

The Castration Chronicles!

(book one)

Men who take the final step.

Sometimes they even want to!

More Woman than Man!

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter!

Emasculation Made Easy!

Feminized Cop!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

ISBN: 9798361646463

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from Grace!

I was quite surprised when I found out that castration interests a lot of people. I mean…OUCH!

But…it is a fascinating subject.

That said, I don’t write too much about castration. Too easy to offend, I don’t really think that Kindle/Amazon likes it, and so on.

But, I have written a few stories, and for those who shouldn’t run with scissors, here you go!

And the rest of you guys and gals, feel free to…shiver!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


More Woman Than Man

Sometimes feminization isn’t a choice!


PART ONE

“OW! OUCH! SON OF A…”

I watched my husband jump out of the lounge chair and begin running around the pool area. We were doing a little sunbathing, the weather was great, the drinks were super, and now…what the heck had set Rick off?

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” He moved back and forth along the side of the pool, cupping his groin.

I sat up and stared. “Rick?”

He jumped into the pool.

What the…?

I leaned forward. He was frantically wiggling around on the bottom, bubbles were rising, and it looked like he was still saying ‘Ow, ow, ow.’ At least I heard a wail that might have been ‘ow.’

He was starting to come to the surface, so I stood up and walked around to where he would surface. I watched as he broke the surface.

“Ow! Oh…ow!”

“Rick? Are you all right?”

“Ow! No. Oh, my God…that hurt!”

Whatever it was that hurt him must have really hurt because I could see he was crying. His face was dripping with water, but he was actually sobbing.

I reached down to grab his arm, but he was already moving towards the shallow end.

“Oh, God. Heysoos Xristo. Ow!”

I walked alongside him, now pretty concerned, and he reached the steps. Slowly, he emerged from the pool.

I reached down and managed to get his arm and helped him.

His hands were now back to cupping his groin, and he was bent like somebody had kicked him in the male parts.

“Rick? What on earth…”

“It stung me! A bee stung me!”

I blinked, and then got the whole picture. Him grabbing his groin, him walking hunched over, how intense the pain was. And, I admit it, I had to smother a grin.

Rick is a man’s man, and to see him reduced to rubble by a simple bee sting. I mean…a little, bitty bee!

I giggled.

He looked at me, and I was immediately sorry. “I’m sorry. It just struck me as…funny. I know it must have hurt.”

“You have no idea.”

“No. I don’t.” I was under control now.

“It felt like…if somebody grabbed every hair on your pussy and ripped them out at the same time…that was what it was like.”

What made that analogy funny was that I keep my snatch shaved. Still, I kept a straight face. “Well, let’s see what it looks like.”

He sighed, and he pulled his hands back.

I knelt down and looked.

Rick is a studly guy, but he’s average in the ding dong department. Which is okay because I’m not a size queen. I figure that if big penises were important God would have made more of them. Or, if you don’t believe in God, then evolution would have made more men develop bigger cocks.

But, my opinions on size aside, his cock was swollen. Like…bad!

A normal cock is a little over 3 inches long when flacid and a little over 3 and 1/2 inches in diameter. When hard the averages are a little over 5 inches long and a little over 4 1/2 inches in diameter. As I said, Rick is average. Now he definitely wasn’t average.

“Holy crap! “ I whispered.

“Oh, Heysoos!” he actually reeled a bit and I had to steady him.

His cock was probably 9 inches long and 7 inches in diameter. About an inch above the base, right on top of it, was a big, black dot. The sting mark.

“We have to put some medicine on that.” I was thinking we might have to go to the hospital, but I knew Rick didn’t like doctors. What he said next backed up what I thought.

“Yeah, I don’t want to go to the hospital.”

“Sit down. I’ll go get some stuff.”

He sat and I ran, and I was back a minute later with a couple of bottles.

I soaked the end of a towel with peroxide and touched it to the sting mark.

“Oh!” He began shaking with pain.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry.”

“Just do it.”

“I’ve got to make sure the stinger is out.”

“Oh…oh, fuck!”

I bent down and examined the sting mark. His cock was flaccid in my hand, but I could feel blood pulsing. Oh, crap. I didn’t want him getting a hard on right now. All he needed was more blood coming into his sausage.

“Okay, I can get it.”

I used tweezers and very gently pushed into the black mark. It was a little mushy, and I knew blood was pooling. Still,I could see the end of the stinger, and I managed to get a hold of it, and I pulled.

“OW!”

“Okay, I got it.” I held it up. It was a little thing, but, man, had it caused pain. I hoped the damned bee had died.

The black mark was oozing and I went ahead and poured peroxide over the wound, then I held it with a towel for a minute. Then I poured some more.

I could feel his bone trying to erect.

“Don’t get hard,” I murmured.

He just whimpered.

Finally, I had some ‘sting kill’ medicine and I swabbed the wound with that. “Okay, we need to ice you up and compress.”

He looked at me. “I’m starting to get hot and you want to ice me?”

I smiled. He was getting his sense of humor back. “And you’re starting to get hard so I need to strangle it.”

“Har de har.”

We went back into the house and I filled a towel with ice cubes, wrapped it around his cock, and told him, “Hold that.”

“For how long.”

“Until I’m horny, idiot.”

We both grinned.

Then he sobered. “Man, that hurt.”

I nodded. We then just sat there for a time. Every once in a while Rick would sigh. I just held the towel around his manhood.

Finally, he nodded off. Excellent. Sleep is always a cure. I managed to stand up and disentangle my hands without waking him. I then went about my business. Cleaned the house, did some dishes, and felt sorry for poor Rick.

“Marsha?”

“Right here,” I hurried into the living room. His voice sounded funny.

He was sitting on the couch, staring at his cock, and it was bad. It was even more swollen, and turning colors. Bruising, yellow and purple colors.

“We’re going to the doctor.”

He was still naked from earlier, and I threw a robe at him and got the car keys. Shortly I was helping him out to the garage.

“Fuck,” he kept saying. “Fuck…fuck…”

I put him in the passenger seat and ran around to the driver’s seat. In a sec we were on the road, and I was not using the brakes.

We zipped through town. Through red lights, around slow drivers. Fortunately, no cop saw us. Not that I would have slowed down, not even for a cop.

We pulled into the hospital emergency area and I slid to a stop in front of the ambulance entrance.

A security guard came out, looking like he was going to tell us to park elsewhere. He didn’t say a word when he saw me helping Rick out of the car. I think he might have gotten a glimpse of Rick’s extended penis, it was more purple and even black now.

Doctors and nurses rushed out and put Rick on a gurney. Rick looked at me, his face contorted in fear and desperation.

“I’ll be right in!”

I went to the car, moved it fifty yards to a real parking space, then hurried into the hospital.

Rick was already in the back, and I stopped at admitting and began giving the male nurse information.

Age, sex, insurance. Five minutes later I was past admitting and searching for Rick. I found him on a bed in a small room. Two doctors and a nurse were huddled around him. They glanced at me as I entered, but said nothing to me. I circled and came to a stop next to Rick’s bed.

“Mr. Moore, it’s not just a sting. This is rare, but it looks like the bee found a dead rattlesnake. Rattlesnake venom has a long life span, maybe 25 years, and the bee probably fed off it. The result was that you didn’t just get stung by a bee, you got bit by a rattlesnake.”

“So I got bit…what a place to get. What…what…?”

He was acting loopy, not so frantic, and I realized they must have given him a shot. The nurse was reading the computer to the side of the bed, adjusting knobs and getting his readings.

“Mr. Moore, I’ve never seen anything like this. Your tissue is already necrotic, and we have to excise the necrotic tissue.”

I had watched enough Grey’s Anatomy to understand what they were saying. His penis was dying and they had to cut it off. I felt faint, the room spun, but I held it together.

“What are you saying?”

“Mr. Moore,” here it comes, plain English now. “We have to amputate your penis.”

Man, if ever there was a silence, that was it. Everything else in the hospital, the far away hustle and bustle, the clang of bedpans, everything disappeared.

Rick was drugged, but he understood. “Fuck.”

I blurted, “What happens if you don’t?”

“The infection is already at his groin, his whole body will start to die.”

We sat there, Rick and I, and just stared at the doctors.

“We’re going to the OR now, and a nurse will bring some papers for your wife to sign. But we have to do this now. It might already be too late.”

“From a fucking bee sting.”

“But if you…if you cut it off…what will…”

The doctor talked fast. I realized he was serious. There was not a second to waste. “he will lose his penis. He will still have his testicles. That is good. The testicles provide needed hormones, he will…Mrs. Moore, we have to do this now.”

“Okay.”

Rick: “Don’t cut my dick off!”

I turned to him, the man that I loved, I was starting to cry and I grabbed his robe. “You say ‘yes.’ Now.”

“But…”

“Say yes! I won’t lose you!”

I was shaking him, crying, and he finally muttered, “Okay.”

Within ten seconds Rick was lifted onto a gurney and being shoved down the hall. The doctors were with him, talking to him. The nurse was pushing the computer behind him, getting his vitals.

Somebody, I couldn’t see by now, my eyes were too filled with tears, took my arm and guided me down the hallway. “Come with me, Mrs. Moore. I’ll get you situated. We’re going to have to sign papers. Mrs. Moore?”

I nodded, and let myself be walked through the hospital. I  eventually found myself in a small waiting room. There was nobody else there, and I just sat and cried.

After a while I stopped. I sat there and just stared into space. Nurses came and checked on me every once in a while, but they mostly left me alone.

Fuck. Rick had no more penis. We would never again make love.  He would no longer put that average-sized penis in my vagina and give me king-sized orgasms. He was…not a man.

Or was he?

I didn’t know. I was too dazed and confused to think my way through that one.

Finally, I leaned to the side and lay on the small couch. It was green and uncomfortable, but somebody came and put a pillow under my head.

And I dozed off. Or, to be more precise…I passed out.

“Mrs. Moore.” Somebody was shaking me and I sat up. It was the doctor who had talked to Rick.

I sat, was huddled in on myself. He had pulled up a chair and was sitting in front of me.

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry, we didn’t get properly introduced. I’m Dr. Roberts. We finished operating on your husband.”

I was coming awake real fast now. “And?”

“The operation went well. We were able to save your husband’s testicles.”

“But he doesn’t have a penis now.”

“No.”

I stifled a sob, my whole body gave a quake. I asked, “What now?”

“He’s sleeping. When he wakes up we will take you in. Also, I’ve arranged for a psychiatric consult. He’ll also be called when your husband wakes up.”

I nodded.

“Mrs. Moore. I know how you feel, but he’s alive, and there is a lot more to life than…there’s a lot more to life. So what I need you to do is be brave, stay calm, and be there for your husband when he wakes up.”

I nodded.

He patted my arm, then left.

I sat back on the couch and closed my eyes. But I didn’t sleep.

I entered his room, saw him, and rushed to his side. “Rick…Rick…” I hugged him, and he put an arm around me, but…he was listless.

After a minute I let go and moved back a little.

Oh, the look in his eyes. He was hurt. It was like the look a soldier has, what they call the ‘thousand yard stare.’ A deep bleakness that reveals a soul in despair.

I sat down and held his hand. “It’s okay.”

He just looked at me.

“Please, Rick, it’ll be okay.” Tears were starting to come out of my eyes.

“I have no penis,” he whispered.

“You’re alive. That’s all I care about.”

“I might as well be dead.”

“Don’t say that!”

“I won’t…we’ll never make love again.”

“We will!” But I didn’t know what I was talking about. I was just desperate to help my man through this terrible tragedy.

At that moment somebody came into the room. Rick and I looked.

He was a rotund fellow wearing a white smock. The smock was open to show his street clothes: a tee shirt and shorts. My first thought was, unprofessional.

“Hello, Rick. Marsha.” He nodded at me, but his eyes were on Rick. “I’m Doctor Braxton. I’ve been called up to consult. How are you doing?”

The doctor’s eyes were shiny, and he was talking fast, but he exuded a calm.

“I’m okay.”

“”Okay for what?”

I blinked.

“I know you were thinking something there, about to say something there, and you’re going to have to learn that the only way we’ll get through this is open communication. What were you about to say.”

For a second I didn’t think Rick was going to say anything, but he did. “For a guy who’s not a man.”

Braxton gave a snort, and I realized something about him. He had the quality of being able to say anything, because his underlying motivations were kind.

“There’s more to being a man than a penis and balls.”

“Says the man who still has his.”

“Touche,” Braxton quipped wryly. He took a place across the bed from me. He took Rick’s wrist and held it, looked at his watch. Ten seconds later he nodded. “So, you’re still alive, but you’re questioning what that life is going to be like.”

Rick didn’t say anything.

“I don’t want to preach here, Rick, but the quality of your life is what you make it.”

He looked at me, and his eyes had a very penetrating quality. “Marsha, how are you holding up?”

“I’m okay.” But it came out like a squeak.

“Excellent.” He paused, kept looking at me, and I thought he was going to say something else, then he ignored me and turned back to Rick.

“Okay. Let’s talk about your transition to a new way of looking at life.”

And so began our therapy.

A week later Rick was ready to be discharged.

We had talked to Dr Braxton several times, Bob was what he had us call him, but Rick wasn’t happy.

Of course he wasn’t. He was pissing through a tube until the base of his cock healed enough to project a stream. He was depressed, and had even talked about suicide. And he complained of his dick itching.

I had heard of people complaining of being able to feel their amputated limbs, but an amputated dick? A phantom dick?

Still, stitches were holding, his body was working to adjust, and it was time to go home and…live.

I drove the car to the entrance to the hospital and they brought him out in a wheel chair. I had brought him pants and a shirt and socks and shoes, so he looked normal.

But he had no package.

And his eyes looked like they were dead.

The nurse helped him into the car, and he settled back and stared at nothing. I said thank you to the nurse and we drove off.

He was silent as we drove through town. He didn’t even look out the window. He just stared.

So I talked. “I haven’t had much time to clean. I’ll have to mow the lawn this weekend,” and I cursed myself. He usually did the lawn. I was taking his jobs away from him.

“I called your boss, he’s fine with you working from home. He said to take your time.”

Rick said nothing.

“I’ve got the insurance straightened out.”

He said nothing.

I pulled into the driveway and stopped. I clicked the remote and the garage door slid upwards. We drove into the garage and I turned the car off.

I got out and ran around to his side to help him. He was already half out and he looked at me. In the look was a warning…let me alone.

I followed him into the house. He moved slowly, but didn’t have any trouble with the steps or anything.

He stopped in the kitchen and looked around. It was the same old kitchen, but he was a new Rick, and he just looked around. Then he headed for the liquor cabinet.

“What are you doing?” I asked as he brought down a bottle of bourbon.

“Having a drink,” he mumbled.

“No,” I put a hand on his wrist. “Doctor’s orders. No drinking until you’re off medicine.”

“Fuck the doctors.” He ripped his hand away and poured himself half a glass. No mixer. No Coke. He wasn’t drinking to feel good, he was drinking to numb the pain.

“Rick…” I began.

He just glared at me, then tilted his glass. I watched the amber liquid disappear, and I felt so powerless.

He went into the next room and I took the bourbon and emptied it down the drain. Then I emptied the vodka and the beer.

In the living room he was sitting and watching TV. The TV wasn’t on.

“Rick?”

“What?” He glared at me, sipped some more whiskey.

“I’m going to fix dinner. What would you like?” I was going to say something else, but I had to let a little time defuse his mood.

He turned away.

I turned on the TV, put the remote next to him, and went back to the kitchen.

The next few days were the worst. Rick was right in the middle of his depression, and he was having some dangerous thoughts. It didn’t help that he didn’t want to talk. He had been close-mouthed with Dr. Braxton, but now he was positively clammed up. The only time he communicated was to sneer, or make a cutting remark.

In short, he was taking his personal pain out on the world.

Dr. Braxton had said he might be this way, and I thought I was prepared, but…I wasn’t.

What do you do when the man you love treats you like shit?             

In my case I smiled and kept going. Even though he was cutting the legs out from underneath me, I smiled, and I tried.

I fixed him dinner and he ate it glumly, not a word of thanks. Just a silent, withdrawn…hate.

Hate for the world, for the life that had stolen his manhood. And it seemed like that even translated into a hate for me.

I mowed the lawn, washed the cars, cleaned the pool. Things that he normally did, but now showed no interest in.

And I cleaned the house, did the dishes, did the wash…all the things that I normally did.

But I was getting overworked. Simple overwork I could handle. But overwork with a helping of hate? I was breaking down fast.

In the beginning he spent his time staring at nothing. Then, a couple of days in, he started surfing the internet. He stayed up late and went to strange sites.

At first I woke up early, and while he slept late I went through his history, but what he was looking at was predictable.

Penectomy. Everything to do with penises being amputated. This led him to castration, which didn’t make sense because he still had his testicles. Then he started looking at all sorts of stuff. Mostly, he was just following threads. Penectomy led to castration led to hormones led to drugs led to…women.

I couldn’t figure that out, but he was visiting porno sites.

What for? He couldn’t fuck me, and he couldn't jack off, so…why?

But he visited porn sites, and watched women fuck, and suck, and then…beat men. That’s when I sort of figured it out.

He watched porn in a desperate attempt to feel lust.

Then he watched women beat men because he felt…worthless.

I wondered if what he was thinking about women was how he felt about me.

Did he feel I was abusing him? Or was there some other weird dynamic at work?

Regardless, he watched porn for a month, and he started to get out of the deep depression. Or so I thought.

“Can I see it?”

We were in the bedroom. I was getting the laundry and he was getting dressed. He faced me, wearing underwear, but without the bulge.

“Why?”

“I want to see it.”

“See it? There’s no ‘it’ there.”

His stitches had been removed, and he was recovered. But his problems weren’t medical, they were mental.

“Humor me.”

He stared at me for a bleak moment, then faced me and lowered his drawers.

His balls hung, fat and bloated, and he had a little bump for a cock.

I came closer. I actually wanted to touch it. But then I was craving any kind of contact.

“Satisfied?” he sneered.

“No.”

He waited.

“I want you to hold me.”

He grunted and started to turn away.

I grabbed his biceps and pulled him back. I was starting to sniffle. “I love you more than life…and I just want to be held.”

“So you can feel a man who isn’t a man?”

“So I can feel the flesh of the man I love.”

I moved against him. I wrapped my arms around his waist and clung to him. For a long moment he didn’t do anything, then he moved his arms up, slowly, and put them around him.

I cried into his chest then. Just sat there and cried. And I said, “A penis doesn’t matter. It’s you who matters.”

I held on to him for a long time. He didn’t push me away, but his return hug was very half hearted.

But that scene didn’t really help.

After that he was more receptive to being hugged, but, still, he didn’t really hug back. He just put up with it, waited for it to go away.

I stopped following him on the internet, and that was a mistake. For while he put up with hugs, he was going darker in his own mind.

Another month passed. A month of torment, of torture, of feeling lost and inadequate, and then it all broke apart.

Special delivery, and I hefted the box. It was heavy.

“Honey? Rick? Package for you.”

He came out of his office, took the package, and walked back into his office. And closed the door.

Closed the door?

And I knew, automatically, that he was doing something he didn’t want me to see.

I went to his door and listened. I heard wrapping paper being torn. Then I heard a sigh, and a clunk.

Clunk?

Fortunately he had just closed the door, not locked it, and I opened it up.

He stared at me, on the desk was a gun.

It was a big gun. One of those guns they have in the movies. There were six bullets on the desk next to it. The box it had come in was in the trash.

I stared at him.

I stared at the gun.

I stared at him.

He knew that I knew what he was going to do.

“You’re going to shoot yourself.”

He said nothing.

I stepped closer.

He didn’t move.

Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I looked at the gun.

“Load it,” I said.

He turned to the gun and pushed bullets into the cylinder. He closed it. He looked at me.

“Give it to me.”

He blinked. His carefully ordered universe, the one in which he dies and everybody cries, started to come apart.

“What?”

“Give me the gun.” I held my hand out.

“Why?”

“I can’t live without you. I’m going first.”

I could hardly talk. I couldn’t see for the tears. But you don’t need to see to put a gun to your head and pull the trigger.

He didn’t move, I couldn’t tell what he was doing for my tears. I couldn’t even see the expression on his face.

“Give me the gun!” My voice was rising, becoming shrill.

He did nothing.

“GIVE ME THE FUCKING GUN!”

He did nothing.

Through the warped world of tears I moved forward. I fell on him, my hands struggling to find the gun.

He was stronger than me, and he held the gun away. Marsha.” His voice was calm, but there was a break threatening.

“GIVE ME THE GUN YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

I was almost lying on his body, scrabbling forward, trying to reach the gun in his hand. He was contorted stretched out, keeping it out of my grasp.

“Give me the gun!”

“Marsha,” he croaked, then he threw the gun through the window. We could hear the shattering of glass and the big clunk as the gun hit the side fence.

Then he was holding me, actually holding me, and he was crying. And I was crying. And we were holding on to each other.

“I thought I could,” he burbled. “But I can’t lose you.”

I didn’t say anything, just tried to strangle his body with my arms. I couldn’t stop crying, but the tears were changing now..now that he was actually holding me, being himself again.

“God help me,” he whimpered into my neck. “I can’t treat you like a  man treats a woman, but I can’t let you go. Please forgive me.”

I snuffled and cried and hung on, and he snuffled and cried and hung on, and slowly, slowly, we went through the turning point. The curing had finally started.

What I didn’t know was what was going to happen next, and how weird our journey was going to get.


PART TWO

“We had been getting counseling all along. A couple of times in the beginning Braxton came over to our house. The last few weeks we had been seeing him in his office.

He knew, immediately, that something was different. He began to smile. Just a little curve of a grin. “How’s things, Hobbins couple?”

So we told him what had happened. And all the time we held hands. And even sneaked glances at each other.

“Excellent, he said, when we were done. So let’s talk about phase two.”

“Which is?” I asked.

He looked at Rick. “You.”

“What about me?”

“You are accepting, but now you have to push forward. You have to rebuild yourself as a man.”

Rick went silent. Yes, we had broken through, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have a truckload of baggage.

“So I need you to pick an activity.” He pushed a fold of paper across his desk. I leaned forward and opened it, then picked it up and sat back. Rick looked in from the side.

It was a list of activities. It was divided into sections. There was a music section, a fitness section, sections on basket weaving, pottery, painting, various types of dancing, and so on.

“These are very therapeutic activities. They will give you a peace of mind, help you create a space in your mind. As time progresses I will help you fill that space with your new self image.

Rick took the paper and I raised my eyes. “I’m not sure where you’re going with this? I mean, some of these activities…pottery making, weaving, how do they help Rick rebuild his self image?”

Dr. Braxton leaned back in his swivel. He folded his hands over his paunch of a belly. “Let me be plain. Rick has suffered an attack on his manhood. I don’t try to lessen that, but to help him deal with that. How he deals with it is up to him. You’re right, some of these activities are definitely not right. But he must have choice.”

“What if he chooses the wrong activity?”

“There are no wrong activities. Even if he chooses one that you might think is wrong, it is a step, and if it is a step in the wrong direction he will eventually self correct.”

I was about to say something, but Rick suddenly blurted, “I want to do this.”

I looked at where his finger was pointing.

Aikido?

I had my doubts. I’m a woman, I’m not a big believe in fighting. And though the Aikido fliers said Aikido was ‘harmony-spirit-way,’ there was fighting involved. It was based on some kind of jujitsu, and there were swords involved, and you can’t tell me that isn’t fighting.

What I didn’t understand was that I was totally wrong.

Rick went to his first lesson, and I went and sat in a corner and watched.

He went into the backroom and learned how to put on a white uniform they called a ‘gi.’ While he got dressed I watched the people on the mat.

There were a lot of guys wearing dresses. I was to learn the dresses were called Hakama, and only black belts wore them. How weird. Men wearing dresses.

Rick came out and joined the group on the mat. He looked a little awkward, self conscious, in his pajamas clothes, but he shook hands and became part of the group quickly.

He learned how to bow. He did the exercises at the beginning of class. He flopped all over the place when they started doing shoulder rolls. And he didn’t look like he was having fun. Shows how much I know about men.

He was all grim-faced, concentrating on new ways of sitting, walking, conducting himself…and when he came out of the class he said, “Wow. That was so cool.”

I blinked, but said nothing. Mine was not to reason why…mine was to shut up and be supportive.

We went to class after class. And I watched as he became more graceful, less awkward. Within a month he understood wrist twists and certain joint locks, and he was even starting to move through certain techniques like he knew what he was doing.

I think, underneath it all, he was desperate. He wanted to rebuild his self image, so he worked harder than others.

And he started going to more classes. And I got up early and went with him to every class. which led to a confrontation.

I was sitting in my usual place, watching the ‘Aikidokas,’ that’s what they are called, doing their exercises and techniques, and the head of the school came up and sat down next to me.

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins.”

“Good morning, sensei.” That’s what you call your teacher. Sensei. It means ‘he who points the way.’ Talk about weird, eh?

He sighed.

“Yes?”

“I am in a quandary.”

“Oh, what is it?”

“I have a student who comes to every class and yet does nothing but waste my time. This student refuses to work. this student is wasting my time, yet I don’t know what to do.”

“Kick him in the butt. Tell him to straighten up and fly right.”

I honestly didn’t have a clue who he was talking about, but he sighed and stood up and faced me. “Mrs. Hobbins. Straighten up. Fly right.” Then he turned and walked away.

My mouth was open. It was so open a herd of flies could have taken up residence on my tongue.

A while later Rick came out of the changing room with a grin and a new gi. The gi was for me. “Sensei told me you wanted to start classes.”

So…I became an Aikidoka.

I was not driven like Rick, but I found it fresh and invigorating. And I started thinking about life differently. When somebody gave me a rough time, I would usually get in their face. Now I started standing back a little, and I searched for a middle ground. A way to reconcile upsets without all the fireworks.

But, as I have disclosed, Rick was driven. He stayed late when he could, even driving his own truck so I could take the car home.

He arranged extra work outs with other students. He even invited students, now friends, over for barbecues and pool parties, all of which eventually ended up with them discussing techniques and rolling around on the ground.

Thus, it wasn’t a big surprise to me when he was scheduled for testing. End of the month. Him and six other students. He began going to special classes, and I wasn’t allowed to watch. He came home tired, exhausted, and even with bruises.

“Got to do the technique right,” was all he said when I was rubbing lineament on the bruises.

I was allowed to watch the test, however, and it was really something.

He performed techniques, and showed a grace and polish that was amazing. Even though he had been studying the least amount of time, it looked like he had been there the longest.

Finally, he performed randori. That is when you have several attackers come at you at the same time and you have to use Aikido to redirect them, guide them away, and express your harmony with nature under pressure.

Rick positively glowed. He told me later that it felt like he was having an out of body experience. It made me proud, and I thought I was going to bust when he was called forward and presented with a black belt.

Dr. Braxton had been right. Aikido was good for self image, for character building, and, in Rick’s case, character rebuilding.

“So, I heard you made it to black belt.”

Rick grinned fit to kill a cat.

Braxton turned to me. “And you will be following him soon.” He nodded in pleasure.

So we talked about that, and, finally, I said the thing that bothered me.

“Doc?”

“Yes?”

“You told us once that we could still have children.”

He tilted his head. “Are you feeling like a family?”

“We’ve talked about it. We want to talk to you about it, and find out more about this procedure.”

He sat back. “Well, the procedure is simple. We get a semen sample and implant it in you, and nine months later…” he grinned and shrugged.

“But…how do we…” Rick stumbled. Just because he had rebuilt his self-image didn’t mean he was comfortable talking about his condition.

“There are various methods, one of the main ones is electrostimulation of the prostate.

“You mean…electrocute my…up there?”

“Yes. Up the anus. Apply electrical charge to the prostate, and semen dribbles out. Quite a lot, usually.”

“So what do we do to make this happen?”

“Let’s set up an appointment with a doctor who specializes in such procedures, and…”

We were going to see about getting me pregnant.

“Just lay over the table, Mr. Hobbins.”

We were in a fertility clinic and Rick was going to give a semen sample. I was allowed to watch because I was the wife. In fact, we had sort of demanded it.

Rick stood at a weird table, mostly bars with a small area to lay on. I had a full view of him as the area he was laying on was glass.

“Glass is cold,” he muttered.

“Sorry about that. Since you don’t have any penile tissue I’m going to have to catch your semen as it exits your body. “

“Okay.”

The doctor took a tube of lubricant and applied it to Rick’s ass. I watched as the doctor made sure the asshole was quite…lubey. I giggled at the look on Rick’s face.

“Not funny,” he mumbled.

“Okay,” I made a show of holding my laughter in.

“Okay, I’m going to insert the probe now.

It was a thin rod with wires coming from it. The doctor had on gloves and he gently inserted the ‘wand’ into Rick’s rectum.

Rick blinked, and then I was startled. I could feel pleasure coming from him. Pleasure? From having somebody shove lube up your ass, rim it with a finger, then stick a metal probe up it?

“Oh,” blurted Rick.

“It does feel good, doesn’t it Mr. Hobbins?”

“I’ll say.” His voice was soft with wonder.

“Okay, I’m touching your prostate now. I’m going to apply an electrical charge. This will feel strange, so try to relax. No sudden movements.

Click.

Almost immediately semen started to come out of the little stub that was all that remained of his cock. I stared in wonder as a large stream of drool squirted out and fell into a dish. Then I looked up at Rock’s face. His face was slack, stunned, and he moaned softly.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

“I know, Mr. Hobbins. Go ahead and enjoy, but don’t move. We’re almost done.”

For about 30 seconds the semen drooled out, then it tapered off, and the doctor removed the probe from Rick’s ass.

Rick was blown away.

“You can stand up now.”

Rick just stayed there and moaned. His eyes looked far away.

“Mrs. Hobbins? Could you help him?”

I went to Rick and helped him stand up. He was weak, assailed by lassitude, and happy. The smile on his face was as if he had just been admitted to heaven.

“What’s wrong with him?”

“Nothing is wrong. The procedure effects some people this way. Give him ten minutes and he’ll be right as rain.”

I walked out of the clinic, Rick stumbled along under my arm, and we got into the car.

“You drive,” he yawned.

Stunned, I got into the driver’s seat. by the time I started the car he was already asleep.

“What the heck happened?”

I asked Rick that night.

He smiled. “I had an orgasm.”

“What?”

“Yes. It wasn’t like a regular orgasm, it was soft and gooey, it was like being immersed in an ocean of heat and love. But it was an orgasm.”

“It sounds more like a female orgasm.”

“Really?”

“We don’t cum hard like a man. But I understand it’s bigger and better. But not having been a man…” I shrugged.

“Wow. I should have been born a woman.”

And, under that: then I wouldn’t have all this penis crap going on.

I thought that was the end of it, but Rick took to the internet again.

Well, he had never really been off it, but he had focused on Aikido for the past year, and his porn surfing had waned.

Now he was back. And I knew what was driving him. He wanted more orgasms.

Well, who would’t?

So he started looking through penectomy support groups, cancer survivors, because they are the ones who suffer penectomies the most, and just plain, old, in your face porn.

He chuckled when he was looking at people who wear chastity devices. “They only think they want to not squirt. Let ‘em lose their peckers and see what they want.”

I had given up spying on him and was just watching over his shoulder.

Finally, we got into it: anal sex. We both leaned forward and started reading and making mental notes.

“Wow,” I blurted a couple of times.

By the end of the night we had a LOT to think about.

There’s lots of nerves in the asshole. These nerves can be stimulated and have a wonderful feeling to them. A sexual feeling.

And Rick still had his balls. He had a heaping helping of hormones running around inside him. In fact, we surmised, that was probably why he got so much out of being electro-stimulated. He had testosterone, and drive, and he wanted.

Yet we had totally ignored his condition, sexually speaking, for more than a year. We thought, no more peeny, no more fun.

Bad us.

There was a world of fun to be had.

And not just for him. I had an anus, and then there were dildos, and butt plugs, and prostate massagers and…wow!

While we were thinking about this next step, and talking about it, and discussing everything about it, one more thing happened. It was small, but, in a way, it was important. In a way it was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

Rick went to Aikido. Normally he wore a rubber band around his hair, a pony tale. He likes his hair long, and I think it’s sort of cute, and…and the rubber band broke.

So his hair is all over the place, actually getting in the way, and Sensei’s wife took his hand and led him back to the office. She did a Japanese type of hair arrangement. It was sort of like a French arrangement, but with a couple of chopsticks stuck in the mess.

He finished working out, and he came home, and I blinked and stared.

“What did you do?”

He explained about the rubber band breaking. Then he reached up to grab a chop stick. “I’ll take this out and—“

“Hold it.”

“What?” He froze. My command had been pretty strong.

“That’s you.”

“What?”

“It’s perfectly you. Go look in the bathroom mirror.”

Puzzled, Rick did, and he came out with a stunned look on his face.

“But it’s feminine!”

“But it looks so good on you.”

That was the moment I began looking at his face, assessing it, thinking about it.

His face was feminine. With regular long hair it was masculine, but it took almost nothing to make it feminine. And it looked so…so…so good.

Now I mention this because what happened, eventually, was not just a bolt out of the blue.

Rick had been changing. Aikido had made him softer. He had experienced anal…stimulation. Heck, he was even wearing a dress in Aikido.

So all the pieces were in place, and he was ready, though neither of us knew it.

That weekend, a Saturday night, he wasn’t going to Aikido the next morning, we had a drink.

He had bourbon and Coke. I had Vodka and Seven.

Heck, we had a couple of drinks. We sat in his office and surfed the net and explored men and anal sex.

And prostate massages.

And trans people.

And…and…everything.

We drank, and we giggled, and laughed, and got horny.

I hadn’t let myself be horny since Rick’s accident.

He hadn’t let himself be horny because he thought he wasn’t supposed to be able to.

And we had been denying our natural joys.

Man is meant to have sex. Not just reproduction, though I had had an egg implanted in me and we were waiting to see what was happening, but…fun. Relief. Human contact and the deepest of intimacy.

We had been denying, and it was time to ‘un-deny’ ourselves.

Finally, we turned the music up a little and adjourned to the bedroom.

I held his balls and massaged them, and he sighed in relief.

Then he nuzzled my breasts, and I was almost in nirvana. After doing without for so long, to at last have my desires rubbed. God. It was heavenly.

But there was something wrong.

“What?”

I frowned and sat up. “I don’t know.”

“We don’t have to…” he started.

“Yes…yes, we do. But…there’s something more.”

I went into the kitchen and poured us another drink. He came in and sat down at the table. He was wearing his robe, a black kimono thing he had bought after he started Aikido. It had a tree in a circle on the back, very oriental, and elegant.

We sat and sipped, and we talked, and he was waving his hand, and it was…elegant.

His robe was elegant, and his movements were graceful. And…what was wrong?

I looked down through the glass top of the table and saw his legs. Ugly. Hairy.

I looked up. He was elegant, soft spoken and gentle.

I looked at his legs.

Ugly.

I looked up at his face. It could be so feminine…and…and… “Rick,” I breathed in surprise.

“What?” He cocked his head.

I didn’t say anything, I went to the bedroom and brought back the two chopsticks sensei’s wife had used. I wrapped his hair around French style, then stuck the two chopsticks in it.

Fuck! That was it! But his hair came undone. I wrapped it up again, and put in a couple of baby pins to help the thing stay in place.

All the while Rick stared at me, was puzzled.

“Go look in the mirror.”

He walked into the bedroom and I followed him. He stood and looked, and started to understand. It was a slow dawning, and he finally said…you want me to…”

“Can we?”

He stared at himself. The robe, delicate and clinging to his body. His hair, up feminine style, so sexy. His face was feminine.

He moved his hands, and saw that he was graceful.

“What do you want to do?” he asked, looking for reassurance.

“Let me make you over.”

“I’m not gay,” he wondered.

“No. Not a chance.”

“I’ve never had any desire to transition.”

“I don’t want you to do something you don’t want to.”

He turned this way and that, and he finally faced me. “Do what you want.”

First, I had him take a shower…with Nair. He came back out of the bathroom looking fresh. His legs were no longer ugly.

“Heysoos,” I breathed, seeing the final product in my mind. “Sit down here.”

He sat and I got out the nail polish. He sipped as I painted his nails a bright red.

“Wow,” he said. “We’re really going to do this.”

“Is it all right?” I was nervous. Horny, but nervous. In fact, horny as I had ever been.

“Sure.”

‘Sure.’ Something he wouldn’t have said before this whole thing started. But he had come a long way. He had accepted his lack of a penis, and he had grown through martial arts, and now he was seeing his potential.

“Do you want a woman?” He was really asking if I was a lesbian.

I stopped and considered. “No,” I finally said. “It’s you that’s making me horny.”

I finished painting his toes and went to his fingers.

He watched as I put on fake nails and made his hands even more gentle, more delicate, more feminine.

“Blow on them. I’m going to do your face.”

“My face,” he murmured, as if he was talking to some ghost in the corner of the room, his eyes far away. Then he blew on his nails.

I moistened and cleansed his face, then primed it. I went through the procedure carefully, making sure that I adjusted shadows so that his lines would become even softer. Finally, after foundation and blush and all that, I began to work on his eyelids. He sat there, feeling the soft brushes, his eyes closed, and I have never felt such a glow of intimacy in my life.

Yes. This was right.

I painted his eyelids a smokey grey, very mysterious and alluring, and I realized something: he looks better than me with make up on.

Then I applied lipstick.

He smacked, and puckered, and smiled at me, and I almost had my own orgasm right then.

“Okay. Earrings.”

“Really?”

I nodded, and set about piercing his ears. Then I hung some danglies from his lobes, a simple string of silver with a lavender stone on the end. God, he was gorgeous.

I stood him up and had him look in the mirror.

He was gorgeous. The robe hugged him, and his body was outlined.

“You need boobs.”

He grinned. “I do, don’t I.”

“And…nylons. Come on.”

I had him sit on the bed and I took a garter belt out of my dresser and put it on him. Then I unrolled a pair of nylons up his legs. When I was done his legs shone with sexiness.

In front of the mirror again. and we were stunned.

“Boobs, maybe a corset.”

“Ouch.”

“You’ll love it. It’s like being hugged all the time.”

“When you can breath.”

“Who needs to breath. Come on.”

We went back into the closet and I found an old pair of high heels. They weren’t the highest, which I wanted, but I knew he would have difficulty walking in them, anyway. I slipped them on his feet, and he was seven shades of gorgeous. And, the joy, when he walked his Aikido grace came out. He hardly staggered at all, and we sashayed through the house and out onto the patio. In the moonlight we looked at each other.

He was a man…but certainly didn’t look like it. And we were aware, now, that a penis didn’t make a man. It is inner character that makes a man. The ability to be soft, yet able to make the big decisions in life.

It’s in the way you treat people, and how you conduct yourself.

“Well, lady,” he finally said, “would you like to de-flower me?”

“A virgin a day,” I quipped, “keeps the hornies away.”

He grinned. “I am a virgin. Aren’t I?”

“Not for long. Come along.”

I led him by the hand back to the bedroom.

He kicked off his high heels and we were nearly the same height again, and we kissed.

Our lips meshed, and I felt what it feels like for a man when he kisses a woman with lipstick. I felt the waxiness, the taste, and under it all, the softness of beautiful lips.

He bent me back for a few seconds, held me in his arms, then I pushed and bent him back and held him in my ams, and we giggled. All the rigid ideas of what is man, what is woman, what is sex…all that stuff was shifting and sliding in our psyches.

“Come on, slick,” I whispered, “Up on the bed.”

He climbed up and waited in the all fours position. We had agreed that I should take him, this first time, in the all fours position. I don’t know why, but…maybe I do know why. He wanted to experience submissiveness. He wanted to truly understand what it was to be fucked, instead of being the one who fucked.

“Put some lube in and I’ll put on my harness.”

Harness. The tangle of straps that made up my strap on.

And the dick, a soft plastic thing that was dick like, complete with veins and balls.

I giggled.

“What?”

“There’s going to be one cock and four balls down there.”

He thought about it, and finally said, “Yeah, I guess there is.”

I slipped the cock we had chosen onto the harness. Suddenly I was the proud possessor of seven inches. Zowie!

“Okay, baby, turn around for a second.”

He did, and he came to his knees, and we held each other and kissed. Our hands roamed. He felt my tits and I felt his balls.

Man, we were getting hot. Steamy hot. It had been over a year, closer to two years now, and we were starved for the glory of sex. I broke our kiss and squeezed one of his buns.

“Bend over, bitch, I’m going to plow you like a field.”

We laughed. I had been playing at being a controlling bitch for the last few days, and it was a good game.

He whirled around, back to the all fours position, and spread his legs.

I put my fingers to his hole. I pushed the lube in further. I reamed him gently, lovingly.

He groaned and arched his back. He was really ready.

Two fingers, and I held his balls as I rimmed him.  I could feel his anal muscles quivering, starting to spasm.

He had had an orgasm from a dry, old, electro-stimulating wand. What was his orgasm going to be like with a loving prick?

Three fingers, and I pushed them in and pulled them out. I could feel my knuckles pressing against his anal ring.

“Make sure you relax,” I whispered. “It only hurts if you resist. That’s what the internet said.”

“Doing my best,” his voice was husky, raw, frightened, but wanting.

I put my dick to his hole and moved the tip around, pushed it in slightly.

“Oh…oh my God!” He shivered.

“All right?”

“I’ll say.”

So I began sliding it in. Inch after inch. His hands closed on folds of sheet and I knew his eyes were closed. He was feeling every single millimeter of that dong sliding into his ass.

I bottomed out, and he was shivering so much he was shaking.

“All right?”

“Oh, God,” he blurted. For a second I was frightened. His exclamation had been so forceful, then he said, “Come on. Fuck me. Fuck me good!”

I smiled and began gently sawing into him. In and out, back and forth. Angling up and down and trying to rub on the prostate.

On the internet it had said that not all men experienced orgasms, but we both knew that he was one that did. And we both had the feeling that this was going to be big.

“Fu…oh..yeah…” moans erupted out of him, his back shook.

I reached under and squeezed his balls. They felt so fat and bloated. Except for the one semen sample he had given the doctor, he was ripe. I could feel it…and he could feel it.

He began to surge against me, to move his ass in circles, to fuck me back.

I kept pumping in and out.

He relaxed his grip on the sheets and tried to wiggle back further. I could feel his nuts swinging back and forth, touching the top of my thighs. I knew he could feel my plastic balls smushing up against his thighs, his nuts.

“Oh…yes…please…dear God…oh…oh…”

I grabbed his waist and held on for better traction. I pushed into him again and again, and suddenly he started to arch his back.

“Fuck…fuck…”

Then he lurched forward, and I almost lost him, but he actually pulled me off balance and I fell on him, driving my cock hard into his ass.

Then he was quaking and spasming, his hips jerking back and forth, all the time crying out in pleasure.

I lay on him, felt him exhaust himself. I still had his nuts in my hand and I felt squirtem leak all over.

“Heysoos,” I whispered. “You did it!”

He nodded, his head against the mattress. “Fuck,” he whispered.

Finally, I rolled off him, and he rolled over. His eyes were opened and he stared at the ceiling in wonder. “If I had only known,” he whispered. “If I had only known…”

I smiled and sighed. “My turn next.”

He leaned up on an elbow and kissed me, groped my breasts, then lowered a hand to my snatch. Sticking a finger in me he said, “Just say when.”

“When.”

He moved to his knees and began taking the strap on off me.


EPILOGUE

The next few months were interesting.

Rick dressed like a woman half the time, and the other half of the time he was a man.

We even tried some ‘vacation boobs’ on him, and we agree that he needs his own set. We haven’t decided whether he should do hormones, or just get a boob job. We’re leaning towards breast implants, for the most part. Hormones are a tricky thing, and we want to make sure there are no ‘accidents.’

After all, one ‘bee sting accident’ is enough.

And, I’m going to the hospital next week. We’re going to have a girl. Can’t get much better than that, eh?

And our lovely daughter is going to have two mothers. Or maybe I should just say ‘a mother and a half.’

Right?

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

The Feminization Games


OOPS!

A torrid tale of first time feminization


PART ONE

“Hi, big boy,” she was a knock out. I mean, one look at her and your eyeballs turned to steam. Long legs, a flare of the hips then a dive into a tight waistline, then the fun started. World class breasts, and she wore them right. A high bra and low cleavage, I could see her large and erect nipples looking right at me.

“Like what you see?” she chuckled at me.

Her face was a gentle oval, her nose pert, which served to emphasize her juicy lips.

“Very much,” I managed to answer.

“Then stop gawking like a tourist and buy me a drink.”

I raised a couple of fingers to the bartender and he nodded. While we waited for him to get to us I asked, “What are you drinking?”

“Coke High.”

“Hey! That’s my drink!”

“Great minds think alike,” she murmured.

Joey the bartender sauntered over, we ordered two bourbon and Cokes, and traded names.

“Tina,” she said.

“Kirk.”

“Well, Kirk, what are you into?”

And that was the start. I gave her a capsule history, college, the army, a few jobs and now I finally owned my own company. 30 years old and I was the proud papa of a box company.

“A box company?”

Cardboard, packing supplies, tape, foam, the whole bit. And what do you do?”

“I help balance the scales.”

“Huh?”

I help people deal with trauma in their lives.”

“Oh, sort of like a therapist.”

“Yep. Just like. Tell me, have you ever done something bad to somebody?”

I almost sobered up and walked out. Good looking or not, I had a history.

She placed a cool hand on my arm. “Relax, be honest. Just tell me.”

I stared at her. I could see her caring, professional side coming out. She must be one hell of a therapist.

“I’ve done things I’m not proud of, I’ve done bad things to people, but I don’t talk about it.” I could feel myself shrinking back, withdrawing into myself.

She took her hand off my arm and sipped her drink. “Too bad. Sounds like you need to cleanse your soul.”

I changed the subject, thank God, and we kept chatting, had another drink, and things were feeling pretty good, then… “Huh.”

“What?”

“I don’t feel so good.”

The room tilted a bit and I stood up.

“Want to take a walk?”

“Yeah, I think I’d better.”

She linked her arm in mine, and that was good. I was starting to feel a bit woozy.

We walked out of the bar and into the parking lot. She guided me around the side and back where there were few cars.

“Is it getting better?”

“I think it’s worse. I don’t…I’ve never felt like this before…”

“That’s my van over there. Let’s sit down for a minute.”

I was staggering slightly now, and the world was turning about me. I was trying desperately to stay upright.

She led me to the van, opened the side panel and I sat on the lip. Behind me was an empty van. I looked up her, confused, in pain, and she pushed me. I fell on my back, the van door slid shut, and I closed my eyes.

Life became a kaleidoscope of whirling images.

Bouncing around in the back of the van. My head lolling, touching the floor, bouncing, but not caring because I felt like I was built of rubber.

The van door sliding open and Tina pulling on my arm, trying to get me turned around and on my feet.

Staggering a few feet to a door, Tina under my arm. The door opening.

Bright lights, slanted pictures on walls, the dull sound of far away music.

A chair. Sitting in a chair. Tina looking into my face.

“Do what I say. You have to do what I say.”

I had to…I had to…and it all started to come together. I had to do what Tina said.

I had to.

“Ohhh,” somebody groaned.

I was aware that I was laying on a bed.

“Ohhh!”

Oh, that was me. It was me that was groaning.

“Rise and shine, pretty girl.”

I opened my eyes. Or rather, my eyes opened. I wasn’t doing anything. The world was happening and I wasn’t involved.

The bed shook. Earthquake.

“Come on. Up and at ‘em.”

Another earthquake.

Oh, not earthquake. Somebody was kicking the bed I was on.

“Ohhh,” I groaned, then the pain set it.

My body was stiff, my joints all had super arthritis, my head had been filled with glue and the glue had dried.

I turned on my side, doubled up and tried to barf.

Laughter.

It sure as hell wasn’t me that was laughing.

I started to focus on the room.

A room. 8 by 12. Pink. White baseboards and molding.

“Come on, sit up.”

A figure came into focus. It was the girl I had been drinking with last…last night? My sense of time was totally skewed.

“When is it?” I croaked.

“There’s a glass of water on the table, and a couple of aspirin. Take your medicine and come on out.

She walked away, her round butt was still sexy, but I wasn’t feeling very sexy. I felt like I needed some aspirin. Like maybe a boxcar of it. I started to sit up, everything felt weird, I was off balance, my chest felt like somebody had tied a pair of pillows to it, and reached for the…

AAAIIIIIEEEE!

That wasn’t somebody else screaming, that was me. That was me looking at my hands.

I have spatulate hands, a little rough from ripping boxes and moving stuff in a warehouse.

These weren’t my hands. Well, they were, but they had long, red nails on them. Which made them look slender and feminine.

“What’s happening!” I yelled.

I stood up, suddenly shocked out of my hangover. My chest bounced. I looked at my chest. I had breasts! And my hair was long! It hung over my face. I brushed my long hair aside with my long, red-tipped fingers, and my hair actually got hung up in my long eyelashes!

I was now standing in the center of the room, turning, looking down at myself, trying to figure out how I had come to look like a woman.

I felt my face. My lips were slightly numb, but they felt…big. Huge, in fact.

I looked over my tits and examined my manhood. Oh, fuck! I still had it. But it was…not right. My normal 8 inch dick was now about an inch long, and my balls were tiny, little marbles.

“What the fuck…what the fuck…?” I was whimpering as I turned and examined myself.

Finally, I slowed down. I tried to think, but couldn’t, but I did see the water and the aspirin on the end table. I grabbed the little pellets and threw them down my throat, then tossed the water after them.

Fuck. What had happened to me? I remembered drinking, and feeling bad, then…images flittered through my mind. Being in the van, getting out, Tina telling me I had to do what she said.

Tina. She was in the next room, or at least she had told me to go in the next room.

But I was naked.

I looked around the room. No clothes. Okay. Birthday suit it was. I went to the door and opened it.

“Well, well, good morning, Miss Sunshine.”

She was sitting on a divan, back up against a wall. Next to her was a mousy girl whom I had never seen before. The girl had an okay face. Her lips were a little thin, but she had okay eyes, but she obviously didn’t take any pride in her appearance.

Her body was slender, almost a rail, with a bit of flare for hips, but a flat chest.

“What the fuck is going on?”

The girl I had never seen before jumped up and yelled, “No!”

Tina looked at her quizzically, “What?”

“That’s not him!”

Tina sat up and her face became very concerned. No more cheerful bantering, no more ‘how you doing good morning ain’t we got fun’ bullshit.

“What?”

“That’s not Kirk!”

“I’m Kirk,” I said, enraged, but confused.

“He’s not Kirk?” She stood up and faced the smaller girl.

“He’s the wrong one!”

“But you said Kirk would be at the bar!”

“He was! I followed him there!”

“What did you do to me?” I managed to gurgle out.

“Oh, fuck,” said Tina.

“What’d you do?” I blurted, and at the same time, the other girl turned to Tina and aid, “What did you do?”

Tina stood there for a long moment, then she grinned, then she began to chuckle, and finally…she laughed.

“Oh, God! this is good! I don’t believe it!”

Laugh, laugh, laugh.

Hah hah.

I was enraged, but didn’t know what to do, and my confusion was getting even larger.

Another Kirk? And they intended to do to him what they had done to me? What the fuck was going on and why?

At last Tina stopped laughing. She was shaking her head and chuckling.

I took a step towards her, my anger plain on my face, and looked into the barrel of a gun.

It wasn’t a big gun. And it was pink. Probably a .22, which wouldn’t stop me, but would certainly cause me to think, especially as it was pointed right at my nose.

“Okay, Captain Kirk,” Tina’s mouth made a little snarl. “Back up.”

I backed. She tracked me with the little pistol. The girl stared at her with big eyes.

“Sit down.”

I sat. She lowered the gun and kept it aimed, then she suddenly took a step to the left, turned and aimed the gun at the girl. “Now, you. Sit next to him.”

“Me?” But…”

Tina lifted the pistol and pointed it at her noise. Tina was closer than I had been, and her eyes crossed slightly, then she moved gingerly over next to me and sat down.

The gun momentarily off me, I was looking at my body, my arms, my legs. My little manhood. “What did you do to me?” I whispered.

Tina sat down on the edge of the divan and contemplated us.

“Well, kids, looks like we’ve got a problem. Correction. You’ve got the problem. I’ve got the gun so I don’t have a problem.”

“Who are you?” I asked the girl.

“Janice.”

“She’s Janice, you’re Kirk and I’m Tina. So what?”

“But what happened to me?” My head was swiveling back and forth between the two.

“You’re the wrong Kirk. I’m…I’m sorry. I never intended…”

I looked at Tina, who had a twisted grin on her face. “Okay, Captain Kirk, time to find out the facts of life. You raped her. Gave her a roofie and you and your friends abused her. She came to me and wanted a little revenge…”

“They ruined my life,” Janice whispered, her head down.”

“But why me?”

“Haven’t you been listening? Bonehead? Mistaken identity. Happens all the time. Happened to you this time.”

“But what did you do to me?”

Her grin got bigger.

“Vacation boobs. Saline injected into your chest and you’ve got nice, big boobs. We glued eyelashes on you, gave you hair extensions, long nails, and lipstick that lasts. Your lips have been plumped and stained. The color is designed to last at least a month, and it will probably be three months before it fades completely.”

“But…” now I was whispering, “What about…what about…”

“Your dick? That’s the best part. I gave you a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. It’s a chemical castrator. Good for three months. So you’ve got about three months before your little pecker can spit again.”

“But I’ll return to normal?”

“What’s normal?” She leaned over to a table. There was a little bowl of M&Ms there, and she popped a couple in her mouth.

“What am I supposed to do in the meantime?”

She shrugged. “What do I care? I’m done with you.”

“You…you do this to me, and…and…”

“Hey, I delivered Janice’s revenge. That’s what I was contracted to do, and that is what I did. I delivered, I’m done, don’t let the doorknob hit your ass on the way out.”

“What?” My eyes, already widened, opened even more.

“What what?” She snapped, her grin becoming tighter.

“You’re just going to kick me out like this?”

“What’s it to me? Now get, and take Miss Stupid with you.”

“Stupid?” Janice’s voice quavered.

Tina laughed.

“But…I need to cover myself…don’t you have some clothes?”

“Nope.”

“But…but…”

“That was part of the plan. We were going to take you to a bad part of town and set you free. Can you imagine what would have been done to you?” She was laughing again. She really was a jolly person.

“Now…GET UP!” She stiffened her arm and pointed the pistol at us.

We stood.

“And don’t try to find me. If I ever see you again I’ll shoot first and laugh later.”

I didn’t doubt that.

I turned towards the door, Janice was in front of me. A shocked expression on her face. The best plans of mouseys and men.

She moved to the door, turned the knob and exited.

I glanced back at Tina. She laughed yet again and made a ‘shooing’ motion with the barrel of the gun.

We were in an apartment house, and we didn’t have far to go to find a shabby section of town. We were there.

We descended the stairs slowly. She had on flats and made a little noise. I was bare-footed and made no noise.

We reached the bottom and she stopped and we looked at each other.

“I’m sorry.”

I opened and closed my mouth. My large, red lips were quivering. I was naked, looked like a girl, and…and I was in a section of town that would not be too friendly to people of my apparent persuasion.

“I can take you home.”

I nodded, becoming aware of how long my hair was.

Her car was on the other side of an alley, and she led me to it. It was a red Honda Prelude, and she slipped behind the wheel and keyed my door open. I got in.

She leaned around and reached into the backseat. She handed me a thin sweater. “Here.”

I took the sweater and had my first adventure with women’s clothes. The material was thin, my shoulders were too large. The sweater wouldn’t come together in the front and it looked like I was wearing something deliberately provocative, showing off my tits, as it were.

She started the car, glanced at me, and drove.

Shock was starting to lessen now, but tears were starting up. I’m not the kind of guy that cries, so it was a very unfamiliar feeling as the tears ducts pushed rain down my cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered again.

I nodded, but I couldn’t speak. I had gone to a bar for a drink, and now my life…my life was over.

“It’ll be okay,” she said, turning a corner.

I was sobbing louder now, and she suddenly pulled over. She reached across the console and hugged me.

I cried on her shoulder, my whole body shaking with emotion. Finally, I managed, “Why…why did you…why me?”

But I knew why. Mistaken identity. I was just an innocent passerby, collateral damage.

“I’m sorry,” she said, yet again.

Finally, not sobbed out, but at least the edge of the storm done, I sat back. Tears still streamed, but I was able to take note of the world.

“40th street,” I murmured.

Janice drove quickly, but she kept looking at me. She seemed about to say something several times, but the only thing that came out was a muted, “I’m sorry.”

We arrived at my place of business. It’s a small brick warehouse with a parking area in the back. I have a cot in the back of the warehouse from when I first got started, and I have a trailer nudged up against the building. It’s cheaper than an apartment and I get lots of silence.

I need lots of silence.

She stopped her car next to the big back roll door. Several pallets had been deposited there, I estimated I had been gone two days. I stepped out of the car.

“Wait!”

Janice stepped out of the car and came to me.

“What?”

“What are you going to do?”

“Go to work.” Tears starting up again. How was I going to handle customers looking like this?

“What do you do? What is this place?”

“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked. I turned and went to the trailer, holding her sweater closed over my chest. She was walking behind me.

I stepped up the two steps, opened the door and stepped into my trailer.

Gloomy from all the shades drawn. Comfortable for one guy, maybe even a couple. Right now all I wanted to do was take a shower, put on some clothes, and sit in the darkness.

Janice was behind me. I turned around and looked at her. I took off the sweater and handed it to her. I closed the door.

I showered, and was almost afraid to touch my boobs. Simple saline that would fade away, be absorbed by the body, I guessed, in a month or three.

My cock. Just a dangling string. It would start growing in three months.

Fuck.

I opened my small closet and took out clothes. Shorts. A tee shirt. I pulled on the shirt and realized something: my boobs hurt. Well, not my boobs, but the muscles, the skin, that supported them. So, what? I needed a bra?

I sat down at the table and tears came again. Outside the window I could see Janice’s red Prelude. She was in the front seat, hands on the wheel and head bowed. She was in a ‘crying’ posture.

Good. Let her cry.

I bent over my boobs and put on some tennis shoes. My boobs hit my knees and my hair hung down and obscured my vision. I managed the task, however, and sat up.

I ate. I was hungry from not eating for the two or whatever days they had me, but I wasn’t hungry from my depression. I settled for waffles and apple juice. I had to force myself to eat.

Then it was time to go to work.

I opened the door and stepped down to the ground, and my boobs bounced so hard I was reminded of the pain.

Janice sprang from the car and ran around to me. “Look! I’m sorry!”

“Okay,” I walked past her.

I opened the big roll up doors, and walked into the gloom.

The familiar smell of cardboard. I walked into the front office and unlocked the door. Hopefully I hadn’t lost too many customers.

I returned to the warehouse and she stepped in front of me. “You can’t do this.”

“What?”

“You can’t…I did this to you. Let me help you.”

“You can help by leaving me alone.

I went to the hand forks and rolled them out to the parking lot. I pulled the pallets in. It was hard, I was awkward because the big tits messed with my balance. I started lifting boxes onto shelves.

Janice stepped in and started lifting boxes.

I didn’t say anything. Tell the truth, I was so immersed in my misery I didn’t care.

Fifteen minutes the pallets were done, the boxes stacked, and I took the empty pallets outside to put them in a stack. When I placed one pallet  on the stack it rubbed against my boob. “OW!” I grabbed my boob and stood there, not knowing what to do.

“Let me look at that,” she pulled up my tee shirt. Fortunately, it was just a bare scratch.

“Let me get a first aid kit.” She ran into the warehouse.

I didn’t need a first aid kit. I didn’t need anything but to be left alone. I sat down on a chair next to the order table and put my head in my hands.

DING!

Oh, shit! I looked up. Somebody had entered the office. A customer.

“Hi, what can I do for you?”

“I need some foot square boxes. Cubes, I guess. For moving.”

“No problem. Have a seat and I’ll get them.”

She started back towards the warehouse, then stopped and turned back to the customer. “How many?”

“Twenty?”

She said something I couldn’t hear, then re-entered the warehouse and ran up to me. “Foot square boxes.”

I motioned towards a pallet.

She grabbed twenty and started back for the office. She stopped and asked, “How much do I charge?”

“Three bucks each.”

“Got it.”

She trotted into the office, placed them on the counter and said, “Do you need tape? A dolly?”

Inside my far away mind I registered this. She was bright. She had checked out the front room and knew what the business was about.

“Oh, tape. Glad you reminded me.”

She came and asked about the tape. Three rolls would be enough, and they were $6.98.

She returned to the office, completed the sale, then came back to me.

“Look, I’ll help you. Maybe we can figure something out so you can…” she didn’t finish. It was obvious what she was thinking. So I could look more manly.

But, whatever. I just sat there and stewed.

Three more customers. Then she ran across the street for hamburgers for lunch.

We sat at the work table and munched our burgers. I was hungry, and the burgers were good. And I found it really, really weird to pick up French fries with long, red fingernails.

I stared at my hands when I picked up my cup of Coke.

She ate across the table from me. Watching me. Not saying a word. It was like asking me about products and prices had worn out her ability to talk.

Finished. I crumpled everything into a bag and tossed it into the big trash can.

“How come?” I asked in a low voice. “How come you did this?”

She knew what I was talking about. “I had a boyfriend. I thought I loved him. He gave me a roofie and shared me with his friends. I…I wanted revenge.”

“And you got me, instead.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Is the revenge good?”

She was near frozen with that one. She stared at me, and, thank the Gods, didn’t say she was sorry. I didn’t think I could handle one more, ‘I’m sorry.’

“It…I think it was wrong.”

“So if you had managed to do this to your ex-boyfriend you wouldn’t be happy?”

“I don’t know. The way it turned out…I’m totally miserable.”

We sat for a while.

Another customer. Another one. Then she came back and sat down.

“”Why are you miserable?”

We entered into the conversation as if no customers had interrupted it.

“Because, I know this may not be believable, I’m not a mean person.”

“Fooled me.”

“Look,” she said. “They hurt me. I’m not just a woman scorned, I’m a woman that was laid out like a piece of meat. They did things to me. Yes, I’m guilty and I’m…I’m more sorry than I can tell you. But I still hate what they did to me.”

I didn’t say anything.

A few more customers and she locked the front door. She had seen the hours on the little sign in the window and knew I closed at five.

I stood up and walked out of the warehouse. She followed me. I rolled down the big door and locked it, then turned to my trailer. She was right behind me.

I walked into my trailer and sat at the table. She was outside, looking at the trailer, then she made up her mind. She went up the stairs, opened the door, and walked in.

“What?”

“We’re not done.”

I looked at her quizzically.

“I have totally fucked your life, and I need to do something. I need to make it right.”

I watched her. “So, what, you’re going to work for me?”

“Until you’re back to normal.”

“What about your own job?”

“I can get a job anytime. Believe it or not, I’ve got skills.”

“What kind of skills?”

“I’m a paralegal.”

“Oh.”

“Why don’t you sit down and watch TV. I need to go get some things. I’ll be back in about an hour.”

I looked up at the big screen TV that occupied the back wall of my trailer. I looked at her.

“Well, sit down, dammit!”

I heaved a sigh.

She turned around and walked out. I heard her car zoom out of the parking area. Good riddance.

And, yet, she had helped me.

Yes, she had totally fucked me up the ass, but…I needed help. I knew that.

I sat down in the recliner, picked up the remote and turned on the TV.

An hour later I heard her car zoom back into the lot. I looked out the window.

She got out of her car and trotted towards the trailer. She entered, without knocking, and placed a bag in front of me.

“I’ll figure out something other than burgers. But I had to go to my apartment, and I had to get a few things for you.”

For me?

I looked in the bag. Never Say Die Burgers. My favorite. I looked up at her with a bit of surprise in my eyes. “They’re my favorite.”

“They’re everybody’s favorite. I’ve got to get a couple of things.”

She ran out to the car, got some bags out of the bag, and hurried back in. She put the bags down on the couch and sat next to them. She watched me grunt and drool.

Never Say Die Burgers is on Silverlake, and they serve what are called ‘smash burgers.’ They smash two burgers flat, which causes a juicy, tasty burger, MUCH better than your normal burger.

“Is there another burger for me?”

I grabbed the bag and held it and shook my head ‘no.’

She actually giggled, and I handed the bag back to her. The very significant thing that had just happened was that we had shared a laugh. I was living in a body that was severely altered, my dick was limp as a dead noodle, but we had joked.

Huh!

She reached into the bag and extracted her own smash burger, shortly she was grunting like me, absorbing that delicious construction and washing it down with Pepsi.

And, we finished. Crumpled up our papers and threw them in the bag. Then we sat back and I belched.

So she belched.

Fuck.

I was miserable, altered, hated life, and we were having fun.

Well, not real fun. Looking at her after the belch, my mood rapidly sank down and I lived in sadness again.

She became solemn. “I messed you up bad, and all for stupid revenge. And…you are a nice guy.”

“I’ve done bad things.”

“Like what.”

I was in the army. Mid-east. I did some bad things.

“What were you in the army?”

“Sniper.”

She grew very silent. Then, “Shit.”

“Don’t worry.”

“I should. If anybody deserves to get sniped it is me.”

“I was thinking more of that twisted fuck who kidnapped me.”

“Tina.”

“Tina.”

“Well, don’t. She’s hooked up to some big criminals. That’s how I found her.”

“You hang around big criminals?”

“My boss represents them. Sometimes. And sometimes I meet people.” She shrugged.

“Huh!”

We were silent then for a while, just looking at each other. She really wasn’t a bad looking person. She just wasn’t made up, and, of course, she had no real chest.

“Okay, are you ready for your surprise?”

“Surprise?” I raised my eyebrows.

She smiled, reached into one of the bags on the couch, and took out an item. She held it up and grinned.

“No,” I whispered.


PART TWO

She was holding a bra. It was flimsy, the top sort of cut off, I think they call it a shelf bra. It was white, and the cups were big.

“What is this?” I asked, sounding rather stupid.

“Go on, tell me your muscles aren’t sore from carrying those mothers around.”

“They’re not.”

“They are, and if you don’t have support those boobs are going to ruin your muscles, and your skin will sag down and when your chest returns to normal…you will have stretch marks and saggy skin and everything.

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“Why not?”

“Only girls wear those.”

“Hell,” she laughed ruefully, “I don’t wear a bra.”

“You don’t…” I stopped myself.

“I don’t have a pair of super big mammary glands, like you do.”

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“I actually thought you might say that.”

She reached into another bag and pulled out…bourbon!

“Fuck.” On one hand I had a bad memory of the last time I had gotten drunk. but, what was she going to do? Make them bigger?

On the other hand, I was a pretty much crushed individual, and I wanted a drink. Badly.

She went to the sink and found a couple of glasses. She came back with a Coke High for me.

“How did you know I liked Coke and bourbon?” I asked as I sipped.

“What real man doesn’t.”

Real man. I liked that. I didn’t really look like a real man right then, and it was nice to be reminded of what I was.

We sipped, and she placed the bra to one side. Shortly, courtesy of the liquid lucidity of bourbon, we were chatting away.

We traded college stories. We talked about jobs we held. We actually found a lot of stuff in common.

She held up the bra. “Are you ready for a test run?”

“Oh, God.” But I was loosened up. I nodded and put my glass down.

She put the bra on me, adjusted the straps, and there I was. A girly upper body. Sure, my shoulders were still a little wide, but there are girls these days who lift weights and that sort of thing. So I was acceptable.

“Take your pants off.”

“What?”

“Drop your drawers, soldier,” she giggled.

I thought about it. I couldn’t even feel my little pecker bouncing around in my pants. I dropped.

She tossed me a pair of panties. White. High sides, a thong up the butt.

“Are you serious?”

“Try it. You’ll like it.”

I stepped into the panties and snugged them up. My reduced package fit in easily, and…it felt better.

And, I have to say it, the little string running up my butt was sort of exciting.

Janice nodded. “Nice. Here.”

She handed me a dress. An actual dress.

I held the thing and looked at her. She shrugged.

“You’ll be able to work without getting crazy stares.”

I figured out how to put it on.

“Oh, man. This is juicy,” Janice licked her lips.

“What? You’re getting turned on by this?”

“I…yes.”

I stared at her.

“Go look in a mirror.”

I went to the bathroom. It wasn’t a big bathroom, but I was able to see about 3/4s of myself in the mirror.

“Holy fuck!”

She came and stood next to me. “I used to work in a dress shop. I know sizes. But…”

“But what?”

“But I don’t wear make up…and I don’t know a lot about make up.”

“I’m not wearing make up!”

“Oh, yes. You are.”

“You can’t make me.”

“Don’t have to. Look at yourself again. Can you see the potential there? Your face is still a bit masculine, but with a little make up…you have to do it. If you’re going to fool your customers.”

Fool my customers. Crap. And I thought about it. If I went in looking like a drag queen, that would be bad. Versus a full make up job…I could pull it off.

“But you said you don’t know much about make up?”

“I know a little, and you’ve got the internet here, right?”

“So you’re going to take make up lessons on the internet and make me up. Like, right now.”

“Yep.”

We were facing each other now, and we were standing close together because the trailer encourages that. And the moment actually began to fill with an emotion. An attraction.

I quickly moved into the living room.

Janice went to the computer and asked for my password.

She was right. She did understand something about make up, must be in girl’s DNA, and what she didn’t understand she got off the net. Shortly she was cleansing my face, sorting through creams and powders, and changing my face.

It was sort of neat. Being pampered was enjoyable, feeling somebody doing intimate things to my face was a kink, and even though my dick was as good as dead, I could feel a budding closeness.

No. I didn’t want to kiss her. I didn’t want a girlfriend. But we were growing closer. Sitting there, breathing each others air, watching me turn into a woman…it was…cool.

“This is supposed to hide imperfections in your skin. It’s called Primer.”

I watched as little marks disappeared, as my skin became smoother.

“This is foundation.” She brushed it on my face. “It smooths color out, that sort of thing.”

She worked for a long minute, then gave a sigh of aggravation.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

She went to the sink and washed her hands, then came back and used her fingers on my skin. She was standing between my legs, my face close to her chest, and I looked up and studied her.

She had chocolate eyes. Dark chocolate. They were the kind of eyes that, in the right light, looked like black pools. And they had a cheerful gleam to them.

She rubbed her fingers against my skin, smoothed the foundation in, and, I swear, if I had had a working dick it would have been working. There is just something so…cool…about letting somebody work your face.

She became aware of how intently I was studying her, or perhaps of a growing emotion. “What?”

“Nothing.”

But she knew there was something, and she kept putting on the make up.

“This is concealer. We can hide those big bags under your eyes.”

“I don’t have big bags.”

“Huge sacks, black as night. Testifying to your evil essence.”

“Fuck you.”

She giggled, and I think she was thinking about how limp my dick was. She certainly didn’t have to worry about being raped by me.

“Okay, powder,” she was studying a page on the internet. Too little and it doesn’t work. Too much and it’ll look like you’ve been putting on pancake make up.”

“Pancake?”

“Used on TV. Heavy duty stuff to withstand hot, klieg lights.”

“Oh.”

We continued, and she put on bronzer to make me sunshine-y, then blush.

“Weird,” I said, at one point. “Why would anybody want to blush all the time?”

She chuckled. “You men don’t understand anything.”

“We don’t?”

“You lust after girls who blush. Now do you understand why we put it on?”

“We not including you?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

That seemed to lessen her cheer. I decided to avoid that subject.

We reached the eye shadow and eye liner and mascara stage, and it felt weird to have somebody working a pencil that close to my eyes. A little frightening, actually. Janice didn’t seem to pick up on that emotion, however.

“You have the most glorious lashes.” She remarked.

“Oh.”

Then she was putting on the coup de grace…lipstick.

“Tina stained my lips.”

“She did. But stain isn’t as bright as regular lipstick, and especially not gloss. We want your lips to pop out. Every man will want to—“

She stopped.

I asked. “Every man will want to what?”

She grew bright red. She whispered, “Kiss you.”

It was a bright moment, clearly outlined. I said, “No thanks.”

She blurted, “Every woman will want to kiss you.”

“Hah!”

She was done. She stopped her making up and looked me in the eyes. “You’re hot. It’s not just men…I know that’s not your thing…it’s women. Women love women.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

She laughed. “God, no. I’m just saying there’s a lot of women who will be attracted to you.”

There it was. A dramatic statement. I should have asked, if it was a normal situation and I hadn’t been forced into it, I would have asked…’are you attracted to me?’

I let the moment pass.

Done, we sat back and talked. Had another drink. Discussed girls and girly things.

“Do girls do this every day?”

“Most girls do.”

“But you don’t.”

“I’m a wall flower. I was always more interested in school, and reading, and…and I never got into the make up thing.

“Well, you’re certainly into it now.”

“I guess so.”

A short pause. A little awkward, but not much. We were getting used to each other.

“So now I’ll do you.”

“What?” It almost looked like she panicked.

“You just talked me through it, I’m probably going to have to learn it anyway, and what better way than to do it to somebody else, to see how everything works.”

She was silent.

“Chicken?”

“I just…I never liked all that goop on my face.”

“Sounds like you never gave it a chance.”

She didn’t say anything to that, and it sounded like I had hit it right on the head.

“It feels sort of neat.”

She said nothing.

“Come on, have another drink, and I’ll try my hand at making you up.”

Well, it took a drink, but she finally agreed. She sat on the kitchen chair and I stood between her legs, so very aware of my limpness, and began putting make up on her.

“This is cleaning.” I scrubbed her pores gently. “And this is primer.”

I told her what each item was for, and made a lot of mistakes, but between her advice, the internet, and even a little observation and common sense from me, she began to look like a girl.

I mean, she already looked like a girl, but now her face was becoming more colorful, more feminine, and…more sexy.

I was standing between her legs, leaning into her, trying to get the shadow on her eyes right, and she said, “How do you stand those big milk sacks?”

I realized that I was too close and I stepped back. “You should try some. It feels sort of sexy to bounce around a little.

“You’re kidding!” I think she was surprised that I would defend them.

“Hey, Tina gave me some vacation boobs, why not you? Eh?”

“Come on.”

“Hey, you’d look good with a nice, big set of tits on you.”

She blinked, but that conversation dried out.

But it felt like she was thinking about what I had said.

Big boobs aren’t necessary to make a woman look good. Heck, good looks are the product of a state of mind. But they certainly help.

Finally, I was done. “There you go.”

“You know,” she said, looking in the bathroom mirror. “Not half bad for a man.”

“I bet you say that to all the cross dressers.”

She giggled. “I can’t believe you said that.”

“What? Cross dresser?”

She stared at me. “This morning you looked ready to kill yourself. Now you’re joking about it, and saying…weird things.”

“I’m drunk,” I said.

“Not that drunk.”

“Oh, well, maybe I am.”

But I wasn’t. I was just having fun.

I woke up in my own bed, and realization washed over me, and when I rolled over my tits flopped a bit. Fuck.

Yet. Cool.

I got up, put on a bra, combed my hair, got dressed, then ate a little mush while waiting for Janice to arrive.

Janice. Beautiful Janice without boobs. I wondered what she would look like with big boobs. And if she fixed herself up.

Huh.

She arrived a half hour before work and I was startled to see her already sporting make up.

She breezed into the trailer, sat me down and started to work.

“You wore ‘goop’ today.”

“Shut up,” she said pleasantly.

“Are you hung over?”

“Just feeling good.”

I stepped out of the trailer and felt…good looking. Like I had just swallowed a pill that said ‘pride.’

I walked over to the warehouse and rolled up the door and went to work.

There was actually a bit of work to do. I had to make up for not being there for a couple of days. It went fast, dealing with stock, cleaning the front window, that sort of thing, because Janice was working with me.

I saw our reflection in the freshly cleaned window. Two girls. Good looking. One with big boobs.

I turned sideways and found myself admiring my shape.

Sure, I was a bit wide at the shoulders, but nothing unusual or offsetting.

Several customers came in, one asked where the owner was.

“He went on vacation,” I explained, stunned that I wasn’t recognized.

Then there were no customers for a while, we had an early lunch, then more customers, and I was being a woman all day long. I was wearing shorts and a tee, and my heavy chest was up and proud, and I checked my lipstick occasionally, and…and I was passing for a woman.

I was stunned to find how much I liked it.

“You have to wear a dress tomorrow.”

“Why?”

“So you can feel fresh air touching your under parts.”

“Huh.”

“Of course, we need to get rid of your hair.”

“What?”

“I have to tell you, freshly shaved legs feel sexy, and nylons feel even better.”

I didn’t say anything, but I was thinking.

That night I fixed dinner. Being a bachelor I knew how to cook, and I was pretty good. I served a tasty spaghetti and we each had a drink and we chuckled and talked about movies.

Then, later, we watched a Disney movie. Mulan. I liked all the swordplay, and the idea of a woman passing as a man…I didn’t expect it to get to me…but it did.

But the worst thing was an ad for, of all things, Lady and the Tramp. And you know which scene I refer to. The scene where the two dogs are eating spaghetti and they suck a noodle until their lips meet.

Man, that image was printed on my mind like the indentation a shoe stamped in concrete makes.

“What did you think?” asked Janice.

I was about to tell her I liked the martial arts, but I blurted, “Can a woman pass for a man?”

“Asks the man passing as a woman.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t have any choice.”

She frowned. Everybody thinks you have choice about everything, but she had proved that wrong. She changed the subject.

“So let’s practice our make up.”

So we did. We whiled away a couple of hours talking about colors and shadows and facial features and stuff, and we explored the effects of make up on our faces.

I was making her up, against standing between her legs, my big boobs almost shoved into her, and I said, “Why don’t you get some big boobs?”

“What?”

“You’ve got a good body, you just need a little up topside.”

“Little like you?”

“Well, I might be a bit much,” I spoke wryly. “But, you could get some vacation boobs, see what they look like. Then, choose what you want, make them permanent.”

“Would you like me better with bigger boobs?”

It was said innocently, but the undercurrents were tremendous.

I blithely said. “I like you fine.”

I was almost done, I was painting her lips. She was staring up at me. She wasn’t just resting her eyes on me, she was scrutinizing me, analyzing me.

“Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” she blurted.

I froze for an instant. Then I stepped back, screwed the base of the lipstick I was holding and put it aside.

“There, all done.”

She wouldn’t let me off so easily. “Why don’t you get permanent boobs?”

“Because I’m a man.”

“You could have fooled me,” but, oddly, she wasn’t speaking unkindly.

“What?” I said, not sure which way to go.

“I’ve seen you looking at yourself. You like what you see. I certainly like what I see.”

“You do?”

She didn’t answer, she just looked at me. I was aware that we were breathing harder.

“Kirk, I’m going to ask you something weird.”

Huh. What could be weirder than being a girl?

“What?”

“Can you…would you…”

“Would I what?”

“Can I see your…your package.”

I snorted. “You mean my tiny, weenie, little package.”

“Yes.”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t feel much down there. But sex isn’t in your package. Sex is in your mind. Sex is in your feelings. Your emotions.

For answer I unbuckled my shorts, dropped them, and pulled down my panties.

“Oh, my God.”

My dick looked even smaller. It was like a little pinkie. And my balls, I might as well not have had any.

“Can I touch?”

She was looking up at me avidly. There was an excitement in her gaze that was so powerful it was almost frightening.

“Sure,” and I found that I was out of breath, slightly hoarse, wondering what was happening.

She reached forward and took my penis in her hand. She moved forward and gazed at my crotch. With her other hand she felt for my nuts.

“I think by balls have gone up into the…the place where they are before they drop.”

“Probably,” she whispered. Then: “It’s so beautiful. It’s so…small.”

“Yeah.” Why was this so exciting?

“She looked up at me. “Can I…can I suck it?”

“Uh…” hard to breath, “Uh…yeah.” God, I WANTED her to suck it.

She leaned forward slowly and took me in her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around it. It didn’t get hard, it didn’t feel like I was going to orgasm, but it was incredibly exciting.

“Oh, Heysoos forked a dork,” I breathed.

Her eyes were focused on nothing, half closed, and her mouth worked around Mr. Happy.

For a long minute she sucked on me, and her hand went between my legs and stroked my buns, then I felt her finger sliding down between my crack.

Like I said, I did’t get hard, but, like I said, sex is in the mind. In my mind this was sexier than any squirt I had ever had.

“Fuck!” My knees were shaking. I could hardly stand.

Then she was on her feet and kissing me. I could taste my groin in her mouth, an earthy smell that did nothing but make me horny.

My boobs were pressed into her slender chest, and her hands groped them, felt them, hefted them, and searched out the nipples.

We broke for air, stunned by what we were doing.

“I knew that bra was right for you.”

“How can this be?” I responded.

Then we were back at it, sucking each other’s face, gobbling lips and feeling each other.

And, somewhere in there my hand found her snatch. I slipped a finger inside here and marveled at her wetness. I had had sex before, but this woman was gushing. I had never felt anything so erotic in my life.

I pushed her back across the table, then we were on the couch, kissing and feeling, and my hand began to work. I rubbed her clit, searched for her g-spot, and she began to pump her hips into me.

I kissed her breasts, was amazed at how much bigger her nipples were than mine, and, suddenly, she began to gasp and lurch.

“I’m cumming!”

Then, “Oh….oh…unhh!”
For a long minute she came. Most women are done in 10 seconds, but she went on and on. I kept rubbing her spot, and she was looking up at me, her face open and astonished.

Then she came down.

We lay there then, not moving, just thinking about what we had done.

“Oh, my God,” she finally whispered against my neck.

Moving cautiously, we untangled, straightened our clothing.

“Do you always cum like that?”

“No. Never.” She actually gave another shudder. She was still getting aftershocks.

She looked at me, “But you didn’t cum.”

“I can’t.”

“But it felt good?”

“I’ve never felt anything so incredible, but…three months.”

“Wow,” and her eyes were shining.

“What?”

“I…it’s…exciting.”

“Me not cumming?”

“Yes.”

“You’re weird, you know?” But I wasn’t speaking harshly. Heck, she was getting off on it…and so was I.

“There’s a lot to think about here.”

“Tell me about it.”

We stood up, awkward yet comfortable, and she poured us a couple of Coke Highs. We sat down at the table and stared at each other.

“What if you never came again?”

I answered, “I want to cum again, but…but this feeling I have right now. I’ve never felt so…complete. And I’m horny without all the mess of it all.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m horny, but in a relaxed, comfortable way. I’m not driven by my dick.”

“You feel like…that’s like…”

“What?”

“That’s like what a woman feels. Sometimes.”

“Men are driven, they have the testosterone, and sometimes we get…obnoxious.”

She grunted, and I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking of a boyfriend that had used her like candy at a party. Drugged her and thrown her to his friends.

“Guy was an asshole,” I said.

“Yes.” Then: “You’re not.”

“But what if it’s just the castration chemical in me? If I had my full load of testosterone…would you like me?”

“I’d always like you.”

But we were both wondering.

“We could let me get back to having hard ons, screw a few times, like with me all manly and everything, and if you don’t like it we could, you know…”

“Give you a month of the chemical again.”

God, that was an exciting thought, and we just stared at each other and let our minds wander.

Then: “There’s another way of having sex.”

“What do you mean?”

“We could get a strap on. Then…then I could have a penis, and you…”

“What about me?”

“We could use it on you.”

“On me?”

“Anal sex. Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms.”

I sat back and contemplated her. “And that would keep me…testosteroneless.”

“We could try.”

“What if we try and I don’t like it?”

“Then you don’t. Look, we know we like you this way, so we could always come back to this. But we can try things.”

I nodded slowly.

“We could.”

“Let’s look at dildos on the net.”

Suddenly we were both excited. I flipped on the computer and we began searching.

Man, there are a LOT of dildos in the world.

Short ones, tall ones, fat ones, skinny ones. Dog dildos, pig dildos and, scary, horse dildos. Red ones, pink ones, black ones. Dildos with small heads, glass dildos, vibrating dildos. Within a short time I felt like Cheech in the movie ‘Dusk to Dawn,’ talking about all the pussy in the world. But now we were talking about dick.

We finally ordered three. A regular sized one, a specialized one that was for ‘prostate massage,’ and a big one. Real big. But not as big as a horse.

“This is for you? I assume?”

She laughed. “Who knows, once you see how much I like a big dick…you’ll want it, too.”

Finally, done with make up and drinks and sex, we watched a little TV. Arms around each other. And thinking more than we were watching.

I woke up, and it was weird, but not so weird. My tits were big, my penis was small, and I had a lump of woman in my arms.

She awoke, saw me staring at her, and smiled.

“God,” she said, then she was on me, insatiable, grinding her hips onto my rather dickless crotch.

But I liked it. I know this is going to sound strange, but it was love without the messy sex. And it felt good. And I was horny all day. Working side by side with her I kept looking at her and grinning.

And she was grinning at me.

And after lunch she got down and nibbled on my teeny peeny again. Nibbled a lot.

Amazingly, it was hard, but…well, it couldn’t do anything. Anything but make Janice horny.

I laughed at her when she was done. She was scrunched over a little and grabbing her pud, right through her pants, and wanting to cum.

“Hold on, slick. Wait for tonight and I’ll get you off.”

She kissed me, near chewed my tonsils out, and whispered, “And you won’t cum. But you’ll wish you could. And I’ll keep you there, on the edge but unable, for months and months.”

“Maybe years,” I whispered into her ear.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “I’ve got to cum! Now!”

“Nope. Time to go to work.”

So we worked through the afternoon, an Amazon truck came by, overnight delivery, and we stared at each other in glee.

“This is going to be good.” She was standing over me, stroking the dick in her hand, slathering it with lube.

“I hope so,” I agreed, feeling a joyous excitement lancing through my chest.

“You want it missionary or doggy?”

Now that was an interesting choice. I finally said, “Doggy. The net says it’s easier for the man to come if he takes it doggy.”

“Okay, roll over, Rover.”

I got on all fours and looked over my shoulder at her. I quipped,

“Old Mother Hubbard

went to the cupboard

to get her poor doggy a bone

when she bent over

old rover took over

and gave her a bone of his…OWN!”

She had slapped a bunch of lube into my asshole and she laughed at my yelp.

“All right, Rover, you ready to experience the other side?”

I felt my big tits hanging down, my tiny, little ‘clitoris all erect, and I said, “Yep.”

She entered me slowly, and there was a moment of pain, but she was gentle, read me right, and took her time. Soon she was in me. I marveled at the feeling of a dick in my ass. It wasn’t a real dick, but I could feel the veins. More important, I could feel the warmth and caring of the woman on the other end of the dildo.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Feel good?”

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“Good.” She began to saw back and forth, and it felt like she was turning me inside out. I groaned loudly.

“That’s it, baby,” she crooned.

In and out. A wiggle here and there, the feel of that big thing going around and around as if it was trying to hollow me out.

“Fuck…fuck…”

“Yes.”

She held my hips, controlled me, owned me, used me.

Then I felt it start to build. It was weird, not like a normal orgasm, normal for a male, that is. Instead of a little click and the quick rocket ride, it was like a warmth that seeped into me, elevated me, inundated me.

I could feel Janice’s thrusts become different, like she was stirring energy inside my body, an ocean of energy. An ocean that built higher and higher, like the ocean was becoming a tsunami, and I felt like I was being lifted up to the top of the waves, then smashed down on the ocean floor, again and again, and I was crying and sobbing, and I didn’t even know how it had happened.

Then I was done. Exhausted. Lying on the bed, her lying on top of me. The dick in me, but the ocean gone. Gone but not forgotten, gone but desired again. And again. And again…for the rest of my life.

And I thought: Why would I want to go back to a puny, little male orgasm?

She did a push up, got off my back, pulled the dildo out of me, and it felt like she was leaving a monstrous cave in its wake. I wondered about the big dildo then.

I rolled over, and she laid down beside me. We lay there, staring at the roof of the trailer, awed and in wonder.

“Okay,” I said. “Okay.”

She just smiled.


EPILOGUE

Janice continued to work with me, and we got married.

We found that it was fun to experience male orgasms, so we would let the castration chemical wear off, have our jollies for a few weeks, then I would get a shot and everything would go limp, just the way we liked it.

She tried vacation boobs, and she liked them. We both have a monster set of jugs. And all of our monsters are permanent.

Oh, and as for Tina?

I bought a rifle, tracked her down and…had my revenge.

Heck, I’m a sniper.

And, like I told her way back in the beginning, I’ve done bad things.

But she had thought I was hiding a past as a bad guy who abused women. She didn’t know I was talking about war and being a sniper and feeling guilty about it.

I guess she didn’t really know who I was.

Just another case of mistaken identity.

END
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The Stepforth Husband


I Feminized a Reporter

A tale of first time feminization


PART ONE

“You’re really going to do this?”

“I’ve got to.”

“But…why? We won’t be able to be intimate for months! What am I supposed to do?”

“Enjoy the fame of my first pulitzer prize.”

I stared at Keith, and was totally flabbergasted.

Keith was my boy friend of 5 years. Kind, considerate, handsome. Not unusually tall or big, except in the bedroom. But now he was going to throw all that aside.

I leaned over to him, we were sitting on the patio, looking out over the city, and studied his face.

Brown hair, oval face, olive skin. His nose was just right, his eyes were brown, and his eyebrows were a bit thick.

“You know you’re not going to be a man for 3 months.”

“But I will be a man again.”

“You’re taking a big chance! What if something goes wrong?”

“I’m willing to take the chance.”

I stood up, was extremely agitated, and went into the apartment to make us more drinks. A lot more. He followed me in.

“Eva,” he said, as I poured first bourbon, then Coke, into two glasses. “This is important.”

“I imagine losing your manhood would be.”

“So what about the thousands of men who face this in the criminal courts every day?”

“So you’re going to advocate for a bunch of criminals?”

“Is it cruel and unusual punishment? Should the state be allowed to chemically castrate men?”

“They opt for it.”

“They are black mailed into it for less time in prison.”

I handed him his glass, and we stood facing each other.  “So you want to give up this,” I hefted one of my sizable breasts, “For a stupid article.”

“This stupid article will make me famous.”

“The Bruce Jenner, pardon me, Kaitlyn Jenner, of the journalistic set. What will your peers say?”

“They’ll be jealous.”

“They’ll laugh at the castrato who was once a man.”

“A castrato is a singer. I think you mean eunuch.”

“Okay. Eunuch.”

I took the glass out of his hand and put it on the counter. I put my glass down. I touched my lips to his, taking my time and letting the lust build. I groped his pants, felt his growing penis. I broke the kiss and stared into his eyes as I unzipped him and pulled him out. He was hard. His balls were tight. I slithered down his body and took him in my mouth. I tongued him and palpated his testicles and he groaned.

I stopped and stood up, left him hanging. “You’re giving up that.”

“Only for a while.”

“You hope.”

He sighed. “I can see you aren’t going to understand this.”

“I can see I’m not.”

“Look. There are thousands of men who undergo this. I need to find out if this is truly unconstitutional. You’ve seen some of my correspondence. You’ve read the letters. Somebody is going to have to go on the chopping block and find out the truth of this.”

“Chopping block. Nice.”

“You know what I mean!”

“I know you’re an idiot. I am opposed, and I am angry that you would risk yourself like this, and I am not going to fuck you if you are going to…if you are…” I started to cry.

“Come on, babe,” he put his arms around me, patted my hair. I could feel his hard dick still sticking out down below.

Suddenly I was pissed all over. I pushed him away. “No! If you do this…I am not going to treat you like a man! If you’re going to get your manhood chemically castrated then I will not treat you like a man!”

I stormed out of the room and treated him to the sound of our bedroom door slamming.

His appointment, to get the shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate, was nine o’clock in one week. I had one week to get him to change his mind.

I sat on the bed and pouted. One week. What could I do or say to make him give up this crazy idea?

And it hit me. I had studied a bit of psychology, I knew about sexual practices, and there might be one way I could…I smiled. I stood up and walked back into the kitchen.

Keith was leaning against the counter, his drink in his hand. A morose expression on his face. He looked up at me, his eyes expressing a bit of hope.

He wanted me to change my mind. But he was the one who had to change his mind.

I went to him, took his drink and put it down. I held his hands and gazed into his hopeful eyes.

“Okay, Keith. You can do this, but there’s a big condition.”

“Sure,” he agreed too easily.

“If you are not going to be a man, then I can’t be expected to treat you like a man.”

He tilted his head. I had made remarks like this, but now it was obvious that I had some sort of idea in mind.

“So from here on out you have to do what I say. You’re not the man, you’re not in charge…I am. “

He frowned.

“Furthermore, do you know what eunuchs did? Back in the day?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“They were servants. They waited on the women. They were trusted in the emperor’s service because they wouldn’t take advantage of the women. So you will be my servant and you will wait on me hand and foot.”

“But I don’t—“

“If you don’t agree to this, then I want you out of here tonight. But if you do this for a week, and you still feel like being a second class citizen, then I will stand by your side. You can get the shot, and I will suffer through this disastrous idea of yours.”

“But I have to do what you say for a week. What are you going to tell me to do?”

“I am going to have you prance around and wear dresses and wait on me hand and foot. I am going to show you that you don’t really want to go there.”

Then I had a thought.

“Or maybe you do? Maybe you actually want this because…you’re that kind of a guy.”

He snorted. “I am NOT that kind of a guy, so…you’re on.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

We glared defiantly at each other.

And that’s how it began.

I didn’t do anything that night. It was late, I was tired, but I wanted to look around on the net and get some ideas. After all, I knew about such stuff, but there is a big difference in knowing ‘about,’ and really ‘knowing.’

So I spent an hour perusing eunuchs and castration, and there really wasn’t much. There was a lot of stuff about women liking their man without the testosterone. Apparently men become more docile, but they also have more emotions. Huh. Maybe docile like he wouldn’t get himself castrated? Except that he would have to get castrated before he would become docile enough to not get castrated. Catch 22. And emotions? That might be interesting.

Women are emotional, and people usually blame it on hormones. I’m not excessively emotional, but I understand the hormone argument. But I wondered what it would be like if Keith was all blubbery and whiney.

I chuckled.

“What’s so funny?” Keith looked up from the latest Grace Mansfield novel. A silly bit of stuff called ‘Womanland.’

“Nothing,” I responded.

There must have been something in my tone, because he looked like he wanted to ask me further, but didn’t.

I had a sneaking suspicion he was trying to come to grips with having to follow my every order.

From reading about men who gave up their manhood because they wanted to lessen their punishment for various crimes, I found a surprising amount of material on men who actually just wanted to be slaves.

Wanted to be slaves?

That was something. Who would want to be a second class citizen?

I always considered myself a first class citizen. I wasn’t a fire breathing feminist, but I held my own and made sure nobody walked on me.

I could NOT imagine giving up my autonomy. It was an alien concept that I found difficult to wrap my head around.

I looked at Keith. He didn’t notice me staring at him, he was deeply into the book. I had always thought Keith was pretty strong. He was a hard charger as a journalist, he was willing to follow a story through thick and thin.

But he had never proposed changing his body for a story. That was a bit more drastic.

So…why?

Tell the truth, I didn’t totally believe his reasons. He was not a Social Justice Warrior. He was more interested in the story than the good fight.

Was there something here I was missing?

Or was I just missing something in myself because I couldn’t understand a man giving up his self rule? Not for no reason no how.

I turned back to my research, thoughts that refused to manifest  boiling in the back of my mind.

Men who gave up their manhood for women. And, then, of course, I found tons of stuff on shemales, transvestites, and…men who liked their partner to wear a strap on.

I must have grunted, because Keith again asked me, “What?”

I looked right at him. “Have you ever considered anal sex?”

He grinned, “Right now?”

“For you. Not me.”

He blinked and his face went cold. “Get serious.”

But there was something in me that WAS serious. I wanted to understand his…his fetish.

Is castration a fetish?

Hmmm. A little bit serious to be a fetish.

“Ready to go to bed?”

“Yes, I am.” I shut down my computer and stood up. “I am ready for the hottest sex I have had in ages. I am ready to cum my brains out.”

Keith slapped his book shut and stood up with a grin.

“You, however, are sleeping out here.”

“What?” he spoke in a tone of voice that was almost a squeak.

“A man without a dick can’t satisfy a woman who needs one.”

Oh, the look on his face.

“Well, uh…” coming to grips with his situation, “Can. I watch.”

I put a haughty look on my face. “Slave boy wants to get a secret thrill by observing his mistress having sex?”

There was a guilty look on his face, made me wonder about his hidden kinks. If there was something sexually perverse behind Keith’s proposed castration, it was hidden in the gleam of his eye.

I grunted. “Well,” I thought about the things I had read. I decided, “I guess you could suck my toes before I go to sleep.”

He grinned, almost guiltily, and stood up.

“In a week you aren’t even going to have that happy boner.” I stared down at the bulge in his pants.

He opened his mouth briefly, but didn’t say anything.

I turned on my heel and strode into the bedroom.

He followed along, be it a bit subdued. I started to take off my clothes, then stopped. I went to the center of the room and held up my arms. “Undress me.”

“Oh, God. Priceless! The look on his face. He actually gulped.

He unbuttoned my blouse, I moved my arms slightly and he slipped it off my shoulders. There I stood, in a bra and pants. And, I might add, I know how to fill a bra.

He couldn’t stop staring at my boobs.

“Take off my pants.”

He stood in front of me, breathing hard, staring at my chest, and he unbuckled and unzipped me. He bent his knees and twisted slightly and did a knee bend and slid my pants down my legs. His face went right between my boobs, he almost got his chin hung up on the material between my cups.

I have great legs. Good curves, strong calves, and everything coming together at my fine ass.

My ass was right close to his face, just the other side of my pussy. And he was gasping and wondering where he should put his eyes. Looking right at my panty clad womanhood.

“While you’re down there, take off my shoes and socks.”

Now he was kneeling, and I placed one hand on his shoulder and balanced on one foot, then the other. There went the shoes.

Then one foot, then the other, he rolled my socks off, plucked them off my dainty tootsies. And I knew he was staring at my red tipped toes. He was going to be sucking those in a very short while.

“Take off my panties.”

He was lower than me. Physically, and this was having an interesting effect on my mind. It was making me higher than him…mentally and emotionally.

How weird. I didn’t expect to have any reaction to this stupid game. And I think that is where I stopped thinking of it as stupid, and started looking for hidden meanings.

He put his hands on my waistband and rolled my panties off. His nose was right in my snatch. I hadn’t showered yet, it had been a long day, I wondered how much of my ‘aroma’ he was getting.

Well, good. However much, good. He needed a good dose of pheromones to wake him up out of his stupidity.

He stood up, his chest brushing against my bra. I could feel my nipples through the material, and an actual sexual almost electrical shock went through me.

This was turning me on!

“The bra.”

“Uh. Okay.” First thing he had said, and that just barely. His mind was short circuiting.

He reached around me and I pushed him away.

“But…”

“You don’t put your arms around your mistress without an invitation. And even then you are very, very careful.”

“But how…”

Oh, Lord, his mind really was shorting out.

“Walk behind me.”

Dutifully, dumbly, he walked around and fumbled with my bra clasp.

Funny, when he had me in his arms and was taking control he could undo that clasp with one hand in a split second. Now, denied and made to act like a servant, he didn’t know how to do it. His fingers felt big and fat as they fumbled with the clasp.

I walked away from him, leaving him with a stupid look on his horny face and my bra in his hands.

“Are you going to put my clothes in the hamper or wear them?”

He got all confused and looked down and looked at the clothes, then he grabbed them and trotted into the bathroom. He came out of the bathroom and stopped. I was lying in bed, hands behind my head, watching him.

“There’s a vibrator in my bottom drawer.”

He was blinking as he opened the drawer and muttered, “I didn’t know you even had one of these.”

“Slaves don’t know anything. In fact, they know nothing.”

“But when…”

“When you don’t satisfy me. Now shut up and give me that vibrator.”

He handed me the cock shaped thing. I test fired it and smiled at the powerful buzz.

“Uh…”

I snorted at him. “Get at the bottom of the bed and suck my toes.”

He walked to the bottom of the bed.

I spread my legs, gave him a big look at paradise, and touched the vibrator to my hole.

The thing about vibrators is that while they are good for penetration, they are good for a lot more. I ran it up my labia, hit the clit, and shivered in ecstasy.

He stood there, gawking.

“Well?”

He knelt and put his hands on my feet. Big clumsy hands.

“Massage gently, kiss, work your way to the toes.”

He began to massage my foot, and it felt wonderful. And it felt extra wonderful because…because I was making him do this.

I slid the vibrator into my pussy an inch, diddled a while, searched for the hot spots. I know there is a g-spot, but sometimes it feels like my whole vagina is a hot spot.

His hands worked into the muscles, pulled on the bones, soothed the flesh.

I sighed and used my hand to squeeze my pud, then I inserted the plastic dick all the way. I could feel the vibrations working their way through my body, causing shocks of pleasure. It was like a pebble in the pond, the ripples spread to the far shores.

“Unh,” he mumbled something, but I couldn’t make it out.

“Can’t you shut up?” I snapped.

Then I was gone, plunging that big thing into myself, pulling it out, my hips writhing and twisting.

He went from kissing to sucking, and the sensation of having my toes pulled into a moist warmth was heady, to say the least.

I felt the shivers deep inside that presaged a big and good cum. I encouraged them with my wrist motion, I closed my eyes and told my body to relax, to let it happen.

He sucked, his tongue running between my toes, laving everything, and it was almost like he was sucking on my pussy, but…I hate to say it…better.

“Oh….guh…guh…shit…” The rapture of spasms hit me, everything started going haywire inside. I felt like somebody was twisting my whole uterus and slamming it on the ground. Fuck, this was going to be a big one!

“AAAAAHHHHH…YEEEES!”

I came like gangbusters. My whole body had an earthquake. My toes curled right out of his hands and my back arched until I was an upside down U on the bed.

Then I collapsed.

“Holy, fuck!” Keith whispered.

“I opened my eyes, breathing hard. So good. I asked, “How’s your dick?”

“What?”

“How’s your dick?”

“It’s…” his eyes were big. “It’s hard.”

“It won’t be next week.” I turned over to go to sleep. “Now turn off the lights and go sleep in the living room.”

“What?”

“And no jacking off.”

He stood there, staring at me, horny beyond belief, wondering what the fuck had happened. His sweet, demure, little girl friend was now a monster.

He walked to the door and I whispered, just loud enough for him to hear me, “People without dicks don’t get to masturbate.”

He turned off the light and went out to his own ‘bed.’

“Get up and get dressed,” I tossed him a bundle of clothes.

He sat up on the couch and yawned. “Man, I didn’t sleep well—what’s this?”

He was holding up the clothes I had tossed him. Bra, panties, culottes and blouse.

“Your clothes.”

“These are your clothes!”

“Not no more,” I quipped. “You don’t have the package you dress appropriately.”

“This is not about cross dressing.”

“This is about losing your sex, and everything that that entails.”

“I’m not wearing this shit!”

“Pack your things.”

He sat up straight and turned to me.

“You promised to do what I said. I am just giving you the full experience.”

“But just because I won’t have the use of my junk doesn’t mean I’m not a man.”

“Yes, it does.”

We locked in a stare.

To tell the truth, I would have backed off. I loved the dope. But…he caved.

“But I have to go to a meeting with my editor this morning!” he whined.

“Good I’m going with you.”

“But…you can’t.”

“I can. And if he doesn’t like it he can fire me.”

“He won’t fire you…he’ll fire me.”

“If he fires you for being less than a man then you don’t want to work for him.”

He blinked.

I was buttering a piece of toast, and I turned to him. “Didn’t you say it was his idea to get you to do this castration thing?”

“Well, yeah, but that doesn’t mean—“

“Then he’s going to have to see what he’s putting you through.”

“But I want to do the assignment! It’s juicy! Nobody’s ever done anything like this!”

I came around the couch and sat in a chair facing him. I chewed on my toast. I said, “I doubt many were willing. But, here’s the point. You’re arguing with me. I don’t like that. Second class citizens don’t argue with first class citizens. You’d better change your attitude, and I mean now.”

“Or what?” he challenged.

“Or tonight I am going to take a belt to your fanny.”

That was a very potent, quiet moment.

“You don’t believe in violence.”

“That’s one stroke tonight.”

“Bullshit.”

“Two.”

“I’m not wearing this stuff!”

“Three, and if you don’t…move out.”

It was interesting, and sort of hot, watching him cave. One second he is all defiant and blustery. The next second he is trying to figure out a way out of his mess.

“I—“

“Four. Stop arguing with me.”

And he stopped.

God, it felt good.

And, moment of revelation, I’m a woman. I try to be nice, but, let’s face it, hormones and all, I can be bitchy and demanding.

But having him give in, having him just follow directions, I suddenly lost that hormone-y feeling.

Could it be that I was emotionally mobile simply because I had no power? Could having the power reduce the so called ‘hormones?’

And, on top of that revelation I felt a massive wave of warmth flow through me. Every inch of me suddenly said, ‘Wow!’

I said, “Put your clothes on or it’s five.”

I started counting down the seconds. At five I was going to say ‘five,’ and offer another ultimatum.

I reached five and opened my mouth, and he blurted, “Okay!”

I felt really hot then. Like a hot flash, but a good hot flash.

Keith stood up and pulled on panties. His dick stuck out the side. It was rock hard.

“Don’t worry. Next week you won’t have that problem.”

He actually turned a little red. He put on the bra.

“We’ll have to get you some breast forms. Or maybe we could just get you some implants.Would you like that.”

“Shut up,” he whispered, totally embarrassed.

“Five,” I responded.

God, did he want to say something, but he didn’t.

He pulled up the culottes, they fit him like he would wear shorts. Showed his legs better, gave his butt a little extra flare.

“Looks good,” I complimented him.

He didn’t say anything.

He put on the blouse and it was obvious that he was wearing a bra underneath.

His hair was longish, but not that long, and it was obvious he was a man.

I smiled. “We’ve got a lot of work to do. But it’s a good start.”

He didn’t say anything.

I handed him some Mary Janes.

His eyes went super wide, but he put them on.

“Okay. Ready to go?”

“I…I…can I wear a jacket or something?”

“Oh, is it cold outside?”

I grinned. It was obvious he just wanted to cover up his bra.

“Uh, yeah.”

I nodded and he put on a jacket. We walked out of the apartment and into 90 degree weather. I kept my grin on the inside and wondered how long he would put up with this sweltering heat.

His editor’s office was in downtown LA, and we drove. Rather, I drove. One more way of emasculating him. He didn’t say much, just sat in the passenger seat and stared out the window.

“We need a convertible,” I commented, as I pulled into the parking lot. He said nothing, just looked at me. A baleful look that said nothing, and said everything.

We crossed the parking lot, endured the open mouthed stare of the valet, and entered the building.

It was cool inside, and I was almost sorry. I enjoyed seeing the sweat on his brow from wearing his jacket.

“Hi…Keith…it is Keith?”

The receptionist had a broad smile on her face. Being in LA she had seen lots of things, but Keith as a woman? That was a good one.

“We’re here to meet Randall Jones.”

“Surely. Do know the way? Or do you want me to have a man come out and show you?” She wasn’t even hiding her mirth.

“Har de har,” griped Keith.

“Six,” I said.

Stunned, he stared at me.

I turned to the receptionist, “Maybe you better have a man come out. I don’t like having him walk in front of me, and he might try that if he had to take me back.”

“Honey,” he whispered desperately.

I just looked at him, wry and withering, and he shut.

“How about if I take you back?”

“That would be wonderful. Women are so much better at this sort of stuff than men.”

“I’ll say, she said, and she stood up and led us to the door to the back.

“So how long had Keith been this way?” she asked, her name was Jessica, as she led us back through the warren of halls and stairs.

“Not long. He’s doing this for an assignment, I understand, but I sort of like him this way. Maybe I’ll keep him in skirts.”

“Good idea. He’s much better behaved this way.”

Keith walked behind us, his face now a bright red.

“One vote for feminization,” I responded. “I’ll keep a tally.”

We came to a small office in which three women were pounding on keyboards. Jessica led us to the center of the room and stated loudly. “Keith is on assignment as a woman. How many of you would like him to stay that way?”

Three hands went up, three big smiles burst out. One of them said, “Only if he promises to stop patting my bottom.”

Jessica stated loudly, “That’s four votes.”

I turned to Keith, who looked like he was trying to shrink into the rug. “You are feeling women up?”

Oh, God, he looked about an inch tall, and he blubbered, “But…but…”             

Another of the women laughed. “That’s right. He put his hands on our butt…butt…butts.”

“Seven,” I said.

“What’s seven?” asked Jessica.

“That’s how many strokes of the belt he gets tonight.”

One of the girls laughed abruptly. Another one just chuckled and kept chuckling.

Jessica: “Can we call you if he doesn’t behave himself?”

“Please do.”

“You heard her, girls. Now, let me see if Randy is ready for visitors.”

She knocked on the big door at the end fo the office, stuck her head in, then backed out and opened the door. “He’ll see you.”

We walked in, Jessica grinning big time as Keith passed her.

Randall Porto, Randy, sat behind a big desk, a phone stuck in his ear. He raised a hand in greeting and spoke into the phone,

“I don’t care what Circulation says, I want it done. Okay.” He hung up the phone and sat back to examine us.

Me, he looked at, and smiled, and was up front about staring at my up front. He raised his eyes, grinned and quirked his eyebrows, then turned to Keith.

And blinked.

He stood up, a smile twisting across his face. “Keith? Buddy? Is that you?”

“Uh, yeah,” he whispered. His face was flame on.

Randy walked around him, then turned to me. “I have a feeling you are responsible for this.”

“Of course I am. I’m a woman. I’m in charge of him.”

“Really,” he motioned to a couch on the side of the room. I sat down at one end, and he sat down at the other. Keith looked around for a chair and I said, “You can remain standing.”

Randy watched Keith for a second, then turned to me. “You want to explain this?”

“It’s simple. Keith wants to do the chemical castration article, and I don’t. I told him I would leave him, and he decided he could show me he could function as a second class citizen. It’s that simple.”

Randy nodded. Then: “Would you like a drink?”

“I’d love one.”

He went to a bar and mixed a couple of drinks, then turned back to me. “Does Keith get a drink?”

“Oh, Lord. No. I might let him have a warm beer if he’s a good girl, but…” I shrugged.

Randy laughed and shook his head. “A warm beer. I like that.”

He came back and handed me a glass. He sat down and we sipped and regarded each other. Keith might as well not have been there.

“So for the duration of this assignment I’m going to wear the pants. The pants, the strap on, everything.”

Randy nearly choked on that one. He glanced at Keith again. Keith just stood with his head down, his head in his hands.

“Keith, you’re obnoxious. Go sit in that corner.” I pointed. Keith opened his mouth.

“Eight.”

“Eight?” Randy asked, as Keith went to the corner and sat down.

“And keep your legs closed. Even though that’s a culotte you have to present yourself properly.”

Randy snorted.

I turned to him and explained the numbers.

He nodded, glanced at Keith, then back at me. “So what can I do for you?”

“I don’t know. Keith had this meeting scheduled, and since I’m in charge of him I thought I’d better attend.

Randy nodded. He stood up. He walked around the room. He was in thought. He glanced at Keith and barked a laugh. Walked some more, then sat down on the couch. Closer to me. Close enough to put his hand on my knee.

“Let me tell you what I propose.”


PART TWO

“I like this idea. We’re in Los Angeles, there are a lot of Gays, Lesbians, Transgenders…everything. Would you consider having Keith do a series of articles on things of that, uh, nature?”

I raised my eyebrows.

“We could expand our sales, possibility of the articles being picked up by other agencies…I think it’s a good idea.”

“I might be interested in that. What would it entail?”

“Start with simple crossdressing, I can see he’s good at that, then we can expand. Have him transition, the company can even pop for some vacation boobs. Then we can explore sex, the various types of sex.” He turned to Keith, “How about it, Wimpy? Would you like to know about the sexual habits of the other side.”

“And how much money are we talking about?”

Randy didn’t even blink. He just named a sum that was ridiculous. I caught a side glance of Keith gasping.

I smiled, and considered. “How long would we keep him castrated?”

“That’s up to you. Might be fun to let him recover, have a few hard ons, then give him another shot. The point is that there are no limits to what you can do. Any type of lifestyle, any type of sex, there is a market waiting to hear about it.”

I nodded. “Okay. We’ll take this home and mull it over.”

“Here’s my personal number. Call any time.” He handed me a business card.

“Okey dokey.”

I stood up, Randy stood up. Keith got to his feet.

“Well, thank you,” Randy shook my hand, holding on to it a little longer than was proper. I didn’t mind.

“My thanks to you. I’m sure we’re going to come to an agreement pretty fast.”

“Excellent.”

He walked us out of the office.

The secretaries were all hard at work when we walked through the outer office. None of them looked up, but as we reached the far door I heard a soft voice call out, “Nice ass!”

Keith whirled around and glared.

“Nine,” I said.

Keith fell in line, and the girls all giggled.

We got in the car and Keith blurted, “I can’t believe you did that!”

“Ten.” But I knew this was actually a conversation we had to have.

“Can I…can I speak without you counting?”

I hadn’t started the car and I turned to him. “Within reason. But you’d better keep a civil tongue in your head.”

He took a breath, then began speaking softly.

“Look. I know you didn’t want me to do this assignment, and I understand now. I’ll tell Randy no, and we can get back to normal.”

“Not a chance.”

“What?”

“Didn’t you hear that offer? He’s going to pay you a years worth of wages. And all you have to do is go along with it, follow directions, and reveal your true feelings in articles.”

“Yes, but…he’s talking about vacation boobs and kinky sex and…”

“So?”

“What do you mean so?”

“You’re willing to sell your testicles for an article. I just got you 20 articles, 40 articles, at a better price per article. And you’re dragging your feet?”

“Well, but…do I still have to go through with the castration thing?”

Oh, baby. There it was. And it was a whammy inside my precious skull, too. On one hand, I had objected, strenuously, to his getting castrated. On the other hand, that seemed to be core to everything.

How could he write about this unless he got the full experience?

“Of course you do,” I snapped.

Surprisingly, he didn’t carry on. He just accepted my word and hung his head and that was that.

Man, I liked this power thing. Heck, for a feeling like this I’d have him castrated twice!

I started up the car and headed for home.

“What are we doing here?”

I had pulled over on Melrose. I pointed at the store on our right.

‘Jennette Bras.’

“What?”

“You need a proper fitting. You need your own wardrobe.”

“I can’t afford that.”

I smiled and pulled out the business card Randy had handed me. Keith looked on, aghast, as I tapped the number into my cell.

“You can’t—“

“Hi, Randy. Listen. We want to get Keith clothes for the assignment and…we can? Excellent. Oh, me? Why surely, and thank you. Sure Ta ta.” I hung up.

“What?”

“What a nice man. He even told me to get something for myself.”

“Eva, he’s hitting on you. He’s a lech. He’s going to try and get into your pants!”

“You’re the only one who’s getting into my panties,” I laughed at the double entendre. “But not for long…”

Still chuckling, I lead the way into Jennette’s.

An hour later we left, with a bag full of bras, and Keith wearing a new one under his blouse. Black, to really show through his sheer blouse.

“Okay, corsets.”

“You’re kidding,” he whispered.

“No…no. No joking here.”

I drove through town to Frederick’s of Hollywood, and, man, did I have fun.

We hustled poor Keith back to a fitting room and tried on lots of corsets.

“I can’t breath,” he gasped.

“Breath high and shallow, and don’t talk so much.”

His face took on a stunned quality as he tried to deal with his organs being shifted around.

But he did it, and we walked out of the store with him in a brand new corset. His waist was skinny, and would become skinnier. It even made it look like he had little boobs.

I loved it.

I loved all of it.

I was actually getting horny. Not just having a little slave boy following my every whim, but seeing him struggle, seeing his sexy, little waist. It was hot.

And, we bought a couple of wigs. Just a for a while. Until his own hair grew out.

And, shoes. Particularly high heels. I just loved the way he was stilted, his butt a little pooched, and he walked like he was afraid to walk.

And, finally, make up. Oh, this was going to be delicious.

And every once in a while I would call Randy and give him a progress report. We were spending money and I wanted to make sure everything was still copacetic.

It was, and it was quite pleasant having him flirt with me.

I started thinking about my sexual needs. Keith was going to be out of it for at least three months, and it sounded like the assignments would go on longer, so…what was I supposed to do?

Sure, I could have him get me off, but there is something about a real, live, flesh dick that is…perfect.

Sure, the dildo is the quick fix, and can be better in certain situations. But that warm feel of skin on skin…I needed that.

I had a feeling Randy would oblige me.

I sighed. But right now…I had to attend to my slave boy.

We arrived home late that night, and immediately got into the clothes. I had him try everything on. He was getting tired, and it was difficult putting things on while wearing the corset, but, hey…women have been doing this for eons. Why not men, right?

Finally, however, the night was late and it was time to sleep.

“Okay, Keith. I’m going to shower now. You may scrub my back.”

“I can get out of this thing?”

“Sure.”

I hopped into the shower and started soaping, and realized that Keith wasn’t there. I stuck my head out and called, “Keith!”

He came into the bathroom, tears streaming down his face, “I can’t get out of this thing!”

I had to laugh. He was so weak. “Come here,” and I undid a few laces. He was able to get the rest undone and finally get the corset off. He stepped into the shower, and his boner was jutting like a bowsprit.

“Crap,” I chortled. “Does that thing even bend?”

“I’m afraid to try,” he said. He might have the king of all boners, but he was very subdued.

“Aw, poor boy,” I grabbed his cock and started stroking.

He actually whimpered in relief, but when he started moving his hips back and forth I let go.

“Hey! Please!”

“Oh, stop your whining.”

“But…but…”

I looked at him and he stopped real quick. I hadn’t given him a number all afternoon, and he didn’t want to start me up again. Then he had a thought. “What about…are you going to…”

“Whip you? Of course.”

It sort of surprised me, that he brought it up, then I realized something: he probably wanted to get whipped.

I was starting to realize that my boyfriend had a few kinks. Kinks he was embarrassed about, maybe even ashamed of, but he had ‘em.

“Soap my back.”

He began soaping. His hands felt downright delish, running over my flesh like that. I turned around.

“Clean my boobs.”

Oh, baby, did he love that. And I even let him suck my nipples a bit.

Finally, I pushed him away. “Finish up and let’s get to your punishment.”

He stood, very chastened, when I got out of the shower and dried myself off.

I dried, dropped the towel on the floor for him to put away, and sauntered into the bedroom. For his first spanking I wanted something he would truly remember. I figure his own belt would do it. Every time he buckled his belt, from here on out, he would be thinking of the pain it had caused him.

He had left his pants from the other day by the side of the bed. I made a mental note to make him clean everything up, and took the belt out of the loops.

I smacked it on my hand. Ow! Good and stiff and thick.

He came into the bedroom. He was afraid to look at me.

“Come along,” I spoke in a no nonsense fashion.

I walked into the living room and pointed at the couch. “Hang over the back.”

He moved slowly, but I didn’t have to raise my voice. He bent over the couch and I stepped up and placed a hand on his ass.

“This is for your own good.”

He didn’t say anything.

“You’ve got to learn to be polite and well mannered.”

Nothing.

“I’d prefer that you didn’t make noise. And I don’t want to have to tie you down.

He didn’t say anything.

So I made a few ‘whooshes’ through the air, then I laid into him.

SMACK!

He howled.

SMACK!

I didn’t spank him as hard as I could have. I didn’t want to risk cutting the skin, and I didn’t want him panicking. So I hit him more for noise.

SMACK…SMACK! On through to ten times.

I tossed the belt on the floor and said, “You need to clean this place up.”

He started to sit up, then stopped. No sitting for him. He stood up. The look in his eyes…

“What?”

He just started sobbing. All his male bravado out the window, he was a little boy and felt like one.

There is a time to spank, and a time to wank. I know, bad saying, but you get the idea. I went to him and held him. He bent his head and cried into my shoulder. Great big sobs, shuddering sobs, and he couldn’t stop.

“It’s okay. It’s all done now.”

Finally, he started to slow down.

And, you know…spanking acts like ‘make up sex.’ It just reduces the man to a pathetic place, and he comes out of that place needing to be loved, and I almost wished I could have fucked him. It would have felt so good, after smacking his ass that way. But I couldn’t. My man had made his bed, so let him lay in it.

That week was most enjoyable. I went shopping, I taught Keith about make up, I had a maid, not just a servant but a maid, waiting on me hand and foot.

Furthermore,  I was getting more sex than I had ever had in my life. Every night I used my vibrator, or had him use his mouth and fingers, and I had orgasm after orgasm. A couple of times I woke up in the morning and wanted sex, and once I demanded it right in the middle of the afternoon.

Most surprisingly, however, was the fact that I didn’t get to spank Keith. He simply fell into line and stopped talking back. Sometimes he looked at me with a bit of resentment, sometimes with sorrow. Whatever, he was liking this new lifestyle. I knew he was, or he would have complained, or revolted in some manner, but he didn’t, so I knew.

Tell the truth, I was a little leery of it all coming to an end.

What if he got the shot and wanted to stop being my maid?

Could I handle it?

Would I still love him?

I wasn’t sure if I loved him now. At least, not in the same way.

I had gained a maid, but…but it was like he wasn’t a man anymore.

Then Randy started calling me, and we started talking into the wee hours. Keith would be polishing my shoes, or washing my underwear by hand, and he would hear me giggling and laughing, but he didn’t say anything. One more proof that he was no longer the man I had thought he once was.

At ten in the morning we paid a visit to a Doctor Amsler. He was an old German, wore the white coat, and didn’t seem to care.

But, then, maybe you need to find a doctor who doesn’t care if you want a chemical castration.

“Gut morning,” he said, barely glancing at me, hardly noticing that Keith was wearing a dress. He gave Keith a shot, bid us good day and walked out.

“Well,” I said, as Keith picked up his purse, “that was certainly anti-climactic.

Keith said nothing. I think reality had finally hit home.

We walked out of the office, two girls, and got into our…my…car.

“Well, shall we go home and have a fuck?”

“What?”

“It will probably take a little time for the shot to take effect, how about we go roll in the hay?”

He grinned, but it was sort of a sad grin.

We arrived home and I headed for the bedroom.

“You’re serious,” he said, following me.

“You bet your booty I’m serious. Come on, get your dress off. In fact, don’t bother. Just drop your drawers and lift your skirt.”

I laid face down on the bed and waited.

I heard the rustle of clothes, then I felt him step up to me.

“It’s not real hard.”

“Doesn’t have to be. Just get it in. I need to get off.”

“You need to get off,” he whispered, incredulously, and he pushed forward.

It was like fucking a dick made of chewing gum. It bent this way and that, it slithered out, it folded up.

“Fuck.” I could hear the desperation in his voice.

“Come on,” I was grinning into the mattress.

And, finally, he did it. It felt small and inconsequential, more like a used Tampon than a dick.

“Okay, come on. Do the old in and out.”

He tried. God how he tried. He was gasping and gulping and I could his intensity, the spirit was willing, but the flesh was not.

He finally flopped out.

I turned and stared at it. It was sort of cute, hanging there like a big dick, but not. I had a feeling it was going to be doing some shrinking over the next few days.

“I guess the shot did work fast.”

“Well, that’s okay. You can still get me off.”

Oh, the look on his poor face. He wanted sex, his dick might not be much, but his mind was horny…he dutifully got down on his knees and ate me.

It was saddest orgasm I ever had in my life. I could simply feel the sadness of him while he ate and used his fingers.

And, in a way, it was a great orgasm.

Not because it was earthshakingly violent, not because I felt turned inside out and upside down, but because it signified all the control I had.

Who would have ever suspected that control is sexy?

I sort of had, but not really, not to the extent that I was understanding it now.

After he got me off he crawled up beside me and held me.

But I knew what he needed. He didn’t need to hold me, he needed to be held.

“It’s okay,” I soothed, speaking sincerely, but not meaning it. “Some day you’ll get your boner back. Some day you’ll be a man.”

He didn’t say anything, and I could feel my shoulder getting wet. He was crying.

But there is one more chapter to this saga.

We went places and did things. We went to parties, got introduced to  gays and lesbians and trans people, and Keith was quite open about what he was doing and why.

He started to enjoy it.

He enjoyed the admiration people gave him for standing up for criminals, for fighting the fight against chemical castration. He also enjoyed the company of a different class of people.

He had women wanting to feel him. To make love to him. To take him home and cuddle with him.

And he had men wanting the same.

He had trouble with the man thing, I think his mind was still male, but after one particular party where he was the main attraction, I told him to go home with a woman. Right in the middle of the party. People around us and everything. Some woman was hitting on him, and I said, “Keith, why don’t you go along and make her happy?”

We were standing in a group of six or eight people and everybody stared at me.

“Lord knows you can’t fuck me, and I love our cuddling, but…spread the wealth around. Go home and make her happy.”

I heard a few murmurs, but Keith and I were locked in gaze. We were in our own world.

“Do you mean it?” he whispered.

“Sure.”

“But…what does this do to our relationship?”

“I think our relationship has changed sufficient that we both need to redefine ourselves.”

“What?”

“I’m going to go now. Call me if you need a ride tomorrow morning.”

“Where are you going?”

“I think you know.”

He did know. Randy.

After a long second he simply nodded.

He stayed to be with another woman, and, the poor sap, he couldn’t fuck her. But he would make her happy. He was getting pretty darned accomplished with his tongue.

And I had to have a man, and Randy wanted me. He had told me so several times.

I had told him to pay Keith more, which he did, and which eventually ended up in my coffers. But now I had to fulfill my end of the unspoken bargain.

I had to fuck another man. I would get to feel a real dick exploring my innards. I would drop to my knees and suck, I would spread my legs and let him take me. I was so horny I was…driven.

I needed to fuck.

But that wasn’t the last chapter of this saga.

I received a phone call the next morning. It was Keith. I was exhausted, my hole felt like magic, and I forced myself to get in the car and retrieve him.

He was waiting for me outside her apartment.

He got into the car and I have never seen such a sad face.

“What’s wrong?” I was actually a little alarmed. I figured he had found out he had cancer or something.

“Monica,” that was her name, “Wanted to fuck me.”

“Well, of course. They all do. So…wait a minute.” I looked at him.

He nodded. “She had a strap on and she wanted to use it on me.”

“So did you?”

“I was scared.” His eyelids filled with moisture. I had noticed that he was becoming more emotional these days.

“So you…oh, my gosh. Well, we’ll have to do something about that.”

We didn’t talk much after that. I drove, and thought, and he was immersed in his own problems. Problem.

It actually surprised me to consider what his problem was. He was a virgin. And aren’t all virgins scared?

We walked into the apartment and I told him to make us a couple of drinks. He did, and we went out on the patio. The patio, where this had all begun months ago.

We sipped, and we chatted a bit.

“Do you like this? Being castrated?”

“There is a joy to it. I never expected that something like this would happen, but when sex isn’t involved you get…deeper, I guess is the word…with people. You start to experience a subtle joy, a line of actual heat, right in the middle of your chest, and it grows and grows.”

“So what are you going to do when next month comes and your dick starts to grow?”

“I don’t know. I honestly don’t know. On one hand, I know I’m not a real man anymore. But what am I?”

“A human being?” I ventured.

“Yes, I suppose.” But he was just talking.

To sex or not to sex. That is the question. That’s how Willie Shakespeare would have phrased the question.

“Well,” I said, when our drinks were done. “Would you like another drink before we deflower you?”

He stared at me with glittering black eyes. Inscrutable eyes. His thoughts large bu mysterious.

“You’re going to fuck me?”

“Somebody has to. You can’t go around disappointing young maidens like you did last night.”

“Oh. Yeah. I guess I did disappoint her.”

“But once we have taught you the joys, perhaps I should say the ‘ins and outs,’ of sex, then she can try to seduce you again. Or, if not her, I’m sure there are other women in the world who would like to own you.”

“Own me,” he stated contemplatively. He abruptly looked directly at me. “We can write my name on bathroom walls.”

I laughed. “Yes, we can. For a good time call…”

“And some day I’m going to have to learn to suck dick, and to take something that is a bit more than plastic up my pooper.”

“God, that’s gross. Couldn’t you say ‘love canal?’ Or something.”

“Maybe after I have been convinced that it is a love canal.”

And that was the moment. Push had come to shove.

“Get up and go into the bedroom. Stay a woman. Stay dressed.”

He took a big breath, then stood up. I studied him as he stood before me. He still didn’t have vacation boobs, let alone permanent ones, but that day was coming. I knew it was.

Still, he had a trim body. The corset had made it difficult to eat, he wasn’t chunky to begin with, and his hair had grown out to where it could be styled in a bob.

His lips were plumped up and red. He was wearing breast forms, but that was okay. Anything to have a girly shape.

He turned and walked away, and I stood and followed him.

He had a sexy, high heeled walk, his butt moving side to side. It was a very feminine walk. No sign of the balls that had formerly held his legs apart.

We entered the bedroom.

“Okay, babe,” I said. “You know the drill. Up the bed on all fours. Panties down and dress up.”

He got up on the bed and assumed the position.

I went to the bottom dresser drawer and pulled out the vibrator, and the harness I had not yet used. I strapped it on and he…she…watched me.

I smiled at her. “Want to suck it first?”

“Can I?”

“Of course you can.”

She wheeled around, sat on the edge of the bed and leaned down. She opened her mouth and I pushed my dick into it.

A quick gag, but she held steady. Shortly I was letting her head go back and forth. I watched as her red lips pleasured my unfeeling member.

Yet, in my mind, it was feeling. It was the sexiest blow job I had ever seen.

Finally, she looked up at me. Trusting, waiting.

“Okay.”

She whirled back around to the all fours and waited.

I slapped a glob of lube in her butt, pushed it in, swirled it around. Then I slathered the stuff on my own dick.

I looked at her, so gorgeous, with her little manhood hanging down. I wondered if it really would get big again. Probably. But I didn’t think I would care. Randy was filling me up quite nicely now, thank you.

I shifted her buns a bit, held on to her waist, and I drove it gently home.

“Oh…Oh…” Keith blurted. His arms were shaking, his legs were shivering.

I slid it in further.

“Oh…I can’t…I can’t…”

But he could, and I bottomed out. Plastic balls right up against his little marbles.

“How’s it going?” I asked, waiting a bit, letting him get used to it.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck.”

I smiled, and waited, and I felt him start to relax.

I began to fuck him. Back and forth, in and out, sliding that big, veined thing into him, watching him wiggle as his love canal accepted the brute.

Shortly he was loving it. Shortly he was groaning and pushing back, and I relaxed and enjoyed myself.

This was good.

Every woman should fuck a man.

The weaker men, they should be convinced to do what is best for them. I was starting to believe in the possibilities of chemical castration.

Only the stronger men would be left, like Randy.

But the weaker men…? Huh.

Surprisingly, while I was thinking these happy thoughts, he actually came.

“Oh…oh…”

“What?”

“I think I’m cumming.”

“Really?”

“Really! It feels sort of warm, like an orgasm, but softer. And I think I’m leaking something.

When I pulled out, a few minutes later, I looked under his penis. Yep, there was a very small patch of fluid.

“It’s not much,” I said. I put my finger on it and then touched my finger to my tongue. “Yes, it tastes like semen, but there’s so little.”

“Wow. I can cum again.”

“Well, yes. But I’m not sure. What if I just pushed on the prostate and that forced a bit of sperm out of you.”

“Well, yeah, but I have sperm! Does that make me a man?”

I didn’t answer, just looked at him.

In his mind he was holding on to something. But I didn’t think there was much to hold on to.

But…maybe he was a man. Sort of.


EPILOGUE

Keith did eventually get his boner back. And it was right on time. Three months almost to the day.

But, as I had suspected, it didn’t mean much.

He was no longer a man in my mind, so I didn’t want to let him fuck me. He did get some ladies to let him fuck them, and he seemed less than thrilled with the experience, and he got the shot again. This time for six months. And he got vacation boobs. Good for a month, but I suspected he would get permanent boobs when the month was up.

And he became fairly famous for the articles he was turning in. Gays and Lesbians and trans and criminals loved him.

He had taken a stand and come out the other end. But the other end wasn’t what he had thought it would be.

END
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Emasculation Made Easy!

How to handle a cheating husband!


PART ONE

We live in an older house. A great charm of a house with tall ceilings, a stand up attic, a basement, and a ton of things that go wrong. The heating system is one of those ancient radiators. We replaced the stove, which was actually one of those cast iron behemoths that you feed chunks of wood to. The floors had to be ground down and re-stained. Incredible oak from a hundred years ago.

And so on and so on and so on.

I was up in the attic. The last owner left a lot of bric a brac up there. Boxes and trunks, she died and nobody wanted them, so I was pushing them around, re-arranging them, and occasionally going through them.

Mostly junk. Yellowed newspapers, broken lamps, although there was one box of dolls which might have good value.

Anyway, I had reached the end of the attic, right over the living room, and I had a coughing fit. All that dust. Gah. So lay down with my face over a vent.

I don’t know why the vent is there, perhaps it had something to do with airflow back in the last century, maybe something got remodeled, but, whatever. I was laying there, I couldn’t speak, still had dust in my throat. Not enough to make me cough, but my throat was dry and I needed water. So I laid there, looking down at the living room, was about to get up, when I hear the front door slam.

I grin. My husband, I’ll wait until he gets into the living room then I’ll scare the crap out of him. Yell a big ‘boo!’ and watch him jump out of his pants.

I almost giggled, but my throat was so dry, and I waited and…my husband and a woman come into the living room.

My eyes opened up.

A woman? Was this some sales woman or something? Was he coaching one of the girls from his work? What was the innocent explanation for him bringing a woman into our home in the middle of the afternoon.

“Where’s your wife?” she asked, She was a tall redhead, good body, even eyes that were made up a little too much.

“She went to visit her mother.”

I had, but I had come back early and decided to clean the attic.

“But don’t worry about her, she’s a real stick in the mud.”

Wha…?

“Her tits are too big, she’s irritating, and, let’s face it baby, she ain’t you.”

My mind now in shock, I watched as he turned and took the woman in his arms. Like he took me in his arms.

He kissed her, like he had kissed me so many times before.

He began unbuttoning her blouse, like he had…

Tears dropped from my eyes and I had to move back so they didn’t drop right through the grate. I wiped my face with my tatty, old shirt, then went back over the grate.

Kissing, his hand unbuttoning her bra, and her breasts tumbling out.

I would have yelled, but my throat couldn’t work. Besides, I was somewhat frozen. Stunned. Couldn’t believe it.

My husband was cheating on me? And we had just made love the night before!

Then I realized. He had gotten me off, but he hadn’t cum himself! He had said he was tired, but what he really was was saving himself for this red-headed bitch!

“Oh, baby, this is what I’m talking about. My wife never gives me this. She’s just a dried up, old prune.”

I was gasping now, and had to take a short break.

Dried up, old prune? I fixed him meals, sucked his dick, worked my finger to the bone, was always asking for sex, and he…he says this about me?

The red head giggled. He had his hand in her pants now, and I could tell, from the expression on his face, that he had his fingers in her hole. He was good at finger banging, and he knew how to crook his digits right into her sex so that they were rubbing on the g-spot.

“Oh, God!” she moaned.

He laid her on the couch and began unbuckling. In a second he was naked, his strong body, chiseled and defined, his big penis jutting out.

“Oh,” she said, suddenly sitting up and taking it in her hands. She stroked it, fondled his testicles, then took it in her mouth.

He groaned in pleasure, arched his back and tilted his head. Again, I had to dart back. When I moved forward his head was back down. His hands were behind her head and he was fucking her mouth.

She liked it, the slut. She made wet sounds and deep throated him for a long minute.

“Wait…wait,” he finally blurted. “I’m too close.”

She lay back and he wedged in between her legs and thrust himself into her.

Her eyes were closed and her face was twisted in ecstasy.

“Fuck, your wife doesn’t know what she’s missing!”

“Hey, she’s good for keeping the house, but the real stuff…this stuff…” He plunged into her again and again, taking her breath away.

She began to grunt rhythmically. Her hips jerked and spasmed, and she began to cum.

He began to cum. Together they locked up, naked, lusting frames frozen into the little death. The big O.

Above them I drew back, and my tears made mud out of the dust.

A half hour later they were gone. They simply got dressed, he made a few more remarks about how worthless I was and how he wished he had a real woman, then they left. Out the door and back to work.

I came down from the attic, an endless stream of tears washing down my cheeks, falling on my old, plaid shirt.

I was gasping and choking and couldn’t believe it.

He was my husband. For better or worse. And he was cheating on me, and from his practiced, polished manner, he was used to it.

And the things he said about me. Terrible.

But maybe he got off on abusing me behind my back.

I went into the kitchen and poured myself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. Drink of the Gods, now a sop to help me stop crying.

I sat down at the table.

I had parked in the garage to give him room to park in the drive way. If I hadn’t done that he would have seen my car and driven on past, and I never would have…would have…

And I had been upstairs, working, and unable to talk for my dry throat.

I had come home early from Mother’s, but…but…

But all that didn’t matter. My husband was cheating on me.

There was only one thing to do. I picked up my phone, dialed a number my mother had given me back when I was first married.

“I hope you never need it, but if you do…” and she had told me what it was for.

And here I finally needed it.

“Husband Hotline,” came the cultured voice on the other end.

“I…I…”

“There, there. Take your time. We’ve got lots of time. Cry if you need to.”

So understanding and compassionate.

“My…my husband…I caught him, I saw him…cheating!”

“I understand. Can you give me your name and address?”

“Annie Hotchkiss.”

“Okay, Annie. You’re doing good. Tell me your address.”

“432 App…App…Apple Valley Rd.”

“All right. I’m dispatching someone as we speak. I want you to stay on the line. I need you to relax. Everything is going to be all right.”

She kept talking, soothing me, reassuring me, and 15 minutes later I heard the knock on the door.

“She’s here,” I managed to say.

“Excellent. Now don’t hang up the phone, just go answer the door. Her name is Maria and she’ll help you through this difficult time.”

I placed the phone on the table and went to the door. I was distraught, embarrassed, and I stared at the woman.

She was blonde, little crow’s feet just starting around her beautiful, blue eyes, but not old. She stepped in, her eyes focused on me. She placed a hand on my forearm, and I broke. I stepped into her arms and started sobbing all over again.

“It’s okay. It’s okay. We’re going to handle this.”

Finally, she walked me into the kitchen and back to my phone. She picked it up and said, “I’m here. Everything is good.” Then she hung up the phone.

I was starting to slow down now. My tears weren’t so bad and I was able to dry them faster than they came.

“Have a seat. I see bourbon and Coke, shall we?”

I nodded.

We were sitting opposite each other. I had gulped my first drink, but I was able to sip this second one.

“First, is your husband due home any time soon?”

“No. Not until six.”

“Okay, we’ve got lots of time. Start from the beginning and tell me what happened.

I did. And again and again, and two hours later, finally exhausted, the tears stopped.

Maria nodded. “Okay, what do you want to do about him?”

“What do you mean?”

“We, the Husband Hotline, will eventually take care of the girl. Heck, we’ll end up enlisting her. But we have to decide what to do about your husband. Do you want to keep him?”

“Yes,” I sounded weak.

“Okay. Would you like to punish him? Make him understand what he has done?”

“Like…I don’t know…”

Maria was very patient as she explained the options.

“A sit down intervention.”

“I don’t think so.” That was too weak for what he had done.

“A beating.”

I blinked. Possible, but…I’d have to think about that.

“Feminization.”

I giggled at that one, imagining studly Doug in a dress and high heels. Maybe a big set of his own boobs.

She noted my reaction. “That’s a long term project, requires a lot of help, but…” she shrugged. “Then there’s chemical castration.”

“What?”

“Chemical castration. Oh, and there are all sorts of other similar items.

“You really castrate him?”

“A chemical castration renders him limp. You can choose a set time, and during that time he won’t be able to get hard. Of course you can also do things like chastity belts, in which he would try to get hard but couldn’t, but, again, there are…”

“How long would he be castrated? How would you do it.”

It was obvious that I had made my choice.

“The beauty of chemical castration is that we give him a pill, or drops in his soup, or whatever, and he never knows why. He just stops getting erections, and he is left with a deep confusion. He will start to question his manhood, he will suddenly become concerned and polite where you are concerned, and he definitely will not be cheating.

“So I could just put a pill in his drink, and he would drink, and that would be it.”

“Absolutely. And the chemicals we are using now are traceless. He can go to the doctor and the doctor can give him tests, but there will be no tell tale chemical in his blood or anything.”

“And I could choose how long I wanted him to be…like this.”

“You can. But, we need to give you a lot of data. You need to know what to say and when to say it to get the best results. After all, his mind will be in a fragile place, and you don’t want him going off the deep end.”

“Deep end.”

“Until we had our script down men were known to commit suicide.”

“Over their dicks.”

“That’s men for you.”

I was quiet then, mulling ferociously.

“Okay, we need to talk further, but I’d like to get you out of the house, go somewhere where we can go over the plan and discuss any questions you may have.”

“I should move my car. He doesn’t know I’m home.”

“Excellent. I’ll leave my car down the street and we can take yours to a coffee shop somewhere.

“Okay.”

I had a long talk with Maria, and we made some serious plans. It was obvious that she was going to have to help me on remembering the script and the plan, but we managed to get me calm enough to begin the first steps.

At seven o’clock that evening I drove into the driveway. His car was there and I nudged up against it, then unloaded my suitcases.

I caught a glimpse of him peering from the kitchen window, but he didn’t come out to help me. Pig. I dragged my bags up the walk, up the steps, and into the house.

“Hi, honey!” He came out of the den and gave me a big hug.

I was revulsed, but Maria had prepared me for these feelings. I hugged him back, even kissed him, but not too ardently.

“How was the drive?” he asked.

“Oh, it wasn’t bad,” I said, thinking of him laying on top of his red headed girlfriend, driving his penis deep into her snatch. I bit the inside of my mouth so hard I was afraid I was going to start bleeding. “But I did screw up.”

“How so?”

“I left my computer there. I’m going to have to drive back and get it.”

“Oh, no!” Handsome and concerned, and doubtless already thinking of how he could take advantage of this to screw his girlfriend. “When are you going back?”

“I figure I might as well go tomorrow. If I leave at eleven I can be back by seven.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, babe. But if you have to you have to.”

Yeah, and you have to get your tawdry tart over here and exercise your stupid weenie…you asshole. “Oh, it’s okay. I’ll turn the radio on and…” I shrugged.

We went about our business then. Interestingly, he was horny. I guess having a little nookie in the afternoon, and then having a big, old secret, was making him horny.

When we went to bed, I didn’t even want to sleep in the same bed with him, but Maria told me I had to make everything as normal as possible.

He reached for me, I wanted to slap his hand, or maybe put it in a vise and squash it, I simply kissed his cheek and said, “I’m sorry, honey, all that driving, and I have to do some more tomorrow…I’m really not in the mood.”

“Let me get you in the mood,” he whispered.

“Maybe tomorrow,” I rolled over and went to sleep.

It took a long time. But I finally slipped away.

He bounced around in the bed and I opened my eyes. Sunlight. It was morning. I knew what was coming. He always bounces around when he wants me to wake up and fuck him.

Quickly, I slipped out of bed.

“Hey!” he yelled as I padded across the floor.

“Got to pee!” I yelled back, making my getaway.

Then, while he waited, I took a long, hot shower. When I came out he was still waiting.

“Oh, sorry, hon, I didn’t know you wanted to so badly. But I’m all clean now.”

He grumped, and I hid my grin, and I headed down for breakfast.

“So you’ll be leaving about eleven?” He was making sure I would be gone.

“Yep.”

“Give me a call, I’ll say good bye.”

“Okay dokey.”

He just wanted to make sure.

Then a quick kiss and he was off to work.

I called Maria.

Maria showed up at nine, and I helped her lug the equipment in.

“I wish I could give him the pill right now.”

“Got to get the evidence first,” she admonished with a smile.

“I know.”

We set up a camera in the attic Then, just in case, we set one up in the bedroom. Here’s hoping he didn’t bend her over in the laundry.

That he would do it we were fairly sure. His behavior with me indicated that he was turning into a real horn dog.

But, if he didn’t, we would just try something else.

Though I really wanted him to do it. I wanted to get phase two, the limp pill, going fast. I didn’t want to have to put up with his cheating ways any longer than I had to.

We were done by ten, had a cup of coffee, then we headed out for her house. On the way I emailed Doug a message.

On the way

love you, honey.

Annie

Hopefully that would do it, I didn’t really want to talk to him.

At Maria’s house we sat down and went into educating me as to how to act, what to say, to pull this plan off. We worked for hours, took a break for dinner, then back to work.

Finally, actually tired, I was done. I hugged Maria at her door and headed for my car. Time to head on home.

Doug’s car was in the driveway. I pulled in behind it and turned mine off. I opened up the trunk and took out the laptop, which had been in there the whole time, and sauntered up to the house.

“Hey, honey,” I shouted.

“Hey, baby!” He came out of the den and gave me a kiss A big one. Fuck! He hadn’t screwed his bitch.

I put my stuff away and made a little dinner.

He went back in the den.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

But, I had to check everything anyway.

While he was in the den I checked the bedroom. It was a motion set up, and there had been no motion, counter at zero.

Then, making sure he was till in the den I crept up into the attack and checked the counter.

Counter at 12570. Yippee! He had to have done her. That was a lot of tape just to be a guy roaming around all alone.

I came back down, sent a message to Maria, and exulted.

The evening passed, and I again fended off his advances. The horny fuck. Getting his ashes hauled with a mistress, then wanting to do me. Well, if he really had brought his bitch here…he was going to be sorry.

The next day Maria showed up at nine and we looked at the footage.

Eleven thirty he brought her into the living room. We watched as he undressed her, then started taking his own clothes off.

“Not much for small talk, is he?”

“Nope.”

“Oh, my gosh!”

“What?”

He’s got a big dick!”

There he stood, in all his glory, his penis poking out and easy to see.

“Yeah,” I agreed dourly.

She nudged me with an elbow. “That will make it all the sweeter.”

We watched to the end, then they sat around and talked, mostly him telling her how useless his wife was. Useless. Me.

“What an idiot,” Maria whispered.

I didn’t say anything. I had feelings of exultation, we had caught the bastard, mixed with feelings of extreme worthlessness.

“Cheer up, girlfriend,” Maria grinned and held out a little packet. “Give him three drinks, on the third one drop this pill in it. Make sure he drinks everything.”

“Oh,” it must have showed on my face.

“Don’t be disappointed, you won’t have to fuck him. Give it an hour, then spread your legs. He’ll be Mr. Rubber Band Man.”

I smiled. “Okay.” Yet, there was a certain amount of unhappiness in my gut.

He was my husband. Maybe not a very good one, but…

“You have to do it. If you don’t he’ll just keep on cheating. He’ll get somebody pregnant, or pick up a disease. This way you teach him a good lesson. After six months you can decide what to do with him.

“You think he’s cheated much before this?”

She didn’t say anything, and the somber look on her face told me what she believed.

“Okay,” I sighed. “We’ll find out the hard way.

That night he came home all cheerful.

“Good day at the office?” I asked.

“The best,” he said, taking the drink I offered him and guzzling it.

I had images of him taking the red head to a motel, or maybe just bending her over a couch at her house.

I wondered if she had a husband.

“Wow, you were thirsty. Let me fix you another one.”

“Keep ‘em coming, honey,” he grinned.

He drank the second one. I had a wine spritzer, Barefoot and ginger ale.

He was slowing down now, but I didn’t anticipate him stopping.

I made his bourbon and Coke and dropped a pill in it. I swirled it until the pill was gone, then I brought it out to him.

We were sitting on the back porch. A wonderful, little room with two rocking chairs, a sofa, and a big screen TV.

I handed him his drink, had a seat, and watched him sip his bourbon. Three drinks, he wouldn’t be sloppy yet, but he wouldn’t be as perceptive, and he wouldn’t notice any unusual taste to his drink.

He drank it slowly, but he finished it. I sat there, and the enormity of what I had done finally hit me.

I had emasculated my man. I had taken away his boners. I had robbed him of the ability to fuck.

I didn’t feel guilty, but I did feel…something.

“Honey?” I asked.

“Yeah?” he was watching the TV on low. Fox news.

“How long have we been married?”

“Six glorious and wonderful years.”

Glorious and wonderful, and yet he had referred to me as worthless.

“Has it really been that good?”

“Oh, yeah.” He grinned at me. “The best.” Then he said, “Can I watch the news now?”

He wanted to watch the news more than he wanted to talk to me. That was telling.

“Sure.”

I looked at the little clock on a side table. Forty-five minutes to go.

I wasn’t going to test the pill, though. Give it plenty of time to work.

I left him to watch Tucker Carlson and went into the other room and gave a call to Maria.

“Is it done?”

“Yes.”

“You okay?”

“I am.”

“But…”

“Just…I don’t know. I feel a loss, like maybe it was all my fault.”

“You know better than that.”

“I know.”

We chatted for a while, then it was getting late, we hung up.

“Honey, time for bed?”

He looked up from the TV. He grinned. “Is it that time already?”

“It is, and, you know, I’ve been a little remiss in my wifely duties lately.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” he blurted, springing up from his rocking chair. “We can make up for it now.”

I couldn’t help but think that he was easy in accepting that it was my fault, and yet he was the one…”

We went headed for the bedroom and I took off my clothes slowly, thinking hard thoughts.

“Hunh!” he grunted.

I turned.

He was standing there, naked, looking down at his penis. His penis was hanging there. Slack. A slug with no bones. No pulse or quiver. just…a hanging dick.

“It’s soft,” his brow was furrowed.

“We’ll take care of that!” I chortled, and I went to him, sunk to my knees and started sucking.

It was like sucking on a wet sock. The thing just hung there. In my mouth it just lay there.

I used my tongue. I slurped at the head. I slapped his balls. Slapping his balls should have worked, it always worked. Give him a little shock to his system and he was Ready Freddy.

But Mr. Happy just hung there, now Mr. Unhappy. A worm with no backbone. A sack with nothing in it.

“Wow,” I said, putting a show of concern on my face. “Why isn’t it working?”

“I don’t know,” he shook it, it flopped around like a fish de-boned. Just a slack noodle with no oomph.

“Maybe you’re just tired?”

“Maybe. But…no.”

“You’re not all fucked out, are you?”

He looked at me, a quick guilty look.

“I mean, maybe there’s only so many fucks in a lifetime. Maybe you just get so many orgasms and that’s it.”

“Oh, don’t be silly.” He didn’t exactly snap, but he was unhappy.

“Well,” I pondered his procrastinating penis as if I had no idea, “Does that mean…can you get me off?”

“Uh, honey….I don’t…”

“Well, be that way!” I flounced off to the bathroom.

“It’s not that…”

“What is it?” I called back.

“I’m just worried. It’s never happened before. I’ve never not risen to the occasion.”

I brushed my teeth, combed my hair out, and sashayed back into the bedroom. I was still nekkid, and he stared at my boobs that were big and fat like a cow’s, one of the phrases he had used to describe me to his girlfriend.

“What?” I asked.

“Aren’t you going to wear your night gown?”

“Don’t you know,” I giggled, “Girls only wear that stuff when they don’t want to get a big old penis shoved up their tight, little pussy.

He gulped. Maria had told me to talk dirty. It would emphasize his helplessness.

“Doesn’t it make you want to pork me?” I looked down at his weenie sadly. “I guess not.” Then I put a frown on my face. “You haven’t been fucking anybody else, have you?”

“Oh, God! No!” He blurted loudly, too loudly. Methinks thou doth protesteth too much.

“Well, okay. I mean…I know. You’re the truest and bluest. You’d never cheat.” I kissed his face and slipped into bed.

He stood there, holding his worthless dick.

“Aren’t you coming to bed?”

“Uh…”

“Come on, at least you can snuggle, and what does it matter if you’re firing blanks.”

“But I’m not firing anything.”

“Come on to bed.”

Finally, he got under the covers, and I knew he was holding his penis and thinking dire thoughts.

“Here, give me that,” I turned to him and reached down for his penis.

Not a throb, not a jerk. It lay in my hand like a condom full of Jello.

I put my arms around him, he did have a nice, warm body, and I felt him, and exulted in what I knew was happening.

It’s funny, I had felt guilty thinking about it, but now that the time had arrived, I didn’t feel so guilty.

We lay there for a while, and I drifted off. Then I drifted awake, he was stirring, getting out of bed. I smiled and went back to sleep.

Sunlight exploded in the window and I leaped out of bed. I felt more fresh and rested than I had in years.

My hubbie isn’t going to betray me anymore.

I slipped into a sexy bra and panties. I pulled on a short skirt and a thin blouse. My nipples were showing right through the material.

“Good morning!” I chirped, leaning over the bed to kiss him.

He grunted and groaned.

“What time did you go to bed?”

“Three, I think. I don’t know.”

“Oh, you want some breakfast? Put some lead in that pencil?”

His eyes opened up. His leadless pencil. I could see the thoughts racing through his mind.

“I…”

“I’ll fix some bacon and eggs. That’ll get you some energy. You’ll be hard in no time.”

“Oh…”

He sat up. He looked bad. His eyes were red, his skin sallow. I had a feeling he had been on the internet, probably looking for reasons why a man would be limp.

“Well, come on,” I pulled the covers off.

“Hey,” he reached to pull them back, it was too late.

“And bring them when you come, I want to do the wash. Or maybe you could just take them out to the garage and start the wash.”

“I…uh…oh.”

I sat down at my make up table and made myself sexy. Worked on my eyes, colored my lips what he had once referred to as ‘boner red.’

“What’s the occasion?” he asked.

“No occasion. I just want to be beautiful, do my part to excite your little traitor.”

“Can we stop talking about that?”

I turned and frowned. “Sure. Yes. But simple communication often solves problems.

“Not this one.”

He got out of bed. His dick was sill limp.

“Still not doing anything, eh?”

He grunted something and headed for the shower.

I smiled, finished my make up and went down to the kitchen.

The next few days were the most delicious days I ever had.

Doug was obsessed with his dick. All through the day he reached into his pants and felt himself.

Nothing there. So sorry.

That night he was unable, and I told him it was all right, but I tried not to sound so happy about it. After all, I was deprived.

And the next day.

The day after that I brought up…

“Honey, I want you to see a doctor.”

“I don’t need to see a doctor.”

“Your limp dick does.”

He glared at me.

“Sorry,” I said, not really sorry. “But we need to make sure that everything is all right. I mean, what if you have some kind of dreaded disease.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. I was researching this stuff the other day, on the internet, and there was an article about men who fuck so much their dicks actually fall off.”

“What?”

“Just fall off, no scab or anything, just fall off the tree like fruit that is past its time.”

“Come on, that’s bullshit.”

“I sobered. “Yeah, sorry, but I’m worried. You’ve never been unable to get erect. It might actually be part of a larger problem.”

“Well, I’m fine. I don’t have a problem.”

Of course he did, and it was the biggest elephant in the smallest room in the world.

“I made an appointment for you.”

“What?”

He looked up from his cereal.

“I said, I made an appointment with the doctor for you.”

“I don’t want to go!”

“Tough.You’re going. And that’s it.”

Now, here’s the odd thing, this was the first time I had ever talked tough to Doug in my life, and…I liked it.

I liked the way he flinched when I put my foot down. I made up my mind that I would have to do it more.

“Well, I’m not…”

“Shut up!” Yeah, it did feel good. “You’re going and that’s it. I am not going to have you drop dead on me just because you’re too scared to go to the doctor.”

“I’m not scared.”

“You’ll have a chance to prove that this Thursday at ten in the morning.”

Oh, the grumbles. He grumbled throughout the day and into the night.

But I knew I had won.

It was like when I had taken the sap out of his weenie I had taken the sap out of his spine.

Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Hotchkiss. I see you’re having erectile dysfunction.” She directed her statement directly into Doug’s face.

“Well, uh…”

“When did you first notice this problem?”

He told her, and she listened, and made notes, and looked very concerned.

And she was working for the Husband’s Hotline.

“Let me run some tests, check the blood, that sort of thing. We’ll find out what is going on.”

Doug actually looked a little relieved when we left the office. I handled his relief quickly, though.

“Doug.”

“Yes,” he was watching the road, waiting for a chance to turn into traffic.

“I need to get off.”

He blinked, stopped trying to turn and pivoted towards me. “What?”

“You can’t get me off, and I need…I have needs.”

“So…what am I supposed to do.”

Feel helpless, you ass.

“Well, we could stop and buy me a dildo.”

“A what! What? Are you kidding?”

“My pussy doesn’t think I’m kidding.”

“You don’t need a dildo! I can—“ he stopped talking.

“You can what? Get me off? You’ve already proven that you can’t. And until you can…I shouldn’t be deprived. I’m a woman, damn it! I have needs!”

“Look, honey, can’t we talk about this?”

“What’s there to talk about? Your dick doesn’t work. I need one that does. unless you want me to sneak around and have an affair or something. I would think a dildo would be much preferable to that.”

Oh, Lord, did I get him good with that one. I had brought up having affairs and then just run right over him. And I could see by the squashed look on his face that he was feeling about one inch tall.

“Well, I don’t…”

I interrupted him. I used some of that new power I was experiencing. “I want you to stop at the sex store on Sixth street. Go in and buy me a dildo.”

“What? I’m not going to—“

“Yes, you are. Because you have failed me with this,” I reached across the console and grabbed his crotch, you can make up for it by choosing a dildo for me. I want you to find one that you really think would make me happy.”

“I’m not going to do that!”

“Yes, you are. Because if you don’t do this for me I am going to make your life a living hell.”

He stare at me.

“Limpy.”

Oh, the look on his face. I had just scooped his soul out, mixed it up, and jammed it back into his weasel body.

“Honey,” he was reduced to begging. “You can’t ask a man—“

“A man?”

He actually  gave a sort of involuntary whimper.

“Now prove you’re a man and help me find satisfaction.”

He pulled into traffic, and his mind was falling into little pieces. But there was nowhere for those little pieces to hide. He was breaking down right in front of my eyes.

“It’s up here on the right.”

He pulled in to the parking lot of Romantix Sex Toys. I thought he might try to pass it, and I would have to tell him how worthless he was, but he already felt pretty worthless, I guess.

He pulled into a corner of the parking lot and sat dumbly.

“Well?” I asked.

He turned to me. “Honey, don’t make me do this!”

“Oh, come on. Satisfying your wife should be your first interest. I’m actually a little surprise you hadn’t thought of this earlier. I mean, you leave me high and dry every night! What am I supposed to do?”

Yet I spoke softly. I was having my way, and I had to make sure that I used my power carefully so that he wouldn’t suddenly revolt.

He got out of the car, then turned and looked back in. “What do you want?”

“A dildo.”

“Yes, but…what kind?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” I thought about just telling him to surprise me, but maybe I better take it easy.

“As big as yours used to…as big as yours. Maybe get me a couple. Different shapes and sizes. I’ve never fucked a lot of people, so maybe I should just try a few out.”

Again, I had zinged him. Spoken of cheating without accusing, just casually reminded him.

He trudged off, looking like his legs were made of wood, and I settled back to wait.

A dildo. Hmm. I had never used one, but Maria had told me how good they were. But she had also said I would start craving flesh. Even though flesh wouldn’t be as exciting as…as the various shapes and sizes, there was something about flesh that did the deed.

The car was running and I turned on the radio. Carrie Underwood was carrying on about scratching some guys car, and bashing the headlights out. Hunh. Silly. There were much better ways to get revenge.

Revenge. Doug had a six month sentence to carry out, and I was starting to regret that it was so short.

Maybe Maria would let me lengthen it. I mean, I felt so good and powerful and…and sexy!

I felt…my cogitations stopped as I watched Doug come back across the parking lot. Oddly, he didn’t look sad. His eyes had a gleam in them and he was walking fast. He slipped into the car and held the bag and stared at me.

“Okay,” he said.

“What? What is going on with you?”

He reached into the bag. “I don’t know. I was looking, and a girl came up and started asking me questions. I told her I was buying these for my wife.”

He took out a medium size dick. Pink. Nothing special. Just a long bullet.

“She said this will surprise you. Better for rubbing the nub—her words—than insertion.”

I stared at the thing, I held it. I was holding a fake dick, and it felt really strange. Surreal.

“Then she said this one will reach places you didn’t know existed.”

He took out a blue one, with two prongs at the base. It had ridges and bumps all the way up the shaft. The sides were clear and I could see a ring of ball bearings.

“And she said that this is for those long , lonely nights when you are feeling a little desperate.”

He took out a dildo, a thick one, black, and it kept coming out of the sack. And coming. And coming.

“Holy fuck!” I breathed. “I’m supposed to put that in me?”

“She said it is called Mandingo.”

I held the thing, my hands would fit around it, it was like a baseball bat.

“Come on, let’s go home.”

Stunned, I realized that Doug was excited.

“I thought you didn’t want to do this?”

I didn’t, but then the girl, and I just…I just…”

He didn’t finish his sentence, and I watched him drive.

He had a wild look in his eyes. An excited look in his eyes.

We arrived home, and he rushed up the stairs, bag in hand, then he rushed down. “Well, aren’t you coming?”

I was virtually speechless as I followed him up the stairs.

He put the bag of dildos on the side table, sat down in my make up chair, and watched.

I looked at him. I looked at the bag. I couldn’t believe this. This was supposed to crush him, but here he was…as excited as a boy at Christmas.

I took the dildos out of the bag and placed them on the bed.

“Get undressed,” he could hardly talk.

“Easy, slick,” I murmured, as I slipped out of my clothes. I took off my bra and my big tits fell forward, my nipples hard as pebbles.

“Uhhh,” it was a little wheeze of a groan. It sounded like he was getting excited…but he couldn’t get excited!

That was the day I learned the truth about sex.

Yes, boners are biological, but real sex happens in the mind.

I picked up the big, black one. It had fascinated me, and I looked at it.

And he looked at it. His eyes glistening. “Are you going to…are you going to…”

Tell the truth, I was a little creeped out.

I mean, he couldn’t fuck me, but the wild look in his eyes. This was real perv stuff. Fuck! What door had I unlocked?

I got on the bed, held the dildo in my hands. I was supposed to what? Just shove this thing up my pussy?

“Come here,” I asked, a bit throatily.

He came, eagerly. “What?”

“Get me ready.”

He dove between my legs. He lapped at my slit. He sucked on my clit. I could feel the softness of his tongue and the hardness of his teeth.

Finally, I was ready. Not greatly ready, but able to confront fucking a piece of plastic.

I pushed him away, spread my legs, and put the thing to my pussy.

He was a foot away, staring at my pussy.

“Go away,” I grunted, as I pushed the thing at my slit.

“What?”

“You’re creepy. Go away.”

Oh, the desperation on his face. “But…but…”

I looked around. “Go int the closest. Make me think you’re not here.”

He turned his head and looked at the closet, then he got up and ran to it. He slid in, his face sweaty and excited. The door was still open an inch, enough for his greedy eyes to scope me out, but I could at least pretend he wasn’t there, that I was alone…alone with my big, black dicked lover.

I pushed the head into me, and the pleasure was instant and excruciating. My hole just exploded, and I was only working the edge of it.

I slid it in a little, wiggling my hips and groaning at the goodness. Then, inch by inch, I engulfed the thing. I slid it all the way to the massive balls.

I held the balls, they gave me leverage, and I started fucking myself.

“Oh, God!” I cried out.

I heard a sound from the closet, but I managed to ignore it.

I rammed that thing into me, I felt like my pussy was being exploded, and sheer exhilaration and sex burst through me.

“Fuck!” I whimpered, jacking it harder and harder.

It was so big, twice as big around as Doug’s poor cock, and I could feel the veins on the sides sliding into me, irritating the nerves in such a wonderful way.

I began to lose track of my surroundings. There was nothing but this throbbing pole in my pussy. There was nothing but the back and forth as my nerves were rubbed one way then another.

“I began to whimper and cry at the same time. I lost track of everything except the giant in my cunt.

Suddenly, I began to scream meaningless words, phrases that had no meaning. I wasn’t aware of anything except this golden explosion, and I realized, as if from far away, that I was cumming.

I jacked and I jacked, and I came and I came.

Finally, eons later, I was done. Empty. My pussy actually hurt, but in the best possible way. I knew that I would be feeling this hurt in the coming days as my pussy recovered, that it would hurt, but in such a way that I loved it. A good way.

I flung the dildo away. It hit the wall and rolled across the floor.

The closet door moved an inch.

“Don’t come out!” I yelled. Funny, I didn’t think I could yell, but I had yelled that command at Doug.

The door closed.

I lay there, totally fucked out, and yet still horny. A big black dick. Every woman needs one.

I rolled off the bed and almost fell down. I caught myself and staggered.

I put on my clothes, starting with the half bra. My nipples peeked over the edge, and they hurt with a glorious goodness. I pulled on panties, and my lower lips felt like they had been rubbed raw. Well, they probably had. I had no idea how long I had lain on the bed and fucked myself.

I sat down at my make up table and caught sight of myself in the mirror. I was crying. Crying for the pleasure I had discovered.

“Are you all—“

“Shut up! Get back in that closet!”

The door clicked shut.

I sat there for a long time, staring at myself, and finally the tears stopped. But the white hot heat in my chest didn’t.

Finally, I put on my make up, repaired it, really. I made myself beautiful. I needed to. I was beautiful. I had just had the most incredibly great cum in the history of the world, and I deserved to look like a beautiful, ultimate woman.

Finally, I slipped into a housedress, combed my hair out, and left the room.

The closet door remained closed.

“Mr. Hotchkiss, we can find nothing wrong with you.”

We stared at her.

“The tests all came back and there is nothing wrong with you.”

“But why can’t I….why won’t my…”

“I’m going to refer you to another doctor.” She wrote on the back of one of her cards and handed it to me.

Willow Cather

Psychiatrist

Doug looked over my shoulder. “A psychiatrist? I’m not—“

“Shut up,” I snapped. Since that night of black dick love I had begun treating him more harshly.

And here’s the odd thing. I treated him harshly because he couldn’t get it up. He wasn’t a man. But it was me that made him that way.

And I treated him harshly because he was a peeping pervert, only wanting to watch me from hidden places. But it was me that made him that way.

The doctor didn’t even notice my tone.

“I suspect you’ve got some issues, Mr. Hotchkiss. This doctor will help you get to the bottom of them.”

He wanted to say something, but I glanced at him. He nodded.

“I’ll make an appointment for him,” I said, exerting my control.

“Excellent. Well, if that’s all…”

We left the office.

“I don’t want to see a psychiatrist,” his voice was low, careful. He didn’t want to make me mad.

“Too bad,” I said.

I was driving down the street. Part of my new personality demanded that I be the driver.

“But don’t I get any choice in this?”

I turned to him. “Honey, I’m doing this for your own good. You have a dick problem, and I’m not about to have my life wasted just because you can’t handle a little problem.:

“It’s not just a little problem. I can’t…”

“Doug,” I snapped. “If you don’t go see the psychiatrist I’m not going to let you hide in the closet anymore.:

Well, that did it. He shut right up and didn’t say another word.

“Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Hotchkiss. I’ve read Doug’s files, so let’s begin.” The psychiatrist was a pleasant, middle-aged woman with blue eyes and grey bubble haircut.

Doug and I sat down on a couch, next to each other.

“How long have you been unable to get an erection?”

Doug answered, and the questions began.

“How do you feel about your mother…do you hate your father…how often do you masturbate…do you watch porn…how many girlfriends have you had…”

And his answers started to come slower.

“Uh…I don’t know.”

“Thousands?”

“Oh…no.”

“Hundreds?”

“Uh…”

“Okay, let’s make this simple. Start listing them.”

“All of them?” He glanced at me.

I knew exactly what was happening. Maria had apprised me of the doctor’s methods, and I knew she was going to put Doug in a situation where he had to confess his infidelities.

“Of course. Let’s do this chronologically. Who was the first girl you ever…”

Doug named names. He had had a couple of girl friends in high school, maybe a dozen in college, then the list started to get big.

There was, uh, Janey. And—“

“And Janey was when?”

“My first job.”

We were married then, and I looked at him.

“Okay. And the second one?”

“Look, I don’t want—“

“Mr. Hotchkiss, Doug, many people lose the ability to erect from pornography. Do you watch a lot of porn.”

“Uh, some,” he was on the defensive.

“Define some.”

“I don’t know—“

“How many hours a day.”

“Uh…”

I nudged him. “Be honest.”

He looked incredibly guilty as he said, “Maybe three.”

I didn’t say a word. Dr. Cather made a note.

“Excellent,” Dr. Cather murmured. She looked up at Doug. “So we have one cause right there. Another cause would be cheating. A man cheats on his wife and he loses his erections. Do you cheat on your wife?”

“Uh…”

“Because that’s why we are listing your girlfriends. Your lovers. Women you have cheated on your wife with.”

“But, I don’t…” he looked like he was ready to cry.

“So I know it is tough, I know you are feeling unwanted emotions, but if you ever want your penis to function properly again you are going to have to finish this list of lovers.”

The office was silent for a long moment then.

“Mr. Hotchkiss. Who was your second lover at that first place you worked.”

“I…I…”

I decided now would be a good time to intervene. “It’s okay.”

He looked at me, his eyes tormented, his face miserable.

“Tell the truth now and we can work it out.”

“But…but…”

Now I didn’t command. I knew this was a fragile point in his life.

I faced him and said, “Doug, do you want your dick to work again?”

He started blubbering.

“Then be honest. No matter how much it hurts, be honest.”

“But you…you’ll…”

“I’ll what…”

He broke down and started sobbing.

The Doctor and I waited.

Finally, his tears lessening, Dr. Cather asked, “The girl…?”

“Her name was Alice.”

He couldn’t look at me. He couldn’t raise his head. He just looked down and started answering questions.

Samantha, Lauren, Roberta, Amanda…the list went on for a long time. My cheating, little hubby had been a busy boy.

I sat silently, and I wasn’t mad. I was distraught when I had first found out he was cheating, but I had had time to get over it. Besides, I was already having my revenge, so why bother getting mad?

Finally, he was done. He sat completely defeated, his mind shattered, his soul in ruins.

“Okay, Mr. Hotchkiss, we have made good progress.”

He finally looked up at her, he couldn’t look at me. “What am I supposed to do?”

Dr. Cather smiled wanly. “Well, that is really up to your wife.”

“My…my wife?”

“Yes. You see, it is her that you have wronged. You hurt her. And that hurt you, and the eventual result was that you lost the ability to have erections.”

“But what do I do?”

“You are going to to have to earn her trust.”

“How do I do that?”

“Do anything she says.”

“Anything?” He risked a side glance at me. There was a lot of fright in his face.

“Absolutely anything. Pretend her word is law. Make it so. Once she sees that you are sincere the healing process can begin.”

“I do anything she wants and I get my dick back.”

“Yes.”

“But what if…what if…” he again glanced at me, “what if she asks me to do something that I can’t…I can’t…”

“Oh, come now, Doug. She’s your wife. I doubt very seriously whether she would ever do anything to hurt you, and, in fact, I am sure that—“

“I want to dress him up like a girl and fuck him.”

Talk about a silence. Everything was deathly still. I hadn’t intended to say anything, but…heart of hearts, it just came out.

Now he looked at me, and his face was totally stunned. “You want to…”

“If you want me to forgive you…you’ll have to dress up like a girl. Completely, totally. A girl. Then I use one of my dildos on you. I’ll get a strap on and…” I stopped talking.

Dr. Cather scrutinized me.

Doug stared at me.

Finally, Dr. Cather said, “Well, it looks like we have a plan.”

Doug’s head spun towards her. “What?” He actually squeaked.

“It’s actually sound psychology. Be what you have hurt, then you can understand, and then the other person will see that you are sincere in your empathy.”

“But…but I can’t—“

“Then you’ll never be healed,” Dr. Cather commiserated.

“No boners for you,” I said.

I thought, for a while there, that Doug might actually have a heart attack, the way he was breathing, gasping for air. But he finally calmed down. We said our good byes to the good doctor and headed for home.

Doug sat, looking at the floorboards. He whispered, “I’m sorry.”

“Okay,” I responded without much feeling.

“”But can’t you forgive me? Without…without…”

I pulled into the parking lot at Romantix Sex Toys. He looked at the building. “What?”

“Go but a strap on harness for a dildo.”

“A…a…”

“And think about what dick you would like to take.”

“But I…but I…”

He finally gave up and went into the building. He came out with a small bag.

I walked into the living room and tossed my car keys on the side table. I sat down in his easy chair, flipped the lever and put my feet up.

He walked in behind me, head down. “Can’t we talk about this?”

“Sure,” I looked at him. “I want dinner. I want the dishes done. I want the laundry done. I want my feet rubbed.”

“And then you’ll forgive me?”

“Then I’ll be in a mood to fuck your ass.”

“But…but…”

“But before you do anything I want you to go put on one my bras, my panties, and a dress. And bring me down some red lipstick.

“Shoo.”

He actually shoo-ed.

I watched Fox news for a while. I got up and went in and got a bourbon and Coke. I sat down again.

I wondered whether Tucker Carlson had a dick. And if he did, how big it was. He didn’t look like the kind of guy who had a big—

“Is this okay?”

I turned my head. Doug stood there in a dress. I could see the panty lines and the straps on his shoulders.

I held out my hand and he put a tube of lipstick in it.

I had him bend down and I squeezed his cheeks and rolled on the lipstick.

He stood back, flaming red, and I said, “It’s a start. You’ll need a lot of work, but it’s a start.

I often wonder whether, if Doug had just given in right away, we would have gone so far.

But he didn’t, so the days passed, and I schooled him on making his body hairless, women’s clothes, long nails, and make up.

Within a matter of weeks he was prancing around the house, often in a maid’s black outfit, but always in woman’s clothes. I bought him a wig, and high heels, and he had his own outfits and make up. He took care of the house, did all the housework, inside and out, male and female. And he did seem relatively happy.

At least, he did when he came out of the closet after a long session of watching me pleasure myself.

But there was always that one piece that resisted, that wanted breaking.

So the days passed, and the weeks, and the months.

It was actually getting close to six months, his shot was about to wear off, when he finally broke.

He entered the living room, duster in hand, quite beautiful, actually, and knelt in front of me.

“Ma’am?”

“Yes, Dougie?”

“I think…I think I’m ready to…to do what you want.”

“Are you sure?”

I lifted his chin and gazed into his perfectly made up face. His hair was long now, and we kept it coiffed. “Are you sure?”

He forced himself to keep his eyes on me. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well. Get two drinks and bring them to the bedroom.

When he arrived in the bedroom and presented me with a glass of bourbon and Coke I was ready. I was wearing nothing but the strap on. I had placed the big, black dick in it. It jutted out like a big, huge baseball bat.

He looked at the dick, and his throat worked.

“Drink,” I said, and he did.

Then: “Do we…is that…”

“You stalled so long…I think it is necessary we use the big one.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Up we go.”

He climbed on to the bed. He didn’t often get on the bed these days. I let him eat me a bit, especially if I was feeling like the big, black dick, but then he had to sleep on the floor. I was thinking about making him sleep in the kitchen, curled up like a dog. It was a warm, nice feeling.

“On all fours, your ass towards me.”

He knelt and pointed his fanny in my direction.

I didn’t waste much time. I lubed him up, even though he wasn’t much of a man he needed lube, and I reamed his ass with my fingers.

He began groaning, and I smiled.

“You’re going to like this,” I said.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I put the head of my dick on his brown star and began pushing.

For a moment it was difficult, and he made a sound like he was in pain, then the lube worked, the brown ring opened up, and the head of my cock slipped into his nethers.

He flattened out, just collapsed and gave way. I was prepared for that, however, and I stayed with him, riding him down to the mattress.

“Oh…” he half yelped, half screamed.

I held still and let him get used to it.

He lay there, and the pain went away. Finally, he nodded.

I began to push into him. inch by inch.

“Oh…” he groaned.

Then I was in. Balls deep.

“Oh…oh…” he whimpered.

I smiled and began to ride him.

It was quite enjoyable, actually. I felt like with every stroke I was taking over some bit of him, taking over his power and making it into my own.

He was lightly sobbing, but I don’t think it hurt. I think he liked it. At least, his fanny started pushing back at me.

For long minutes I slowly went in and out, I could feel his prostate give way, and semen slithered out of his dick.

Wasn’t that interesting? His dick was limper than a drunken noodle, but he still had semen. Will wonders never cease!

Finally, all done, I pulled it out. Tears streaming from his face, his happy face, he looked at me, nodded, and went to clean himself up.

The next day, interestingly enough, he didn’t ask to be forgiven.

But I expected him to.

So I brought it up.

He was serving me lunch, and I asked, “Would you like to be forgiven? Or take hormones?

“Hormones, ma’am?”

“Yes. I think you would look wonderful with some real breasts. those breasts forms are okay, but…” I shrugged.

“So you forgive me…and I get my erections back..or…or…”

“Or you take hormones and grow a pair.”

I expected him to say he wanted to get his erections back. I mean, it must have been torture in that closet, having a mental hard on, but to be deprived of his real hard one. I was surprised, however, when he said, “I’ll take the hormones, ma’am. If it’s all right with you.

I nodded and dismissed him. Her. I would have to get another six month pill for him, but he had chosen to stay limp.

Life is interesting.

I had started out getting a little revenge, and discovered in myself a whole new person.

And I had discovered in my husband a whole new person.

Yes. Life is interesting…and I made a mental note to write a check, to make a large donation, to the Hubby Hotline.

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 Cop

It was a job a man couldn’t do…


PART ONE

“Rogers, your transfer came through.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Report to Captain Thompson, Vice.”

“Yes, sir.”

I turned and left the room. The other patrolmen wouldn’t meet my eyes.

As I walked through the station I thought about my situation.

I was 24, youngest guy on the squad. And I was also the shortest. And because I trained for triathalons I was the skinniest. And no one wanted to partner with me because they didn’t feel I could hold my own.

In a firefight I wasn’t strong enough to tote a buddy off the field. If a couple of gang bangers decided to wrestle, I wasn’t going to be strong enough to do the job.

It didn’t matter that I had devoted my life to being a cop, and it didn’t matter that I was trained in hand to hand, 8 years of some very brutal karate, they didn’t perceive me as big and strong, and perception is everything.

So I had volunteered for vice. I would have to wear greasy clothes and smoke dope to do my job.

Sheee-it!

But at least. I wouldn’t be looked down or even avoided.

I arrived at vice and walked in.

“Yo?” asked a guy who looked like he hadn’t shaved in a month, and whose hair was down to his shoulders.

“Captain Thompson?”

He looked up at me. “New guy, eh? Tommy’s across the hall. She’s waiting for you so just go on in.”

“Hey…”

He stopped his paperwork and looked up at me.

“What’s it like working here?”

He smiled. “Best fuckin’ job in the universe…if you can handle it.”

“Oh, thanks.”

I turned, crossed the hall, gave a knock on a frosted window and entered a small room.

“Captain Thompson, Tommy, was a damned knock out. She wore long, auburn hair, definitely not regulation. Her uniform was pressed to a crease, her breasts stretched it. Made up like a movie star, but better looking. Blue eyes, long hair, and killer, red lips. You know the kind I mean, that sensuous curve that makes her look like she loves you every time she smiles.

“Sam Rodgers, ma’am.” I saluted.

She laughed, pointed at a chair. “Sit.”

I sat. At attention.

She shook her head, gave me one of her killer smiles. “We don’t stand on a lot of formality here. If you see me in uniform outside this office you should salute. I’ll chew your ass out if you don’t.

“In here, behind doors, or if you see me dressed like a slut, I’m Tommy. It helps keep everybody in persona.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Yes, Tommy,” she pointed those blues at me and I knew there was a bite behind the smile.

“Yes, Tommy.”

She smiled. Whew.

“Okay, I’ve read your record, and the watch commander and the captain…they’re full of shit.”

“Ma—“ I caught myself, “Tommy?”

“They don’t really see people as they are, they look for the big frames, the ability to rassle some dirt bag to the ground, that sort of thing. All things that real police should never do. You want to get in a wrestling match with some 300 pound asshole on crack?”

“Not really.”

“Good. Did you study jointlocks and takedowns when you learned Karate?”

“Yes.”

“That’s what we want. If you ever have to use your shit then we want it clean and smooth. Not a lot of bruises, and in condition to see a judge without worrying about charges of police brutality.

“Yes.” It felt so weird to not say ‘ma’am.’

“How do you feel about sucking cock.”

That was a blinker.

“I’ve…uh…never…”

“Well, don’t worry. You probably won’t. But if you do, then just remember it’s just a piece of flesh. Like a finger or a toe. You do it, you swallow, if you’re that good, and you don’t compromise your cover. Got it?”

“I understand.”

“You think you can suck cock if you have to?”

“I…I guess I’ll have to try.”

She smiled.

“We’re going to make you into a tranny.”

“A…” my jaw just sort of hung there, showing my tongue and fillings.

“Oh, don’t worry. You’ll like it. Every guy does.

“Now, we’re infiltrating a gang called the Cyclops. The one eye they  wish to be known for is on the end of their dicks. Don’t underestimate any of them, they are bad ass. They like to keep a few women around, and they especially like to keep a couple of trannies around.

“Are you ready to put on your new identity?”

“Yes…Tommy.”

She stood up, and blew me away. Sitting down her posture didn’t present her tits, sort of covered them. Standing up I could see she was one of the most well endowed women I had ever seen. And she wasn’t so big to be too big. She was just right, plus a cup size or two.

“Come on, girlfriend, time to teach you the tricks of the trade.”

She walked down the hall and keyed into a room. She locked the door.

A long table stood against one wall. On the wall above it was a mirror, above the mirror were a row of bright, round light bulbs. On the table were trays of potions and lotions, creams and brushes and lipstick and…everything.

Along the other side of the room was a rack filled with clothes. On a shelf over the rack a row of wigs stood on little stands.

At the end of the room was a bathroom.

A man was sitting at the far end. He was wearing a dress and running a pencil under his eyes. He glanced at us. “Hey, Tommy. New guy?”

“Hi, Jackson. Yeah. Meet T-Rex.”

Jackson turned and inspected me. He nodded approval. Great name. Tranny?”

“The biggest and the best.”

He laughed and went back to his eyes.

“Here’s where we do our magic. Strip.”

“What?”

“Take off your clothes, all of them.”

I did, and was a little embarrassed by my hard on.

She laughed. “Hey, Jackson, he hasn’t even started and he’s growing.”

Jackson laughed, then began putting on lipstick.

I turned red.

“Don’t worry, lover. You’re going to get that shit all the time.”

“And you’ll love it.” Jackson quipped.

“Yep. You’ll love it. Now, put this all over your body.” She handed me a bottle of Nair.

Dutifully, I slathered the goo on my body. I wasn’t a hairy sort, anyway, but I would have no hair after this.

“Get your balls better.”

I did, my erection wasn’t going away. Tommy didn’t seem to care.

“Okay, just stand there, tell me when it burns.” She sat down in a chair. “Your non-gang name is Johnny Rogers.”

“That’s close enough to your real name you won’t have trouble remembering it. You have the same birthdate, the same town you grew up in, but you went to Standish High, not Gregson High.

“We try to give you a cover that’s easy to remember, but don’t worry. All your records will be changed, your history will be altered, by this time next week your history will be changed all the way back to the day you were born.

“Wow.”

Jackson stood up, put on a wig, and sauntered past us. He winked at Tommy. “Put me in, coach, I’m ready to play-ay-ay-ay.” Huey Lewis and the News.

Tommy slapped his ass and told him to have a good life.

She never told anybody to be careful, because, I was to find out, you didn’t succeed if you were careful. Your cover got blown and at best you would be beaten until all your bones were broken. At worse…you don’t want to know worst.

“It’s burning.”

“Take a shower. And jack off while you’re in there.”

“Jack…are you serious?”

“We’ve got to get your monster down if we’re going to do this. Later I can get you some pills, if it’s a problem. It usually is. Men who dress like women tend to get the biggest boners. Go on.”

I walked down to the bathroom, feeling really weird, my skin heating up.

In the shower I watched as my hairs went circling down the drain. Heysoos Xristo. What the heck I had I sign up for? I mean, I had volunteered, everybody told me my height wouldn’t work against me in vice, might even work for me, but…Heysoos!

I stepped out, dried myself off with a towel that was on a rack and looked fresh, and returned to where Tommy was working on her nails.

“I sure wish they’d invent a nail that wouldn’t break.” She held her hands up and inspected her work. She turned to me. “Sit there and give me your hand.”

“I’m going to…okay.”

I sat, and watched as she painted my nails. She noticed my erection standing up in my lap. She shook her head. “Couldn’t do it, eh?”

“I…sorry. It’s just too weird.”

“With me in the same room? Don’t my big tits excite you?”

I opened my mouth, closed it, opened it, and she laughed.

“I told you, get over your shit. You can’t be blushing and all embarrassed if you’re going to be T-rex. You have to be a mean ass tranny, ready to fight.”

“Ready to fight?”

“I’ll tell you a secret. If you’re ready to fight, you won’t have to. If you’re not ready, you’re going to be fighting. A lot. Other hand.”

I put my other hand on the table and looked at the one she had just done.

She had repaired my male nails, given me fake nails that were sharp and pointed, and painted them blood red.

“Fuck,” I blurted.

She laughed as she worked on my other hand. “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

A few minutes later, I was always amazed at how fast she worked, both hands were done.

“Hard shell finish, baby, but they can break. Try to take care of them. Now put these on.” She handed me a thong.

I inspected the thong. It was like a triangular band aid with a couple of strings. I stepped into the thong. My boner, of course, pushed the material out and made wearing it impossible.

“I…uh…”

“Told you. When I say to jack, then you jack. Stand here.”

I stood in front of her. My eyes opened when she reached forward and touched my cock. My cock bounced, hard, and she grabbed it with her whole hand.”

“Oh,” I blurted, my knees growing weak.

She stroked me, and with her other hand trailed her nails around my head.

“Uh…”

“Now pay attention. If you have to do this it’s best to get the subject off as quick as you can. Saves on the make up, and if you have an aversion it helps to get it over with.”

She then grabbed my testicles, squeezed them, and began sucking on the head. Her red lips were bright against my skin, and I watched in fascination as her head bobbed back and forth. Her mouth was moist and I shortly felt the urge growing.

The door opened and a man walked in.

“Hi, Tommy. New guy?”

“Ummm hmmmph,” she acknowledge, around a mouthful of my cock.

The man sat down at the other end of the make up table and began applying his own make up. “You think the Dodgers will win this year?”

“Uh mmmuh.”

“I take it that’s a no.”

I let loose. My knees buckled and she placed one clawed hand around one of my buttocks and steadied me. Rope after rope shot down her throat.

“Ahhh….uh…uh…”

The guy down the table ignored the sounds of my release.

“They got a new pitcher. I think they’re going to be strong.”

Tommy moved her head away, swallowed. Licked her lips and swallowed again. “Yeah, but they don’t have any base runners. The Dodgers never win unless they have a good base stealer or two.”

“Hmmm. Maybe.”

Talk ceased then as Tommy returned her attention to me.

“That was a freebie. Next time you’re going to have to do yourself. Pull up your panties.”

I did, and found that my package was now secured behind the little triangle of material.

“Okay, here’s the tool you need to use.”

She held up a small piece of material. It looked like a ribbon. She pulled my panties down and tied it around the head of my dick.

“Don’t cut off your circulation, then thread it under the ass up the crack like this.”

She pulled the ribbon and my dick went down and between my legs. She then tied the ribbon to the back of my thong.

“Your panties have been selected for strength, so this shouldn’t break. But if it does, the worst that will happen is the gang will want to bang you. All of them. So make sure you use new panties often.”

Then she put her hands under my balls and…lifted.

“Huh!” I grunted, then they suddenly slipped into my pelvis.

“Your balls are in the pocket they were in before you grew up and they descended. It feels weird now, but you’ll grow to like it. A smooth front is a blessing.

She pulled my thong up and told me to go look in a mirror.

I did, and I was amazed. My front was flat, I had no package to speak of.

“Not bad, eh?” she stood next to me and grinned. “You can try out gaffes, tummy shapers, things like that. But whatever you do, make sure you masturbate before you go to work.

I shook my head wonderingly, and admired my now girlish front.

“Okay. Let’s pop some titties on you.”

She went back to the bathroom and returned with a pair of falsies and a bottle of glue.

She put a bra on me and positioned the falsies. She made little marks with an eyebrow pencil, then took the bra off, rubbed glue into my chest and on the back of one of the falsies, then pressed it onto my chest. As she held it in place she said, “We use strong glue. You don’t want to have no stinkin’ accidents. You’ll have to sleep on these puppies at night, but you’ll get used to it.

“Okay,” I said.

She did the other one, and when the glue was dry she told me to go look in a mirror.

I couldn’t believe it. I had a boy’s body, but no groin and a pair of nice sized boobs.

Oh, they looked fake, but Tommy reassured me. “You can blend make up and go low cut if you wish, but I don’t recommend that. You’re going to have enough to worry about without somebody getting upset because you’re not real.”

That was food for thought.

The guy at the end of the table suddenly stood up, now a woman, and I realized that these guys worked fast and knew their stuff. He slapped Tommy’s ass and left the room.

“Now. Make up.”

Expertly she creamed my face, cleansed it, brushed it, sponged it, and did all the things a woman has to do to look beautiful. And she made it look easy.

And she explained everything as she went. Finally, starting to work on my eyes, she said, “Don’t worry. In a week you’ll be doing this yourself. It’s not difficult.”

She painted my eyelids a soft charcoal color, then mascara-ed my eyelashes. She hovered over me as she did this, and I was uncomfortably aware of how close her lips were.

Finally, she pulled out lip stain.

“We’re going to make you bright red. It’s lip stain, and it’ll last longer than normal lipstick, and if it fades you can always pop it up with a little lipstick or gloss.”

She stood back. “Oh, yeah. Miss Knock Out 2018.”

I looked in the make up mirror and didn’t recognize myself. She had plumped my lips and they looked larger. She had plucked my eyebrows and they were a delicate arch. She had shadowed my cheeks and artificially redistributed my face fat.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Sorry, you’re not my type,” she laughed, was pleased with her handiwork. “Okay, let’s talk clothes.”

As I tried on dresses, became familiar with the different styles and how to wear them, my mind was working.

I was a cop. Or was I?

I was a man. Or was I?

Or was I a woman?

Oddly, though it had been kinky and erotic and wild, I felt like it was sort of…normal.

Like putting on make up and wearing beautiful clothes was something I should have been doing before this.


PART TWO

We were driving past a dirty, dingy gas station with seven bays. The bays had been boarded up, and the boards graffitied, and a half dozen cars were on blocks at the back of the building. Tommy was driving her own car, a 90’s Mustang with a few dings.

“We’re going in there?”

Tommy ignored me and continued with her briefing.

“A tran named Obama Baby told you about this club. You just arrived in LA. Don’t appear desperate or they’ll turn you into a hooker. Be arrogant, talk back, but try to be funny. Make ‘em laugh and they’ll figure you’re good.

Make them laugh. Holy heysoos on a roller coaster with broken seat belts. Here I was, dressed up and ready to go, and I was supposed to be a comedian.

“I’ll have a couple of fellows on the outside the first night, but we can’t wire you, or even come in while you’re there. When these boys check people out they get pretty paranoid.”

“Anything I’m supposed to be looking for? Drug deals? Car theft? Anything?”

“No. And don’t think about it. Get in the frame of mind of somebody who is looking for a place to settle. That stuff can come later. And, I’ll tell you the truth, we often don’t know what we’re looking for. But this gang is well connected, rumors will fly, so you just make friends and keep your ears open. Got it?”

“I guess so. Yeah.”

Tommy grinned. “Don’t look so worried. You have a good feel to you. You just relax, let your ass sway, but not too much, and they’ll be interested.”

“And rape me.”

“If you think they will then you’ll put out that kind of vibe, and they will. If you don’t put out that vibe then you’re good to go.”

“Okay.”

She drove back to the station then. She stopped in the parking lot and turned to me.

“The first night is always the roughest. You get through the first night and you’ll have a home in vice for along time. We need people who can put on fake identities, and we really need people like you, who can play a tranny. Any questions?”

I shook my head, and I considered her words.

People who could look like me. Apparently not too many cops could put on a dress. I could. On one hand that made me special. On the other hand…I constantly found myself enjoying the game.

Make up, tight fitting clothes, learning the mannerisms that girls, and especially trans girls, effected.

“Okay, then. Give me a call at 9 tonight. The fellows will be in place, and I’ll have my ear to the ground.”

“But I’m on my own.”

“You always were.”

She touched my cheek then, a curious gesture of friendship.

Nine ten. A shabby four by eight piece of plywood was hand painted with the name. The Adonis Club.

Adonis was supposed to have been a beautiful boy who was killed by a boar. I hoped that wasn’t a harbinger.

I stepped off the bus and stood on the sidewalk and looked around and mentally prepared myself. I wore brown leather boots, a plaid skirt that was too short, and a jacket over a black tee. In addition I had bangles, ear rings, and a thin, silver choker. Tommy had helped me pick out my ensemble, giving me advice on everything.

It had been a month since I started learning the trans ropes, and it was fascinating. Pads to round out the hips. Speech that could slur but had to include ‘darling,’ or some other feminism. A free swinging way of pronouncing my freedom from the constrictions of society.

I had been on several dry runs, talked with real trannies, and been briefed and de-briefed until I was nauseous.

I walked across the pavement, my purse swinging from my shoulder. The sound of music grew louder.

And it was good music. Tommy had told me the Adonis was a special place, ugly on the outside, but classy on the inside.

I noted a couple of girls standing to one side of the entrance. I nodded to them, but when they pointedly ignored me I lifted my head and passed them by.

There was no doorman, but I was watched. I was watched so hard I could feel the hair on the back of my neck prickling.

A long bar. Every kind of alcohol known to man on the wall behind the bar. Three bar tenders. Six waitresses buzzing amongst the tables.

I paused and scoped the place.

A live band, the Agnostics. How cute. A piano player, a bass player and a lead guitar. Not a lot of weight there, but they made it work. The bass man laid down the beat and the piano player futzed around, seemingly going off on his own. But the guitarist reined him in, kept him in check, and two of the fellows sang a sweet harmony.

“You need something?”

A fellow with greasy hair and a big zit on the side of his face spoke to me.

“I don’t know.”

“You here for the job?”

Aha! Opportunity. But don’t appear eager.

I turned to the fellow, leaned my face closer to his. I spoke familiarly, but without pushing. “I didn’t, but I might. You have a corner table where I can just watch for a few minutes?”

He considered me, and he liked what he saw. “Come on.”

He led me through the tables to a small, round one at the end of the bar. It was back from the traffic lane to the bathrooms, and alone enough for me to watch, and be watched.

“I’ll bring you a beer. Jimmy’s at that table over there,” he pointed with his chin. “You feel like it you can go talk to him.”

“Thanks.”

He disappeared, a beer appeared, and I sipped like a lady, and wanted to guzzle like a gorilla. My heart was pounding, my blood was racing, my head felt like a race track.

But I kept calm, tried to look a bit snooty, without being too snooty, and watched the action.

And there was action.

The girls were subtle, but I could see they were palming packets of white powder. I could see runners keeping them supplied. Yet it was all so low key, and they shut it down at the slightest provocation, somebody unfamiliar coming through the door and people around the bar shifted and packets disappeared.

I considered the way this worked.

A guy with a bag of dope in the hallway. He could hit the bathroom fast and dump everything. And a back door that led to an alley enclosed by a fence. With cameras.

For that matter cameras all over the place. The girls were being watched, the bar people were being watched, and I knew I was being watched seven ways from go.

It was a careful operation. Low key, dealing only with proven people.

After fifteen minutes, my beer empty, I stood up and crossed the room to the man named Jimmy. I made sure I let my ass sway and I looked at him with fluttery eyes. Enough so he would know I was checking him out, but trying to be subtle.

He had snake eyes. Black pits that just stared at you. His complexion had a few pock marks on it, but nothing to indicate heavy usage. A black tee, tight, like one of those copper compression shirts. But it was probably just his muscles. He had a lot of them, and they were adorned with tats.

A skull winking, a woman kneeling in front of…him? God, the vanity of the man! A motorcycle. Roses with vines festooning. A legend: ‘It ain’t over till I say it’s over!’ A heart with an ax in it, dripping blood.

It was all good work, no prison tats, just real artistry.

Yet, for all his ominousness, he greeted me with cheer. “Hey, babe. How you doing?”

“Right as rain, sweetheart. Bar man told me you were Jimmy.”

“The one and only.” He slid to the side and patted the seat. “Plant yourself and let’s see what grows.”

I let loose a blurt of a grin. I was an amateur and wanted to look like it.

Jimmy raised a finger and the bar man nodded. Shortly another beer was planted in front of me.

“You new in town?”

“Just got in. Texas.” Not many strippers came from Texas, they usually went there.

“Anybody recommend you?”

“Obama Baby.”

He laughed. “Names always crack me up. That guy behind the bar, the one that’s a girl, her name is Harpo. She told me she figured it out watching Oprah.”

I blinked at the stupidity of that, and covered it up with a giggle.

“The guy who let you in. Johnny Quickdraw. We don’t let him have a gun, but he likes to think big of himself.”

“Don’t we all,” I murmured.

“So what’s yours? I won’t laugh.”

“T-Rex,” I said proudly. I had worked for a week to be able to pronounce that silly name with pride.

He nodded. “That’s not bad. Better than Obama Baby.”

A customer came in then and looked around. He looked like a biker, plenty tough, and had the cut off jean jacket on. He spotted Jimmy and came over to him.

“Hey, Jimmy.”

“Hey, Rube.” There was something suddenly cold in Jimmy’s voice.

“I wanted to apologize for the other night. I had too many. I won’t let it happen again.”

Jimmy lightened up, but his face didn’t crack a grin. “We all do it, why don’t you go get a beer. On me.” He motioned to the bar man, who nodded.

Rube sighed in relief. “Thanks for understanding.”

“No problemo. But it ain’t gonna happen again.” He squinted his eyes.

“No, sir. And thank you.”

Jimmy waved a hand dismissively and the biker walked away. I could see the Hell’s Angel death head insignia sewn on the back.

“That was a Hell’s Angel,” I murmured, letting a touch of awe into my voice.

Jimmy smiled. “He’s okay. Just got a little drunk the other night.”

“What’d he do?”

Jimmy showed his teeth to me. “Some things little girls shouldn’t ask about.”

“Oh.” I drank some of my beer.

Then he got a far away look in his eyes. “‘Sides, I got an agreement with the bikers.”

I thought about that. That was something to be on the look out for. Deals with bikers, and I knew that most bikers dealt in drugs.

“Johnny Quickdraw said you might be looking for a job.”

“I am. I just got into town and…Oh, I already said that.” I looked abashed.

He laughed. “Long as you don’t forget orders you’re fine. “Start tomorrow?”

“Oh, that’s great,” I showed relief.

“Need coin, eh?”

“I’m okay.”

“Yeah. Okay.” But he knew I wasn’t. “You’re one of my girls now. Nobody gives you shit. You want to fuck somebody, or blow them, get a little extra cash, it’s okay, long as the customers don’t go thirsty. Work it out with the other girls.”

“Okay.” That was a relief. I wasn’t looking to be a member of the blow job club, let alone the ‘take it up the ass’ club.

He regarded me for a long moment. “You don’t mind me asking, how long you been a girl?”

I lowered my head as if blushing. He wouldn’t be able to see my color, but he would think I was. “I was a boy last month.”

“Then you took off and came here. Gutsy, girl.”

“Thank you.”

We had another beer, then I excused myself. He was fine with that. The night life was starting to explode and he was going to be busy. I left the club, hopped a bus, and made sure I wasn’t followed.

“How’d it go?” asked Tommy. She was sitting in the make up room. Jackson was there and it looked like they were just bullshitting.

“Went great. He offered me a job.”

“Ha!” She turned to Jackson, who sadly put a fiver in her hand.

“I told Jackson you were good. Walks in cold and gets a job. Ha!”

“Yeah, yeah.” Jackson groused. But he wasn’t really unhappy. I was sure he’d get his money back on some other bet.

The weeks went by fast. Work was actually fun, though it was not what I had expected, though I should have.

I had hand prints all over my ass.

I had men slobbering all over me, asking for dances.

Even Johnny Quickdraw was trying to get into my pants.

Tommy had me wear a wire one night. Dry run. Concealed it in my bra, miniature stuff that even if anybody saw it they wouldn’t suspect. Then we decided it was too risky.

A couple of cops came in, undercover, and Jimmy saw them right off. A few hand signs and the cops were waited on politely, but had no chance to do anything.

One of them, a couple of days later, told me he didn’t understand how I did it. “I been in and out of every mess there is, never got caught. But those bozos sized me up before I took three steps.

“I just got lucky,” I told him.

And the guys were betting money as to when I could join the Blow Job club. Tommy laughed at them, said it would happen, but she wasn’t about to bet. She did hold the money, though, and told me when the kitty was up to a thousand bucks.

A thousand bucks! I couldn't believe it. Just for a blow job. but I still had no intention of giving one.

I was a guy, damn it!

But Tommy said otherwise.

“Look. They’re going to get suspicious. They’re all making money on the side, lots of money. And if you don’t do it you’re going to blow your cover.

“Better my cover than some sleazy dick.”

She reached into my pants then, I wasn’t in ‘uniform,’ and said, “When you blow a guy you have to make it fast. The hotter you are, the sooner he goes, the sooner you get his cock out of your mouth.”

“Hey!”

Then she started talking about wrist motion, what to do with your tongue, the sensitive spots on a dick. How to squeeze the balls to get the most milk out.

With one mind I listened, with another mind I resisted. I did NOT want to blow somebody.

A few weeks later I changed my mind.

Jimmy talked to everybody. He poked into their lives. If somebody was short he’d give them an advance. When one of the girls had to go to a funeral he paid for her flight, her hotel, everything. If one of the guys got beat up outside the club, a couple of Jimmy’s boys went a’calling.

But it was business, all business. He didn’t have a heart of gold, he had the shrewd knowledge that a happy ship won’t capsize.

“T-Rex!”

I turned to Quick Draw. “Hey, honey.”

“Jimmy wants to see you.”

I went to see him, but he wasn’t at his table.

‘Upstairs,’ one of the girls mouthed, and she pointed towards the stairs just inside the back hallway.

I went up the stairs, knocked on the door, and walked in.

Jimmy was there, along with a creep named Russo, and a big fat guy, one of those kinds with the hairy ass crack showing above his backside.

“Hey, T-Rex. How you doing?”

“Pretty good. What can I get you guys?” I thought they wanted a steak sandwich or something. Shows how stupid I was.

“A blow job.”

I froze.

They were watching me. Mean, reptilian eyes. Gauging me. Seeing what I was going to do.

There was nothing else for it. I shrugged. Okay, who’s first.”

The big fat guy stood up. He was not just fat, he was tall. Six foot six, probably 350 pounds. He unzipped his fly and took out a nice-sized hog.

“Do me good and you can do me twice.” He grinned, showing dirty teeth.

I went over the things Tommy had told me. I tried to remember all the subtle points. I had to make it look like I knew how to blow cocks. something inside of me was shrieking. My heart was pounding.

I went to the couch and lifted up a pillow. I threw it on the floor and knelt on it.

The big, fat biker moved forward.

I took his cock in my hand, and suddenly, I wasn’t nervous. I was fascinated. I had never held another man’s cock in my hand before. I had never seen one up close, smelled it, felt it.

It was a sausage and a half, but only a chub.

“Geez,” I whined. “This is a club!”

The biker laughed, liking the appreciation. Jimmy and the other man just watched. Their faces were solemn and I knew they were judging me.

I stroked the cock for a short minute, felt his balls, which were quite big, by the way. Blood pulsed into his penis and it rose up, and it really was a club.

“It’s too big,” I murmured. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

Jimmy was watching.

I licked the head. A slow lick that roughed up the underside of the head. Tommy had told me this was the most sensitive area, and it really was. The big guy groaned and his whole body gave a shiver.

I put the head in my mouth. I closed my jaws and opened them. He felt the pressure and liked it. He grabbed the sides of my head. He began to rock back and forth.

His big penis began to slide in, pull out. For a big guy he was pretty darned gentle, and I actually enjoyed the sensation of his shaft brushed against my throat.

“Mmm. This bitch is good.”

I sucked, I nibbled on the head. He wasn’t clean, but it wasn’t just my cocksucking skills that were at issue here. It was my life.

I lost track of time. I became immersed in the problem of making the biker cum. I gripped his fat ass with one hand and squeezed. I brushed a digit up his crack, making him shiver and moan.

He was really hard now, and I could feel him pulsing.

Only one thing left to do now, swallow his cum.

I couldn’t gag. I couldn’t back off. I had to take his squirt in my mouth and drink it. All of it. And wipe my lips like I wanted more.

“UNNH!” He reared back slightly, his cock pulsed, and the first splash of semen hit the back of my throat.

I felt like I wasn’t there. Like I was a ghost on the other side of the room. Yet I felt the semen shooting down my throat.

And yet, for a guy who was removed emotionally, I liked it. I liked the warm, salty ooze that had hit hard, and then trickled down. I felt the warmth seeping downward. He kept shooting. I kept swallowing, gulping, and when he was done I loved that cock some more. I licked it and sucked it, and I wasn’t faking. One of the guys back at the station was a thousand dollars richer. But I knew I was going to make a lot more downstairs. The door to making money by blow jobs was officially open.

“You next?” I asked Russo.

He didn’t smile. He was a cold bastard. He just stood up and came over, unzipped himself, and poked his meat in my face.

The biker stuffed his sausage back in his greasy jeans and went back to sit down next to Jimmy.

Russo was medium. Nothing special. I took his cock in hand, slurped it, ran my lips back and forth. And he came rather fast. Which was actually a disappointment to me. I wanted to experience more cock. I wanted to suck for a long time and feel massive amounts of sperm shoot into me. He just fucked my mouth a little gave a couple of squirts, and was done.

I sat back on my heels and wiped my mouth. My lipstick was messed. I had cum stains on my cheeks and under one eye.

“You want me to do you? Jimmy?”

Jimmy turned to Russo and the fat biker. “Talk to you next week.”

They left. I looked in the mirror over his wet bar and said, “I’m a mess.”

“You did good, honey.”

“How come? How come you had me blow them?”

Jimmy poured me a shot of bourbon. Good stuff. Sipping bourbon. He handed it to me. After all the cum I had just ingested I needed to wash my throat out. It didn’t taste bad, tasted pretty good, actually, but there is always  a slimy residue when you suck cock.

He sat back and watched me sip. I made sure I coughed.

“You don’t make extra money like the other girls. Makes me suspicious.” Just like Tommy had said. I groaned inside.

He said, “So why don’t you?”

Reasons. I had to give him a good reason. I fluttered my eyelashes gently. I then gulped the last of the bourbon, coughed, and placed the glass down.

“My daddy.”

“Your daddy?” confused.

“He used to come into my bedroom. He…did things.”

Jimmy said nothing, but the room was electric.

“I…I just don’t….but,” I shrugged. “It wasn’t bad. I really should make some extra money. I could use it.”

“‘Sup to you.” He shrugged.

And I knew he wasn’t totally convinced. I had to get him on my side. I had to.

I whispered, “Jimmy?”

He tilted his head.

“Am I messed up?”

He sat still.

And I, genius that I am, started to cry. Oh, not big tears, but little drips that filled my eyes and didn’t quite overflow.

“Hey,” he said. “None of that.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, standing up. I wiped my eyes and looked at him.

He said, “You ain’t messed up. Whole fuckin’ world might be messed up, but you’re okay.”

Sniffing, I nodded and left the room. Victorious. I had him.


PART THREE

I had been working at the Adonis for five months. I gave an occasional blow job, which paid more per blow than I made per hour as a cop, and things were looking hunky dory.

It was decided to let the club continue as it was proving to be a gold mine of information. By listening carefully, reading a few lips, I was able to spot a couple of car thieves, which led to a large ring being busted.

And we busted half a dozen small drug dealers. We tried to space them out, not make Jimmy suspicious, and it seemed to be working.

Then came the big one. I was walking past Jimmy’s table. He was in deep conversation with a Hell’s Angel, and they were discussing guns. Lots of guns.

They looked up at me as I passed, then lowered their heads and spoke in even softer tones.

But I knew what was up. Military grade weapons, for somebody.

Who I didn’t know, but I watched the traffic going through the club, and it was obvious that the Angels were going to bring the weapons through.

I talked it over with Tommy and the others, and we discussed wire taps and other eavesdropping devices, but it was too risky. I had seen an electrician working on the front door, and I watched surreptitiously as they tested out some kind of metal detector.  No way I wanted to mess with that.

So we decided that we would simply watch. If they brought stuff in it would have to be in trucks. Big and obvious and hard to hide.

The atmosphere in the Adonis got more intense. Hell’s Angels dropped by more and more. And they seemed to like my mouth. A lot. I remember the week the bust went down I made over a thousand dollars. I had to buy lipsticks by the gross. I was always licking semen off my lips, rubbing my lips against their cocks. It might have become old, but, like I said, I was making money.

On Tuesday several Angels came in and ordered beer. Jimmy set them up, joined them, and they all talked, thick as thieves.

One of the Angels saw me and licked his lips. He nudged Jimmy. “She good?”

“I hear she’s the best,” Jimmy smiled. “Be gentle, though. She had a mean old man and I don’t want her messed.”

“Why, heck,” grinned the Angel. “I’ve got the gentlest cock in town.”

There were a few guffaws at that, and the biker stood up and walked over to me.

“Hey, sister. Can we make a deal?”

I told him the price and he didn’t blink. That was the thing with bikers, they always had money.

We went into the hallway and he unzipped his pants. I threw a bar towel down and knelt. “Ooh, goody!” I squealed. “I need a good meal!”

He laughed, and then I was sucking on his dong. I slurped the head, got it wet, let him see my lipstick as I devoured his hog, and he groaned.

“So this Wednesday night.”

I realized that Jimmy was talking to one of the Hell’s Angels, the leader, and they had leaned their heads together, and by some fluke of acoustics their voices came to me plain as day.

Oh, shit! The guy I was sucking was ready to cum, but I had to stay here and listen. I slowed down. He groaned mightily and urged me to pick it up.

I looked up at him and smiled through smeared lipstick. “Honey, I’m going to make you suffer. Now hold on.”

He blinked, then grinned.

I moved slowly, running my tongue along the bottom of his penis. I squeezed his balls. But everything I did was just a little bit off. Designed to make him hornier, and yet slow down his progress.

“Come on,” he gritted.

“Won’t the trucks be a problem in the parking lot?”

“Nah. We’ll leave space at the back. Just drive over the curb. We’ll be all set up.”

“What about a forklift?”

“Got one coming in. Got a couple of extra bodies.”

“Get me off, bitch. This is killing me!”

I smiled at him and gave him a few hard strokes. He stayed on the edge, got closer, and groaned.

“What time?”

“Ten o’clock. Just be a couple of girl on duty then. In and out.”

I almost laughed then, ‘in and out,’ while I was doing the ‘in and out’ with a biker just a few feet away.

And I realized they were done. 10:00 PM on Wednesday. I picked up the pace and made the Hell’s Angel squirt. He sagged and his penis shot, and he fell against the doorway. He looked at me. “They were right. you’re the fuckin’ best!”

I took the intel back to Tommy and we had a major planning session. We contacted SWAT for some extra fire power, we requisitioned needed materials, we cleared everything with the higher ups.

Ten PM on Wednesday. A major bust. A big weapons haul. We didn’t even know what we were going to get, but if they needed trucks to bring it in…

“You really did it, T-Rex,” Tommy pulled me aside. We were close together, head to head, and it was intimate. We had actually built up a pretty good relationship, and I often wondered what would happen if she wasn’t my boss.

“Lucky, boss.”

“Luck doesn’t just happen. It’s people that make it happen.”

“So what’s going to happen to me after the bust?”

“You’ll be getting commendations. Police chief is going to want you to come to a couple of parties, politics you know, and you’ll be good for a few donations.”

“Huh.”

“What? doesn’t appeal to you?”

“Well, I wanted to keep working undercover.”

She considered me thoughtfully. “You really like it.”

“Yeah. I guess I do. Is there any way to keep me on?”

She paused for a long time. I would have thought she forgot about me, except that she was staring at me very intently.

“T-Rex, do you like playing a tranny?”

Oh, Lord. A question that I had thought about a lot, and which, now, between Tommy and I, I had to answer honestly.

“I think I do.”

She nodded. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

“With this job? Not a chance.”

“And you don’t mind?”

“I never actually think about it. I’m prancing around, flaunting my wares, and it doesn’t enter my mind. Why?”

“And you don’t have a boyfriend.”

I almost laughed in her face. “Hey,” I protested. “I like women. When I’m all in drag all I think about is women.”

“What about blowing men?”

“Well, it’s not bad, the money’s good. But I think I’d rather eat pussy, if it’s all the same to you.”

She grinned, seemed about to say something, then a Captain entered our office and wanted to talk.

Damned talkers.

Wednesday came. The Adonis was tight, nervous. Even the girls, who knew nothing, were nervous.

The Hell’s Angels stationed a couple of men there all day.

Jimmy was on the phone constantly, and he had a far away look in his eyes.

I had dropped by for a paycheck, then came back at four for the night shift. I usually ate, the place actually had a pretty good cook, went on at five, got a break at ninish, and went until two in the morning.

Jimmy looked at me when I came in, started to say something, then didn’t. I think he was going to tell me to go home, and I sure didn’t want that.

The night was slow. The band was sent home at seven, and it was like the bar was deliberately discouraging people from being there.

A large group of Angels showed up, and me and one of the other girls were kept hopping serving them. They didn’t drink anything hard though, just beer.

The night slowly passed.

9:00. An intense telephone discussion. I noticed that the Angels were going out to a parked car and coming back, and then I realized what they were doing. Guns. They had pistols stuffed in their belts, a couple of them had shotguns, and they looked like they meant business.

Jimmy’s people started showing up, and they were carrying guns, too.

Shit. This was bad. I didn’t want the cops to show up and be outgunned.

I went into the little nook where we girls kept our purses and jackets and phones and stuff. I picked up my phone.

“Hey!” Quickdraw reached past me and took the phone out of my hand.

“Gimme that!” I whined.

“Jimmy’s orders. I’ll give it back at the end of shift.”

Quickdraw disappeared with my phone, and I stood there, frustrated.

I had to warn the cops!

I walked back into the main room and headed for the front door. It was guarded by a skinhead I had never seen before.

And there I was, stuck, unable to do anything but wait.

I heard the far away grind of gears and squealing brakes. I couldn’t see out, but I knew the trucks were here.

Talk in the bar.

Everybody tense.

The angels stirring, going to the back door.

The sound of motorcycles, probably accompanying the trucks.

Somebody rushed to Jimmy and blurted, “They’re here.”

At ten and one minute by the Adonis wall clock, the police burst through the front door. SWAT. Full armor and riot gear. Shot guns and military style weapons. Screaming.

“DOWN! EVERYBODY DOWN! POLICE!”

The bikers, who were at the back door, turned and fired.

I could hear the boom of rifles in the back parking lot.

Bottles and glasses were exploding. The girls all screamed and ran for the back hallway.

Me. Stupid me. Was standing near the boarded up front windows. I had gone there to listen to the trucks, and now I was caught in the cross fire.

Screams, bullets whizzing, smacking into tables and shattering chairs.

Quickdraw came down from the office with a semi and began spraying shots around the room. It was almost like he didn’t care what he hit, as long as he got to shoot.

I was screaming, trying to crawl across the floor.

More gunfire, it was growing in volume, not lessening. I was almost to the back hallway. I got my feet under me and sprinted, and found myself wheeling around, looking at walls and chairs from a weird viewpoint. then I was lying on the floor, curled up, and I knew I had been hit. And hit bad.

For a long minute the firefight continued, then more police entered. They came in from the back, and bikers started throwing their guns down and their hands up.

The fight was over, and so was I.

I was bleeding everywhere. I could feel it under me, a big pool. I couldn’t figure out where I had been hit, but I knew I was messed up.

The cops began putting handcuffs on the bikers, and they started checking casualties.

Several cops had been hit. Several more bikers had been hit. The cops had come off on top, but what is ‘on top’ when so many people die?

And a lot of people were injured, bleeding, moaning, crying.

I wasn’t moaning. I was just laying there. I had decided that I was going to die, and that it was all right. Bodies moved around me, and maybe they just assumed I was dead, or maybe they were just busy and confused with the chaos.

“T-Rex! Where’s T-Rex?” Tommy shouted from the door.

“Here,” I whispered.

Nobody heard me.

“Have you seen T-Rex? Undercover? Have you…”

I heard the voice pass me by. I was starting to feel a little cold, but, in an odd way, warm. Blood was leaving me, and I didn’t have enough to stay warm, yet my state of mind, I was going to leave my body any second. I just knew it.

Then somebody started screaming. It sounded real close, like right in my ear. “T-Rex! T-Rex! He’s hit! I need…”

Voices faded in and out. Still screaming. Somebody moving my body.

I stared at the ceiling. I could see the cobwebs and the dust.

“T-Rex! Hang on! Stay with me! Stay with…” fading in and out, and I watched the world change, tilting as I was lifted, sliding over me as I was rolled, then I was shoved into an ambulance. Hands worked on me. I was given shots, but I felt very little. I just watched the world swing around me, then it sort of disappeared and I floated away and became nothing.

I awoke, but it wasn’t like any wake up I’ve ever had.  I was dazed, disoriented, and couldn’t figure out where I was.

Nurses swirling around me, tubes in my arm, the sounds of machines beeping.

“He’s awake.”

Then I wasn’t awake. I was drifting on the far cloud again, happy like a baby in his mother’s womb.

I awoke again, and this time I wasn’t so confused. Still a little dazed. I was in an ICU. Again, nurses hovering, doctors touching me.

“Where are the monkeys?” I asked. Hey, it sounded right to me. I mean, monkeys have to be somewhere, and I was sort of curious.

Somebody chuckled. “Monkeys, eh?”

Slowly, everything started to come back to me. The gunfight. Being hit.

“How bad?” I asked.

A pleasant voice said, “You’re doing well.”

I frowned. I could tell an obfuscation when I heard one.

“You can tell that officer he woke up.”

Somebody went away.”

People moving about, all dressed in white.

“Officer Rogers,” a voice said. “How are you feeling.”

I focused on a thin doctor. He wore the thickest glasses and had an amused expression on his face.

“Ready to dance,” I mumbled.

“Be a while for that. Do you remember what happened to you?”

“Gunfight.”

“Very good.”

“I got shot.”

“Excellent. Now, we’re going to—“

“How bad?”

“Pardon me?”

“How bad was I hit?”

“You gave us a time there, but you’re going to be all right.”

But he hadn’t told me how bad I was hit, so it must be really bad. Shit.

He babbled on then, and I sort of listened, but I was still confused, and I was tired. Imagine that. Awake for a minute and I needed another night’s sleep.

I dozed off.

I awoke, and this time I was awake. Solidly. I was Sam Rogers. Police Officer. Undercover. And I had been shot up. Bad.

I stirred slightly, and somebody on the side of the room stirred right back.

“Oh,” I groaned. My throat was so dry it felt like I had been gargling cement mix and crackers.

“Sam?”

I looked around, my eyes starting to work.

Tommy. Gorgeous. Big boobs. I liked her. I smiled. “Hey,” which came out, “Hrggi.”

She put a plastic glass to my chin, guided a straw into my mouth. I sipped.

Somebody entered the room. A nurse. She moved around and made nurse noises.

“Tommy,” I sounded better, but a long way from normal.

“I’m here,” I could feel tears splattering on me.

“Hey, don’t.”

“Sorry,” but she kept crying.

“How bad am I?”

She laughed, one of those desperate laughs, like right before you do something really stupid.

“They won’t tell me. How bad was I shot?”

“I’ll let the doctor tell you.”

Oh, fuck. It must be really bad.

An hour later the skinny doctor entered the room. He greeted me, looked at the chart at the bottom of the bed, and faced me squarely.

“How are we doing?”

“I’m doing fine, but I don’t know about you.”

He smiled, a bedside smile. “Well, you have some questions?”

“How bad was a I shot?”

“Pretty bad. You lost a lot of blood, your heart stopped beating for a couple of minutes, but you’re a strong young man.”

I sighed.

He knew what was on my mind. He sat on the edge of the bed, felt my pulse, then said: “You were shot in the groin.”

“My…groin?”

To the side Tommy began sobbing.

I gave her a glance, then turned back to the doc. “Tell me about this bullet to the groin.”

“The bullet severed your penis. It didn’t hit anything else, just…your penis.”

A dull thud happened somewhere in my head. I felt like I was somewhere else, that some one else was talking.

“So I don’t have a penis?”

“No.”

No wonder it hurt so much, bled so much.

“We have repaired the area, you’ll be able to pee with no problem, just like normal.”

“But I wont’ be waving it around, writing my name in the snow.”

“No.”

A pause, then: “We have reconstruction procedures, but there simply wasn’t enough penis left to reconstruct. There are other choices, but we can discuss them later.”

“Let’s discuss them now.”

The doctor pursed his lips, a cheap ass frown. He said, “The only other option is a sex change. We could build a vagina, you would have pretty much full feeling. A regimen of drugs and you can live a full life.”

“As a woman.”

“As a woman,” he agreed.

“Okay.”

He looked confused. “Okay, what?”

“Okay, I understand. I’ll consider my options and let you know.”

He nodded. “I’ll drop by periodically, and we can talk. I have a counselor who would like to talk to you. We’ll sort this all out.”

He patted my leg and left.

Tommy sat down on the bed. She held my hand and sniffed. Her eyes were puffy with little tear trails down the cheeks.

“Hello,” I said.

“How are you doing? Really doing?”

“I feel like shit in a compactor.”

She laid her head down then, placed it on my shoulder. We lay there for a long while.

A nurse came in, did some more nurse things, then left.

“So, how’d the bust go?”

“Got ‘em all. Biggest bust in the history of the city. They can’t wait to pin medals on you.”

“How nice,” I mocked.

“I know,” she said.

We lay there for a longer while, then she sat up. She looked me in the eye. “It’s not all bad.”

“I suppose not.”

“You’re alive.”

“As a woman, if I wish.”

“Didn’t you tell me that you liked being a woman?”

“I did. But I had choice back then.”

“You’ve still got choice.”

“What choice?” Piss like a eunuch or be a pussy.”

“I was thinking of other choices.”

I looked at her. “Like what?”

“Well, for starters, when you get out of here you’re going to move in with me.”

“You want me to move in with you? Old Dickless?”

“Yes. And if you want to be a woman, then we’ll live together as women.”

But…didn’t you hear me? I have no dick!”

“No. But you’ve got a heart. And I love that heart. It’s bigger than all out doors.”

“But we can never…consummate!”

Bullshit. I’ve got a complete collection of dildos, and I’m betting you’re going to enjoy them.

“What? What do you mean?”

“There’s sex besides the dick.”

“Are you saying anal sex? Like I have to learn to take it up the butt?”

“A lot of gay people like it.”

I started to say something, but she shushed me. “And a lot of straight people. In fact, people wouldn’t be so afraid of anal sex if they knew how good it was.”

I was silent then. For a long time Tommy was okay with that. She just put her head back down on my shoulder and held me.

I said, “You love me.”

“I do.”

I marveled at that.

“And you don’t care that I don’t have a dick.”

“Nope.”

“And you’re okay with me dressing like a woman.”

“You’ve been a woman almost the whole time I have known you.”

“And I could even get changed into a woman.”

“I’m okay with that.”

“But you once said you weren’t a Lesbian!”

“I’m not.”

“But…living with me as a woman?”

“I get the best of both worlds.

Then she moved back, we stared at each other, coming to grips with a changed world.

And she kissed me.

END
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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.
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