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A Note from Grace!

The third volume in the Castration Chronicles!

Cutting edge stories, and you just have to wonder…why does the idea of getting snipped make some people horny?

And it does.

A recent study showed that some men wanted to achieve a ‘eunuch calm.’ They felt they could do this if they were free from sexual urges.

But a very high percentage of men became hot and horny from the idea of losing their junk!

And ladies, the percentage of us that desire a man to be castrated is interesting. For obvious reasons women who have been cheated on, raped, and so on, consider castration a just reward.

And there are certain feminists that believe the age of woman is upon us, and all men should be castrated.

But other than that, women aren’t interested in breaking perfectly good toys.

So, over to the guys…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Emasculation leads to Feminization!

Temporary castration results in a choice!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

That son of a bitch!

She stared at the computer screen and couldn’t believe it. After all his promises. After seeing a doctor for counseling. And he still goes off and does this.

She scrolled down through his history. Porn site after porn site. She clicked on a couple of them and shook her head.

Not only was he going to sites with big tits and black butts and muscular women that give blow jobs, he was going to thoroughly disgusting sites like ‘Grannygumsya,’ and ‘Amputeesex.’

What was wrong with that bonehead?

Fifteen minutes later, after having a short cry, she picked up the phone and called her friend.

“Hey, Becky. What’s up.”

“Marsha…he’s doing it again!” Her voice choked up and the words stumbled out.

“John is? The porn stuff again?”

“Yes!”

“Oh, damn. I thought he swore off.”

“Apparently not. I was just looking at his history and it is bad. All those sick sites…he must be on the computer for hours!”

“Okay, girlfriend. Meet me at Charlie Coyote’s and we’ll talk.”

Fifteen minutes later Becky pulled into the combo restaurant/night spot. It was noon and the restaurant was in business. Fortunately she was able to find a table stuck in a corner of the patio. She staked it out, ordered a couple of Margaritas, and waited. Five minutes later, arriving at the same time as the drinks, was her best friend, Marsha.

The girls were good looking. They worked out regularly, had good breasts, and took care of themselves. Marsha was a blonde and Becky was a brunette. Both had long hair.

Marsha picked up a Margarita and sucked tequila over the salty rim.

“Oh, man. I needed that.” She plopped down on a seat. “Now tell me the tale.”

Looking thoroughly unhappy Becky sipped her own drink and said, “I pulled up the history to try and find a site I had been on yesterday, and all I see is endless porn. Pages and pages of sites. Marsha, he’s obviously been masturbating, and he jacks off to everything from Lesbian fisters to lactating shemales!”

“Oh, my Gosh. But I thought he went to see that doctor last year, to get counseling.”

“It doesn’t seem to have worked,” she spoke bitterly and stared into the Margarita.”

“But he knew he had a problem, and he seemed dedicated to solving it!”

Becky waved to Jose, the waiter, for two more Margaritas.”

“Well, what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. We can’t afford the doctor again. And we need the computer for his business…”

“How does he find time,” Marsha wondered. “He’s on the computer for business all day…”

“He must be porning all night.”

The two women shook their heads sadly. Men. What ya gonna do?

More drinks arrived, and they imbibed freely. They talked over punishments and revenge and justice, but nothing really clicked.

Finally, four drinks in, and feeling a little sloshy, Marsha said, “You know, it’s too bad you can’t just cut his thing off.”

They both laughed at that. They were that drunk.

“Or maybe tie a big, old knot in it.”

“Cut off his balls, thash what I shay.”

“All two of ‘em.”

Unnoticed by them an older woman was sitting at the table behind them. It was impossible not to hear the bitter laughter of the two women, and the subject of their conversation. The elder woman turned to them, “Pardon me…”

The woman was about sixty, but trim. She still had a body, and jugs, and her face was relatively unlined.

“Yeah, sorry. We too loud?”

The lady smile, “It’s okay. I don’t mean to butt in, but I’ve been in your situation, and I found a solution.”

“You have?”

“What happened to you?”

“I found out that my husband was cheating,” she said with a sad smile. “He was going out with a girl young enough to be his daughter. Fortunately, she came to me. He hadn’t told her that he was married, but when she found out she came to me.

“At first I was terribly upset. Women are passionate creatures, and I loved him, and I didn’t think I could live without him. One night I decided to end it all. I opened up a bottle of pills. I was going to swallow all of them, then something happened.”

“What happened?”

“I read the label. I had thought I was taking sleeping pills, but I had grabbed a bottle of birth control pills.”

The two drunk girls giggled, and tried not to offend.

“Sorry,” said Marsha. “But I just saw a headline. Man has period and dies.”

All three women laughed then. The older woman continued her story.

“Anyway, they were very potent pills. I was going through menopause and I was having a rough time. My doctor prescribed leuprolide and triptorelin. One pill helps the body produce estrogen. The other one stops testosterone. These were very strong medicines. All my symptoms disappeared after I took those two pills.”

“So how does that help us?” asked Becky.

“They are designed to help a female be more female. That’s a simplification, but it is accurate. So I decided to help my husband be more female. Maybe if he understood some of what women go through…maybe he wouldn’t be such a complete and utter ass. So I gave him the pills. I just loaded up his meatloaf, gave him a drink so he wouldn’t notice any taste, and he ate three doses of the most powerful hormone pills in one sitting.”

“So what happened?”

“All sorts of things. His butt grew big and round, he developed tits, his body hair stopped growing, along with his beard. His face softened and, well, he looked like a girl.”

Becky and Marsha stared at each other in shock. They looked at the older woman. “You changed your cheating husband into a girl!”

She nodded. “I did.”

Becky and Marsha started snickering, then laughing outright. Finally, they were in hysterics.

The older woman didn’t seem to mind, she just waited for them to calm down.

“Anyway,” she said when the girls were calm enough to talk to again, “the reason I bring this up is I know the pain you must be going through. If you would like, I still have bottles of these pills, and I would be glad to share with you.”

Becky signified that she wold like that, and the old lady brought out two bottles from her purse. “They look like aspirins, and they don’t have much taste. Just crush them up in something like meatloaf. I used three doses, three pills from each bottle. My husband was a big man and they worked quickly on him.”

“How quickly?”

“Start to finish…a month. As I said, these are super powerful pills. But they are friendly to the body.” She handed the bottles to Becky.

“Wow, we can’t thank you enough.”

“There is one other thing I should tell you…”

“What’s that?”

He will lose the use of his penis while he’s on these pills. Those drugs are commonly used in birth control, but they are also used to chemically castrate convicts in prisons.

Becky and Marsha were trying to read the bottles, and the small print was blurry to their drunken eyes. They heard the older lady, but they didn’t pay much attention to that.

“Yep, this one says triptorelin.”

“And this one says leuprolide.”

“Well, I’ve got to be going,” the older lady stood up. “If your husband really is such a cad, well…this will be a severe lesson for him. If he’s limp for six months or so that will bring him around.”

The girls stood up, all exchanged air kisses, and the older lady walked across the patio and out of Charlie Coyote’s.

Becky and Marsha sat down and looked at the bottles.

Marsha: “I’m tempted to give some to Jim.”

“But Jim’s not cheating, is he?”

“Who cares about chatting?” responded Marsha. “I just want to see his face when he grows a big, old pair of titties.

The girls giggled, and ordered more drinks.

How Marsha and Becky got home, drunk as they were, was a miracle. But they did, and they entered the house, staggered a bit, and Becky made meatloaf.

“Meatloaf’sh good,” she said, as Marsha made a couple of more drinks.

“Sho’sh bourbon.”

Though drunk, a small portion of meatloaf was easy to make, and Becky cracked three pills of each of the chemicals and mixed it into the dinner.

Then, while Becky was in the bathroom, Marsha looked at the meatloaf and the two bottles. “Shilly girl needs to put the shtuff in there.”

So she mixed in three more capsules from each bottle.

With the super double potion of estrogen increasing and testosterone decreasing cocktail in the oven, they took off their clothes and went swimming.

They swam, they had another drink, and…they yawned.

“Don’t want to burn the meatloaf,” Becky said. She put the dish out to cool, made a big drink of Coke and bourbon for John and left it next to the cooling meatloaf.

The girls lay down to dry off and enjoy some sun. Every once in a while they would break into giggles. And, they slept.

John had been playing golf. He arrived home, parked, and put his clubs away.

He’d had a good game. Actually hit a birdie on the fourth green, and then he got out of that sand trap so slick the other guys all complimented him.

He smiled as he knocked the grass off his spikes and took a brush to them.

He was a lucky man. He had had that problem with porn, but thank God he had kicked that. Porn wasn’t bad, but taken in doses like he was taking it…bad. After a while his cock actually stopped working. ED, and he wasn’t even thirty. Fortunately he had had good doctors, and then the counselor.

But the best thing was his wife, Becky. Oh, she had been mad, but she had gotten behind him and supported him, and…if it wasn’t for her he’d still be a perverted wacker off-er…with a cock that didn’t work. Man that was the worst of it all…having a cock that didn’t stand up proud. His manhood took it in the chops for that.

He sighed, and stepped into the house, and the smell of meat loaf immediately assailed his nostrils. He looked at the counter and saw a hot portion of meatloaf in a pan…and a drink.

He grinned. Becky was the greatest. She was too good to him. He glanced out the kitchen window and saw her and Marsha laying on the loungers. They were naked, so he didn’t go out. But he peeked, and he saw the empty glasses next to them, and it suddenly hit him: they were drunk!

He laughed. That was okay. He got an eyeful and a dinner out of the deal. Heh.

He took the drink and the meatloaf over to the table. He hadn’t had anything to eat since early that morning, and she knew how hungry he got.

He took a big sip, coughed because it was strong, then dug in. Forkful after forkful of the delicious dish sailed down his throat.

Becky groaned and put a hand to her head. Oh, what had she done?She never drank this much.

She looked to the side and Marsha was laying on the other lounger, one hand dangling off the lounger and an empty glass next to it.

Oh, crap. John was going to be home soon. They were both laying naked, and…she heard the sound of faint music. It came from the window of John’s computer room. He was home.

Becky struggled to a sitting position, her large breasts touched her knees on the low patio furniture. She leaned over and shook her friend. “Hey, wake up. Hey!”

“Hunh…? Wh…” Then Marsha’s bloodshot eyes flickered open. “Oh, fuck.” She grabbed her head with her hands.

For a minute the two women whispered, then tried to stand. And staggered sideways, and fell into the pool. Which actually helped. They weren’t going to be entirely sober for a while, but they were functioning. Sort of.

They climbed out of the pool and Marsha looked around for her clothes. “Oh, God. What’d we do.”

They staggered into the house and found Marsha’s clothes folded neatly on the back of the couch in the living room.

Marsha turned red. There was a note on top of the clothes and she read,

I didn’t see anything.

I swear.

And John had actually drawn a face with a pair of bulging, bloodshot eyes.

“Oh, God,” the girls looked at each other and groaned. Quickly, as quickly as a drunk could, Marsha put her clothes on. Becky got a robe and put it on.

“Come on,” Becky pushed Marsha onto the couch and then sat in a chair. Just for a moment. They slept again.

When Becky awoke again Marsha was snoring. She moved her head and was glad, the roaring pain of the hangover was gone.

She stood up, her stomach roiled, and she went into the kitchen for water.

And stopped. And stared.

The meatloaf was gone, and she remembered putting pills into it.

Oh, fuck! What had she done!

She remembered seeing his computer history, calling Marsha, going to Charlie Coyote’ and getting drunk. Something about an older lady there, she told them something about the pills…the pills!

What had she done with the pills?

She looked down the counter and saw them sitting on the counter next to the stove like little jars of spices.

She picked them up and read the labels. The writing was mostly doctor gobbledy gook, but she read the two main ingredients clearly: leuprolide and triptorelin.

One to reduce his testosterone, one to build up his estrogen, and she remembered the old lady saying they were extra strength. that they worked fast. One super dose would work for months.

She placed her hands on the counter and hung her head. Her hair fell over her eyes and she thought.

She had just given her husband super powered birth control pills. What would they do to him?

Hopefully nothing, because he was a man and they were designed for a woman.

But the older lady had told them a story about giving them to her husband and…what had happened to him?

Her dazed mind trying to figure things out, she heard a noise.

“Oh, fuck me.” Marsha shuffled into the kitchen. She ignored Becky and went to the fridge. She took out a can of Coke, rolled it against her forehead, popped it, and sucked.

“Oh, geez,” she murmured, and held the can out to Becky.

Becky took, sucked, handed the can back.

“What did we do?”

“Huh? What?”

Becky gestured towards the bottles of pills.

“Oh, that.” Marsha wasn’t as worried. She just frowned a bit. “No big deal. He’ll just have a period or something.”

“No! This is serious! What if I’ve poisoned him or something?”

“Women take these all the time. The old lady—do you know we don’t even know her name?—she said it was safe. She gave it to her husband.”

Becky remembered, but she didn’t remember everything. She had been so drunk, and…what had happened to her husband?

“Hey, girls. All done partying?” John sauntered into the kitchen.

John was an inch taller than his wife, five foot eight, and slender. He was wiry strong, had a pleasant oval face, and sharp, brown eyes. And he was always happy.

Becky felt her heart sink.

Marsha just chuckled. “As long as you didn’t look.”

“Oh, no,” he showed his good nature with a leering grin. “My eyes might have looked, but me? Never! I respect women. I would never direct my eyeballs where they aren’t meant to be. I would never…”

He went on and on and the girls groaned, and chuckled.

Then John looked at Becky. “Honey, thank you for that delicious meatloaf. Did you put something extra in it? It really was good.”

Becky opened her mouth to wail, to confess, to beg forgiveness, but Marsha nudged her and said, “I pissed in it.”

Well, she had to say something. Her friend was about to get in trouble!

John, blinked, his mouth opened, then he grinned. “Oh.”

“She’s just kidding.”

“I know that.”

And he did know, but he was surprised never the less. Marsha was a bawdy soul, but even that was a bit much.

Seeing the emergency pass Marsha apologized. “I’m sorry, I don’t know where that came from. I’m still a little drunk.

John raised his hands in defeat. “I know…I know. I never should have looked.”

Grinning he left the room.

Becky looked like she wanted to go after him. Marsha grabbed her robe and pulled her around. she hissed, “Shut up. If nothing happens then nobody cares.”

“And if something happens?”

“Cross that bridge when you come to it.”

The girls faced each other for a long moment, then Becky nodded “Okay. Wait and see.”

“That’s a girl.” She patted her on the shoulder.

Marsha went home and life went on. Becky was unusually subdued for a couple of days, lived with her guilt, and slowly came out of it.

Nothing happened to John, so she figured the pills didn’t work, or were past their date, or something.

On the third day John got out of bed early and went into the bathroom. The sound of tinkling came out to the bedroom and Becky awoke.

John came back to bed, and now he was awake. “Hey, baby.”

She slid a hand across the bed and cupped his groin. His dick was half hard. Good. She needed to make it all the way hard. She was over her guilt and feeling like a little loving.

John responded by rolling over and kissing her. His hands roamed over her body, felt her tits, and she felt that familiar tingle in her boobs. A little thrill that shot down to the groin. She moaned and plastered herself against him.

He rolled her onto her back and reached for her pussy. He gave it a hard squeeze, which made her moan louder, then he slipped his finger into her.

She was moist, ready to go. She held onto him and humped his hand. “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. She was feeling the relief from her guilt.

She grabbed his balls and played with them. She slid down and took him in her mouth. Yes. He was at half mast. All she had to do was encourage him a little.

He humped her mouth gently, loving the feel of her soft lips on his hot flesh. For a long minute she sucked and moved her head back and forth.

“Oh, yeah,” he sighed. He placed his hands under her arms and helped her back up, he held a push up over her and reached down to place his dick to her hole.

His face got a funny look on it.

“What’s the matter?” her heart sank.

“I don’t know…I’m not getting hard.”

She used her hands, her mouth again, but he was not getting erect. Just half way.

Still, he wasn’t alarmed. He had heard of men not rising to the occasion, so it was no big deal.

He slid down the bed and began chewing on her pussy. If he couldn’t get off that didn’t mean he couldn’t get her off.

He lay between her legs, his hands cupping her buns and lifting her pussy to his face. He was good at oral sex, he liked giving oral sex, and Becky groaned.

And she worried. Was him not getting hard part of the effect of the pills? She thought that they had talked about that, but she had been so drunk…

He used his fingers, his mouth, and he assaulted her pussy until she could stand it no longer. Worry slowed her down, but he was such a master of cunnilingus that his efforts couldn’t be denied.

She felt the thrill shoot out from her groin and the big wave started to lift her up. Her hips spasmed and she held on to his head. Her mouth made an O of wonder and her eyes rolled al-l-l the way back.

He suffered her locking thighs with a smile into her pussy. He knew she was having a good orgasm. And she deserved it. Love of his life.

Finally, she sagged back and gave a mighty sigh. “Oh, God!”

“Thank you,” quipped John. “Tips appreciated.”

She hit him with a pillow. “You’re bad.”

“Okay, give me that orgasm back.”

“No!” She hugged him, then pushed him away and headed for the shower. He hadn’t gotten hard, and she was feeling the guilt again.

It was one of those lazy, sit around days. They went out looking for garage sales, they bought a couple of pastrami sandwiches and sat overlooking the ocean and munched, they conducted themselves like a couple in love. Which they were.

And she worried.

John didn’t get hard the rest of the day. In fact, he got softer. And the next morning he might as well have never been hard in his life.

His dick looked like a prune on downers. It just hung there, a little shriveled up pencil. It would have looked more at home on a 5 year old boy.

He sat on the edge of the bed and frowned. “Something’s wrong.”

Becky sat behind him, pressed her breasts into his back ass she hugged him.

“I’m going to see a doctor.”

Becky broke. She began to cry, to sob, uncontrollably, against his back.

“Honey?” he turned around and held her. “It’s okay. I probably just need some vitamins or something.”

“Nu…nu…no!” She bubbled.

“Really, it’s okay. I’m young and strong. I’m healthy. I just need to eat better and maybe take some vitamins.”

“I…you…nu…nu…no.”

He lifted her chin and smiled and kissed her lips. he wiped away her tears.

She jumped off the bed and ran from the room.

He was puzzled, and followed her. He was halfway down the hall when she came back. She put two bottle in his hands.

He looked down at the bottles, a quizzical expression on his face. “What’s this?”

“We…I…gave you…” she broke into tears.

John frowned and held the bottle up. A lot of medical jargon, but the main ingredients of the bottles were triptorelin and leuprolide.

“What’s this? He wasn’t alarmed, not yet. Some kind of vitamins? His wife had tried to improve his health?

“Birth…birth…birth control.” Becky stuttered.

“Birth control?” Now he frowned. Something wasn’t adding up here.

“One of them stops your…your testoster…testoster…the other one…estro…estrogen.”

He looked at the bottles again, then he walked into the computer room.

She followed him, her heart breaking. Misery filled her soul.

He powered up the computer and did a quick search.

Wikipedia said: hormone replacement therapy to suppress testosterone levels in transgender people.

He was confused, sorting through medical jargon. He typed in ‘leuprolide.’

Wikipedia said: chemical castration of violent sex offenders, or as part of transgender hormone therapy.

His jaw dropped. Chemical castration? But he was neither a criminal nor a transgender person.

He turned to speak, and Becky collapsed into his arms. “I’m sorry…I’m sorry…”

He held her, but he didn’t want to. He wanted answers. He held her back and said, “Calm down and tell me what this is.”

She mumbled and stuttered, but managed to say, “I saw your screen history. I know you’ve been watching porn again, and I wanted to…to…I called Marsha and we went and got drunk. There was a lady there and she recommended this. Said she had used these on her husband.

“You think I’m addicted to porn again?”

“You…you…yes…your history.”

Blinking, he pushed her to a chair, then swiveled and called up his history. There it was, page after page of horror porn, House of Gor, Kink, sites on old, fat women, black midgets, muscular fisting, and on and on.

“Oh, my…on…”

“See,” she burbled and wiped her eyes.

John was fairly computer literate. He called up some programs, inspected charts and graphs, and turned to her. His face was grim. “Put your robe on.

She snuffled and sat there.

He said, “Look, this says I’m on the computer right now, surfing a porn site. Am I?”

Now she blinked, didn’t understand, but shook her head in the negative.

John was not a violent man, but this was way off the deep end. He stood up, took her arm and walked her down the hallway. He handed her her robe. She took it held it.

“Put it on.”

She sniffled and stared at him. He was acting crazy.

He helped her put the robe on, then he held her hand and walked her down the hallway.

“What…what…where…”

He opened the front door and dragged her out.

Now she started to panic. She was wearing a tatty, old robe! Where was he taking her.

He walked her across the front lawn and she started to resist. She pried at his hand, dug her fingernails in. He ignored her efforts.

He dragged her to the neighbor’s house, up the walk, and pounded on the front door.

He pounded again.

A fellow walking his dog stopped to stare.

“Let me go!” She bit his hand. He ignored that, too.

The door opened and Sammi Swanson stood in her robe.

“Where’s Ryan?”

John’s voice was like ice, and she stepped back. She called for her husband more out of. fear than anything else. “Ryan?”

Ryan Swanson came out of the hallway. One look at John and he gulped and tried to look away. “Hey, John.”

“You’ve been hacking into my internet again, haven’t you.”

Ryan turned to his wife. “I’ll, uh…let me talk to John.”

He stepped out and closed the door. His wife cracked the door however, and listened.

“Hey, uh…I’m sorry. Mine was down and I figured that…”

“So you’ve been using my internet to go to porn sites and beat your fucking meat, right?”

“Well, uh…”

Becky got it and gasped.

John hit Ryan right square in the mouth. John wasn’t a big man, not a lot of weight, but the punch was good. Ryan wasn’t much of a man, and he fell back against the house and put a hand to his bloody mouth. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” he begged.

John turned and stomped home.

Becky stood there, and her heart sank all the way to the bottom of the sea. If it could have gone lower it would have. She followed him.

John walked into the computer room and began researching. Becky took a chair and watched him. She wanted to beg forgiveness, but she knew that now wasn’t the time to talk.

It didn’t take John long to find out everything he needed to know. His testosterone was going to be driven to a low, low level. No more boners for a while. Fortunately it was only for a while. His estrogen was going to go sky high. He was going to suffer body changes. His ass would get big, he would develop breasts, his skin would become soft and tender he wold lose muscle mass and he would start to look more feminine.

Fortunately, all effects weren’t permanent.

He pushed back from the computer and stared at it.

Becky thought she might be able to talk now. “John, i’m sorry. I didn’t—“

He held up a hand, his eyes were like black pits.

He stood up and walked into the kitchen. She followed him, wanting to beg forgiveness.

He grabbed a full bottle of bourbon and a six pack of Coke. He walked back into the computer room.

She followed him, but when she reached the door he put a hand up and shook his head. He closed the door and locked it.

Those were the worst hours of Becky’s life.

After a while she began asking for forgiveness. John didn’t respond.

She called Marsha and cried her heart out. Marsha came over and tried talking to the closed door.

“John, this is Marsha. This is all my fault.”

“But it’s not,” whimpered Becky.

“Your wife was acting under my influence. Now be a man and open this door.”

John opened the door and stared at her. He didn’t say anything, he just looked, and the look in his eyes made Marsha gasp and step back.

John closed the door.

Marsha turned to her friend and her face was filled with hopelessness. That one look…she shivered.

The day passed slowly. Every once in a while they could hear the sound of a drink being poured, of a can being popped. They could hear soft music coming from the computer, and they could hear his fingers tapping on the keys.

Tapping maniacally. Frantically.

At dinner time Marsha had to go home. She didn’t want to, but Becky said she had to deal with this by herself, and they could talk later.

“John? Would you like dinner?”

Nothing. Nothing but the sound of somebody listening. And ignoring.

Six o’clock. Seven o’clock. Eight o’clock.

At ten minutes to nine the door opened, and John waved a hand to indicate that Becky should come in and have a seat.

She sat, and was trembling. “John, I’ sorry…”

“Let me talk, please.

She closed her mouth and nodded.

He sat back, contemplated her.

“First I thought about killing you. Tying you to the back of the car and dragging you until you were dead crossed my mind. but I imagined far worse.”

She gulped, but he held up a hand to forestall speech.

“I thought about how we love each other, how you stood by me last year when I had a porn addiction problem. I thought about how my dick is going to be limp for probably six months or longer. Those pills were pretty strong, so it might be longer. You stole my dick. You played judge, jury and executioner and…you made me into a woman. I made a list of pros and cons and went over them. I thought, finally, about how it’s been done, nothing to do about it now but suffer through. I thought about leaving you, but I don’t want to. God help me, I love you. Even after what you’ve done to me.”

She opened her mouth but he again held up a hand.

“So I’m staying. And it looks like my only way out is not to get pissed off and thrash you within an inch of your life—which you obviously deserve. No, my solution is to make the best of a bad thing. So for the next several months you’ll be helping me live as a woman. I don’t want to go out looking like a freak, some guy who can’t make up his mind whether he should be male or female. So when the big changes start you’ll help me, teach me, and we’ll get through this. I guess that’s about it, except I don’t want to be subjected to hours of your whining and sobbing guilt. You’re the bad guy here, so you’re going to have to respect my wishes and not talk about this, at least for a while. Understood?”

Her eyes were big and round, tears were flowing.

“Then give me a hug and let’s get through this.”

She shot out of the chair, across the room, and hugged him like a python hugs a furry, little bunny.


PART TWO

The changes started occurring. They were big and fast.

For a couple of days he had little bumps developing around his nipples, then over the course of a week, he grew tits.

He stared at himself in the mirror in the mornings and his face was glum. He had boobs, and it looked like they were going to get bigger. His hips were already losing their angles and getting rounder. On the eighth day his hips were so round his belt didn’t fit.

He went back into the bedroom where Becky was still asleep. A bleak look in his eyes he woke her. “The changes are…I need to change my clothes.”

Becky, for the last week, had suffered. She actually had dark rings around her eyes and needed to hide the look with make up.

John hadn’t picked on her, but the look in his eyes, he couldn’t hide that.

“Okay,” she got out of bed.

John stared at her body. His dick hung slack, and he felt such a sense of loss. He would have given anything to undo the chemicals working through him.

He had experienced ED, Erectile Dysfunction, when he had been porn addicted, and he didn’t want to experience that ever again.

And now his own wife had…castrated him.

Sure, it was only for six months, but…six fucking months of no boners!

Becky had bought some clothes for him, and she laid them out on the bed. She handed him some panties and he grimaced.

“I’m sorry,” she was almost crying.

He forced a sickly grin.” Remember, it’s done. Leet’s just get on with the makeover.

She nodded, and watched as he pulled the panties up his legs.

“Take them off,” she said.

He looked at her, and did.

She handed him the Nair. “Everything below the neck. Oh, I guess you could do your beard.”

He followed the directions and slathered the stuff on his body. She helped with the hard to reach places, and he grunted as he looked at his face. The last couple of days his beard hadn’t grown much.

Fifteen minutes later he was hairless. Except for the hair on his head, which was growing pretty fast and already long looking, he was had about as much hair as an egg.

Now he pulled up the panties, and he was shocked at the sexual feeling of the slick material sliding up his bare legs. He suddenly understood why women shaved their legs. It wasn’t to look good, it was because it felt sexy.

And he wondered: how can I feel sexy when I can’t get a hard on?

But he did. Weird.

She handed him a pair of garters and he put them on. They hung higher up on his waist, and the feeling of the straps dangling against his legs was, again, sexy.

“Are you okay?” Becky asked at the puzzlement on his face.

He nodded.

She sat him down and rolled a nylon up his leg, let him do the other one.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“What?”

“It feels sexy. But I can’t have a boner. But it’s…it’s actually making me horny. How can I be horny without testosterone in my system?”

“Women get horny, and they have low testosterone.”

“Estrogen. it must be the estrogen, but I’m getting horny differently?”

“What do you mean?”

“My legs, the lack of hair, I’m feeling all these sensations.”

There wasn’t much she could say to that, but she was glad that he was feeling sexy things. That would, hopefully, defray some of the bad feelings that were still in the air between them.

She handed him a bra.

He sighed and considered it. Talk about a blow to your manhood.

She showed him how to put it on, to clasp it in the front, then spin it around and slip arms into the shoulder straps.

He looked at the mirror His body definitely looked more female than male. He knew he would be going through more changes, that it would get worse. He was going to have a female body.

She handed him a dress.

John held it up, and considered it. How many times had he taken a dress off a woman? And now he was supposed to get into one. There was a cruel irony here.

Again, he looked in the mirror. More and more female. Heysoos!

“Okay, let’s do your hair.”

He wore his hair long, and it was growing faster, but it was still a little short.

Becky shaped it into a sort bob. No, it wasn’t long enough, but he wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. Just a butch sort of a girl.

And he knew that within a few days he wouldn’t even look butch.

“Is that it?”

“Not even,” she controlled the emotion in her voice. “We have to do your nails and make up.”

He blinked. Yes. All that stuff.

Feeling like an alien, he sat down at her vanity table.

Becky prepped his nails, then chose a set of ovals. They weren’t overly long, but watching his fingers grow made him feel weird.

And…sexy. What the fuck! Why was he feeling this way?

When he had had that earlier case of ED he hadn’t felt sexy. He had just felt miserable.

Of course, he realized, he didn’t try to dress like a woman. Could all the sexy clothes and things…could they be making him feel this way?

It certainly tweaked his attitude on why women were the way they were.

Horny, little vixens. And, for the first time since he had been given the pills he actually had a little smile on his face.

When Becky glanced up at him he smothered the grin. He was still pissed off.

She glued the nails to his own, then began painting. He watched as she made little strokes from the cuticle to the tips. She was very efficient, and he studied her hands.

She wore longer nails, and they were sexy, and he always loved the way they looked. And he had the irrational thought that he wished she had given him longer nails.

After they dried she put a thick coat of lacquer on them, and they became slick and even sexier.

He held them up and examined them in the mirror.

He felt a warmth in his belly. A sexy warmth. It was almost as strong as the feeling of having an erection. But different. He wondered if he was having the female equivalent of an erection.

Becky put little towels around the neckline of the dress and began working on his make up. She explained what she was doing as she cleansed him and primed him. He watched as his face sort of bleached out and lost definition, then gained more definition, and color. He was particularly fascinated at the way she colored his eyelids. Her hands were so soft and caring, and the whole thing was a totally different level of intimacy than he had ever experienced.

Finally, she put on his lipstick, and he had his first full look at himself en femme.

He was a better looking woman than he was a man.

His face was soft and his lips were plump. He had lost his male angles. And he had this warm, warm feeling emanating from the gut. He couldn’t have boners, but he could have woman horniness. He was amazed.

“Would you like me to pierce your ears?”

“Yes.”

Becky blinked. She heard a hunger in his voice, an intentness.

She got out her piercing kit and did his lobes, then put simple silver balls through them.

“Go ahead and put some real earrings on me.”

She didn’t say a word, though she was amazed, and she selected a triple string of dainty diamonds.

John turned his face one way, then the other. “is that it?” he asked. He sounded like there was something missing. She had no idea what it could be. She had merely made him up as a woman.

“Well, you’ll have to learn how to walk in heels, there are things you need to know about wearing a dress.”

“Okay. Teach me.”

She blinked, and the lessons began.

A week later there was almost no male to John. His boobs were as big as Becky’s, he had mastered many of the mannerisms that are peculiar to women, and his hair had spurted until it was female long.

But he hadn’t gone out.

John was a brave sort. He didn’t let people or situations put him off, but going out as a woman? He hadn’t done that yet, and he knew he would have to. He wasn’t about to spend six months hiding in his house. He liked to go to restaurants, see movies, and take long walks on the beach or in the mountains.

On a Saturday morning he and Becky walked out of the house. Two beautiful, stacked women. Click, click, click, their heels went.

He was wearing a loose skirt and a shimmery, red blouse. He wore a scarf over his hair and sunglasses.

She wore a summer dress, a fashionable hat, and sunglasses.

They both wore nylons and their legs were beautiful in the morning light.

Ryan was out watering his lawn. He saw the women and stopped, just stood in place, the water filling up a pot and running over.

He always thought Becky was a babe, but who was her friend? Crap! He was going to have to finish watering and go in and spank the monkey.

Becky drove, the top down on the Mustang, and they cruised through the Los Angeles streets.  People, especially men, stared at the two beauties as they passed.

They went to a small cafe on Melrose, had a little brunch, John was watching his figure, and got back in the car.

Out to Venice Beach. They sauntered down the walk, hand in hand.

They stopped and watched the muscle men lifting weights at the big cement bar bell gym. They watched a couple of fellows doing dismounts on the hanging rings out on the sand.

They sauntered along the row of shops, chuckling at the cheap tourist crap and looking for that occasional deal.

He found a couple of dresses in one shop, a sexier pair of sunglasses, and a cut off sweat shirt with the logo ‘Pink…and loving it.”

It would expose the lower part of his boobs, of course he needed a bra, but…hmmm.

Becky picked out some scarves, an extra pair of sunglasses, and a pair of sandals with cork heels.

“Those are ugly,” John dismissed the sandals.

They argued, and she accused him of having no fashion sense, but in the end she didn’t get them.

They found a small bookstore hidden in a nook and spent some time browsing, then it was time to head for home.

Again, Becky drove, and when they turned onto their street Becky said, “Marsha is here.”

John looked at Marsha’s car parked in front of their house. He could have just told Becky to drive around the block, but he figured, what the heck.

He still had a bit of animosity towards Marsha. She shouldn’t have been part of his betrayal, but…it was done. Now, how to get over it.

Becky pulled into the driveway. Marsha had been knocking on the door. She turned and watched them get out of the car. John got out, straightened his dress, then turned to her.

Marsha’s face was a study of contriteness, shame, and awe.

“John?”

“Hi, Marsha?”

The shame took over. “I haven’t seen you in weeks. I’m hoping enough time has passed that you’ll forgive me, or…well, I guess I understand if you don’t.”

John heaved a sigh, then said, “Come on in.” he walked past her.

Becky was relieved. No fireworks, and she had expected some. John still had a lot of moods. In fact, he had more moods now that he was filled with estrogen. But…situation averted. At least temporarily. She and Marsha hugged, linked arms, and walked into the house.

John was waiting, and he said, in abrupt manner. “If you could fix me a drink, I’ll be out to the patio in a minute.”

The girls headed for the kitchen where, amongst whispers, they fixed three drinks. They brought the drinks out to the patio and waited.

John walked out. Naked. His body was a perfect, curvy female body. He had large breasts, round hips, a thin waist, and a shrimpy, little cock and balls. His cock was maybe two inches long, about as thick as a tube of lipstick. His balls were the size of marbles.

Marsha stared, and she had never felt such shame. It had seemed so funny at the time, a big joke. But looking at the minuscule package which Becky had assured her, at one time, was a big healthy one, she wanted to curl up in a ball and roll right out the door.

“I thought you’d want to see what you’ve done to me.” He sat down on a lounger between them. His cock just lay there, didn’t move. Didn’t throb. Just…lay there.

“John,” she whispered, “I will apologize until the end of my life.”

John took a sip and, sighed. “I would like you to suck on it for a minute.”

Becky’s eyes got big. Marsha blinked.

“This is not the start of a kinky relationship, I just want you to feel what you’ve done to me.”

Her face totally red, redder than his fingernails, she came to him, bent over and took his package, his whole package, in her mouth.

John liked it. He liked the sensation, even if he couldn’t get hard. He watched as Marsha abased herself on his cock.

She felt his little cock. His balls were so tiny. It was like sucking a five year old, and that was about the most shameful image that could be.

She raised her head, tears poured down her cheeks. “I’m sorry.”

“I know you are. So let me go get dressed, and then we’ll have a drink and let this pass. Let’s get over it.”

John headed back into the house, and the girls whispered to each other, then John came back. He was wearing a black bikini,  very small, and his cock and balls were pushed up so that they weren’t even visible. He lay on the lounger, picked up his drink, and asked, “So what have you been doing since last we met?”

A couple of hours later, all three a little high, and Marsha astonished at being accepted, and without rancor, they parted. Marsha headed for home, John and Becky headed in for a light dinner.

“You’re a wonderful and amazing man,” Becky said as she handed him a plate of hot dogs and mac and cheese. the hot dogs were sliced down the center, longways, and cooked in butter.

“Don’t you mean woman?” John observed wryly.

“Man…woman…whatever. I didn’t think you would ever forgive me, or Marsha. but…”

“Oh, I’m still mad,” he grinned. “And I intend to get my pound of flesh from you two bozos, but to hold a grudge is to make yourself miserable. There’s been enough misery around here lately.”

They ate and sipped for a while, then John said, “I’m sort of amazed at the feelings, the sensations, that I experience.”

Becky looked up at him.

“Mind you, I wouldn’t recommend it for everybody, but there are some perks and…nice things about being female.”

“Such as?”

“I noticed that people were watching me today. At first I was weirded out, then I realized they were admiring me. To be admired is a nice feeling. If you can get past the dirty old men who want to do more than admire.”

Becky chuckled. “Tell me about it. It’s like you can feel their filth washing over you. I don’t understand how men can walk around and do that…with their eyes…let alone…actually…just so dirty.”

She looked at him. “What’s the best thing about being a woman?”

“Wearing nice clothes. Your skin feels so fresh. Make up…it gives you a warm feeling, a horny feeling.”

“I’m sorry,” she blurted.

“About what?” Yet his twisted grin said, ‘yeah, you should be.’

“You get the horny feeling, but…you can’t make love.”

He pursed his lips and thought about that. They hadn’t been intimate since the pills. Yet he wanted to. He hungered for the feel of her flesh. Not even the poke attached, just to feel her breasts, to touch her skin, to feel that humanity that was shared by two loving people.

“I can make love.”

“But…”

“I just can’t insert and squirt. There’s more to love than sex, you know.”

That was the moment they decided to make love, but first they had to do the dishes, and think about it.

As they cleaned up she said, “You can’t believe how beautiful you are.”

“Really?” he smiled.

She giggled, “Look at you, drawing out the compliments. just like a real woman. Yes. You are stunning. Your breasts are better than mine, your body is waspy waisted, your face…you’re the whole package.

He turned to her and they faced each other.

He put out his hand and she took it. He pulled her gently to him.

Their bodies pressed together in a hug. Their breasts mushed up against each other. Their lips fused. The world suddenly seemed like a mighty fine place.

Their hunger grew. They chewed on each others mouths, and slowly kissed their way out to the foyer, then down towards the bedroom.

Inside the bedroom he took off his bikini and she stared at his boobs. Then she leaned forward and kissed one, sucked on the nipple, her hands palpating as she made love to his tits.

To the other boob, and John felt his excitement mounting. Her tongue was causing little shivers of desire to course through his body. Those shivers didn’t reach his groin, for his groin was out to lunch, but it did feed that wonderful, warm feeling in the gut, in the chest, and his boobs felt like they were giving off little jolts of electricity.

They lay on the bed, face to face, kissing, feeling, moaning.

No, he had no erection, but his cock felt everything, and he had never felt such heat.

He wanted her, but he had no cock.

She wanted him, and she realized that he had no cock, so she bent to the lower dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. She put it around his hips and he suddenly had a cock again. A bigger one. He couldn't feel it, but…he had one.

“Fuck me, John. Fuck me hard.”

He climbed on top of her. It was odd, he didn’t have the muscle to just flip her over, but she was amenable to any action he took.

He bent his head and sucked her nipples, left, right, left, right, and his hand went to her groin. He fingered her, but he needn’t’ve. She was already hot.

She helped him slide the big dildo into her pussy, and she gasped at the full sensation.

“Oh, yes,” she closed her eyes.

He felt nothing, except that warm spot in his chest was growing larger. He was getting hornier from her excitement than he ever did from his own.

He moved slowly in and out, and she held on and grunted.

“Oh, yes,” she kissed him.

He rammed her and she arched and whimpered.

For a long minute he fucked her with the plastic dick, and she began to climb the mountain. Her fingers turned into claws and she became desperate. She humped back, and the feeling grew and grew, then it exploded over her.

“Oh, God!” she wailed.

A minute later she was done.

John relaxed and withdrew. His chest felt about to bust for that incredible heat growing within. Yet…what could he do? He lay next to her, gave her little kisses, felt her breasts, and she just smiled and luxuriated in his attentions.

“I wish I could cum.”

“Oh, John…”

“No. Not like that. Not like a man with a dick…but like you just did. Your orgasm was…big. And it seemed to just…to just…take you away.”

They lay there then, comfortable in each other, and Becky said, “We could try.”

“Try what?”

“Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms. I think they’re sometime called anal orgasms. I could wear the strap on and see if we could…you know, make that happen.

The concept intrigued him, and amazed him. To be able to cum, in spite of his shrunken willy. God, would he love to be able to do that.

“Besides, when a man can’t have sex he should be drained regularly. For health.”

“Really?”

He looked dubious and interested at the same time.

“We can try it. You want to try it?”

He lay there, and his mind drifted. He couldn’t fuck like a man, but…could he fuck like a woman?

Heck, some people loved anal sex. At the very least he would find out if there was some way to have relief from the building horniness.

“Come on. Stop thinking and start doing.”

“And if I don’t like it you’ll stop?”

“Of course. Look, honey. I’m guilty of robbing you of pleasure for half a year. I would really love to  do something for you. I mean, it might not work, but…what if it did?”

What if it did? The thought ricocheted around his mind.

“Okay.”

Becky didn’t hesitate. She unstrapped the dildo from his waist and put it on her own.

“So how do we do this? Do I lay on my back? My belly? What?”

“I always see people do it on all fours, but I’d really like to look at your face. Can we try it with you on your back?”

“Sure.”

“Okay. lay back, spread your legs, and let me put some lubricant in you. You’re supposed to use lots of lubricant.”

He lay there and the long fingers of one hand lifted his little cock and balls. The other hand spread lube around his asshole.

“Crap,” he muttered. “That feels good.”

She smiled and smushed lube into his hole. She used two fingers to ream him, and he groaned and his hips twitched.

“Looks like you’re a natural,” she said.

“Sure makes me horny. Even hornier.

She used more lube, spent a lot of time playing with his asshole, and even had three fingers in him.

He liked it so much he relaxed more and more, and started fucking her fingers with his hole.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “I’ve got four fingers in you. That’s bigger than my dildo. Are you ready?”

He gulped and nodded.

She touched the tip to his star and began to insert. It went in smooth and easy and took his breath away. Then she was holding still inside him, holding her position, waiting to make sure everything was all right.

“What do you think, honey?”

He was having trouble breathing, the warmth inside his body had turned into a sharp heat. It was all he could do to nod and mumble, “Yeah…yeah…”

“I’m going to start moving back and forth now. Are you ready?”

He nodded again, and she began to move. Slowly. A long slide out, a long slide in, and he felt like somebody was filing on his nerves. He started to spasm and couldn’t stop. He tried to grab her hips but couldn't, and settled for grabbing her tits.

She smiled as she drove into him. She could tell that he was loving it, and she was so glad she could do something to make up for what she had done to him.

“Fuck…fuck…” he whimpered, his eyes half closed, the intense sensations lifting him up, the heat in his chest threatening to ignite.

“Don’t try to cum, baby. Just relax and let it happen. That’s the way women do it.

He tried to relax, and he focused on the sharp feeling of friction sliding through his asshole, again and again, and he felt something way down deep. Something that, the more he relaxed the more it came.

She reached up and grabbed his nipples and rubbed them.

He arched, he was trying.

“Don’t try!”

He relaxed, and then he didn’t have to do anything. It was on the way. His eyes flicked open in shock and the orgasm overwhelmed him. He couldn’t think, his body moved without him, and all he could do was go along for the ride.

His hips jerked, his muscles kept tightening and loosening, the warm feeling in his chest became a supernova that cooked all his senses. Semen began drooling out of his cock.

He stopped knowing who he was. He was just this amazing feeling of love. He was a ball of nerve endings exploding. He was a woman.


EPILOGUE

As the girls were told, the pills lasted six months. Six months of no erections, but of experiencing the purity of being a woman.

Six months of being fucked in the most beautiful fashion.

Then he felt his dick click. It surged. It felt like it was going to get hard.

John was in bed at the time, just waking up, and he sat up and shook Becky. “Honey?”

“Yes?” she mumbled sleepily.

“I can feel my dick!”

She sat up and grinned.

He asked, “Do you have any more of those pills?”

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


Made into a Girl!

Feminized Against His Will!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Okay, honey, don’t wait up for me.”

“And this is just a…a ladies meeting?”

“For the tenth time…yes!”

Lisa turned to me, aggravated, and fair took my breath away. She’s easily the most beautiful woman in the world. Five six, dark hair, green eyes that look almost cat-ish, and a body that never quits. I mean, 36-24-36. And the nipples…ooh la la!

And I am so lucky I got her that—I admit it—I’m jealous. Like, REAL jealous.

I mean, how do I know she’s not seeing some guy?

She doesn’t come home smelling of sex, or booze, or anything like that, but she’s always going out to this female club of hers. Or so she says. But why would she make herself all beautiful for a bunch of women?

“Sam, I do this every week. I meet with my friends, we chat about the problems of the day, we—“

“What problems? Like what kind of problems?”

She gave a sigh. “Well, sometimes it’s about politics, sometimes it’s about personal relationships, sometimes—“

“What about personal relationships?” Aha! Now I would find out.

“Oh, Maisy has a little boy who’s potty training. Shiela has a husband who tends to be a little pushy. We just talk it out, give each other advice…that sort of thing.”

“And nothing else?”

“Sam! What is this? An inquisition?”

Aha! She avoided answering! There’s got to be something there.

She came towards me then, and I felt my manhood surge. I really loved her, and it would kill me if she was cheating on me.

She patted my cheek. “Sam, we can talk about this when I get home. But right now I’m going to be late.”

“Okay.”

“She air kissed me, then walked out the front door.

I stared after her. She had the most beautifullest, roundist, swayingest ass on the planet. And I was so terrified that somebody else was tapping into it.

I made up my mind.

She closed the car door and I grabbed my motorcycle helmet.

She started the car and I went to the garage.

She backed out and zoomed, and I opened the garage door, started my bike, and zoomed after her.

I was going to find out. Once and for all.  No way she was going to be cheating on me!

I edged forward with no lights and peeked around the bushes at the side of the yard. She turned onto the next street.

Vroom! I had my bike up to eighty, then slowed down. She was at the stoplight, and I waited, and, finally, the light turned I moved into traffic, and I turned my lights on.

It was easy. I stayed a half a dozen cars behind her. If I was caught by a light I could easily power through traffic and catch up. If the traffic slowed I could just hunker down and all she would see would be a helmet. In the gloom of the evening there was no way she could tell the motorcyclist was her own sweet, loving husband.

Heh heh.

She headed for town, down the Main drag, and into the parking lot at the Ford building. The Ford building? I had been in there, did some duct work for them last year. The top floors were apartments, the bottom floors had a few businesses. But the businesses were closed at this time of night, so she had to be going to somebody’s apartment!

I waited at the side of the street and watched. Cars zoomed by, but I had a clear view of the lobby and the hallway leading to the back.

Lisa had parked her car towards the back of the parking lot, and she came striding out of the shadows. God, what a sexy woman. Click, click, click, I could almost hear the heels tapping. I could certainly see the curve of her calves, and the thrust of her bust.

Lust filled me, and jealousy. I was almost ready to cry, seeing her sexy and…and going to meet somebody. Somebody other than…me.

She pushed through the front door. There weren’t any other women, so that had to be lie. She wasn’t at some woman’s meeting.

She walked through the lobby and down the hall. She stopped at a door and looked around. Checking to see she wasn’t followed, no doubt, and then she pushed on the door and entered.

I sat on my bike and considered my options. I could wait for her at home. Or I could confront her in the parking lot. Or…maybe I should go in and see what that door led to.

I parked my bike in the parking lot on the other side of the building. I locked the tires and the helmet, and sauntered along the sidewalk.

As I said, shops. A flower shop. A high end bicycle shop. A dress shop.

I rounded the corner of the building and went through the entrance.

It was quiet. After hours. Just perfect for some girl to cheat on her husband. Oh, Lord, I was messed up over this. To be so in love, and then find out that…that my wife was cheating!

I walked down the hallway and came to the door she had gone into. Huh! This was nothing more than a large room? Sometimes used for storage. But, wait a minute, that made sense. They stored beds in there!

The sign on the door was just taped on.

LSS

Meeting tonight!

LSS? what the heck was LSS? Latter Day Saints? No, that had a D in it. Last Song Syndrome? No. that made no sense.

I stood there, my hand on the knob, and considered busting in.

But what if I was wrong? What if it was something else entirely.

I had to find out. But I was loath to bust in. What to do? What to do?

I snapped my fingers. Aha! I had it.

Like I said, I had done duct work at this building, and the main duct was easily accessed through the maintenance room.

I quick walked back down the hallway, over to the side of the lobby, and…the door to the maintenance room was unlocked!

I stepped inside and looked around. Yep, everything was just as I remembered it. Work bench over there, heating over here—oh, good a flashlight—and a ladder to…the ducts!

I set the ladder, grabbed the flashlight and climbed up. The grate swung open and I looked down the darkness.

It wasn’t bad. Ducts are usually pretty clean, nothing but filtered air runs through them, so I began the crawl.

I passed by a couple of businesses. Cool and dark, all closed up, and if i was a cat burglar I could make off with the loot. Heh heh!

I went through a couple of junctions, and was very careful not to make a sound. The grate to the storage room was just ahead. I crawled over the thin metal extra careful now. I heard a squeak, somebody needed to screw in the supports better, and then I was there. I lay on my side and looked into the room.

It was no longer a storage room. They had made it into a meeting hall. There were chairs in a row, a raised dais for a speaker, and…women!

Just a bunch of women, sitting in the chairs and listening to some babe give a talk. All dressed up and…and I couldn't see Lisa.

I peered this way and that. I studied the backs of heads. No Lisa!

But this was the right building! That was the door she had entered.

Oh, there she was! She had been leaning forward and I hadn’t had a full view of her. I smiled.

God, she was so beautiful. My heart swelled with love.

And she wasn’t cheating on me! I felt a huge surge of relief wash through me. Then I began to listen to what the babe at the podium was talking about.

“…the statistics are rising, more and more men are being confirmed.”

Confirmed? For what?

“Fortunately, in spite of this rise, we are able to isolate the truly alpha men. They will be our breeders, and we will even be afforded a bit of pleasure as the new society takes shape.”

There were a few handclaps, and giggles, and I wondered what she was talking about. Breeders? Alphas?

“I do want to caution you, however, to be VERY strict in your assessments. The man MUST show a predilection for cross dressing, or have an obvious set of mannerisms before he is selected for change. We are not here to change men against their will. Yes, once a softer man is targeted we may use all means necessary, but the number of Alphas is so low that we must err on the side of caution. Once we have identified a subject, however, we must act firmly and surely.”

I listened for a while, but she really wasn’t saying much. At lest, not much that I could understand. Changing men? What did that mean? And identifying targets? Sounded like so much gobble de gook to me.

I started to back up, then stopped. I heard that squeak again. Metal rubbing against metal. If I moved they might hear me. So I just relaxed and laid on my back and waited.

I could hear the murmurs of voices chit chatting. Bunch of stupid women. Talking about relationships and stuff, and changing their men. Hunh! Silly.

Time passed, but I wasn’t bored. I had found out that my wife was true to me, if just a bit wacky about this club of hers, but that was all right. Everybody needs a hobby, right? The main thing, the most important thing, was that I now knew she loved me.

“I’m lucky,” that was my wife’s voice! The meeting had apparently ended and she was standing right under the duct talking to somebody else. “My husband is a real Alpha. He is not only excellent at making love, but he is kind and considerate.”

“You are lucky,” responded another another voice. “My husband turned out to be a real milquetoast. He was one of the first men the LSS ever changed.”

“And how is it…” their voices faded and I realized they had moved away.

Well, that was okay. I had found out what I needed to know. My wife loved me, and she even thought I was one of these Alpha guys, whoever they were. Fine with me. I would be an Alpha Dalpha gravy or whatever…it was time for me to leave.

Beneath me the women all moved around nibbled on Danish cookies and drinking herbal tea and crap, they would never hear the squeak as I backed out. Heck, I could be on my bike and home in minutes, and nobody would ever—

CRASH!

The damned duct gave way! The squeaky bolt had broken or come out, or whatever, and the duct fell and split apart. It collapsed slowly enough that I wasn't going to be hurt, but I felt a sinking sensation as I plummeted, then I fell out of the end of the duct and onto the floor. I sat there in shock and listened to the yelps and screams.

Oh, fuck.

“It’s a man!”

“Who’s he?”

“What happened?”

The voices rose into a roar, then subsided, and an ominous silence grew.

I was surrounded by women. Hard-eyed, stony-faced women.

The woman who had been speaking pushed through their ranks and stared down at me. Up close, she had grey hair, but you would never notice. She had a young woman’s body and no wrinkles.

“Well, well. What do we have here?”

“Sam!” Lisa burst through the crowd. Stopped and stared down at me. “What are you…why did you…” and she stopped. Officially speechless.

“Oh, crap,” I muttered, I moved slowly, checking out body parts, and got to my feet. I rubbed my butt where I had landed. A little sore, but no big deal.

“Is this yours?” asked the grey haired woman with the big boobs.

“He’s my husband, Sam.”

“I’m sorry, honey. But…I guess I got a little jealous.”

The woman with grey hair. “Jealous?”

I turned to her, it was none of her business.

Lisa looked down at the floor. “Yes.”

“And does he exhibit any other traits?”

“What is this?” I asked, frowning.

“He…he rides a motorcycle.”

“Aha! Putting on a manly demeanor, showing that he is really unsure of himself. Anything else.”

“Well, I…”

The grey-haired woman moved closer to my wife, “It’s for the better, dear.”

“Lisa, I’m sorry, but I just had to know—“

“Quiet down, Sam. We’re deciding your future.”

“My future,” I blustered. “I make my own future.”

She gave me a look then, sort of a…snickery…look. She asked my wife, “Lisa?”

“Well, he…he shaves his legs.”

The women standing around me all gasped.

The grey-haired lady turned to me.

Lisa looked up at me. “Oh, Sam. If only…” then she was quiet.

“What the hell is going on here?” I asked. “What are you trying to pull.”

The grey-haired lady spoke to the women around her. “Ladies, set up the chair.”

Huh?

Several ladies moved away, the crowd shifted, I had a sinking feeling.

“Oh, Sam…if you had just waited at home, like a good husband,” Lisa’s voice was so soft I could hardly hear her.

“I am a good husband! Come on, now. Let’s get out of here and go talk. I mean, I just got a little jealous, and—“

“Sam?” The grey-haired lady linked her arm in mine. She wasn’t showing any strength, but she deftly moved me around. “I’m sure you have lots of questions, and we have lots of answers. So come over here and you can sit down and we can have a talk.”

She moved me away, women were moving around me, and I looked over my shoulder at Lisa.

She was just standing there, looking at the floor. She was so sad. Her hair hanging down. Even her beautiful boobs seemed to be drooping.

“Wait a minute,” I protested. “I need to talk with my wife, and—“

“Oh, you’ll be talking to her,” she made it sound cheerful.

In front of us the women moved aside and I saw what looked like a doctor’s chair. It had those split legs things and it was sturdy, and…and the grey-haired woman turned me.

“Just have a seat, and I’ll have a seat, and I’ll explain everything.”

She was using a calming voice, and I didn’t feel threatened anyway. She pressed my chest gently and I found myself sitting down. I placed my arms on the rests and…and two ladies were waiting. They flipped straps over my wrists, velcro connected, and I was suddenly confined to the chair.

“Hey!” I tried to get my arms loose, and two ladies snapped two more straps around my ankles. Now I couldn’t even kick anybody. “What the fuck is this!?”

A final strap was pulled around my abdomen. Now I couldn’t struggle much at all.

“Let me loose!” I yelled. “Get me out of here!”

The ladies all just stepped back and waited.

I struggled, but there was no way I was getting loose. The chair was solid, and I was caught.

Finally, I looked up. Lisa was standing in front of me. “Oh, Sam, if you had only been a good husband and waited for me at home.” She shook her head.

“Lisa! Call the police!”
She moved forward, she kissed my cheek. “Things will be different now, Sam. You do what these nice ladies say, and I’ll see you at home.”

“Lisa?”

She turned around and shuffled away. Shuffled, in high heels. I had the feeling that I had really hurt her.

“Lisa, wait!”

The crowd closed behind her, and over the heads of the women I could see a far door open and close. I was alone. Except for fifty crazy bitches!

“Okay, you fucks! Let me loose!” I snarled.

The grey-haired lady moved to a place in front of me. She had a folding chair, and she unfolded it and sat down. She looked at me with level, grey eyes. Sparkling eyes. Even though she was older, there was a sexy command presence to her.

“Hello, Sam. My name is Matthilda, and I am the leader of this chapter of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.”

LSS! So that’s what the sign on the door meant!

“If you’ll be patient, and maybe polite, I will explain what has happened, and what is going to happen to you. You would like to understand wouldn’t you?”

I was silent.

“Understanding will make this procedure more….endurable. And when it is done, you will be in a much better place.”

“Lady…”

“Matthilda.”

“Matthilda, I am going to sue you for everything you’ve got. This is false imprisonment. Kidnapping. I’m going to own you when I’m done.”

“Please note, ladies, the bluster. This is common when a potential sissy has been found. A real Alpha, aside from not getting caught in the first place, would never bluster. They deal in action, not mealy mouth threats.”

The surrounding ladies all nodded their understanding.

“You’ll see how mealy mouth I am when you’re in a cell looking out.”

“Sam, society is changing. There is less testosterone in the males, the women are becoming more Alpha, and yours is a shrinking breed.”

“Let me go!” I demanded.

Matthilda turned to the ladies and said, “Since Sam can’t control his mouth, we will have to control lit for him. Penis gag, please.”

Hands touched my head, something went over my head, and then they were pushing something into my mouth. I struggled, I sputtered, I held my lips tight, but then one of them grabbed my nose and held. A long minute passed, my heart was pounding, I was getting weaker, light-headed, then I gasped for breath, and the penis gag went into my mouth.

The thing was actually shaped like a miniature penis, it filled my mouth and all I could do was sit there, stunned, as they fastened the strap in the back.

“MMMMPH MMMPH!”

Matthilda just watched and waited. Finally, nothing to do, I stopped trying to yell past the penis.

“Well, Sam, you are now holding a penis in your mouth, and you have been effectively stoppered. I want to say we can get worse, a lot worse, unless you comply.”

“MMMPH!”

She waited. I stopped trying to talk.

“As I was saying, society is breaking apart. This is actually a real and physiological change. As the need for men decreases, and the need for women increases, a third sub species is created. Sissies. Sissies will do the housework for the new society. They will offer oral pleasure to women, those women who don’t have access to one of the Alphas.

“Alphas are studly men, big cocks, and the mindless yet focused desire to please women. Sexually.”

My eyes were open, staring, she was talking nonsense. A new species? Men dying out, except for a few…a few breeders? This was all bullshit!

“You are currently sitting in a state of the art Sissy Chair. It has come to us straight from Stepforth Valley, and you should be honored that you will be the first to experience it.

“Since you have exhibited the traits of a sissy, we are going to help you transform. This will include super hormones to change your physique at a much faster rate than is normal. We will also outfit you. This includes a complete make over. By this time tomorrow morning you will be a woman. Sort of. You will look like a woman, but your penis, unless you are very fortunate and have a bit of Alpha in you, will be quite shrunken. In fact, you will have taken the first steps to transforming into a woman. Unfortunately, it is extremely rare that men undergo a complete change. That takes time, and then you must be deemed worthy. You must prove to be a good sissy before we will administer the procedure that will change you all the way.”

I glared at her. That was all I could do. She was obviously a nut case, escaped from the local looney tunes bin.

“Let me just finish this—I guess it is an orientation—by saying that yours will be a frustrating existence. While you will love being a sissy, serving womankind, you will also be frustrated. After all, your penis will be shrunken, your pussy will not be obvious nor functional, yet you will respond to sexual stimulus.

“You will see a woman and want to fuck her. You might even respond to men, and want to fuck them. But you won’t have the apparatus, and unless you are of the ilk that enjoys your man pussy, you will be very horny. We’re going to remove your gag now, and you will be free to ask questions. If you get abusive we’ll just gag you again. So, are you ready to start your transition?”

I didn’t try to say anything.

They unfastened the penis gag and I spit it out. I was ready to give them a piece of my mind, but the looks in their eyes…I bided my time. Showing much control, I said, “You’d better let me go.”

Matthilda nodded. “Good.” Then, to somebody behind me, “The first shot, please.”

I tried to wiggle my arm, but several hands were placed on it, and the weight of bodies held it down. I turned my head, but somebody held it so I couldn’t turn all the way. I did see a female hand, long nails, move a syringe to my arm, and I felt the needle slide through the epidermis.

“Fuck!” I whispered desperately. “I’ve been vaccinated!”

Matthilda chuckled. “Those shots don’t do much. Destroy your white blood cells, inject you with marking dye so you can be tracked, insert some graphene oxide into your body to make you more amenable…but that’s the government for you. Trying to solve a problem that is already passed, and messing it up. No. You will find that our chemicals, designed by the House of Chimera, will work wonders. Your DNA will be enhanced, the metamorphosis will accelerate…you’re in for a real treat.”

The needle was pulled out and everybody waited.

“A treat? Being kidnapped and having my DNA altered? Don’t I own my own body anymore?”

“Of course not,” she answered easily. “Heck, you live in the United States. You haven’t owned your own body for a long time.”

I had nothing to say to that. The US, with all their vaccine mandates, was proof of what she had said.

“Now, you should be feeling a bit of warmth shortly. It takes a few minutes, and then the warmth will become a very sexual feeling. You will experience one of your last true, full-sized erections. Would you like to be masturbated one last time?”

She tilted her head. She was actually curious. I felt like a lab rat.

“Sometimes some of the ladies would like to experience a last dicking of the sissies to be. You will feel quite amorous and be very hard and it will be one of the last chances for you to actually experience a male orgasm. Would you like one fo the ladies to fuck you?”

“What? This is like a last meal? A cigarette before the firing squad?”

“I guess you could say that. But many men appreciate the gesture, and it gives them fond memories in the years to come.

“Lady—“

“Matthilda.”

“Matthilda, you are the last lady in the world I’d fuck. I wouldn’t fuck you with another man’s dick. I wouldn’t fuck you if we were on a desert island and my dick was about to fall off.”

She nodded, a small smile crossed her lips. “An apt analogy. Well, okay. I understand your situation, and I take no offense. Are you feeling anything?”

I was. I was feeling like something warm was shooting through my veins.

“Take off his clothes.”

I blinked. Suddenly I was dazed, like somebody had hit me with a stupid stick, but it was a very pleasant stupid stick. It didn’t even alarm me when a knife appeared and they started cutting my clothes off.

In fact, I giggled as they slit the material and pulled it off me. My jeans left, my shirt left, my underwear went away and nothing was left but my boots, and they started cutting the laces to them. I looked down at my lap. My penis stuck up, big and red and dripping.

“Look at that,” I marveled. “Ain’t it fun?”

“It certainly used to be. Are you sure you don’t want a last hoorah?”

“Sure.”

Well, I did. I had a boner, and the purpose of boners was to fuck. Besides, Lisa had gone home, and, somehow, in some odd way, I didn’t think she cared. It was just a resigned look in her eyes when she had left.

Matthilda looked around: “Any takers for this man’s last farewell?”

Several ladies moved forward. A couple of them were red-faced, and a couple of them were grinning and their eyes were glinting.

“Jamey, how about you? Can you hurry? Maybe we can let a few of the other ladies have a turn.”

“I’ll do my best,” giggled a blonde, stripping off her light sweater. Then her bra, and then her skirt and panties.

“You could have just dropped your drawers and lifted your skirt.”

“Oh, where’s the fun in that?” She climbed on to me, and somebody worked a mechanism at the bend of the chair I was in, and the thing folded out, went horizontal.

I laid there, looking at the ceiling. My penis looked at the ceiling. how fun.

Jamey squatted over me, then quickly lowered herself.

In my dazed state, feeling hot giggles swarming through my veins, my bones knocking with laughter, I felt extra everything. I felt her pussy slide down my shaft, and it…was…absolutely…exquisite!

It felt like the universe had turned into something warm and wonderful and gluey.

“Oh, yeah,” she muttered.

And it suddenly felt like my dick was super-sized, and drunk, and it was wobbling all around, pulsing and throbbing. “Whoa!” I laughed. “How de doo!”

Matthilda laughed, the other women were laughing. It was all fine, everything was good.

“Oh…oh…!”

Jamey was pulled off and a redhead named Rhonda took her place.

So weird. All pussies were the same…and yet they were all different…and the women used them all differently.

I groaned and arched as best I could.

“Yes!” Rhonda cried. “Give me that big peeny!”

I wished I could reach up and grab her large tits. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to cuddle and coo and just enjoy this moment forever.

She, however, just wanted to fuck.

She squeezed me with her pussy muscles. She corkscrewed her hips, and it felt like like my dick was a barber pole, swirling a line of sensation forever upward…then forever downward…forever upward.

“Hurry up, Rhonda. There’s a line.”

“Oh…fuck…fuck!” She blurted, and her hips spasmed back and forth. It felt like she was ripping my cock out by the roots, and it felt so-o-o good.

Another woman. Bouncing, pulling on my nipples, pulling on her nipples, then her back arching, rippling, her pussy jerking and snapping about my cock.

“Fuck….yeah!”

Another one.

They sat upon me, one after another. My penis felt gigantic, and yet like a balloon. My body was swarming with heat, it felt like a bathtub being lifted up and shaken and the water, hot, sexy, nerve exploding water, was sloshing back and forth within me.

“Yes!” I cried as a woman came. I hadn’t cum, but I could feel them cumming, and the joy of them cumming superseded even my own desire to cum.

I was a toy. A fuckstick of gigantic proportions. I was a dildo and a sybian and tool to be used by all women.

Matthilda watched, content to see me content.

 At one point, somebody gave me another shot, and I began to feel different. Real different. My dick was still hard, but it was numb, and they continued to use it. And then I began to come down. To drift downwards into the chair I was sitting in. Sitting. The fucking had stopped. The women had moved back. The chair was upright and I stared at my cock. It wasn’t as hard. In an odd way it felt bigger, but it was like it was a condom, filled with sexy water, and the water sloshed back and forth, and my dick stood up, but it wobbled, like one of those ‘air men’ at car dealers. The kind that are nothing but clothe tubes and a machine pumps air into them and they shimmy and dance but can never quite stand up straight.

“Well, Sam, it’s been fun. But now the real work starts.”

She was standing in front of me. Slice of reality were skipping me. I hadn’t seen her move.

I looked around at the ladies. They were watching me. And I, in a last gesture of delighted resistance, blurted. “Sissy Society? Prove it!”

So they did.


PART Two

I had arrived at the LSS meeting at approximately 7:15. I received half a dozen shots, and my final fucks, by three in the morning.

I sat in the ‘changing chair’ and was dazed. I was naked and incredibly horny. Maybe a dozen women had had orgasms on me, and I had not cum. Yet my dick was all out of hard. It was wavering, a once proud oak and now a sausage full of slush.

“Okay, ladies, are we ready for the accoutrements?” Matthilda was sitting in the chair in front of me, pleased, and the other ladies were either standing to the side, or sitting in chairs behind her. A few had gone home, but most had stayed.

“Wow,” I said, my head feeling like sex pudding. “You’re really doing this.”

“Absolutely. Though, to be sure, you are doing this. You are the one who showed less than manly traits, and thus you are the one predisposed to sissification.”

“Oh,” I said. I felt like I was on a super drug that changed me into a balloon full of jello, and especially my dick, even as it made me more sensitive, more horny, and less able.

“Okay, Linda, you and Barbara do his fingernails. “Sue and Nan, his feet.”

Four women quickly knelt and began working on my extremities. I watched as they slid trays under my hands and feet and began pushing the cuticles back, sanding and trimming. Shortly they were gluing, with superglue, long red fake nails on my digits.

I looked down to see what was happening to my feet, but I kept getting distracted by my wavering cock. It didn’t look so big now. And, in a weird way, the skin appeared to be getting tighter. Like it was shrinking, or the skin was shrinking, and packing my man meat into a smaller and smaller space.

“Beautiful,” remarked Matthilda. “Annie. Get his hair ready. I’ve got extensions coming in.”

A girl named Annie moved up behind me and started stroking my hair, brushing it out, and giving it little snips. A few minutes later a woman came rushing into the hall. “Ah. Just in time,” murmured Matthilda. Look at this, Sam.”

The woman held up hair extensions. They were the color of my own hair, I was about to have waterfalls over my shoulders.

“Ooh, pretty,” I said, not really knowing what I was talking about.

“How’s his chest coming?”

A woman in a white coat was standing behind a large tray. She had an array of extra large syringes, super syringes, in neat order on the tray. “Soon as his nails are done.”

Matthilda stood up and came to me. “How are you doing, Samantha? Or should I call you Sammi?”

“Sammi,” I giggled. I sure liked being this high. I wished I could be this high all the rest of my whole life.

Matthilda smiled. “How did you get here?”

“Motorcycle,” I burbled. It’s in the parking lot over there,” I moved my head to indicate behind the building.

Matthilda turned to a woman. “We can use a motorcycle. Go get it.”

“Hey,” I said, quite conversationally, “that’s my motorcycle.”

“Sammi, you should know that sissies don’t ride manly machines.”

“But I paid for it!”

“And you donated it. Thank you.”

“Oh,” I said, a little bit confused, but that was okay. I liked how everybody was fussing over me. Even my dick, now only half sized, was happy.

“Now, Sammi, we’re going to give you breasts. They won’t be huge, sort of in the middle. They’re temporary. They are called vacation boobs.”

“Ooh, goody. I get titties!”

She smiled. “That’s right. When your own come in they might be smaller, or they might be bigger.”

“Ooh, cool! I want bigger. I want big titties!”

Several of the women listening chuckled, and one of them said, “He was really ready, wasn’t he.”

“Yes,” agreed Matthilda, “he certainly was. We probably got him just in time.”

One of the ladies working on my feet stood back. “Just has to dry now.” Then the other one stepped back.

A few minutes after that the ladies working on my hands stepped back. I stared down at my hands. They were long and slender looking, and feminine. They felt so warm and good, and I had the sudden urge to…to…do dishes.

I giggled.

“What is it, Sammi?”

“I just had the thought…I wanted to…this is weird.”

“Go ahead.”

“I want to do some dishes.”

Smiles all around.

“I can just see myself standing at the sink, wearing big rubber gloves, soapy waster splashing up and getting my bosom all wet, and the dishes…the dishes…” I moaned and sort of swooned. The girls working on my hair held my head still and continued working.

“That’s wonderful, Sammi. And you can do all sorts of other things, too.”

“Like what?”

“Like vacuuming. That’s always fun. And polishing woodwork. You’ll love the smell of lemon pledge.”

“And don’t forget mowing the lawn and trimming bushes.”

“Oh, yes. You’ll get to do all that, Sammi. Isn’t it wonderful!”

“Whee!” I cheered, and I wished I could have clapped my hands.

“Okay, ready here.” The woman in a white gown pushed her tray next to the chair. She began measuring my chest, making little marks with an eyebrow pencil. As she marked she concentrated and said things like, “This will give a bit of lift…but not too much. Better put a little extra here. He’s still got a wide chest. Oh, this will give him super good cleavage.”

I listened, quite happy and sappy, and my penis wavered about, growing smaller. The cute, little thing was shrinking faster and faster.

Then she stopped, picked up a big syringe, and stuck it into my chest. She went in a circle around my pectorals, pressing the syringe, and I felt my skin stretching. Funny, it was like the feeling my dick feels when it’s getting hard, and very sexy.

Slowly, she pumped up one breast, made a perfect boob, and I stared at my chest in wonder.

“This is just a simple solution, a little additive, but your boobs will last about a month, and by then you’ll start to have your own little blessings.”

“Oh,” I said, fascinated by the way my pecs were growing, changing into tits.

I heard ladies coming into the room, and there were a lot of oohs and ahs, but I couldn’t take my eyes off my growing voluptuousness.

The doctor, I guess she was a doctor, stepped back and everybody began clapping.

“Wonderful,” cheered Matthilda. “They look positively real.

I moved my chest back and forth and my instant tits waggled. It looked like some of the solution had found its way into my nipples, for they were standing up, nice and stiff, and sensuous. They made me so warm and fuzzy.

“Okay, ladies, it’s time for make up.”

I blinked. Make up? Wow! And I had sudden thoughts about what was happening. Over the warm and fuzzy feeling I saw myself as a woman. My face changed. My image of myself was actually changing.

“Two women stood on each side of my face and worked on my make up. I was moisturized and cleansed, primed and prepped and blushed and bronzed. Then they told me to close my eyes and they worked on my eyelids. God, it was sexy. And even though my dick was smaller, and now even softer, it felt the excitement of the moment.

“How big is he?” asked someone.

“Down to two inches.”

Mutters of voices discussing me, bits of conversation. Then I felt something running over my lips.

Matthilda: “We are using permanent make up, won’t wash off for weeks. You can use it for a template as you learn to apply your own. You might want to consider getting your make up tattooed on. Saves a lot of bother in the morning, and you’ll have that much more time to do the dishes.”

“Oh,” I suddenly felt sleepy.

“Okay, she’s ready to go.

She said ‘she,’ not ‘he.’ Made me feel good.

“Okay, wake up, Sammi.”

I opened my eyes. I yawned. “I wanna go sleep.”

“I’m sure you do. Your body is going through lots of changes, and you haven’t even started feeling your hormones, yet. But we need to get you dressed and take you home.”

I had a sudden thought. A real thought, considering my chemically induced haze. “What about my work?”

“Not to worry. If you can’t do your contracting we can get you a job as a secretary or something, if Lisa doesn’t want to just make you into a full time house person.”

“Oh, that would be nice.”

I smiled and closed my eyes. Lisa. I remembered her. She was my wife…I frowned…my…wife? I opened my eyes. “Am I still married?”

All the ladies stopped talking then. Matthilda came close to me. She placed a gentle hand on my forearm and asked, “What do you think?”

“I was married, but I was a man then.” I started to sniff. “I liked being married, but…now I’m a woman, and my vows were…am I still…” I began to cry.

I felt tissues being pressed against my eyes. One of the make up ladies said, “Careful now, you don’t want your mascara to run.

Matthilda spoke very gently to me. “You’re experiencing hormones now, Sammi. You were married, and possibly you still are. That’s up to your wife to decide. Whatever you decide, however, you will be allowed to live in your home and take care of your wife.

“Oh,” and I started to sniff less, then I stopped. I smiled. “Thank you.”

“It’s okay,” Matthilda patted my arm. We’re going to release you now. It’s time to get dressed. Are you fine with that?”

“Oh, sure.”

“We don’t want you to struggle or fight. We’re just helping you.”

“Okay.”

She moved away and I could just barely hear her speaking to another woman. “She seems to have adjusted well. Let’s go ahead.”

“She’s awfully fast. I don’t think I’ve seen anybody adjust that well or that fast.”

“She is a charm, isn’t she?”

Then I felt hands undoing the straps around my belly, my wrists and my ankles. I felt good to be free. I hadn’t realized that I had missed it so much.

Somebody was rolling nylons up my legs. It felt so weird. I was getting encased, like a sausage, and it was so…sexy.

“Here we go, Sammi.” Hands handled my legs, I felt them lifted, then they were putting shoes on me. But not just any shoes…they were giving me high heels!

I looked down and clapped my hands in glee. My very own first set of high heels!

“Up we go,” hands held my arms and helped me out of the chair, onto my feet.

I stood wavering, and struggled for balance.

“Easy now, let us help you. You’ve still got some chemicals in your system.”

They moved me away from the chair, then held fabrics and clothes up to me.

“A bigger bra,” somebody said.

“I thought they were going to mid-size,” observed another woman.

“I guess people have different ideas about what’s mid-sized.”

A woman reached around me, fastened a bra. The material was scooted around me, then lifted. My arms were put in straps, and I was the official and proud possessor of an over the shoulder boulder holder.

Funny, I used to laugh at that phrase when I was younger. Over the shoulder…hah.

But now, wearing one, feeling the functionality of the thing, I wasn’t laughing. Bras were serious stuff.

“Step into these.” Hands guided my legs up and into panties. As the panties passed my weenie I looked down. It was an inch long now, and soft, not a trace of hardness in it. It looked almost like a clitoris. My balls were nowhere to be seen.

Matthilda said, “You’ll be wanting to wear tummy shapers until you lose some weight, but it won’t be long. But we can’t let you wear one now because it might displace your new boobs.”

“Oh.”

I was dazed and dizzy, and happy, and confused. I think the sudden motion of getting out of the chair was making my blood rush faster, and that caused a bit of a swirl to the chemicals in my system.

They pulled a dress over me, and there I was. I hadn’t seen myself yet, but I was a woman. I had long hair, long nails, beautiful red lips. My hips felt soft and round and I had large breasts. Most of all, I was tottering on high heels. there is just something about high heels that brings out the woman in a man.

“All right, Sammi, are you ready to go home?”

I nodded.

Six in the morning, and the LSS meeting finally broke up. I was walked out of the room, then out of the building. All around me ladies were high fiving and congratulating each other on a job well done.

I stood, wobbly, and stared at the growing light. Dawn. The dawn of a new day. The dawn of a new me.

“Come along, Sammi.”

Matthilda linked her arm with mine, like she had at the beginning of a very long night, and walked me across the parking lot. We got into her car, a high end Beamer, and she drove through the waking streets of the city.

I sat in the passenger seat and took note of my new life. People on the streets, a homeless man going through a dumpster. A police car waiting at a light.

“How are you feeling, Sammi?”

“I’m okay.” My voice was filled with wonder.

“Do you like the new you?”

“I…don’t know. I feel so sexy, but it’s all so new. So strange.”

“It will feel strange for a while, but you’ll get used to it, and you’ll really enjoy the benefits.”

“Oh.” I didn’t see the benefits of my penis shrinking, but if Matthilda said so…

We arrived at my house and Matthilda parked in the driveway. We got out and I stared around the old neighborhood. It was the same, but I was so different that it was different. How could that be?

I heard the front door opening and I turned. Lisa stood, framed in the doorway, and stared at me.

Matthilda walked halfway up the walk and stopped. She was between me and Lisa. She motioned to Lisa. “Come, dear. Say hello to your new sissy.”

Lisa stepped out on the stoop, and I began to take mincing steps—I wasn’t capable of much more—up the walk.

“My gosh,” she muttered.

“I know, it’s a surprise.”

“It’s a shock,” Lisa answered.

“Well, let’s go in. I have a few more things to say, and then you can start your new life.”

Lisa turned and Matthilda followed her. I followed Matthilda.

In my own house. And everything was the same. And not same.

I stopped in the foyer and turned to the big mirror.

I had lost weight. The chemicals must have done that, but I wasn’t shorter. I was still a couple of inches taller than Lisa, and more because of my heels.

My figure was hourglass, my face a lady’s.

Wow.

I turned and found that Lisa and Matthilda were watching me. I realized they were being very patient.

“Come have a seat, Sammi. We need to go over a couple of things.”

“Okay.”

I walked into the living room, and Lisa was staring at me, was transfixed by my new appearance.

“He…she…really is a sissy.”

“Through and through. Sit down, dear.”

Then we were all sitting. Lisa and I sat on the couch, though apart. Matthilda sat on a chair.

“Good morning,” she grinned at Lisa.

“Yes…yes, it is,” Lisa answered.

“You are now the proud owner of a sissy.”

I blurted, “Are we still married?”

Matthilda answered me, repeating her previous answer. “That will be up to Lisa. But regardless, you are partners. The rules of this new partnership, however, are different than simple marriage.”

She turned to Lisa, “She is your responsibility, and it is not to be taken lightly. You may have residual feelings, you certainly will explore new feelings, but this is not a man who cross dresses, or something like that. This is an evolution. Sammi is the beginning of a new species. Homo Sissy.”

“What will I do about sex?” I think that was a giant faux pas, but Matthilda just smiled and patted my hand. “Lisa will let you know about that. And, Sammi…?”

“Yes?” I stared at her with wide eyes.

“Whatever she says goes. Even if you stayed a man, were an actual Alpha, you would have to do what Lisa says. She is an actual woman, a real woman, and she has inherited the world. Women are now in charge, and you must follow the directions of women, and especially of Lisa.

“Oh,” I looked at Lisa, and she stared back at me.

I was assailed with thoughts then, images of me watching the game on TV. Talking man talk with my buds. Driving. Those things were…no longer. Somehow, I understood that. I sniffed.

“Hormones, Sammi. Control yourself.”

I nodded and tried not to cry. They waited patiently. Well, Matthilda was patient. Lisa was fascinated. No doubt she was going through thoughts as quick and deep as mine. She now owned a sissy. Ba da boom!

“Okay, Lisa, since Sammi brought it up we might just as well discuss it. Sex.”

“Oh.”

From the look on her face I could tell she wasn’t looking forward to it. When I was a man I was very aware that Lisa wasn’t…didn’t have…any Lesbian tendencies. She had nothing against them, just not for her. And now, the thought of making love to her man who was no longer a man but a woman…that had to be a bit much.

“Sammi is tired now, and he will nap, but when he wakes up he will be VERY horny. He was given his last fuck, and he couldn’t cum, but the juices are in him. His testosterone is transforming into estrogen, and he is going to need sex. If he doesn’t get it he is going to suffer the worst hormone attack you have ever seen. It will be ten times worse than when you went through puberty.

“Oh,” and this time there was surprise on her face, and a bit of dawning realization.

“So, while she is napping I suggest you go out and get some things. You can get a maid’s outfit at your local sissy store, they have them in all sizes, and you can see to make up and some clothes to wear around the house. You might also consider, in the next few days, going to a lawyer and seeing about name changes, the DMV for her license, that sort of thing.”

Lisa was nodding her head.

I was watching Lisa. I had loved her when I was a man, and that love was still there, and it was growing. I was tired, but I could feel this warmth inside of me, directed at the person who was once my wife, and might still be and…I was confused, but these feelings were swarming me.

You should also, and this is imperative, stop at your local sex shop and purchase the items you will need to relieve poor Sammi. You really don’t want to experience a sissy’s hissy fit.” Matthilda actually gave a small shudder.

“Now, here’s my number, and don’t hesitate to call.”

She looked at me. “Sammi. You are a true poster child for Sissification. You make sure you do whatever Lisa says, and everything will be all right.”

I nodded, then, I know it was sort of silly, I couldn’t help it, I asked, “And I’m not going to get to ride my motorcycle anymore?”

Matthilda gave me a sad smile. “No, Sammi. Those days are over. Now, I’m off, do you have any questions for me?”

I shook my head.

“Well, if you do, you, too, may certainly call me. All right?”

Matthilda stood up. A confident woman with grey hair and a large chest. She smiled. She walked out.

Lisa and I turned and looked at each other.

I slept. I was tired. Going through a night of transition, the changes in my body, heck—the changes in my psyche. And there were changes in my psyche.

I had a woman’s body, a bit artificially, but also naturally. An actual evolutionary change, if Matthilda were to be believed.

So I slept.

When I woke up Lisa was back. She had a trunkful of bags and boxes, and she was waiting for me to go unload the car.

I was grateful for the little task, so I thanked her and went out and began bringing everything into the house.

“Let’s put you in the guest room for the time being,” she said, “until we figure everything out.”

“Oh, okay.”

She snapped her eyes over to me.

I was almost sniffling. She could see it. “What’s the matter?”

“It’s nothing,” sniff. “I just thought…I would…never mind.”

“You thought you were going to sleep with me?”

“I’m sorry, but” sniff, “it was my bedroom, too. And…”

“Sammi,” she had no trouble adapting to the feminine of my name. “You are a sissy. You have your place, and I have mine.”

I started to cry. I covered my face, I dabbed at my eyes with the hem of my dress, trying to protect my mascara, but…I was crying.

“Stop that!”

Which made me cry harder.

“Oh, damn!” She stood up and came to me. “Stand up.”

I did, sniffling, sobbing.

She held me then. “There, there. That’s a good sissy.”

“Then…then you’ll let me sleep in…in our bedroom.”

She was silent, patting my back and letting me cry. She didn’t answer. But her consoling calmed me down, even if I didn’t get an answer.

“Now, go put all your pretty dresses away.”

“In the bedroom?” I asked hopefully.

She sighed. “There’s not enough room in the bedroom with my clothes and your male clothes.”

“I’ll throw my old clothes out!” I begged.

“For now, put them in the guest room.”

At least she called it the guest room, and not my room.

I toted all the dresses and shoes and underwear and stuff into the guest bedroom. I hung everything neatly, arranged all the shoes according to their height, put my dainty, little underthings in a white dresser, and stood back and smiled.

I was hoping it wasn’t my room, but, whatever, it was neat and tidy. The way I like things.

“Sammi? Are you through?”

I ran back through the house, my heels clicking on the wood floor. I was getting better at walking in them. “Yes, ma’am?”

I don’t know why I called her ma’am, but it seemed appropriate.

She was sitting at the kitchen table, a sheet of paper in front of her, touching her lip with the end of a pen. She looked up and said, “Fix me a bourbon and Coke.”

I smiled, happy to be of service, and got down the glasses.

“One glass,” she corrected me.

I looked at the two glasses, and felt a bit of hurt. I always drank with her. Now she didn’t want me to.

I fixed her drink and sat it on the table and waited.

She sipped and nodded. “It’s good to see you haven’t forgotten everything. Now, sit down. We have to have a talk.”

Now nervous, I smoothed my skirt sat down.

She took another sip and considered me. She pushed the paper to me. “Here are your duties. When you’re not working I expect you to stay in your room. I’ll get you a TV, and you can subscribe to fashion magazines. I know sissies like those.”

“Oh,” I felt my heart sinking.

“You won’t be driving the car anymore. That’s reserved for real females. Me.”

“Oh,” my heart sank even lower. My shoulders started slump in depression.

“Now, I will be handling your sexual needs once a month. If that isn’t sufficient we can discuss a different schedule. Do you understand?”

“Well, I do, but…”

“But what?”

“But…how do you handle my sexual needs?” I was honestly confused. “I don’t have much of a penis anymore. I don’t understand.”

She sat back, quaffed the rest of her drink, and said, “Better to show than explain. Come with me.”

She took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. I was so happy to be taken back there. I was so afraid of not being allowed to sleep in our bedroom.

“Okay, on all fours on the bed.”

I looked at her curiously, then climbed onto the bed. I knelt on my hands and knees and waited.

“Turn this way, butt towards me. That’s right. Now hold that position.”

I watched her, as she went to a bag next to the bed. She reached into the bag and took out a mess of straps and a dildo.

“What is that?” I asked, curious, and slightly aghast. I mean…a dildo?

She ignored me, stepped into the straps and fastened them around her waist. She screwed the dildo into the thing and reached into the bag for a jar of lube.

“Sissies,” she said, “have undergone a slight sexual readjustment in their bodies.”

“What?”

Matter of factly, she said, “Your penis is no longer as sensitive, but your prostate has shifted and become very sensitive.”

My prostate? But isn’t that in my butthole?”

“It certainly is.” She pulled down my panties and lifted my dress with one hand, with the other hand she began massaging lube into my rectum. It felt really good.

“But what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to stimulate your prostate. You likely will have an orgasm. I am told they are quite intense, hard and fast like a male’s but big and overwhelming like a woman’s.”

“Oh,” I said. I remembered things about anal sex, but I didn’t remember all this. Besides, I had never had anal sex, so how should I know? “What am I supposed to do?”

“Relax,” and she put the tip of her plastic peter to my brown star and pushed.

Sissies are apparently very loose back there, and she slid in easily. I grunted and it felt like my head exploded with light and warmth and lightening and unicorns and little spaceships flying in circles around my head.

“That’s it,” she grunted, and she began moving in and out.

Oh, God, if I had only known I would have become a sissy long ago. The pleasure as she reamed me was mind boggling. I felt like I was blown halfway to outer space. And it just didn’t stop.

In…out…in…out…again and again. A nice rhythmic feeling that slid along all my nerves and woke up all my pleasure centers.

I began to push back, I corkscrewed my hips and fucked back. I tried to reach back and grab her hips and pull her into me.

I felt the pleasure exploding within, and the prostate felt it, and the next thing you know, like she had said, hard and fast, I orgasmed.

My whole body shuddered and quaked and froze up. It felt like somebody had stuck fireworks up my heinie and set them off.

Finally, I flattened out. I lay on the bed, gasping, trying to figure out who I was.

Lisa crawled off the bed. She wiped her dick on my skirt and said, “You will be sleeping in the guest bedroom, and now that we’ve handled your hormones you will mind your manners and obey. Is that clear?”

I mumbled, “Yes, ma’am.”

“Furthermore, I’ll be going out tonight, and I’ll be bringing home a male friend. I expect you to stay in your room until he leaves. Is that clear?”

I looked over my shoulder at her. I was shocked. She was my wife, my…but, no. She wasn’t. Not really. Not anymore. And she had needs that needed to be attended to.

She looked up at me, tossed the dildo on the floor and said, “Is that clear?”

“I…I…yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Now clean up that mess,” she pointed at the dildo.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Then clean the house and fix dinner.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good girl.” She patted my ass, smiled, and left the room.

And I, pulling up my panties and feeling the afterglow of being wonderfully drained, smiled. I had a feeling I was really going to enjoy my new life.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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PART ONE

He rolled over and put his back to me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. My husband had never refused my charms before. I’m a petite five foot two, not much in the way of breasts, but a pleasant face. But whatever my shortcomings, or blessings, depends on how you want to look at it, my big lug of a husband had never rolled away from me before.

“Nothing,” he said, his voice muffled by his face being covered in blanket.

“Don’t give me that!” I’m small but feisty, and I sat up, grabbed his shoulder and pulled.

He wouldn’t turn. So I tried sitting on him and pushing on his shoulder with my weight. He still wouldn’t turn, so I grabbed a hold of his best friend, and realized the problem.

“Heysoos Xristo!” I shouted, “What the hell?”

And, finally, a little help from my grasping hand, he turned over.

His cock was HUGE. John is a six footer, and he has a normal cock, six inches. But now his tool was a foot long, and swollen, and it wasn’t even hard!”

“I don’t know what happened!” and he was blubbering. I tell ya, it doesn’t make a girl feel good to see her manly man crying.

I jumped out of bed and turned the lights on. He tried to curl back into the blankets, but I wouldn’t let him. I yanked and tugged, finally got ahold of his dick, and pulled.

Groaning, embarrassed, he turned over and I got a good look at his penis.

It was, indeed, 12 inches long. And it was fat. And the veins were big and throbbing, and it wasn’t even hard.

Throbbing? But not hard?

“Get dressed,” I snapped.

“What?”

“We’re going to the hospital.” I was already getting dressed.

“I’m not going to no—“

“Shut up! You are!”

“I ain’t!”

I sat on him, I gripped his dick in two hands and held it up. “This is serious, A guy’s dick doesn’t swell up like a balloon for no reason! You’re going to the hospital. And if you refuse I’m going to call the cops to help me get you there.”

“But I don’t…I don’t…”

I knew what his problem with hospitals was. It was his problem with everything.

He had a sever case of ‘shy.’ Whenever he got around other people he would get tongue tied, be unable to talk, or even nod or shake his head. He had always been this way, and it was probably the reason I was able to snag him. Other girls thought he was weird, but he sort of intrigued me, so I took the time to work under the shy and found a beautiful man.

“Okay,” I soothed. “Don’t worry. I’ll be with you every step of the way. I’ll do all the talking.”

He softened up. This was always the way with us. We rarely went into the public, but when we did I did the talking.

“And you have to admit, this is serious.” I grabbed his dick again. It was terribly bloated. A big, saggy, bright red blimp.

“I mean, this isn’t even hard. What if you get a boner in this condition…it might blow up!”

“Oh,” and that sort of frightened him.

“So get dressed, and let’s look into this. Come on.”

By cajoling and pleading I managed to get him into his clothes, and there was another problem. His pecker wouldn’t fit into his pants.

“Uh oh,” he muttered, looking down to where his over-sized sausage hung outside his jeans.

I tried to stuff the thing into his pants, but it was no go. The thing was just too big and the crotch of his pants was too small.

And, tell the truth, I was a little afraid of touching it. I mean, what if it did blow up?

“You could go unbuttoned?”

“I ain’t goin’ around all unbuttoned and my cock hanging out.”

I nodded. I understood. If some old biddy got a sight of that monster they’d have a heart attack.

“Okay, okay, I have a wrap around.”

“What’s a wrap around?”

“It’s a skirt that wraps around and then you button it.”

“I ain’t wearing no dress.”

“So you’re going naked? Get out of those pants.”

Miserable, he shucked his jeans and I held my wrap around to his waist. Yep, just barely, but it made it around him. It was a red print thing, and I wrapped it around him and tied the sash.

There he stood, a big man in a dress, but I didn’t dare snicker. “Okay, get out to the car.”

He picked up his jacket and carried it out. I finished dressing, grabbed a hat, and was 30 seconds behind him.

I drove. I had heard stupid stories of men whose dicks got so hard the blood all went down there and not up to their brains, and they fainted. I had thought the story a joke, but now I wasn’t so sure. His dick was probably as big as his head, and if all the blood went down there there would definitely be a shortage. All I needed was for him to get a hard on and faint and run into something.

The night was dark and we cut down the road like an arrow. We passed big fields and saw only the shadows of standing cows.

“Uh oh,” he said.

“What?”

“This is my brother’s jacket, it’s too small.”

“Put it on anyway, you need to at least make a show at covering your chest.”

So he struggled into a jean jacket, and it wouldn’t button in front and it was too short, and it even showed a bit of his midsection.

“Oh, man.” He moaned.

“It’ll be all right.”

We arrived at the hospital and drove right to the emergency parking lot. We got out of the car and I got a look at my hubbie in the bright lights. Uh oh.

He had on work boots, new ones that he was breaking in, and in the right light they looked like the stylish kind of boots some girl in the big city would wear.

And the wrap around looked like a tight skirt, showing off his hips and butt.

And the jacket showed skin like it was, again, stylish. And the front was open and his muscular pecs actually looked a bit like…mounds.

My manly husband looked like he was wearing a girl’s outfit!

“Here,” I hissed and I threw him my hat. I wanted to help him cover up a bit. I knew that if he got embarrassed enough I wouldn’t be able to get him into the hospital with a back hoe.

He put on the hat, and this only caused another problem.

On the farm we wear hats, and we get lots of buzzing insects, and the sun shines on the back of our necks, so we sew a flap of material on the back to cover our necks. I had had the bright idea, being so stylish myself, of just putting part of a wig on the back of my hat. Hair looked more girlish, like me, and it was soft and warm in the winter, and…and now my hubbie was wearing a hat from which flowed long curls.

I had made him look more like a girl, not less.

But we had been walking, and we were now under the electric eye and the emergency room door opened up before I could repossess my hat.

And, to be honest, if I took the hat he would be embarrassed. Maybe nobody would say anything and everything would turn out all right.

A young nurse rushed up, “Ma’am, what is the trouble?” she burbled, all efficient.

Before I could do or say anything, John started talking.

Talking! Just like a normal person! Well, he was a normal person, except for the shyness, but…talking? After a lifetime of never saying anything?

But, what was worse was that he matched his speech with actions.

“I woke up a few hours ago and my dick was all huge. Look.” He lifted the edge of the wrap around up and there hung his dick. Big, huge, a monster among monsters, red, throbbing, head the size of a tennis ball, down to his knees.

The nurse had straightened up in surprise at his voice, a man’s voice coming out of a woman’s stylish body, and then, seeing the dick, she had simply fainted. Her eyes opened wide, her knees gave way, and she just slumped to the floor.

All hell seemed to break loose then. One of their own fainting, doctors and nurses came out of the doors and through the windows and from behind potted plants. They clustered around the girl who had fainted and patted her hand and somebody put some smelling salts under her nose.

The girl gasped, shook her head, and sat up. She pointed at John. “Him!” Then she fainted again. Which was fine with me, because she was hogging all the doctors, and now a couple of them inspected John and me.

“Are you okay,” a nurse asked me. I pointed to John.

“Are you all right, ma’am?” One of the doctors asked John. And, son of a bitch, John started talking again! Like he had never talked before in his life!

“I woke up a few hours ago and I felt funny, and I felt my dick and…” this time he didn’t do show and tell. One nurse fainting was enough. “…and it was big and swollen.

“Can you show me?” asked the doctor.

So John looked around, ducked his head a little bit, and lifted the flap of the wrap around.

Another nurse fainted, a couple of them put their hands to their mouths and gasped, and even the male doctors looked a little stunned.

One young guy even blinked and had the temerity to say, “We’re going to need two stretchers.”

John and I sat in the doctor’s office and waited for results. He had been given a gown, but he was still wearing the hat, and he still looked a little girly.

“John? How come you’re talking?”

He just shook his head, the hair coming from under his hat gave a shimmy. It actually looked pretty nice. I tried to imagine him with a full wig, or, maybe, even his own head of wavy hair.

“I mean, you never talk much, but when that doctor called you ‘ma’am’ you just started speaking normal.

“I don’t know,” he mumbled.

Then the doctor walked in. He was followed by two other doctors, and they all had that bland expression doctors have when they're going to give you bad news.

“What’s going on? Did you find out what is wrong with my husband.”

The doctor, his name was Smide, gave me a funny look then.

“Ma’am,” he was addressing me, but suddenly John was talking.

“Did you find out why my dick grew so big? I never heard of anything like this. Can you tell me what’s wrong?”

I stared at John. So much talking. He had just talked more in ten seconds than he did in a year.

“Well, sir,” and I saw him suddenly huddle up, shrink into himself, and I knew his speechifying was at an end, and suddenly I knew why. “Sir…we have several problems here.”

“What?” I asked.

“Well, your husband has two conditions. One chronic and one, uh, latent.”

“Well?”

“The first one is called acromegaly. It is a condition, usually is felt in middle-age, though kids seem to get all the press on it, where the pituitary gland produces too much growth hormone. This results in an increase in size, the sudden growth of hands, feet, facial features, that sort of thing.”             

“But…his dick?”

The doctor seemed to be a little embarrassed by my coarse language. I wondered if he would be embarrassed if his wife had suddenly grown a gigantic pair of elephant ears.

“That is unusual, I haven’t found any records on this phenomena, but we’re still doing preliminary research.”

“Okay, so John is growing body parts too fast. What’s the second thing…this ‘latent’ thing?”

“Well, your husband fits into a very small and special category. He is what we call biologically hermaphroditic.”

“What?”

“When he was born, we checked his records, he had the sex organs of both male and female. Corrective surgery was done and—“

“Wait! What? Are you saying John is a girl?”

“No…no. Hermaphroditic means having the sex organs of both male and female. His parents felt that John was more suited to be male than female, so they elected to—“

“So he’s a man.”

“Well, yes. But his body at birth presented as both male and female, and his parents decided he should be male. “

“So they sewed his vagina up.”

“Well, that’s a crude way of putting it, but…yes. The actual terminology would—“

I waved my hand.

“So what does that have to do with his dick growing big?”

“Well, I was getting to—“

“Are you making this shit up?”

He was starting to get irritated at me, as if I gave a rat’s ass. And he said to me, “Ma’am—“

But John took it as if the doctor was talking to him. “I remember mama dressing me up as a girl. Papa hated it, but Mama said I pleased both her and papa. But when I hit puberty and my dick started getting hard all the time she…”

John went on and on, and I stared with my mouth open. The big lug was a talking fool! After a lifetime of being shut up he was talking like he was the only one in the world.

Finally, the doctor broke in. “Sir,” John shut right up, “if you folks would let me explain.”

And, stunned by John’s new found vocalizing, I put a hand on his arm to quiet him, and I even shut my trap.

“John was born both man and woman. He still has female hormones in his body. The acromegaly is making his dick grow larger, and that’s where the real problem is.”

I blurted, “What?”

“It’s going to continue growing, and when it reaches a certain size the nerves and blood flow will be constricted and…we’ll have to operate.”

He shut up.

I spoke, “Operate? What kind of an operation?”

“It’s called a penectomy. We remove his penis—“

“What?” John blurted. I shushed him.

“We remove his penis. We can surgically transition him, a few hormone therapies, and he can present as a woman.”

“You’re saying my husband’s penis is going to fall off so we have to make him a woman.”

The doctor opened his mouth, then closed it. That is exactly what he had said, but he didn’t want his fancy words translated into  simple English.

One of the other doctors, the man, cleared his throat. “I’ll be in charge of the penectomy. If I can explain a few things?”

“I wish you would.”

“First, your husband has some time left as a man. It’s probably better to leave him be for a while. In fact, there are things we can do to keep him male for a while.”

“Like what?”

“Well, I know this is awkward, but more sex will delay the acromegaly. The release of sperm, the constant emptying of the testicles, it will delay the change.”

“Use it or lose it.”

He blinked, and nodded.

“What else?”

“Well, there is anal sex, pegging it’s called, and…” While he talked both John and my mouths dropped. I had never of such things. Then I looked at John. If my husband was going to be a woman, then this was what we had to do. Lord help us.

The other doctor, a woman, cleared her throat.

“Yeah?”

“I’ll help you with counseling.”

“Counseling? Like marriage counseling? We don’t need no marriage counseling.”

“Transition counseling.”

That was when it hit us. Transition. Hermaphroditic. John, my manly man of a husband, was going to change sexes.

“Did your mother really dress you up like a girl?”

“She did.” We were home now, and sitting in the living room, our minds churning over what we had learned. “She used to make me wear a dress all around the house. She even put make up on me a couple of times. Papa used to get so mad, but she didn’t care. Now that the doctor told us about this herm…herm…sex thing, I guess she felt cheated that I got made into a boy and not a girl. I guess she wanted a daughter.

“Huh.”

He was still wearing the wrap around skirt, it was the only thing he felt comfortable in, that his dick and balls would be hidden by.

“You started talking, you know.”

“I know.” He looked guilty.

“When anybody called you ma’am you started to talk. When they treated you like a man you shut up.”

“Yeah. I know.”

That was one thing about John, he might be sexually…weird, but he wasn’t dumb.

“Well, there’s only one thing that bothers me.”

“What?” he looked at me.

“This sex thing. You gotta have more sex. I don’t know if….your dick…it might be too big for me.”

“Oh.”

“Maybe we better try it out.”

“Oh. okay.”

And, tell the truth, as soon as the doctor had told us more sex would delay the inevitable, I had been hungering for that cock.

Heck, in my whole life I had only fucked three peenys, and they were all John’s size, or close to it. And now, right on my doorstep, was a big dick. A REALLY big dick, and, as long as I’m telling the truth, there isn’t a woman alive who doesn’t wonder if a big dick is better. And now I had my chance to find out.

“Come on, slick,” I stood up, grabbed his hand, and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He followed along, a smile appearing on his face.

I pushed him on the bed and lifted his wrap around skirt, and, here is where it gets weird. He was in the wrap around, and wearing the too small jacket, and he…I imagined him as a woman.

I stood over him, staring down, letting my mind create big tits, a narrow waist, and hair…hair… “Stay here,” I ran back into the front room and got my hat, the one with the hair down the back. I ran back into the bedroom and put it onto his head.

Bingo. Wearing a dress, a jacket that exposed his midsection and made his pecs look a little like boobs, and the long hair. And I was suddenly horny.

I hadn’t been horny before, just wondering, but now, seeing the possibilities of John as a woman, I felt my juices flow. Which was good. The size of his dick I needed a little extra lubrication.

“What?” he asked, staring at my suddenly lust crazed features.

“Nothing,” but my voice was throaty, horny, dripping with desire.

I climbed on him and sat right below his dick. God, it was a monster. 12 inches, and fat, and I began to stroke it with both hands.

Fortunately, he was a shower and not a grower. If that dick had grown any bigger it would have split me in two. But it stayed the same size, just got harder, and began to throb.

“Oh, yeah,” grunted John.

“Oh, yeah,” I murmured, eyeing that mammoth pole of flesh.

I ran my hands up and down the sides, feeling the thick veins. The red turned a little purple and pre-cum began to ooze.

“Do me, baby.”

“Not yet,” said. I was in awe. I just wanted to stroke it for a minute, and admire it, and imagine what it was going to feel like when he plowed that puppy into me.

“Fu…” he half mumbled, lurching his hips a little.

I grabbed his balls with both hands and squeezed.

“OOOHHH!”

I grabbed his cock and stroked.

“YEAHHHH!”

Then I squatted over him. I placed that tennis ball of cock head into my slit, and I began to sit.

“Hunh hunh…oh…”

Yet I couldn’t get it in my snatch.

“Fuck!” he snapped, frustrated and wanting a little relief.

I ran into the bathroom and got out the lube. I ran back in, slathering my hole with it. Then I used both hands to coat his pecker.

“Oooh, that feels good.”

I perched over him again, placed the head of his dick between my lips, and tried to relax.

John was going out of his mind. He always was a horny bastard, and now he was getting the treatment. And I am sure that in his mind, fuck or lose it had become fuck or die.

He grabbed my waist and this moved me off balance, and he thrust, and I fell.

“OOOWWW…OHHHH!” I felt like I was being blown up form the inside, that I was a tire being filled with air and ready to pop. then the pleasure replaced the pain and I shut up. My eyes were wide open, as was my mouth.

John just lay there for a moment, holding me in place, and he laughed. “You look funny.”

“Wha…?”

“You’re drooling.”

And it was true. My mouth was slack and I was actually drooling, salivating, and the liquid splattered on his belly.

“Here,” he said. And he thrust up and pulled me down.

I…have…never…in…my…life….

It felt like a battleship had just come into dock. It felt like my very womb was being penetrated. All my nerves screamed out, a mix of pain and pleasure that became super pleasure.

I tried to squat, to lift up, but I couldn’t get my legs under me.

“Here,” he said, and he flipped me over, and now my impalement was complete, his full weight was shoving that stupendous hunk of man meat into my innards.

I gasped, couldn’t breath, and though he had just started, I was already close to cuming. I felt the white hot heat churning in my groin. I felt the waves of goodness sweep over me, and he began pounding that monster dick into me. In and out, in and out. I couldn’t move. I was being rag dolled. I couldn’t breath and still he kept sliding that long…long…long pole into me, crushing me, expanding me. Then pulling it out…out…out.

I felt the veins, thick and throbbing, rubbing against my rim and into the channel. I felt the big head. I felt his monster balls slap against my rump.

“OOOOOO!” I came, and came and came.

But John didn’t.

But he knew that I didn’t like sex after I had cum, so he pulled out. Oh, the disappointment on his face. To be robbed when he was so close.

“Hold on, hold on,” I muttered, trying to come down from the heights.

He lay next to me, circled my nips with one big finger.

I finally came to myself, and I sat up.

“Are you ready?” he asked eagerly.

“Are you kidding? I won’t be ready for a week after that!”

Again, the disappointment crossed his face.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you get off.”

He smiled.

I began stroking him again, and I even tried to get his cock head into my mouth. It was no use, but I knew that stroking him would finally get him off. At least he was super horny and close.

So I stroked, and I licked the under part of his head, and finally, finally, I felt him start to jerk, to spasm, and I could feel big spurts of semen shooting up his dick.

He came, his eyes went wide and he actually yelled, and an unusual amount of sperm came out of his dick.

Well, of course, his balls were bigger.

And he gave me at least 20 big, thick ropes, juicy streams of semen, rich with chunks. He covered my face and my chest, and there were even a couple of spots on the ceiling.

Then he lay back and sighed. “Oh, God, That was good. That was the best cum I ever had.”

And I knew, big was better. But I also knew something else.

“John, we have a problem.”

“What?”

“You need sex, and you need a lot, but I can’t give it to you.”

“You can’t?”

“John, I feel as stretched as…as stretched as…I feel like somebody just shoved a watermelon up my ass. Well, my cunt. I can’t do that every day, and especially multiple times a day, like you’re going to need. And, call me old fashioned, I don’t want to have a cunt that’s all stretched out of shape. Why if any other man tried to fuck me, not that I would fuck another man, but if he did, after you fucked me, it would be like him sticking a pencil into a glass. His dick would rattle around. Heck, you opened me up so much I thought my insides were going to fall out!”

John frowned. Actually, he looked ready to cry. “But I gotta fuck! Or lose my dick! That’s what the doctor said!”

We sat there and thought about it. And we talked a bit. And we came up with a few ideas.

“There’s always the cows or the horses,” I suggested.

“I ain’t gonna fuck no animal!”

I understood that. But now that we had brought up the subject  of fucking something other than I… “How about my friends?”

I had lots of friends. And I always listened to them carrying on about how their husbands didn’t care, or their dicks were too small, or some other drivel.

Heck, I would start with the gals at my church. They were a varied lot, skinny and fat, big tits and small, but always complaining—I had even heard some of them praying—and wishing for a big-sized dick.

“Your friends?”

“Sure.”

“But they’re all church goers!”

“People who go to church like sex. You ever seen how many begats there are in the bible?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Furthermore, this is a mission of mercy. Once I explain the situation they’ll be glad to come help you out.”

“But you’re my wife!”

“And I always will be. But listen, If they can fuck you for a year or two, extend your amount of time as a man, then that’s that much longer that I will be able to take advantage of you. As a man. And when it’s all done, and you have to…you have to have your…”

“Dick cut off,” he finished for me.

“Thank you, your dick cut off, then they will all be done with you, and you will be left with me.”

He mused over that, thought over that. Lying on his back he said, “So I got to fuck all your friends. Hmmm.”

“Why, sure! You always remarked on how Bessy had the biggest tits this side of Iowa, wouldn’t you like to feel them? Suck them? Maybe even fuck them?”

“Oh,” the light came into his eyes.

“And what about Donna? That girl has been eying your pants for the longest time. Won’t she be surprised?”

We both giggled a that. The idea of prude Donna finally finding out how the other half, the big dicked half, lives. Why, her eyes would pop right out of her eyes and roll around on the floor.

John asked, “What about Rhonda? Would you care if I fucked her?”

“Why, Johnny! You randy old goat. You want that old hen?”

“She ain’t old, and…I just sort of like her. Would you mind?”

“I’ll call her first on the list. In fact, maybe we should just have a church social here and ask for, uh, contributions. You know, help for your condition. Then I could tell everybody, and maybe you’ll even get some pussy right there on the spot.”

“Could we?”

“I’ll go in and arrange it right now.”


PART TWO

That night we held our first meeting, and it was a doozy.

Nine girls form the church showed up, and we all sat in a circle and held a prayer, then we talked about getting new hymnals, the back shed at the church needed painting, and charitable projects we wished to engage in, which brought everybody’s attention to me.

“You called us together, Judy.” That was Wanda Bratton. A slender woman with some decent ta tas and smiles for everybody. Even though we knew her husband was a goat who wasted his seed on whores. “What is this emergency project you need help on?”

“Well, ladies, I’m going to be talking a little medical here, its a medical problem, so don’t be worried if I cross into some racy subjects.”

They all tittered and said they didn’t mind racy subjects, and Wanda blurted, “As long as I’m in the race.” And we all giggled some more. Then I started.

“My husband, John, he has a medical condition.”

There was a chorus of sympathy.

“You see, he was born a man…and a woman. It’s a medical condition, and his parents decided to have him be a man, so they suppressed his…womanliness.”

“Did he have a…sorry, girls, a cunt?” Wand asked.

“He did. Apparently he still has it. It’s just sewed up inside him.

“Oh, that poor dear,” whispered Rhonda.

“Now, the problem is, he’s contracted some sort of condition, sort of like elephantiasis.You know, that thing where people’s bodies swell up?”

“Is he getting fat?”

“Well, not really. Sort of. I mean…”

“What do you mean, Judy?” Donna asked.

“It’s his penis.”

Eyes opened. Surprise. Even shock.

“His…his peeny? His thingy?”

“That’s right. And the condition is that it’s really big now, and the only way to relieve the pressure is for him to have sex. A lot of sex.”

“Oh, that nasty thing,” muttered Donna the prude, but her eyes were glinting so much they wee almost steaming. “What are you going to do about it?”

“Well, here’s the thing. He needs a lot of sex, or his dick is going to fall off. Now, we’re prepared for him to be a woman, but the doctors recommend keeping him a man as long as possible. That will make his transition to womanhood easier.”

The girls sort of blanked out for a moment. Every one of them got a far away look in their eyes, and I just knew they were thinking about one thing…a big dick.

Heck, Bessy was deprived because her man said she had ‘cow tits.’ Stupid man, not seeing her blessings. And Donna was such a prude she limited her husband to once a month, but who knew how that was effecting her? Rhonda, poor dear, was getting a little older, and she had to be missing a good dicking or two. And Wanda never got any. Her stupid husband was going to Billy’s Bar and wasting his seed and actually paying for it! More than stupid.

Wanda, “So it would be an act of mercy to help John through these troubled times.”

“It would,” I nodded.

Rhonda asked, “I wouldn’t mind helping him, of course I would have to pray for him. That would be true charity. Would he mind if I prayed to God while I, uh…you know?”

“John is always praying during sex. He yells out ‘God!’ And ‘Jesus!’ All the time.”

Rhonda sat back with a satisfied smile on her face.

Bessy: “And he doesn’t mind my big…’cow tits?’” She lifted one, and it was big, and we all oohed and awwed.

“Personally,” I leaned forward, “I’ve always thought John would like to experience a more full breasted woman. I mean, look at my buttons.”

The girls all shook their heads and made clucking sounds.

Donna stated, “And it is all to give succor. To aid in a distressful time. It is the purpose of our little group.”

“Of course it is. Why, you don’t think I would ask this if John was…not having this condition?”

“Well, no. I just wanted to be sure.”

So we voted, and every last one of the ladies volunteered to come to the aid of poor John.

“Can we see him now? His condition?” Donna wiped a bit of drool from her chin.

“Of course. John?!”

John had been in the kitchen. He was wearing just a blanket. He stepped into the living room and stood there. “Uh, hi.” He was so embarrassed.

“John, could you show the girls your condition?”

John opened the blanket and the ladies all gasped.

It was huge, hanging to his knees, and it was red, and there was even a drop of pre-cum forming on the end of it.

“Oh, my,” breathed Donna.

“I think he’s going to need a lot of charity,” Rhonda spoke in a low voice.

“Would you like a contribution?”

We all turned to Bessy.

“You mentioned a, what do they call it? A transition? Surely that is going to cost money?”

“Of course it is,” I reassured her. “And any contribution would be greatly appreciated.

“She’s just trying to get to the front of the line.” I don’t know who said it, but all the ladies nodded their heads in agreement and reached for their purses.

“Well, Bessy, it looks like you won the lottery.”

She giggled. “It’s better than Bingo. Can I help him now?”

“Of course you can.” I turned to the other ladies. “Now, I don’t know how long he’ll last, but there’s coffee and donuts on and dining table if you wish to wait and take a chance that he’ll last.”

The ladies all rushed into the dining room and began slaughtering the donuts. I was glad I had bought extra, and I made some coffee.

Meanwhile, Bessy took John into the bedroom. Heck, she dragged him into the bedroom, and I heard the bed springs creak as first he lay down, then she got on top of him.

Then waiting for the coffee to percolate, I heard the bed springs again, and I frowned. They hadn’t even bounced. Surely they couldn’t be finished so soon.

Then Bessy poked her head into the kitchen. Her face was red and she motioned for me to come out and speak with her.

“Uh, I’m awfully embarrassed, but…do you have any lubricant?”

“Oh, my gosh, I am so sorry!” I bought a couple of jars and forgot to put them out. I rushed into the bedroom, into the bathroom, and brought out two jars of ‘Slip and Slide’ super lubricant.

Bessy giggled and I apologized again. Then, “is there anything I can do to help before I go back to the ladies?”

“Well, if you could help me up…”

Bessy was rather large, and our bed was high, so I helped her get up on it, then I helped her grease up. I slathered gobs of lubricant on her pussy, and she giggled some more, and got red in the face, and I didn’t wonder if she wasn’t having a couple of mini-orgasms.

Then she was perched over John, and I helped her fit his cock to her lips, then I didn’t need to do anything. She was heavy, lost her balance, and slid right down his cock. Her eyes opened large, her breath caught, and she said, “Oh, my!”

“Now, John,” I cautioned. “You be gentle with these ladies.”

“I will,” he nodded and gulped. The feeling of a pussy other than mine sliding up and down on his cock was getting to him.

“And don’t you cum too soon.”

“I’ll try, but…but…”

“But what?”

“She’s got such nice boobs!”

Bessy giggled again, and I smiled. “Her husband thinks they’re cow tits.”

“Hiram’s an idiot then!”

“Oh, Johnny, that’s the nicest thing anybody has ever said to me.” She giggled, and he thrust upwards with his hips. Her eyes went wide. I knew that pleasure was spearing up through her innards.

“Okay, John, I’ll leave you to her ministrations, but remember, no fast cuming. I don’t want to have to return anybody’s donations.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t ask for my money back.” Her voice was breathing, bouncing in time to John’s thrusts. “I would just ask for seconds.”

“You got it, girl. But don’t you try to make him cum too fast then.”

“I…I…wo….wo…n’t!” He was fucking her so hard her chin was bouncing up and down and making her stutter.

I left the room, listening to the sound of bed springs being abused.

John did three ladies before he squirted, then he surprised me by saying he thought he could do it again if he had a half hour to rest.

None of the ladies left, and he was able to get through four more.

It was near midnight before everybody left, and then the ones who hadn’t fucked him promised to return first thing in the morning. And the ones who had been fucked promised to return as soon as they were recovered. And I had to chuckle. A couple of the woman were dazed, fucked stupid, and they all walked a little bow-legged.

As I counted money that night I wondered how long John could keep his dick on. If he could last a year we could retire and cruise the Bahamas for the rest of our lives.

The next day the ladies showed up, and they brought a few friends with them. They stood around on the porch and chatted, and listened when, every once in a while, the woman inside would start moaning or even yelling as they came.

But things looked to be off to a good start, so I took a short trip to town to pick up more donuts and coffee. If things continued like this the ladies of the town would be round like donuts and walking like they always had to pee.

When I got back, the doctor was there. Doc Smide, and he was talking to a couple of the ladies, and he had a bulge in his pants like he wanted to be administered to. Well, of course, with that much estrogen flowing men would definitely be feeling a resulting upsurge in their testosterone.

“Whacha need, Doc?”

“I brought some medicine for John. How’s he doing?”

“Well, the ladies are making sure he staya a man for a good long time. This medicine, it ain’t gonna take the lead out of his pencil, will it?”

“Oh, no. With his hormonal balances we don’t need to reduce his testosterone, and it looks like the ladies will be taking that out of him, anyway. These pills will help him develop breasts. They work pretty fast, and with his natural hormones they’ll work even faster. So I suggest you go out and buy a couple of bras.”

“Okey doc,” I quipped. I took the medicine, thought about throwing it away, then decided not to. I liked the idea of John having his own set of ta tas.

So the doc left, and business continued. It was late in the morning before all the girls were satisfied and left, and I fed John his first dose of something called Pueraria Mirifica. He took several pills, looked down at his chest and sighed.

“What?”

“I don’t know. I was sort of expecting titties to just sort of pop out.”

I laughed. “Give it an hour or two.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I guess that is pretty dumb, but…”

“But what?”

“You know…I’ve always been envious of tits. I see woman walking around, the way people admire their chests. It must be nice to be admired.”

I thought about what he said, and I reached a decision. I popped a couple of pills in my mouth. “Sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.”

He grinned. “Yeah, baby. Big tits rule!”

In the afternoon more girls showed up. And the next morning. And it was pretty obvious that the word had gotten out. We live just outside a town of 2000 people, and that meant that there were about 1,000 women in town, and I think they all knew and wanted to help.

So the days passed, and a week, and the real trouble started on Monday after Sunday.

Well, yeah, it’s always Monday after Sunday, but the significance here was that church attendance was down. Women were too tired, or too happy to be dragged down by old Fire and Brimstone, which was the nickname for Pastor Garney. And since men didn’t attend unless their women dragged them along, the church wasn’t even half full. And it didn’t take a genius to figure out what was happening, and Pastor Garney showed up at the house early Monday morning.

There were maybe twenty gals lined up, eating donuts and drinking coffee, when the pastor’s old station wagon cruised up the drive. He managed to run over a couple of Magnolias and knock over a wheel barrow before he came to a stop. He stepped out of the car and glared at everybody.

He began walking towards the house, spouting his stuff.

First he tried Hebrews 13:4: “let the marriage bed be undefiled, for God will judge the sexually immoral and adulterous!”

Then he shouted out some Jude 1:7: “those who indulge in sexual immorality and pursue unnatural desire will undergo a punishment of eternal fire!”

And then, from Revelation 17:4: “Women hold in their hands a golden cup full of abominations and the impurities of sexual immorality.”

Leviticus 21:9 was a good one: “she who profanes herself by whoring, profanes her father; she shall be burned with fire!”

But my favorite was Jeremiah 3:9: “Because she took her whoredom lightly, she polluted the land, committing adultery with stone and tree!”

I mean, really? Fucking stones and trees? That woman must had a real pair of ovaries!

But, as the women getting a bit restive, I decided I needed to take a hand, and I did know my bible.

I shouted at him: “Isaiah 58:10: Feed the hungry, and help those in trouble. Then your light will shine out from the darkness, and the darkness around you will be as bright as noon.”

He blinked, then made the sign of the cross and yelled at me. “Deuteronomy 23:18: “You shall not bring the fee of a prostitute or the wages of a dog into the house of the Lord your God in payment for any vow, for both of these are an abomination to the Lord your God.”

One of the ladies yelled out from the porch, “Donations aren’t fees or you would have gone broke a long time ago!”

I grinned. I yelled, “Luke 11:41: But give that which is within as charity, and then all things are clean for you.”

And it went back and forth. The preacher against the harlot. Except it wasn’t me that was whoring. If anybody it was John, and how can a man be a whore, eh?

I suppose you could say John was a ‘whorer,’ but since it was all for medical purposes that seemed sort of lame.

Anyway, after a half hour of that Pastor Garney got tired, or maybe just out shouted, a lot of the ladies were piping up with their own bible verses, and he left.

I breathed a sigh of relief. I was tired of yelling. It’s hard work. But the trouble was only starting. Pastor Garney must have called some husbands, because about noon time they started showing up.

First was Hiram, who had called his wife ‘Cow tits.’

“You come home now,” and he marched up on the porch, grabbed her wrist and started to drag her across the gravel to his truck.

Then, to everybody’s surprise, Bessy dug her heels in. She stopped, and since she was a hefty girl and he was a stripling of a man, he stopped.

“You ain’t fucked me in five months, and the last time you told me I was fat and ugly and had cow tits!”

The ladies on the porch all gasped.

“So now I have to contribute to the well being of a man and you get your feelings all hurt? Where were my feelings when you called me ‘cow tits?’”

“But, honey, I’m sorry, I didn’t know…” he stammered, and Bessy surprised us again. She slapped him right in the face. SMACK. His head turned sideways and her hand print could be seen on his red cheek.

“Now you go home, and I’ll be home when I finish fu…when I finish administering my Christian charity to this poor man.”

Defeated, and definitely outweighed, Hiram slunk back across the gravel, got in his truck, and drove away.

Next was Wanda. Her husband, Jason, came down the driveway in his sport’s car. He got out and stomped across to his wife. And he outweighed her.

He grabbed her wrist and started to pull her, and then, surprise of surprises, other women moved in to hep her.

“You let go of Wanda, you drunk asshole!”

Drunk asshole? This was a Christian woman, but, darned if her words didn’t make me proud. Sometimes you have to turn the other cheek, but this was one of those times when you want to get an eyeball for an eyeball.

Jason stopped as women lined up in front of him, then surrounded him. He looked at his wife. Wanda rubbed her wrist, and she finally spoke up. “You been going down to the whorehouse at Billy’s Bar for years now, and now you get upset because I’m getting fu…I’m administering charity to a poor afflicted man! Begone you Philistine!”

The rest of the ladies started yelling at him then.

“Stand firm, then, and do not let yourselves be burdened again by a yoke of slavery.” Out of the bible, but I didn’t know where.

“Get out, get out, you murderer, you scoundrel!”

And so on.

Lord, I think those ladies knew the biblical curses better than they knew the prayers. But maybe that’s just because Pastor Garney was so Fire and Brimstone.

“At any rate, a few rocks were thrown and Jason retreated to his car and zoomed away. Gone to Billy’s Bar, no doubt.

And that was the way it went that afternoon. And not only did the women curse the men, and throw rocks at them, but when they did go home…they came back the next day. So apparently they didn’t need all the sisterhood they experienced on this day to keep up their courage. Charity will do that to you, you know. Make you stronger. It certainly made John stronger. All their charity made the months pass, and the months would become years. And John would thoroughly enjoyed his last days as a man.

But then, one day, not a month after the girls had given the men their comeuppance, I looked at John and I marveled.

“Honey?”

“Yes, dear?”

We were having sex. I had let the ladies push me aside for a while, and I had finally asserted myself After all, I was married to him, and isn’t it right that a woman should give her husband a little charity

“You got titties.”

“I do?”

He looked down at his chest and, sure enough, he had these little bumps under his nipples, and his nipples were puffy looking and standing straight up. “Oh my gosh!”

“Say, these look pretty good.” I hadn’t sat on him yet, and I leaned forward and touched a nipple.

“Ooh!” and he covered the nipple with one hand.

“What? Does it hurt?”

“It feels good. It gave me a tingle all the way down in my dick.”

“Then take that hand away!” I pushed his hand aside and I put my lips to his little mounds.

“Oh, yeah!” he moaned as I sucked.

I used my teeth and pulled, and he about went out of his mind.

“Oh, God! That feels too good! Don’t stop!”

I wasn’t about to. Heck, I knew he had good staying power, and I wanted to make sure he was good and horny. And, I know this sounds funny, but sometimes it feels good to have a good gush of squirtem up your quim. All that white liquid warming your insides, dripping out. It gave a woman a sort of…I don’t know…a ‘successful’ feeling.

So I sucked, and I grabbed his balls, such as I could, with my hands. And I laid on top of him, all awkward, but sucking and massaging and having the time of my life.

And he groaned and moaned, and, finally, I jumped up and squatted over his dick.

Oh, God, it was good. That big thing penetrating me, turning me inside out, making me feel like God hisself was screwing me.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“That’s the idea!” I panted, my chest heaving, and suddenly I froze. I looked down.

“John!” I gasped.

He opened his eyes and looked at me.

“I’ve got tits, too!”

And, sure enough, and they were a little bigger than his. I had a couple of small bumps before, but now they were big bumps. I was going to have to start wearing a bra! I was going to bounce when I ran! And, the weird feeling of exultation inside…I was going to be womanly in shape, as well as essence.

“Oh, honey,” and he grabbed my chest, palmed my nipples and rubbed.

“Ahh…ohhh!” And.I couldn’t help it, I had intended to stay the distance, but I erupted. “OOOH!!!”

But, it was okay, my orgasm caused John to burst.

“GAHHH!”

And we squirted so close together we might as well have been one. He kept pushing his hips up, and I kept sitting harder and harder, and I could feel his gism filling me up.

As I have noted, John was a big cummer, made bigger by his condition. I could feel his big gun, pulsing like a jackhammer, and I could feel squirts against my inner walls. And they went on and on and on.

“God!” He finally muttered, relaxing, satisfied.

Shortly after that I collapsed on him. And I played with his titties, which made him giggle and push me away. Poor, sensitive John.

So there we were, two titty monsters.

Oh, I know we weren’t that big, but we started playing with womanly things. Things like dresses. Lots of the women in church knew how to sew, and they would measure us and bring over the most darling outfits.

I liked it, because I was getting shape and looking more and more womanly.

John liked it because wearing a dress let his cock breath.

And, one day we started playing with make up.

Now, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but Christian women usually wear the nicest make up. They like looking good when they go to church, and who can blame them, eh? I mean, God would much rather have a good looking woman on her knees than some ugly slattern.

So my tits grew, I wore nice outfits, and it was fun to paint my eyes and color my lips.

And John courtesy of the hormones he was taking, and courtesy of his own natural estrogen taking charge, becoming predominate in his body, began wearing dresses more and more, and his breasts filled out the top, and his waist shrunk, and his hips began to get rounder.

And he liked to look good, too. Not a day went by without us playing with make up, and exploring styles and fashion.

And, we played with long nails, and hair styles, and we just had the most girly fun.

And then, one day, I looked at him and said, “John, go get the measuring tape.”

So he did, and here is the thing. He was spending a lot of time in bed, being charitably contributed to by the ladies of the town. And I was busy counting money, or fixing him food, for all the shrinking of his waist he seemed to be eating more food, or being on top or under him, so I just hadn’t noticed.

“What?” he asked, handing me the tape.

I didn’t say a word, just measured him, and, sure enough, he was taller. And not just by a little.

“John, how tall are you?”

“About six foot.”

“Nope.”

“What?”

“You measure out at almost six foot six.”

“What? How could that…”

But we knew.

“You got that acromegaly thing. And it ain’t just your dick growing anymore.”

“But…my whole body? Why haven’t I noticed?”

“Cause you’re always lying down. Or I just ain’t lookin’ at you.”             

“But that…wow!”

Now that we knew what was happening, we kept a close watch on his height, and here is where it gets interesting. As he got taller he didn’t get fatter, or weird looking.

He got heavier, the floorboards would creak under him, but only a little bit. He was getting more…proportionate!

A regular woman, I looked it up in Google, might be 36 by 24 by 36. But he was measuring out at 48 by 32 by 48. I mean, he was…STACKED!

But it was all proportionate.

“You don’t think I’ll get too tall someday, do you?”

“No matter how tall you get, lover, I will always love you.”

And, one more interesting thing, in this saga of interesting things, his dick didn’t grow.

But it did grow softer. And, finally, one day, it was just too soft.

The ladies were all lined up, but they had known what was happening, and what was coming to pass.

Big John’s dick was dead.

Lord, thinking back, it was funny. But when we went to the hospital they made a big procession. All the ladies in town drove their cars, or their trucks, or even their backhoes or graders, and they followed us to town, giving a big long, honking dirge.

Honk…honk…honk…honk…honk…

All the way to town. All together. Birds flew out of trees, citizens, which means the males, stopped what they were doing and watched.

And I often wondered if they were rejoicing. Big John was dead, maybe they would get their wives back.

We arrived at the hospital, John got taken in, and all the girls cheered and whistled and stomped their feet so loud the hospital sent out somebody to make us be quiet.

And he got his dick cut off.

A penectomy.

But, interesting enough, not the balls. The doctor told us the balls would make good ovaries, they just had to push them back into John’s body and let nature readapt them for their new purpose.

John came out of the hospital, and he was a new…woman. And he seemed happier for it. He walked out the door, ducking to get out, he had kept growing and now he was over seven feet tall, and he straightened up and faced us.

He hugged me, and thanked me, and he hugged all the ladies as he could and thanked them for their Christian charity. Then we went home.

But that’s not the end of the story.

A couple of months later John and I were talking. We had just made love, I had found the most darling dildo, and we were talking about what it’s like to have male orgasms versus female orgasms.

“Male Os are harder, faster, and female Os take their time,” he explained.

“Really. I always wondered what it would be like to have a male orgasm.”

And we talked and then we kissed and went to sleep.

I slept good that night. I didn’t have Big John’s dick, but I did have a dildo, and it felt wonderful. It felt wonderful to both of us, and we used it front and back until we thought the darned thing would break. But, heck, if it did, we would just get another one.

And I stirred in my sleep, dreaming dreams of dildos and  John and how wonderful life was. And I felt a warmth inside, and I was dreaming, but I was just aware enough to know that I was having a wet dream.

Imagine, me having a wet dream. That’s sort of reserved for men, but women can have them, and I felt so loosey goosey in my dream, and I felt myself moving my hips, and then it burst over me. I groaned and moaned and felt the world just simply explode. It was like creation had just shattered into tatters.

Then I felt a shaking. John was waking me up. “Honey? Judy?”

“Wha…?” I brushed his hand away. I wanted to wallow in the depths of my orgasm for a while.

“Honey!” but he was insistent.

“What?” I came awake.

“Are you all right?”

“Yes, but…” I felt different. I looked down the bed. “Oh, my God!”

John looked down, and he repeated after me, “Oh my God!”

And we stared. Then he pulled the covers off. There, sprouting from my junction, was a nicely formed dick. And it was dribbling bits of goo from my dream.

I looked at John, and he looked at me.

“Honey,” he said, “I’ll call the girls. I think we need some more charity!”


EPILOGUE

We got charity.

Apparently, my parents hadn’t told me that I had been born with two sexes, and they had decided it would be best if I grew up female.

So, the game was on again, and I looked forward to the months of the girls helping me make the transition. I would miss being a woman, especially after just getting my tits, but, oh well. Whatever God wants…God gets.

Oh, and one last thing. Big John’s dick.

When they took it off we had the doctor’s save it. We took it to a taxidermist in town, and had it stuffed.

It hangs over the mantle piece, a reminder of days gone by.

Funny thing, every Sunday more and more ladies show up here. We drink coffee and eat donuts, and we sit in rows and we watch that dick mounted on the wall.

Funny. It was so heavy we had to have it mounted on a cross piece, and now, if you turn your head a little and use your imagination, it looks like a cross.

And sometimes we ladies talk about it, about how Pastor Garney’s church went bust, and how he is always seen getting his coals raked at Billy’s Bar.

And sometimes we talk about how we should probably pray a little, make our Sundays a little more…spiritual.

Then we look at the dick, and somebody whispers what we’re all thinking.

The Church of Big John’s Dick.

But, really, it is:

The Church of the Big Dick.

And we all know what we are praying for.

END
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PART ONE

“Monday morning! Yippee!” Bonnie bounced out of bed and celebrated. Like a racer she dashed to the shower and scrubbed herself.

Chuck moved gently across the bed and managed to get my legs out and onto the floor. His ass was pretty sore from when she spanked it. the night previous. Also, he was still wearing the butt plug from last night. That made walking very awkward. He staggered into the bathroom and arrived just as she stepped out of the shower.

“Come on, Chuckles! It’s a great day to be alive!”

Chuck groaned and stepped into the shower.

“Make sure you shampoo and condition!” and she went into the bedroom.

Chuck sat under the shower and slowly began to come awake. The water felt good on his ass, and he even did his hair.

When he finally got out Bonnie was waiting for him. “You are such a sluggard,” she laughed. “Come on. Let’s move a little.”

She began rubbing fruity smelling lotion into his skin.

He blinked, and sneezed, and then asked her, “Can we take the butt plug out? It’s pretty awkward, and I’m sore down there.”

“I don’t know. Have you learned your lesson?”

“Oh, yes.”

She giggled. “Well, I guess so.”

He bent over and gently worked it out. It’s funny. When you are having butt sex you tend to miss things when they are removed, but when you’ve had an anal partner all night long your butt starts to complain.

This was one of those times when his butt wanted to complain.

“Okay, your clothes are on the bed, get dressed and I’ll help you with your make up.”

Chuck went to the bed and found normal attire. Nothing special. He slipped on some panties, put on a bra and stuffed my breast forms into them. He put on a garter and nylons, then looked at the dress she had chosen for him. A nice summer dress, silky purple with little white. flowers on it. The sleeves were a bit voluminous, and the waist was belted, but it wasn’t too bad. He pulled it on, tied the belt and looked in a mirror.

His hair was a mess, so he started brushing it out.

“Use the hair dried,” Bonnie suggested, so he did.

Bonnie, meanwhile, was fixing herself up for a day at his company.

She had wrapped a compression vest around her chest so she had no boobs. Then she had put on slacks, a white shirt, a jacket and a tie. She was wearing heels, that would make her taller and give her more authority, and her hair was pulled back. She wore minimal make up except for red lipstick. Red lipstick is a power statement, and she was determined to walk into and take over. That’s power.

She finished and came over to him. “Okay, girlfriend, let’s get your face in shape.”

She was quick, and she lectured him as she did it, but within minutes he had a soft feminine face, doe eyes, and red lips.

“Beautiful,” she said, and slapped his ass.

“Ow!”

“Sorry,” she grinned. Then: “You know you actually make a prettier housewife than I did.”

His mouth twisted in a frown, but there was nothing he could say. It was the truth, after all.

“Okay, I haven’t signed you up for a gym membership because you won’t be able to take a shower afterwards. Your make up and all. But I put some CDs on the media center. You can choose between tai chi and karate and yoga. We don’t have any the Pilates machinery, so…” she shrugged.

“What about breakfast?”

“Fix it,”  she said bluntly. “You’re the housewife. Just don’t take too much time, and eat light. Those work outs will take it out of you.”

“Okay,” he agreed. “When you get to the office just call George Hanes. He’ll talk you through anything. Wanda has your list of meetings, but tell her to cancel any and all of them you need to. I don’t expect you to make any big decisions.” And the unspoken comment was, I don’t expect you to mess anything up.

“Okay, sounds good. I’ve left a list of chores on the sink, you should be able to get them done by noon. I usually go to volunteer meetings by then, but you don’t have to.” And the unspoken comment, I don’t expect you to mess anything up.

They both looked at each other then. It was the make or break point.               He was struck by how masculine she looked with her chest all compressed. No boobs at all. He missed her femininity already.

She smiled and grabbed his chastity cage. “At least I don’t have to worry about you whacking off.”

He smiled wanly and said a curse word in his mind.

“But if you get lonely, my collection of vibrators is in the bottom drawer.” Her meaning was clear: if you can’t handle the horniness there’s always your asshole.

They kissed then, and he felt funny. He had on the lipstick and she didn’t. He didn’t want to mess his lipstick, but she seeming eager to chew on his mouth for a while.

“Okay, babe. “Wish me luck.” She gave his nuts a quick squeeze that almost buckled his legs, then sauntered confidently out the door.

He stood there and looked around and was lost.

He sighed, and decided first things first, a good breakfast. He went to the fridge and got a beer. He popped it and glanced at the list of chores. Laundry. Vacuum. Clean the refrigerator. Do the dishes. Polish the wood furniture.

He snorted and sashayed into the living room. He laughed and bounced onto the couch. This female stuff was pretty easy. He sipped his beer and turned on the TV. Not much on at this time of day, mostly chick stuff, but that was okay. He was feeling pretty ‘chick-ish.’ He had tits, a round ass, killer lips, and the only drawback was that he couldn't’ get off.

Or could he?

He went into the bedroom and took out Bonnie’s biggest and best vibrator. ‘The Marauder.’ It was a fucking horse dildo!

He went into the game room and sat down at the computer and pulled up some porn.

Ah, Ava and Brandie and Casca and about a million other good looking babes.

Then he realized his beer was empty, so he traipsed back to the kitchen and got another one. He chuckled. Drinking beer seemed to relax him and make his high heeled gait a little bit easier. Beer as a cure for high heels. Now there’s an invention!

He sat down at the computer and began surfing. He searched for fisting, and for maximum boob MILFs. Lots of joy there.

After a while he got another beer, then another, and he was having a great time. This living life as a woman was great!

Bonnie drove into the company parking lot and parked in the parking space with the sign that said, “PRESIDENT.”

She giggled. She was president today, and maybe for a lot more days to come.

She hopped out of the car and strode into the back entrance. There were a couple of people already there, and they all knew her. She tossed greetings out and made her way to Chuck’s office. Once there she plopped herself down into the big swivel chair and spun around.

“Hey, Bonnie. Where’s Chuck?”

It was George.

“He’s not coming in today. I’m taking over for him. What’s on the schedule?”

George took it in stride. He was a chubby fellow with an eternal smile and the ability to roll with any punch.

“Got a meeting with the department heads in ten. Sam is going to want to push the new accounting method. Ted wants to get a new forklift. The rest of the guys will just give you their stats.”

“Excellent. Tell me, is the new accounting method any good?”

“Well, it is and it isn’t. It’s faster, but it does need more maintenance.”

“How much more?”

George told her.

“Crap. Excuse my French. Is there a better program?”

“Yeah. Numbergame, by the Smith company.”

“Have we considered that?”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Chuck doesn’t like their rep.”

“Why not?”

“Apparently he parked in Chuck’s parking space one time.”

And that’s a reason for not considering a better product?

“Reason enough for Chuck,” George shrugged.

“Okay, what about the forklift?”

On the home front Chuck had finished the beer, and he was feeling really horny, so he picked up the big vibrator and turned it on. ZZZZZ! He placed it on his cock cage.

ZGZGZGZGZG! The top of the vibrator shivered on the tip of his chastity tube and he almost fainted. Fuck! Why hadn’t he done this before.

He sat back in the swivel chair and manipulated the vibrator. In a minute he was panting, and in two minutes he was squirting. God! that was fast! And tiring!

He leaned back and closed his eyes Just for a minute.

“So we can buy the rights for this new accounting method. We can only put it on fifty computers, however, so—“

“Wait,” Bonnie blurted. “Why only fifty?”

“They only license us for fifty. A hundred is twice as much. Chuck would never go for that.”

Bonnie frowned. She didn’t much case what Chuck would say. She was Janey on the spot, and she wanted to know.

“What about the Numbergame?”

Sam blinked. “Well, Chuck didn’t want that.”

“Is it better or worse than the other one.”

“Better.”

“How about expense?”

“They’ll license for a hundred stations for half the price.”

Bonnie looked around the table. “Is there any reason we shouldn’t do this?”

They all looked at each other.

“What?”

“Chuck didn’t want it,” stated Sam.

“Chuck’s not here. Somebody parked in his space, they didn’t park in mine. Is there any real reason. we should go with the Numbergame?”

Silence, a shrug, and Henry, down at the end of the table, “I’ve used it before. It’s really good stuff. It configures perfectly with our software.”

“Anybody else?”

Nancy stood up. “It gets higher ratings in MacRumor.

“Anybody?”

Nobody.

George. See if they’ll give us an even better deal. See if you can make the purchase by the eend of the day.”

George grinend. “Yes, sir!” Then, embarrassed, he said, “Sorry, ma’am.”

“Ha!” Bonnie barked. “ I don’t care what you call me as long as we make more money. Ted, tell me about the forklift situation.

Chuck jerked, then awoke. He had a slight headache and his belly felt a little upset. The computer had gone to sleep and the screen blank, so he didn’t turn it off. He just figured it was off and got up. He went back to the bathroom and peed, then headed out for the chores. It was already eleven, but he had all afternoon. First things first, he did the vacuuming.

La de da! he minced around in his high heels, enjoying the feel of the silk slithering about his legs. Damn. He had just cum, and his pecker was already trying to get hard again. It was that stupid chastity tube!

Oh, well. At least now he knew he could get relief at any time. Just plug in the vibrator and soar into the wild blue yonder.

He didn’t have to vacuum much, the floor wasn’t that dirty, so he was onto the polishing. That looked like the next easiest, so he got out the pledge and went to town.

Spritz, spritz. Rub a dub dub. He sashayed through the house. Do the bannister. The rungs don’t need it. The table, fortunately he didn’t need to move the magazines. Those had been there forever and it would be shiny under them. Through the house he went, and it wasn’t long until the can of Pledge was empty.

“Okay, Ted. Get a better quote on a new forklift. And get a quote for repairs for the old one. Get back to me after lunch.”

Ted made a note on a pad of paper and nodded.

Bonnie stood up and everybody’s eyes followed her. She was short and slender, but she had an imposing, no nonsense attitude about her.

“Okay, guys and gals. This is the point where I sit through your boring excuses and justifications.”

Everybody blinked.

“Look at the statistics on the board behind me. The lines are just meandering along. No spikes. No surges. Business as usual, and it sucks!”

Everybody started sitting up straighter. This wasn’t the way Chuck ran the meetings.

“So, instead of listening to you bozos tell me why a static line is really a good thing, you have an hour to present me with three ideas for making your statics go up. We will meet right after lunch. Questions?”

There were no questions. They were in two much shock to be asking questions. “Then I’ll see you after lunch.”

Blinking, looking around, glancing at her, the department heads left the office.

Bonnie chuckled, and spun around in the swivel chair. Man, this was fun. But it looked like Chuck had a slower, more relaxed style than she did.

Well. that was okay. To each their own. She placed her hands on his big, shiny desk and prepared to get up, and stopped. There was a yellow post it on the top of his computer screen. The message was writing in pink, and there was a big heart on it. She leaned forward and squinted her eyes.

314 at noon

see you then, lover.

And the big heart.

For a second Bonnie had no thought. Just a blankness as she grokked what she had read. Then she had a thought, lots of thoughts, and a growl started to surge within her.

She looked at her watch.

Noon.

Room 314 was right up the stairs.

She stood up and stomped out of the office.

Chuck was hard at work collecting the laundry. Darn stuff was hard to carry because of his high heels. He kept stumbling and his hair was getting in his eyes. He reached the foyer and put the laundry basket down for a second and brushed his hair out of his eyes. Damned hair. He was going to get a haircut as soon as he got back to the office. He was going to—

KNOCK KNOCK!

He jumped back as the door opened.

“Hey, beautiful!” Sarah giggled. She was Bonnie’s bestie, and she had seen Chuck in all his finery just yesterday.

“Oh, whew. You startled me.”

“First day in the big time, eh?”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

“So how is it?”

“Boring.”

“Excellent. Got time for a snack and Margaritas?”

“Well, uh…”

“I know. you’re all embarrassed. But there’s this little place downtown with very private booths. We park, walk in through the patio, we sit, we have a chilled Margaritas, and…voila! You are no longer bored.

Chuck perked up.

“I could go like this?”

“Absolutely. Besides. No one can tell you’re a man.”

“Really?”

“Really.” Sarah grabbed his arm and said, “Let’s go, girlfriend. I have a wooden leg, maybe even two wooden legs. Let’s rock it.”

Chuck was dragged, with him in the lead, out of the house.

Bonnie took a deep breath. She turned the knob, pushed the door and stepped in.

“EEE!” A completely naked girl tried to cover herself up. She had been lying on a table, legs spread so her pussy was totally exposed.

“Who are you?”

“The girl ran to her pile of clothes, but Bonnie was already filming her with her cell phone.

The girl had a nice, round butt and big, jouncing tits. Her lips were red and her face was ashen right through her pancake make up.

“Stop videoing!” she begged, as she pulled her panties up.

“Do you work her?”

“I…uh…who are you?”

“I’m Bonnie, married to Chuck. I own this company.” A slight exaggeration, but not enough to be untruthful.

The girl jumped into her skirt and struggled with her blouse. Her eyes were beautiful, but a bit haunted. “You’re…you’re…”

“I’m the wife of the man you were waiting naked for.”

The girl grabbed her shoes and tried to get past Bonnie. “Let me out.”

Bonnie kept the cell phone working. “I am going to post this on Facebutt if you don’t tell me who you were going to meet.”

“Please!” She was begging, her face was drawn and not so pretty now. “I can’t! He’ll fire me.”

“And if you don’t tell me then I’ll fire you.” and a bolt from the blue. “And I’ll send this video to your husband.”

Bingo. The girl actually physically staggered. It was just a guess, but cheaters sometimes go with cheaters.

“Who?”

“Chuck. I was going to meet Chuck.”

“Do you meet him every day?”

She looked down. She was beaten, and looked it.

“Every other day. He said he couldn’t do every day.”

Of course, he had to save a little for Bonnie.

“Okay, Bonnie. I will be checking up on your work. If it’s up to snuff I won’t fire you.”

“But Chuck will!”

“Chuck will not. Now, I believe it’s the lunch hour. Go.”

Bonnie moved aside and ran out the door.

Funny, she didn’t even know the girl’s name, but that was easily found out. She filmed the girl’s waggling butt as she ran down the hallway.

Chuck’s face was on fire. Sarah chuckled and kept her arm linked in his. “You are so blushing!”

“I’m…you’re sure nobody can recognize me?”

“Not a chance.”

They entered a veritable shack. Once inside they turned right and entered a dimly lit area. Sarah led him to a booth and they slid in.

Chuck was now officially terrified, but the waiter came up and asked, “What can I get you ladies?”

Chuck blinked.

“A couple of steak salads would do nicely, and a couple of Margaritas. Salt, please.”

The waiter left and Saarah leaned across the table and took Chuck’s hands. “Told you.”

Her grabbing his hands made him nervous and relaxed at the same time. Relaxed because he was so nervous, and nervous because she was a woman, and he instantly felt a sproing in his groin.

Of course, his dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t mean it didn’t try.

“So how is it being a woman?”

“It’s…cool.”

“It’s sexy, I tell ya. When I saw you the other day my first thought was ‘I gotta get some of that.”

“Really?”

“Really.

Then he sighed.

“What?”

“Well, I can’t.”

“You can’t?” she arched her eyebrows. “But I always got the impression that under all that feminine garb was a really swinging dick.”

“Oh, it’s not that i don’t want to, it’s just that, part of the Female Led Relationship thing involves a…uh…”

“A what? What are you being so mysterious about?”

“A chastity cage.”

“A chastity cage?”

“Yeah. It’s a metal thing that goes around your cock and—“

“I know what a chastity device is. But how did you let yourself get put in one?”

“Well, it’s not to control me. or anything. It’s just to help me not have a boner bump when I’m wearing a dress.”

Sarah laughed, which was sort of embarrassing, then she slid around the booth until she was sitting next to him.

“So you have a chastity cage on.” She slipped her hand down and felt his crotch. Her eyes widened. “Oh, my God!”

The waiter showed up at that moment with their Margaritas. He placed them on the table and Chuck grabbed his. He took a quick glug and Sarah giggled.

“What?”

“You’ve got salt on your lips.”

He started to bring his hand up to wipe the salt off his lips but Sarah stopped him. “Wait.”

“Why?”

She put her hand behind his head and pulled his face to her. She gently nibbled on his lips.

Chuck really felt his cock trying to grow now. He couldn’t believe how hard it was pushing. It felt like it was pushing out and stretching his balls.

Sarah backed away. “Whoo! I think I like kissing women better than I like kissing me.”

Chuck put a hand in his groin and pushed and made a whining sound.

Sarah laughed. She looked down and laughed some more, then she looked up at him again. “We’re going to have some fun, Chuck. Now drink your drink. Would you like to feel my boobs?”

Bonnie walked into the house. “Chuck?”

No answer, but his car was there.

She walked through the house and she frowned. The vacuuming looked like he pushed it around a few times, and that was it. No pattern, not even trying to get it butted up agaisnt the couch.

She almost tripped on the laundry, left in the foyer. She ran a finger over the woodwork and was disgusted. The polish was haphazardly sprayed on, and the woodwork had swirls where it hadn’t been rubbed in.

At this point she wasn’t really thinking, just reacting to poorly done housework. She went into the game room and saw the exercise CDs laying on top of his desk. Apparently unopened.

Then she saw the beer cans. Six empties all in a row. Lined up like the dead soldiers they were.

A bit stunned now, she sat down in his swivel and just stared at nothing. What had Chuck been doing? She expected mistakes, maybe even a little rebellion, but this……getting drunk and…her eyes fell on her vibrator.

What the fuck was this doing out?

She put her hand out to touch it and froze. There was something on the desk, some kind glue-y liquid.

She touched it with a fingernail. It was…could it be…” She sniffed it and her eyes opened. Chuck had figured out a way to jack off!

Beer cans, vibrator, gizm on the desktop. Then started to pick up her vibrator and her hand was shaking a bit, so she merely nudged it. It pushed against the keyboard and the computer screen lit up.

Bonnie was no simpering virgin. She was a full bodied woman with a healthy sexual appetite. But this…she had never seen anything like this!

A woman was on the screen. She was naked and standing with her back to the camera. She had a butthook in her ass. A rope went from the butthook up to the ceiling.

Bonnie tapped a key and the woman tried to bend over. There was a pair of scissors on the floor and she needed them to cut the rope, but the butthook made it so she could only bend over so far, and though she struggled, she couldn’t…she couldn’t…

She looked at the screen. The girl’s name was Sammi Starfish.

Bonnie knew this had to be a mistake. Chuck must have clicked her accidentally.

She reached for the mouse and was about to close the window, then stopped. She shifted the cursor to the back button and clicked.

A log in page, and the computer had automatically filled in user and password. Chuck was a member?

She clicked on the back button again. A site called Wifey’s world. He was a member.

The back button again and again. And Chuck was the member of half a dozen sites, and then it got interesting.

First she saw pussies. Really hairy pussies, some with semen splattered all over them. Then she saw what Chuck had been putting in the search line. ‘Hairy pussies.’

More back button. Girls with cocks. What? Until she reached his search for ‘shemales.’

More back button. Lactating females. Black muscular women. Slut Marion. And, the creme de la creme…’amputee sex.’

Bonnie blinked, and her mouth opened. Amputee sex? Her husband was…he watched…

She stood up and was ready to throw the computer out the window, then she stopped. She hit the forward button until the computer was back where she had found it, then she went to work.

Chuck staggered into the house. Staggered not because of his high heels, but because he was drunk. And happy because he had spent the afternoon in the back of Sarah’s car with her munching on his face. She had stroked his cage endlessly, and even pushed a finger up his butthole.

He, of course, had kissed with equal zest, and he had gotten down and eaten her out until she had a frothy orgasm.

Then she had repaired him make up and dropped him off.

He was looped, but that was okay. He put on some coffee, he still had a couple of hours before Bonnie was due home, and he began doing his chores.

Vacuuming was done, polishing was done. Better do the laundry.

While the laundry was starting he took care of the empty beer cans and her vibrator.

Man, he was still horny. This afternoon had primed him all over again. But he didn’t have time for another session with the vibrator. Sighing, looking forward to tomorrow, he went about cleaning up the house. Finally, he put in one of the CDs, the yoga one. He looked at the table of contents and memorized a couple of postures so he could say he did them. Smiling, he looked around for other things that would make it look like he had done his chores. And he chortled on the inside. The FLR stuff was easy. Man, he was acing it. And Bonnie said it was so tough being a woman. Silly bitch didn’t know how to do it, that was all.

Bonnie spent the afternoon in meetings. She worked with each department head and started them on new programs. The department heads seemed to like it. She could feel their excitement as things they had thought about began the initial stages of implementation. And the feeling of excitement was contagious.

And she took a look at the woman she had caught naked. Marcia Johnson. Worked in legal. Was actually bright and a hard worker. She apparently wanted a career, but she had chosen the wrong way to get it.

Or maybe it wasn’t the wrong way. Hmm. Just before break she paid a visit to legal and had a long sit down with Mrs. Marcia Johnson. When she left Marcia wasn’t worried about losing her job. She had other things to think about.

“Chuck? I’m home!”

“Back here, babe!” he called from the game room.

She walked in and he was standing with an apron around his waist and a can of Pledge in his hand. “I just finished polishing,” he gave her a kiss. And thought about how much more inspired Sarah was. Man, his lips were so overworked they were burning!”

“Wonderful. Then you had no problem finishing the list?”

“Oh, no. It was easy. Want to give me an inspection?”

“Nah. I know what a hard worker you are. Let’s just relax and have some dinner. Maybe a drink or two. Would you like me to play with you tonight?”

Oh, God! His dick was sore from trying to get hard with Sarah. “I think I might have pulled something with the yoga.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. Well, there’s always tomorrow. You don’t mind if I go to work again, do you? Your people are so incredible. You have really trained them well. the company just sails along.”

“Oh, no. That would be fine.”

And so the night went.

And so the week went. Chuck drinking in the morning, making out with Sarah (which blew Bonnie’s mind…her best friend?) and sloughing through the chores.

Each day Bonnie went to work, and she implemented programs, praised people, threatened slackers, and the company, just in the space of a week, was showing hints of rising trends.

Of course the toll on Bonnie was tough. Each day she was too tired for sex (even if she had been willing to unlock Chuck), but that was okay with Chuck. He was tired in his own right. After all, he was having great vibrator induced orgasms.

And, on the surface, everything was hunky dory. A couple in love, adapting to a Female Led lifestyle. And everybody was happy. Until Friday night.


PART TWO

“I’m home!”

“Hey, babe!”

Chuck called from the game room.

She entered the room and said, “Have I got a surprise for you!”

“Really? What is it?”

“Let me go get sexy for you, then I’ll show you.”

“Five minutes later she returned, and she looked good. Chuck was glad she had stopped dressing masculine and had gone back to looking female. He stared at her boobs in the see through gown. He looked at her pussy. Damn! It looked like her pussy had a bit of glistening to it, like it was wet.

He smiled. He was going to get a little.

She said, “Have a seat on the couch. “Let me have the swivel.”

So he did, and she sat down and popped in a DVD and waited for it to boot. While she waited she turned to Chuck and said, “I came across a video of a man cheating on his wife. You won’t believe this. We should have popcorn,” she giggled.

Chuck grinned. A man cheating, lucky she didn’t know about him. Then the video started.

Within ten seconds Chuck was leaning forward, his jaw on the floor, his heart sinking into his shoes.

A video of Marcia. Naked. Gathering up her clothes and trying to get out of the room, Bonnie’s voice questioning her, and…and Bonnie knew.

“Honey….you need to…”

“Hush, it gets better.”

A view of his computer screen, the browser open to a page about hairy cunts. Then a slow series of back clicks, focusing on his user name and password. Back through the sites he regularly perused.

“And I’ve got files like this for every day of the week!” Bonnie bubbled happily.

Then a video of Bonnie inspecting the house. She rubbed her finger in the swirls of wood polish. She pointed out the random nature of his haphazard vacuuming, chore after chore she picked apart.

“Isn’t this fellow lazy?” she remarked.

Chuck was on his feet. He wanted to run away screaming, but…he was rooted.

“Honey, I didn’t—“

“Quiet down now, we’re coming to the good part.

An overview of the house security system showed on the screen, but the cameras had been changed. instead of showing the backyard, one showed his office. He watched himself drink beer, use the vibrator, cum, and even lick his fingers when he was done. Finally, the video was done.

Bonnie popped the CD out and turned to him. She was actually smiling. “You can have this one. I’ve got lots of copies. You can watch some of the other videos I made. Would you like to?”

He felt about as big as a mouse’s dick. He shook his head. “Bonnie, I…uh…”

“You don’t have to say anything.”

“I…I don’t? then you’re not…you’re not…”

“Mad? Oh, Lord, no. A bit disappointed, but…listen, honey, we’re in. Female Led Relationship. That means I’m in charge, and if the workers are unhappy it’s the boss’s fault. So your little peccadillos and foibles? They’re my fault. Heck, even if I was blameless, they’re still my responsibility.

“Then…I’m forgiven? And you’re all right with this?”

“Oh, gosh. No. You’ve broken trust and betrayed me, so I’m not all right. But I will take the enlightened female viewpoint and help you correct your behavior.”

“Oh, honey! That is great! I swear, I’m reformed. I’m going to toe the straight and narrow from here on out.”

“Excellent,” Bonnie interrupted his burbling. “Here.” She picked up a box from the floor and handed it to him.

“What’s this?”

“I got you a nicer chastity tube. I think you’ll like it a lot better.”

He grinned while he opened the box. He couldn’t believe his good luck. He had been caught, and she was fine with everything! This female led stuff really worked!

He took out the black bag and opened it. The new chastity tube was sleek and shiny. State of the art modern.

“Here’s the key to the old one,” she handed him the key and he took it and quickly unlocked himself.

“It’s not getting hard,” she said.

“Oh, well. I, uh…”

“Oh, you had a little vibrator action. That’s okay.”

He grinned. “You’re really not upset?”

“Not really. Boys will be boys. Men will be men. I just need to do my duty as a wife a little better.”

He slid the new tube on and looked at it. “It’s snug.”

“But comfortable.”

“Oh, yeah. Feels good.”

“Excellent. Now, let me put a dab of lube on the lock,” she was holding a little tube in her hand and she squirted a drop into the locking mechanism.

“Wow. No padlock. It’s built right in.”

“Only the best for my baby.”

She picked up the key, pushed it into the lock, looked up at him. She was holding his caged cock and he could feel the warmth of her hands. “You realize that you really shouldn’t have done all those things.”

“I know,” he said, sheep-faced. “I just…I’m just a real man under this dress, and sometimes my desires get the best of me.”

“Well, you won’t have to worry about that any longer.”

She pushed the key sideways and it snapped off right at the shoulder.

His eyes opened and he stared down. The key was broken just inside the lock. No way to grab the rest of the key with pliers. “Hey!”

Bonnie turned to the desk, tossed the bow of the key into the trash, then turned back to him.

“What’s this?”

“It’s superglue. Binary superglue. Can’t boil it off, even if you could get hot water into the keyhole.”

“But how can we get it off? My cock is in there! How can we unlock it?”

“Oh, silly,” she patted his cheek. You can’t. Of course, you could try cutting it off. I’m sure you’d like to play with a Dremel saw and your dick. Though, the people I talked to said this material won’t cut.”

Chuck started to turn pale. “What have you done?”

“Taken responsibility for a lazy slut of a man who can’t be bothered to take responsibility for himself.”

“No! this is impossible. There’s got to be a way!”

Bonnie shook her head, half sad, half smiling wanly. “Well, there is one, but…maybe I’ll tell you some day.”

Chuck stood and stared at his groin. The chastity cage was smooth and fit against his body nicely. He wouldn’t have any bulge at all.

“Of course, I have preset it, so that should afford you some fun, and I can always change the settings. But for right now…”

“Bonnie! How can you do this to me?”

“Shouldn’t I be asking that of you?” She held up a fob. “This is the fob, it is keyed only to my hand, so useless to you.” She pressed it and a warm sensation filled his groin.

“Oh!”

“It only gives pleasure. I could have had it deliver pain, but I’m not that sort of person. Would you like some more pleasure?”

He didn’t say anything.

She began pressing the button.

The feeling in his groin grew and grew. He felt himself edge up, and he was suddenly on the verge of cumming. He grabbed his groin, but the feeling just stayed on the edge, never went over, he felt like his penis was going to spew at second, but it didn’t.

“The pleasure reduces the closer you get to an orgasm. What do you think? Pretty devious, eh?”

“Bonnie. You can’t do this to me.”

“I will leave it set to give you a near orgasm every hour. And, just in case you wondered, you will be receiving your pain in the form of spankings.”

“Honey…”

“Now, let’s go discuss how you will get back in my good graces.” She waked out of the game room and headed for the bedroom.

Caught, Chuck followed her, his mind trying to cope with all he had been told.

She led him into the bedroom, laid down on the bed and spread her legs. Her arms were folded behind her head and she was smiling. “Pleasure me, my little chow hound.”

Chuck didn’t know what to do. He was caught. His mind was flabbergasted and gobsmacked and generally in disarray. “But, honey…”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I’ve always got my trusty vibrator.” She patted the vibrator, which was laying on a pillow next to her and plugged in and ready to go. “But sex is always more fun if you have a willing partner? Are you willing?”

“Uh, yeah.” But he wasn’t. Not really. But…he knew he should. There had to be a way out of this mess, and he knew he had to keep her happy. Besides, there was the CD. He couldn’t afford for that to become public.

Cautiously, like he was afraid she would bite him, he crawled between her legs.

“Go on,” she encouraged.

He put his head down and began to lap at her pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” she purred. “That’s the advantage of being married to a horn dog. They always know how to please a vagina.”

Truth, Chuck was devastated, but, also truth, even the most devastated of men will respond when pussy is at hand. Shortly he was getting into it. He was Frenching her pussy with his mouth, swirling his tongue inside her, his hands up and grabbing her tits, fondling them, playing with her nipples.

“Oh, you bad boy!” she moaned, her hips writhing against his face.

He sucked her clitoris into his mouth and began slapping it with his tongue.

“Ooh!” she squealed and her hips gave a sudden twitch. Her thighs were tight against his face. “I think you’re better locked than unlocked. At least you’re sure trying harder.”

Of course he was trying harder. He wanted to cum, and he knew that if he made her cum, then maybe she would tell him the one way out of this infernal chastity device.

“Oh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna..YES!”

She hit the back of his head with a fist and pushed her pussy into his face and began to squirt.

Yes, she was a squirter, which sometimes made eating her out less than pleasant. Chuck didn’t mind fucking her, because it was cool to watch all that liquid spurt out of her pussy. But her squirting in his face while he was eating was not his favorite thing.

Still, whether he liked it or not, she had his head clamped and her hips were jerking so hard he worried she might hurt his neck. Female squirtem covered his face and filled his mouth. He started to gag, but she just held on and kept fucking his face.

Chuck tried everything the next few weeks. He explored the internet with an eye to getting out of chastity tubes. Very easy. Unless it happens to be custom made. He thought he might be able to drill out the key, but even the key was made of high tech metal that wouldn’t cut.

He actually looked at a Dremel saw, and gave up the idea immediately. There was just too much danger, a distinct probability, that the saw would slip and cut right through his favorite friend.

He looked at ways to dissolve the binary glue. There were actually a couple of ways, but the easiest would have him injecting acid into the lock. No way he wanted to do that.

He talked to locksmiths, and that was difficult. He would enter a shop in a dress—his male clothes were gone—and have to strip down and have them examine and even handle his junk. Just a wee bit embarrassing.

So he was caught on that angle.

He snuck into his wife’s phone one day and found her videos unable to be deleted. He could watch one of five different videos describing his activities on the week of his demise, but he couldn’t delete them. And he could tell they were uploaded to the net. He didn’t think he’d be able to hack into the cloud.

And that still left the DVDs in the lawyer’s possession.

The difficult thing was that through all this Bonnie was cheerful and treated him nicely. No yelling. Of course, if he didn’t do his chores properly she spanked him. He had gone through a week of standing up before he started to make enough progress to make her happy.

If she had been mean and nasty, so he could hate her…but she wasn’t.

And he had been virtually locked out of his own company!

She had been on the titles and deeds and bank accounts from the first days he had opened his businesses. Just a precaution in case anything happened to him. Now it was proving his undoing. She could spend his money, the people in his company did everything she said, and…and he stayed at home.

Heck, he was too embarrassed to be seen around the company anyway. He was a full time woman now.

But he had to be home anyway, because he had to do chores. Every day. And the chores included all the things she had done, and a few extras. She had never had to mow the lawn, but he did. She had never had to wash all the window, but she fired the service and made him do it. She never cleaned the pool, but she fired that service, too, and he had to do it.

And he had to cook all the meals! She left recipes, made him watch cooking shows, and…and she never did any of the cooking anymore!

In fact, he was doing everything! And if he didn’t do everything well…he got a spanking.

Quick and efficient, no recriminations afterwards. Just a smiling advice: “Do your chores properly and this won’t have to happen.”

Heck. he was nothing more than a servant. A maid. A…a slave!

His only solace, in this dismal existence he was living, was Sarah.

“Hey, babe,” he kissed her and sat down. They were at their favorite restaurant. “Did you order the Margaritas?”

“I don’t feel like a drink today.” She nibbled her lip nervously.

“Oh, well…did you want to eat? Or just head for the car?”

She gave a sigh, then faced him squarely. “Chuck. I don’t want to do this anymore.”

“What?” Panic shot through his chest. “What do you mean?”

“Meeting like this. Hiding out, sneaking off to the car.”

“But I thought you liked it? And I always get you off! Fingers, mouth, I’ll do whatever I have to to make you happy!”

“That’s just it, Chuck. You can’t.”

“What? Why not? I thought you were having fun!”

“Chuck, it is fun. I love to get you all horny, and that makes me wet, and then my cums…they are great.”

“Then why?”

“Because…” she hesitated, then blurted it out. “…I need cock.”

His heart sputtered and spun into a nose dive.

“I need something stiff and big between my legs. I need to be fucked, like a woman!”

“But I could get a dildo! We can do this! Sarah…don’t leave me!”

People at other tables were turning and looking as his voice rose into a begging wail.

“It’s no use, Chuck. You can’t please me like a man…I need a man…good bye.”

Chuck sat in blind disbelief as she hurried out of the door.

“Would you like to order?”

“No…no,” Chuck waved the waiter aside, then, “But bring me a couple of Margaritas.”

Chuck didn’t get totally wasted, but he got pretty sloshy. Still, he managed to make it home, where Bonnie was waiting for him.

“Out and about?” she raised an eye at him.

“Yeah.”

“You didn’t finish your chores. And you’re drunk.”

“So spank me,” he said, and he just walked past her. Out to the patio where he just sat and stewed.

Bonnie followed him, sat down next to him. She reached over and took his hand in hers. “Trouble with Sarah?”

He blinked and stared at her. “You knew.”

“Of course.”

She patted his hand. “Oh, Chuckles. You’re having such a difficult time.”

“I…yeah.” What was there to say?

She got up and came to his lounge and sat down on his lap. She pressed the fob and kissed him.

Chuck felt the pleasure building. He groaned, and he couldn’t help but kiss her back. Within a minute he was gasping for breath.

“Take me to bed?

Chuck got up, walked unevenly, his groin was swarming with good feelings and his cock was trying desperately to get hard, to the bedroom.

Bonnie got undressed and laid down. She had bought him a strap on and had a variety of dildos. She asked for the big, purple one.

He put it on and then went down on her. He ate and he ate, and all his frustrations came out and he gobbled like a fiend…and Bonnie came. Came hard, too. Then he fucked her, and she came again. And he was like a little boy sitting int he rain, getting soaked but unable to come in.

Afterward he was lying next to her on his back.

He looked around the room. He had been moved to a guest room, and he noticed the absence of his personality in the room.

He turned to her. “So how come you didn’t spank me?”

“You’re spanking yourself. And you’re doing it hard. You needed a friendly face, not a leather belt.”

He thought about that. She was right, but…his mind still wasn’t grokking everything that was happening to him.

“Besides. She’ll get her comeuppance.”

He wondered what she meant, but didn’t ask. She smiled, touched his face tenderly. “Why don’t you go finish some chores or something. I’ll spank you later, if you’d like.”

What a strange thing to say. Yet…it made him feel good. Did he…could it be…was he liking his spankings?

He got up and left the room.

Without Sarah to distract him, and no way of meeting other women, and especially women who would like him as he was, a beautiful woman, Chuck’s work got better. Oh, he went through rough patches, but he was basically a maid 24/7, and there wasn’t much to do, and in the long, lonely hours when he vacuumed rugs, mopped floors, did the thousand and one things that a housewife needs to do, he began to find a certain comfort in the endless cleaning of the house.

He wore a maid’s uniform during the day, Bonnie liked that, and he was free to wear whatever he wanted at night. But he had no male clothes, and he had no way to get more—his credit cards had all been canceled—so he just wore dresses at night.

He watched all the cooking shows and fashion shows on TV. He studied how to do make up on the net and was getting pretty proficient. And he watched less and less football.

He found women’s gymnastics quite interesting. He marveled at the way they moved their bodies. He was eating more and more salads, and doing regularly stretching routines by DVD, and he sort of wished that one day he could do the splits, maybe do a tumbling routine.

His existence became a surreal detachment from all things male.

He woke up and put make up on. He wore dresses and other female clothing. He did chores around the house. And the part of him that was male slowly faded, became less and less.

Bonnie watched his progress with satisfaction. She gave advice when he needed it, she spanked him when he needed it, and she thought about her own needs.

Yes, she had a live in maid, a 24/7 live in maid, but a woman needs something more than somebody to do the dishes and cook the soup. Like Sarah had realized, there is a part of a man that is required for a woman to be truly happy.

So she made a phone call.

It was a nice, sunny day. The birds were flying around and pooping happily, snakes were hiding in the grass. It was that kind of day.

Bonnie went to work for a while, and Chuck cleaned the house. Along about three o’clock Bonnie breezed in.

“Start up the barbecue. Get out a couple of steaks and make a salad.”

“Okay. Who’s coming?”

“It’s a surprise!” she laughed.

Chuck chopped up some lettuce, added some Spam, olives, a bit of mayo, onions and cheese.

Bonnie headed for the bedroom and returned a half hour later. Smelling of rose scented soap, her hair shiny, and wearing a dress that exposed her boobs right down to the nips.

“You’re going to wear that?”

“Hey. I just feel a little sexy.”

Chuck shrugged. He wasn’t getting any, so whatever.

DING DONG!

The doorbell rang and Bonnie headed for the door before Chuck could.

“Hi, guys. Come on in!”

Chuck looked in from the patio and saw Roger and Sarah. He relaxed, for they knew he was part of a female led relationship. They accepted him as a female. Especially Sarah.

And, it proved embarrassing.

When people have been intimate with each other there are always tells. The knowledge is in their eyes. They are awkward in speech, they are embarrassed. While Roger and Bonnie chatted there was this intense sub-level of embarrassment between Chuck and Sarah.

“Delicious steak, Bonnie.”

“Yes. Want a drink?”

“Sure.”

Bonnie turned to Chuck. She smiled. “Be a dear. Two bourbon and Cokes.”

That was the moment that Chuck understood that something was happening.

He and Sarah were eating salads. Roger and Bonnie were eating steaks.

He and Sarah had Hawaiian Fruit Punch. Roger and Bonnie were drinking bourbon and Coke.

He stood up to fetch the drinks and wondered all the way to the kitchen. He was going to have to ask Bonnie what was going on. But he didn’t have to ask, when he brought the drinks back Bonnie said, “Chuck? I called Roger last week and told him that Sarah was cheating on him.”

Chuck’s mouth opened, and he worried. Roger, however, was smiling. He said, “Sarah, show Chuck your new underwear.”

Her face red, Sarah stood up and lifted her dress. Instead of panties she had on a shiny, steel chastity belt.

Roger put a finger between the belt and her skin with difficulty. “It’s a tight fit, but it’s good for her.” he looked up at his wife. “Right, honey?”

“Yes, Roger.” Her voice was low and ashamed.

Bonnie said, “Isn’t that fun? She’s just like you, Chuck.”

“I…I…”

“You don’t have to say anything. Roger understands how weak the flesh can be. Right, Roger?”

“Absolutely. Oh, at first I was a little mad, but then I realized that you can’t get it up, so you’re certainly no danger. However, that doesn’t change the fact that Sarah was intimate with you. So I gave her a choice. Divorce, or chastity. Did you make a good choice, honey?”

“Yes, Roger.” Her face was redder than a sunburned fire engine.

“Of course,” observed Bonnie, “That isn’t the end of it.”

“No…no,” agreed Roger. “And I want to thank you, Bonnie, for helping me out with the surveillance equipment.”

Chuck understood then. Roger had videoed his wife and himself and…and there was the whole game. Facebutt. Mortification at being found to be a cheater.

“You’re welcome. And Chuck, would you like to know what is going to happen now?”

Chuck didn’t. But he had to answer. He nodded his head and gulped.

“Why, you and Sarah get to make love. And Roger and I will watch. You two can rub your little cages together as much as you want.”

Roger smiled a hard smile. “And then Bonnie and I will rub our sex organs together.”

Chuck looked up. He wanted to say something, but what was there to say? If he complained he might get divorced, out on the street with no money. The only clothes on his back dresses.

“Isn’t that great, Chuck? You get to fuck Sarah! As much as you can with your little weenie all locked up.”

Roger and Sarah had a good laugh then. They clinked glasses, and Roger told Chuck to get them another pair of drinks.

Chuck headed for the kitchen. His head was hanging and he felt like burnt buffalo chips.

How had this happened? He had been an executive! Owned a couple of companies! Respected in the community! Now he was a sissy maid, good only for…for cuckolding.

He returned and handed the drinks to Roger and Sarah.

The pair were now sitting on the swing with arms around each other.

Bonnie said, “Why don’t you two get started. Show us how you can fuck without sex organs.”

Roger chuckled.

Chuck didn’t want to, but the look in Bonnie’s eyes, and in Roger’s, he had to. He sat next to Sarah on a chair.

“Take the cushions off the loungers. Lay on them.”

Roger moved like molasses. He put the lounge cushions on the cement and sat down.

“Go on, honey. You said you enjoyed Chuck’s frustration, that that was why you did it. So now you get to experience Chuck’s frustration.”

Her face flaming, Sarah sat down next to Chuck.

“Don’t they look cute together?”

“But they’re so shy. Chuck! Don’t be shy. Take Sarah in your arms and kiss her.”

Slowly, Chuck leaned forward. Sarah stared at him. She had stared at him this way so many times in the back of her car at the restaurant.

He moved his head forward, and she moved hers, and their lips meant.

And they were horny. Incredibly horny, and denied, and hungry, and…they started kissing for real.

They forgot about Roger and Bonnie and began chewing on each others mouths like they might even be able to cum.

“Oh, nice. Such a pure love.”

Roger moved over Sarah and began humping her. He felt her shiny belt under his chastity tube, and it was driving him crazy.

Sarah was responding in equal fervor. She began writhing and twisting and thrusting her hips up at him.

They could almost feel each others meat under the metal. They kissed. Sarah reach down and twisted Chuck’s package until he moaned. He began sucking her tits until she groaned.

After a while Roger and Bonnie got up and left. Chuck and Sarah were so into their sex and frustration they didn’t even notice their departure. They just kept humping and whining and wishing.

Inside the bedroom Roger took charge. He was a strong man, broad in the chest, and he gently undressed Bonnie. He spent a long time suckling her breasts, and Bonnie felt herself getting hot and moist.

“Oh, Roger,” She sighed. “I wish they’d cheating long ago.”

He slid down and began eating her out. He had a long, thick tongue, and before long she was crying and writhing and getting close.

“Out it in me!” she sobbed.

Roger needed no second invitation. He moved up, poised his cock over her pussy, then drove in.

Bonnie arched her back, thrust her breasts up for him to suck, and then began to hump. It had been a long time since she had had a good dicking. Chuck and the strap on were okay, but there’s nothing like the real thing.

Roger took his time, kissing her softly, sliding his big cock into her honey pot. Slowly they built their rhythm up, she bucked and he scooped his hips down as if he was going to scour out her insides with his penis.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck!”

He felt the first stirrings of ignition. “Better hurry,” he said. “I’m close.”

“Okay…okay…I’m almost…almost…FUCK! YES! YES!”

Her body was totally out of control, spasming, jerking like she was having a seizure. Such a delicious cum was enough to set Roger off.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and his cock began to spew deep within her. Big globs of sperm that quickly began to leak out the. sides of her pussy.

For a long minute they lay there, satisfied, complete, in each other’s arms.

Then Roger pushed off and rolled on to his back.

Bonnie looked to the side. “Well, lookie lookie. We’ve got an audience.”

Chuck and Sarah stood just inside the doorway. They looked sad, hang dog.

“We should have charged admission.”

“Next time,” agreed Bonnie. “How’d you like the show, Chuck?”

Chuck just stood mutely. He had been a married man, and then he had cheated. And that had made him pay less attention to his wife, and now look at him.

Feminized, emasculated.

He looked at Sarah. The woman he had cheated with, and she was in the same boat.

“You know,” said Bonnie. “Maybe we should move in together! Then we could do this all the time, and Chuck and Sarah can be our maids…wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

“Super idea, babe. I would love to be balls deep in you whenever I wanted.”

“Say,” mused Bonnie. “Would you like to fuck my maid?”

Roger looked at Chuck, and Chuck was electric. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“He doesn’t have a woman pussy, but have you ever had a man pussy?”

“I don’t believe I have!”

Chuck backed up, his hands out as if to fend off. “No! No!”

But he knew it was hopeless. He had made his bed, and it was time to lie in it.


EPILOGUE

Bonnie came home from work early. She was tired, Roger wasn’t home, yet, so she called Chuck into the bedroom.

“Back rub, babe,” she said, and she lay down naked.

Chuck climbed on to the bed and placed his hands on her warm, luscious flesh. He began to rub his hands on her, he felt her breasts, so large and delicious.

“You may suck them if you wish.”

Chuck couldn’t help himself. His head darted down and he sucked her stiff nipples. A small sob. escaped him and Bonnie giggled.

“You may get me off. Roger is going to do me later, and I want the edge off. I can last so much longer that way.”

Chuck began to move his fingers in her.

She gasped and humped his hand joyously.

Then Chuck stopped.

She turned her head and looked at him. “What?”

“You said, back…when we started this…”

“Yes?”

“You said there was one way you could get this chastity tube off me.”

“Of course. Would you like me to get it off you? Would you like me to set you free?”

“I…yes. I can’t take it any more. I’m horny all the time. I service you, I get Sarah off, Roger uses my butt…you drain me constantly through prostate massage, and…I can’t take it anymore. It’s too much!”

“Oh, poor Chuck. I didn’t realize that you were having such a rough time. You do know the method I will use, don’t you?”

Method? He thought she had a key, or way of busting the lock or something. Method? “No.”

“A simple snip, snip. I can castrate you. Would you like that?”

A year before Chuck never would have considered such a thing. but now, eternally horny, never any relief, he thought about it.

No more dick trying to get hard. No more balls pumping out the endless amounts of testosterone and semen and…and no more frustration. He nodded and mumbled his answer.

“Yes.”

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.
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PART ONE

Everybody thinks they’re safe. I certainly thought I was safe. I went to work, I made my monthly mortgage, I drove a car that wasn’t too old…I thought I was safe.

And you read in the newspapers about girls being kidnapped and ending up in Saudi Arabia or somewhere. Or some guy goes to Mexico and wakes up missing a kidney.

But, hey, that’s somebody else, and it has about as much reality as the fake news in the media. It’s just stuff made up to scare you so you’ll vote the right way, right?

So everybody thinks they’re safe, immune from such things.

But they’re not.

I work in a warehouse. Well, not actually the warehouse itself, but the front offices. I do accounting. It’s a nice, happy, little job. Bills come in, payments go out, I make sure everything balances. I don’t work very hard, they don’t miss me if I take a day off every once in a while, and I can sit there and play on the computer every once in a while, or listen to a ball game.

Heck, when the home team was in the world series the boss came in and listened, even brought the beer, though we didn’t open it until 5 o’clock, but…it was cool.

On a June day, it was hot out, and I was the last one to leave.

I made sure the safe was locked, checked the doors, and set the alarm. I stepped outside, closed the door, and that was it. Done for the day.

I sauntered across the parking lot. The one bummer, I had to park out in the north forty, way in the corner, under a big oak tree. Customers got the good parking places, and I can understand that.

So I trudged, thinking about stopping by a bookstore, maybe picking up the latest Grace Mansfield work. Man, that woman could write.

And, so thinking, I reached my car, took out my key and put it in the  door, and ZZZZZT!

I couldn’t think. I was barely aware of shaking, and the ground seemed to come up and embrace me. I lay there, unable to move, and had a thought. It was a slow, creeping thought: I’ve been tased.

And there was no other thought. I was in shock, couldn’t move, and I saw a pair of high heels approach me. I couldn’t even look up. All I could see was these black heels, very sexy, and these ankles that led up to curvy calves, and then my range of vision stopped.

“Got him,” said a voice. On the other side of me. There were two of them. But I wasn’t thinking about this so much as just registering perceptions.

“He was easy.” That was a third voice. All voices were feminine. I dimly heard the sound of more heels, click, click, click! A herd of clicks.

I tried to move my mouth, but it only trembled and drooled.

“Here.”

I was rolled over and my hands pulled back, then handcuffs were placed on me. I felt the hard metallic rings tighten against my wrists. I tried to speak again. I must have made a sound, because one of the women toed me in the back. “Shut up.”

“Don’t,” said one of the voices.

I heard my door opening. I had lost control of the keys and they were still in the door. I dimly heard the jingle of keys against the door, then I heard the door open.

“Come on, get the back opened.”

I heard the back door sliding open.

“What?” I said.

Another toe to the ribs, no, this was the kidney. I was starting to figure out what body parts were what. And that one hurt.

“Get his feet.”

Hands gripped my ankles and lifted, and…I think there were four. Four …women? Why was this…happening to me?

I was tossed, literally tossed through the open door of my van.

“Get over there,” somebody muttered, and I was shoved across the floor. Then somebody lifted my head and a black bag was pulled down over it.

“What…what…?”

“Be better if you didn’t talk.”

“Zap him again.”

And they did, and I was shivering and shaking, and my mental process was all jangled, and then it was all dreams.

My van starting up. Turning over on the floor as they started up. Then just the thrum of vibration through my cheek and shoulder, and we were driving somewhere…somewhere. I faded out.

“…coming to now.”

“Slap him a bit. He’ll come to.”

“We agreed no violence. Not unless we need to.

“I need to.”

Voices talking. I was me. I was Hank Norris. I was me. But…where was I?

“Uh…”

“Told you.”

“Take off the hood.”

A hand grabbed something on top of my head and lifted. Light burst on me. I blinked and tried to figure out what was happening.

“What…why…going…”

“Hello, sleeping beauty.”

A woman stood in front of me. I was dizzy and my eyes weren’t working, double vision, no…must be triple vision…because there were three of them. No. Not triple vision, actually three women, standing, hands on hips, watching me. Smirks on their faces.

“Who…are…”

“Don’t try talking for a minute.” To somebody else, “Give him some water.”

Hands at the side of my face. I gave a little jerk, then a red tipped hand was turning my face to the side and a straw went between my lips.

I sipped, and, funny, I was grateful. Isn’t that weird? They kidnap me, and I end up being grateful for the smallest, little thing.

“What am I doing here?”

“Oh ho. He speaks.” That was a buxomy brunette. She wasn’t bothering with a mask now, and I could see level, blue eyes. Laughing eyes. She liked having me at her mercy.

“Well, he should shut up.” I knew, intuitively, that that was the one who had kicked me. A mean one. A couple of inches shorter, a little heavier in the chest, and red, red lips. Her hair was in a bob and she looked like Brittany Elizabeth. But a mean, Brittany Elizabeth.

I looked back to the first one. Huh. She looked like…like…Holly Halston.

I waited for the other two to come into a better position, they were moving around me, so I could give them the names of porn stars. It would make it easier to remember them when I reported them to the police.

“Why are you doing this to me?” I asked. My voice was a little ragged, a little whispery, but it was clear.

Somebody slapped the back of my head. “Speak when you’re spoken to.” It was a hard smack and the pain went right through my skull to my eyeballs.

“Hey!” said Holly. “We agreed, none of that!”

“Yeah, but what he did…”

“And he’ll get his punishment. But you smacking him around makes you no better than him.”

The one who had hit me grumbled, but gave in.

Another came to the front. I was starting to register now, to see in more detail, and I thought she looked like one of those soft faced, impeccable Fellucia girls. The ones that give immaculate blow jobs, the camera so close you see every single detail. She was a fizzy, light blonde with small features. Her chest looked average.

So, Holly, Brittany and Fellucia.

And, the fourth girl came into view. “He’s tight. We gonna do this?” She looked like…like Casca.

Holly, Brittany, Fellucia and Casca. Three of them were well endowed. Two were on the point of chubby, all were beautiful.

“It’s almost noon, we’ll start after dinner.”

“Oh, good. I’m famished.”

The four women turned and strode to the left. I heard the heels clicking, a herd of clicks.

“Hey! What am I doing here? What are you doing to me.”

The sound of chuckles and low voices, too low to be distinguished, and then the sound of a door opening and closing.

I was alone.

I sat there, prisoner, and tried to figure things out.

I had been going home, and they had tased me. Twice. They had stolen my van and brought me here…here…I looked around.

I looked around, took note of my body, of my surroundings, hoping for a way out.

I was in a chair, but it felt like a barber chair of some sort. Sturdy, my wrists cuffed to the arm rests, and the rests didn’t feel like they were coming loose any time soon.

And my ankles were handcuffed, too. To some sort of leg platforms it felt like. So this might be one of those dentist chairs, not barber chairs, and the back would go back and the legs would go up, and I would be prone.

Okay. Okay.

It was gloomy, but I could tell I was in a warehouse. The ceiling was high, with beams and what looked like plywood. Big lights hung from the ceiling, but only one of them was on.

But it was a working warehouse, with electricity. So somebody…maybe somebody would hear me.

“HEY!” I screamed. My voice felt like I had just yelled into a pillow, it was so small and the space so big. “HEY! HELP!”

“You might as well shut up.” A small voice came from my left. I jerked in surprise, felt the handcuffs cutting into my wrists. So they had left somebody here. Even if I could get loose, this one would have the taser.

I was choked by the voice, but after a few seconds I asked, “Who are you?”

“Your conscience.” A bit of snidery in that voice.

“What am I doing here?”

“Paying the price. Now shut up.”

“But can’t you tell me—“

“One more word and I’ll tase you.”

Yep. She had a taser.

I sat there, and time passed.

Time, like drops of water from a leaking faucet. Drip, drip, drip.

I came more to myself, studied my surroundings. Took inventory of my body.

I was unhurt, but I felt a fatigue that was probably common to somebody who had been tased. Twice.

I was unable to get loose. I tried to move, subtly, but I was rock solid bound in the chair.

So I finally just sat there and let my mind wander.

Who were these people? Why had they kidnapped me? What was going to happen to me.

The door opened and voices entered the big warehouse. The one who had been watching mumbled something I couldn’t make out, then the door opened and closed again. My guard, who I hadn’t even seen, must have left.

The women moved around, doing things, but I knew not what.

“Can you tell me why you kidnapped me?”

There was a bitter snicker. “He wants to know.”

“As if he doesn’t know already.”

“I don’t know why I’m here! I work at Benecke’s Fabricators…I was going home when you tased me! Why am I here?”

My voice was getting a little frantic.

One of the women, Holly, suddenly came around in front of me. She was holding a chair, one of those clothe camping chairs that folds out, and she placed it in front of me, about ten feet away, and sat down. She folded her arms and stared at me.

“Who are you?”

She said nothing for a while, just considered me. Then, half a minute later, she said, “You girls want to hurry up? He wants his trial.”

“His…my…trial? What am I being tried for? Who are you? Are you judges or lawyers or something?”

“Or something,” Holly mumbled.

Fellucia joined her, sat in another folding chair.

Then, just a few seconds Brittany and Casca placed chairs next to them and they all sat and stared at me.

“What is going on?” I was panicked, almost begging. And they just watched me. Casca chewed on her lip. Brittany adjusted a bra strap. Fellucia brushed her hair back with one slender hand.

They were beautiful women. They were made up, had long fingernails. Their hair was perfect, not a strand out of place, and they watched, and sighed. Then Holly, she seemed to be the leader, began my ‘trial.’

“Hank Norris, you have been accused and found guilty.”

“This is a trial? Who is accusing me? Where are the witnesses? I get to confront my accuser!”

“No need for that. We are not going to subject your victim to your presence.”

“Then what is this? This is no trial?”

“We are here to hear anything you might have to say in defense of yourself, and then to pass sentence. I suggest you present yourself in good lights, as we are not feeling too friendly towards you right now.”

“But I don’t even know what I am being accused of?”

“Tell us about yourself, Hank. Tell us why we shouldn’t levy the ultimate punishment against you?”

The ultimate punishment? Oh, fuck! What was the ultimate punishment? Were they going to kill me? But why? What had I done?

“Look, my name is Hank Norris. I work at Benecke, I do accounting. I go home and watch TV. Sometimes I stop at Wendy’s for a hamburger. Sometimes I go to a bar and have a beer and play some pool. On weekends I like to go to museums and take hikes. That’s it! That’s me! Can you at least tell me what I have been accused of?”

The four women leaned their heads together and spoke for a moment, then they leaned back and regarded me somberly.

Holly spoke: “Is that all you have to say? You feel no remorse? You don’t offer any amends?”

“For what?” I begged. I don’t know what I’ve done, and you won’t tell me! If you tell me what I’ve done then maybe I can say something, but…but I don’t know what I’ve done.”

Holly leaned forward and looked first to the right, then to the left. One by one the women pronounced their judgement.

“Guilty,” said Fellucia.

“Guilty.” stated Casca.

Brittany: “Guilty.”

Holly sat back. “That makes it unanimous. We will take a short break and discuss your sentence.”

“Wait! Wait!”

But they didn’t wait. They stood up and walked away, their heads together and their voices mingling in discussion.

They talked for about five minutes, a small group of shadows in the gloomy warehouse, then they came back and sat down.

Holly: “Hank Norris, you have been found guilty by the members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. We have generously decided not to levy the ultimate punishment on you. We know this may not be a popular decision with our fellow members, but we are a charitable organization and have hope that once you are transformed you will come to understand your crimes, and then to feel remorse and make amends.”

“For God’s sake! What crimes?”

“Since your crimes have been against a woman, it is judged that you will be made into a woman. You will then be put in servitude at a Sissy Society institution, to serve out the rest of your days as a woman of service.”

“What is going on!” I screamed! “This is kangaroo! This is no trial! You can’t do this to me!”

But they had done it.

I kept screaming, but the four women just picked up their chairs and left.

I was alone, guilty of God knew what, and…and…what the hell was this?

The door opened and two women came across the floor. I turned my head as best I could and they came into my line of sight.

“What is happening to me?” Tears came down my cheeks.

“Hello, Hank. We’re going to transition you. I suggest you follow our instructions. It is easier for us, and certainly for you, if we don’t have to use a taser.

“Please! Please tell me what I’ve done.”

“Well, for starters, you’re a man, and that is a heavy load. But don’t worry, we’ll fix that.”

The taller one, maybe five foot ten, was doing the talking. She was, like the four women before her, quite beautiful. If we were in a bar I would have hit on her. But we weren’t in a bar. We were in a lousy warehouse somewhere, and things were totally out of control.

The other one was behind me, it sounded like as was doing something, moving little objects around on a table or something.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“We’re going to make you pretty, Hank. Although, to be honest, I wouldn’t have been so generous.”

“But I don’t—“

“Sally, why don’t you inject him?”

“Inject me? With what? Why?”

The woman in front of me moved up and placed a hand on my arm. “We’re going to give you a sedative. And then we will be numbing parts of your body. We don’t want you carrying on, screaming and raising a ruckus, that can be unpleasant for us to work around. But we have to do this, and you need to watch, so we’ll give you some happy juice, get you in a good place, and administer your punishment. Now, hush up so we can get started.”

I wasn’t about to hush up. Make me into a woman? I had rights! They might call it a trial, but it wasn’t.

“Stop this!” I screamed. “Leave me alone! Get away from me!”

The other woman, a tidy brunette with a layered bob and full lips,  the one named Sally, came to my side.

“Hold his arm, Mia.”

The larger woman put her whole weight on my arm, and it was squashed to the chair. Sally stuck a hypodermic , a quick jab, into my arm and pressed a plunger. I felt far away pressure under my skin, and almost immediately I lost my sense of panic. Urgency went out the window, and I smiled.

“Oh.”

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” asked Sally, conversationally.

Robbed of alarm, I nonchalantly agreed. “Yeah. Good stuff. What is it?”

“Just a squirt of sedative. Should do you for a while. If you feel yourself getting all weird just let me know. I’ve got plenty of this juice.”

“Oh, okay.”

The women got off me and smiled down at me.

“Shall we do his chest first?”

“Lipo, then we can use the fat in his chest.”

“Excellent. I’ll get the machine.”

I sat in the chair, warm and happy, and listened while the larger woman, Mia, went off to the side. I heard her heels clicking away, then I heard the rumble of wheels turned on roughened cement. In a moment I could see her pushing a machine towards me. It had wires, tubes, and a canister to the side. It was made of metal and plastic, but the canister looked food grade.

“What is that?” I asked.

Sally took a position in front of me. She had a pair of scissors and started cutting my clothes off. “That, my friend, is a liposuction machine.”

I remembered an old joke that seemed vaguely appropriate. “I’d rather have a bottle in front me than a frontal lobotomy.”

Sally laughed. “That’s a good one.” She had one pant leg off and was working on the other one. “Got any others?”

“Oh, tons. I’m a laugh a minute.”

She pulled the shreds of my other pant leg off.

Sally began cutting off my shirt.

“But, say, what are you going to be doing to me?”

“Oh, not much,” Mia pursed her lips, keeping in a little laugh. “We’ll get rid of this…” she patted my belly, “and put it up here.” She squeezed my pectoral, like it was a boob.

“You’re going to make my pectoral fat?” I was confused.

“Oh, you’ll be glad. Big boobs are always fun. The boys stare and smaller women stare, and we’re going to make sure you have a big set.”

“But I’m a guy! I don’t need boobs! I mean, no offense…I like boobs, but not on me!”

“Well, Hank, considering your crimes, you should be glad to be let off so easy.”

“Oh. Okay.” I wondered what my crimes were, but I was so loopy I didn’t think to ask. I mean, I must have done something really bad, right?

“But, say,” I asked. “Have you ever considered the fact that maybe I’m right? That I’m not the guy you want? It’s all mistaken identity?”

“Sorry, Hank, but that’s not gonna wash. You know, every single one of the men we have transformed have proclaimed their innocence. You’re no different. And, our methods? We’re definitely right. We have the right man.

“Woman,” grunted Sally, pulling the remains of my shirt up. the material slid up my backside and my top half was now naked.

Mia, meanwhile, had my pants in shreds. “Can you lift your butt a little?”

“Oh, sure.”

I lifted my butt and she pulled my pants, and my underwear, totally shredded, out from underneath me.

“Hey, nice pecker!” exclaimed Sally.

Now, I don’t know why, but my penis was erect. I know I was loopy, and maybe I shouldn’t have been, but being handled, being made naked, by two women, there is a certain sexuality to it. So my penis was sticking straight up, even throbbing.

Mia took ahold of it. She held it, and I was fascinated by the way her slender fingers surrounded it. I loved the way her red nails looked against my dark, taut skin.

“How’s his balls?”

Mia held my cock with one hand and reached below my cock with the other and picked up my balls.

“Oh, that feels good,” I smiled.

“Yes,” smiled Mia, sadly. “But you’re not going to have them for long, so…enjoy while you can.”

“You’re going to…castrate me?”

Sally and Mia glanced at each other. Then Mia said, “Yep.”

I was stoned. I was sedated. I felt that I should have been alarmed, but…but it was merely a fascinating idea. I mean, they were going to take away my best friend? Chop, chop. Into the garbage. Or wherever they put severed penises.

“Oh. Why?” I looked up from my erection to Mia’s face. She was very serious.

“Hank, we’re going to go all the way with you. You have proven to be a bad man, so we’re going to make you a good woman. We will snip snip and take your balls. They go first. Then we’ll have to do some delicate work, transform your penis into a pussy.

“But, don’t worry, we’ll play with you plenty before we do that. You won’t be allowed to cum, but you’ll have a good memory of what it’s like to have a cock.”

“Will I be horny when I’m a woman?”

“Oh, sure. But you won’t be allowed to have an orgasm. You’re going to be service. You’ll work on an island, that’s where we usually send people like you, and you’ll change beds and, if you’re good, maybe work in the restaurant. Women from The Ladies’ Sissy Society will come on vacation and you will be allowed to serve them. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Well, if it’s all the same, I’d rather keep my cock. I’ve grown rather attached to it.”

“Well, if it’s all the same, we’ll be taking it.”

I did feel a bit of sadness then, and Sally said, “Better give him another shot.”

A minute later I felt more happy juice injected into my veins. I didn’t struggle, I liked the relaxing feeling, it was so much better than feeling helpless and panicky and everything.

I sat there for a few minutes, just feeling the lazy glow of being stoned, then I felt the chair being moved.

“What’s happening?” I asked idly.

“We’re just getting you all set up. Are you comfy?”

“Oh, yeah. I feel good.”

Sally snickered.

“Well, before we start, if you’ll pardon me, I always ask men who are in your situation this question…why did you do it?”

“Do what?” I turned my head slightly and smiled.

“All of those mean and nasty things you did. What you did to get here.”

Now, I really didn’t know what she was referring to. But I was feeling so amenable. I said, “Oh, I don’t know. And that’s the truth. I really don’t know what I did to…to lose my balls.”

“And cock,” put in Sally.

“And cock,” I nodded. “I mean, I live alone, and I watch porn, probably too much,” I grinned. “But how can a guy watch too much porn, eh?”

“I don’t know,” said Mia, smiling down at me.

“Neither do I. But I watch porn, and…and I guess that makes me insensitive…I mean to women.”

“Porn does that.”

“But isn’t it funny? When you watch porn it really just teaches you how to give blow jobs.”

“What?”

“Well, most of the porn you watch has women sucking men. So you’re learning how to suck cock. Isn’t that strange? I mean, I watch a lot of porn, and I get excited, but I don’t feel like giving men blow jobs. Blech!” I gave a shiver. I was a guy. I didn’t want to be with another guy. Then I had a thought.

“Say, when I’m a woman?”

“Yes?”

“I’m not going to be horny for guys, am I? I mean…I’m a guy. I like women. I’m still going to want women, aren’t I?”

The two women looked at each other.

Mia smiled at me and said, “You know, everybody’s different. And everybody is pretty horny. You’d have to be a pretty good service girl for them to turn you loose on the men. And since women don’t have cocks,  and you won’t, that’s sort of a done deal.”

“Oh, so I won’t be able to fuck men, and I won’t be able to fuck women, but…I’ll still be horny?”

Mia pulled up a cloth chair and sat down next to me. “Well, that’s the thing. It’s not like you’ll be horny horny, but you’ll have this memory of being horny,” she was running her hand up and down my cock as she spoke, “and, it’s like when you can’t have something you want it more. You won’t be able to have sex—unless you use a pickle or something, which, by the way, is very unsatisfying—so you will want it more and more, but…” she shrugged.

“Almost ready,” said Sally.

“We’re ready to start, Hank, is there anything else you want to ask before we give you boobs?”

“Yeah. Am I going to have big boobs?”

As big as we can make them. You’ve got a healthy roll of fat around your waist, that will help, so I figure…um…” she looked at my upper body, let go of my cock and placed her hands across my chest thumbs to thumbs and pinkies stretched out, “you’re no giant across the chest, but you are just a bit wider, we can work with the skin, it’ll be pretty tight until it adapts, but, um…you’ll be bigger than double Ds.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. When we make a woman we don’t fool around.”

“Are they going to be heavy?”

“Oh, yes. You’ll be wearing a bra the rest of your life, a sturdy one. A real ‘over the shoulder boulder holder.’

I grinned. Then I chanted, “I’m gonna have some biguns…I’m gonna have some biguns…”

“Yes, you are. Big ones. You’ll be the envy of any woman who sees you, and, though you won’t see any men, but if you were to see men their tongues would hang out and their dicks would get erect.”

“All right! Yea!” I gave a half a cheer, then I sobered, “But I don’t have to suck cock, do I?”

“No, Hank. Even if you’re one of those that has the desire, you won’t have the opportunity.” Then she added, “Unless you prove to be an exceptional service girl. But that rarely happens.”

“Oh, okay. Big boobs, no suck, sounds grand. Shall we get started?”

Man, was I loopy. I was even going along with this.

Mia smiled and said, “By all means.”

She stood up, move her cloth chair away, and turned to Sally.

“You ready?”

“Right now.”

And they began.


PART TWO

Liposuction is a sort of a violent thing. They made a little slit in my belly and stuck a tube into it, and the machine began to suck out my fat.

Fat is brown, and it went up the tube slicker than snot. Probably a bad analogy,  but that’s what I thought.

I watched in fascination as the stuff zoomed up the tube, and Sally moved around, poking that tube all over the place. My belly began to shrink, and she moved the tube further around.

“Wow,” I said. “That doesn’t feel good.” And it didn’t. It felt like my guts were being sucked out, which, of course, was exactly what was happening.

Sally dug the tube into me, lumps and bumps she had missed at first were sucked out of me.

My waist grew smaller and smaller. It looked like I was sucking in my tummy so I could expand my chest.

“Careful,” muttered Mia. “Don’t get a kidney.”

“Ha!” chirped Sally.

It took about a half hour. The big stuff went first, then she was like a sculptor, chipping away at what was left. My stomach became smoother, it looked like I actually had a six pack. My fat was pretty much gone and there was nothing left but muscle.

“Okay,” said Sally. She turned off the machine and hung up the tube thing.

“Good. You did good. Look at that waist.”

“27 inches.”

“At least. Let’s do his breasts.

Sally rolled the machine to the side and began sticking syringes into the food grade tank at the side of the machine. She pulled up the plunger and the brown fat, made all soft and liquidy from its trip up the tube and through the machine, entered the barrel of the syringes.

“Man, this is thick stuff.”

“You’re right.” Mia was making marks on my chest. She was actually using an eyebrow pencil and making little dots a couple of inches from my nipple. I watched her in fascination.

Sally looked over. “Good. He’s going to need a wide base.”

“Are you going to make his nipples erect?”

“Yep. Of course the hormones will make him bigger in the nipple department, but I’ll have his little puppies standing up and begging.

Mia went around the table and started making marks around my other nipple. Sally moved the little rolling table with all the syringes on it closer to me, and she started injecting the brown fat right into my chest.

“He’s got good skin. It’ll stretch good.”

“Excellent. The more stretchy the bigger we can make him.”

Slowly, my chest changed. Sally injected syringe after syringe, and the area around my pectorals swelled. When she was done with that first slew of shots it looked like I had a large plate on each pectoral.

“Wow,” I said.

“Too bad you’re such a pervert,” muttered Sally. “And you seem like such a nice guy.”

“I am a nice guy.”

She kept injecting and injecting.

“You know,” Mia was watching, leaning on the chair, “The first person to have their boobs made like this was Carol Doda.”

“Carol Whoda?”

“Doda. She was a stripper up in San Francisco. She used to inject silicone straight into her boobs, like this.”

“Didn’t that hurt?”

“I don’t know. But she did it. And with all the people complaining about adverse reactions, she shot straight silicon, no plastic baggies, and never had an adverse effect. She just kept getting bigger and bigger.”

“Like me,” I pointed out.

“Yep. Just like you.”

Mia filled some more syringes, and Sally shot them into me, going around and around my pectorals. First the right one, then the left one. The flat plate I started out with was now sort of a bowl. There were a few weird places, but she filled them in, rounded my flesh out, and kept going.

“You know,” said Mia. “I thought about getting breast implants once.”

“Why didn’t you?” asked Sally.

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s sort of like tattoos. some people like them, some don’t. After thinking about it, I realized that I didn’t care about big boobs. Hey, Hank, what’s the big deal about big boobs?”

“Oh, man,” I licked my lips. “They’re just…they signify…uh…a woman. More sexy. Like that.”

“Now there you go. Don’t you see how surface that is? Judging a woman just because of the size of her tits.”

“Well, I’m sorry, but…that’s how I feel.”

“Men,” blurted Sally, not taking her eyes off my growing boobs.

“So how would you feel if you went to apply for a job and the boss said, ‘Drop your drawers, we have to measure you.’ And then you were hired or not depending on the length of your cock.”

“People buy more from girls with big boobs.”

Sally stopped and looked at me. “Did he really say that?”

Mia: “Hey, he’s stoned, and he’s probably right.”

Sally grinned, “Maybe we need to make you into a woman?”

“Been there, doing that.” Mia hefted her boobs at Sally and giggled.

“Heysoos,” muttered Sally, and she went back to work on my chest.

Third time around the pecs, and she was shooting less and less fat into my chest. I was pretty big now. And my skin felt like it was getting thinner and thinner, like a balloon ready to pop.

“Those are getting really big.”

“Yep,” grinned Sally. I’m going to do the nipple now. You want to watch?”

“Absolutely.”

Mia moved in and watched Sally’s hands.

Sally inserted a needle.

I was watching, and it was starting to get a little unnerving.

“Can you give me another shot?” I asked.

“Right after this,” mumbled Mia.

The needle went in and angled until it was right behind my nipple. Sally pressed the plunger and I felt the fat go in behind the nipple.

“Hey, that sort of hurts.”

“Okay, sorry,” Sally had her tongue stuck out of one corner of her mouth. “I’ll get you a shot before I do the other one.”

She finished the first nipple, and it stood up like a miniature prick. “Some of the fat will go away, but not all of it. Six months and it’ll shrink maybe 25%, but that’s about all, but by then the hormones will have taken over.”
“Beautiful,” said Mia. “Can I touch it?”

“Sure. But no rough stuff. Not at least for three days.”

“Hunh, three days. Too bad. That is one suckable nipple.”

“Let me give him that shot now…” Sally injected me with more happy juice, and I immediately relaxed.

“Oh, that’s better.” I grinned. “Can I have some to go?”

Sally grinned. “He does seem like a nice guy.”

“Pity,” said Mia. “Do the other nipple.”

Again, Sally stuck the needle in and angled it behind my other nipple. I felt a little pain again, but not much, and the second nipple began to stand up.

“All right,” whispered Sally. “Are they the same height?”

Mia eyed my nipples. “Looks like it.”

“All right. I think we got it. Let me take a last looksee…”

She went around my breasts, palpating them very gently. Every once in a while she would give a tiny, little shot, but, we were basically done.

They stood back and inspected me.

“Man, now that is a chest!”

“Some of the best boobs I’ve ever done.”

“Maybe I should reconsider and let you do me.”

“Maybe. I do good work. Satisfaction guaranteed.”

“What’s your guarantee?” I asked.

“What?”

“Guarantee, warranty. How many miles between tune ups. Is any of that fat going to come out of the nipples?”

They started laughing at me. I don’t know why. I was pretty serious. I mean, these boobs were pretty world class. Shouldn’t I be concerned and asking questions like that?

Mia patted my cheek, gave my cock a last stroke, then: “We’ll leave a space heater under you. See you in the morning.

Then, just like that, they started walking out.

Click, click, clickety click.

“Hey!”

They ignored me.

“You aren’t going to just leave me here!”

The door opened and closed, and I was alone. Totally alone. Not even a guard.

I sighed and relaxed. That sure was some good happy juice.

Amazingly, only a few hours had passed. I had been kidnapped at five, probably woke up at six, and now it was eleven. Or so I surmised.

Looking through a high window and catching a glimpse of the evening, it looked like eleven.

And, it felt like eleven.

I usually went to bed at eleven. Woke up at seven, made it to work by eight…so I decided, probably because the relaxing effects of the happy juice, to just go to sleep. I closed my eyes and waited for slumber to overtake me. Unfortunately, slumber wasn’t coming around this evening.

I waited for a long time, but sleep didn’t happen, so I opened my eyes.

I sighed.

The happy juice was wearing off and I began to feel immense alarm at what had been done to me.

I could see my chest. It was big. Bigger than Donita Dunes, or any of the other big bosomed porn stars I had often admired.

But I was a guy. What the heck was I going to be able to do about this?

Get some kind of surgery, I suppose. What science could do science could undo. I supposed.

But this was all going to hinge on me being able to get out of this mess.

The Ladies’ Sissy Society. Who the fuck were they? But I sort of knew. They were transforming me, so they obviously transformed other men. Made them into women. Made them into sissies.

But I wasn’t a sissy. I had no inclination to be a soft spoken, little mama’s girl. I was a man! And I wanted to stay one.

I struggled against my bonds. I used all my tired muscles and pulled at the armrests. They weren’t going to budge.

I tried to kick my feet loose. Not that it would do any good. What? I’d tilt forward until I could walk? And then carry the chair out of the warehouse? Figuring out all the locks and alarms they must have?

So, crap. I was stuck.

I thought about what I was supposed to have done. Obviously, it was  a case of mistaken identity. Some other guy must have done something truly horrific, and they thought I was him, and I was going to have to pay for his sins.

Damn!

Time passed, and the night drifted into early morning. It was hours, but seemed like days, and I saw a slight lightening of the skies through the little window high up on the wall.

Morning was coming, and more of this…this transformation stuff.

I laid there, my only company my new boobs, and waited.

Eventually, I heard noises. A door closing. The mumble of indistinguishable voices, then the door to my prison opened.

Click, click, click. Heels across the cement.

“Rise and shine, girly boy.” It was Sally. Bright and chipper and ready to do things to my body.

“Be nice,” said Mia.

“I’m always nice, to people who deserve it.”

Mia sighed.

They walked to a place in front of me.

“How’d you sleep.”

“Not much,” I answered.

“Want some more happy juice?”

“No.”

“Well, sorry. We’re going to tattoo you today, and in sensitive body areas. So we’ll give you a big jab of happy juice, get you through it.”

Curious, I asked, “Why do you care if it hurts or not? I mean, what you’re going to do to me, what you’re doing to me…why do you care?”

Mia pulled up a chair while Sally walked behind me and started fiddling around with something.

“Listen, Hank, I know you must think very little of us. But you brought this on yourself. And though we are administering a just punishment…we are compassionate, caring people. We are members of The Ladies’ Sissy Society, and we are dedicated to helping mankind transition to a higher state.”

“What higher state?” I sounded bitter, but I couldn’t help that.

“The higher state of womankind. Listen, when wars start who goes off and fights them. Men. And who is guilty of rape? Men. And what gender has the most murderers? Male. The sad fact is that the miseries of planet earth can usually be laid at the feet of men.”

“Bullshit,” I snapped. “What about Lizzie Borden? What about all the female politicians who are just as corrupt, if not more so, than the men? What about Eve? For Heysoos’ sake!”

“I won’t say that women are angels,” Mia spoke in a level tone of voice. “But the percentages are in the favor of women, badly.  And the fact is this…if you are a bad man, if you don’t deserve to be a man, then we will make you into a woman, and you will at least have an opportunity to experience what the human race can be. Kind. Nurturing.”

“And who elected you to be judge, jury and executioner?”

“The present system failed. We are changing it. The same way the present system changed the British system a couple of hundred years ago. It is a natural progression here. A revolution that is an evolution.”

I looked away. I was pissed. I was angry. I wanted to be free.

“Sally? He needs a shot.”

“Coming right up.”

To me: “I need you in a better frame of mind before I give you your last wish as a male.”

I snorted.

Sally took my arm, watched me carefully, and when I didn’t struggle—what would be the use?—she gave me a shot. Ten seconds later I was halfway to happy land. Twenty seconds and I had arrived.

“You going to do him?”

Mia looked at me. “His choice.”

I grinned, feeling all goofy, and asked, “What choice?”

“We don’t let men cum before they are neutered, or, transitioned. We do give them a last chance to be inside a vagina.”

My brow furrowed and I tilted my head. “What do you mean?”

“If you want, I’ll climb on you, fuck you for a while—not to a cum, of course—and give you a last memory of what it’s like to be a man.”

I was loopy, but I was still surprised. “You’d fuck me?”

“Oh, yes. either Sally or I, though Sally prefers that I do it. We’re not cruel people, and every man deserves a little compassion.”

“You’d fuck me right now?”

“Yep. Right now. You say the word and I’ll pull my panties down and climb right on top of you and fuck you.”

I stared at her.

I stared at Sally, who appeared bored.

I stared at Mia. “Well, okay. Let’s do it!”

Well, what would you do? No man in his right mind turns down perfectly good poontang! And, living alone I didn’t get much. And Mia was pretty good looking. So…if I was going to lose my package…why not one last gasp?

Mia stepped back, reached under her dress and started pulling her panties down.

“It’s funny. I know you’re a pervert, and you deserve what’s going to happen to you, but…I’m glad you want this. Do you want to know why I want it?”

“Sure!” I stared at her big boobs as she climbed on to the table.

“Because there is something so delicious, so desperate, in men who know this is the last piece of ass they’ll ever get. I suppose that’s mean of me, but…when you’re grunting and trying to cum…it makes me feel good.”

She was squatting over me now. Here pussy hovering over my hard cock.

“Man,” I blurted. “And you think I’m mean!”

“Yeah,” she smiled, and she sank down on me.

I’m not the most experienced man in the world. I’m not one of these guys who has experienced hundreds of women. Bu I’m not a virgin, either. The feel of her pussy, as it swallowed my cock, was heavenly. It was the best pussy I had ever been in. I wondered whether this was just part of the desperation thing she had spoken of, but I thought not. I mean, that pussy was warm, and it was slick, and I felt my cock slithering around inside her as she adjust her position.

“The happy juice is going to leave you loopy enough so that it will be difficult for you to cum. That’s going to make you even more desperate. But if you can actually manage to cum in me, I won’t care. I won’t say anything to the other ladies.

“Oh, heysoos wept jelly and had no peanut butter. Your pussy…your pussy…”

“I know. I’ve been told it is extra good. I’m moist down there, always, and I love a good, big cock. And…your cock is really nice. It’s a shame you have to lose it.”

She began to move up and down. Not big motions, just little ones, and each time she settled down it was like she got more and more of my cock into her.

“Oh, God!” I moaned.

Going up and down, she reached forward and touched my new nipples. A shocking sensation went through them.

“Easy, girl,” cautioned Sally.

“No prob,” Mia groaned a bit. “God, he’s good. He’s really good.”

“Here, let me help.”

I felt Sally reach under Mia’s fanny, snake her hand under and grab my balls.

“Fuck!” I whined, my eyes rolling back. It felt like I could cum…I was desperate to cum. If I could just get a little more oomph…maybe I could…maybe…

“Oh, poor boy,” Mia laughed, angling her body forward and sliding my cock through a hole made incrementally tighter.

“Just think, pervert, you’ll never get this sweet pussy again. And the only thing you’ll have is this memory of right now. And that memory will eat at you, make your nights into long dreams of desire, make your days a wish that can never be. You’ll walk, and your thighs will rub together with nothing between them, but you’ll remember when there was something between them.”

“Oh…oh, please!” I groaned. I was pushing my hips up as hard as I could, but Mia somehow managed to go with me just enough that I couldn’t get that sensation that would drive me over the top.

Sally began rubbing her palms over my nipples. Just a bare graze of her rough palm over my super sensitive nipples. I tried to move my chest up, but she just laughed and raised her palm.

“Please…let me cum!”

“Hey, cum if you can, big boy.”

I grunted and strained. I was turning red, and my cock felt like it was going to bust, but I couldn’t cum.

Mia, however, could. She began to jerk and twitch, her thighs came together, then she fell off me, one hand clutching her pussy, her eyes closed so tightly tears came out of them. Sally caught her before she could fall on the floor and held her for a moment.

Mia stopped quivering, and looked up at Sally.

Sally smiled, gave her light peck on the lips, and helped her stand up.

“Sally, you have to try that. He is one righteous fuck. You really have to try it.”

I was moaning, twisting and writhing on the table, my cock was drooling pre-cum.

“Well, maybe I will.” She reached under her dress and pulled her panties off.

“Oh, you’re going to love this.”

“Hey,” I said. “Hey!”

“Shush, wicked boy. Time to pay the price.”

“One of the prices,” Sally giggled.

Then she was over me, perched, ready to descend. She whispered to me, “You really can’t cum, can you? Even though we’re breaking the rules and don’t care.”

“Oh, please. Get me off.”

For answer she sank down, just like Mia had, and her pussy was just as delicious.

“Oh, fuck,” Sally’s eyes went wide. “He is good.”

“I think it’s the bend of his cock. It just touches the right places inside the pussy.”

“I’ll say. Play with his balls, give a squeeze if he gets too close.”

She began to go up and down. Her hands were on my now skinny waist. Mia started playing with my balls, rubbing my nipples, and she even kissed me.

Oh, sweet torment. I was going out of my mind. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum, but that happy juice removed just enough of my intention that I couldn’t do it.

“How is it, girlfriend?”

“Makes you sorry we have to neuter him.” She grinned. “Almost sorry.”

Up and down, then a sideways twisting motion that near drove me out of my mind.

“Hey, Hank, this is what it’s going to feel like when you’re a girl.” She stuck a finger up my ass and I almost left the table. My hips thrust up, driving my cock as deep as it could go into Sally’s lush vagina.

“Oh!” she yelped, and she started to cum. Her hands felt good on my waist, her tits were big over my face, and her pussy twitched and gripped my cock. It felt like she was trying to pull my dick into her cunt.

“Oh…oh…oh…” she kept spasming and spasming. It wasn’t as violent as Mia’s, but it was longer lasting. And all the time I kept trying to get more traction, to feel more pussy with my cock, to get over the edge and have an orgasm.

Sally started to fall forward, then, mindful of my boobs, she placed her hands on my shoulders, pressed my shoulders down, but caught her weight. Then, slowly, excruciatingly, she pulled herself up off me.

Mia helped her down, and the two girls looked at each other and giggled. Then they both looked at me. “That’ll teach you to be a bad man.”

I was actually crying. From the effort and the frustration, tears ran down my cheeks.

Sally put a finger under my tears and wiped up. “Well, time to get to work.”

They gave me another shot.

“What’s this?”

“Hormones. Best hormones money can buy, actually. It will help accelerate changes in your body. Your voice will go up, your boobs will grow, and grow into your already sizable monsters. Your fat will be redistributed and your face will change, become softer, more feminine. Your lips will become fuller, have more curve to them. Of course, there are downsides.”

“Like what?”

“Well, first is the emotions. You’re going to be going through puberty, and that means all the emotions that a fifteen year old girl goes through.”

Sally took up the narrative. “But the main thing is that your cock is going to go limp. There’s testosterone blockers in this mix. No testosterone, no erections, but that won’t matter to you. A couple of days you won’t have a penis, or balls, anymore. Look, your cock is already going limp.
I looked down, over my chest, and sure enough, my cock was just a half a chub. Bent over and looking like a sausage going to sleep.

“Hey,” I said. And there was an infinite sadness in my voice.

But they ignored me and began preparing another procedure.

“What are you going to do?”

“Get rid of your hair. This is a special Nair concoction. We spray on, wait five, and wipe off. Women don’t need hair.”

What could I do? I was helpless. They had complete control of me.

They each had a spray bottle and a roll of paper towels. They each sprayed my legs, and waited. They actually set up an egg timer, and when it dinged they simply wiped my hair off. I stared at the towels they discarded. Filled with black squiggles of individual hairs.

Up the legs. Then they both worked on the groin.

By now I was fully limp, and they held my cock up, their fingers on the head, and sprayed my groin area. They waited, the timer went off, and they wiped my short and curlies off.

“You can’t do this,” I whimpered.

“Better give him another shot. He’s showing too much emotion.”

“That might be the hormones.”

“Nah. Too soon. He won’t be all emotional for a few days. Give him another shot.”

So I got more happy juice, and became nothing more than an interested spectator to my emasculation. I watched as they wiped my chest, my new boobs, and my arms.

Then they exfoliated my face. My five o’clock shadow—hairs were included in this—disappeared, then they sprayed some Nair on my cheeks and chin and even under my nose.

“No more hair for you, bad boy.”

I didn’t say anything.

Next up was permanent make up. Sally got out the tattoo equipment and began doing my face.

I was glad for the happy juice then, because I could feel the sharp needle prickling my skin. If it wasn’t for the happy juice I would have been screaming. But, no screaming, and when she was done I had a set of big, full, juicy looking, red lips.

Mia held up a mirror and I stared in wonder.

Then she tattooed eye liner on me, and the tattoo part was done.

And it was late, so they knocked off for the day.

I slept that night. I was exhausted from all the changes wrought on me. And I was exhausted from the mental agony I was going through.

And I awoke the next morning when they came in.

And, they gave me a hamburger. Well, actually a McGriddle. And a potato patty and a Coke.

“Last meal, Hank,” said Sally, cheerfully, as Mia fed me. “Today we’re going to lose the meat.”

I looked down at my pecker. It was already chemically castrated, testosterone blocked, but now….now they were going to take the whole thing. Everything.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said in a very beaten voice.

“Of course we do,” and she shot me with happy juice. A lot of happy juice.

I spent the morning getting light changes. They put extensions in my hair, they shaped my eyebrows. they gave me long, red nails, gave me a pedicure, and generally prepared me to exist as a woman.

I was stoned on that stuff, and I was happy because of it, but I also had a feeling of sadness underlining everything.

I wasn’t going to be a man anymore.

My oh my!

At about lunch they began final preparations for my castration.

Sally laid out surgical instruments. Very sharp knives and clamps and gauze and everything.

Mia held my hand. “My, you really do make a beautiful woman.”

Tears crept out of my eyes.

“Oh, don’t cry. It’ll be done before you know it.”

“But…but…” I was crying through the happy juice. Stoned, and yet still, my desire to remain a man was coming through.

“Is he ready?”

“Are you ready?”

I shook my head.

“Well, ready or not, we have to do this. Okay, Sally.”

Sally moved in. She picked up a large knife, Mia grabbed my cock and pulled it up, stretched it out. Sally put the knife to the base of my dick.

I sobbed.

“Okay, here we—“

DING DING DING!

Mia blinked. Sally looked at her. They both turned and looked at a cell phone laying on the table behind them.

“What the—“

“We better answer it.”

“Okay.”

Mia stood there, holding my dick up, and Sally picked up the phone.

“Yes?” A pause. “No. Just about to. Okay.” She hung up the phone. She had a thoughtful but slightly worried look on her face.

Mia: “What was that?”

“They want us to wait.” She looked at me. “A five minute reprieve, Hank. Enjoy your last five minutes of being a man.”

Five minutes later we heard a door close, then the door to the warehouse opened and four women strode in. I looked over and saw Holly, Brittany, Fellucia and Casca. They were very sober, and they gazed at me with tight lips.

Sally and Mia went to meet them. They talked for about five minutes. There was much head shaking, a bit of argument, but in the end Holly walked over to me.

She was a sexy woman. Big boobs. Red lips. Long fingernails. Not that that would ever do me any good. I was about to lose my cock.

Holly stood over me, stared at me.

“What?” I asked.

Holly nodded to Sally. Sally picked up a syringe. She didn’t look happy.

“What the hell is going on?”

Holly: “You were telling the truth. You’re innocent. Our apologies.” She nodded and Sally jammed the needle into me.

“Hey! What? What do you…wha…”

I faded out.


EPILOGUE

I awoke in my own van. The van was parked in the Benecke parking lot. I was, for all intents and purposes, a woman.

I had on a big, thick, sturdy bra, panties, a dress. They had put nylons and a garter on me. I was wearing high heels, because I guess that was all they had. Or maybe they were just messing with me.

I looked in the mirror. My lips were bright red, my eyes shadowed, and my face was totally reshaped by whatever that shot they gave me was. Hormones. Hunh!

On the inside of the windshield was a note.

Sorry, Hank.

A case of mistaken identity.

The testosterone blocker will wear off in six months.

The hormones might last longer,

but if you want we can give you more.

It turns out that you’re a nice man.

One of the good ones.

So nice that if you want to remain a woman

we would welcome you.

Talk to you later.

There was no signature.

The following day I went in and told the boss what had happened. He stared in amazement at my feminine character.

But, he agreed to keep me on. I’m a pretty good accountant.

And, I went to the police. I walked into the police station and I said, “I was kidnapped and made into a woman.”

The officer stared at me for a long second, then he picked up the telephone, hit a button, and said, “Captain? We got another one.”

But there wasn’t much the police could do.

I live as a woman now, and it’s not bad. I liked wearing underwear and dresses, and I even like wearing make up. Men open the doors for me, hold my chair…but I’m not attracted to them.

The months pass, and I can’t wait until my cock starts working again. Mia was right. I am so horny I can’t stand it.

And, I wait to hear from them. From The Ladies’ Sissy Society.

The last thing they said on that note: ‘Talk to you later.’ They’ll call me sometime, and I know why. To offer me another shot of hormones. To offer their company to me, to make me one of their group.

I wonder how many men have been transformed by The Ladies’ Sissy Society.

I wonder if I’ll ask for another shot.

Probably.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little gems.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here 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.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games

Read it on kindle or paperback
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