choices known, but realized the sad truth. I was going to have to get fucked before I could graduate.

Well, it only made sense. After all, what good is a maid if she can’t give a little relief to the man of the house, and take a bit of the load off the woman of the house?

So I watched the videos and I learned the best techniques for sucking cock, and I mentally prepared myself for that day when some man would take my little man pussy and give it that final bit of education that I needed.

But…I couldn’t bring myself to it. The idea of…of having a man penetrate me, even though I was now slender and voluptuous, with long hair and sparkling eyes…it was too much. I had once been a male, after all, and it was so very difficult to get over that nasty business.

So one day I was summoned to the blue door. I went happily, not knowing that I had been selected for that dirty business, and the woman at the desk said, “Down that hall. Room 101.”

Room 101. Hunh. Sounded like a beginning class in school. I wondered what lessons I would learn here? Whatever they were, they were sure to be fun.

I walked down the long hallway to an area I had never been at before and entered the room.

“Hello, Lana.”

“Good morning, Mother Amanda,” I curtsied politely.

“Lay down on the horse.”

I looked at the horse. It was like a wooden sawhorse, but with some changes. the top bar was wider and had a cushion. The ends curved up, and there were little platforms on the legs for my knees and elbows.

“Yes, ma’am.” I curtsied again and got on the horse.

And, why should I? I trusted my Mothers. I even loved them.

I laid on the top bar, and my new breasts were a bit uncomfortable as they hung over the sides, but that was okay. The top bar was a little shorter than I expected, and to get my knees on the platforms I had to scrunch up a bit, and my ass rose into the air.

Mother Amanda went around the horse, securing my limbs with short lengths of leather that had velcro on them.

“Lana, you’ve been difficult.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“This aversion to sex, it is costing you time. You could be out in the world, serving your betters, but you haven’t quite managed to overcome your inherent maleness.

“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“Yes, you are. But you won’t be for long.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

She stood in front of me and put a strap on on. The dick in the holder was large. She moved forward and said, “Suck on it. No lube except what you provide.”

So I sucked on her dick. I tried to get as much spit as I could on that long, shiny member.

“Okay, that’s enough.”

She pulled out of my mouth and walked around behind me. She placed the large prick at my back door and pushed.

It hurt. I won’t deny it, and I cried, but I finally gave way, and the thing slid inside me.

Oh, it was big. And it was good, and my eyes widened. Now inside, I realized how silly I had been. I was filled up, and it was the most glorious feeling. And it only got better, for Mother Amanda began to slide in and out.

“Oh…oh…” I was grunting with each stroke. My breasts were on fire, and my limp cock banged around between my legs.

“Relax now, Daughter. Let yourself go.”

I tried, oh, how I tried. But there is a huge difference between the dry descriptions of classes and videos, and the reality of a real cock in your fanny.

Still, it was just a matter of time, and I breathed and relaxed, and, finally, I began to cum.

I cried as the semen poured out of my useless prick. I didn’t have much of an orgasm, but I am told that will eventually happen. But I don’t care. I just want to live a life in servitude.

As a pervert I wasn’t of much use to anybody.

As a maid, or even a waitress or a nurse, I can benefit people.

Mother Amanda pulled out of me.

“There you go, sweetheart. Now, tomorrow I expect you to go all the way with a man.”

“Yes, Mother,” I answered dutifully.

And now I was happy, for now I knew I could do it. I could go all the way and be the woman I was meant to be.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Turning into a Woman

A man turns into a woman

and starts a new religion!


PART ONE

He rolled over and put his back to me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. My husband had never refused my charms before. I’m a petite five foot two, not much in the way of breasts, but a pleasant face. But whatever my shortcomings, or blessings, depends on how you want to look at it, my big lug of a husband had never rolled away from me before.

“Nothing,” he said, his voice muffled by his face being covered in blanket.

“Don’t give me that!” I’m small but feisty, and I sat up, grabbed his shoulder and pulled.

He wouldn’t turn. So I tried sitting on him and pushing on his shoulder with my weight. He still wouldn’t turn, so I grabbed a hold of his best friend, and realized the problem.

“Heysoos Xristo!” I shouted, “What the hell?”

And, finally, a little help from my grasping hand, he turned over.

His cock was HUGE. John is a six footer, and he has a normal cock, six inches. But now his tool was a foot long, and swollen, and it wasn’t even hard!”

“I don’t know what happened!” and he was blubbering. I tell ya, it doesn’t make a girl feel good to see her manly man crying.

I jumped out of bed and turned the lights on. He tried to curl back into the blankets, but I wouldn’t let him. I yanked and tugged, finally got ahold of his dick, and pulled.

Groaning, embarrassed, he turned over and I got a good look at his penis.

It was, indeed, 12 inches long. And it was fat. And the veins were big and throbbing, and it wasn’t even hard.

Throbbing? But not hard?

“Get dressed,” I snapped.

“What?”

“We’re going to the hospital.” I was already getting dressed.

“I’m not going to no—“

“Shut up! You are!”

“I ain’t!”

I sat on him, I gripped his dick in two hands and held it up. “This is serious, A guy’s dick doesn’t swell up like a balloon for no reason! You’re going to the hospital. And if you refuse I’m going to call the cops to help me get you there.”

“But I don’t…I don’t…”

I knew what his problem with hospitals was. It was his problem with everything.

He had a severe case of ‘shy.’ Whenever he got around other people he would get tongue tied, be unable to talk, or even nod or shake his head. He had always been this way, and it was probably the reason I was able to snag him. Other girls thought he was weird, but he sort of intrigued me, so I took the time to work under the shy and found a beautiful man.

“Okay,” I soothed. “Don’t worry. I’ll be with you every step of the way. I’ll do all the talking.”

He softened up. This was always the way with us. We rarely went into the public, but when we did I did the talking.

“And you have to admit, this is serious.” I grabbed his dick again. It was terribly bloated. A big, saggy, bright red blimp.

“I mean, this isn’t even hard. What if you get a boner in this condition…it might blow up!”

“Oh,” and that sort of frightened him.

“So get dressed, and let’s look into this. Come on.”

By cajoling and pleading I managed to get him into his clothes, and there was another problem. His pecker wouldn’t fit into his pants.

“Uh oh,” he muttered, looking down to where his over-sized sausage hung outside his jeans.

I tried to stuff the thing into his pants, but it was no go. The thing was just too big and the crotch of his pants was too small.

And, tell the truth, I was a little afraid of touching it. I mean, what if it did blow up?

“You could go unbuttoned?”

“I ain’t goin’ around all unbuttoned and my cock hanging out.”

I nodded. I understood. If some old biddy got a sight of that monster they’d have a heart attack.

“Okay, okay, I have a wrap around.”

“What’s a wrap around?”

“It’s a skirt that wraps around and then you button it.”

“I ain’t wearing no dress.”

“So you’re going naked? Get out of those pants.”

Miserable, he shucked his jeans and I held my wrap around to his waist. Yep, just barely, but it made it around him. It was a red print thing, and I wrapped it around him and tied the sash.

There he stood, a big man in a dress, but I didn’t dare snicker. “Okay, get out to the car.”

He picked up his jacket and carried it out. I finished dressing, grabbed a hat, and was 30 seconds behind him.

I drove. I had heard stupid stories of men whose dicks got so hard the blood all went down there and not up to their brains, and they fainted. I had thought the story a joke, but now I wasn’t so sure. His dick was probably as big as his head, and if all the blood went down there there would definitely be a shortage. All I needed was for him to get a hard on and faint and run into something.

The night was dark and we cut down the road like an arrow. We passed big fields and saw only the shadows of standing cows.

“Uh oh,” he said.

“What?”

“This is my brother’s jacket, it’s too small.”

“Put it on anyway, you need to at least make a show at covering your chest.”

So he struggled into a jean jacket, and it wouldn’t button in front and it was too short, and it even showed a bit of his midsection.

“Oh, man.” He moaned.

“It’ll be all right.”

We arrived at the hospital and drove right to the emergency parking lot. We got out of the car and I got a look at my hubbie in the bright lights. Uh oh.

He had on work boots, new ones that he was breaking in, and in the right light they looked like the stylish kind of boots some girl in the big city would wear.

And the wrap around looked like a tight skirt, showing off his hips and butt.

And the jacket showed skin like it was the new style. And the front was open and his muscular pecs actually looked a bit like…mounds.

My manly husband looked like he was wearing a girl’s outfit!

“Here,” I hissed and I threw him my hat. I wanted to help him cover up a bit. I knew that if he got embarrassed enough I wouldn’t be able to get him into the hospital with a back hoe.

He put on the hat, and this only caused another problem.

On the farm we wear hats, and we get lots of buzzing insects, and the sun shines on the back of our necks, so we sew a flap of material on the back to cover our necks. I had had the bright idea, being so stylish myself, of just putting part of a wig on the back of my hat. Hair looked more girlish, like me, and it was soft and warm in the winter, and…and now my hubbie was wearing a hat from which flowed long curls.

I had made him look more like a girl, not less.

But we had been walking, and we were now under the electric eye and the emergency room door opened up before I could repossess my hat.

And, to be honest, if I took the hat he would be embarrassed. Maybe nobody would say anything and everything would turn out all right.

A young nurse rushed up, “Ma’am, what is the trouble?”

Before I could do or say anything, John started talking.

Talking! Just like a normal person! Well, he was a normal person, except for the shyness, but…talking? After a lifetime of never saying anything?

But, what was worse was that he matched his speech with actions.

“I woke up a few hours ago and my dick was all huge. Look.” He lifted the edge of the wrap around up and there hung his dick. Big, huge, a monster among monsters, red, throbbing, head the size of a tennis ball, down to his knees.

The nurse had straightened up in surprise at his voice, a man’s voice coming out of a woman’s stylish body, and then, seeing the dick, she had simply fainted. Her eyes opened wide, her knees gave way, and she just slumped to the floor.

All hell seemed to break loose then. One of their own fainting, doctors and nurses came out of the doors and through the windows and from behind potted plants. They clustered around the girl who had fainted and patted her hand and somebody put some smelling salts under her nose.

The girl gasped, shook her head, and sat up. She pointed at John. “Him!” Then she fainted again. Which was fine with me, because she had brought in all the doctors, and now a couple of them inspected John and me.

“Are you okay,” a nurse asked me. I pointed to John.

“Are you all right, ma’am?” One of the doctors asked John. And, son of a bitch, John started talking again! Like he had never talked before in his life!

“I woke up a few hours ago and I felt funny, and I felt my dick and…” this time he didn’t do show and tell. One nurse fainting was enough. “…and it was big and swollen.

“Can you show me?” asked the doctor.

So John looked around, ducked his head a little bit, and lifted the flap of the wrap around.

Another nurse fainted, a couple of them put their hands to their mouths and gasped, and even the male doctors looked a little stunned.

One young guy even blinked and had the temerity to say, “We’re going to need two stretchers.”

John and I sat in the doctor’s office and waited for results. He had been given a gown, but he was still wearing the hat, and he still looked a little girly.

“John? How come you’re talking?”

He just shook his head, the hair coming from under his hat gave a shimmy. It actually looked pretty nice. I tried to imagine him with a full wig, or, maybe, even his own head of wavy hair.

“I mean, you never talk much, but when that doctor called you ‘ma’am’ you just started speaking normal.

“I don’t know,” he mumbled.

Then the doctor walked in. He was followed by two other doctors, and they all had that bland expression doctors have when they're going to give you bad news.

“What’s going on? Did you find out what is wrong with my husband.”

The doctor, his name was Smide, gave me a funny look then.

“Ma’am,” he was addressing me, but suddenly John was talking.

“Did you find out why my dick grew so big? I never heard of anything like this. Can you tell me what’s wrong?”

I stared at John. So much talking. He had just talked more in ten seconds than he did in a year.

“Well, sir,” and I saw him suddenly huddle up, shrink into himself, and I knew his speechifying was at an end, and suddenly I knew why. “Sir…we have several problems here.”

“What?” I asked.

“Well, your husband has two conditions. One chronic and one, uh, latent.”

“Well?”

“The first one is called acromegaly. It is a condition, usually is felt in middle-age, though kids seem to get all the press on it, where the pituitary gland produces too much growth hormone. This results in an increase in size, the sudden growth of hands, feet, facial features, that sort of thing.”             

“But…his dick?”

The doctor seemed to be a little embarrassed by my coarse language. I wondered if he would be embarrassed if his wife had suddenly grown a gigantic pair of elephant ears.

“That is unusual, I haven’t found any records on this phenomena, but we’re still doing preliminary research.”

“Okay, so John is growing body parts too fast. What’s the second thing…this ‘latent’ thing?”

“Well, your husband fits into a very small and special category. He is what we call biologically hermaphroditic.”

“What?”

“When he was born, we checked his records, he had the sex organs of both male and female. Corrective surgery was done and—“

“Wait! What? Are you saying John is a girl?”

“No…no. Hermaphroditic means having the sex organs of both male and female. His parents felt that John was more suited to be male than female, so they elected to—“

“So he’s a man.”

“Well, yes. But his body at birth presented as both male and female, and his parents decided he should be male. “

“So they sewed his vagina up.”

“Well, that’s a crude way of putting it, but…yes. The actual terminology would—“

I waved my hand.

“So what does that have to do with his dick growing big?”

“Well, I was getting to—“

“Are you making this shit up?”

He was starting to get irritated at me, as if I gave a rat’s ass. And he said to me, “Ma’am—“

But John took it as if the doctor was talking to him. “I remember mama dressing me up as a girl. Papa hated it, but Mama said I pleased both her and papa. But when I hit puberty and my dick started getting hard all the time she…”

John went on and on, and I stared with my mouth open. The big lug was a talking fool! After a lifetime of being shut up he was talking like he was the only one in the world.

Finally, the doctor broke in. “Sir,” John shut right up, “if you folks would let me explain.”

And, stunned by John’s new found vocalizing, I put a hand on his arm to quiet him, and I even shut my trap.

“John was born both man and woman. He still has female hormones in his body. The acromegaly is making his dick grow larger, and that’s where the real problem is.”

I blurted, “What?”

“It’s going to continue growing, and when it reaches a certain size the nerves and blood flow will be constricted and…we’ll have to operate.”

He shut up.

I spoke, “Operate? What kind of an operation?”

“It’s called a penectomy. We remove his penis—“

“What?” John blurted. I shushed him.

“We remove his penis. We use a few hormone therapies, and he will present as a woman.”

“You’re saying my husband’s penis is going to fall off so we have to make him a woman.”

The doctor opened his mouth, then closed it. That is exactly what he had said, but he didn’t want his fancy words translated into  simple English.

One of the other doctors, the man, cleared his throat. “I’ll be in charge of the penectomy. If I can explain a few things?”

“I wish you would.”

“First, your husband has some time left as a man. It’s probably better to leave him be for a while. In fact, there are things we can do to keep him male for a while.”

“Like what?”

“Well, I know this is awkward, but more sex will delay the acromegaly. The release of sperm, the constant emptying of the testicles, it will delay the change.”

“Use it or lose it.”

He blinked, and nodded.

“What else?”

“Well, there is anal sex, pegging it’s called, and…” While he talked both John and my mouths dropped. I had never of such things. Then I looked at John. If my husband was going to be a woman, then this was what we had to do. Lord help us.

The other doctor, a woman, cleared her throat.

“Yeah?”

“I’ll help you with counseling.”

“Counseling? Like marriage counseling? We don’t need no marriage counseling.”

“Transition counseling.”

That was when it hit us. Transition. Hermaphroditic. John, my manly man of a husband, was going to change sexes.

“Did your mother really dress you up like a girl?”

“She did.” We were home now, and sitting in the living room, our minds churning over what we had learned. “She used to make me wear a dress all around the house. She even put make up on me a couple of times. Papa used to get so mad, but she didn’t care. Now that the doctor told us about this herm…herm…sex thing, I guess she felt cheated that I got made into a boy and not a girl. I guess she wanted a daughter.

“Huh.”

He was still wearing the wrap around skirt, it was the only thing he felt comfortable in, that his dick and balls would be hidden by.

“You started talking, you know.”

“I know.” He looked guilty.

“When anybody called you ma’am you started to talk. When they treated you like a man you shut up.”

“Yeah. I know.”

That was one thing about John, he might be sexually…weird, but he wasn’t dumb.

“Well, there’s only one thing that bothers me.”

“What?” he looked at me.

“This sex thing. You gotta have more sex. I don’t know if….your dick…it might be too big for me.”

“Oh.”

“Maybe we better try it out.”

“Oh. okay.”

And, tell the truth, as soon as the doctor had told us more sex would delay the inevitable, I had been hungering for that cock.

Heck, in my whole life I had only fucked three peenys, and they were all John’s size, or close to it. And now, right on my doorstep, was a big dick. A REALLY big dick, and, as long as I’m telling the truth, there isn’t a woman alive who doesn’t wonder if a big dick is better. And now I had my chance to find out.

“Come on, slick,” I stood up, grabbed his hand, and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He followed along, a smile appearing on his face.

I pushed him on the bed and lifted his wrap around skirt, and, here is where it gets weird. He was in the wrap around, and wearing the too small jacket, and he…I imagined him as a woman.

I stood over him, staring down, letting my mind create big tits, a narrow waist, and hair…hair… “Stay here,” I ran back into the front room and got my hat, the one with the hair down the back. I ran back into the bedroom and put it onto his head.

Bingo. Wearing a dress, a jacket that exposed his midsection and made his pecs look a little like boobs, and the long hair. And I was suddenly horny.

I hadn’t been horny before, just wondering, but now, seeing the possibilities of John as a woman, I felt my juices flow. Which was good. The size of his dick I needed a little extra lubrication. I needed a LOT of lubrication.

“What?” he asked, staring at my suddenly lust crazed features.

“Nothing,” but my voice was throaty, horny, dripping with desire.

I climbed on him and sat right below his dick. God, it was a monster. 12 inches, and fat, and I began to stroke it with both hands.

Fortunately, he was a shower and not a grower. If that dick had grown any bigger it would have split me in two. But it stayed the same size, just got harder, and began to throb.

“Oh, yeah,” grunted John.

“Oh, yeah,” I murmured, eyeing that mammoth pole of flesh.

I ran my hands up and down the sides, feeling the thick veins. The red turned a little purple and pre-cum began to ooze.

“Do me, baby.”

“Not yet,” I said. I was in awe. I just wanted to stroke it for a minute, and admire it, and imagine what it was going to feel like when he plowed that puppy into me.

“Fu…” he half mumbled, lurching his hips a little.

I grabbed his balls with both hands and squeezed.

“OOOHHH!”

I grabbed his cock and stroked.

“YEAHHHH!”

Then I squatted over him. I placed that tennis ball of cock head into my slit, and I began to sit.

“Hunh hunh…oh…”

Yet I couldn’t get it in my snatch.

“Fuck!” he snapped, frustrated and wanting a little relief.

I ran into the bathroom and got out more lube. I ran back in, slathering my hole with it. Then I used both hands to coat his pecker.

“Oooh, that feels good.”

I perched over him again, placed the head of his dick between my lips, and tried to relax.

John was going out of his mind. He always was a horny bastard, and now he was getting the treatment. And I am sure that in his mind, fuck it or lose it had become fuck or die.

He grabbed my waist and this moved me off balance, and he thrust, and I fell.

“OOOWWW…OHHHH!” I felt like I was being blown up form the inside, that I was a tire being filled with air and ready to pop. then the pleasure replaced the pain and I shut up. My eyes were wide open, as was my mouth.

John just lay there for a moment, holding me in place, and he laughed. “You look funny.”

“Wha…?”

“You’re drooling.”

And it was true. My mouth was slack and I was actually drooling, salivating, and the liquid splattered on his belly.

“Here,” he said. And he thrust up and pulled me down.

I…have…never…in…my…life….

It felt like a battleship had just come into dock. It felt like my very womb was being penetrated. All my nerves screamed out, a mix of pain and pleasure that became super pleasure.

I tried to squat, to lift up, but I couldn’t get my legs under me.

“Here,” he said, and he flipped me over, and now my impalement was complete, his full weight was shoving that stupendous hunk of man meat into my innards.

I gasped, couldn’t breath, and though he had just started, I was already close to cumming. I felt the white hot heat churning in my groin. I felt the waves of goodness sweep over me, and he began pounding that monster dick into me. In and out, in and out. I couldn’t move. I was being rag dolled. I couldn’t breath and still he kept sliding that long…long…long pole into me, crushing me, expanding me. Then pulling it out…out…out.

I felt the veins, thick and throbbing, rubbing against my rim and into the channel. I felt the big head. I felt his monster balls slap against my rump.

“OOOOOO!” I came, and came and came.

But John didn’t.

But he knew that I didn’t like sex after I had cum, so he pulled out. Oh, the disappointment on his face. To be robbed when he was so close.

“Hold on, hold on,” I muttered, trying to come down from the heights.

He lay next to me, circled my nips with one big finger.

I finally came to myself, and I sat up.

“Are you ready?” he asked eagerly.

“Are you kidding? I won’t be ready for a week after that!”

Again, the disappointment crossed his face.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you get off.”

He smiled.

I began stroking him again, and I even tried to get his cock head into my mouth. It was no use, but I knew that stroking him would finally get him off. At least he was super horny and close.

So I stroked, and I licked the under part of his head, and finally, finally, I felt him start to jerk, to spasm, and I could feel big spurts of semen shooting up his dick.

He came, his eyes went wide and he actually yelled, and an unusual amount of sperm came out of his dick.

Well, of course, his balls were bigger.

And he gave me at least 20 big, thick ropes, juicy streams of semen, rich with chunks. He covered my face and my chest, and there were even a couple of spots on the ceiling.

Then he lay back and sighed. “Oh, God, That was good. That was the best cum I ever had.”

And I knew, big was better. But I also knew something else.

“John, we have a problem.”

“What?”

“You need sex, and you need a lot, but I can’t give it to you.”

“You can’t?”

“John, I feel as stretched as…as stretched as…I feel like somebody just shoved a watermelon up my ass. Well, my cunt. I can’t do that every day, and especially multiple times a day, like you’re going to need. And, call me old fashioned, I don’t want to have a cunt that’s all stretched out of shape. Why if any other man tried to fuck me, not that I would fuck another man, but if he did, after you fucked me, it would be like him sticking a pencil into a glass. His dick would rattle around. Heck, you opened me up so much I thought my insides were going to fall out!”

John frowned. Actually, he looked ready to cry. “But I gotta fuck! Or lose my dick! That’s what the doctor said!”

We sat there and thought about it. And we talked a bit. And we came up with a few ideas.

“There’s always the cows or the horses,” I suggested.

“I ain’t gonna fuck no animal!”

I understood that. But now that we had brought up the subject  of fucking something other than I… “How about my friends?”

I had lots of friends. And I always listened to them carrying on about how their husbands didn’t care, or their dicks were too small, or some other drivel.

Heck, I would start with the gals at my church. They were a varied lot, skinny and fat, big tits and small, but always complaining—I had even heard some of them praying—and wishing for a big-sized dick.

“Your friends?”

“Sure.”

“But they’re all church goers!”

“People who go to church like sex. You ever seen how many begats there are in the bible?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Furthermore, this is a mission of mercy. Once I explain the situation they’ll be glad to come help you out.”

“But you’re my wife!”

“And I always will be. But listen, If they can fuck you for a year or two, extend your amount of time as a man, then that’s that much longer that I will be able to take advantage of you. As a man. And when it’s all done, and you have to…you have to have your…”

“Dick cut off,” he finished for me.

“Thank you, your dick cut off, then they will all be done with you, and you will be left with me.”

He mused over that, thought over that. Lying on his back he said, “So I got to fuck all your friends. Hmmm.”

“Why, sure! You always remarked on how Bessy had the biggest tits this side of Iowa, wouldn’t you like to feel them? Suck them? Maybe even fuck them?”

“Oh,” the light came into his eyes.

“And what about Donna? That girl has been eying your pants for the longest time. Won’t she be surprised?”

We both giggled a that. The idea of prude Donna finally finding out how the other half, the big dicked half, lives. Why, her eyes would pop right out of her eyes and roll around on the floor.

John asked, “What about Rhonda? Would you care if I fucked her?”

“Why, Johnny! You randy old goat. You want that old hen?”

“She ain’t old, and…I just sort of like her. Would you mind?”

“I’ll call her first on the list. In fact, maybe we should just have a church social here and ask for, uh, contributions. You know, help for your condition. Then I could tell everybody, and maybe you’ll even get some pussy right there on the spot.”

“Could we?”

“I’ll go in and arrange it right now.”


PART TWO

That night we held our first meeting, and it was a doozy.

Nine girls form the church showed up, and we all sat in a circle and held a prayer, then we talked about getting new hymnals, the back shed at the church needed painting, and charitable projects we wished to engage in, which brought everybody’s attention to me.

“You called us together, Judy.” That was Wanda Bratton. A slender woman with some decent ta tas and smiles for everybody. Even though we knew her husband was a goat who wasted his seed on whores. “What is this emergency project you need help on?”

“Well, ladies, I’m going to be talking a little medical here, its a medical problem, so don’t be worried if I cross into some racy subjects.”

They all tittered and said they didn’t mind racy subjects, and Wanda blurted, “As long as I’m in the race.” And we all giggled some more. Then I started.

“My husband, John, he has a medical condition.”

There was a chorus of sympathy.

“You see, he was born a man…and a woman. It’s a medical condition, and his parents decided to have him be a man, so they suppressed his…womanliness.”

“Did he have a…sorry, girls, a cunt?” Wand asked.

“He did. Apparently he still has it. It’s just sewed up inside him.

“Oh, that poor dear,” whispered Rhonda.

“Now, the problem is, he’s contracted some sort of condition, sort of like elephantiasis.You know, that thing where people’s bodies swell up?”

“Is he getting fat?”

“Well, not really. Sort of. I mean…”

“What do you mean, Judy?” Donna asked.

“It’s his penis.”

Eyes opened. Surprise. Even shock.

“His…his peeny? His thingy?”

“That’s right. And the condition is that it’s really big now, and the only way to relieve the pressure is for him to have sex. A lot of sex.”

“Oh, that nasty thing,” muttered Donna the prude, but her eyes were glinting so much they were almost steaming. “What are you going to do about it?”

“Well, here’s the thing. He needs a lot of sex, or his dick is going to fall off. Now, we’re prepared for him to be a woman, but the doctors recommend keeping him a man as long as possible. That will make his transition to womanhood easier.”

The girls sort of blanked out for a moment. Every one of them got a far away look in their eyes, and I just knew they were thinking about one thing…a big dick.

Heck, Bessy was deprived because her man said she had ‘cow tits.’ Stupid man, not seeing her blessings. And Donna was such a prude she limited her husband to once a month, but who knew how that was effecting her? Rhonda, poor dear, was getting a little older, and she had to be missing a good dicking or two. And Wanda never got any. Her stupid husband was going to Billy’s Bar and wasting his seed and actually paying for it! More than stupid.

Wanda, “So it would be an act of mercy to help John through these troubled times.”

“It would,” I nodded.

Rhonda asked, “I wouldn’t mind helping him, of course I would have to pray for him. That would be true charity. Would he mind if I prayed to God while I, uh…you know?”

“John is always praying during sex. He yells out ‘God!’ And ‘Jesus!’ All the time.”

Rhonda sat back with a satisfied smile on her face.

Bessy: “And he doesn’t mind my big…’cow tits?’” She lifted one, and it was big, and we all oohed and awwed.

“Personally,” I leaned forward, “I’ve always thought John would like to experience a more full breasted woman. I mean, look at my buttons.”

The girls all shook their heads and made clucking sounds.

Donna stated, “And it is all to give succor. To aid in a distressful time. It is the purpose of our little group.”

“Of course it is. Why, you don’t think I would ask this if John was…not having this condition?”

“Well, no. I just wanted to be sure.”

So we voted, and every last one of the ladies volunteered to come to the aid of poor John.

“Can we see him now? His condition?” Donna wiped a bit of drool from her chin.

“Of course. John?!”

John had been in the kitchen. He was wearing just a blanket. He stepped into the living room and stood there. “Uh, hi.” He was so embarrassed.

“John, could you show the girls your condition?”

John opened the blanket and the ladies all gasped.

It was huge, hanging to his knees, and it was red, and there was even a drop of pre-cum forming on the end of it.

“Oh, my,” breathed Donna.

“I think he’s going to need a lot of charity,” Rhonda spoke in a low voice.

“Would you like a contribution?”

We all turned to Bessy.

“You mentioned a, what do they call it? A transition? Surely that is going to cost money?”

“Of course it is,” I reassured her. “And any contribution would be greatly appreciated.

“She’s just trying to get to the front of the line.” I don’t know who said it, but all the ladies nodded their heads in agreement and reached for their purses.

“Well, Bessy, it looks like you won the lottery.”

She giggled. “It’s better than Bingo. Can I help him now?”

“Of course you can.” I turned to the other ladies. “Now, I don’t know how long he’ll last, but there’s coffee and donuts on and dining table if you wish to wait and take a chance that he’ll last.”

The ladies all rushed into the dining room and began slaughtering the donuts. I was glad I had bought extra, and I made some coffee.

Meanwhile, Bessy took John into the bedroom. Heck, she dragged him into the bedroom, and I heard the bed springs creak as first he lay down, then she got on top of him.

Then waiting for the coffee to percolate, I heard the bed springs again, and I frowned. They hadn’t even bounced. Surely they couldn’t be finished so soon.

Then Bessy poked her head into the kitchen. Her face was red and she motioned for me to come out and speak with her.

“Uh, I’m awfully embarrassed, but…do you have any lubricant?”

“Oh, my gosh, I am so sorry!” I bought a couple of jars and forgot to put them out. I rushed into the bedroom, into the bathroom, and brought out two jars of ‘Slip and Slide’ super lubricant.

Bessy giggled and I apologized again. Then, “is there anything I can do to help before I go back to the ladies?”

“Well, if you could help me up…”

Bessy was rather large, and our bed was high, so I helped her get up on it, then I helped her grease up. I slathered gobs of lubricant on her pussy, and she giggled some more, and got red in the face, and I didn’t wonder if she wasn’t having a couple of mini-orgasms.

Then she was perched over John, and I helped her fit his cock to her lips, then I didn’t need to do anything. She was heavy, lost her balance, and slid right down his cock. Her eyes opened large, her breath caught, and she said, “Oh, my!”

“Now, John,” I cautioned. “You be gentle with these ladies.”

“I will,” he nodded and gulped. The feeling of a pussy other than mine sliding up and down on his cock was getting to him.

“And don’t you cum too soon.”

“I’ll try, but…but…”

“But what?”

“She’s got such nice boobs!”

Bessy giggled again, and I smiled. “Her husband thinks they’re cow tits.”

“Hiram’s an idiot then!”

“Oh, Johnny, that’s the nicest thing anybody has ever said to me.” She giggled, and he thrust upwards with his hips. Her eyes went wide. I knew that pleasure was spearing up through her innards.

“Okay, John, I’ll leave you to her ministrations, but remember, no fast cumming. I don’t want to have to return anybody’s donations.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t ask for my money back.” Her voice was breathing, bouncing in time to John’s thrusts. “I would just ask for seconds.”

“You got it, girl. But don’t you try to make him cum too fast then.”

“I…I…wo….wo…n’t!” He was fucking her so hard her chin was bouncing up and down and making her stutter.

I left the room, listening to the sound of bed springs being abused.

John did three ladies before he squirted, then he surprised me by saying he thought he could do it again if he had a half hour to rest.

None of the ladies left, and he was able to get through four more.

It was near midnight before everybody left, and then the ones who hadn’t fucked him promised to return first thing in the morning. And the ones who had been fucked promised to return as soon as they were recovered. And I had to chuckle. A couple of the woman were dazed, fucked stupid, and they all walked a little bow-legged.

As I counted money that night I wondered how long John could keep his dick on. If he could last a year we could retire and cruise the Bahamas for the rest of our lives.

The next day the ladies showed up, and they brought a few friends with them. They stood around on the porch and chatted, and listened when, every once in a while, the woman inside would start moaning or even yelling as they came.

But things looked to be off to a good start, so I took a short trip to town to pick up more donuts and coffee. If things continued like this the ladies of the town would be round like donuts and walking like they always had to pee.

When I got back, the doctor was there. Doc Smide, and he was talking to a couple of the ladies, and he had a bulge in his pants like he wanted to be administered to. Well, of course, with that much estrogen flowing men would definitely be feeling a resulting upsurge in their testosterone.

“Whacha need, Doc?”

“I brought some medicine for John. How’s he doing?”

“Well, the ladies are making sure he stays a man for a good long time. This medicine, it ain’t gonna take the lead out of his pencil, will it?”

“Oh, no. With his hormonal balances we don’t need to reduce his testosterone, and it looks like the ladies will be taking that out of him, anyway. These pills will help him develop breasts. They work pretty fast, and with his natural hormones they’ll work even faster. So I suggest you go out and buy a couple of bras.”

“Okey doc,” I quipped. I took the medicine, thought about throwing it away, then decided not to. I liked the idea of John having his own set of ta tas.

So the doc left, and business continued. It was late in the morning before all the girls were satisfied and left, and I fed John his first dose of something called Pueraria Mirifica. He took several pills, looked down at his chest and sighed.

“What?”

“I don’t know. I was sort of expecting titties to just sort of pop out.”

I laughed. “Give it an hour or two.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I guess that is pretty dumb, but…”

“But what?”

“You know…I’ve always been envious of tits. I see woman walking around, the way people admire their chests. It must be nice to be admired.”

I thought about what he said, and I reached a decision. I popped a couple of pills in my mouth. “Sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.”

He grinned. “Yeah, baby. Big tits rule!”

In the afternoon more girls showed up. And the next morning. And it was pretty obvious that the word had gotten out. We live just outside a town of 2000 people, and that meant that there were about 1,000 women in town, and I think they all knew and wanted to help.

So the days passed, and a week, and the real trouble started on Monday after Sunday.

Well, yeah, it’s always Monday after Sunday, but the significance here was that church attendance was down. Women were too tired, or too happy to be dragged down by old Fire and Brimstone, which was the nickname for Pastor Garney. And since men didn’t attend unless their women dragged them along, the church wasn’t even half full. And it didn’t take a genius to figure out what was happening, and Pastor Garney showed up at the house early Monday morning.

There were maybe twenty gals lined up, eating donuts and drinking coffee, when the pastor’s old station wagon cruised up the drive. He managed to run over a couple of Magnolias and knock over a wheel barrow before he came to a stop. He stepped out of the car and glared at everybody.

He began walking towards the house, spouting his stuff.

First he tried Hebrews 13:4: “let the marriage bed be undefiled, for God will judge the sexually immoral and adulterous!”

Then he shouted out some Jude 1:7: “those who indulge in sexual immorality and pursue unnatural desire will undergo a punishment of eternal fire!”

And then, from Revelation 17:4: “Women hold in their hands a golden cup full of abominations and the impurities of sexual immorality.”

Leviticus 21:9 was a good one: “she who profanes herself by whoring, profanes her father; she shall be burned with fire!”

But my favorite was Jeremiah 3:9: “Because she took her whoredom lightly, she polluted the land, committing adultery with stone and tree!”

I mean, really? Fucking stones and trees? That woman must had a real pair of ovaries!

But, as the women getting a bit restive, I decided I needed to take a hand, and I did know my bible.

I shouted at him: “Isaiah 58:10: Feed the hungry, and help those in trouble. Then your light will shine out from the darkness, and the darkness around you will be as bright as noon.”

He blinked, then made the sign of the cross and yelled at me. “Deuteronomy 23:18: “You shall not bring the fee of a prostitute or the wages of a dog into the house of the Lord your God in payment for any vow, for both of these are an abomination to the Lord your God.”

One of the ladies yelled out from the porch, “Donations aren’t fees or you would have gone broke a long time ago!”

I grinned. I yelled, “Luke 11:41: But give that which is within as charity, and then all things are clean for you.”

And it went back and forth. The preacher against the harlot. Except it wasn’t me that was whoring. If anybody it was John, and how can a man be a whore, eh?

I suppose you could say John was a ‘whorer,’ but since it was all for medical purposes that seemed sort of lame.

Anyway, after a half hour of that Pastor Garney got tired, or maybe just out shouted, a lot of the ladies were piping up with their own bible verses, and he left.

I breathed a sigh of relief. I was tired of yelling. It’s hard work. But the trouble was only starting. Pastor Garney must have called some husbands, because about noon time they started showing up.

First was Hiram, who had called his wife ‘Cow tits.’

“You come home now,” and he marched up on the porch, grabbed her wrist and started to drag her across the gravel to his truck.

Then, to everybody’s surprise, Bessy dug her heels in. She stopped, and since she was a hefty girl and he was a stripling of a man, he stopped.

“You ain’t fucked me in five months, and the last time you told me I was fat and ugly and had cow tits!”

The ladies on the porch all gasped.

“So now I have to contribute to the well being of a man and you get your feelings all hurt? Where were my feelings when you called me ‘cow tits?’”

“But, honey, I’m sorry, I didn’t know…” he stammered, and Bessy surprised us again. She slapped him right in the face. SMACK. His head turned sideways and her hand print could be seen on his red cheek.

“Now you go home, and I’ll be home when I finish fu…when I finish administering my Christian charity to this poor man.”

Defeated, and definitely outweighed, Hiram slunk back across the gravel, got in his truck, and drove away.

Next was Wanda. Her husband, Jason, came down the driveway in his sport’s car. He got out and stomped across to his wife. And he outweighed her.

He grabbed her wrist and started to pull her, and then, surprise of surprises, other women moved in to hep her.

“You let go of Wanda, you drunk asshole!”

Drunk asshole? This was a Christian woman, but, darned if her words didn’t make me proud. Sometimes you have to turn the other cheek, but this was one of those times when you want to get an eyeball for an eyeball.

Jason stopped as women lined up in front of him, then surrounded him. He looked at his wife. Wanda rubbed her wrist, and she finally spoke up. “You been going down to the whorehouse at Billy’s Bar for years now, and now you get upset because I’m getting fu…I’m administering charity to a poor afflicted man! Begone you Philistine!”

The rest of the ladies started yelling at him then.

“Stand firm, then, and do not let yourselves be burdened again by a yoke of slavery.” Out of the bible, but I didn’t know where.

“Get out, get out, you murderer, you scoundrel!”

And so on.

Lord, I think those ladies knew the biblical curses better than they knew the prayers. But maybe that’s just because Pastor Garney was so Fire and Brimstone.

“At any rate, a few rocks were thrown and Jason retreated to his car and zoomed away. Gone to Billy’s Bar, no doubt.

And that was the way it went that afternoon. And not only did the women curse the men, and throw rocks at them, but when they did go home…they came back the next day. So apparently they didn’t need all the sisterhood they experienced on this day to keep up their courage. Charity will do that to you, you know. Make you stronger. It certainly made John stronger. All their charity made the months pass, and the months would become years. And John would thoroughly enjoy his last days as a man.

But then, one day, not a month after the girls had given the men their comeuppance, I looked at John and I marveled.

“Honey?”

“Yes, dear?”

We were having sex. I had let the ladies push me aside for a while, and I had finally asserted myself After all, I was married to him, and isn’t it right that a woman should give her husband a little charity

“You got titties.”

“I do?”

He looked down at his chest and, sure enough, he had these little bumps under his nipples, and his nipples were puffy looking and standing straight up. “Oh my gosh!”

“Say, these look pretty good.” I hadn’t sat on him yet, and I leaned forward and touched a nipple.

“Ooh!” and he covered the nipple with one hand.

“What? Does it hurt?”

“It feels good. It gave me a tingle all the way down in my dick.”

“Then take that hand away!” I pushed his hand aside and I put my lips to his little mounds.

“Oh, yeah!” he moaned as I sucked.

I used my teeth and pulled, and he about went out of his mind.

“Oh, God! That feels too good! Don’t stop!”

I wasn’t about to. Heck, I knew he had good staying power, and I wanted to make sure he was good and horny. And, I know this sounds funny, but sometimes it feels good to have a good gush of squirtem up your quim. All that white liquid warming your insides, dripping out. It gave a woman a sort of…I don’t know…a ‘successful’ feeling.

So I sucked, and I grabbed his balls, such as I could, with my hands. And I laid on top of him, all awkward, but sucking and massaging and having the time of my life.

And he groaned and moaned, and, finally, I jumped up and squatted over his dick.

Oh, God, it was good. That big thing penetrating me, turning me inside out, making me feel like God hisself was screwing me.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“That’s the idea!” I panted, my chest heaving, and suddenly I froze. I looked down.

“John!” I gasped.

He opened his eyes and looked at me.

“I’ve got tits, too!”

And, sure enough, and they were a little bigger than his. I had a couple of small bumps before, but now they were big bumps. I was going to have to start wearing a bra! I was going to bounce when I ran! And, the weird feeling of exultation inside…I was going to be womanly in shape, as well as essence.

“Oh, honey,” and he grabbed my chest, palmed my nipples and rubbed.

“Ahh…ohhh!” And.I couldn’t help it, I had intended to stay the distance, but I erupted. “OOOH!!!”

But, it was okay, my orgasm caused John to burst.

“GAHHH!”

And we squirted so close together we might as well have been one. He kept pushing his hips up, and I kept sitting harder and harder, and I could feel his gism filling me up.

As I have noted, John was a big cummer, made bigger by his condition. I could feel his big gun, pulsing like a jackhammer, and I could feel squirts against my inner walls. And they went on and on and on.

“God!” He finally muttered, relaxing, satisfied.

Shortly after that I collapsed on him. And I played with his titties, which made him giggle and push me away. Poor, sensitive John.

So there we were, two titty monsters.

Oh, I know we weren’t that big, but we started playing with womanly things. Things like dresses. Lots of the women in church knew how to sew, and they would measure us and bring over the most darling outfits.

I liked it, because I was getting shape and looking more and more womanly.

John liked it because wearing a dress let his cock breath.

And, one day we started playing with make up.

Now, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but Christian women usually wear the nicest make up. They like looking good when they go to church, and who can blame them, eh? I mean, God would much rather have a good looking woman on her knees than some ugly slattern.

So my tits grew, I wore nice outfits, and it was fun to paint my eyes and color my lips.

And John courtesy of the hormones he was taking, and courtesy of his own natural estrogen taking charge, becoming predominate in his body, began wearing dresses more and more, and his breasts filled out the top, and his waist shrunk, and his hips began to get rounder.

And he liked to look good, too. Not a day went by without us playing with make up, and exploring styles and fashion.

And, we played with long nails, and hair styles, and we just had the most girly fun.

And then, one day, I looked at him and said, “John, go get the measuring tape.”

So he did, and here is the thing. He was spending a lot of time in bed, being charitably contributed to by the ladies of the town. And I was busy counting money, or fixing him food, for all the shrinking of his waist he seemed to be eating more food, or being on top or under him, so I just hadn’t noticed.

“What?” he asked, handing me the tape.

I didn’t say a word, just measured him, and, sure enough, he was taller. And not just by a little.

“John, how tall are you?”

“About six foot.”

“Nope.”

“What?”

“You measure out at almost six foot six.”

“What? How could that…”

But we knew.

“You got that acromegaly thing. And it ain’t just your dick growing anymore.”

“But…my whole body? Why haven’t I noticed?”

“Cause you’re always lying down. Or I just ain’t lookin’ at you.”             

“But that…wow!”

Now that we knew what was happening, we kept a close watch on his height, and here is where it gets interesting. As he got taller he didn’t get fatter, or weird looking.

He got heavier, the floorboards would creak under him, but only a little bit. He was getting more…proportionate!

A regular woman, I looked it up in Google, might be 36 by 24 by 36. But he was measuring out at 48 by 32 by 48. I mean, he was…STACKED!

But it was all proportionate.

“You don’t think I’ll get too tall someday, do you?”

“No matter how tall you get, lover, I will always love you.”

And, one more interesting thing, in this saga of interesting things, his dick didn’t grow.

But it did grow softer. And, finally, one day, it was just too soft.

The ladies were all lined up, but they had known what was happening, and what was coming to pass.

Big John’s dick was dead.

Lord, thinking back, it was funny. But when we went to the hospital they made a big procession. All the ladies in town drove their cars, or their trucks, or even their backhoes or graders, and they followed us to town, giving a big long, honking dirge.

Honk…honk…honk…honk…honk…

All the way to town. All together. Birds flew out of trees, citizens, which means the males, stopped what they were doing and watched.

And I often wondered if they were rejoicing. Big John was dead, maybe they would get their wives back.

We arrived at the hospital, John got taken in, and all the girls cheered and whistled and stomped their feet so loud the hospital sent out somebody to make us be quiet.

And he got his dick cut off.

A penectomy.

But, interesting enough, not the balls. The doctor told us the balls would make good ovaries, they just had to push them back into John’s body and let nature readapt them for their new purpose.

John came out of the hospital, and he was a new…woman. And he seemed happier for it. He walked out the door, ducking to get out, he had kept growing and now he was over seven feet tall, and he straightened up and faced us.

He hugged me, and thanked me, and he hugged all the ladies as he could and thanked them for their Christian charity. Then we went home.

But that’s not the end of the story.

A couple of months later John and I were talking. We had just made love, I had found the most darling dildo, and we were talking about what it’s like to have male orgasms versus female orgasms.

“Male Os are harder, faster, and female Os take their time,” he explained.

“Really. I always wondered what it would be like to have a male orgasm.”

And we talked and then we kissed and went to sleep.

I slept good that night. I didn’t have Big John’s dick, but I did have a dildo, and it felt wonderful. It felt wonderful to both of us, and we used it front and back until we thought the darned thing would break. But, heck, if it did, we would just get another one.

And I stirred in my sleep, dreaming dreams of dildos and  John and how wonderful life was. And I felt a warmth inside, and I was dreaming, but I was just aware enough to know that I was having a wet dream.

Imagine, me having a wet dream. That’s sort of reserved for men, but women can have them, and I felt so loosey goosey in my dream, and I felt myself moving my hips, and then it burst over me. I groaned and moaned and felt the world just simply explode. It was like creation had just shattered into tatters.

Then I felt a shaking. John was waking me up. “Honey? Judy?”

“Wha…?” I brushed his hand away. I wanted to wallow in the depths of my orgasm for a while.

“Honey!” but he was insistent.

“What?” I came awake.

“Are you all right?”

“Yes, but…” I felt different. I looked down the bed. “Oh, my God!”

John looked down, and he repeated after me, “Oh my God!”

And we stared. Then he pulled the covers off. There, sprouting from my junction, was a nicely formed dick. And it was dribbling bits of goo from my dream.

I looked at John, and he looked at me.

“Honey,” he said, “I’ll call the girls. I think we need some more charity!”


EPILOGUE

We got charity.

Apparently, my parents hadn’t told me that I had been born with two sexes, and they had decided it would be best if I grew up female.

So, the game was on again, and I looked forward to the months of the girls helping me make the transition. I would miss being a woman, especially after just getting my tits, but, oh well. Whatever God wants…God gets.

Oh, and one last thing. Big John’s dick.

When they took it off we had the doctor’s save it. We took it to a taxidermist in town, and had it stuffed.

It hangs over the mantle piece, a reminder of days gone by.

Funny thing, every Sunday more and more ladies show up here. We drink coffee and eat donuts, and we sit in rows and we watch that dick mounted on the wall.

Funny. It was so heavy we had to have it mounted on a cross piece, and now, if you turn your head a little and use your imagination, it looks like a cross.

And sometimes we ladies talk about it, about how Pastor Garney’s church went bust, and how he is always seen getting his coals raked at Billy’s Bar.

And sometimes we talk about how we should probably pray a little, make our Sundays a little more…spiritual.

Then we look at the dick, and somebody whispers what we’re all thinking.

The Church of Big John’s Dick.

But, really, it is:

The Church of the Big Dick.

And we all know what we are praying for.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little gems.

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.

Thank you
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Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!
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And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

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!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘A Bundle of Feminization Stories!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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