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A Note from Grace!

The fourth volume in the Castration Chronicles!

In writing these stories I found out some interesting things.

For instance, did you know that men without balls can still get erections, they just can’t deliver the potent baby batter. They’re shooting nothing but blanks.

And, chemical castration has made some amazing advances.

Think about it, instead of a woman going through an expensive surgical procedure, why not just have a man get a shot?

The shot can even be for a specific length of time, in case you think you might want him to act manly again.

Isn’t science wonderful?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Womanus Superior!

Feminized and castrated he became a woman.

They didn’t know what they were unleashing!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“But there’s got to be somebody out there who will hire you!”

Dan felt about two inches tall.

“I’ve tried everything. I’ve applied everywhere. I’ve even applied for teaching jobs! There’s just nobody hiring. At least, not in my line of work.”

Dan was smart. Too smart. Which translated as over qualified.

“You’re going to have to find something. I can keep us going, but…”

“But it’s all falling on you, and I know that that is not fair.”

Nancy sighed glumly. “I’m not blaming you, honey.”

“I know, but I feel so guilty. I’m supposed to be the man of the family, I’m supposed to support you, and…I can’t even get a job at McDonalds.

Suddenly Nancy blinked.”I’ve got an idea.”

“What?”

“Do you remember Wanda Jones?”

“Do I? She was second in the my class. She hated me because I aced her out by one fucking point.”

“Yes, I ran into her a year or so ago, and she was talking about a start up, and…yes, she hated you.”

“So…your point?”

“So she’s going to give you a job.”

“What? You’re crazy! She hates me, I aced her out for top spot, and she’s going to hire me why?”

“She’s going to hire you because respect trumps hate.”

“What?”

“When I saw her in Dallas last year, that big women’s convention, we sat down and discussed you. And while she hated that you out did her, she also respected you.

“That doesn’t mean she’ll hire me.”

“Honey, leave it to me. I guarantee I will get you a job by Friday. A good paying job doing what you love.”

Dan frowned. He didn’t believe it. Not for a minute.

Nancy suddenly stood up and started taking her clothes off. “However, there is a price to pay.”

“Now we’re talking,” Dan grinned.

“The price is that if I get you this job you will give me one month of  of cumless fucks.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked.

Nancy almost ripped her blouse off, then unfastened her bra. Her large breasts flopped out and she grinned. “That’s my price, Danny boy. I’m going to get you your dream job, and you’re going to fuck me without cumming. No mess, just white hot love.”

“I don’t think I can do that.”

“Oh, you’re going to do that. And you’re going to start tonight.”

“So I screw you until you squirt, I don’t squirt, and…and what if you don’t get me that job?”

“Then it’s you who gets the cumless sex.”

“You’re saying that you’ll do without cums if you don’t get me a dream job.”

“Absolutely.” She grabbed his buckle and unbuckled, pulled his pants off and his cock stuck out through his boxers.

“Are you sure? I know you like to cum, and I know I’m going to win…”

“I am so sure that if you make this bet and I lose then you can screw me in any orifice you wish.”

“Any orifice?”

“Any. Orifice. With your dick.”

“So if I want a blow job you’ll swallow.”

“If I don’t get you a job.”

“And if I want to stick my weenie up where there isn’t any sunlight…”

“If I don’t get you the job.”

“And now that you’re undressed and I’m undressed…you wanted to have me squirt in you right now, without you squirting.”

“Oh, no. You’re going to give me my first cumless fuck.”

She turned off the lights and dove into the bed.

Dan blinked, and sighed.

“Come on, big boy. Get me off. And you’d better not squirt!”

Dan loved cumless fucks, and he hated them.

Yes, it was fun to be so horny he couldn’t stand it. He loved being horny and desperate and in love with his wife. He loved being so damned alive and unable to do anything about it but suffer the incredible pleasure of the boner that wouldn’t quit.

But it was also incredibly hard to do. He would be rubbing up against his wife, offering to do things for her, taking her out and wishing, even when he knew she wouldn’t deliver.

She rolled up on her side, reached down and grabbed his weenie.

He sighed again. Honey, if you are just pulling my chain…” he warned.

She pulled on his dick. “I am pulling your chain, and I am looking forward to a month of being satisfied without the stinky after taste.”

He pushed her back and bent over her chest and began sucking on her nipples.

“Oh, yes!” she hugged his head to her breasts and arched her back.

He slid between her legs and slipped into her vagina. His cock slithered along the vaginal passage, rubbing veins and feeling so damned good it was amazing.

“Oh, yes,” she blurted.

He pushed in and out, slowly, taking his time. Finally, he was close. He pulled out and she groaned. This was the torture part for her. She wanted his dick in her in the worst possible way. But if he stayed too long he’d cum, and they both knew it.

He moved down her body and began kissing her pussy. “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “This is what I’m talking about.”

His mouth was like a little sucker pod, nibbling and biting and kicking at her labia, her clitoris, her snatch. He had a long tongue and he inserted it right into her hole and began lapping away.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

Now he was horny, but in no danger, and he redoubled his efforts, pushing several fingers into her pussy.

She held his head to her nipples and whispered. “Are you going to fist me?”

He couldn’t speak, his mouth was so busy pulling on her nipples, but he nodded.

Nancy was flexible, and she spread her legs wide. Dan put his fingers together and began poking and pulling.

Nancy gasped and held on.

Slowly his fingers made deeper and deeper entry. She was tight, but his repeated battering had effect. She became juicier and her muscles opened up and, suddenly, the ridge of his knuckles slipped past her opening. His hand was inside her.

She clung to him, her mind a white sheet of heat, and he formed his fist and began slowly punching into her.

Her hips began twitching and spasming, then she began to jerk.

“Hunh!…Hunh!…Hunh!”

She began to cum then. She couldnt’ think for the wonderful sensations exploding in her pussy. She jerked, her hips bounced up and down, and Dan kept doing the slow punch.

Finally, she stopped moving. She was laying, gasping, and she let go, let he arms flop out, and Dan waited.

Every once in a while she would twitch.

“Are you done?” he whispered.

“Almost…almost…” her voice was a whimper.

And, two minutes later she gulped and pushed his arm.

He pulled out of her and she writhed and whined, then collapsed back on the bed.

Dan got up and watched his arm off.

She lay on the bed, finally turning onto her side.

Dan came back to bed and was happy that he had satiated her. And his cock stuck out and throbbed and reminded him that he was still horny.

Man, after this she better get him a good job. And he wondered what it would be like to work for his arch enemy, Wanda Jones.

The next day Nancy made one phone call. She was sitting on the patio and she talked for about a minute, then she hung up.

Dan was watching TV in the house and he studied her.

She laughed and gave him a thumbs up. Then her phone rang.

She talked for maybe two minutes, then hung up. She came into the house and turned the TV off.

“Hey!” I was watching?”

She plopped down on the couch, slipped her flats off and put her feet in his lap. “I was just thinking about how much I’m going to enjoy a month of cumless fucks.”

He shook his head. “I have never seen so much overweening confidence.”

“Double or nothing?”

He chuckled. “Two months of cumless fucks?”

“No. Make it three,” she blurted.

He was gently rubbing her feet.

“What? You get me an interview and think it’s a done deal?”

“Something like that.”

He shook his head. “I never…okay. Three months. But when I win I get total and unrestricted access to your butthole. And believe me, honey of mine, I am going to use that wonderful orifice.”

Nancy nodded. She smiled. “Three months. You won’t jack off. You won’t cum. You’ll do nothing but wait on me hand and foot.”

He shook his head. There was no way she could win. It normally took a month just for a vetting, then there were meetings with department heads, got to make sure you’re a good fit for the company.

Dan shook his head. “I’m looking forward to this.”

“You start work this Friday. Report to building E at the Chimera Complex.”

He blinked. “You mean for a job interview.” His mind couldn’t quite grok what she had said.

“I mean for a job. I talked to Wanda’s secretary, it took me a minute to let her know that I knew Wanda personally, and she passed the message on, and that second call was Wanda. I said you needed a job and she said you can start Friday.”

Dan pushed her feet off his lap and sat up. On one hand he was elated. On the other hand…he couldn’t believe it.

“You’re serious.”

Nancy giggled and pounded her fists on the couch in victory.

Dan stood up. “I have a job!”

“Doing what you love. There’s no way Wanda isn’t going to fit the only person in the world smarter than her into the perfect position. Your dream job.”

“Chemical research.”

“That’s what they do out there.”

“But…but…” then it hit him. His face turned a little white. “The bet.”

Nancy lay back and grinned. Three months of cumming with no mess. Oh, God! A dream for you and a dream for me!”

“But you bet me knowing…”

“And you fell for it.”

“But…honey, you can’t…not….not to me!”

“Every night. Multiple times a night. Oh, God! Are you going to be horny or what?”

“But I’m already horny!”

“Yep.

“You’ve got to let me have a mercy fuck! One cum before I serve my sentence!”

“Nope.” She grinned and put her feet back up on his lap. “And if you don’t make me happy I’m going to be you a chastity belt and make it six months!”

“Oh, fuck,” his voice was a breathy whimper. “Three months.”

“Three months,” she nodded. Then, “And we can start right now.”

At eight in the morning Dan parked his car in the employee parking lot. He walked up the walk and studied the Chimera Complex.

There were four buildings. Steel and mirror blocks set back against a forest. There were pebble paths that led between the buildings, a couple of fountains, and and a horde of people hurrying into work.

Dan walked into the front building and reported to reception.

“I’m Dan Walker. I’m supposed to—“

“Mr. Walker! Wonderful to meet you.” The girl behind the reception desk was blonde, short, stacked, and had the happiest blue eyes Dan had ever seen.

“We go by first names around here. I’m Liz, and everybody will address you as Dan. Is that all right?”

“Of course.”

She was speaking fast, but he had no trouble keeping up.

“We have the obligatory paperwork, then I’ll take you back to the labs.” She handed him an iPad and directed him to a chair in a small area to the side. He sat down and began filling out the forms.

Five minutes later he was back at the desk and Liz took the iPad. She stood up, straightened her dress, which emphasized her sizable boobs, and chirped cheerfully, “Follow me.”

Dan followed Liz over a polished floor to a very thick looking security door. His hand print was recorded and they walked back along a long corridor.

Down a stairway to a tunnel.

“Whoa!” Dan blurted as they stepped onto a slidewalk.

Liz giggled. “You’ll hear the rumors, but there was apparently a situation back east. A rival company actually invaded Chimera offices. Since then everything of importance, and that means labs and research, are accessed through tunnels.”

Dan nodded and watched the walls past. Somebody had painted out-doorsy scenes on the walls of the tunnel. There were little security globes every fifty feet or so.

After a minute they stepped off the slideway and entered through another door. This one was thick, also, but had no palm print reader next to it.

“No need for security here?”

“They check you out when you get on the slidewalk. If you aren’t acceptable the slidewalk stops and the doors lock down.”

“Wow.”

They entered the labs proper, and Dan was impressed. Thick windows, endless rooms filled with lab supplies. Computers everywhere. This was the most high tech lab he had ever seen.

“Right back here,” Liz opened the door and ushered Dan into a small room with a dozen chairs and a wall sized monitor on the wall. There were eight women in the room, all sitting in a big circle, and they all turned to inspect him.

“Wanda, here’s Dan.”

Wanda Jones was sitting in a chair at the head of the circle, and she was exactly as Dan remembered her. She was half a foot taller than him with a world class set of knockers. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a pony tail and her blue eyes were large and set apart. The intelligence in those eyes was….massive.

She stood up and greeted him. “Dan! When I found out you were available…” she actually hugged him. That was not as he remembered her. She was a high test competitor, not a huggee type.

She turned to the women in the meeting. “Ladies, this is the only officially certified person in the world that is smarter than me. He is also married to the only person in the world better looking than me…”

Everybody chuckled. Dan studied the faces as they studied him.

“Seriously, Dan aced me out by one single point on the doctorate exam and I will never forgive him. But he is the perfect fit for what we are doing here.”

Dan smiled.

“Have a seat, Dan. Let me finish the briefing, then I’ll show you around.”

An hour later Dan had been given the cook’s tour. He had been inside every building, met a dozen department heads, and was walking back to the main labs.

“So what do you think, Dan?”

“I’m blown away,” he answered honestly. “You’ve gone far beyond me.”

“I was lucky.”

He  made a sound of disbelief. “If luck is hard work.”

She smiled.

“So, I understand what Chimera does, but what is it you want me to do.”

They stepped on to the slidewalk and gripped the rubber rails.

“I need somebody to oversee MCRS.”

“Which letters stand for?”

“Male Cosmetics Research Section.”

He turned to face her. “Male cosmetics. I’m aware that some men use cosmetics.

“Dan, the average woman spends $1,500 a year on cosmetics.There are eighty million women who wear cosmetics in the United States. That’s $120 billion a year.”

Dan whistled.

“Once we open up the male market you can double that.”

Dan blinked. “That’s a quarter trillion dollars a year.”

Wanda smiled. “And that’s just the United States.”

“That’s more than most countries make.”

“And we’ve got a huge problem.”

They had stepped off the slidewalk now, and they stood and conversed in low tones. Intimate tones.

“Which is?”

“Cosmetics is considered a female endeavor. We can’t find qualified men to help with the research. Especially when they learn about our hands on approach.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“Dan, you’ll not only oversee some of the smartest gals in the west, but you’ll have to wear some cosmetics yourself.”

That was a blinker of a moment, and Wanda knew it. She studied him. Waited.

Dan slowly nodded. “Creams, powders. On my face.”

“And  eye shadow and even shades of lipstick.”

“On my face.”

“You’ll be able to take it off at the end of the day, except for a few long term products. We dream of the day when women don’t have to take off their face before bed.”

“But if they have to put on their face every day…isn’t that more sales?”

“If they don’t have to put on their make up but once a week, or even once a month, then they’ll pay bigger bucks. Long lasting make up has much more profit potential.”

Dan nodded. in truth, he was overwhelmed. He was going to be expected to wear make up. Maybe even long term make up.

“The god news is that this town is dedicated to Chimera. The women in town work in the company, and nobody will blink if they see you in make up.”

“But not many of the husbands work for Chimera.”

“No,” she admitted.

“So I’ll be wearing make up.” And he thought, And not cumming.

“Dan, this is one of the most important positions I have to fill. The success of this department is going to make or break me. I know that I have been pissy in the past, but I’m too smart to let one point stand between me and success.”

Dan nodded.

“If there’s anything you need. Any problem you have, I will be solidly behind your back. Dan. I need you. Desperately. Say you will at least give it a try. We can work out any problems as time goes on. But…”

And Wanda Jones was actually sweating. She was serious. And Dan realized something: this was the greatest opportunity he had ever been handed.

Make up.

Not cumming.

In charge of the most cutting edge chemical department…possibly on the planet.

Zowie.

“I’m your man,” he said and extended his hand.

“You’re going to be wearing make up?”

“We’ll have a team of men, eventually, but I’ll be the first whipping boy.”

“Whipping boy. I like that,” Nancy grinned.

“Figuratively,” he amended.

“Are you sure? I think literally would be better.”

“Now, the only problem is that I’m going to need all my mental faculties. That means I can’t be distracted by sex.”

“Ho! Oh, ho ho!”

“So I’m going to need to cum.”

“Not a fucking chance! I am so looking forward to the next three months.”

“But…”

“But what?”

“You want me to succeed, don’t you?”

Nancy grabbed his tie and twisted a fist in it. She pulled him to her and snarled. “Let’s get this straight. You’re going to be wearing make up, you’re not going to be cumming, and if you don’t live up to your end of the bargain then I will…I will…”

“You’ll what?”

“I’ll chastise you. For real. I’ll make you into a woman and fuck your ass.”

Dan blinked, and actually tried to back away. Nancy wouldn’t let go of his tie, however. “Now, you want to say anything else?”

“No, ma’am,” he blurted, trying to loosen her grip on his tie. He could feel it tightening around his neck.

“Good, now come here.”

She pulled him into her and kissed his mouth fiercely.

Dan had no choice. And, face it, his cock was hard. What she was saying was scary, but scary sexy, too.

She reached down and grabbed his cock. She nibbled on his lips. She stroked him. Then she said, “I can’t wait to see you in make up.”

Dan found the work extremely interesting. Besides his natural love of chemistry, to be on the cutting edge, to examine results first hand, he was in heaven.

And he was having problems. Actually, one big problem.

“Wanda, I’m not agreeing with anything the girls say about colors and shades.”

Wanda was down for the weekly briefing. She looked at the girls on Dan’s team and frowned.

“Show me.”

Dan pulled out spread sheets and graphs and samples of lip colors.

“See. These are my choices, and they look fine. To me. But when you put the lipstick on the face…grotesque.”

Wanda leaned forward and examined the material.

They talked about colors, what was pleasant to the male eyeball and what was pleasant to the female eyeball.

At last, Dan sighed. “I hate to admit it, but girls have a better appreciation for color than males.”

“I disagree,” Wanda said thoughtfully, “Because there are so many paintings by old masters. Rembrandt, Vermeer, Brugghen.”

Dan countered. “Van Gogh, Picasso…Hell, Dali.”

Wand laughed. “You don’t like Van Gogh?”

“I can see make up on a Rembrandt, But nothing could fix the faces done by Van Gogh.”

Wanda nodded. “You know, this isn’t a problem.”

“It’s not?”

“Nope. You’ve got girls to steer you, and it’s more of a re-education process. We just have to educate your female mind.”

That was a blinker. “My female mind.”

“You’ve got a female mind and a male mind. You just have to learn which is which and how to differentiate.”

“And you have a male mind and a female mind.”

“It’s true.”

And, psychologically, it was true. But realistically…”

“So I’ll tell you what. Let’s put you on a crash course. You’ve been dabbling with skin color, lengthening your eyelashes. Maybe it’s time to pull out the stops.”

“Well, if you think it’ll help.”

“Can’t hurt, so why not?”

He shrugged. Why not.

“Girls,” Wanda called in Dan’s assistants. “Over the next few weeks we’re going to need to educate Dan’s mind. That means full make up every day.”

“We don’t have a full male make up line set,” pointed out a gal named Joyce.

“Pad it with female make up. We need Dan to look at himself through different eyes.”

The girls nodded.

“Okay. Let’s get started.”

They put Dan into a chair that was like a dentist’s chair. It reclined to full prone, could be raised, tilted, and it was very comfortable.

Dan leaned back and smiled. “Now I’m working hard.”

Joyce and another girl, Debbie, began working on his face.

For the last two weeks Dan had not been getting any cums. His cock was hard, and he quickly realized that his boner was going to be sticking up.

He tried to scrunch a bit, but the girls quickly noticed the bump in his groin.

“Dan, if I didn’t know better,” Joyce grinned. “I’d say that you’re glad to see me.”

Dan sighed. He was embarrassed, but he was also surrounded by the most cheerful girls in the world.

“You know, we’ve got a problem,” said Debby.

“What’s that?”

“He needs a haircut.”

Joyce sat back, tilted her head. “But not a haircut.”

“No. His hair needs to be longer for this shade.”

“Dan,” Joyce shook him.

“Yes?”

“You need longer hair.”

“It only grows so fast.”

Joyce turned to Debby. Take some pics of Dan and head over to wigs.”

Dan blinked. “You’re really going to make me wear a wig?”

“Sure. Why not? It’ll be fun. Lay back, Dan. We’ll wake you up when we’re done.”

Dan lay back, and he did go to sleep. Well, he dozed, and it felt good. And his cock was throbbing as they played with his face. Every once in a while he heard the girls giggling, but he didn’t know they were looking at his bulge.

For a couple of hours the girls worked on him. They cleansed him and primed him, put on foundation and blush. They worked on his eyes and his lips, then they put a wig on his head.

Dan drifted, and enjoyed, and was surprised when they woke him up at three in the afternoon.

“Okay, Dan. We’re done. Time to knock off a little early.”

“Oh, okay.” He yawned. His face felt funny, sort of stiff, but he knew it was just make up. He wondered what he looked like.

“What do I look like?”

The girls were standing around smiling.  “Gorgeous,” said Joyce, and the other girls nodded.

“Well, good.” He stood up, saw himself in a window reflection,a nd almost fainted.

His eyes were shadowy caves and his dark eyes glittered. His lips were red and puffy. They had apparently used the new plumper. His face was…female.

And his hair was long, down to his shoulders.

“Oh, my God!”

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

Dan was in a panic. Yet….this was the job. And the girls were all happy.

“Uh, yeah. Yes.”

“Okay, girls,” Wanda walked in. “Time to go home, but I wanted to see Dan before he left.”

She stepped in front of Dan and nodded.

Dan’s face was bright red under the make up, but Wanda just seemed to take it as normal. “That’s wonderful. Maybe a bit too much blush. And the hair…don’t we have a better wig than that?”

The girls all explained what they had done and why, and Wanda agreed with them. “Well, it is a wonderful job, and we can get a better wig…Dan, you look absolutely ravishing.”

“I do?”

“Oh, yes. You’re knock out. All you need is a set of…” she stopped talking and examine his hair again.

He wondered what she was going to say. It almost sounded like she was going to say he needed a set of boobs. But that was ridiculous. He was a guy!

An hour later Dan drove up to his house. He parked in the garage and closed the door. He was feeling a little funny about the way he looked, and he walked into the house.

“Let me see you!” Nancy gushed, running into the kitchen.

Dan’s face was colorful, his lips were red, and he was totally embarrassed.

“Wow! Wanda called and said they did a number on you.”

“It’s not too much?”

“Are you kidding? Men are going to be falling all over themselves to get this kind of face.”

“But doesn’t it look girlish?”

“Honey, it’s supposed to look a little girlish!”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Why would we put make up on a man just to have him look like a man? No, this is perfect. Men are going to be so beautiful. And you are incredible. In fact…I think I’m going to need a cumless orgasm.”

“Now?” he squeaked.

“Especially now. I want that beautiful face going down on me. But…”

“But what?”

“Never mind.”

“No. Not never mind. Wanda was about to say something, now you’re about to say something. What are you girls saying?”

“Okay, honey. I’ll be blunt.”

“Please do.”

“You need fingernails. And you need…”

“What?” he felt a little faint, but he had asked for it.

“A chest.”

“A chest?”

“Breasts. Boobs. You need to emphasize your beauty and let the world know.”

“But I don’t want the world to know!”

“You don’t?” Nancy seemed mystified. “Why not?”

“I’m a man!”

“Of course you are! But you are changing the face of mankind. You are going to be beautiful! You are beautiful!”

“But nobody will be able to tell I’m a man.”

“Of course they won’t! that’s the point!”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Look, when you look at an advertisement what do you see?”

“Something being sold.”

“But who’s selling it?”

“Some company.”

Nancy made a sound like a pirate. “Argh!” She opened up a fashion magazine. “What do you see?”

“A woman.”

“And here?”

“A woman.”

“And…”

She through the fashion magazine aside and picked up a golf magazine.

He stared as she flipped through the pages. It was a magazine for men, and it was loaded with pictures of sexy women. Women selling booze and cars and clubs and…and everything.

“Do’t you understand?” Nancy said, “It’s a woman’s world. People want to look at women. Holding on to manliness is silly, counter intuitive, and doesn’t make money!”

“But…but I’ll look like a woman!”

“ARGH!”

She stared at him.

He stared at her.

She said, “Honey, it’s the weekend, and we’re going to give you a make over.”

“I think I already had one of those,” he touched his face cautiously.

“They did your face, gave you some pretty hair. We’re going to go the rest of the way.”

“We are?”

“Get ready, honey. I’m going to give you long, beautiful nails. A pedicure. We’ll get you some boobs. Lexie has a pair of knockers that will fit you perfectly. We’ll go get some real clothes, and…”

As Nancy rambled on and on Dan stood dumfounded. She wanted to make him into a woman. And what was weird, she was acting all turned on.

The fact that she was turned on became even more obvious a minute later. Winding down with the clothes and the nails and the shoes and the underwear and everything, Nancy said, “But first, like I told you, I need an orgasm.”

“Cumless for me,” he said.

“Of course,” she agreed, then she moved in on him, kissed his red lips, felt his bulging cock, and she said, “Isn’t this fun?”

In a way it wasn’t. But, in a way, it was.


PART TWO

Dan sat at the kitchen table in female underwear and watched as Nancy shaped his nails, picked out some long ovals, and glued the fakes on. His boobs were big, very big, and he was amazed by how different they made him feel.

His cock was throbbing under the table.

He hadn’t cum for weeks, and he had been inside Nancy almost every day, fucking her until he was in danger of cumming, then eating her, and fisting her, and suffering withdrawal as she groaned in magnificent orgasm.

“You know, you’re going to be the most famous man in the world.”

“Oh?”

“You’ll be the poster child for male cosmetics.”

Hunh.

An hour later Nancy was done. He had red toenails, extra long red finger nails. His body was bare of hair, and his ears were pierced.

“Okay, we need to dress you.”

“Shorts and a tee shirt is what I normally wear.”

“Yes, but we need to hide your boobs enough so that people don’t realize they aren’t real.”

“They certainly feel real enough.”

He jumped up and down and they jiggled.

Nancy laughed and went into her closet. She came out with a blue dress. The sleeves were a little puffy, but the neckline was high enough that his fake boobs wouldn’t be revealed as fake.

She helped him into the dress, stood back and inspected.

“Nylons and shoes, baby, then you’re done.”

She helped him with the nylons and gave him some three inch heels. Tall enough that he was awkward, but short enough that he could still walk.

All that weekend Dan walked around the house and got used to the new him. It was weird, it was bizarre, and his cock was so rude that Debby finally insisted on ordering him a chastity tube.

“Really?” he protested.

“If you don’t get some sort of restraint you’re going to be pointed at and laughed at.”

“As if they’re not already going to laugh at me for being a woman.”

“Honey,” Nancy smiled, “You are so sexy, nobody can tell you’re not a woman.”

“Ha.”

Monday morning came along and Nancy insisted on driving him to work. Actually, she had ulterior motive. She knew how scared he was, and she had called Wanda and they had arranged a surprise for Dan. When they drove up a hundred women were standing on the curb. They cheered Dan, told him how beautiful he was, and he was escorted into the buildings in style.

Nancy stood and watched and smiled.

Wanda came up next to her. “He’s doing well.”

“Yes, he is.”

“Good. I talked to corporate and they’re in a hurry. They want us to work on the more permanent make up, and they want him ready for an unveiling.

Nancy: “He’ll be ready.”

“What about his cock? He seems a little…happy.”

Nancy frowned. “Yes. I’ve ordered a chastity tube, but he seems a bit resistive.”

“I don’t wonder. Well, there are other ways of controlling his desires.”

Nancy turned to Wanda. “Are you talking about temporary chemical castration?”

Wanda took a breath and, “Yes.”

“I don’t think he wants to go there.”

“Do you know how much money he’s going to make?”

“It’s his dick we’re talking about.”

“Six months without a hard on. You need to convince him.”

“I’ll try.”

Wanda smiled. “We’ve got a lot riding on Danny boy.”

“I know.”

“I’ll broach the subject of chemicals, but I think it’s going to be up to you.”

Nancy took a breath and thought about what she was going to ask Dan. It was a big thing, a huge step.

That day the girls worked on Dan extra hard. They knew corporate was breathing down their necks, and they started applying the more permanent make up.

Wanda kept coming down and inspecting their progress.

Dan sat in the chair and enjoyed himself. Joyce was doing the record keeping while they worked on him, and he sort of enjoyed being pampered.

“Did you use the longer lasting formula?”

“We did. His lips should last a month.”

“Excellent.”

Dan was dozing, his cock was throbbing, the girls were giggling as his lap bounced up and down.

“Beautiful, Dan.”

He opened his eyes. “Hi, Wanda.”

“But you seem to have a little problem.”

She looked at his lap.

Dan frowned. Man, he was horny. Weeks since he had had a cum. In fact, he was into his second month, and it was driving him crazy. “Sorry, uh…don’t know what to do about it.”

“Well, there are methods.”

“Nancy talked about getting a chastity device to keep me down, but…”

“Not too fond of the idea of locking up the big boy, eh?”

“Not too,” he admitted.

“We could always give you a drug.”

“Like a reverse viagra?”

“Sort of.”

“Well, I don’t know.”

“It’s temporary.”

Dan frowned.

“Well, talk it over with Nancy. We’re talking a lot of money here.”

“I will.”

Dan felt the pressure, but he also felt the desire for money.

“I’m going to inject the eyelash formula now.”

Dan lay back and the girls put clamps over his forehead.

“Don’t move at all, Dan.”

This was a new procedure, and Dan was very curious as to how effective it would be.

The computer was set in motion, and a small needle hovered over his eyes. He hardly felt a thing as the micro injections were administered to the lip of his eyelids. Fifteen minutes and it was done, and he felt no different.

“Beautiful,” said Wanda, and she patted his long nailed hand and retreated to her own offices.

The eyelash injections worked within 24 hours. Dan woke up the next morning and there was a dark line over his vision. He blinked, and his newly elongated eyelashes fluttered up and down. It was like the window of the world was sliding up and down.

“Whoa, those are spectacular!”

“I think I’m going to need a trim.”

And he did. At the office they actually had to cut his eyelashes, twice. Then the growth slowed down and they just worked on curling them.

More days passed, and Dan was coming along wonderfully. And the company wanted more.

A lot more.

“But we’re talking about six months of no boners. At all!”

“How much longer do you have on your cumless sentence?”

“A month.”

“Too long for them to wait, I think you’re just going to have to bite the bullet and go without for an additional six months.

“What?”

“Bite…the…bull—“

“I heard you. But. this is my weenie we’re talking about! I like my weenie. Even when I don’t cum I like it.”

“Especially when you don’t cum,” Nancy giggled. It was no secret that Dan was loving getting his wife off, and loving not being able to cum.

Who would have thought?

“Okay. Look. I’ll talk to Wanda. Maybe I can talk them into giving you a shot for a month. Then you get your boner back and we fuck, and we can do it again. A month at a time.

Dan frowned. A month between cums?

“Come on. Try it. One month. Then make up your mind. You’ve got a month of cumless orgasms left, anyway. So what’s there to lose?”

“Well…”

I’ll call Wanda first thing in the morning. Believe me, this will make her happy.”

“Well…”

Before Dan could make any more objections she sat on his lap, ground her pussy down on his prick, and kissed his mouth.

It worked. Dan was so horny he was easily distracted. Deep within he was hoping for a cum, even though he knew he wasn’t going to get one.

Ah, well.

“He’s agreed to a month.”

“A month isn’t long enough. We need six months. Or a year.”

“He’ll never agree to that.” Nancy bit her lip, then said, “I would.”

Wanda cocked her head.

“Isn’t there a clause where I can make medical decisions for Dan?”

“That’s not exactly—“

“If he’s undergoing a procedure and you need an instant decision…”

“And he can’t be bothered.”

Nancy took a deep breath. “And I inadvertently signed the number one, and didn’t understand that it was one year, and not one month…”

She could almost feel Wanda nodding over the phone. “I believe, uh. yes…uh…”

“So have the paperwork ready and let me know when Dan is going to be too busy.”

Dan had more problems than just a chastity tube, although that was quite a problem. The company wanted him to get boobs.

Real boobs.

Well, real fake boobs.

The breast forms were not showing well on the mocked up advertising campaigns, and they wanted him to have real jiggle. The company figured that he could get implants, small ones, and that would open up all sorts of avenues. Advertising was dying for a man with boobs. The AMA wanted men to have boobs because that would be a boob to plastic surgery. The government wanted men changed into women because, well, because they were the government. they figured women could be persuaded to vote the way they wanted them to.

Dan really didn’t want fake boobs, but then why was he always thinking about it? And why was he always erect thinking about it?

On a Friday morning Dan was scheduled for boobs surgery, and Wanda gave Nancy a call.

“Okay, Nancy, Dan is a bit busy, and perhaps you could sign a couple of forms while he’s under.”

Nancy was there in ten minutes, and she didn’t even bother reading the forms she was signing. Heck, she knew what was on them, and she knew that somewhere down the road she was going to have to talk fast to Dan. But, right now, this was for the best. Dan would do without sex for a few months—well, a year was just a handful of months—and they would be rich. Very rich.

Dan came out of his surgery none the wiser, and he looked down at his chest and felt…weird. He knew he had tits, but he couldn’t really see them. His chest was wrapped in Ace bandages and would be for a week.

Wanda lent him the company limo to give him a ride home, and he spent the weekend laying in bed and watching TV.

And looking at himself in the mirror.

Physically, he was a woman. Not just in the face, or a certain fat distribution about the frame, but…if one didn't know he was a man they never would have guessed.

His face was permanently made up. His make up never had to come off, and there was no trace of large-pored, man features. His lips were permanently plump and red, his eyelashes were long and curly.

On Monday Dan wasn’t quite ready to go back to work. He was tired and still recuperating from the surgery. He felt sort of…listless.

The company sent a couple of doctors over, and they poked and prodded, but he was okay.

So he took a Monday and Tuesday off, and went back to work on Wednesday. And he still felt a little weak.

Wednesday night he came home and Nancy had a bourbon and Coke ready for him. The company was trying to get him into wine coolers, that sort of thing, a more feminine drink. Nancy, however, knew that there were times for spritzers, and time for real booze.

The booze did bring him back up, and he even felt somewhat amorous.

“Man, before the operation, before I got boobs I was horny all the time. Now…” he shrugged.

“You can cum if you want,” Nancy blurted. She knew why he was listless, why he wasn’t getting erections. He had been given a shot of chemical castrator, and that stuff was working on his system.

Dan was thrilled. He had been starved long enough. It was time to get drained. But when he began making love his weenie wouldn’t stand up.

“What the fuck?” he wondered out loud.

“What’s the matter?”

“I’m not getting too hard.”

“Well, some other time,” commented Nancy. “In the meantime…maybe you could, uh…you know…?”

He did know, and he went to work. Listless or not, there was something about making his beautiful wife cum that made his life worthwhile.

He lay on her and sucked on her and fisted her, and it wasn’t long before she was gasping and humping his arm and having the most wonderful orgasm.

But when it was all over Dan was still limp.

The following day his chastity tube arrived.

“I don’t need it,” he said sadly, lifting his limp cock up.

But Nancy insisted. After all, if she could sort of distract him then she could delay him finding out what she had done.

So, limp cock notwithstanding, Dan wore a chastity tube on his limp cock, and life went on.

Life was more than permanent make up. It was fashion designers to teach Dan about new styles. Corsets. Nylons. Shoes, shoes, shoes.

They injected a form of the eyelash growth formula into his scalp and his hair started to sprout.

He lost weight and fat shifted on his face. His hips became rounder and rounder, and they had to inject more silicone into his breasts to balance everything out.

And though he was always horny, he still wasn’t getting boners.

Dan was now in an official funk. He had had done everything they had said. He had tits and looked like a woman. But his penis was deader than a dead doornail. And he finally started to wonder what was going on.

He had been so busy getting experimented on, learning about colors and fashions and even how to cook, that he had totally neglected his duties as the boss of the MCRS. It was time for him to take a big interest in what the company was doing to him.

On a Friday night Dan stayed late. He had a couple of duties he was supposed to take care, mostly forms concerning his personal well being, and he bid good bye to the girls and went to work.

Time passed and more people left. The building was now empty, except for a couple of security guards.

Dan went to administration and let himself in. As a department head he had access.

He went to his file and pulled it. He laid paperwork out and began to read.

Everything was fine. All the t’s were crossed and the i’s dotted.

Yet he had the feeling that something was rotten in Denmark, and it wasn’t the cheese.

He packed everything up and put it back neatly. He was about to leave the office when he realized he hadn’t seen any release forms.

But they had done lots of things to him. And he had signed lots of release forms. So where were they?

He let himself into the senior administrator’s office. Behind her desk was a safe, and—God loves drunks and idiots—it was ajar.

It wasn’t supposed to be. Dan realized this as soon as he opened the thing and began looking through the contents.

Not just releases, but contracts of a suspicious nature, company communications not for the rank and file.

And a box of neatly arranged thumb drives.

He found his name easily and alphabetically. He popped the thumb drive into the computer and began reading.

Releases. All signed and above board. The real paper had been routed to corporate headquarters. But the thumb drive had the electronic versions.

He stopped reading, backtracked.

A release for the administration of leuprolide acetate. Gobble de gook concerning testosterone inhibitors. Estrogen shots, and—-he had had estrogen shots. He understood those, but what had he missed?

He backtracked. Leuprolide acetate.

What the fuck was that?”

He called up a browser and did a search, and amongst the official explanations he read…

LHRH agonists stop testosterone production in the testicles. They are administered as a depot injection right under the skin or into the muscle. These injections can last for 1, 3, 6 or 12 months. Discuss with your doctor which option is best for you.

Chemical castration! But he wouldn’t have allowed them to administer that sort of thing to him!

He read the fine print, looked at the signature, and…

Nancy.

Nancy had signed for him.

In the event of incapacitation she could sign for him. But he hadn’t been incapacitated.

He looked at the date. Crap. The day he had had boob surgery. They had called Nancy and had her sign a form while he was under. For chemical castration.

And, the last thing he saw before he finished up: length of time for the chemical castration….one…YEAR!

Not a month, like Nancy and he had talked about.

But why would she agree to a year?

Because she wanted to.

Because there was money at stake.

Dan made copies of everything and put it on a thumb drive. Then, thinking about it, two more thumb drives. And he mislabeled the two extra thumb drives. He would hide all that and when and if he was searched they would find the thumb drive, and maybe a copy mislabeled, but not the second copy.

Redundant redundancies.

And he went home.

“How come so late?” asked Nancy, dishing out a bowl of spaghetti.

“I had to make copies of the release forms I never signed.”

Nancy froze. Then managed to utter, “What?”

“Like the one where I was chemically castrated. You signed that one. Then there were releases for permanent make up. It looks like I might look like a woman for the rest of my life. Wanda signed off on those.”

“Honey…”

“Did you know they’ve been giving me hormones? I’m filled with testosterone blockers and estrogen enhancers. And to think that I’m the big, bad, smart chemist. I went blithely along and never complained. Of course, I wasn’t getting the full story, but I should have realized something was going on. I mean…look at me.”

He forked up some spaghetti and watched his wife.

“Honey…do you know how much money we’re going to have?”

“Not much.”

“What?”

“I didn’t just find the releases, I found the contracts I signed. There’s some surface money, a hundred thousand, just enough to make us eager, but past that, past a certain point, I become a willing volunteer being paid a minimum wage.”

“But Wanda keeps saying that we’ll be rich!”

“You mean the Wanda who I beat by one point?”

Nancy went deathly silent. She had betrayed her husband. She had ruined them. She had willingly made him into a woman, and there was nothing she could do about it.

“What are we going to do about it?”

“Something. I don’t know what. But…something. Could you pass the garlic bread?”

Life goes on. Dan continued working for Chimera. He plotted. Nancy stayed home, or went to her own work, and was very, very silent.

Which was good, because she wouldn’t have been able to hide her feelings from Wanda.

Dan was able to.

In fact, Dan thought he might be officially insane. He smiled, he laughed, he contributed to the study of himself as the world’s first, cosmetically perfect man.

He treated Wanda like she was gold.

The hormones worked in his body. His dick shrank, became as big as a clitoris. His balls were the size of grapes.

His tits grew larger, were enhanced again and again, ostensibly to make his body proportionate, but really just to…make his tits big.

And he wondered what Wanda’s end game was.

She had to have one. It wasn’t enough for her to simply change him into a woman and walk away laughing. She had to have some final conclusion. She had to make a point, betray him for some last, great finale.

But he didn’t know what.

So he kept going to work, even contributing to the procedures.

He also kept an eye on the computers and various activities in the Chimera complex.

“Dan, we need to conduct one last procedure.”

He knew, intuitively, that this was it. “What can I do?” he asked quite blithely.

“We need to study certain sexual interfaces and relationships.”

They talked for a while and Wanda laid out the program. They needed Dan to have sex. This would be the final bit of data needed for their program.

“So what do I do about my limp dick?” he finally asked.

“Oh, we can handle that,” Wanda said. “We’ve got a shot that we can give you that should, at least temporarily give you a night of love making.”

“Sort of a super viagra?” he asked.

“Exactly. Wouldn’t you like to have a big, old orgasm?”

“Well, yes. I would.”

Wanda smiled. She would use the promise of money or sex to get what she wanted.

Dan smiled.

Wanda said she’d be in touch, but they would probably conduct the experiment after hours. Maybe on the weekend.

Dan said that was fine.

Dan got the call on a Friday night a week later. By then he had figured everything out. He simply got into the computer system, looked around for blank purchases, unauthorized procedures, and found what Wanda had planned.

That night he thought about what it was that was going to happen. It was a trap for him, and Wanda figured he was ripe for the plucking.

And he would have been. He was drugged, dazed, and should have been totally compliant. So why wasn’t he?

Hmmm.

He reported to the lab on Saturday morning. Nobody was there except Wanda.

“This is a simple procedure,” she explained. “No need to take everybody’s week end. Zip zip zap and we’ll be done.”

Dan smiled and followed her through the labs.

They left the official labs and entered a back area Dan had never physically been in. Of course he had been there digitally, but he wasn’t about to let Wanda know that.

“Never been back here,” he mentioned conversationally.

“Just had it fixed up for this last procedure. Why don’t you lay on the horse over there.”

The horse was sort of like a saw horse, but it had little platforms for the knees and forearms on the legs. It was basically a cushioned plank, and he lay down on it.

He lay there and thought about what was going to happen. And he was content.

“Let me attach these leads,” Wanda circled the horse and fumbled with leads, except they weren’t leads. They were handcuffs disguised as leads.

Dan pulled his arms and couldn’t get loose. “Say, am I supposed to be tied down like this?”

Wanda smiled and went to a bench and opened a drawer. “Yep.”

“When are you going to give me a shot to make my pecker stand up again?”

“You won’t be needing that,” Wanda said, and she turned around. She was fastening a strap on around her waist. A big cock jutted out from her crotch.

“I know what you did,” Dan said.

“You do?” Wanda pulled a buckle tight, stroked her big cock, and grinned.

“I found the releases. I found where you signed the releases for me and authorized hormones. I found where you tricked my wife into authorizing chemical castration.”

“My, my. Aren’t you the clever one.”

Wanda took a big jar out of the bench drawer and started greasing up her dildo.

“I know you promised us big bucks, but then slipped in a contract, signed by yourself and not me, where everything I do is for the company.”

Wanda walked behind Dan, stroking her cock, and she stood between his legs and started pushing her fingers into him, lubing his rectum.

“Unh,” he grunted. He knew this was going to happen. He was actually relaxed. He knew if he fought it would hurt, but if he relaxed he could keep his wits about him and get evidence.

“And why would I do all that, Dan?”

“Mental illness? Natural cussedness? Maybe you’re just a vile creature who preys on her fellow man.”

“Wrong, wrong and wrong,” she said. She had three fingers in him now and was pushing and pulling, opening him up.

Dan thanked God that his wife loved to be fisted. He knew her tricks, and he knew he could take it, that he might even like it.

Especially now that he was a woman…he might like it.

“The real reason I did all that was because you beat me by one point.”

Dan froze. He knew this was the truth.

“I couldn’t believe it. One fucking point, and I was second place. You got the glory, and I was…second place. The professors lauded you, and I was ignored.

One….fucking…point!” She pushed her cock into him and he arched his back and groaned.

It didn’t feel bad. It felt good. But it shouldn’t have felt that good, except that he had done his homework.

“For the last ten years I have hated you. Stealing my glory! Reducing me. You fucked with me, so I decided to fuck with you.”

She was ramming the big cock into him, pulling it out, ramming it in again, and again, viciously, slamming her plastic balls against his.

“I changed you into a woman. I gave you tits. I castrated you. And you know why?”

“Why?” he grunted as she slammed into him.

“Because studies have proven that men have an unfair advantage. Your one point came about because you had an unfair advantage. So now you aren’t a man! Now I’m the man, and I’m fucking you over the same way you fucked me over. Now do you understand?”

“I…” she rammed him, “under…” she slammed him, “stand…” she jammed him.

“How do you like it then?” she screamed. She grabbed his long hair and pulled his head back. She fucked him. She slapped his ass and…and that’s when the police burst in.


EPILOGUE

The Chimera Corporate Complex was a virtual duplicate for the chimera complex Dan had worked at. Four buildings, tunnels, labs, the whole works, all set inside a place called Stepforth Valley.

Dan and Nancy arrived at the airport and were driven through the town.

Nancy was a crushed person. She had been fooled by Wanda, and she had sold her husband out for a few bucks. A few bucks that would never be.

Dan didn’t seem to mind. He held her hand in the limousine and looked out at the countryside.

They were driven across the complex to the building in the back. The doors were opened and they were escorted into the building.

They were escorted by large, buxom women. Beautiful women. In fact, it seemed that everybody in the complex was female. No males anywhere.

Dan had the stray thought: he wondered if some of the women were men, like himself.

Herself.

They took the elevator up to the top floor and were escorted down a long hallway to a set of giant double doors.

Through the double doors, and now they were down the rabbit hole. The furniture on the top floor was all over sized. Built for a giant. The chairs were for people eight feet tall. The couch was extra long and had a step ladder for normal size people to use to get on it. There was a bathroom with a tall toilet and a giant shower. There was a kitchen designed for a giant.

“My, my,” observed Dan interestedly.

The women escorting him were all taller than him, and they were armed, but they were also polite and smiled when they looked at him.

They walked through the building and came out on a balcony on the backside, and there she was.

She was eight feet tall, her measurements were a solidly packed 48 by 36 by 48. Or fifty. Her boobs were quite large.

She was sitting on an over sized lounge chair to the left of the double doors. Her large hands were holding an over-sized iPad and she was scrutinizing it as fast as she could scroll.

“Hello, Dan,” she smiled and put the iPad down. She stood up and came to him, and she was the most incredible, beautiful creature he had ever seen. “My name is Silithia.”

She was perfection.

“As you can see I suffer from giantism,  feel free to stare, I won’t be offended.”

Dan felt like he wanted to stare forever. The woman’s eyes were magnetic and she emitted a wonderful glow of health and well being.

“And you are Nancy. I am so happy to meet you. Please, have a seat, and let’s discuss our little problem.”

Dan and Nancy sat on tall chairs, Silithia sat in what was, for her, a regular chair. This put their faces all on a level.

Hers, of course, was larger than theirs.

“I have read all the reports, and I want to apologize for what Wanda has done.”

Dan heaved a sigh.

“She is in jail right now, and when she is released we will reduce her.”

“Reduce?”

“We will take her womanhood away. She will be a man, probably for several lifetimes.”

“You can do that?” blurted Nancy.

Silithia smiled. “Let me explain.” She sat back, steepled her fingers, and began. “A woman is the highest form of life. If a man is a good man for many lifetimes, he is granted womanhood. But being a member of a deviant race of sorts, mankind, even then she must continue on the upward path. If she conducts herself in a correct manner she becomes as I. Womanus Superior. A new race, if you will, and a hope for all of mankind. Which brings us to you.”

She signaled for drinks, and the large women who waited on her quickly accommodated.

“You were made into a woman before your time. However, you have conducted yourself honorably. If you wish, we can return you to your manhood. I have no doubt that you may be born again as a woman, and a woman with her feet on the upward path.”

“Or?” asked Dan.

Silithia smiled.

“Or you can remain a woman. Ahead of her time. If you wish you may work for us. With us. Taking mankind upward. Helping us evolve to the point where all are Womanus Superior.”

“What happened to me,” blurted Nancy.

Silithia smiled at Nancy, and Nancy immediately felt a degree of relief.

“You made a mistake. You have a lot to make up for.”

Silithia said nothing then. She had condemned, and yet enlightened, all in the same breath.

Silithia turned to Dan. “So, I appreciate your kindness under the current circumstances. You could have caused an uproar. You could have demanded a quite public trial and caused us much embarrassment, and even problems.”

“It seemed silly to be vindictive,” murmured Dan.

Silithia nodded. “An admirable viewpoint. So what would you like to do? Would you like us to return you to being a man? Obviously we will meet any financial demands you might have.”

Dan rubbed her chin. “So is there really a male cosmetics program?”

“Oh, yes. It is one of our most important endeavors. Making men into women, making them deserve to be women, it is a sacred duty with us. Though Wanda corrupted the program, used it for her own evil ends, it is an important program that requires all our attention.”

“I’d like to keep working on that program.”

Silithia actually blinked.

“I like being a woman. I like the sex. I think I’d like to see where this program goes. Is that possible?”

“Of course it is. How about an internship here, then you can return to your own town and take over the complex there?”

“I’d like that.”

And so the afternoon went. Nancy was forgiven, pending future contributions to womankind, Dan was granted his dream job, and allowed to stay a woman. And Silithia spent the afternoon chatting, enlightening, educating, welcoming them to a higher organization.

But, all good times must come to an end. And when Dan and Nancy were ready to go Silithia walked them through the large rooms, and at the front door she asked Dan a question.

“Dan, I don’t quite understand how you were able to overcome what Wanda was doing to you. And taking over the computer system and gathering evidence, all that you did, especially considering the drugs you were on…it was amazing. How did you do it?”

Dan smiled. “I suppose I could say I was inspired by Womanus Superior, though we both know I knew nothing of that program. But I knew there was something there. I was being made into a woman and…I guess I had a sort of woman’s intuition about it all.”

“But how?”

“Well,” he mused, “the thing about Wanda…”

“Yes?”

“I was one point smarter than her.”

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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A man castrated and changed

into a woman? Not on your life!

WARNING

This story has love and kisses,

and pain and torture,

and eventual castration.

No Sunday school teachers allowed!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Yeah? Watch this!” Lennie put his hand over the candle. He lowered it, inch by inch. He began to sweat, his eyes looked a little crossed, and he jerked his hand back. “WOOO!” he yelled. “Beat that!”

Ronnie put his ‘mad dog’ face on and stuck his hand over the candle and lowered it. Slowly. He felt the heat on his hand. He imagined his skin bubbling and blistering, and he finally jerked his hand back. “WOOO!”

The two men high fived, with their unblistered hands, of course, then reached into the ice bucket for a beer, and a little relief to their scorched flesh.

On the porch, watching their two lunkheads play chicken with a candle, their wives shook their heads.

It was the weekly get together, and the two men were being their usual bonehead selves.

The sun was out, the air was clean, and the two men insisted on their weekly duels.

Who could stand the most pain. Who could drink the most beer. Who could be the biggest idiot.

“Hey, Shiela! You see that!”

Shiela was a shapely blonde with pale blue eyes. She raised a hand and waved it, and said, “Real stupid, lunkhead.” She only spoke loud enough for her friend to hear her, however.

“Hey, Della! Who kept their hand over the flame the longest!”

“It was a tie,” she shouted back, then said, “Lunkhead.”

The two men laughed, shook their hands and drank more beer.

“You know,” said Shiela, “I wish there was some way we had of breaking those two idiots of bad habits.”

“Bad habits like burning the flesh off their bones just to prove nothing.”

“Yeah, bad habits like that.”

The girls sighed, then went inside and made a couple of more wine coolers. They watched the boys through the kitchen window. They were trying to hand stands. Drunk enough that walking would be a problem, a hand each blistered, and they wanted to stand on their hands.

“Sometimes I think the good Lord gave them just enough brains so they could think they were thinking.”

“No. Not that much.”

The girls chuckled.

“I’m serious, though. Every week they do stupid things. Little boys trying to be men. I wish we could get them to stop their foolishness. One of these days they’re going to get hurt.”

Della sipped her wine cooler, bit her full lip—she was an auburn beauty with green eyes and rather large breasts.

“Why don’t we set up a series of challenges. If they lose…we win. And they have to stop with the stupid ‘who’s tougher’ stuff.”

“That’s not a bad idea. You have anything specific in mind.”

Della grinned, showed her white teeth and a robust sense of humor. “Well, I do. There’s something I’ve been wanting to do with Ronnie ever since we were married.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Have you ever asked Lennie to buy you pads, or Tampons at a store?”

Shiela laughed. “Are you kidding? I ask him to do that and he sulks and throws fits. It’s like he thinks if he buys something like that everybody is going to think he’s gay. Are you thinking of having them go buy Tampons?”

“Sort of.”

“Sort of? Talk on, girlfriend. I feel like a little fiendish delight this afternoon.”

Della turned to Shiela and began laying out a plan. As she talked Shiela began grinning wider and wider. And when she was done Shiela was convinced.

“And the cool thing is that they’ll do all the challenges just to prove that they’re real men.”

Both girls laughed, then they sauntered out to the patio and headed for their husbands.

“Hey, girls, have a seat!” Ronnie swayed in his chair. He was a six pack to the wind, which wasn’t bad for the girl’s purposes. They wanted the men to be drunk enough to accept the challenge, but not so drunk they couldn’t remember it the next day.

“Yeah, sit here, baby,” Lennie pushed a couple of the lawn chairs around so the girls could sit.

Ronnie and Lennie could have been brothers. They were slender, had oval faces, and wore their hair long.

Manly long, though. None of that sissy stuff like pony tails and a girly style.

“Well, boys,” Shiela started the challenge, “We’re pretty impressed with you, but, honestly, we don’t know how to tell which of you is the toughest.”

“Hell, that’s easy. It’s me,” spouted Lennie.

“Pay no attention to my ignoramus friend. I’m the tough guy here.”

“But it’s hard to tell. Each week you have these challenges, and sometimes Ronnie wins…”

Ronnie puffed his chest.

“…and sometimes Lennie wins.”

Ronnie frowned and deflated his chest while Lennie puffed out his.

“I mean, how’s a girl to tell who is really the toughest stud on the block.”

“Well, it should be pretty obvious who’s toughest…”

“Yeah,” chimed in Lennie. It should be plain as the face on your nose. Nose on your face. You know what I mean.”

Della frowned. “If there was only some way to really settle this, for all time. I mean, even if it’s Ronnie and not you, honey,” she leaned forward and spoke to her husband. “I’m okay with that.”

Lennie’s mouth opened and lines appeared above his eyes. That his wife could say something like that….

“And I’m fine with Lennie being tougher than you,” Shiela said to Ronnie, “Not that I think he is, but even if he is…whoever is…we’d just like to get the matter settled.”

The men were fairly cornered. Their manhood had been questioned, and they had to prove to their wives that they were the toughest.

“Yeah?”

“How we gonna settle this?”

The men sort of bristled at each other. The game had suddenly turned a corner and become serious.

“Well, gosh, I don’t know,” Shiela said, looked concerned.

“That is a tough one,” agreed Della. “I mean, it’s got to be a fair challenge.”

“And it’s got to have consequences. After all, we don’t want you boys chickening out just because it gets a little tough.”

“Ain’t nothing too tough for me!” Ronnie thumped his chest.

“Anything this guy can do I can do twice as tough!” He burped.

“Can’t…”

“Can…”

“Hold up, guys,” Della interrupted them before they got violent. “I can see you’re pretty serious about this, but…well, how about we make a pot.”

“A pot? Sure.” I’d like some pot.”

“Not that kind of pot, stupid.”

“No name calling honey,” Shiela admonished Ronnie.

“Oh, uh…yeah. Sorry Lennie. I got carried away.”

“No prob, bro.”

“The kind of pot I mean is like…you win something.”

“Or lose something, if you’re the loser.”

“We ain’t no loser.” Lennie hiccuped.

“We know that, honey. But what if you boys put a couple of hundred dollars in the pot every week. Winner takes all.”

The boys looked at each and shrugged. They each owned their own company, and money was no big deal for them.

The girls, however, wanted a bit more enthusiasm. They glanced at each other, and Shiela blurted, “I’m so sure Ronnie is the toughest man around…I’ll bet my pussy on it.”

Everybody stared at her. She started to turn red, then bluffed it through.

“I mean it. The winner gets to fuck me.”

Della jumped in quickly to save her girlfriend. “And me.”

“That’s right. Us. Winner takes all.”

Ronnie and Lennie stared at their wives.

Both women were knock outs. Good looking babes with good looking tits and good looking asses.

Sure, the men were friends, and they wouldn’t think of making a pass at the others wife. But…this was different.

“Well, uh…if you—“

“Chicken.”

The set of jaw, the whites of their eyes.

“Not.”

“Are!

“NOT!”

“Boys! Boys!” The girls jumped in between their men. “It’s okay.”

“Okay, honey, if you’re willing to share me with Della, then you got a bet.”

“And that goes double for us!” stated Lennie.

It was a little more tense than the girls had anticipated, but that was okay.

“All right,” said Shiela. “If Ronnie is toughest then he gets both me and Della in the same bed. No clothes. And he can fuck us every which way but loose.”

“And if I’m the toughest…”

“Then both Shiela and I will take you to bed. We’ll fuck you until your dick howls and runs into the night.”

Ronnie thought that was funny. “Ha! His dick is going to run away.”

“Is not!”

“Is so!”

And the argument would have escalated, except that Della butted in with, “And if you guys fight then you won’t get any sex for a year.”

“Yeah. We’ll lock you up in one of those chastity thingies. Where your cock is locked up and can’t even get hard.”

“Yeah.”

The men gulped, then nodded.

“Okay. We won’t fight, even if I fuck Della.”

“Or I fuck Shiela.” Lennie glared.

“And if you chicken out then Della and I get the pot.

They haggled over details for a while, and it was agreed that neither man would get sex until the end of the contest, at which time one of them would get both women, the pot and the loser got nothing. They had to save it up so the winner could take on both women at the same time.

Furthermore, each man would put five hundred dollars a challenge into the pot.

And, lastly, the loser would have no sex for a month after the contest. This last one was actually the boy’s idea. It was so they could ‘rub it in.’

 “So now that we have the rules in order, we have to figure out what you boys have to do to prove how tough you are.”

Both men looked intently at her.

“Yeah.”

“Yeah.”

They made their acknowledgements as if with one voice.

“Okay. Give us one week to think of a challenge.”

“Well, I’m thinking of one thing right now…”

They all looked at Della.

“I need some Tampons.”

The men growled and nodded their heads and said they could do that. And the girls exulted in their hearts and gave each other significant looks.

And the game was on.

On the way home Lennie stopped at an all night market and marched boldly into the store, selected some tampons, paid for them, red face and all, and went back to the car.

Della kept a straight face when she said, “Sorry, honey, These are the wrong ones.”

Abashed, mortified, and determined, Lennie marched back into the store, explained to the cashier how he had grabbed the wrong product, and his face was super red now. And it got even redder when the cashier, a pretty young thing, looked at him.

“Back in the car he mumbled. “Stupid bitch! What does she think, I’m going to be sticking one of these things up my ass?”

Della blinked. What a delicious idea. But first they had to wind the boys up.

Ronnie, as soon as Lennie had left, hoped into the car and headed for the all night store. He saw their car, drove around the block several times, and finally pulled into the same slot Lennie had been parked in.

He marched into the store, went to the tampon section and selected a box.

“Are you sure you don’t want the other brand?” The counter girl smiled at him, and his face, already red, turned tomato.

“Uh, I’m, not sure. I mean…I’m buying these for my wife.”

“Oh, sure.” Did the girl snicker? “But all the men are getting the other brand these days.”

This terribly confused Ronnie. Why would men be buying tampons? Btu he allowed himself to be changed to the other product, and he tripped and almost fell when he left the store.

The young girl behind the cash register just shook her head. Men. Hunh!

The week passed slowly, and it passed fast.

Slow because the men were a little apprehensive about what the challenge would be. Fast because suddenly it was Saturday afternoon and it was Ronnie and Shiela’s turn to head for to Lennie and Della’s.

At first nothing was said. They drank a bit of beer, and the women drank their wine coolers, and finally the men had a small ‘get tough’ bet and went to bourbon and Coke. Which was fine with the girls. They wanted the men in a conducive frame of mind.

“All right, boys, let’s talk about the first challenge.”

Ronnie and Lennie had been watching a football game, talking about which player was the toughest, and they strolled into the dining room.

“Okay, first things first. Money.”

Looking dourly at each other, they both reached into their pockets and took out five, crisp one hundred dollar bills.

“Okay. The week’s entry fee being paid, we have your first challenge ready.”

“All right,” muttered Ronnie.

“What is it?” asked Lennie.

The girls each reached into their purses and pulled out little packets.

“You have to wear these.”

Ronnie blinked.

Lennie’s mouth opened.

“But…but that’s underwear!
“Those are panties!”

Shiela smiled, “Are you man enough to wear them?”

“But they don’t have a pouch! We’ll be hanging out the sides!”

“How do you know that?” Della asked. “Have you been wearing my panties?”

“No! No! I just…you can see how skinny the area where the package goes is.”

But his face was redder than a freshly painted fire engine.

Ronnie snickered.

“Shut up!” Lennie snapped.

“No fighting, boys, or it’s chastity for a year.”

Lennie gulped, then nodded. “Okay.”

The girls handed the men the little packages of panties, and the men stared at the bright colors.

“I don’t want to wear red panties.”

“You’ll wear these panties There’s seven panties in each package, so you’ll wear one a day until I wash on the seventh day.”

“But these are so…so sissy!”

“Well, if you don’t want to wear the red you don’t have to.”

Lennie grinned.

“You can just do the laundry on the sixth day.”

His face fell.

“Okay, boys. Off with your clothes and let’s see how those new panties look.”

“Now?”

“Of course now. We have to make sure they fit, right?”

“But everybody will see,” Ronnie whispered to Shiela.

“Everybody’s going to be wearing panties. So what?”

“Yeah, but…”

“But shut. Off with the clothes, all of them. We want to see how you boys look.”

“No.”

Shiela didn’t plan on this, she didn’t figure it would be that much of a problem, but she was prepared.

“Okay. The boys quit, we get a thousand dollars and they have to wear chastity tubes for a year.”

“What? No!”

Della looked at Lennie.

Ronnie is the one who quit, so I should get my money back and he has to wear that chastity thing!”

“Nope. It’s the first week. We haven’t even really started, so if one quits then the contest never got started and you’ll be in chastity, too.”

There was a long silence then while the boys glared and the girls held their ground. Then Della put the icing on the cake. “I’m going to have to buy a dildo.”

“What?” Lennie’s voice squeaked.

“Just because you won’t be able to fuck me doesn’t mean that I shouldn’t get myself off.”

Ronnie started taking his clothes off.

Lennie stared at him. “What are you doing.”

“Winning the contest.”

Lennie blustered, he even threatened, but, in the end, he took his pants off.

“Everything,” snapped Della.

“Why?” He was trying to pull his tee shirt down to cover his package.

“We need to see the fit, and that mans we have to see how the panties look on your whole body.”

Grumbling, muttering, pissed off, Lennie took off his shoes and shirt.

Ronnie frowned. He wanted a quick win out of this. Now it looked like he wouldn’t get that.

The girls handed them their panties. As the boys stepped into the panties Shiela commented, “Which one of them has the bigger dick?”

Della answered: “Lennie does.”

Shiela: “That’s because he’s getting an erection.”

Ronnie snapped his head around, then grinned.

“Lennie’s getting a boner from wearing panties.”

Lennie jerked his pants up and tried to cover himself, but his erection showed right through the panties. 
“Am not!”

“Am.”

Della stepped forward and grabbed Ronnie’s crotch.

Ronnie gasped.

“Now you’ll both have erections.”

“Hands off!” he squeaked, as he started to grow.

Shiela was laughing, and Della grinned as she let go and Ronnie’s penis blew up.

Both men reached for their clothes.

“Hold it!”

Both men froze and stared at Della.

“We need to see you. Stand at attention, then turn slowly.”

Their faces were redder than a seven day spanking, but they did as commanded.

“Looks like both the boys are excited by being in panties,” observed Shiela.

“I’ll say. It’s sort of cute, though.”

“Yes. I’ve always liked a man with a boner They are so much more fun than a man without a boner.”

“Can we get dressed?” Lennie begged.

“Oh, sure. But don’t lose the big dick.”

“That’s right. And we’ll be checking to make sure it’s hard.”

“Checking to make sure we’re erect?”

“Of course. We have to make sure your head is really into this competition.”

The boys looked at each other. If there was any moment that they would have quit this was it. But it was already too late.

The week passed. And it was a slow week, and a fast one.

It was slow because the boys had to adjust their dicks and balls every few minutes. They had to constantly adjust themselves when they sat down, when they drove a car, when they played pool or rode a bicycle or anything.

It was fast, because before they knew it it was Saturday and Lennie and Della were on the way over to Ronnie and Shiela’s.

This week the boys didn’t waste any time on beer, they went right to the bourbon and Coke. They laughed and they joked, but their faces had a bit of strain in them.

Finally, “Hey, boys! Time to meet the challenge!”

Ronnie and Lennie sashayed into the house, trying to look all brave and manly. But it was hard to look that way when one is wearing girly underwear. It was about to get worse, however.

“Okay, fellas, pay up or have a small weenie.”

The girls giggled, but the boys just reached into their pockets and took out five hundred each. The pot was up to two thousand, and it was only the second week.

The girls held out small bags, and the boys drew out…brassieres!

Ronnie and Lennie stared at the articles of women’s wear.

“Off with the clothes, honey,” said Della. “Bras are tough to size right, and we want to see how you look with both bra and panties on.”

Without speaking, the men took off their clothes.

Lennie was hard. He stood there stoically as the girls looked at him and nodded.

“I think Lennie should get some kind of bonus for being erect.”

“What?” Ronnie squeaked. “Why?”

“A hard man is good to find,” smiled Della indulgently.

“But…but…”

“Honey, I’m a little embarrassed. That you don’t have an erection…it’s…it’s…I’m embarrassed for you.”

Ronnie, once again redder than red paint, reached down and began playing with himself.

But nothing happened.

Shiela looked at Della. “Can you believe it? He can’t he even get hard.

“He’s falling behind in the toughness contest.”

“Would you mind helping him out?”

“Not all all.”

Lennie, who had been crowing inside, sudden grew ashen. Della leaned forward and grabbed Ronnie’s package.

“Honestly, Ronnie. I expect you to come prepared next time. You should be able to present yourself with a massive boner on command. What kind of a man are you?”

Lennie, jealous, upset, yet caught by the rules of the contest, merely and hoarsely whispered. “Yeah, what kind of a man are you?”

Ronnie stiffened up, but he was so embarrassed. He looked at Lennie and shrugged.

The girls helped them adjust their bras, and Shiela smiled and patted Ronnie’s ass. Della kissed Lennie a quick one, and they stood back.

“Well, what’s wrong with this picture?”

“Their colors don’t match.”

Lennie protested, “But you bought everything!”

“Then you’d better go buy your own pantie and bra sets.”

The boys looked at each other and were ashen. Matching panties and bras?

“And don’t get all the same color. We want the same range of colors, but matching sets.

That was a hard week for the boys. It wasn’t hard wearing the stuff, even though people did notice the shoulder straps, it was tough because they were supposed to go into the women’s section, pretend they were buying for their wives, and select 7 different matching sets of bras and panties.

On Tuesday Ronnie called Lennie. It was the first bit of camaraderie they had showed since the beginning of the contest.

“You bought anything yet?”

“No.”

“Me neither. What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know. We’ve been trapped.”

Which was true, and they were starting to realize it, then Lennie had an idea. “Can we order this stuff off Amazon?”

A quick jaunt to the computer and they found that they could, and it was some kind of relief when they found this out.

Interestingly, they had solved their problem by using the very feminine idea of ‘getting together for coffee,’ without the coffee.

They promised to stay in touch and beat this thing, then hung up and started ordering clothes off Amazon.

“Wow!” Look at Ronnie! He’s beautiful.”

Now Ronnie blushed, but it wasn’t the mortifying embarrassment of humiliation, it was getting an actual compliment.

“And Lennie. I love the lace on your cups!”

Lennie blushed, and he mumbled, “It was on sale.”

The girls laughed, and they poured extra strong drinks for the men as reward. And they sat close to their hubbies and rubbed their panties.

The men just sat there in their bra and panties and drank, and they were quickly feeling pretty good.

“This week it’s nylons. You can give up your stupid, old socks and make your legs look beautiful.”

“Beautiful legs,” murmured Ronnie, embarrassed, but starting to think.

“And the boy with the best legs gets a special treat.”

Della had no idea what that treat was going to be, but the boys perked up. And they each had severe boners, and were horny, and…and they hadn’t been getting any. “Do we get to fuck?”

“No, honey,” Shiela said sadly. “But we’ll figure something out to rock your world.”

“But we want to cum,” whined Lennie.

“Now, Lennie,” murmured Della kindly, “Learn how to be a man.”

Which statement caused Lennie a bit of confusion. After all a man usually fucked, and now he was being told that it was more manly not to fuck. He shook his head and tried to sort out the mess in his mind.

So they sat for another hour, and the boys got drunk, and even felt a little prideful, looking so ‘beautiful’ in their panties and bras.

When they left Shiela whispered to Ronnie, in a voice that could barely be heard, “You should really figure out how to fill your cups.”

Which statement caused Ronnie to think, and Lennie to become determined. He wanted to be the first to fill his bra.

The next week showed how resourceful the boys were in wanting to win the contest. They weren’t as embarrassed by wearing women’s underthings under their clothes.

Both men ordered breast forms from Amazon, but only Lennie shaved his legs. Thus, when they stripped down at the weekly gathering the girls gushed all over him.

“Look how soft his skin is!”

“And see how he shaved everything? Even his asshole is free from those ugly, little hairs.

Ronnie seethed, and was determined to Nair himself the following week. No way he was going to let his buddy out tough him.

“Well, I really think Lennie deserves a special reward.”

Lennie smiled ear to ear, and Ronnie groaned.

“But what kind of reward? I mean, we can’t give him sex. So…”

“How about a full body rub. We’ll use skin conditioner and give him a really good, full body rub.”

Shiela agreed, then turned to Ronnie.

“Ronnie. You disappoint me.”

“I’m sorry, but…are you really going to…going to rub his body? His whole body?”

“Of course, dear. And you have to watch. Then you’ll understand what you need to do to get your own rewards.”

“I don’t want to watch.”

“But you have to.”

“I won’t. And it’s not part of the challenge, so you can’t make me.”

The girls frowned, then Della said, “We have a pair of handcuffs. how about if we handcuff you to a chair.”

“But I’d still have to watch.”

“Not if we blindfold you.”

Ronnie gulped, then nodded.

Della ran for the hand cuffs. She returned with four pair.

“Why do you have so many handcuffs?”

Della blushed a little. “Oh, you know.”

Ronnie didn’t know, but he could guess, and it made his cock all the harder.

Della quickly cuffed his arms to the arms of a dining room chair, and his ankles to the legs. She brought out a black hood, smiled at Ronnie, who had the most delicious expression of helplessness on his face, and pulled it over his head.

“Okay, Lennie. Get the cushions from the couch and put them on the table, then lie on them.”

Lennie got the cushions, put them on the table, then asked, “Should I be wearing everything?”

“Of course not, silly. All clothes off.”

Ronnie groaned under the hood.

Lennie climbed up and lay on his back.

“Ha! Mr. Horn Dog wants his weenie handled.”

“I’ll do that, but don’t you dare cum, Lennie.”

“Of course not,” he stated, intending to squirt his brains out as fast as he could. It had been weeks, he had never gone that long without a cum, and he really needed one.

The girls set to work. They rubbed and massaged. They dug their fingers in. They stroked his cock lovingly, and stopped right before he could cum.

Ronnie listened, and he groaned. Every sound that Lennie made was a dagger in his heart.

He wanted that massage! He wanted them to rub that conditioner stuff into his pores. He wanted, and his cock grew harder than a hard stone.

“Look at who’s getting off on this,” murmured Della, pointing at Ronnie’s cock.”

Shiela chuckled. She went over and gave Ronnie a stroke. “It must be so tough.”

Ronnie mumbled under the hood, willing semen to come out of his penis, but…it was hopeless.

The girls fondled Lennie’s balls and talked about how big and full they felt.

“Maybe we should make taking a kick to the balls part of the tough guy contest.”

“Maybe. It sure would be fun.”

“Oh, no!” Lennie cried out.

The girls laughed, and when Lennie started to squirt Della grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed. Nothing came out but groans and cries of frustration.

Ronnie was sobbing under the hood by the time the girls finished with Lennie.

Lennie climbed down off the dining table, about as strong as a bowl of mush. His legs wobbled as he took the cushions back to the couch. His cock was dripping a long strand of semen, and the girls had to tell him to catch his semen before it ,messed up the floor.

Then they undid the handcuffs.

Ronnie, too, was weak. He had held his limbs rigid the whole time, unable to relax to the sounds of his friend being pleasured.

“Now dry your tears, dear,” Shiela said, patting his cheek. “Get creative, go the extra mile, like Lennie does, and you can be the one on the table.”

Ronnie just sobbed and sat. He would have looked like a broken man, except for the fact that his cock was straining, purple, seeping pre-cum like a leaky faucet.

The girls gave the boys a plentiful helping of bourbon and Coke. More bourbon and less Coke, and discussed how the challenge was going.

“The boys are both looking pretty tough,” observed Della.

“I know. It makes it so hard to judge them.”

The boys, both wearing their bra and panties and nylons, hunkered over their drinks. Occasionally they eyed each other, measured each other, wondered what they could do to outdo the other.

“I mean, there’s got to be something so crazy, so wild, that it would sway the contest in one or the others favor.”

“Like if they had real boobs or something.”

Della nodded. “Or something.

Real boobs. The phrase stuck in the boy’s minds. Real boobs. how the hell does a man get real boobs?

“Okay, real boobs aside,” stated Shiela, “This weeks challenge…”

The boys looked at her anxiously.

“Paint your nails.”

Aghast, but somehow not scared, they had already gone through a lot of fear and were more determined than ever to win the contest, Ronnie and Lennie looked at each other.

Painted nails, eh?

Okay.

And the party went on, and by the time it was over both Ronnie and Lennie were plastered, and while they didn’t talk tough, they were thinking tough. And both of them were obsessing on the same thing.

Real boobs!


PART TWO

The week passed, and it didn’t pass slow, nor fast. It just passed. For now the boys weren’t thinking about being embarrassed. Now they weren’t so scared of looking feminine; they were actually trying to figure out how to be more feminine. A major corner in their minds had been turned.

During the week Shiela and Della talked on the phone, and on Wednesday they met for lunch.

They talked about Ronnie and Lennie, they made plans, and they gloated. The pot was several thousand dollars, and it looked like it was going to keep on growing.

And they talked about what they were going to do with the money, maybe go on a long cruise, without the boys. Heh heh.

And during the week Lennie went to a beauty parlor and had his nails done. All his nails. His toes looked cute. His fingernails stretched out an extra half inch, and they were bright red.

Damn! He was going to win!

Except that Ronnie had gone to a beauty parlor, too. And he had done one better. Real better.

The weekend arrived and it was Lennie and Della’s turn to drive over to their friend’s house.

They parked the car in the driveway and sauntered up the driveway.

Lennie was wearing shorts, to show off his slender, shiny legs. He was wearing a thin boy beater to show off his bra. A white boy beater, and his black bra shown right through the material.

And, of course, he had shiny, red fingernails. Fingernails which he touched his face with, intending to blow Ronnie out of the water.

Dela was wearing a short dress which showed her cleavage. As the challenge went on she found herself in the peculiar position of having to vie with her husband in the looks department.

But that was okay. The pot was up, the boys were under their thumbs, and they were having fun.

As they approached the front door it swung back to reveal Ronnie, and Della stopped in shock, totally unprepared and flabbergasted.

Just Ronnie, but more than Ronnie. A lot more.

Ronnie was wearing culottes, which were sort of a combination of shorts and a dress. His legs swooped down to his feet, which were encased in patent leather, open toed Mary Janes. The Mary Janes had a slight heel, just an inch, and the open front revealed Ronnie’s pretty, red nails.

His fingernails were as long and as brilliantly red as Lennie’s.

And he was wearing a white, feminine blouse, buttons on the wrong side, and his black bra could be seen through the thin material.

But that wasn’t what stopped Lennie and Della and dropped their jaws.

Ronnie had tits.

Real tits. Real boobs. There was no mistaking it. Through the sheer material of the blouse, and over the lip of the half bra, Ronnie’s flesh bulged.

“Hi, kids,” he smirked.

“Uh…”

“How…”

“Come on in and I’ll answer all your questions.”

He led the way out to the patio where Shiela had drinks ready.

Lennie and Della, staring with bulging eyeballs, picked up their drinks and quaffed them. Della’s was a wine cooler, no big deal. But Lennie’s was all bourbon with a spit of Coke.

“What…how…” Lennie gasped. He hardly noticed the burn of the liquor.

“Have a seat, and…oh, by the way, I think I’ve won special considerations this week.”

“Good Lord, yes,” muttered Della. She couldn’t take her eyes off of Ronnie’s boobs.

She wasn’t a Lesbian, but the sight of him standing there, big, fat boobs hanging over the lip of his half bra, she suddenly wanted him. She felt a burning in her loins, and was afraid her moisture would turn to steam.

“Easy, girlfriend,” laughed Shiela. “I know what you’re feeling. When I first saw him…oh, Lord. I ran to the bathroom and did myself proud.”

“But how?”

“They’re called vacation boobs,” explained Ronnie. “One of my golf buddies is a doctor, and he owed me a favor. They’ll last a couple of months.”

“You’re talking about Jack Hawkins,” blurted Lennie.

“I am. So yesterday morning…” Ronnie spread his arms wide so they could all see his feminine mountains.

“Della, did you bring the handcuffs?”

“I did,” Della stared at Ronnie.

“Then maybe we should give Ronnie his reward before our pussies break the dam and we have a flood.”

Lennie didn’t want to be handcuffed, but the girls insisted. They cuffed him, but on the hood, and turned to Ronnie.

“Okay, lover,” whispered Shiela throatily, “Get some cushions on the table and make yourself comfortable.”

In a minute Ronnie was lying on his back, his big cock pointing at the stars, looking purple and ready to blast off.

The girls rubbed his flesh gently. They caressed his groin as if with feathers, and handled his balls like they were fine crystal.

Ronnie felt how full he was. “Be careful. Don’t pop my balls.”

“Don’t you worry, lover.”

Lennie listened from under the hood. His ears burned and his cock was sticking out and ready to pop. If the girls had given him the rub he would have popped. He knew that. He was so close he was afraid to even wash his cock in the shower.

The girls pressed their soft hands into Ronnie’s flesh. The ran down his legs, worked their fingers into his crotch.

Della stroked his cock, keeping a firm grip on the base so there wouldn’t be any accidents.

Ronnie moved his hips up and down and made grunting noises.

“God, I think it might be bigger than Lennie’s.”

Lennie, of course, just about died. He had gone to so much trouble, and then to be beaten so easily. It wasn’t fair.

For an hour the girls kept Ronnie in paradise, kept his cock oozing, but not cumming, then the rub was over. They unlocked Lennie and they all went out to the patio.

Ronnie didn’t bother getting dressed. He just sipped brown liquor and smiled.

Yes, he hurt. His balls were a deep blue, almost purple, and his cock dripped constantly.

“You know,” observed Della, “We’ve got a problem.”

The boys looked at her.

“They can’t take much more of this.”

“I can take more,” Lennie blurted.

“I can take a lot more,” and Ronnie thumped his chest to emphasize, then held his hand away gingerly. He didn’t want to hurt his boobs.

“Right,” Della looked at Lennie. “I caught you in the shower last night.”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“But you would have if I hadn’t come in.”

Shiela said, “And look at Ronnie’s cock. Tell me that isn’t ready for an accident.”

“It’s not!” objected Ronnie.

But the girls were adamant. And they had a solution.

“Boys, we’ve talked about this for weeks, and we knew this was going to have to happen, but we’ve bought you chastity devices.”

“What?”

“No!”

Their voices were high pitched, and an extra bit of white flipped off of Ronnie’s penis.

“I’m not going to wear a chastity thing!”

Della leaned forward, put her forehead to Lennie’s, put her hand on his cock, and said, “Now, honey. You know this is for your own good. This is to make sure you don’t cum and accidentally lose the challenge.”

Shiela had her hands on Ronnie’s boobs and was gently feeling them. “She’s right, honey. If you squirt your load you’ll lose. After all this work. Do you want to be tough or not?”

Della: “This is the easiest way to make sure.”

Lennie wailed, “First you want us to be big dicks to prove we’re the toughest men, now you want to make us small dicks!”

“You know that’s not it,” soothed Della. “We just have to make sure. Are you tough enough to lock up your cock? Can you suffer like a man? Can you do this for me?”

Shiela whispered to Ronnie, “If you do this for me…you know you’re the toughest…take this step…prove how tough you are.”

It took a while. It was a tough thing for a real man to lock up his cock, even if it was for the right reasons, but the boys finally agreed.

Of course they were looking at each other, judging each other for the fact of imprisonment for their favorite body parts,

But they agreed.

“Okay, the real problem,” muttered Shiela. “How are we going to get these donkey dicks into their new homes?”

“Ice,” stated Della.

Ronnie nodded. “It’s the only way.”

The boys objected, but…there really was no other way. Their dicks were harder than both the rock and the hard place. They were going to have to do this. Besides, as Ronnie so artfully stated, freezing your cock was really a way to prove you were tough.

So the girls went to the kitchen and returned with a big bowl of ice.

Oh, the screams, the shouts, the imprecations, as the boys suffered their shrinkage. But, at last it was done. Their cocks were small and the girls quickly locked the cages and put the keys on the little gold necklaces they each wore.

The men looked at keys nestling between the bronze mountains of their wive’s boobs, and it was all they could do to not sob in helpless frustration.

Shiela and Della, of course, smiled, and were quite happy. They had money in the bank, their men were horny to the point of bursting, and the game was really cranking up.

THREE MONTHS LATER…

The two couples, which looked like four women but were actually two men and two women, went out to lunch.

They headed out to the Country Club Grill for a quick bite. They sat at a table on the patio and watched duffers swing their mashies and niblicks and send little, white spheres all over the place.

They ordered grilled fish with Red Goat fish sauce, and a side of asparagus spears.

They sipped their wine coolers and enjoyed the quiet breeze.

Shiela and Della were wearing shorts with armless tee shirts. Della’s shirt had a sprinkling of little fake diamonds in a swirling pattern across the front. Shiela was wearing a plain, yellow polo shirt. Unbuttoned, of course.

Ronnie was wearing a sleek, purple dress, very waist hugging—and he had been dieting enough to deserve it—which showed off his large breasts. He had had them done twice now, as the skin stretched he was able to get bigger, and he was now better than a double D. He wore high spikes with straps, and his long, red toe nails glistened in the sun. His hair was adorned with extensions and hung down below his shoulders. His make up was immaculate. His eyebrows arched delicately and his eyes were colored a dusky grey. It gave him a sultry look reminiscent of Cleopatra.

Lennie wore a tanned skirt with little white birdies flying around the hem. His hips flared, as did his bosoms, because he wore a very tight corset under the blouse and leather jacket. His hair was done Marilyn Monroe style, colored blonde and a bit frowzy, but oh so sexy. Especially when he wore red lipstick on his lips, which he had had specially plumped.

He, too, wore spikes, but his were a sandal motif, tan to match his dress, and his toes were bright red.

Neither showed a bump in the front as their cock cages had been tied back between their legs.

“Well, boys,” Shiela smiled, “Would you like to play a round of golf?”

“It’s a little late for that,” Lennie spoke with slightly pursed lips. He loved to give the impression that he was ‘kissing’ his words out.

“Besides, they haven’t invented golf spikes for high heels, yet.”

Ronnie and Lennie giggled.

The girls looked at each other, then Shiela put an elbow on the table and focused on the boys.

“Ronnie, Lennie, it’s time to end the challenge.”

“What do you mean?” Lennie placed manicured fingertips against his cheek in surprise.

“We, us girls, we started this game to get you to stop with your eternal posturing and trying to outdo each other.”

“That’s right,” chimed in Della. “And now you have. And, furthermore, there is a huge pot. We’ve got near twenty thousand bucks in the pot.”

Ronnie and Lennie looked at each other. They were careful to keep their expressions neutral as they didn’t want lines on their faces.

“Then who wins.”

Exasperated, Shiela said, “You both win. We’ll divide the pot and…and maybe we should all go on an ocean cruise or something.”

“Yes. A long cruise with lots of alcohol, floor shows, exotic islands, dancing girls for you two to lust over.”

Lennie leaned back and fanned himself, “I think my lusting days are over.”

“Yes,” agreed Ronnie. “These chastity tubes really work. I’ve lost the urge to surge, if you get my meaning.”

“But, guys, it’s over! You’ve done everything we’ve asked!”

“And then some!”

“It’s time to call it a draw. It’s time to get back to…to being men!”

“Humph. Men, such disgusting creatures.” Lennie waved a hand desultorily.

Ronnie took his compact out of his purse and began checking his make up.

The girls looked at each other and sighed. They had never expected such a thing as this when they started this game.

“Really, girls,” Ronnie smacked his lips into his little mirror. “You must find a way to find out who is the tougher man.”

“Do you hear what you’re saying?” protested Shiela. “You want to be the toughest man, but you’re wearing dresses and make up and…and…”

“And your ears are pierced,” Della took over, “and Lennie even has nipple rings.”

Lennie rubbed one breast with one hand and moaned. “And it feels so-o-o good.”

“You really must tell me where you got your piercings.”

“The Inkspot, down on Fourth St. Just ask for Billie. He’s a big, bald fellow with the most amazing tattoos, and he’ll—”

“STOP IT!”

People in the little restaurant/cafe turned and stare at the four women.

Shiela was sitting straight, glaring. “I married a hunk with a big dick! Not a milksop with a limp dick.”

“Sorry, dear,” said Ronnie. “But…” he shrugged.

“Yes. We’ve gotten used to this, and we are quite determined, you know.”

“Yes, there really must be some way of declaring a winner.”

“You want a winner?” Shiela asked. She pulled out a coin. “Heads it is Ronnie, tails it is Lennie.” She flipped, and the coin spun through the air, and was caught by Lennie. He looked at Shiela, a severe look, and said, “Really. That is no way to declare a winner. What kind of a woman are you, anyway.”

Shiela gaped, Della gasped.

“Are you saying you’re a better woman than I am?”

Lennie looked out over the golf course, “I would never be so crass.”

Shiela wanted to lean forward and slap him, but Della intervened.  “Wait a minute. You are. You’re saying you’re a better woman than we are?”

“Well, I would never say such a thing.”

“But your attitude. You’re saying it without saying it.”

Lennie shrugged. Ronnie folded up his compact and put it away. He was really quite proud of the botox injections he had suffered. His lips were truly beautiful.

Della sat back and frowned.

“Have I upset you, dear?” asked Lennie with concern.

She shook her head. “Okay, bozos. You want a winner, you’re going to get one.”

Shiela looked at her friend.

Della stood up. “You girls can take Ronnie’s car. We’ll take Lennie’s.”

“What are you…where are you going?” Ronnie was a bit concerned.

“We have some planning to do. In one week there is going to be a winner to this stupid contest. One way or another, somebody’s going to win.”

The girls stomped off, arm in arm, and the restaurant patrons stared after them.

Lennie leaned over to Ronnie. “Do you think we’ve gone too far?”

Ronnie looked over the railing, he saw the girls marching towards his car. “I don’t know.” He turned to Lennie. “We agreed this was the way to get the girls to choose a winner, maybe we made a mistake.”

In the parking lot Ronnie’s car started up, backed out, and drove away.

“No…I don’t think so. They’re going to do something, and there’s going to a winner.”

“Why do I have this feeling of dread?”

“Maybe because women are the more vicious of the species?”

“Probably. Well, let’s get the check and get out of here.

Seven days later it was party time, but both men were a little leery. They had gotten involved in the challenge, they had been tough enough to follow the girl’s directions, but…things were turning serious.

Shiela hadn’t talked to Ronnie all week, nor had Della talked to Lennie.

But the girls talked on the phone incessantly, and they didn’t let the men overhear, and then Shiela and Della had gone down to the basement at Shiela’s house, and they hadn’t let the men come down. They had locked the door, chained it, and all the men could do was listen to the hammering and sawing.

But, at last, it was time. A winner would be chosen, the challenge would be over, one of the men would be the toughest man. Tougher than even a woman, and that was something both men took to heart.

“Come on down, boys, and don’t bother to bring your drinks.”

“The guys gulped the rest of their wine coolers and followed the girls.

The basement had been near empty. It had a couple of boxes, a couple of pieces of furniture, but nothing to speak of.

Now it was full. It had a pillories, a St. Andrew’s Crosses. Poles were sunk into the cement. A couple of machines lay on the floor with a long rod with a dick on the end, and lots of other little gimcracks. At one wall was a large dresser, and both men wondered what was in it.

Ronnie and Lennie stared at the dungeon with open mouths.

“All right, boys. Here’s how the game is going to be played.” Shiela stood with a whip coiled over her shoulder. Della was holding a paddle.

“We have set up a course. You will go through the course, and if at the end of the time one of you hasn’t quit…we’ll cut off your nuts.”

Both men dropped their jaws.

“Bullshit,” stated Ronnie.

“Yeah! You’re just trying to scare us!”

“We’ll see,” warned Shiela.

“Don’t bother to get undressed, we’re going to whip the clothes right off you.” Shiela said, getting undressed.

They started with the St Andrew’s Cross. There were actually two crosses, two of everything, and they were arranged so the boys could look at each other while the girls did their darndest.

“Okay, boys, put your hands on the crosses and we’ll secure you.”

WARNING

Dear Reader, things are about to get gnarly here,

it is suggested that you pour a stiff drink and cover your eyes.

Rejoin us in a couple of pages.

You’ve been warned!

A minute later Ronnie and Lennie were standing against the wooden crosses. A minute after that they were howling in pain.

WISSS..CRACK!

The girls started out with paddles. They had drilled holes through heavy ping pong paddles so the air resistance was lessened, and they smacked hard, leaving dots on the boys’ asses.

WISSS..CRACK!

Then they went to shortened whips. Nine leather thongs that the girls whirled so they could keep the whipping going at a fast pace.

This wasn’t a ‘wisss…snap,’ but a ‘whirrr snap whirr snap whirrr snap.

The girls had concentrated on the buttocks with the paddles, but the short whips they moved all over the boys’ bodies. Up the back and out the arms, down the back, over the buttocks and down the legs, and over and over.

The pain was different now, and the boys hardly had time to yelp before the next impact.

The paddles had left dots on their ass, the short whips turned the skin red, bright red.

The boys were crying, their make up was running, their dresses turning into shreds. But they were also watching each other, and refusing to be the first to give up.

Then came the big whips. Six foot of braided leather with a few strands of leather on the ends.

SSSSS…CRACK!

Now there was no screaming or crying, just a dull shock as the boys opened their mouths and stared at each other.

Towards the end of the whipping the boys reached forward with their hands, pulled the manacles tight, and interlaced their fingers, holding on to each other for dear life.

The girls undid the manacles and helped the boys lie face down on two horses. The center plank of the horses was wide and curved down a bit. There were little knee and elbow platforms on the legs of the horses, and the girls fastened leather straps over the boys’ limbs. The horses were arranged, like the crosses, so the boys could watch each others faces.

“Are you going to beat us some more?” sobbed Ronnie.

“Honey, all you have to do is quit, or say ‘I give,’ or just refuse to be tied down. That’s all you have to do.”

But neither man was willing to give in.

The girls took a quick break. They were physically tired from all the exertion involved in whipping. They made a couple of drinks, gave the boys time to think, and then strapped on dildos.

The boys stared, their eyes open.

“You aren’t going to…”

“You can’t do that to us!”

“Sure we can. And if you think about it, we have to. After all, you want to be woman, and that means you have to make love like a woman.”

“But I don’t have a pussy!” yelled Ronnie.

“You’ve got a man pussy. Let me just put in some lubricant…”

The men groaned as the girls’ fingers rubbed lubricant into their rectums.

“You need to quit,” pleaded Lennie.

“Never,” responded Ronnie.

“Okay, boys, it’s time to be girls.”

Shiela and Della pushed forward at the same time.

Ronnie and Lennie gasped, and…it actually felt good!

Unfortunately, they were wearing chastity tubes, and their dicks didn’t feel too good. They tried to get hard, but there was no way.

“Oh, yeah. Take it, baby.”

“Grab his balls. God! They feel full!”

The girls sawed back and forth, in and out, and the boys groaned and stared at each other.

“I’m not ever going to quit this,” mumbled Lennie.

“Heysoos Xristo,” breathed Ronnie, feeling the slick slither of plastic rubbing along his sensitive anal walls.

“Good Lord, look how they like it!”

Della began ripping Lennie’s dress off, what there was of it. It had been cut to ribbons, and it ripped easily.

Then she reached around and cupped Lennie’s tits. “I love it. He’s got real bombs.”

Lennie groaned, the pleasure was getting to him.

Della said, “Time for the salt.”

The girls grinned. Pain, then pleasure, and now pain again.

Next to the horses were bags filled with fine granules of salt. Each girl reached in and brought out a handful. They slapped the salt on the backs of the men and started rubbing it in.

The men screamed!

At that point, it should noted, as Ronnie confirmed later, he would have quit, but he couldn’t frame the words, so great was the agony of having salt rubbed into wounds.

The wonder, however, was that, as Lennie confirmed later, he liked it.

The terrible agony caused him to twitch and jump, and this caused him to fuck his wife’s dildo harder and faster.

For long minutes the torment and pleasure went on, then the girls stopped. They released the boys, who were now so weak they could barely walk. They double teamed the boys and walked them to a corner where a rod was sticking out of the ground. On top of the rod was a big dildo. They positioned the boys over the dildo, pushed the rod up and locked it in place.

The boys were now stuck in place. They couldn’t move. They couldn’t jump. All they could do was stand there.

Then the girls put scold’s bridles on them. The men looked at each other and were unable to make any sound but a grunt.

The girls went to dinner at a fancy restaurant, and returned to resume the procedures.

What they didn’t know was that by not taking the time to question Ronnie, they missed out. He actually wanted to quit, but in standing on the dildo bar, and then being in the scold’s bridal and being unable to speak, he had firmed up again.

Lennie, however, was fine with all the torture.

He had seemed the weaker in the beginning, but now he was enjoying himself. Some people just love pain.

To the pillory, and they whipped the boys again, and sodomized them.

Then into a triangle called a Scavenger’s Daughter, with a Pear of Anguish to add a little spice to the affair.

And through the afternoon and into the night the torment went.

Often Ronnie was brought to the point of quitting, but somehow he held on. Somehow they missed his grunts of ‘I give!’

And Lennie just went into a subspace and fell in love. He was in heaven. Pain was not pain to him, it was a blessing.

Finally, the girls’ had exhausted their repertoire. There was nothing left, but to follow through on their initial threat.

“Okay, boys, it’s truth time.”

The boys were locked into the pillory once again. The girls put spreaders on their feet so their balls hung down.

Ronnie had no hard on. That was gone. Pain had robbed him of ardor and desire.

Lennie had a king-sized boner. It drooled semen, it pulsed and flicked little drops. His balls were full and he could feel his whole body surging.

He felt like a giant penis about to enter the cunt of heaven.

He was happy.

The girls moved stools up behind the boys and tied cords around the boys’ testicles and stretched them across the seats.

The boys were up on tip toes, their butts pulled back against the lip of the chairs.

The girls each held a butcher’s knife. A square of steel with an edge sharp enough to cut bones.

“Okay, guys. Push has come to shove.”

“You asked for this, and we’re going to give it to you.”

“Unless one of you says ‘I quit.”

The girls waited.

The boys trembled, but said nothing.

“Boys?”

Nothing.

The girls looked at each other. Shiela shrugged. Della sighed.

“I’ll take your husband and you take mine.”

“Okay.”

“Boys, we’re about to deliver what we promised. This is going to be full castration, no sewing your nuts back on. No more boners. At least not with the possibility of cumming.”

“Please. One of you…say ‘I give.’”

The boys stared at each other, neither refusing to yield.

“Oh, shit.”

“Okay. Let’s do it.”

“We’re going to raise our hands, count to three, and on the third count we bring our arms down.”

The boys stared at each other, their hearts pounding, their thoughts wild.

“One!”

A lifetime without the ability to plunge into a warm, juicy cunt.

“Two!”

Passion and emotion gone, pissing through a stub, never to fuck again.

“Three!”

The arms went down.

“I quit!” screamed one of the boys.


EPILOGUE

“How do I look?” asked one of the boys.

“Beautiful. You make me harder than hard. I can’t wait to fuck your man pussy.”

He smiled, put on his make up, and anticipated the evening, at the end of which he would be satisfied in the most intimate way.

“I’m so glad you yelled ‘I quit.’

“Me, too.”

They smiled at each other.

On the deck of the cruise ship Shiela and Della lay on lounge chairs and sipped fruity drinks with little umbrellas. Their cruise would last a couple of months, then they would have to return to their husbands.

“You know, I’m not looking forward to returning home,” said one of them.

“I know. One dick for two girls and a eunuch.”

“Well, we should make hay while the sun shines. The cabin boy said he’s got a couple of friends, feel like getting spit roasted?”

“Oh, girlfriend, I do!”

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


The Feminization of Johnny!

Femdom, emasculation, castration…

how far should they go?

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hey, honey,” Johnny said, entering the kitchen from the garage. “How was your day.”

“Okay.”

He looked at her. Her attitude was a bit weary.

“Okay, so what’s happening.”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come on, tell me what’s cooking. Don’t make me read about it in the newspapers.”

She gave a half snort half giggle, then turned to him. “Let’s talk about us.”

“I’m outa here,” Johnny turned and headed for the door.

“Johnny!”

He turned back with a grin. “Just kidding. Have I not been boffing you enough?”

“Well, it’s not that.”

“Oh, I’ve been too horny. You’re tired of my amazing dick.”

“Well, not exactly.”

“Exactly? Are we homing in on the problem at least?”

“No, I mean, it does have to do with sex, just, not exactly what you mentioned.”

Johnny tilted his head slightly, his eyes closed a little, and he contemplated for a second before he said, “Okay, this is obviously going to be some serious shit, so let’s down the bottle.”

Actions accompanying words, he went to the liquor cabinet and got down some Yellowstone bourbon.

“You think they made this before the TV series?

“Have no idea. Hand me the Cock? Uh, Coke?

She laughed and handed him two cans.

Johnny filled the glasses with ice, then added the bourbon. Lastly he poured the Coke in, and swirled the glasses with his hands.

“It ain’t perfect, but…here goes.”

He handed her one of the glasses and said,

“Under the palate

over the gums.

Look out stomach

here it comes!

They each took a big sip.

Johnny liked strong drinks, and Tammi opened her eyes and wiggled the fingers of one hand.

“Woo!”

“That’ll put hair on your chest,” Johnny quipped.

They stood in the kitchen, looking at each other, blinking from the chemical reaction of the bourbon on their brains.

“Hell,” said Johnny. “Let’s make a day of it.”

He grabbed the tray of ice from the fridge, the remaining cans from the six pack, and said, “Bring the bottle, honey. And bring your lips, too.”

Tammi picked up the bottle by the neck and followed Johnny out to the patio.

They had worked long and hard to get this house, and one of the features they loved most was the swimming pool.

It was rectangular, but with a pile of rocks at the deep end. A little waterfall refreshed the pool always, and the shading of trees kept everything cool.

At the shallow end of the pool, under the eaves, Johnny slid a couple of lounge chairs into place and plopped down. Tammi plopped next to him. They were, of course, naked by now.

He smiled, observing the way her bosoms jiggled.

“Have I ever told you that you have the best boobs in the world?

“They should be, we paid enough for them.”

“And worth every penny.”

They sat and watched the cool water, and Johnny made the first statement. “Okay, is this going to be one of those things where I don’t cum until I give in?”

“Now that’s an idea. But let’s see how it goes first.”

“All right. Is it animal, mineral or vegetable?”

“Animal.”

“Okay, you’ve decided to join a gang. You’re going to have ‘His Mama’ tattooed on your ass, you’re going to pull the train every night, and you want me to hold your purse while you do this.”

Tammi put a finger to hr lips. “Hmmm. We might have two problems.”

“Fuck. Me and my big mouth.”

“Honey, eat me out while I figure out how to break the news to you.”

He didn’t hesitate. He jumped out of his lounge chair, knelt at the bottom of hers, and moved his head up between her thighs.

“Mmmm.” Tammi loved it when his talented tongue did nasty things to her.

He pulled her labia apart and slopped his tongue into the crevice. The flesh was very slick there, and his tongue went skating.

“Oh, fuck!” she whined. “That feels too good!”

He pushed his head forward and sucked, then stuck his tongue into her.

“Oh!” Her hips lurched.

He moved up her body, put his fingers to her pussy and his tongue to her tits. He sucked on her nipples, hard, and she groaned. Then he moved his fingers into her and started stirring her insides.

“Oh, God!”

Then he moved up further. It was awkward on these lounge chairs, but he inserted his penis into her snatch.

Her eyes widened and she gasped. For a long minute she groaned and moved her hips.

He stopped. “Should I squirt or get out?”

“Oh, God!” She looked up at him. She wanted him to squirt in the worst way, but she knew she had to have him horny if she was going to sell her plan to him. “Out! Get out.”

It was obviously hard for him to pull back, even painful, but he did it, and he gave his own loud groan.

“This better be good,” he gulped as he sat back on his lounge chair.

“Let’s dip.”

She stood up and led the way to the pool. Her ass swayed in a perfect rhythm, and he sighed. His cock was straight out and desperate.

They dove into the pool. She felt the water sloop over her breasts as she crawled across the water.

He felt his dick being pulled, as if by a gentle watery hand, as he followed her.

They frolicked. They splashed each other. She swam over him and pulled herself over his penis. She held on and said, “Fuck me but don’t cum. Get close. Real close.”

He was all too happy to follow her instructions. He grunted and held her up and kept pushing into her.

Her eyes rolled back a bit as he savaged her, then he backed off, pulled out, and was almost crying as he back stroked away.

“Crap. This is as hard on me as it is on you.”

They swam in circles. He moved up and nestled his cock between her ass cheeks.

“You want it up the chute?” he nuzzled her neck and whispered in her ear.

“Mmm, not yet.”

He pushed his cock against her butt, wished he had permission to fuck her ass, but, no permission, no fuck.

She stepped up the stairs at the shallow end, went to the chairs and made two more drinks, then sat down.

A minute later he stepped out and took his place, and his drink.

“How long are you going to torment me before you tell me what’s going on?”

“Right now,” she said.

“And then can we fuck?”

“Maybe.”

He made a whimpering sound, then drank a big glug.

She sat on the chair, a stunning woman, so happy in all her ways, but one more thing would be the icing on the cake. She turned to Johnny.

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“You know how you love to wear my underwear?”

He smiled. “I certainly do. I wish men’s underwear was that nifty.”

“Nifty,” she snorted at his choice of words.

“And you know how, around the house, I’m usually in charge?”

“I’m in charge at the office, you’re in charge at home. It’s traditional.” She stated.

“So you want to be in charge at the office? Let me hang out and watch soap operas and eat chocolates? Is that what this is about?”

“Well, uh…”

“Oh, my God! It is! I guessed it!”

“Well, it is, but not exactly.”

“Now you’ve got me totally puzzled. Tell me what’s going on, woman.”

She sat up and pivoted towards him. He made the last pair of drinks, and she pulled her lounge closer to his.

She reached down and grabbed his cock with both hands. She began stroking and fondling.

He moaned. “Not too much or I’m going to squirt.”

She lightened up, a feather stroke on his cock head, and massaged his balls, treating them like they were ben wah balls.

“Heysoos,” he breathed.

“Okay, Johnny, this is what’s happening. Do you remember Shiela Yount?”

“Oh, sure. She’s that hot, little number. I was lusting after her, but she seemed to prefer you. She wore a black dress and you could see her nipples. Her body was 36 by 24 by 36, long, dark hair that looked like it smelled so good. And—AIEE!”

Tammi grinned, then let go of his cock. “Easy, tiger.”

“Okay. She was a drab witch with a dumpy face. No body at all.”

Tammi chuckled. “That’s my man.” Then she sobered up.

“Shiela Yount was a man.”

Johnny blinked, ignored her heavenly hand and sat up. “What?”

“Yep. Shiela Yount used to be Jeremy Yount.”

Johnny was stunned. He just sat there and examined his feelings. Shiela Yount was, despite the hand threatening to strangle his penis, one of the most beautiful women in the world. All the men lusted after her. He had even flirted, in a harmless manner, with her.

Which meant that he had flirted with a man.

What the fuck was the world coming to?

“What are you thinking.”

“I am thinking,” he faced his wife, “that I had a tremendous boner for her. And what does that make me?”

“A man. She looks like a woman. She acts like a woman. No way to tell she isn’t a woman. Unless you get that close.”

Johnny shook his head. “My God. Wait until I tell the guys. Jim will—“

“No.”

He looked at her.

“This was given to me under confidence. Not a word to anybody.”

“But you’re sure?”

“One hundred per cent.”

“How?”

“My source knows the doctor that does all her work.”

“My, God!” Then he came to himself. He focused on her, knowing that something more than skittles was up. “What does this have to do with me?”

“You’re a beautiful man. You wear your hair long, your bone structure is perfect, you’re slender without being skinny.

He was shaking his head now, figuring out where she was going.

“You’re not…you don’t want me to…”

“I would like you to consider becoming a more beautiful person.”

Johnny was frozen, though his mind was churning a million miles an hour.

Tammi changed paths a little bit. “Johnny, we have sex, and it’s good. But it’s the same old, same old. You put your dick in me and squirt—“

“Or don’t,” he murmured.

“Or don’t,” she agreed. “But that just proves it. There was a time when you couldn’t control yourself, when you couldn’t pull back. I would like to up our lives, get back to that primal lust that drove us in the beginning.”

“So….I become a woman.”

“Not all the way.”

“How do I become a woman but not all the way?”

There are two hormones. One is testosterone and the other is estrogen. If we increase your estrogen you’ll start changing. But if we monitor your testosterone your dick won’t shrink. Just think, you’ll have a sexy body, and yet under the dress you’ll have that big, mighty, stiff penis.”

Johnny got a far away look in his eyes.

A female body. A dick. A shemale, in essence, but…he didn’t think he could soften his personality.

“Physically, I suppose it’s possible, but my personality…I don’t think I could adapt.”

“I’ll help you.”

“You’ll help me.”

“I’ll take charge. You’ll still go to work, it’s your company and nobody is going to care if you transition.”

“Hell,” he snorted. “They’ll just go from calling me that old bastard to calling me a bitch.”

Tammi was talking less now. She had made her pitch, and it was time to let the possibilities sink in.

“So I would have tits.”

“Big ones. Hormones will help you grow, but I don’t want to wait. I want to give you vacation boobs, stretch out your skin until you can accommodate large breasts.

“How large?”

“You’ve got a male chest, slightly wider, you’ll need very large bosoms to look natural. Heck, Consider Shiela Yount.”

Johnny did. That was one of Shiela’s selling points, large breasts. He looked into his mind’s eye and realized that Shiela must have had gynormous implants.

Tammi got up and got some more ice, some more Coke. The conversation had suddenly sobered them up, and she knew Johnny would appreciate a bit of lubrication.

She got back, they sipped, and he said, “What if I want to get my peeny cut off?”

She grunted noncommittally.

He wasn’t really serious, he was just talking while his mind went riot.

“This is a lot, you know?”

“I know, so I wanted to propose a half measure.”

“A half measure?”

“Yep. I’m going to give you a couple of things to do, then we’ll see how you feel about it.”

“A couple of things like…?”

“For starters, you’re going to start wearing female underwear.”

“I can do that.”

“All the time.”

He sighed, accepting what she was saying.

“I want to start using female products on you, get you used to pampering yourself. We’ll shave your body, work on your hair a little, and it’ll pretty much all be under the radar. Or under your clothes, so to speak.”

They drank, they talked. Johnny jumped into the pool and swam around for a while, then got out and sat down again.

“And when did you want to start this?”

“This afternoon.”

“And I can change my mind if it gets too much for me.”

“Yep. With a provision.”

“What provision?”

“If you dig your heels in you have to wait three days before you are released from our bargain.”

He nodded slowly. A grace period. A chance for Tammi to work on him, get him through his reservations.

They drank some more.

“And what about sex?”

“Once you’ve reached a certain point I’m going to want sex, probably a lot more than you can deliver. But until you reach that point I don’t want you to cum.”

He stared at her. “This afternoon was to set me up. You know how much I love the denial game.”

“I do.”

“You figure if I’m kept horny then I won’t be so willing to end the game.”

“Absolutely.”

He heaved a deep breath, took a big sip, and his eyes went into a far distance.

Become a woman, but with a male appendage.

The sex would be incredible.

“I’d be walking around trying to make myself beautiful all the time.”

He was just whispering, thinking out loud, and she didn’t say anything.

“I’d have to go shopping.”

“You’ll forward to going shopping…once you have your body.”

He nodded.

“Estrogen, no testosterone blockers. It could work.”

“Honey, you know it will work.”

“Okay. I’ll try it.”

Just like that.

Tammi controlled her smile.

The fun started just a few minutes later. Tammi led Johnny into the house and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“Apply, wait until it burns, rinse your hair off.”

Johnny looked down at his chest. He didn’t have a lot of hair, but…but he was about to be bald on his whole body.

He followed her instructions, made sure he slathered the goop over his groin and his asshole, and 20 minutes later he stepped out of the shower. His skin felt weird. Oddly, like his hairs were standing on end. But he had no hairs to stand.

Tammi was waiting. She rubbed body cream on to his flesh. “We’re going to make your skin so soft,” she murmured.

Johnny liked getting his whole body rubbed. He especially liked it when she stroked him close to the edge.

He had a feeling that with a few days of being edged he was going to be climbing the walls. But, what the heck. He was always up for a challenge.

“Now then,” Tammi said. “Lie on your belly.”

“I, uh…my boner won’t let me.”

“Use a pillow.”

He scrunched up a pillow and lay on it. His dick was still bent a bit, but it wasn’t bad. His butt was up in the air.

“Okay, honey, I’m going to put a butt plug in you.”

“What?”

“You’re worn one before, so just relax.”

She wormed a finger into him, then two, and slowly reamed him.

Johnny groaned. It felt too good. He wanted to cum. Funny, his butt takes it but his dick wants to squirt.

Tammi rubbed his cheeks for a moment, then pulled them sideways and placed the plug at his star.

Gently, taking her time, she wormed it into place.

Johnny loved it. He was so relaxed there wasn’t any pain, and he felt the thing rubbing on his prostate.

This was going to be hard. He was already horny, and now his prostate gland was going to be massaged.

“Okay, this is a small one, but it shouldn’t cum out. If it does, wash it off with soap and water and re-insert.”

He nodded.

“If you have to poop, take it out, and when you’re done wash it off and re-insert.”

“And what’s this going to do?”

“It’s going to loosen your hips.”

“Oh.”

“Now, as for your cock. I’ll be ordering a chastity tube for it, so you won’t have any accidents.”

Now Johnny was mentally groaning. Locking up his dick? That was serious shit!

Watching Johnny closely, making sure the procedure didn’t overwhelm him, she handed him panties, nylons, garter, and bra.

He inspected each item closely, and his expression was most inscrutable.

His cock was as stiff as it had ever been.

He looked down. “I’ll look pretty obvious in a dress.”

“Chastity will handle that.”

“Does Shiela Yount have a chastity thing?

“Shiela went the whole route. Not to getting her dick cut off, but she takes a chemical that renders her limp.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

Johnny stared at her. “Did you think about that for me?”

“I considered it, of course, but that’s an individual decision.”

“Would you miss my dick?”

“Yes and no.”

He looked askance at her.

“Yes, because I love your dick. But no, dildos and strap ons are quite popular now.”

Johnny got dressed. The panties were uncomfortable, but Tammi said she would get some other panties, sissy panties, with a little stretch in the front for his pouch.

The bra was tight, but not obvious. He could wear a jacket and nobody would see the straps.

The nylons were cool. They were sexy. He loved them.

The garters were cool, too.

And, the butt plug was doing its job. No matter what he did, take a step, sit down, it felt like he was getting gently fucked. They had played anal before, but only with fingers. Now he was permanently stopped up, and it was kinky. The pressure on his prostate was a constant, and his horniness grew geometrically.

“Okay, honey. You’re good for today. I’ll expect you to wear these things under your regular guy clothes through the week. By next weekend we’ll be ready for phase two.”

“Okay,” he said, getting up and turning to the mirror. He was stunned by how feminine he looked.

He turned, smiled at her, then started out of the room.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He was confused. “I thought we were done?”

“You’re done, but I’m not. Do you know how horny this makes me? I am positively dripping down there.”

“Honey! I can’t fuck you with my dick! I even get close to your pussy and I’m going to squirt my brains out.”

She smiled. “You’ll have to use your beautiful lips.”

He stared at he. He was so stiff he was hurting. He wanted to fuck so badly…and yet all he was going to get was cunnilingus.

Tammi sat on the bed, spread her legs, and scooted back.

Helpless, moving in spite of himself, Johnny knelt on the bed. He moved his face down to her junction and began pleasuring her.

“Oh, yeah…”

Johnny lapped, and she held his head in place and lightly fucked his tongue.

“Do you know what this is like? Fucking a woman?”

He did, but his mouth was too busy to comment.

“This is heaven. You’re so beautiful. I can’t wait to see you in boobs, wearing dresses. I’m going to fuck you every which way but loose.”

He redoubled his efforts, her talking making him even more excited.

“FU-U-U-U!”

Her hips rose up and mashed his face. She clawed at his hair and pushed him down into her crotch.

For a second Johnny thought he was going to suffocate, or drown, or something, then she relaxed and he was freed.

“Oh, honey, that was beautiful. I can’t wait to fuck you!”

Johnny was gasping, and his dick…God, his dick!

Johnny went to work wearing panties and bra, nylons and garters. And a butt plug. He could feel his legs rubbing inside his trousers, and  the plug against his prostate. It felt so incredibly good.

He kept his jacket on all day and nobody noticed.

He did get a few looks, though.

Not for the physical, for nobody could see that. But there was just something softer in his attitude. He didn’t snap out commands. He didn’t act unreasonable.

The people seemed to like it better.

And, as the week progressed, they liked it better and better. A few of the girls actually started talking to him.

By Friday the company had a different attitude. People were more relaxed, and production was actually going up.

Johnny marveled at that. Why would his stopping cracking the whip result in better job performance?

He arrived home, and Tammi was ready for phase two.

Tammi had been sexing him up all week long. He came home she sucked on him. At bed time he got between her legs. In the morning she awoke him by straddling his face and stroking his penis.

And always she grabbed the base of his plug and wiggled it.

The result was that all Johnny wanted to do was see her. He wanted to be with her, to hang with her, most of all, to feel her.

He was growing to enjoy this constant mouth sex they were having. And so what if she got to cum and he didn’t?

On Friday, when he arrived home, she handed him a small box and said, “You’ve got to get soft.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.” He looked down at his dick. It was a proud flagpole if ever there was one.

“Not kidding. Now, there are several methods we could use.”

“Oh?”

“We can try the old bag of frozen peas trick. Slap a bag of frozen peas on your Willy and he’ll be chilly.”

He chuckled.

“Or, second method, I could spank your peeny.”

“What?”

She giggled. “Okay, I researched it, how do get rid of an erection. You can exercise, or take a cold shower, take paracetamol or Ibuprofen, meditate, and so on. But let’s face it,” she took his cock and shook it, “They way I’ve been working this bad boy you might need a bag of peas or a good peeny spanking. You can try the other methods, but are you man enough to withstand a penis spanking?”

He stared at her “You’re serious.”

“Absolutely. But we only need to spank it once. Then it will be safe and sound, and there won’t be any possibility of accidents.

“You’re serious.”

She laughed. “Or we can have a doctor operate and give you something called a ‘shunt,’ or we can give you castration chemicals, or…” she shrugged. Her eyes were filled with laughter.

He opted for a run, followed by a cold shower. The run brought it down enough, however, and Tammi slipped the ring and the tube on and locked them together.

“Oh, I like this,” she giggled, shaking his caged cock.

He groaned. His weeny was trying to get hard, pressing against the sides and end of the chastity tube. It hurt, but not too much.

She pulled him by the caged cock towards the bedroom. “Okay, baby, let’s see if your cock can bust out of prison.

She lay down on the bed and beckoned him.

He went down on her. He ate her, and his penis demanded attention. He licked her and sucked her. He pulled on her tits, and she got off.

He just got hornier.

“Whew,” she said. “That was good. Are you ready for round two?”

“Oh, baby, I’m ready!”

She laughed, and opened her bottom dresser drawer. She took out a strap on and a big penis.

“What? Are you serious?”

“You keep asking that,” she said, as she helped him step into the strap on.

He looked down to see the big, black dick jutting forth. It was bigger than his dick, and that didn’t make him feel all that good.

“Okay, honey. Do me.”

She lay on the bed again.

Johnny climbed on to the bed, and it felt like he was in a dream. He had a dick…but he couldn’t feel it. And his real dick was scrunched up and crying.

Actually crying, like tears of pre-cum.

He knelt over her, and he had never seen her look so excited. They had never played with strap on—why bother when they had his dick to play with?—but she was looking at that big, black dick like it was the second coming of Heysoos. Or maybe that should be the second ‘cumming’ of Heysoos.

He touched the head of the dick to her pussy and she took in breath. She watched him, totally excited. She had never looked that excited over taking his real dick.

He slid into her. It was a tighter fit because the dick was bigger. She asked him to stop. He held a push up over her while she used her fingers to pull the lips of her hole out so she could accommodate the giant.

Slowly, bit by bit, inch by inch, he penetrated her.

Her eyes got a far away look in them. She was only aware of the big penis, she didn’t care about him.

And he was apart from it all. He was fucking the most beautiful woman, the woman that he loved, and he couldn’t feel a thing. All he could do was watch her react to the intrusion of the monster in her hole.

“Oh, fuck, honey. We should have done this long ago.”

Not able to feel anything, he became fascinated by what she must be feeling. He watched the way her lips trembled, and he dared to kiss them. To somehow share in her pleasure.

She became aware of him, and she held on to him. Little tears appeared at the corner of her eyes. “Fuck me, honey. Use that big dick and ream me out. Fuck me so my hole is twice as big.”

His head exploding with such talk, he began to drive the big weenie into her.

She gasped with every plunge, she held on when he pulled out. She grasped him with the strength of a madman in between.

Johnny began to use his male strength. He fucked her, and became brutal, and the more brutal he became, the more she seemed to like it.

“Oh, God!” she kept saying.

He pressed his hips down against hers, and the thing was deeply embedded.

She could feel it so very deep inside her.

“More!” she whispered. “Harder.”

Then he wondered where she was going to get this kind of fucking if he turned into a woman.

He slowed down, stopped, and she looked at him with a frantic look in her eyes

“What’s wrong? Come on!”

“Who’s going to fuck you like this when I’m a woman?”

“Heysoos Xristo!” she shrieked. “Who cares! Just fuck me now! Gimme the dick! Now!”

So he did. Putting aside his own considerations. After all, it was bull shit, right? She would always love him. Right?”

And he drove that dick deeper and deeper, until she was pounding on his back, out of her mind, cumming again and again and again.


PART TWO

He was surprised to find that he was getting off on Tammi loving the big dick. Yes, he wanted to cum, and he was walking around in a fever heat, but her wanting the big, black dick was actually exciting.

How could that be? he wondered.

But, truth, other things were happening to him that were taking his mind off his wife’s preferences.

On Friday, of the first week of wearing the chastity tube, he had an appointment with the doctor. The same doctor that had worked on Shiela Yount.

The doctor was a woman, and she didn’t care why Johnny wanted boobs. She just gave him a professional smile, and had him lay down on a table.

Of course, part of the reason she didn’t care was that the boobs weren’t permanent. They were ‘vacation boobs.’ A substance injected into his chest that would, within a month or two, be absorbed by the body.

But when his new boobs were going to be absorbed Tammi had made anther appointment for him. And she would make more appointments as. needed.

So he lay on the table and the doctor made marks around his pectoral, then started injecting fluid into his body A lot of fluid.

Johnny walked out and was glad he had been wearing a bigger cupped bra than normal. His chest was huge!

Of course it wasn’t totally huge, it’s all a matter of perspective, but never having boobs before they were huge to Johnny.

And there was no way he was going to be hiding these puppies from the people in his company.

Tammi was waiting in the waiting room, and she grinned when she saw his chest.

“Now we’re talking.” She said. She linked arms with him and walked him out to the car.

“I’ll drive,” she said, walking around to the driver’s side.

“I can drive,” Johnny protested.

“Sure, you can, but you just had an operation. Time for you to lay down and take it easy.”

Johnny sat in the passenger seat and tried to hide.

“You look all shrunken, straighten up,” Tammi laughed.

“You’ve had a lifetime to get used to your boobs. This is killing me.”

She smiled. “Say, do you mind? I have to pick up some files from the office.”

“You do? What for?”

“I’m going to be helping you work, got to take on more responsibility. I’d like to look at the department reports, a few of the graphs.”

Johnny didn’t want to go to the office, but he wasn’t driving. A few minutes later Tammi wheeled his convertible Jaguar into the boss’s parking space. She smiled, got out, and headed into the office.

Johnny sat there, and wished the top was up. And he wished harder a minute later when Suzie and Emily, two of the receptionists came out for a smoke break.

“Hi, Johnny.” They walked over to him.

They were both lookers, and his cock started crawling around inside his cage.

“How are you…what’s wrong with your chest?”

“Oh, uh…nothing…I…”

If they were inside he could have ordered them to work. Outside, on break, he had no authority over them.

“No…it looks like…you do! You have breasts!”

Johnny began glowing with red.

“Hey, boss, are you transitioning?”

“Like Caitlyn Jenner?”

“Uh…” nothing else to do for it, “Sort of.”

“Oh, my gosh! I think that is so sweet!”

“You’re much better looking than Caitlyn!”

Then the two girls stood and talked, discussed boobs, gossiped about people with boobs, and Johnny just turned redder and redder.

“What does Tammi think?” asked Suzie.

“It was her idea,” Johnny blurted.

“Oh, my gosh!”

“Wow! That is so cool.”

Finally, Tammi came out of the building, but with her was Jim Jennings from sales. They were discussing a report, and they sauntered over to the car. it took but a moment for Jim to clue in on the conversation. “You’re…you’re changing?”

“Looks like,” Johnny whispered.

“Hey, don’t be embarrassed, boss I was just talking to James, up in HR. We need to balance our government requirements. If you can declare as LGBTQ it will go a long way. We’ll get tax breaks, special considerations, all sorts of things.

Suzie chose that moment to pipe up., “Why don’t you get a sex change, Jim?”

“My wife would kill me if I tried something like that. She wants a manly man, and…oh, sorry. I hope I didn’t say something wrong.”

Tammi jumped in. “No, no. Johnny’s got to get used to being a minority now,” and they all laughed.

“You sent those girls out,” Johnny accused.

“Well, you have to get over your shyness somehow.”

“How about my own time?”

She smiled. “Your own time would be a hundred years from now. Besides, I made a decision, and that’s the kind of thing I’m supposed to be doing.”

Johnny said nothing.

“Honey, look at me.”

He did.

“You’re going to be softer, and that means I have to be harder. Get used to it. There’s going to be times when I tell you what to do and you’re just going to have to knuckle under and do it.”

That was a rough moment for Johnny. H sulked all the way home, but, in the end, he realized that he had agreed to this.

At home Tammi wasted no time.

“Okay, a couple of things. I told everybody you’re going to take a few days off. Everybody will know what is happening by the end of the day, so no big deal. I’ll head in for a few hours later in the week and make sure there are no problems.

“What am I going to be doing?”

“Practicing.”

“Practicing what?”

“Being a woman.”

He was silent at that, and Tammi judged it time to get him a drink or four.

They sat down in the computer room and Tammi began lecturing him on how to present himself as a woman.

Some of the stuff was easy. How to cross the legs, how to walk in high heels…and some of the stuff was hard.

How to respond when a women made a cutting remark. How to respond to compliments from men.

Compliments from men?

At the end of their little talk Tammi discussed dresses and make up.

“I’ve got quite a few dresses picked out for you, and you will be expected to wear make up from here on out.”

Johnny looked around like he was trapped.

“Now, we’ll start with lipstick, and over the next week I’ll teach you how to clean your face, do your eyes, foundation, all that sort of thing.

She took out a tube of red lipstick and rolled it onto his lips.

Johnny physically jerked, then made himself hold still. He tasted the lipstick, and he licked it.

“Try not to lick too much, it’s not candy,” she laughed as she put the tube away.

She handed him a dress. It was a yellow summer dress with a carousel of white lines on the bottom. He was surprised, when he put it on, to see how it accentuated his breasts.

“Beautiful,” said Tammi, brushing the material smooth on him.

“Good Lord,” wheezed Johnny.

“Okay,” Tammi said, sitting back. “All done.”

“All done?”

“Yep. You’re free to go.”

“But…but it’s the middle of the afternoon!”

“So, what do women do in the middle of the afternoon?”

“Uh…” he had no clue.

“Would you rather go shopping? Or clean the house?”

He was blank at that decision, so Tammi repeated his choices.

“I guess I should, uh, clean the house?”

“Excellent. Now, remember, keep your high heels on at all times. And…would you like me to do your nails?”

“Well, uh…” He thought. Housework. What a drag. At least getting his nails done would let him not do housework for a while. “I guess.”

“Okay. Let’s go sit at the vanity table…”

She took him into their bedroom and had him take off his nylons.

“We’re going to do my toes?”

“Of course, silly. Now watch and listen because you’re going to have to do this.”

She showed him how to prepare his nails, then she stroked the bright, red paint on his toenails.

He stared as if in shock.

“And this is called lacquer. It’ll give you a hard shell finish.”

Then she did his hands, and now he was really in shock. She put on long ovals and made his hands look an inch longer.

“Oh, these are pretty.”

She looked at him, then leaned forward and reapplied his lipstick. “Don’t chew your lips, honey.”

He nodded, and looked in the mirror. And held his hands up next to his face.

Johnny’s life was in change now. Every day he got up and cleaned his face and put on make up. Every day he walked around in dresses, and he learned how to make his heels click.

He brushed his hair and learned to style it. He used mascara and eyeliner and read the fashion magazines that Tammi brought him.

Toward the end of the week Tammi headed for the office, and came back at five in the evening.

“Where were you?” He was almost crying. He felt so helpless these days.

“There was a problem at work and I had to fix it.”

“Oh.”

“Did you fix dinner?”

“I didn’t know…you always helped me…”

“Well, come on. I’ll have a drink and tell you what to do.”

So she sat at the table and told him about fixing meatloaf, and he started to calm down.

Finally, sitting down to dinner, he said, “I don’t understand what’s going on. Emotionally, I’m a wreck. Sometimes I feel like crying. I get confused by the simplest things.”

“It’s the hormones,” Tammi stated.

He stared at her. “What hormones?”

“The hormones the doctor gave you.”

“When I got my boobs?”

“Yep.”

“But…I didn’t…”

She put her hand on his. “Honey, we discussed this. I just figured that sooner was better than later. So when she was putting your boobs in she gave you an extra shot.”

“Estrogen?”

“Strongest estrogen there is. What would have taken you months, and even years, will now happen in weeks. And your dick will be as strong as ever!”

“Oh.”

It explained everything, but…it was a big thing.

“Don’t you think you should have asked me?”

“Nope. Why dawdle? Get it done. You needed it, so you got it. Now, you want to do the dishes while I check my email?”

“Okay.”

“And freshen your lipstick.” She handed him the tube of lipstick.

Johnny wrapped a pink apron about his hips and began washing the dishes. It was difficult washing dishes with long fingernails, but he was careful and managed to do it without breaking any nails.

Finally done, he went to the computer room. “All done,” he said.

She took one look at him and stood up and wrapped her arms around him.

“It’s tough being a woman, isn’t it.”

He nodded, and his tears were flowing.

“Well, come on, let me help you understand.”

She put her arm around him and walked him into the bedroom.

“What are we doing?” he asked.

“It’s time you got some of the good stuff. It’s time you discovered what the joy of being a woman is.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Now stop your blubbering. Let’s get you all pretty, and then I’ll show you what it’s all about.”

She sat him down and made him up, and he started to feel better.

“You see? It’s all about looking good.”

She smiled and brushed his hair. “Now, I want you to slip into a chemise. Just take your dress off and leave your underwear on. Just sit on the bed and I’ll be right back.”

He nodded and took off his dress. He put on the chemise and waited on the edge of the bed.

A minute later she showed up with a couple of drinks. She sat next to him and talked in a soft voice and calmed him down.

Finally, he was calm, and she said, “Okay, honey. I want you stand like this, facing the bed, now bend over.

He did. His breasts were on the bed, his butt was exposed, and she lifted his chemise and pulled his underpants down.

“When you’re a woman,” she explained, as she did something at the dresser, sometimes you need a man to calm you down. You need to understand that there is a certain degree of submission to being a woman.”

“There is?” He was on his elbows and his hair was over his face, falling towards the mattress.

“Yes, honey. And it’s time you learned about submitting.”

“It is?”

He started to turn around but she was back behind him and she pushed his back down.

“Now just relax.”

He was puzzled, then it felt good. Tammi was rubbing a finger against his rectum.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“Of course it does, honey, and it’s going to feel better.”

She reamed him, used three fingers and lubed him up.

He was laying there, on his breasts, enjoying the feeling of her fingers, and suddenly she pushed into him.

His head went up and his eyes opened.

She had been so gentle that it didn’t hurt, but it sure surprised him.

“What are you…UNH!”

She pushed until her plastic balls were against his chastity cage. He heard the click click of her balls against his cage, and he could feel his own balls swaying underneath.

“You’re…what are you…you’re…”

“I’m making love to you, honey. Doesn’t it feel good?”

And she went in and out, gently but firmly, he felt like a rag doll being shaken. His asshole began to burn with pleasure and he could feel his balls bouncing, bouncing, and then he felt a heat deep down in his groin. Inside, where the asshole nudged up against the prostate.

“What are you…what are you…” He was gripping the sheet in his fists. He was on a ride for which he had no control. He just held on and felt himself going with it.

“You can cum this way,” she whispered into his ear. “It takes a little work, but you just need to relax and let it happen. Don’t try to make it happen, like you would if you were using your dick, just let it happen. Give yourself up to it.”

She kept talking, soothing, as she rammed him again and again.

He felt the desire to pee, but underneath that, stronger, was something else.

He tried to go towards it, but it went away. He stopped struggling, and it came closer.

What Tammi was saying suddenly made sense. Don’t make it happen, let it happen.

He tried to relax his hips, he crawled up on the bed a little and took the pressure off his legs.

“That’s it, honey. Give it up for me. Come on now. Just let it happen.”

Suddenly it felt like there was a huge pressure inside him, in his anus, and the sensation got stronger and stronger. His hips started to jerk and an incredible sense of happiness and pleasure overwhelmed him. Then it was like he was floating in the warmest ocean in the world. Floating. Bobbing in the waves, and his muscles tightened and tightened, and he heard himself yelling something, from far away, and he realized he was having an orgasm.

It wasn’t a male orgasm, hard and fast, it was a female orgasm, and it buoyed him up, made him realize there was a God, and that there could be heaven on earth.

Then, slowly, slowly, he began to come down.

Finally, he lay there. Tammi withdrew, leaving a gaping sensation in his asshole, and he did so want it to be filled.

She washed the dildo off, looking very masculine and no nonsense as she jacked it with soap and water. She put the dildo and the strap on harness into the dresser, then she tip toed out of the room.

Johnny lay there, wasted, elevated, exalted.

He knew that something had happened, that he wasn’t a man anymore. But what was he?”

He was a woman in certain aspects. He had breasts, and his body was changing. His emotions were temporarily down, but he knew they would rise up again, and that he would have to fucked again.

But he also had a cock.

What was he going to do about his cock?

Technically, he didn’t need it any more. But Tammi did. Or said she did. But did she? They were going to have to talk about that.

Johnny got his second set of injections. Now his breasts were really looking big. He needed DD cups on his bra, and yet, when he looked at himself, he realized that he was going to be getting even bigger. Even though his hips were getting rounder, his chest still had a certain size to it, and he was going to have to have breasts that were big enough for his chest.

Along with his bigger boobs he had gotten an estrogen super booster. He was changing now, and he was going to start changing faster.

And he was going to have clothes.

“Time to go shopping,” Tammi suggested one Saturday morning.

“Shopping?”

“Your clothes don’t fit you, and they won’t fit you more and more. You need new bras, you have totally outgrown my hand me downs. So, yes, we’re going shopping.”

He didn’t want to. He wanted to stay home and…and vacuum, or something. Anything but go out in public.

But Tammi was the more forceful of them, and she grabbed Johnny by the ear, literally, and marched him out to the car.

As usual, she drove, and she snickered at how Johnny was wearing a floppy hat and sunglasses.

“Nobody will recognize you, you know.”

“I’ll recognize me,” he answered dourly.

Yet when they got to the mall it wasn’t bad. People pretty much ignored him. He kept close to Tammi and they went from shop to shop, and he discovered the fun of shopping.

Colors and fabrics. Materials and shapes. Dresses and underwear, and he got his ears pierced.

He was actually proud as a puppy, and started to strut a little, at the feeling of the little strands hanging from his lobes.

“Look at you,” whispered Tammi, and he got all embarrassed again.

They lunched in a little shop across the street from the mall, and Tammi schooled him on how to speak, how to ask for things, how to quibble when it came to an order.

“Whatever you do, don’t just blurt out, ‘Gimme a number one.’ Take your time, the waitress expects it, and get what you really want.”

“But what if I want a number one?”

“Argh!” But she was joking. “Then ask for a hamburger, just pink inside, and make sure the lettuce isn’t wilted. And make sure the fries are salted, and…”

She went on and on, making him laugh at how ridiculous she sounded, yet he knew that this was his new mode. He would be expected to master the art of drawing out orders and making the simple complex.

When she was done he said, “What about my penis?”

“What about your penis?”

“It’s a bother to wear a chastity tube all the time, but I can’t just let it pop out.”

Tammi had a very bland expression. “What are you asking me, Johnny?”

He took a breath. “I’m asking if you really need my penis.”

“And your options?”

“I haven’t figured it out that far.”

She waited.

“I still don’t like the idea of cutting it off. And what would I do with balls and no penis? The testosterone might keep pumping, but that would just make me horny.”

“Are you thinking of chemical castration?”

He met her gaze. “I was.” When she didn’t say anything he continued. “Chemical castration is reversible. I can get a shot that lasts a month. Get my boner back, then make a decision.

Tammi nodded.

“I’d like you to give me a good fucking before you consider this. I want you to see what it is you’d be missing.”

His turn to nod. “I certainly have no back off on fucking you. It’s just…how am I going to fuck you? Where is this future leading us.”

“And if I find that I want your dick? That I don’t like the chemical castration?”

He was silent for a long minute, thinking about that.

“Well, I have to say that our original agreement was that you would be in charge. So if you really want me to have a stiffy…then I’ll have to bite the bullet and live with it.”

“It sounds like you’ve thought this all out.”

“Somewhat, but it’s all such new territory.”

Both of them thinking now, they finished their lunch.

Back home Johnny tried on his new outfits. Now he had a bra that really fit, and his clothes started to hang on him properly. He was looking more and more feminine, and Tammi was quite happy.

She liked him looking beautiful. He was much more beautiful as a woman than as a man.

Time passed, and it was time for his permanent boobs. He was actually a little nervous when he went to the doctor’s. When he arrived, however, he had a surprise. Shiela Yount was sitting in the waiting room.

Johnny introduced himself, and she said, “I remember you. You’re the big flirt with the nasty sense of humor.

Johnny smiled.

“Well, you’ve certainly come a long way.”

“I have, and you’re partly responsible.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. My wife was so impressed by you that she wanted me to be beautiful. So…I guess I should be thanking you.”

Shiela grinned. “That is such a nice compliment.”

“But there is a question I wanted to ask you.”

“Yes?”

“It deals with chemical castration. Should I shut up and go away?”

“No, no. I was chemically castrated. I tried having a dick for a while, but then I ended up getting myself castrated again. I just liked not having that constant reminder rising up at awkward moments.”

They talked then, and fortunately, the doctor was behind on here schedule. By the time Johnny was called he had all his questions answered, and had a lot of data to consider.

He was laying on the table and the doctor was measuring his flesh. She made little marks and planned on how best to insert the rather sizable bags she called ‘Chyna 2000s.’

Johnny lay quietly. He was breathing, thinking, and he suddenly asked, “What do you use for chemical castration?”

“There’s a lot of different drugs. I prefer Lupron. Are you thinking about it?”

“I am.”

“Well, let me do this first, then we can discuss it.”

Johnny walked into the house, click, click, click.

“Out here, honey!”

Johnny poured a couple of drinks and headed for the pool.

“Wow! Let me see those! Those are big!”

Johnny handed her a drink. He held up a little bottle with a pill in it.

“What are those?”

“Those are a single pill. Good for one month of chemical castration.”

Tammi’s eyes widened. “No boners for a month?”

“Nope.”

“Are you going to do it? Of course you’re going to do it. You wouldn’t bring a pill like that home unless you planned to do it.”

“Actually, it all depends on you. I want to fuck you one last time, and you’ve indicated that you’d like to fuck me…then, would you like me to take the pill?”

“Hold on, bozo. That’s your decision.”

“No. It’s not. You made it plain from the get go and over the months that you’re making the decision. We’ve talked enough, we know how each other feel, but…do you want me to take that pill?”

Tammi pursed her lips and sized him up.

He said nothing.

She stood up, “Come with me.”

She led him to the bedroom. She undressed him, slowly, lovingly, and she got out a little key. She inserted it into his lock.

Click.

A moment later his cock was free and growing.

They sat on the edge of the bed and watched it grow.

“It’s not as big as I remember,” Tammi said.

“Oh, hurt my feelings,” Johnny laughed.

“Sorry. I guess I’m used to the big black dildo.”

She looked at him. “This might be your last chance to act like a man, Johnny. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard. Convince me that your dick is better hard than soft.”

He stared at her, then he stood up and moved in front of her. “Suck.”

Just one word, and she bent to his weenie. She put her lips over it and fondled his testicles.

Oh, the heaven. It had been several months since his cock had been put to use, and it felt better than he remembered.

She sucked it and stroked it, and looked up at him.

He thought about submitting. He thought about how he was going to make her submit. He thought about how, if he did this, he would have to submit all over again when she fucked him.

That was what convinced him. He liked submitting.

He pushed her shoulders back, spread her legs, and jammed his cock into her.

Tammi loved it. She knew about submitting. She preferred to make him submit, but that didn’t mean she was going to give up submitting.

Johnny took long strokes. He was rough, and Tammi held on and groaned.

He grabbed her legs and pushed them up Her pussy was perfectly presented, and he dove into it again and again.

Tammi started to cum. She hadn’t had real flesh in her in months, and she loved it.

Still, was it better than her big, black strap on?

Finally, with her rag dolled under him, Johnny began to cum. He had to remember how to make it happen, and he did, and his balls tensed and the fluid shot up his shaft.

“Oh, fuck…fuck…”

Tammy held on and he filled her with semen. His hips jerked and he spewed, and, finally, it was over.

He let go of her legs and they fell down. He lay on her for a moment, then rolled off her.

They lay, gasping, looking at the ceiling.

She asked, “How was it.”

“It was good. How was if for you?”

“It was good.”

“Was it better than Big Blackie?”

She leaned up on one elbow and looked at him. “No.”

He smiled.

She had the pill in her hand. She smiled and said, “Open.”

He opened his mouth and she tossed the pill in.

END
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PART ONE

“Come on, Johnny, you know you want to!”

Johnny resisted the pull of her hand. Behind them the party was in full swing. Couples were dancing and drinking, The music was loud, and Mick was yelling, ‘I can’t get no…satisfaction…’

“Jenny, I’m married!”

“So what. Your wife will never know.”

“But I’ll know!”

Jenny was a lush dish with never quit boobs and lips built for oral sex. She was also notorious for stealing husbands. Well, borrowing them and returning them in sullied condition.

Jenny moved back to him. One hand went unerringly to his crotch and she squeezed his package. “Ooh, somebody’s glad to see me!”

Johnny groaned. She had been kissing him in a hidden spot next to the patio for the last half hour. And feeling his dick, and grabbing his buns, and…she was so fucking hot.

“Wait…”

She slid her hand into his pants and grabbed his dick.

Johnny was drunk, and he was horny. His wife, Amy, hadn’t given him any sex in a week. She just hadn’t felt like it, but he was hurting. His cock was a stiff rod and Jenny was taking advantage of it.

For a long moment they swayed behind the bush at the rear of the property. Johnny knew it was wrong, but he was so damned horny!

Jenny transferred her grip to his balls and backed up and pulled.

Johnny had to go with her.

In the darkness, behind a hedge, Jenny backed up against a fence. She jumped up and wrapped her legs around him. “Monkey love, you little bastard,” she giggled. “Now give it to me!”

She held on while Johnny undid his pants. His cock poked out and suddenly her pussy was resting on it.

He cupped her buns and adjusted his hold, and he felt his cock start to slid into her moist, hot pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He gave yet another groan, and for a split second he blamed Amy. She hadn’t been giving him any. Then he was balls deep in Jenny.

Jenny laughed and buried her head against his neck. “I knew you had a big one!” she chortled.

Johnny wasn’t listening, he was banging. His hips drew back, then slammed forward. She was impaled, and her butt hit the fence.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

“Yeah,” he muttered. Slamming again and again.

Now Jenny couldn’t hold on, and her arms were barely around his neck, but Johnny had her firmly in hand. In and out, he slid his hard cock into her wet pussy.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…” she grunted in time with his thrusts.

He went into full fuck ‘em mode. He slammed her ass against the fence. He held one bun and cupped her tit with the other.

“Oh, shit,” she wailed. They weren’t worried about being loud because the music behind them was blasting.

He felt his semen boiling. He felt the little trigger click down deep behind his penis. He fucked harder, and he felt the semen start to come up his shaft.

“I’m going to squirt!” he yelled.

“Squirt you bastard!” Her hips started jerking and twitching. She was already cumming.

For a long minute he poured semen into her pussy, and she held on fiercely and had her own orgasm.

“Fuck,” he whispered, finally. He was leaning against her, and she was held up by the fence.

“Heysoos wept!” Jenny murmured. “That was fucking good.”

Slowly, he lowered her, put her feet on the ground.

They stood for a long moment. She pushed her dress down. She hadn’t been wearing panties, and she didn’t care that his seed was running down her leg.

Heck, in this mad party nobody would ever notice such a thing.

He backed away from her, put his glistening cock back into his pants.

“Oh, God,” he said, realizing what he had done. “I fucked you.”

She touched his cheek tenderly, patted it, then kissed him on the lips. “Honey, don’t even worry about it. I’ve already forgotten, and so should you.”

“But I’m married!”

“And you’ll be married tomorrow. What the little missus doesn’t know won’t hurt her.”

With a final kiss Jenny sauntered off, one more man…one more notch. The truth was that she prided herself on how many men she had fucked.

Johnny stood in the deep shadows for a long moment, head down, and thought about it. Then, nothing else to do, he stepped out of the shadows and headed back to the party.

He didn’t see his wife standing beside the tool shed, hidden by those shadows.

Amy was a tall blonde. Johnny’s height, and her blue eyes were looking a bit fierce now. Yet, for the tinge of anger bubbling around in her svelte torso, she was more curious about herself.

She had seen Johnny being pulled out into the bushes by Jenny. Johnny was almost the victim here. How could a man refuse such a come on?

But the point in her mind was that she could have stopped it. She could have stepped out, given Jenny a piece of her mind, dragged her man away, maybe beat him with a switch when they got home, but…she had just watched.

She had even walked down the side fence until she could see their shadows banging against the fence.

Why didn’t she stop them?

Why didn’t she go do a little kickin’ and slappin’?

Because it was exciting.

If she had had a dick it would have been hard. Seeing two people fucking, refusing to be bound by convention.

Yes, Johnny was bad, but…was she badder?

Letting him get taken?

And what would it do to their marriage?

His infidelity would change it, that was for sure. He would be racked by guilt, he would always have this niggling, little black spot in his mind.

Jenny wouldn’t care. She was a slut, and a quite happy slut, by all appearances.

And that made Amy wonder. Maybe there was something to be said for cheating?

What if she cheated? Now that she had Johnny in a state…if she fucked somebody would it bother her?

She was justified, and she had the feeling that she could go fuck the neighborhood and be fine, always knowing that Johnny was conflicted would, in a weird way, make her not conflicted.

Hmm.

She was going to have to look into this. Yes, she was. But right now, it was probably time to gather Johnny in. She wanted to get him alone and start digging, without letting him know that she knew. That could be fun. Make him turn red and then looking away and letting him suffer.

She grinned, and went into the party.

The party was at its peak. Couples were slow dancing, hands groping, kissing passionately, even though the music was ‘Light My Fire.’

Lots of fires already flaming here.

Amy wandered through the house. She saw Jenny dancing with Fred Simpson in a corner, and she knew that Jenny had picked out her next target. Poor Fred. And poor Sandy, who was Fred’s wife.

Or, maybe not poor.

Amy headed for the kitchen, poured herself a drink, and went back out to the living room.

She saw Johnny. He was sitting on a chair on the patio, all alone, nursing a drink.

She grinned. He was already feeling the guilt.

She headed for the patio, stepped out and said, “Hey, babe, how’s it going?”

Johnny looked up, instantly happy, squashing all traces of guilt. Heck, if Amy hadn’t known she never would have guessed.

“It’s going good.”

Amy was wearing culottes, and she threw a leg over Johnny and straddled him. She ground her pussy down on him subtly, and kissed him.

She could taste traces of Jenny’s lipstick.

Johnny had had a brief half second of doubt, then he attacked her lips in a mad manner. He held her tightly and mashed his lips on hers.

Amy was surprised, but it only made sense.

“Oh, honey,” he said.

She could feel him. He was on the edge of confessing.

“I need another drink,” blurted Amy. No way she was going to let her husband confess so easily, get out of his misery so easily. She was going to enjoy this!

She stood up, and his mouth was open and his eyes were gleaming with the glint of tears about to be shed.

“But…”

“I’ll be back in a second. Hold that thought.”

She trotted off, gloating, knowing that the poor boy was suffering.

Amy sauntered through the house, in no hurry to get back out to Johnny.

The music of the moment was Easy Street, and people were, by whim or by drink, acting like zombies.

They staggered in each others arms, Rod Parsons had passed out and was sleeping, with loud snores, in an easy chair. His wife was nowhere to be seen.

Janie Winfield was in the bedroom fucking assorted studs. Some of the studs had actually been brought in to boff Janie by their wives.

Hmm.

Amy finished her drink and went to the kitchen, and should she meet but Jenny.

“Hey, Jenny, wild party, eh?”

Jenny was mixing a drink and she turned to Amy with a smile. “Man, this is one to remember. “

“How many husbands have you stolen?”

Jenny showed no embarrassment, and didn’t even gloat that Johnny was among her conquests. “Five, tonight.”

“And what does that bring your lifetime total to?”

“Oh, God! Who knows!” She laughed merrily, handed Amy the drink she had made and started another one. When she was finished she and Amy wandered out to the living room.

“So how do you justify fucking all these men?”

“Well, at first I didn’t. I went through some confusing times. Then I realized that this was what men did, and if they could do it, then so could I.

Amy chuckled. “I don’t think men get as much nooky as you do.”

Jenny giggled. “I know. Ain’t I bad?”

At that moment Amy saw Johnny enter the room and look around. she kept him peripheral vision and kept talking to Jenny. Johnny wandered up and was finally noticed.

“Hey, baby. I’ve been talking to Jenny. She’s been giving me some great idea.”

Johnny was stricken, but Jenny didn’t notice. She just sidled up to Johnny and put her arm around his waist. “You better be careful, or one of these days I’ll have a little fun with Johnny.”

“Johnny? Good luck! Johnny is my true blue baby. He’d never cheat on me, would you, babe?”

Johnny’s face was a study in conflict. It actually seemed to roll through a mottle of colors. Ashen white, embarrassed red, sickly yellow, “Ah…no.”

“That’s my boy. Come on, honey. Let’s dance a little.”

Amy took Johnny’s hand and led him out of Jenny’s arms. Jenny grinned, and showed not a whit of emotion. Johnny grinned in a sickly manner and took Amy in his arms.

“I’m so glad I have you, honey. Look at all these poor slobs. Nothing but a bunch of cheaters. Did you know that Janie Winfield is in the bedroom pulling a train?”

“Uh…”

“Good Lord, how could a man want to put his dick in a hole that’s been fucked by a half a dozen men before. Putting their dicks in that mix of semen. Yuck.”

Johnny was silent.

They danced, and then Amy asked him to go get her another drink.

He walked away with a strangled look on his face, but she was pretty sure he wasn’t going to come clean now. Not after she had complimented him on being true blue.

She looked around at the party, which was now winding down a bit. Miss Tony Fisher was carrying on about ‘The Big Hurt,’ and Janie Winfield came staggering out of the bedroom. Her husband had found her, apparently, and put a stop to her shenanigans. He had one arm around her waist protectively and guided her to the front door.

Wouldn’t they be having some interesting conversations?

“You know, don’t you?”

Amy looked to her side, Jenny was there, her head tilted and a thoughtful look on her face.

“Yep.”

“What are you going to do?”

Take Johnny for a ride, not let him know, enjoy his guilt.”

Jenny nodded. “That sounds like fun.”

“So let me ask you a question…”

Jenny looked a bit nervous at that, but she nodded.

“What’s the hottest man you’ve ever fucked?”

Jenny blinked, a smile seemed to come to her. “My, my…”

Amy waited.

“I was at a party in San Francisco. It was wild, even to my standards. Drink and drugs, people of various sexual persuasion, and I ended up making it with a guy in women’s clothes.

“What? Really?”

Now the women were facing each other, speaking low, intent.

“And here’s the really wild thing. He was on the sexual predator’s list.”

“What?”

“Yep. He had the ankle bracelet at the time. We started off talking about that, and he told me how he had been castrated.”

“His dick was—“

“No. He had his dick, and his balls. When they castrate somebody these days they give them a shot of something. It enhances the estrogen in them, and they can’t get boners. But he still had the desire, just no way to act on them. His dick was as limp as a worm three sheets to the wind.”

“So how did you make love?”

“At first we just made out. I thought it was funny, I was making him hornier, and punishing him for his sexual predations. But, oh, Lord, he was inspired. He was so horny he had to be inspired. He satisfied me on every level, mostly with his mouth, but it was also the first time I had ever been fisted. Then, when I thought it was all over, he asked me to fuck him.”

“Fuck him?” Amy was puzzled.

“With a dildo. A really big one. He apparently liked being fisted too, and the dildo was one of those big, old horse dildos. Lord, I put that thing on and fucked him until dawn. And you know what?”

“What?”

“He came!”

He came? But I thought…”

I know, that’s what I thought. But men have a P-spot, a place in their anus, and when you massage that—and my horse dick really massaged that—he had the biggest fucking cum I have ever seen. His dick didn’t get hard through out, but he drizzled a year’s worth of jizz on the bed. Most incredible thing I have ever seen.”

Amy was standing, staring, with an open mouth, when Johnny came up behind her with a drink.

She turned with a smile and said, “Thanks, babe.”

Johnny stood by, trying to look natural. Jenny bid them good bye and wandered away. Doubtless to find number six.

Amy turned to Johnny.

“What’d you guys talk about?”

“Oh, girl stuff. You know. Nothing that would interest you.”

Johnny smiled, and tried to put his heart in it, but only half his heart would fit.

They drove home an hour later. Johnny was careful with the driving, avoided cops and tickets, and they were silent.

Amy was totally thinking.

Make love to a man dressed as a woman.

Yet, that wasn’t all of it. Her imagination was working, and she was thinking about making love to a man who was a woman. Breasts and limp dick and all.

How would Johnny take to having his dick limp for a while?

To being fucked?

She glanced at him as the street lights passed. His face was rippled by the passing lights, and she thought he might like it.

But, even if he didn’t, she obviously would.

And he had cheated on her. That should give her a a bit of power. She could probably make him.

Make her man turn into a woman.

Fuck, the thought made her pussy wet. She wiggled in the car seat.

“You okay?” asked Johnny.

“Never better.”

They arrived at home and headed for the bedroom. In a handful of seconds they were naked.

She looked at his cock. There seemed to be a bit of caked white on it. Was that the remnants of his sperm? Of her juices?

“You feel like making love?” she asked.

“Oh, gosh,” he said, not looking at her. “I’m really tired. And I think I’m too drunk to get it up.”

Well, that was a challenge she couldn’t pass up.

She stepped over to him, spun him around, and planted a kiss on him.

Johnny was startled, but tried. He kissed back, but he lacked the inner drive to make it happen.

Amy went down on him. She took his limp cock in her mouth and sucked.

Yes, it tasted of another woman’s pussy. Jenny’s vagina. It tasted good.

She rolled his balls in her hands as she sucked, and he got a little chub, but that was all.

She stood up, holding his package, and looked into his eyes. “Well, you’re less than manly tonight.”

“Uh…but…” he looked stricken.

“Honestly, Johnny, I’ve seen bigger dicks on women.”

Oh, the look on his face. Before he could say anything, not that he had anything to say, Amy let go of him and prepared for bed. She sat at the vanity table and took off her make up.

“I’m just tired, honey. Tomorrow morning I’ll feel like it.”

“Sure,” she said, carefully cultivating an ‘I don’t care’ attitude.

He stepped into the shower, dried off, kept glancing at Amy, looking like he wanted to say something.

Amy patted his chest on the way by, and she had her own shower.

They went to bed, and she fondled his package for a while, gloating, then kissed him good night and said, “Don’t be such a woman next time.”

Then she was on her side, her back to him, grinning.

He muttered a few half words, but couldn’t think of the right thing to say. So he just spooned up against her and sighed.

He went to sleep, and didn’t have happy dreams.

She, on the other hand, had the happiest of dreams.

She had dreams of Johnny in a dress, putting on make up, and, finally, bent over. His back to her, and she was…she was…

Morning. Yawns and stretches.

“Hey, honey,” she smacked on his lips, then leaped out of bed. She put on panties and a half bra and a chemise and headed out for the kitchen.

Johnny followed her, yawning, a moment later. He put on PJ bottoms and sat at the table.

“What a party, eh?” She popped four waffles into the toaster and got the syrup from the pantry.

“I’m still drunk,” he muttered.

She glanced at his pants. His penis hadn’t raised. She wondered if he could cum. She straightened up and faced him. “Johnny, if I bent over right now, could you fuck me?”

His face was neutral, which meant that he was hiding consternation. After all, if he could he would be jumping for joy.

“I don’t know. We went to sleep late, all that alcohol…”

“Try it,” she said. She walked out of the room.

“Wait! Where are you going?”

She returned a moment later wearing a pair of high heels. She grinned at him and bent over the kitchen table. “Come on, stud. Show me what a man is.”

Johnny got up, he couldn’t help himself, and stood behind her.

Her heels raised her butt to the perfect height for a little back door action. He raised her chemise and pulled her panties to the side, and tried to get his dick into her.

“Come on, honey,” she wiggled her ass. “Be a man!”

He tried, but his dick had still not recovered. It bent this way and that, and it was like trying to get a rubber band into a keyhole.

“Honey? You’re making me horny! Get that dick into me!”

He kept trying, and he got a little hard, then he managed to slip his half limp dick into her.

The dick lay in her, doing nothing, and he was afraid to try pumping. If he moved at all his dick would just flop out.

“Honey, that feels good, but you need to get big! And stiff! Come on, give me the zinger dinger special. Rape my butt. Fuck me!”

He tried. He moved a little, but mostly just back and forth, afraid to risk falling out.

Amy was having fun, but it was also frustrating. Having him so close, and so far, her heart was pounding and she had never wanted to have a dick in her so badly.

“Come on!” she reached back between her legs and grabbed his balls. She pulled and he went forward, and there was just a squishy feeling as the limp dick in her smushed up.

Then he pulled back an inch…and fell out.

“What the fuck?” Amy straightened her panties and turned around. The toast was up and she stared at the stricken Johnny. “Have you lost your manhood, Johnny? I mean…you fuck like a girl!”

“I’m sorry. I’m just not recovered from the party last night.”

“Recover? What recover? You were drinking, not fucking. What’s to recover?”

She made sure she was not looking at him as she dinged him.

She took the waffles out of the toaster, buttered and syruped them, then handed the plate to him.

Johnny took them, and he didn’t look too happy.

“Well, I tell you this, Johnny B Goode, if you don’t rise to the occasion then I might just consider making you into a woman. After all, maybe it’s time for me to be on top.

Johnny ate slowly, sadly, and without much joy.

Amy was enjoying this. She was enjoying being the alpha, dinging him with remarks, making him suffer.

At first, she knew it was because of his cheating on her. A girl deserved a little bit of fun after what he had done. But there came a change point.

There came a point when making him suffer wasn’t the point. Making him change was the point.

If she could feel so good doing a little emasculation, treating him like a bad girl, what would it feel like if she did what Jenny had done?

What if she actually changed him into a woman?

What would it be like fucking a man who was transformed?

With all the different sexes these days, bi, trans, cis, gay, lesbo, whatever…shouldn’t she experiment?

And if she could return him to being a man whenever she wished…didn’t that make the experiment almost compulsory?

All that day she fantasized. Johnny as a woman. How would he look with long hair? With make up? In a bra and panties and a dress.

He had the body for it. He was her height, and he was slender. It would be very easy to transform him into a woman.

But…then there was the deeper stuff.

Would he let himself be injected with a chemical castration drug? After all, in spite of her digs, he was a man. Could he take that drug? Could he give up being a man for her for a while?

And, if he was chemically castrated…could he handle a pair of boobs on his chest? She had read of vacation boobs, and she was fascinated. At first she had thought about them for herself, but she didn’t really need enhancement. She was already well endowed.

But, Johnny…how would he look with a pair of tits? Could he handle it?

All afternoon she pondered, fantasized, and snuck side glances at him.

Johnny with boobs. Hmmm.

Johnny with long hair and make up. Hmmm.

In the end, she decided she was going to have to do this. But she was going to need help. She needed to gang up on Johnny. She needed somebody else to help her put the pressure on him.

And she knew just who to call.

Ding Dong!

“Who is that?” asked Johnny.

“I’m busy, why don’t you find out?”

Johnny went to the front door and opened it.

Jenny was standing there. Her face was carefully sad. “Hello, Johnny.”

Johnny started to step out on the porch, but she pushed past him and entered the house.

“Hey!”

“I need to talk to Amy.”

He kept his voice low and grabbed her arm.”What is this?”

“Ow!” she cried. “Let go of me!”

He let go, but he was totally flamboozled.

Amy stepped into the room. “Johnny, who’s…oh, hi, Jenny.”

Jenny started crying.

“Jenny! What’s wrong?” Any went to Jenny and held her.

“I’m sorry…” she sniffed. “But I can’t keep it in any longer.”

“Keep what in?”

Johnny: “Wait a minute!”

“Johnny forced himself on me.”

Amy’s face turned to stone and she stared at Johnny.

“No! Wait! I didn’t!”

“At the party. I was outside and he grabbed me and made me go to the hedge in the back. He…he fucked me against the fence!”

“Wait! That’s not what happened!”

“Do you deny you put your penis in me?”

“Wait! No! I…yes…I”

Amy snapped, “You put your dick in Jenny’s pussy?”

“No…I mean…yes! I did it, but I didn’t—“

“You fucked another woman?” Amy snarled.

“Honey! Wait, that’s not how it happened!”

“No wonder you didn’t want to screw when you got home! You cheated on me! No wonder you fucked like a girl!”

“No! Jenny pulled me out there! I tried to resist!”

“Oh, you tried. And then what? You accidentally fell on her and got your penis in her pussy?”

“We were standing up!”

“You cheater!”

Jenny was sobbing in Amy’s arms.

“I’m taking Jenny in the back room. You get out of here!”

Amy walked Jenny down the hallway, and Johnny was left to sputter and deny. The bedroom door was slammed and the click of the lock could be heard.

In the bedroom Jenny grinned. “How’d I do?”

“Academy award winning performance!”

“So what now?”

“Let’s let him stew. Let him worry. “

“Have you looked into how you want to do this?”

“I’ve got a doctor, Melissa Schmitt, she said she’d give him boobs and inject him with a castration drug.”

The girls were sitting on the bed, stifling giggles.

Amy said, “I wish I’d known about this before. This is so exciting.”

“Would you like me to get you off?” Jenny’s eyes were sharp, and Amy suddenly remembered that Jenny was a sexual predator.

But…she thought about it.

Jenny touched her boob, cupped it. “It’s a rocket ride. While Johnny’s out there crying in his soup I’ll be in here, and you’ll be sailing to the moon.”

“I’ve never tried being a lesbian.”

“First time for everything.” Jenny licked her lips.

And Amy realized that she was licking her lips, too. “Okay.”

Their eyes were open as Jenny closed in on Amy. Then their lips met, and their eyes closed.

Amy realized that there was a huge difference between kissing men and kissing women. Men were demanding, insistent. Women were tender, receptive, aware.

Jenny’s tongue dashed lightly into Amy’s mouth and Amy gasped.

Jenny brushed her hand over Jenny’s boobs. Amy’s nipples stood straight up and she was electrified. Suddenly her pussy was dripping and she felt heat surging through her body.

Gently, Jenny pushed Amy back onto the bed. She lifted Amy’s dress and cupped her mons.

Amy gasped. This was so fucking intense!

Then Jenny pulled Amy’s panties down and put her mouth to her vagina.

Jenny spread the labia and licked up Amy’s slit. She focused on the labia and began sucking.

“Oh, God!” Amy moaned. Her hole was on fire. She began to move her hips, and Jenny stuck a finger into her.

“OH!” she almost leaped up, but Jenny had a hand on her and held her down.

Jenny reamed her hole, then slipped two fingers into her. All the while she was rubbing Amy’s breast and licking her slit.

Then Amy felt it. She froze, felt the deep core of her burning. Felt the rising orgasm.

“Let it happen,” Jenny advised in a low voice.

Amy tried to relax, and the more she did, the more the orgasm built. Then it burst, like a supernova, and she was born aloft, not sure who she was, where she was. All she knew was that heaven had grabbed her by the pussy and was shaking her.

Slowly, she came down, and then, like a miracle, there was nothing.

She raised her head and looked down, and Jenny was grinning at her. Jenny’s face was moist with her juices and her lipstick was smeared.

“Oh, my God.”

“I told you,” Jenny crowed, then, “And when you finally fuck Johnny it’s going to be even better than that.”

Amy lay back and sighed. “I can’t wait.”

Then both women were laughing, trying to keep the sound of their laughter down so Johnny wouldn’t hear it.

They laughed and they laughed and they laughed.


PART TWO

Johnny sat on the couch and looked at the floor.

Amy and Jenny stood in front of him.

“I can’t believe you cheated on me.”

“I was drunk and you took advantage of me.”

“What kind of a man are you?”

“He’s not a man. He’s a little bitch.”

They went on and on, taking turns, blasting away, emasculating poor Johnny

Johnny looked up a couple of times, and looked like he wanted to say something, but they glared at him so fiercely there wasn’t anything he could do.

“I’ll tell you this, Johnny, there is going to be a reckoning.”

“There’s going to be a punishment. Something that will teach you to respect women.”

“Something that will make you be a better man.”

“If only you could understand what a woman feels, then…maybe…”

“But…”

“Don’t even try to defend yourself. And you can forget about having sex.”

“But, honey…”

“He’ll just have sex with himself. He’s that kind of man.”

“Are you really that kind of man, Johnny?”

“I’m not!” he wailed.

“Then prove it!”

“How can I prove it?”

“You can go without sex for a few months.”

“A few months?”

Jenny snapped, “He’ll just jack off.”

Silence.

Johnny totally miserable.

Jenny pinched Amy’s sleeve and pulled. She led her into the far corner of the room. “Do you think he’s ready?”

“I think so. If we wait he might get numb and become less than responsive.”

“True. Okay. Let’s give it a shot.”

They returned to where Johnny was feeling lower than a snakes belly.

“Okay, Johnny. We’ve decided on your punishment.”

He looked up, the picture of hopelessness. Yet…punishment might mean the end to this terrible upbraiding they were giving him.

Jenny: “You said you would do anything, well, get ready.”

“I will. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.” He was speaking to Amy, but his words had to include Jenny.

“Then you have to become a girl.”

His eyes opened wide. “What?”

“You’re going to spend a few months without a boner. You’re going to get temporary boob implants. You’re going to dress, walk, talk, do everything like a woman.

“But…I…”

“Or I’m going to leave you.”

Now Johnny was panicked. “Leave me?” His voice cracked and tears came to his eyes.

“You agree to this program, or…I’m leaving.”

Tell the truth, Johnny didn’t stand a chance. He was a good man, charged in and got the work done, but any alpha tendencies gave way to the thought of losing his wife.

Slowly, almost sobbing, he said. “Okay.”

The women were standing side by side, and Jenny patted Amy’s ass in victory.

“Very well. We’ll start this week. I’ll set up an appointment with a doctor and we’ll start the transition.”

“Transition,” repeated Johnny.

The girls, grim-lipped, stared at him.

It was easy to get an appointment with Dr. Schmitt. Amy called her in the morning, and they arrived at her offices at four that afternoon.

Johnny was nervous. He had agreed, and it was obvious that Amy meant what she said. He walked into the office, Amy at his side, and the doctor gave him an examination.

He coughed, kicked his leg, and even bent over. When he was done the good doctor remarked, “Excellent health. I see no problem with estrogen treatments and a nice set of vacation breasts.”

Johnny nodded. He didn’t understand the significance of an ‘estrogen treatment,’ and, to be honest, he had totally missed the part about ‘spending a few months without a boner,’ which Jenny and Amy had slid in on him.

“So when is this going to happen?” he asked.

“No time like the present. Let’s just get the paperwork out of the way and get going.”

Johnny signed a few releases, stated that he was of sound mind, even though he didn’t feel too sound, and was instructed to take his shirt off.

He took off his shirt and lay on the exam table.

The doctor actually hummed as she made little marks on his chest, two circles around his pectorals.

He watched and was fascinated as the doctor began injecting some substance into his pectorals. Small globes began to arise, and…he got a boner. A big one.

Wasn’t that interesting? Who would think that getting a pair of boobs would sexually excite him?

But it did.

And as the boobs grew larger and larger his boner got harder and harder.

The doctor noticed, but didn’t say anything. She had done this before, and men getting excited over boobs was pretty normal.

Amy noticed, and she placed a hand on Johnny’s shin and stared at him.

Johnny grew embarrassed and focused on his big boobs.

“There we go,” said the doctor. She put her hypodermics away and rinsed her hands in the sink.

Johnny stared at his tits. They were big. Huge. And the skin was tight. Also, his nipples were very slightly larger and quite stiff.

While the doctor washed her hands Amy brushed a palm over Johnny’s nipples. He stifled a groan.

“Only one thing left to do,” said Dr. Schmitt. She picked up another syringe and filled it with a clear fluid.

“What does that do?” asked Johnny, as she slipped the needle into his arm.

“This is the one that will stop your erections, give you a better complexion.”

That was the moment Johnny got it. No erections. No boners. Limp. No boner bump in a dress.

He turned his head to Amy, who kept a carefully neutral expression. He looked at the doc, who was back washing her hands.

“You can get up.”

He got up, and was aware that his erection hadn’t subsided. Thank goodness. The injection didn’t seem to work. That thought was blasted by the doctor’s next words.

“You’re going to go through a week of extreme sexual excitement, then your erections will lessen, and within two weeks they will be a memory.”

“For how long?” Johnny squeaked.

“Six months, give or take a week. “ Then the doctor frowned. “Is there something wrong with that?”

“I…uh…”

“Nope,” smiled Amy. “Just right.”

“I was under the impression that you understood all this.”

“I…uh…”

“He did. There’s no problem.”

Still, the doctor frowned. “I can’t undo this shot.”

“You don’t have to.”

In spite of the doctor’s sudden scruples, Amy hauled Johnny out of the office. They went to the car and Johnny started for the driver’s side.

Amy stopped him and held her hand out. “As a woman you won’t be driving.”

He was so messed up by realizing what had happened that he didn’t object. He just went to the passenger side and sat down. As they drove through town he finally spoke.

“I didn’t know that…I won’t be able to have…erections?”

Lord, what a low moment.

“We told you that, Johnny. We explained the whole thing.”

“Yeah, but…” he withered away and said nothing the rest of the way home.

Jenny arrived ten minutes after they arrived home. “How’d it go?”

“Johnny is now officially a Janie, though we still have a bit of work to do.”

Jenny smiled, and she felt an excitement in her groin.

“Are you going to dress him this afternoon?

Amy smiled. “Would you like to help?”

“Oh, yes. This is so terribly exciting.”

Johnny headed for the kitchen and got out the bourbon. He poured himself a stiff shot of Long Branch, downed it, then mixed a half and half bourbon and Coke.

When he was summoned he walked back to the bedroom.

“Okay, Johnny. It’s time to complete your conversion.”

He glugged his drink, then held up a hand. “Let me get another drink.”

He returned a moment later with a fresh drink. “Okay.”

“The first thing, announced Amy, is that girls aren’t hairy beasts.”

“Oh.”

“Take off your clothes.”

Johnny stripped, glancing at the avidly watching Jenny. She had fucked him, but she had never actually seen his body.

“Yes. Definitely a hairball.”

“Why does he still have a boner?” asked Jenny.

“Apparently he’ll have one for a week, a normal reaction, then it’ll start to disappear.”

“Gosh. If I’d known that I would have brought a chastity tube over.”

“Not a big deal,” responded Amy. “After all, he’s a woman, or perhaps I should say ‘she’s’ a woman. As a woman she won’t be allowed to use her dick, she won’t be allowed to have a male orgasm.”

“That’s good.”

“How do you feel about that, Johnny?”

He muttered, “I’d like to cum.”

The girls chuckled.

Then Jenny blurted, “So we can play with it as long as she doesn’t cum.”

Amy blinked. “I guess you’re right.”

Jenny wasted no time. She grabbed Johnny’s cock and started stroking it.

Johnny was stunned. Amy just watched, was interested, but that was all, as another woman stroked him.

“Are you close, Janie?”

“No,” he lied, hoping to sneak in a squirt before his dick died.

“Don’t believe him,” said Amy. “He looks like he’s close.”

Johnny tried not to show it, but as he clenched his muscles and tried to cum it was obvious what he was trying to do.

“No, no,” Jenny let go and slapped his dick. “Bad Johnny.”

Johnny twitched at the feel of her hand smacking his pecker. “I thought I was a Janie?”

“You’re on your way, Johnny or Janie,” Amy smiled and held out a bottle. “Now go get rid of that ugly hair.”

Defeated, his hard cock leading the way, he headed for the bathroom. He read the directions on the Nair, slathered the stuff on his body, and waited. After fifteen minutes his skin started to burn, and he stepped into the shower.

And realized that he had a golden opportunity to masturbate.

Grinning, he reached down and grabbed his dick. He started stroking, and suddenly the shower door open.

“Aha!” The girls grinned at him.

“Oh, come on!” Johnny cried.

“One of us are going to have to be with him at all times until that boner goes away for good.”

“Go ahead. Take the first shift.”

Jenny began taking off her clothes.

Johnny stared, he had fucked her but had never seen her body.

She had a thin waist and very large boobs. Her skin was so white it was flawless. No beauty marks, no freckles, just pure white flesh.

She stepped into the shower and started rinsing Johnny off. She took her time, rubbing his nipples with her hands, stroking him, and cupping his buns and running a finger along his asshole.

“Oh, God!” he gasped.

“Johnny?” Amy lowed warningly at him.

He looked at his wife and immediately felt the mortification.

Jenny stepped right up to him, massaged his balls and let her tits press against his chest.

“Kiss me, Johnny.”

“No!” he said, turning his face away.

“Johnny?”

He looked at Amy.

“She’s being so good to you. Show some appreciation.”

Caught and sunk, Johnny turned his face back.

Jenny stroked him, rubbed his nipples, and kissed his mouth.

Johnny sighed. It all felt so good. It all—Jenny stepped back.

The girls laughed, then pulled him out of the shower. They took fluffy towels and began drying him off. And they particularly enjoyed drying off his throbbing weenie.

All Johnny could do was groan and wish they would stroke him a little too much.

They brought Johnny out of the bathroom and handed him a bra. It was a sexy half bra, very frilly, and when he put it on his nipples wee exposed, and very erect.

“It’s corset time for you, Johnny,” and Jenny handed him a corset.

It was short on top, just for the waist, but covered his whole bottom like panties. They put him on the bed and connected the clasps, then they started pulling the ties in the back.

“Oh, fuck!” Johnny whimpered. “I can’t breath.”

“Part of the joy of being a woman, Johnny. You get to wear things for men that are totally ridiculous.”

Jenny pushed his weenie down and bent it between his legs, then snapped the bottom.

Johnny leaned forward slightly to relieve the pressure on his dick.

The girls, meanwhile, were smothering smiles.

“What shall we put him in?” asked Jenny.

Something to show off his shape.

“Got just the thing.”

It was a wrap around dress with fishes swimming in blue. They put it on him, wrapped it around, and pulled the ties tight.

Johnny was looking very female in the body, and with his large boobs there was no mistaking his femininity.

“How about some nylons?”

“Not till we paint his nails.”

“Oh, goody. Nails!”

They sat him down, which was difficult in the corset. He kept getting straighter and trying to slide off the chair while they painted his toenails. When he complained they just laughed.

They painted the toenails bright red, and Johnny started blushing right from the get go.

They applied long, pointed nails to his fingers. “Be careful when you pick your nose, Johnny.”

“Or wipe your butt.”

He just stared, aghast, as he grew long, talons.

“Okay, now for the nylons.

They pulled tight hose up his legs, so tight it stayed in place when they were done.

“Is there anything that’s not tight?” he asked.

“Nope.”

Jenny slipped a pair of high heels on him, but told him to stay seated.

They went to work on his face then, cleaning and priming, and, again, Johnny was surprised. His dick, totally bent in two under him, was really trying to get hard.

“Why are you squirming, Johnny?” asked Jenny.

“My dick is trying to get hard.”

“Oh, poor boy. But don’t worry. By next week it won’t bother you.”

But it sure bothered him right then.

Johnny watched in the mirror as they gave him eye shadow, then curled his eye lashes. Lucky male, he already had long lashes.

Finally, they rolled something on his lips. There was no color, however, and Johnny pointed that out.

“This is lip plumper, Johnny. Really good stuff, too. You’ll have lips like Angelina Jolie by the time we’re done with you.”

“It burns,” he complains.

“That’s the chemicals working. The more it burns the fatter your lips will be.

They waited a while, chatting amiably, then put another coat of plumper on Johnny’s lips. Again, it burned, but he was able to see the difference in the mirror. His lips were totally swollen.

And, finally, they painted his lips a bright red, to match his fingernails.

“Okay, Johnny, time for a treat.”

“What?” he asked in a dour manner.

“Stand up and let’s go.”

He stood up, and suffered the imbalance of heels. His ankles wobbled and his whole body struggled for balance for a long moment.

The girls each took an arm and walked him down the hallway.

“Hey, wait!”

But they didn’t wait. And he couldn’t fight without falling on his face.

They walked him out to the car and put him in the backseat. Jenny sat with him and they child locked the doors so he couldn’t get out.

“What are you girls doing?”

“We’re taking you on a trip.”

“I don’t want to go anywhere looking like this!”

Amy held in a snicker and backed the car out, then headed down the street.

“Where are you taking me?”

But neither girl answered.

Amy pulled up in front of a business with the sign:

Cyndi’s Hairport

“Hey, wait! What is this?”

Amy turned around and said, “We’re going to get your hair done. Now, you can do this the easy way or the hard way. Either you get out and walk in, quickly, so nobody sees you, or I get a couple of girls out of the shop and drag you, kicking and screaming, for the whole world to see.

Johnny saw he wasn’t going to win this one. It was obvious that Amy would do exactly as she said if he didn’t comply.

Amy got out and opened his door, and Johnny climbed out of the car. The two girls again linked arms with him and marched him, ankles wobbling and all, into the beauty salon.

Cyndi’s Hairport had four stations in the front, and two small rooms in the back.

Women looked up, and a few snickered, and Jenny and Amy walked Johnny into the back.

Inside one of the small rooms was a major station. It had more bottles, scissors, cupboards and everything.

“Have a seat, honey,” said Amy.

At that moment Cyndi walked in. She was a short girl, a trifle plump, but you didn’t notice it because the plumpness was all in her breasts. She greeted the girls with hugs, then turned to Johnny. “And who is this ravishing beauty?”

“This is Johnny.”

“Janie.”

Cyndi laughed. “Hello, Johnny/Janie. Looks like you need a trim?”

“I need a new head.”

Cyndi patted his hand and said, “And we’ll give you one.” She turned to Amy. “Extensions? Match the hair. Maybe a little extra work on his make up?”

Amy nodded, and another girl entered the room. Her name was Leslie, she was thin, no boobs, heavily made up and had a ring through her nose. Her arms and legs were festooned with tattoos. “Whacha got?”

“This is Johnny/Janie. He needs some hair, uh…shoulder length,” Cyndi glanced at Amy who nodded, “and I’ll get Joanie back here to do a little work on his face.”

Leslie nodded and went to work. She left the room, came back with samples, and matched hair. Then she pulled up a chair and began weaving in Johnny’s long hair.

Amy and Jenny sat in a couple of chairs at the side of the room and whispered to each other. Leslie started chatting.

“Hey, sport. You doing a full transition?”

“I don’t know. What’s a full transition?”

“Cut off your weenie and balls. Take hormones. Maybe get a little surgery so you can have a pussy.”

“I don’t think so,” Johnny muttered.

“So whacha gonna do about the dick?”

Johnny didn’t have much choice, he was forced to engage in conversation. “I…uh…I got a shot.”

“So you can’t have boners?”

“Yes.”

“Wow. That’s sexy. A couple of months from now you’re going to feel so sexy you’ll go crazy.”

“I will?”

“Sure. Your estrogen will be working, but you’ll still have testosterone, and there’s no release, so you just keep getting hornier and hornier.”

“Why would anybody want to do that?”

She looked at him. “You tell me?”

“I’m doing this for my wife. But why would anybody else do it?”

Leslie shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe just to feel the horniness. Some guys love it. Some guys never want to do anything to relieve the horniness. They take more hormones, get their dick limped, if you know what I mean, and live a thoroughly exciting life.”

That was something to think about. Johnny hated being horny without being able to relieve himself. He didn’t see how anybody would ever want to be this way forever.

A hour later Leslie was done. She actually reached down and squeezed Johnny’s groin, then headed out for another customer. A girl named Joan came in and lectured him on make up, how to apply it, how to take it off, and she did little things to his face. Johnny was surprised when he finally looked in a mirror. With long hair he totally looked like a woman, and his make up was professional. He stood up and Amy and Jenny came and stood next to him.

“You make a lovely woman, Johnny.”

And, actually, Johnny thought so, too.

He had been a man all his life. Wore flip flops and shorts. Ragged tees were okay. Sometimes he wore socks and sometimes he didn’t. And that was okay. As a man he could get away with that.

But a woman couldn’t, and for the first time in his life he began to appreciate how much work his wife took to look beautiful.

“What do you think, Johnny/Janie?” asked Cyndi.

Johnny took a long time answering, but he finally said one word. “Impressive.”

The girls laughed, and they headed out of the shop.

Johnny still required one helping hand, Jenny’s in this case, to walk. But he was getting better. He could see that with a couple of days practice he would be able to balance on the high heels.

He walked through the front room of the salon and was aware that women were studying him. It was almost like he could feel their eyes judging him.

He crossed the sidewalk and stood next to the car.

People on the sidewalks checked him out. Young men let their eyes wander in his direction, and one fellow grinned and said, “Hi, beautiful.”

That one remark terrified Johnny. He didn’t want men hitting on him.

Jenny, however, just laughed. “Hey, Johnny, don’t worry. His dick is in his pants.”

That remark reminded Johnny of how his own dick was throbbing. He was a little bent at the waist to relieve pressure, and that pushed his butt out a fraction, and…God, he wanted to get out of this stuff.

Except…he felt so warm inside. And he thought of what Leslie had said about men liking to be excited.

He pushed the thought out of his mind and slid into the car.

They drove through town and headed home. Johnny was quite subdued in the backseat. He didn’t need to be child locked in now, and he just sat and watched the passing scenery and listened to Jenny and Amy talk.

They were talking about things that had never interested him before, things like fashion and dresses.

Now, in spite of himself, he was interested.

What was happening to him?

They arrived at home and Johnny managed to get out and walk up to the front door himself. He was awkward, and Jenny and Amy giggled at him, but he made it.

He even made his heels go ‘click’ a couple of times.

“I think he likes it,” whispered Jenny.

“Who would have thought,” added Amy.

Into the kitchen, and he got out the bourbon and Coke and poured himself a stiff one. He was about to slug it down when Amy took the glass away and said, “Real women don’t guzzle like snorting pigs.”

“Gimme the drink,” muttered Johnny.

Amy opened a drawer and got out a straw. “Real women sip,” and she handed the drink back.

Johnny looked at the straw, sighed, and sucked. His lips puckered up and he caught sight of them in the reflection in the window.

Kissy lips. All red. He used to think of such a pucker as a cat’s ass. Now he didn’t. Now he was fascinated by the way his lips circled the straw. Now it was like he was kissing his drink.

The girls each had a wine spritzer, then they all adjourned to the patio.

For a couple of hours they sat and sipped and drank. Johnny was silent for the most part, but he did keep getting more booze.

The girls were content to let him, and it was as if they were waiting for something.

Johnny got tipsier and tipsier. His head was spinning slightly, and his dick was throbbing, and he kept feeling his breasts to make sure they really were there.

“How you doing, Johnny?”

“I’m fine,” he looked up at the girls. They were standing in front of him with a look on their faces. “What do you want?”

“We want you, Johnny.”

“Oh. Well. Here I am.”

They leaned down and helped him up. “Come on, Johnny, it’s time to christen you.”

“Christmas me?”

They laughed and guided him into the bedroom.

“What’s this? Are you girls going to fuck the dick that can’t be fucked?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

The girls helped him onto the bed. They piled up a few pillows and arranged him so his butt was poking up in the air.

“What?” he mumbled.

Jenny pulled his dress up, then unsnapped the bottom of the corset. She pulled his weenie out, and it pointed down.

“Oh, God! That feels good!”

Amy, meanwhile, was stepping into a strap on. She pulled it up tight against her crotch, and it had a very large dick sticking out of it.

Jenny lay down next to Johnny, on her side, and spoke to him. “There’s one big thing that you need to know if you’re going to be a woman,” she said.

“What’s that?” He looked at her, and didn’t look back at his wife.

Jenny leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were soft and warm, and Johnny went with them. Then he jerked. “What’s that?”

Amy had put a finger to his anus and was rubbing lube into his hole.

“Come here, Johnny. Kiss me.”

She grabbed his head and forced her lips on his. He sort of struggled, but between being drunk, and horny, and held down and in a face down position, he couldn’t really move too much.

Johnny kissed, and he wanted to know what was going on in his nethers, but the moist lips were chewing on his mouth.

“Johnny,” whispered Jenny. “I love your red lips.”

“And I love yours,” he tried to look back, but she wouldn’t let him.

Amy placed the tip of her cock at his back hole.

“HEY!” He tried to get up, but Jenny snuggled closer, wrapped her arms around his neck and wouldn’t let him loose.

Amy slid her penis into him. It was big, but it went easy.

Johnny felt her dick filling him, and he yelped…but it didn’t hurt.

In fact, it felt good. He groaned. “What did you do to me?”

“Jenny pulled his head back down. She was almost under him now, half on her back, and hugging him head with all her might. Her weight kept him down.

Amy began to move back and forth. On the back of her dildo, the end that wasn’t sunk into Johnny’s ass, was a little half dick. It poked right into her pussy and stimulated the incredibly sensitive area just inside her hole. She groaned loudly and pushed into Johnny again. And again. And again.

Johnny’s eyes were open, and he realized that he was being butt fucked. On one hand, the man in him protested. On the other hand, he wasn’t much of a man any more. He was a woman, and he was being fucked.

With that mental transposition between his masculinity and his femininity happening he didn’t stand a chance.

It was a situation where the only complaint he could make was that ‘it felt too good.’ That wasn’t much of an argument for getting the dick out of his hole.

Jenny kept kissing him, and as he struggled less she began feeling his tits.

Amy kept pushing in and pulling out. She reached down and fondled his full nuts.

“Oh, fuck!” wheezed Johnny, giving up to the pleasure.

“It’s okay, Johnny,” Jenny kept reassuring him as she worked on his body.

Amy was getting close. She could feel the half dick rubbing and swirling in her pussy. She had never felt anything so perfect. She had never…she…she came. A big, glorious, gangbusters of an orgasm. Her whole body locking up. She collapsed onto Johnny’s back, driving the dildo all the way into him.

Johnny’s eyes opened wide, and he felt like he was no longer held down on a bed, but rather floating on a golden cloud. It was like that moment in the male orgasm when a guy is blasted open, except that it went on and on, like a surf ride that just wouldn’t end.

His body was jerking, his lips were slack as Jenny chewed on them. Unknown to him, semen was trickling out of his cock. A lot of semen.

Finally, it was over.

Johnny lay, dazed, wondering what had happened.

Amy pulled out of him, wiped her cock off on his ass.

Jenny struggled up from the bottom and grinned.

“Did I tell you?”

“You did,” agreed Amy. She took off the strap on and handed it to Jenny.

Jenny began putting the thing on, and Johnny asked, “What happened?”

Amy took her place at his head and whispered. “You came, darling. You came like a woman.”

“I did?”

And Jenny pushed the dildo into him again.

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


Feminized By Accident!

Though he was accidentally castrated,

he finds happiness in feminization!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from Grace!

Hi kids!

I always wonder what it would be like to be a man and to lose your best friends in life.

How does somebody survive that?

How does one keep going, and what kind of thoughts do they have?

And how can they have sex?

Surprisingly, they can have sex, and I’ve included that in this story.

So here we go…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

Tom didn’t know what to do. Sales were down and the market was crashing. He could meet payroll this Friday, but that was it. If he didn’t raise a hundred thousand dollars by a week Friday…he was done for. His  workers weren’t going to work for free, the bank was going to be screaming about loans, and the company would be bankrupt.

Add to that that he had borrowed on the house, and that loan was due…he was about to be homeless.

What would Vickie say?

He had been telling her everything was all right for months, and now…now he going to be proven a liar. She would toss him out of the house, except that the bank was going to be tossing them both out of the house!

She would never forgive him. She would file for divorce…what could he do?

All afternoon he paced in his office.

He called other banks, was refused, then paced some more.

He called loan companies, and paced.

He called friends….and paced.

And when Vickie called he put on the happy face and lied to her.

But the lies were going to have to stop. The lies were going to be revealed anyway, so…he was going to have to tell her.

By the time five o’clock rolled around he was at his wit’s end, and that was when he got the phone call.

Vickie was pissed, and scared.

First of all, the man from the bank called. He wanted his money, and he had heard from other bankers that Tom’s company was going under and…he wanted his money.

Vickie had sat and listened, and then she had started digging. It wasn’t long before she got the full story on Tom.

Oh, he had tried, she knew that, but he had also lied.

Doubtless he had thought he could eventually get out of the jam he was in.

But he couldn’t. Vickie was good with money, and she knew the fix he was in.

Then she started calling other banks, nosing around, and while bankers are notoriously tight-lipped, they would deign to talk to her. Especially if they thought she might be able to help them get their money.

Tom was done for. He was broke and bankrupt and the house was going to be gone and…fuck!

She sat on the couch in the living room biting her nails.

What could she do?

And that was when the man called.

Tom’s secretary put through the call and Tom thought it was going to be a banker coming through.

He sat down behind his desk and put on a serious face. “Yes?”

“Mr. Ross, you don’t know me, but I may be able to solve your money problems.”

Tom frowned. This sounded a wee bit suspicious.

“And what institution do you represent?”

“The Newfound Corporation. We’re listed. We specialize in cutting edge procedures. Sometimes there is a medical procedure that is deemed a bit too risky, or perhaps the market is suppressing it so they can make money on the old procedure, that sort of thing.”

“I don’t think I’m in the market for a new medical procedure.”

The man chuckled. “You might be…we’re willing to pay $100,000.”

Tom grew instantly interested. “What did you say your name was?”

“I’m Dr. Stanley Worth. You’ll find all my bona fides are up to date. Feel free to check on them, but for right now, I’ve got a client who is in need of certain body parts.”

Tom’s mind flashed through old newspaper stories. ‘Man wakes up in bathtub missing a kidney!’ ‘Organs being sold for millions on the black market!’

“You came to our attention because of your financial needs. We then began exploring your physical state, and thought that perhaps you would be interested in making some money.

“Keep talking.”

Just as Tom thought it was a banker calling him back, Vickie thought it was somebody calling her back. “Hello?”

“Mrs. Ross, my name is Herman Gothing. I represent a group of gentlemen who might be able to come to your financial aid.”

Vickie sat frozen for a moment. She figured out that one of her bankers must have put this man on to her. Finances were usually Tom’s department, but considering the circumstances, it wouldn’t hurt her to listen.

“Go on.”

“Mrs. Ross, I’m actually a doctor, our group is made up of doctors, and we specialize in cutting edge technology. We employ procedures which are beneficial, but have been suppressed by the current marketplace.”

“I don’t think I understand.”

“Let’s say you need a kidney. The operation costs $50,000, but there is a more efficient one that can be done for $40,000. The government, and the medical powers that be, are not going to let that new procedure be done. It would cut into their profit, you see.

Vickie nodded. She knew that most diseases could be cured, but the government was in cahoots with the AMA and…and what Gothing was saying made sense.

“That’s well and good, Dr. Gothing, but I don’t need any operations right now.”

“I understand that, but my group is willing to pay up to $100,000 for certain body parts.”

Now Vickie grew a little frosty. “I don’t have any body parts for sale, Dr. Gothing, and—“

“Your husband might.”

Vickie blinked. “What?”

Tom arrived home with a smile. “Hey, baby, how’s my lovely wife?”

Vickie, after ending the call with Dr. Gothing, had cleaned herself up, put on sexy underwear, popped on a gown that showed her abundant charms, and begun dinner.

Lamb chops and mashed potatoes. Tom’s favorite.

She kissed him, taking a moment to really savor his lips. She pressed her body against his and felt that familiar bump of a cock.

She smiled.

“Your lovely wife is fine, handsome. Are you  ready for a drink?”

“Oh, just what the doctor ordered,” he chortled.

Vickie chuckled inside. Doctor, eh? She knew a doctor or two.

She went to the cabinet and got out Blanton’s Black Edition Special bourbon. $219 a bottle. She put ice in a tumbler, half filled it with Blanton bourbon, then ruined it with ‘real sugar’ Coke.

Tom held up the glass and appreciated the fine, brown color. “Brown liquor and beautiful blondes. That’s my weakness.”

Vickie smiled and opened a Coke for herself. She poured a bit of the Coke in the sink, then added some Blanton bourbon to the can. It was cheap, but she liked it that way.

“Well, baby. I’m going to be going on a business trip tomorrow, be gone a couple of days. When I get back, woo! I’ve got a special deal coming through.”

“Oh, honey! That’s great. I love it when you make money. Why, just the talk of money makes my pussy itch. You feel like doing a little scratching?

He took her in his arms and about chewed her mouth off.

She returned as good as she got, and they were suddenly breathing hard, groping each others sex organs, and losing clothes.

Tom was a handsome fellow who kept himself in shape. He had an oval face, and he practiced looking stern to make his business deals and keep his people in line.

He had thick, brown hair which he wore a little long. His eyes were shiny chocolate, and his lips were well formed.

Kissing him, Vickie remembered why she had married him. Between his handsome features and his chiseled body, and a nice, hefty dong, he was a catch.

Tom felt his penis pushing against Vickie’s midsection. God, his wife was sexy. Sometimes she seemed a bit remote, but she had wonderful, big, juicy tits with hard nipples. Her face was classic, a slightly rounded jaw, high cheek bones, and green eyes that held the mysteries of the ages. Topped off with shiny, blonde hair, and he was in love.

They staggered towards the back bedroom, kissing, hugging, him feeling her breasts and her with her hands cupping his nuts.

His nuts, which were big and healthy and worth a lot of money.

They lost pants and skirt in the hallway, blouse and shirt in the bedroom. At the side of their bed he kicked off his shoes, threw her on the bed, and dove after her.

He pushed his face between her thighs and began sucking at her tender moistness.

She groaned and fucked his face, and when he slithered up her body she brought his head and mouth to her nipples.

They were rigid with excitement, they thrust into the air and he clamped his lips on them and began to lick and suck.

She groaned as he mauled her nips. She moaned as he first grabbed her tits and squeezed, then moved one hand down to her mons.

Tom closed his hand over her pussy. He inserted a single finger and began hand humping her.

Now Vickie forgot about things. Now she was immersed in the hot pulsing of her pussy. She could feel the orgasm coming, and she was determined to make it a good one.

Oh, Tom would still be able to fuck her with one nut, but the idea that two nuts were better than one was in her head. She wondered if she would be able to tell the difference, whether the speed of ejaculate, or the stiffness of his erection, would be lessened when he had one less testicle.

She doubted it. Dr. Gothing had reassured her, ahd even read her testimonies from men who had lost a testicle. Who had allowed one testicle to be harvested for rich men who needed a testicle.

When he had finished his story she had actually sorry for these poor people. Imagine being rich, and then getting in a car accident, or suffering a disease, and losing their testicles!

Tragic.

On top of her now, Tom slid his penis into her vagina. God, she was wet. She really was hot. And as he burrowed into her, worked his dong in and out, he wondered if his selling one nut would affect his love making abilities.

Would he shoot less semen? Would his remaining ball feel…’overworked?’

And would Vickie be able to tell the difference?

He didn’t know, and he thought that maybe he should just tell her. Maybe he should admit the company was on hard times but selling one nut to some poor schmuck who had lost his balls in some kind of industrial accident or something…maybe he should…nah.

Heck, he’d tell her that he had sold one of of his testicles later. Maybe after they had had their first child.

The good doctor had reassured him that he would still be potent, that he could easily make his wife pregnant with one nut as well as two.

Smiling, he felt the urge intensify in his balls, and the semen was starting to rise up.

Under him, holding on tight as Tom drove his shaft into her, Vickie was smiling. She had her face pressed against him and was pushing her hips up frantically.

Would Tom be angry when he found out that she had sold one of his testicles?

Probably. But he would get over it. Heck, he’d be proud of her when she handed him the money that would save their business and home.

And, so thinking, the orgasm swelled up and captured her. Her mind whited out and her eyeballs rolled back. Here pussy felt like an explosion in a gold mine, and it took all of her with it.

On top of her Tom squirted his seed deep into her. “Unh! Unh! Unh!” he grunted, and he delivered two balls worth of semen into her pleasure palace.

The following day Tom packed a bag and headed for a private airport. He boarded a Honda HA-420 HondaJet and was greeted by a very nice, well endowed stewardess. She smiled, laughed at his jokes, and bent over and brushed his shoulder with her boobs when she checked his seat belt. She then made sure he had a glass of champagne and sat down opposite him, sipping her own champagne.

The jet took off quick and climbed only to a thousand feet. Tom wasn’t sure about the legality of flying so low, but the plane hopped over the border and searched for a small airport just down the coast. Tom didn’t recognize any villages, and he sipped champagne and made small talk with the stewardess.

The plane landed on a dirt runway. An older Jeep driven by a Mexican with stainless steel teeth picked him up and drove him along a country road to a small village. Past the village, the Jeep turned up a long drive and deposited him at a hacienda.

It was beautiful. It was quiet and, in a way, reassuring. He was being treated like a human being.

Doctor Worth met him at the front door and escorted him through the building. Out back was another building, and he was shown to a room and told to disrobe.

Tom marveled at the professionalism of the staff, the cleanliness of the operating theater.

Dr. Worth smiled and told him to relax. His assistant, Tom assumed the man was an assistant, was introduced as Dr. German Gothing.

Dr. Gothing placed a breathing cup over his face and told him to count backwards from a hundred. Like all people Tom tried to stay conscious. And he managed to, until he reached 95.

The operation was quick and efficient. Dr. Worth cleaned the area with an antiseptic solution, then very carefully felt the area, and the testicle to be excised. A sharp scalpel, a quick flick of the wrist to enter the sack, then the testicle was extracted, and snipped.

“Your patient, Dr. Gothing.”

“Thank you, Dr. Worth.”

Gothing moved in and repeated the performance on the other testicle.

Tom came out of it a few hours later. He felt fine, sort of, then he realized he was on drugs. And he was minus a testicle.

But he felt fine. Woozy, a little sick to his stomach, but no pain.

He didn’t see Dr. Worth again, but was, when he could standup, taken out to the Jeep and run to the airport.

He was dressed, it was evening, and he wanted to see what they had done to his testicles. Correction, testicle. But what was there to see? A space where once there had been a ball.

He sat on the plane and there was no sign of the stewardess. She wasn’t one for long hours, he assumed.

The plane landed and he made his way to the entrance. The pilot stayed in his cabin, and Tom opened the door himself. It was easy. He descended a ramp, and as soon as he set foot on the ground the plane was in motion. It moved around, sending a wash over him, as the stairs were retracted.

Tom walked into the hanger, through to a parking area. A taxi had picked him up at the house, but there was no taxi now. He used his cell phone to call an Uber.

An hour later he arrived home, and he was starting to feel sick. The drugs were wearing off and his stomach was roiling and he felt like he had been kicked in the nuts, except there was only one nut. Right? If this was the pain from losing one nut he certainly didn’t want to feel the pain of losing two nuts.

Vickie met him at the door and was alarmed at the look on his face.

“Are you all right?”

“Hi, honey. I just want to sleep.”

She helped him down the hall to the bedroom and into bed. She undressed him and pulled the covers over him.

Tom groaned and moaned and…went to sleep. Just like that.

Vickie was alarmed. Did he have Covid or something? She didn’t know that he had gone to get his nut removed. That was something Gothing would arrange later, but she had signed the papers so they could get started.

Then, she had the idea. She would never know why she thought of it, but she pulled the blankets off him very gently so as not to awake him.

He was lying on his back, snoring like a bear in a cave.

She pulled down his shorts and examined his area.

Penis okay. Slack, but…okay.

She lifted his dick and looked at his ball sack. It just hung there, no bulge, and she stopped breathing.

No bulge at all.

Her hand trembling, she lifted his sack, felt it. There were two lines, one on each side. She felt the thin skin. Nothing. She felt further, even getting a little rough.

Tom was out, he felt nothing.

She found nothing.

A desperate sense of surrealism overcame her. She let go of his empty skin and moved away.

What the fuck? What had happened?

They had stolen his nuts!

Yes, she had sold one testicle, but it was supposed to happen in a week or two, after she had had the time to talk Tom into it. But they had already done it, and they had taken both testicles!

She ran into the kitchen, and now she felt ill. What had she done? What had happened to her husband.

Suddenly the idea of a failing company, of being poor, didn’t mean much.

She poured a glass of bourbon and quaffed it, and didn’t feel much effected. She drank another, and began to cry.

Tom awoke, and Vickie was sitting in the chair in the corner of the room watching him. Her eyes were dark and it looked like she had been crying.

He didn’t feel as poorly as before, but he felt…weak. And his mouth was curiously dry. He realized it was dry from the medicine he had ingested. “Honey?” His voice was soft and low. Why did he feel so weak?

“Oh, Tom! I’m sorry!”

“What? Why? What’s going on?”

“Your…your testicles!”

He turned ashen. She knew. How did she know? “I’m sorry,” he said.  “The situation at the company…I’ve been keeping it from you.”

“I know about the money problems…but I—“

“That’s why I sold one of my testicles.”

Vickie stopped talking. He had sold one of his testicles?

“They wrote me a check yesterday. That’s where I was. They flew me out of the country and took one of my testicles. But it’s okay. We’re going to be fine financially, and I can still get you pregnant with one testicle. Everything’s going to be all right!” He was almost blubbering, so desperate for her to understand what he had done and why. Then he noticed the look on her face.

Her face was frozen, horror struck, her eyes staring at him.

Oh, shit, he thought. She doesn’t understand.

“Tom,” her voice was a burble of a whisper. “I sold one of your balls, too.”

That was the moment where the wind whistled on a dead desert and ghosts flew into the clouds. That was the moment when you wake up from the accident and realize you’ve been in an accident.

“But…”

“Oh, Tom!”

“But…”

“I’m sorry!”

“FUCK!”

Where do you go when your mind has just been blown into smithereens.

Tom went nowhere, physically, but his mind…his mind went on vacation, came back, went away, the room swirled, and he lay back on the bed, stared at the ceiling.

“You…you…you…”

Vickie came to him then. She crawled onto the bed and held him.

His arm went around her, and he found tears streaming from his eyes.

His testicles. Gone. Both of them.

They had talked about children, and they had reached a point where they were still healthy and ready and…and now this!

Tom sobbed helplessly, and Vickie sobbed right along with him.

Tom took a couple of days off. He was the boss, he could do that, and he needed to.

He needed to come to grips with his situation.

On one hand, he was the same person. He was a male 30 years old in good condition.

And he wasn’t. Just like that.

Vickie moped about while he dealt with the results of his folly.

He examined the little slits and stitchings on the back of his ball sac. Nobody would know, nobody would see…but he knew.

He drank a little extra, but he didn’t turn into a raving drunk. He just dulled himself and wondered what he was going to do.

But…what was there to do?

The telephone numbers for Dr. Worth, and for Dr. Gothing, didn’t work.

And the checks, one to him and one to her, bounced. The bank called the day after he got back to let him know.

So he had been the victim of a mighty scam. And paid two nuts for it.

He returned to work, and here, miracle of miracles, the financial situation righted itself. They pulled in three…THREE…clients, and they were out of danger.

Tom quickly restructured everything so the problem would never happen again.

But he had been robbed of his manhood for nothing!

And time went on.

Six months later, just before his 31st birthday, Tom came home to find a pack of women’s panties on his bed.

“Vick? What’s this?”

Vickie entered the bedroom. She was a changed woman. She had betrayed her man, and he hadn’t divorced her, and she was a kinder, gentler person.

“You were complaining about how your underwear didn’t fit, so…I bought you some that might fit. You don’t have to wear them, I can take them back. I just want you to…feel happy.

He gave her a hug.

He was a changed man. Losing his testicles had given him a new appreciation for mortality, and he was dedicated to enjoying life, not frittering it away like he had his nuts.

He bent his head and kissed her.

She took his lips hungrily, desperate for passion and and companionship.

“Do you think we could try to make love?”

That had been one of the problems of the last half year. He could get boners, not real stiff ons, but stiff enough to put in her, and he hadn’t wanted to.

But he was a changed man, and changing more. At last, he nodded and said, “We can try.”

She kissed him again, and began unbuttoning his shirt. She stripped it off his chest and tossed it aside.

Interestingly, he was losing a bit of muscle mass. He had never been a thick man, but now he felt so slender.

He felt her breasts and began unbuttoning her blouse. She had such wonderful boobs, and shortly he was bending his head down to them, taking her nipple in his mouth and sucking.

Interestingly, he didn’t feel the passion he once had. He felt horny, sometimes incredibly horny, but his emotions were lighter, almost fleeting.

She unbuckled and unzipped him and went to her knees.

It was the same old big cock, but it was slightly soft. His old cock, pre ball loss, was so hard you couldn’t press a dent in it. This one, post ball loss, she could press her finger into and leave a dent.

Still, it was hard enough for the job it was intended.

They climbed onto the bed and continued making out. They was softer, more gentle, but in the same sense, more desperate.

She wanted to make their marriage work. He wanted to remember what it was like to have a fully functioning sexual apparatus.

She sat on him. He wasn’t being as alpha as he had once been, and he lay there and let her be on top.

She moaned, feeling the slug enter her. It felt good, and, in fact…it felt better.

Her eyes opened in surprise. How could that be?

“What?” he asked, seeing her eyes suddenly flash.

“Honey…this…your cock is better!”

“Better than when I had nuts?”

She was careful here. He hadn’t shown in bitterness lately, but emotions could be quite close to the surface.

Being softer you aren’t just, I don’t know, ramming into me. It’s like you’re filling me better, like your dick is able to find all the nooks and crannies in there.

“A nook in the nookie,” he mumbled. It was a sad attempt at humor, but Vickie appreciated it. She began to rock back and forth. She was full, but the slug in her lent itself to bending. She was suddenly moving harder, feeling the inside of her pussy like she never had before.

Tom watched her, he loved her, he missed this, and he lay back and felt her work on his cock.

The doctor had told them, when they had finally gone to see a real doctor, that his body still produced testosterone, just not as much. He could still get erections, and even have sex. He might even be able to have orgasms. There would just be not resulting pregnancy. The balls created the sperm for that, and without balls, no sperm.

But, he could still fuck.

And, in fact, Tom and Vickie had read that men who had been castrated over history had ended up being the most desired lovers.

If a noble woman felt like cheating she could, with a dick that lasted longer, gave more pleasure, and wouldn't get her pregnant.

All of which was a sop, but now, with his penis in her vagina, Tom suddenly appreciated.

He wasn’t driven, and it made her drive more.

He didn’t feel the compulsion to squirt that he once had, the insane desire for a man to further the human race.

But it was like she was unleashed. She couldn’t get pregnant, but there was a desperation for sensation that she suddenly had.

Tom’s eyes opened as she went crazy on him, writhing and twisting, humping and pumping, being downright masculine in her approach to him.

She was on top, she was driven to fuck, more than he was.

“Oh, God!” she moaned as she forced her groin down and took as much of him as she could.

She bottomed out on his dick, and wanted more. For the first time in her life she was completed, satisfied, by the length of cock in her.

“Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!

She felt the orgasm coming uncorked deep inside. It used to be she would let him fuck here, and she might cum, and she might not. Now she was driven to cum. She grabbed his shoulders in an attempt to get more leverage. She pushed down and the eruption started. It was like a cauldron boiling over. She felt it simmering, the bubbles rising, then it suddenly overflowed. The cum became a white hot shiver of ecstasy that exploded from her pussy. Her tits felt like the points were twinkling. Her whole body felt like it had exploded.

“FUCK!” she screamed, and a series of earthquakes jolted through her.

Tom was stunned by the violence of her orgasm, and he put his hands on her hips and steadied her.

“Fuck,” she whispered, “fuck.” Then she collapsed on him.

Tom lay under her amazed at her explosion. He felt her hot tits compressed on his chest, and he breathed the scent of her hair.

His dick was still in that soft/hard condition inside her.

He started to push her off, and she held to him and mumbled frantically, “No! No! Let me be.”

They lay there, her weighing him down, but unwilling to move.

Him enjoying their flesh contact, even though he hadn’t cum.

“Is that it was like what I cam and you didn’t?” he asked in a whisper.

She nodded, kissed his neck.

A long minute passed, he wondered if she would ever want to get off him.

Then, miracle of miracles, she began to twitch down there. She began to tilt her hips and…and to fuck him again!

“Oh…” he said.

“Honey,” she said, then she began to grind on him.

She wasn’t one of these multiple cummers. Or, at least she hadn’t been. But now…now…

And laying underneath her, feeling her clutch at his skin, feeling her tilt and grind and push down ever harder…Tom felt an emotion he never expected. He felt…jealousy.

She could cum. And cum harder. And…cum again and again.

He had never felt such jealousy. And for a woman.

That, of course, was the start of his metamorphoses. That was his chrysalis. It was his healing begun.

He had panties under their sweaty bodies. He had seen the purity and magnitude of a real orgasm. He wanted that, and he would soon began transmogrifying, reshaping himself to achieve that.


PART TWO

The panties felt wonderful. With nothing dangling between his legs, Tom’s empty sack had shrunk and the panties contained him perfectly. The only thing was his penis, which was fine. After all, it didn’t get hard as much, and if he pulled the panties tight his cock was pulled up and everything was comfortable, like everything actually fit.

It actually felt better than his tighty whiteys had when he had testicles.

And, as time went on, he started buying his own panties. Mostly off Amazon, but every once in a while he would just go into the women’s section of a store and pick out panties that intrigued him.

He explored high rise, decorative, stretch, thongs…everything.

Every day, it seemed he had new panties to wear under his clothes to work.

And he noticed that his body was changing in other ways.

Pulling on the panties he saw over a short time how he was developing a little spread in his ass.

“It’s the loss of testosterone,” Vickie ventured. “You have very little testosterone, and your estrogen is making itself felt.”

This sounded a little ludicrous at first, but as he lost muscle mass and his ass spread, it began to make sense.

Mind you, he hadn’t lost a lot of mass, just a little, and he hadn’t spread that much, but it was enough.

Still, what was he going to do about it? He talked to the doctor and that worthy suggested more work outs. But he didn’t have the testosterone fueled drive to do more work outs. He had the drive to do more reps, but less weight, which, he was told, was more of a woman’s work out.

‘Women are trying to lose weight, men are trying to bulk up.’ But he was changing, and his attitudes were different. Now he was more apt to say ‘so what’ to advice and do what he wanted.

He started focusing on women’s work outs, and…he started thinking about taking extra estrogen.

He could have taken testosterone, but there were risks with that approach. Men taking extra testosterone were more at risk of heart attacks.

He had seen his mortality and he didn’t want to go there.

So what if he just took estrogen and stopped resisting what was happening to him and just…went for it.

What would happen?

His ass would get a little fatter, a little more round, and…he started looking at Vivki’s clothes more closely.

He studied her ass and liked how round it was.

Heck, he was off the lean, slab look, so…why not?

“Are you looking at my ass?” asked Vickie, one day.

“Yep,” he said.

“Well, thank you.” She appreciated the compliment, but she was startled by what Tom said next.

“I was thinking about taking estrogen treatments.”

They were in a department store and she stopped and stared at him.

“Why?”

“Look, my days as a man are done. My muscle mass is disappearing, my ass is getting bigger. I’m getting tired of fighting it.”

“So, what? You want to change into a girl?”

“No. But Im tired of hanging on to a masculinity which isn’t there.”

“You’re plenty man enough for me. You made me cum five times last week. And they were multiple cums.”

“If I have tits and an ass that shouldn’t stop you.”

She frowned and considered him. He had changed since his misfortune. And he was still changing.

“And what if I don’t like making love to a Lesbian?”

“Then I can stop taking the pills. I’ll even try the testosterone then. If you want.”

“Let me think about it.”

And, baby, did she think about it.

While Tom was checking out her ass, she started checking out his ass.

Yes, it was wider. She could see a point where it was round and plump, and…would that be bad? As long as he had that soft spike dangling between his nutless legs?

Hmm.

And what if he developed breasts, which would be likely if he started a hormone treatment? Would that be bad? He certainly liked sucking on hers, would she like to play with tits? His tits?

Hmmm.

Then she had a thought: what else does he have? I did this to him. Well, we did this to him, but I contributed. If I hadn’t…so what if he did look more like a woman than a man? Would that be bad?

And she would have to teach him about make up. And he would wear clothes that she could probably wear, too.

Would it be bad if he was feminized?

Still, it was a hard decision. It wasn’t like he was a pink man from the get go. He had been raised to play football and be a hard charger. He hadn’t grown up wearing his mother’s underwear.

But he had changed, been changed, and shouldn’t she just give in and go with it?

After what she had done?

“Tom,” she said when they got up one Saturday morning.

He looked at her. “I want you to put on my corset.”

He tilted his head, then did it.

She stared at his waist, so thin. And his hips did flare out. But he had no tits. He needed breasts.

She handed him a skirt and a blouse.

He put on the skirt, then the blouse.

“You button on the wrong side,” he remarked wryly.

“Funny, that’s what we women say about you guys.”

He stood, a stick with a slightly wide ass, and she could see it.

“Take off that blouse and put this on.”

She handed him a bra.

He did, silently, with no objection.

She handed him a different blouse, a near transparent one.

“I like the material,” he said as he buttoned up.

“Leave the top two buttons undone.”

He did, and she was stunned. He did look feminine. Very feminine.

No, he didn’t fill cups, but just wearing the bra made him sexy.

And she wondered how sexy he would be if he did have boobs under the cups.

She picked up a brush and brushed out his hair. It was long enough to look like a Marilyn Monroe shag. Now her hands were shaking, and she picked up a tube of lipstick.

He stood, mute, watching her, as she filled in his lips.

She turned him towards the mirror and they stood there and watched him.

He was a woman. Not all the way, but enough. Heck, he could have walked out on the street, gotten a few looks, but passed for a woman.

“Well?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

He started taking hormones, and he was disappointed that he didn’t observe any changes.

Vickie laughed. “It’s only been a week. It’s supposed to take months.

Tom didn’t want to wait. He asked the doctor for more hormones, and was apprised that he was taking the strongest possible.

So he kept taking the hormones, and he waited.

“My ass is bigger!” he chortled, coming into the house.

He had a home gym in the garage and he worked out religiously. He had taken a tape measure to his butt and found that he had expanded down there.

“You’re so funny,” chuckled Vickie. “Most women want a smaller ass.”

“I ain’t most women, baby,” he laughed.

It was the happiest she had seen him in month.

And his breasts started to grow.

After a month they were ping pong balls. Two months and they were golf balls. Three months they were baseballs. Then softballs, then grapefruits, and they kept growing.

“You don’t have any testosterone to stop them, to counterbalance. You want to lessen the hormones?”

“No,” replied Tom, hiding his giddiness.

He had been so happy to be a man, and then he wasn’t, and he experienced a downswing to match his upswing.

Now he was a woman, and he was experiencing the upswing again. And he wanted that happiness. He wanted that pride. He wanted to feel like he had identity!

At first Vickie worked with him a little. She showed him how to put on make up, and talked him through mistakes, and showed him how to fix things.

Things like crying because he was experiencing intense emotions.

But, after three months, his boobs coming in nicely, he started to take off.

As a man if he wanted to fix a sink, or a car, or learn anything, he would get books, go on the internet, throw himself into his projects like a Kamikaze. He had a man’s drive, and he knew how to apply himself. Now he was putting that same drive and diligence into being a woman.

He studied fashion magazines, even making liner notes. He watched girly shows, chick flicks, and pondered how and why women acted the way they did.

He experimented with make up, developing a new look every week.

In a way, he left Vickie in the dust.

But that was okay. She liked the new Tom. She loved his exuberance. This was the excitement he had shown when they had first met and dated.

She even called him Thomasina on occasion. Which he didn’t mind.

So things were looking up for Tom and Vickie.

“We have to go to an art show.”

Tom frowned. He wasn’t’ much for going out. Everybody in the company knew he was transitioning, and he paid their salaries, so they weren’t critical.

And were, in fact, encouraging.

He had had quite a few conversations with secretaries concerning what to wear, make up, and how to act.

And he had been to a couple of very quiet, dark restaurants. Restaurants where nobody could see close enough to search out any remaining masculine characteristics.

But he didn’t go out in the bright daylight. He kept to himself.

“This is a perfect step up, Tom. There won’t be a lot of people, attention will be on the artwork, you’ll be fine.”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“You can’t hide forever. Besides, what is anybody going to do? If they see that you were once a man…what can they do?”

“Well, it could be uncomfortable.”

“Only in your mind. And if somebody else has an uncomfortable mind then that is their problem.”

Finally, she convinced him, and he started to think about what he should wear to an art show.

On a Friday evening Tom got ready for his outing. Well, his attendance. By now he had a nice, round ass and a pair of large boobs. He studied himself in the mirror, and decided to wear a tummy shaper and a shelf bra. He wouldn’t wear a see through blouse, and he did love the way the material excited his expanding nipples.

Vickie got dressed next to him and watched him with a smile.

Tom had really adapted. He was ready for this.

He put on a light blue skirt and white blouse. He put on a short, western style jacket that was open just enough. His nipples, stiff and rigid, wouldn’t be visible except to the most searching look.

Vickie had helped him do his nails that afternoon, and now she had to help him put on his earrings.

A choker to complete the look, and he was as feminine as could be.

Vickie smiled as she inspected him. His hair had come out and was coiffed in a long bob. His make up was perfection, and his lips, which he had started treating with a plumping agent, were curvy and red.

“You’re gorgeous, honey. Everybody’s going to be looking at you and I’ll be considered the schlub.”

I doubt that,” he said, pleased in his heart with the compliment.

They walked out to the car, both wearing high heels that clicked merrily away. She opened the door for him and he got in on the passenger side. Interestingly, he preferred be a passenger. He liked having the door opened for him. He appreciated the little politenesses that beautiful women garnered.

Vickie took the heel and headed down town. The night was beautiful, and the traffic was light. They played a little music on the radio and chatted lightly, and they arrived.

The art show was in a brick building between two modern facades. The brick was old and the window was rippled with age, but that was sort of artsy. At least, it was inexpensive without looking cheap.

Arm in arm, they entered the art show.

The building was narrow and deep. Paintings hung from the walls every couple of feet, and it was not crowded. Couples and individuals wandered from painting to painting. Small discussions were started up, and opinions were handed out like candy on Halloween.

“Vicki! how wonderful to see you!” The girl’s name was Barbara, and she hugged and air kissed Vicki.

“Hi, Barb. This is my husband, Thomasina.”

Barb didn’t blink. She simply turned, offered her hand, then said, “Oh, shucks,” and hugged and air kissed Tom.

Tom felt her breasts touch his, and he was embarrassed, but also feeling pretty good. He was carrying it off, he was being treated like a woman.

“Would you like some champagne?”

Vickie said they did, and Barbara waved to a girl with a tray. They stood and sipped bubbly and Tom wandered off to look at the artwork.

Artwork is always interesting stuff.

Some art can be dog food disgusting, other artwork can be sublime. This was a good show, and most of the stuff Tom really appreciated. He worked his way down one wall, examining brushstrokes and technique.

There was an ape, painted in the shadows of a banana grove. He blended in with the shadows and Tom certainly didn’t want to walk through that little park.

Then there was a spaceship built out of tits. Interesting, but a bit much. Even for a boob man like Tom.

A series of small paintings across the wall showing a bird in various stages in flight. Quite intricate, and fascinating.

He worked his way down the wall. Vickie was still chatting, and it seemed like she came to these art shows to talk as much as he came to look.

“What do you think?”

Tom turned. The girl was short, minuscule, and wearing a very short skirt and a halter top. For a small girl the top had a lot to cover.

She had very dark hair and pixie eyes. She was almost goth, except for the red lipstick adorning her quite sensual lips.

“This?”

They were standing in front of a woman laying on a bed. The shadow of the window cross was across her writhing body. A black man could be seen through the window, looking back over his shoulder.

“Yep.”

Tom turned his head slightly. “I like the twist. It’s a straight forward picture, but the bed is slightly turned, the window is slightly askew, and…the look in the girl’s eyes.

“Ha! Most people miss the eyes. They see the twists and turns, and don’t understand why the eyes are slanted.”

“Well, that’s understandable. The artist has presented hidden lust. The way the eyes are half closed, and if you think about it, it’s like her eyes are pointed towards the window. Of course she can’t see…”

“But does she need to?”

Tom got it then. “You’re the artist.”

“Guilty. And thank you for being perceptive. But what don’t you like about it?”

Tom moved his head back slightly. She was watching him, and licked her lips. It was a small move, could be subconscious, but…she was looking at him and licking her lips.

“I never talk about what I don’t like, except with my wife.” He nodded towards the front of the art gallery.

The woman paid no mind to his hint. She moved closer, she placed a hand on his wrist.

He had lost weight, and muscles, and his wrist looked very feminine. And her touch was very sexual.

“So you are Lesbian?”

Tom grew flustered for a moment, then tamped it down. This was actually the exact kind of thing that Vickie had in mind. Getting out and meeting people, overcoming his own mind.

“Actually, I’m more trans. I think I am. I haven’t got all the lingo down yet.”

She moved an inch closer. Their faces were now a foot apart. She was a face talker, very intimate, almost scarily intimate.

“So you’re a man masquerading as a woman. What makes you think you can be a woman?”

Yet she wasn’t putting him off, attacking him, she was an artist with a perceptive mind.

Tom decided to tell the truth. Sort of.

“I, uh…had an accident. I was castrated.”

She blinked. A slow shuttering of the eyes, a wave of her long eyelashes. A glimmer way down deep inside her dark eyes. Eyes so deep that a man could lose himself in them. If he was a man.

But the direction of the conversation, if it had a direction, was suddenly truncated.

“Hi, I’m Vickie.”

Vickie took his arm and extended her hand.

The women shook, politely, like two barracudas kissing.

“I’m Nancy.”

“She painted this piece,” put in Tom. “Oh, and it looks like a few others.”

Tom, to be honest, wanted to escape. He had been roped in by the diminutive artist, but he didn’t want to see any fireworks. And one never knew when two women started discussing the same man.

Tom wandered to the next painting, and the next. They were marvelous pieces, some better than the woman on the cross-eyed bed, and some not. But they were all worth looking at.

Tom forgot about his wife and the artist and began truly inspecting this outpouring of sheer talent.

“So Tom had an accident.”

Vickie blinked. In an odd way, she was relieved. Even as she was alarmed.

Tom had told her, but why?

And what did this woman have that could get to talk about that which he was normally trying to avoid. At least in company.

“Accident, I suppose you could call it that.”

Nancy raised a hand for some champagne and shortly the girls’ hands were holding flutes with rising bubbles.

“And what would you call it?”

Vickie was conflicted. The woman had an intense manner about her. She was passionate and inquisitive without being rough or rude.

How much should she say? She had already revealed something, and…fuck it. “I sold his balls.”

There. That was blunt, but it was all she was capable of. She spent months avoiding the topic herself. It felt good to just drop the bomb. She raised her glass and drained it. “Well…” preparatory to leaving, but Nancy was truly focused now. She raised a hand for more champagne and moved to block off Nancy’s path.

“There’s a story here,” she said. “And an artist needs a story. It is essential to her being. Tell me your story. Inspire me. Make me run to my canvas and splatter paint.

Vickie stood, caught, and, yet…she began to talk.

“Actually, Tom’s company was in trouble, and he was contacted by…”

Nancy listened avidly.

Tom was at the back of the gallery now. He had been cornered by another artist and they were discussing unartful things. Like politics. And it was disgusting and fascinating at the same time. Artists are empathetic, Tom was a conservative, and never the twain shall meet. Still it was a fascinating conversation and he lost himself in it.

At the painting of the girl with the cross-eyed window Nancy and Vickie had moved away from any passersby and were deep into it.

“So it was my fault. That I could do such a thing was betrayal of the worst sort.”

“But Tom forgives you.”

“He doesn’t blame me at all.”

“But that makes you feel guilt.”

“Yes.”

“So what are you doing to help him as he makes this unasked for transition?”

Vickie explained about clothes and make up and such. She talked about how they had had deep discussions on everything, discussions that they had never had before. When she was done Nancy nodded her head.

“What?”

“You are doing everything right, and nothing right.”

“What does that mean?”

Nancy said, “I’ve been Lesbian. Now I’m bi. I’ve got friends from all sexual persuasions, but as a painter I know this: You can’t make a painting unless you drop a bomb in the well.”

“Hunh?”

“I know sounds artsy fartsy, obscurative Bullshit. But the simple truth in life is that to get something you travel into it until you become it.”

“I’m still a little hazy.”

“I tried for years to become an artist. Finally I quit my job, told my family to go fuck, and began living my life. I didn’t paint for a few years, and then I reached the edge. I reached the limit. I reached a point from which there was no going back. At that point I became an artist again. And this time a real artist.”

Vickie understood, but it was difficult to relate. “So…what? I make Tom quit his job?”

“We’re not talking about silly real world fantasies like career and insurance and all that. We’re talking about being a woman.”

“Being a woman,” Vickie mused while staring at Nancy.

“If you want him to figure it out, to be complete, to be a woman, you’re going to have to take him all the way.”

“All the way to where?”

“All the way to what his heart desires.”

“And how do I do that?”

Nancy began to talk, and Vickie’s mouth opened, then shut, and, finally, she began to nod.

Maybe there was a way to make up for the damage she had done.

Tom was about done with the moron. At first he thought the fellow was clever, but then he realized he was stupid. He would make the weirdest arguments, and hold to them like they were scripture. Logic was not involved in any way.

Well, he was an artist, he dealt in fantasies and make believe, so Tom understood.

Suddenly he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned.

“Hello, honey, found anything interesting?”

Tom excused himself from the political loony tunes and they wandered away from the fellow, who was now preaching to a pair of old ladies with big purses.

“Thank you. I need rescuing.”

“Are you about ready to go?”

“Sure. Any time you are.”

“Did you have fun?”

“I did. You’re right, I do need to get out and away from my own thoughts.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” and she smiled mysteriously. “Well, come on. I promised a ride to that artist you were talking to. Nancy.”

“Oh, okay.” Tom smiled. He was done, but a ride home wasn’t out of the question. “Gather her up and we’ll head home.”

They walked over to where Nancy was holding court to a skinny fellow with red hair and a tattoo of a tiger on his skinny forearm.

“We’re ready. Tom? Why don’t you walk Nancy to the front and I’ll bring the car around.”

Tom agreed, and shortly Nancy was hanging on his arm. They walked to the entrance and Nancy looked down at a half empty case of champagne. She put a twenty in the case and took a bottle.

Tom laughed, and they went outside and stood on the curb.

They talked art then, and other things, but Nancy seemed to have lost any fascination for his ‘accident.’

The car arrived and Tom got into the backseat. He expected Nancy to get in the front seat, but she surprised him by climbing in after him, sitting next to him, and hugging his arm.

Vickie didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps to care. She just smiled in the mirror and the car left the curb.

Nancy immediately climbed onto Tom’s lap and kissed him.

“Hey!” he tried to push her away. He wasn’t quite strong enough, however.

“What’s the matter?”

“I’m married!”

Vickie interrupted him. “Tom?”

“What?” he was looking for a way to climb into the front seat, or to get Nancy into the front seat, or to do something to relieve the situation.

“Kiss her.”

Tom blinked, and stared into the mirror.

“As your wife I’m telling you. Kiss Nancy. And do it good.”

Still, Tom wouldn’t have, but Nancy moved into the breech. She hugged him and kissed him. She put her hands on his tits, and he almost freaked. He was a conservative! He was true to his wife! He…she kissed him.

It wasn’t a long ride to Nancy’s apartment, and when they got there Vickie parked the car and got out.

“Come on, slick,” said Nancy, pulling on Tom’s arm.

Tom followed the two giggling girls up the stairs and into a two bedroom apartment. One of the bedrooms was a bedroom. The other was a studio, littered with brushes and canvases and half done paintings.

“What is going on?” asked Tom, as Nancy went to pour champagne.

POP! The cork sailed through the air.

Vickie whispered into Tom’s ear. “You are to do whatever Nancy wants. Whatever she says. Do you understand?”

Tom was about ready to cry. “But we’re married!”

“Yep. And I’m in charge, and I’m telling you to do whatever Nancy says.”

Nancy handed them flutes of bubbly and sipped from her own.

For the next half hour the two girls talked, and they kept Tom’s glass filled. They didn’t drink much, but they made sure he drank a lot.

Finally, the bottle was empty, and Tom was feeling quite jolly.

“Okay, Tom, here’s how it’s going to go.”

Both women stood up and began taking off their clothes.

Tom gaped, but was too drunk to complain. In a moment Tom was the only one left wearing clothes.

“What the hell is going on?” he demanded.

“Tom, I did a bad thing to you. I sold you nuts…”

“I sold one of them,” he muttered.

“…but now I’m going to make it up to you. You want to be a woman, and I’m going to take you all the way. With a little help, of course.” She looked at Nancy and chuckled.

“Oh. Are you going to give me my nuts back?”

Just the barest, barest trace of bitterness.

“Nope,” said Nancy, pulling on his arm and lifting him from the couch.

The two girls led him into the bedroom. They pushed him down and began kissing him. He was the meat in a sandwich, and they were devouring him. No help for it, Tom couldn’t help but respond. He might not have nuts, but he had passion. He had desires.

They rolled him over, kissing every part of his body, and arranged him face down on a couple of pillows. His ass was now in the air.

Vickie kissed him some more, grabbed his penis and stroked it, and next to the bed Nancy opened a drawer and took out a strap on with a big dildo.

“Spread your legs like a good, little slut, Tom.”

“What the fuck?” he answered. He was a bit giddy, and he did as she asked.

Nancy climbed between his legs and handed Vickie a jar of lube. Vickie began to slather it on his hole.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“What are you doing?”

The girls were pushing down on his buns and back, making sure he couldn’t stand up or roll over.

“We’re going all the way, Thomasina.”

Nancy giggled.

Vickie fingered his butt hole. She pushed lube into him and reamed him. The lube was making his asshole very accessible.

Nancy moved forward and pushed her dildo into him.

Tom gasped, and froze, and didn’t know what to do. He didn’t actually understand that he had a prick in his butt. He just knew there was something that gave him a little pain, but a lot of pleasure.

Nancy began to move. She kissed Tom’s ear and whispered for him to stay calm.

Vickie moved up next to Tom and kissed his mouth.

Tom was blown out in every sense of the words. His asshole was singing. His dick was erect, softly erect, but still erect.

Nancy started going in and out.

Tom grunted, and went with it. He was starting to understand that he was getting fucked. And it made sense. This was what they were talking about. They were talking about making him a woman. And what made a woman like getting fucked?

“That’s a boy, Thomasina,” whispered Vickie.

“Hump back, little girl,” commanded Nancy.

For a long minute she fucked him, and slowly he figured out how to push when she pulled, pull when she pushed.

Vickie reached under him and began stroking his cock.

Nancy plowed in, pulled out, filled him up, wiggled and twisted and it felt like she was stirring his insides with her penis.

Then Tom felt it. He felt the weird sensation of his asshole becoming warm…warmer…hot…hotter.

He pushed back with his rump, accepting as much dick as he could.

Nancy exulted, and shoved her penis directly into his brown hole.

Minutes passed. Vickie kissed him, felt his nipples, and enjoyed the look of happiness on Tom’s face.

“Come on, Tom. You can do it.

He felt the coming of the tsunami. Creeping from his ass, but more from the center of his body.

Then the tremors started. His body jerked, waved, and the orgasm started.

It was like nothing he had ever felt in his life. It was massive, and it swallowed him whole. It felt like he was riding the biggest wave in the world…scratch that…it felt like he was the biggest wave in the world.

Nancy felt him locking up. She felt his legs twitching and trying to close. She drove into him viciously, trying to make sure he got absolutely everything he could out of the orgasm.

Tom slid along the cosmos, enlightened, fulfilled, and happy. And in the middle of this vast, cosmic cumming he had a thought, a very enlightened thought.

Man does not live by nuts alone.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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