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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from Grace!

Here it is, the second volume concerning the separation of a man from his favorite parts. Sometimes it’s the real thing, a slice. Sometimes it’s chemical, which actually has amazing search numbers on the internet!

Why would somebody want to do this? The mere thought makes me shiver. And I’ve got nothing to lose!

But for those who want an extra thrill, for those whose imagine has run totally amuck, I am glad to give you what you want.

Snip, snip.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


She Made Her Man

into a Woman!

A feminist satire


PART ONE

“That did it! I’ve had all I can take.”

“Huh? But what? What are you talking about?

Morgan, my wife, was sitting up in bed. I had just finished making love with her, and it had been good. But as soon as I roll off her she starts throwing a fit.

“I am talking, Cal, husband of mine, about the fact that you get off, deposit a slimy mess, and I don’t.”

“You don’t deposit a slimy mess? That’s great.” I deliberately misunderstood her with a grin.

“I mean,” she growled, “I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“You didn’t? Oh. I thought it felt good.”

She turned to me, suddenly threw a leg over me and sat. I could feel my baby batter draining out of her.

“Of course it felt good, you dolt! But I didn’t climax! I didn’t have the big boom, orgasm, fall off the cliff, explode into outer space. And the result is that I am horny and frustrated…” she paused, then leaned her head down and spoke into my face, “…and it’s your fault!”

“Say, could you, uh, get off? You’re getting stuff all over me.”

“ARGH!” she shouted at the ceiling, then she deliberately twisted her hips and wiped more of the juice in her pussy on me. “That’s what I’m talking about! It’s all about you! You get off, you drain your balls, then you roll over and snore and I am left with the mess! I am sleeping in the wet spot, but that isn’t the worst of it. The worst is that…I HAVEN’T HAD AN ORGASM!”

“Well, don’t blame me if you—hey!”

She was knee walking up my body, I could feel a snail trail being left on my flesh. I could feel everything I had just put in her being rubbed on me.

“Get off! Don’t do that!”

Too late, she had her knees next to my ears and she settled her weight right on my face.

“Ah…gak…pooo!” My voice was muffled by the folds of her sex. I could feel the stuff leaking out, getting on my face, into my mouth!

“What? You don’t like this? You seem to think I like it. You don’t mind when I suck you off, and you grin like a fool baboon when I have to swallow your spunk!”

“Ack…ack…” I spluttered and tried to lift her off me, but her hands were braced on the wall and all her weight was on me.

Gah…I tasted my own seed, salty and slimy like an oyster. At least, what I thought an oyster tasted like. I had never actually tasted one. They just looked so…so…GAH!

I finally managed to push up on her thighs and slide down on the bed. I slicked out from under her. I grabbed a pillow and wiped my face. I jumped up and ran for the bathroom. I washed my face, drinking water straight from the faucet to get rid of the taste.

Finally, I came back into the bedroom, drying my face with a towel, still tasting that salty, slippery taste of semen.

“Heysoos! Did you have to do that.

She was laying on her side, odalisque fashion, “I’ve just enough of your lack of consideration.”

“I don’t understand! I can’t help it if you’re a slow cummer.”

“You can make sure I get off, use your fingers, use your mouth…”

“Gah!” I blurted.

She went on, ignoring completely my distaste for oral sex. “You can get over your lack of abilities in oral sex with practice, and you can start slowing yourself down, think of baseball or something.”

I laughed ruefully. “I’m supposed to think of baseball when I’m nuts deep in your vagina? Hello?”

“Well, you’re going to have to do something, or I’ll do it for you.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“Never you mind. You just tend to your knitting or else.”

On that happy note we went to sleep.

That was Sunday night, and we didn’t talk about sex the following days. Oh, there was an edge between us, but we just sort of went around the subject of sex like it didn’t exist.

But, baby, did it exist.

I mean, I’m sorry I get off so easy, but how could she blame me? She was that good, you know? Besides, she should just hurry up, you know?

Come Thursday we broached the subject again, in a manner of speaking. She rolled over and gave me a hand job.

Oh, baby, feeling her magic hands go up and down, it wasn’t long before I was in squirt heaven. With a grunt and a groan I filled her hands with semen. Then, exhausted by my pleasure, I rolled over and snored.

And woke up to her hands again.

“What? What?”

“Come on, baby!” she shouted, she slapped my Willy until it was hard, then plunked herself down on it. “Oh, yeah!”

Up and down, in and out, she grunted and bounced and pulled her nips…and I squirted.

“What! No! No! You can’t!”

But it was too late. I was weak-kneed and gasping. I lay back and my dick turned into a worm.

She got off me and strangled my happy fellow. “How could you? I just want an orgasm! Even a little one would work!”

But my dick was now officially sleeping.

And, that night, right after I got home from work, she tried again. And, again, I squirted after just a half a minute.

The look on her face…I was actually sorry for her. I mean, I was getting off, but poor Morgan…she was horny as all get out, and there didn’t seem to be anything she could do about it.

The next few days, all the way through the weekend, actually, she was sad. And grumpy. And walked around muttering.

“Sunday night she tried wrapping my cock in condoms. She put three condoms on me…and I squirted in thirty seconds.

Oh, I thought she was going to scream and rip out her hair. And she did scream. A little.

The next weekend she got some numbing spray and doused my pecker with it. Man, I couldn’t feel a thing, and then she slapped on the condoms. Five of them. And they had numbing spray on them. Man, my dick felt like it was somebody else’s. I mean, I felt NOTHING!

Smiling, she took me to bed. No foreplay, nothing, just hopped on and started grinding. And…”AHHHH!” I squirted.

Oh, she pounded the pillow. She screamed into it. Then she masturbated.

“Look, honey,” I said, “I’m sorry. It’s just that…you don’t cum fast enough. You just don’t seem able to keep up with me.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, her boobs hanging disconsolately. Her hair draggled down in defeat. Her whole body seemingly deflated, and she said, “I’m going to a doctor.”

Actually, I was sort of relieved. She was working herself into a nervous breakdown, and I was glad that she was going to get professional help. Poor girl.

On a Saturday morning a week later we entered the doctor’s office. I was smiling, and she was frowning and all sad.

“Hi, Doc!” I greeted Dr. Esmelda Hotchkiss.

She smiled wanly, shook our hands and asked, “What seems to be the problem?”

“I can’t…I don’t seem to be able to have an orgasm,” my wife muttered.

The good doctor sat back in her plush swivel and considered us. “Tell me about it.”

So she did. Morgan told her of how she came too slowly and by the time she was ready I was done. She went over the items we had tried, the numbing sprays and the condoms, me playing baseball in my head, and how nothing seemed to work.

Dr. Hotchkiss pursed her lips in a moue. She turned from Morgan to me, back to Morgan, to me.

“Well,” she said to me, “You have a problem.”

“I know,” I said. “She just can’t get fast enough to—“

“No…I mean you.”

“Me?” I squeaked?

“Of course you. You are a premature ejaculator.”

“A who?”

“You simply have a hair trigger. We’re going to have to do tests.”

“What?”

And, for the first time, my wife smiled.

“Then it’s not me being too slow.”

“Oh, hell no. Women are supposed to take their time, it is the duty of the man to control himself. It’s not a sprint, it’s an endurance race, and it’s up to the man to last the distance.”

“Well, oh, my gosh, that is a relief. I thought there was something wrong with me!”

“Nope, but I’m worried about Cal here.”

“But I feel fine!” I protested.

“You may feel fine, but if you’re that quick on the trigger there may be a serious underlying condition.”

“A serious…”

“Yep.” And she scheduled me for a battery of tests.

Let me tell you, the ride home was a glum one. I drove slowly, lost in my thoughts, and I was thinking so hard Morgan even had to remind me to go when a stoplight turned green.

“Look, I think that doctor is wrong.” We had just entered the house, and I was in the kitchen, mixing myself a drink.

Being told I had a ‘condition,’ maybe a serious condition, I needed a drink. I quickly concocted a Coke and bourbon and downed it.

“Do you mind?” asked Morgan.

“Oh, sorry.” I quickly made her a drink.

She took the drink, sipped, and said, “That’s what I mean. You do for yourself, and I’m left high and dry.”

I didn’t say anything. I mean, I was in a real funk. To be told that I was the one with the medical condition, and that I needed help, that was bad enough. But to find out that it’s my pecker that’s malfunctioning…that was like 9/11 bad.

But, at least Morgan was happier. She sang and she danced, and didn’t seem to mind that I was in the pits of despair.

“Well, Cal, I think we have found the culprit.”

“We have?”

Doctor Hotchkiss put an X-ray on the lighted screen. In black and white I could see shades of my reproductive system. I could see my testicles and penis, little lines of veins, everything. I could even see my anal canal. I mean, like…gross!

“The human body is a miracle machine, but every once in a while we see a boo boo. A man grows six toes, a tail, that sort of thing.”

I blinked, “I have a tail?” I wanted to get up and turn around and look at my butt.

“No, that’s just an example. You have something…else.”

I swear, I thought she was going to say I had something ‘worse.’

“So what’s he got, Doc,” asked Morgan.

“Well, if you follow this line right here,” she traced the head of my penis down about an inch, just barely below the head, you’ll find Cal’s P-spot.”

“His what?”

“Most men have their P-spot about here,” she pointed at an area behind my penis. “But Cal was born with his P-spot here,” back to the head of my penis. “He has all the normal nerves and is easily excited, but the fact that his P-spot is here…the result is that he gets stimulated too fast, and, voila, he cums too fast.”

“What is a P-spot?” I asked.

“The P stands for prostate. It’s a gland that controls, among other things how you pee. But yours is up here.” She pointed at the head of my dick again.

I goggled at the X-ray. I had never heard of anything so…so crazy in my life. Morgan seemed to take it in with no problem. “What do we do about it?” she asked.

I stood up and walked around her desk. The Doc moved aside so I could look at my misplaced prostate up close. I was almost nose to the x-ray of my most private parts. Looking at each fine grain, each dot. Each particle of the woof and warp of my reproductive system.

My…my prostate was…misplaced?

“We could, of course, give Cal an injection of Leuprolide. Then we could…”

“What?” I asked.

“Leuprolide,” the good Doc repeated. “It’s the drug we use to chemically castrate criminals.”

I turned to her, aghast, suddenly white-faced. Morgan was just listening, avidly, as if that was a solution. “But how would I get off if his dick is limp?”

“A simple medical procedure called a penile implant. We place a rod in his penis and he will be stiff as a board.”

Morgan smiled.

“The downside is that he won’t go down.”

Morgan seemed to smile wider at that.

“He’ll have a case of permanent priapism.”

“He’ll be permanently hard?”

“As an iron rod,” Doc Hotchkiss smiled.

“And I could…could use him and he would never go down. I could use him again and again and…”

She trailed off, but it was obvious that that word, ‘again,’ was sounding like a bell echoing in her mind.

“Wait a minute,” I blurted. “I don’t—“

“Be quiet, Cal,” Morgan said. “I’m thinking about this.”

“Cal might feel a bit of discomfort…”

“From having his dick stick out all the time?”

“But he’d be hard. And long. His tissue is stretchable, we could make him bigger around and longer.”

“Uh,” I was getting nervous, “I don’t think that is a good—“

“Cal,” Morgan snapped at me. “Do you mind?”

“Of course we can tie his penis to his leg, a simple leather strap with a pearl snap button. He can wear baggy pants so nobody see what he’s packing,”

“But he would be long. And big around. And…hard!”

The Doc nodded happily.

“I think this is a wonderful solution.”

“No!” I blurted.

They both looked at me. They were both frowning, showing their distaste for my reticence.

“This is my dick we’re talking about. I want to feel it!”

“Oh, we can implant a little device here,” she pointed to the base of my penis. “We can even give you a button that, when you press it, an electrical signal will go to your nervous system. We should be able to make you shoot your seed pretty much whenever you want.”

“But would I feel anything? With my dick being dead?”

“Well, no. But considering how much pleasure you’re giving your wife I would think that would be a moot point.”

“A dead dick is a moot point? Are you kidding.”

The doctor’s eyes narrowed. She certainly didn’t appreciate me disagreeing with her medical solution to what I had assumed, up to this point, wasn’t even my problem.

“No, I think you’ve got to find another solution.”

Morgan snifffed. “You’re so selfish.”

Doc Hotchkiss heaved a resigned sigh. “Well, there are other things we could consider.”

“All right. Now we’re talking.

“We could perform a penectomy and replace it with bone taken from your thigh. That would be a little higher risk, but the results would be similar to our original solution. You’d be bigger and harder and…”

Morgan was smiling wider.

“What’s a penectomy.”

“It’s a simple surgical removal of offending material.”

“What material?” I was confused.

“Your penis.”

“What?” I screeched.

“But, as I said, we can replace it with something bigger and better and—“

“Uh uh.”

Morgan’s eyes went wide. “What? Why not?”

“I don’t want to lose my cock!”

“But it’s not doing me any good the way it is! You’re so selfish!”

“We could see to psychological counseling to help Cal understand the benefits of having his penis removed.“

“No,” I said. “There’s got to be another solution.”

Well, we went through the various solutions, and, I tell ya, none of them made me happy.

“We could cut some nerves here and here…then you wouldn’t feel the stimulation and…”

“We could perform a penile transplant. The animal world has many species that would be bigger and better than the human penis and…”

“We could insert a chemical drip here that would numb everything from the…”

Each solution made Morgan grin and even clap her hands. But each solution drove me deeper and deeper into a funk.

Finally, Doc Hotchkiss brought up the act of sex itself.

“Well,” she said, “if no other solution is working for you,” she barely contained her disgust for me, “Then we could have Morgan wear the penis.”

Morgan cocked her head. “I? Like…me?”

“Of course. We could try it out with a simple prosthesis. She wears the device, it will have a penis on the reverse end, so as she inserts it into your rectal passage she get clitoral and even vaginal stimulation. When she has her orgasm she can press a button which will cause an electrical currrent to come out of the end of her prosthesis, her dick, and this will trigger your orgasm.”

“That’s weird,” I muttered. Tell the truth, I was being worn down. And this seemed like the least of all her solutions. I could keep my dick, I would squirt, eventually, and…hmmm.

“And, I might point out, you could even wear different clothes. Reverse your roles. Morgan could wear man clothes, and Cal can wear a dress and make up…”

“Wait a minute…”

“Only for the bedroom, of course,” smiled Doc Hotchkiss.

“Ooh, I think that would be fun.”

“What?”

“Well, hey, you like it, rolling over on me, inserting, going up and down…why shouldn’t I like it?”

“Well, because you’re a woman!”

“Oh, that’s silly. That’s just a little detail.”

“It’s a little detail that I’m a man and you’re a woman?”

“Of course it is!”

“Well, I don’t…”

I think the doctor knew she’d gone as far as she could go, that I needed time to absorb this latest solution. She looked at her watch and said, “I think I have another patient.”

“Come on, selfish,” Morgan stood up. “She’s got another patient.”

I stood up, Doc Hotchkiss saw us to the door to her office and booted us out. I tell ya, walking down that hall, out of the doctor’s office, I never felt so glum.

Morgan, however, was feeling great. She was humming and held my hand and swung our hands and greeted all the nurses with great cheer.

We went out to the car and I went to the driver’s side.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I want to drive.”

“You…why?”

“Because I want to feel what it’s like to be in charge. Besides, you look like you’re going to be sitting at all the green lights again.”

It was true, I was feeling very spaced out. I was thinking about all the things the doctor had said. I soughed and walked around the car and got in the passenger side.

Morgan got behind the wheel and started up the car. She was humming, and turned on the radio, and sang along as she drove.

The Beatles: ‘I want to hold your gland…’

Neikid: ‘You got that thing that I been looking for…’

Khia: ‘My neck, my back / Lick my pussy and my crack.’

Nickelback: ‘I like the dirt that's on your knees…and I like the way you still say please…while you're looking up at me.’

Each song. that came on the radio seemed dirtier, and if it wasn’t dirty she would alter the lyrics so it became dirty.

Nine Inch Nails: ‘I want to fuck you like an animal / I want to feel you from the inside.’

Ifo: ‘You make me feel like a man should feel, like a man of steel.’

“Enough already!” I turned the radio off.

“You’re so selfish,” she snapped back at me. “Here I am having fun, and you want to pee on my parade.”

“We’re talking about my body!”

“We’re talking about my sex!”

“I think it’s my sex we’re talking about!”

The rest of the way home we snarled and snapped, and when we entered the kitchen I went right for the bourbon. I took out the big glass, filled it with ice and bourbon and splashed in a squirt of Coke.

“Gimme that!” Morgan grabbed it and started drinking.

Fortunately, we had two large glasses, so I took the other one down and poured bourbon straight in, and tossed an ice cube in for good measure.

There we sat, guzzling our lunch, miserable, ready to rip each other’s throats out.             

Fortunately, bourbon tends to have a ‘calming’ effect.

A couple of glasses in I was loopy, and smiling.

Morgan was just as loopy..

And we were talking.

Drunk, three sheets to the wind, we were talking about the various means and methods having to do with ‘fixing’ my sex.

“I don’t see why you have to be so selfish,” she asked, quite conversationally.

“I don’t mean to be,” I answered, “But it is my dick we’re talking about, after all.”

“But so what if it doesn’t feel anything?

“Maybe we could give you a cliterectomy, or whatever it would be called. Then you can tell me it’s okay to be officially numb down there.”

She frowned, sipped, and said, “Yeah, but there’s all sorts of ways to get you off.”

“Yeah, but none of them seem to involve me feeling it. And what good is an orgasm if you can’t feel it?”

That sort of stopped her, but not for long. “But we could…” and the argument went on.

“Let me tell you, that was a long week for me. Morgan and I couldn’t stop talking about possibilities, and we kept talking and talking, and the fun seemed to go out of the sexual end of our marriage.

We were so glum, neither of us giving in, and we stopped having sex altogether.

I had a feeling that Morgan was trying to get me to loosen up by closing her legs, but…but the intensity of our arguments, our exchange of thoughts…I didn’t really feel like sex that week.

But by the second week I did. I’m a lusty fellow, I like my orgasms, even they are generated from the tip of my penis, and to do without…I started to get horny.

“Say, do you think we could try a little sex?” I asked on a Friday night.

“I’m just not in the mood,” she said.

The following day, however, she went out and bought batteries for her vibrator.

On Saturday: “Say, I’m getting really horny.”

She patted my cheek. “I know.” Her wan smile didn’t look that sincere. “I used to feel that frustration all the time.”

But she was smiling during the day, not the sign of a woman who was frustrated. She went out and bought more batteries.

“Honey, it’s Sunday night. We always get a little before the work week.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, but I’ve got a head ache.”

Huh! She didn’t look like she had a headache. In fact she had been bouncing around, doing some yoga, bopping to some music in between poses.

The week passed, me hornier and hornier, and then the next weekend came, and it got nasty.

“Honey, you’ve been putting me off for a month now.”

“Oh, it’s only been a couple of weeks.”

Aha! She knew how long, that means it was a plan!

“Two weeks, a month, so what. I need some relief.”

“Oh, come on. I went for years without release.”

“Yeah, but it’s different for you!”

“How?”

“You’re a woman.”

Well, that set off the dynamite. “Just because I’m a woman doesn’t mean that I have to…just because you’re a man doesn’t mean that I don’t get…you’re so selfish I can’t believe it! You should…” and it went on and on and on.

Honestly, I thought I was the frustrated one.

Still, her explosion made me start to rethink certain things. I mean, if she was this upset, maybe there was some sort of a compromise.

Unfortunately, I didn’t know what that compromise might be.

So she yelled for a while, followed me around and berated me, chastised me all day, and, finally, when she wore down we were both exhausted and miserable.

Laying in bed, I said, “We can’t go on like this.”

“No,” she agreed. “We can’t.” Being a bitch had tired her out, too.

So I faced her. “Well, what was the least invasive, the safest, method the Doctor recommended?”

We sat in the darkness for a while, each hemming and hawing in our own thoughts. Finally, Morgan said, “The stick it up your rear thing.”

I laid there and groaned inside. My forearm was across my eyes and I thought about it.

The Doctor said it was my problem. That I was making my wife miserable.

Morgan went along with the doctor. It was my fault.

So what if I did it? What if I tried this…this rear-ternal massage with a plastic peter? It wouldn’t kill me, right?

“What if I turn into a gay,” I offered.

Morgan was silent for a while, then: “Then we’ll stop.”

“But what if I like it and don’t want to? What if I turn into an actual gay person?”

“Then I’ll still love you,” and this time she didn’t hesitate.

I sighed. “Okay, how do we do this?”

I could feel the explosion of light and goodness from her side of the bed. A HUGE load had just lifted from her. She rolled over and kissed me and said, “Honey, don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take care of it all. When I get done with you…you’ll be the best woman in the world!”

Unfortunately, a huge load didn’t rise off me. Turn into a woman? Did I really want to turn into a woman?

On the very next Saturday Morgan got up before me, hustled around a bit, got things ready, and pulled me out of bed. “Here.”

I looked at the bottle in my hand. “What’s this?” It was early, and I was bleary.

“Nair. Woman don’t wear hair. Get rid of all the hair below your neck.”

I stumbled into the bathroom and managed to read the instructions. Blinking, yawning, I slathered the goo all over my body. Morgan came in and helped me get my back and any other hard to reach places.

I waited fifteen minutes, until it started to burn, then I hopped into the shower.

Splish splash I was taking a bath,

it wasn’t even Saturday night,

Rub dub, my hair went in the tub

it swirled down the drain out of sight!

I butchered the old Bobby Darin song mercilessly as I watched my hair leave and my skin appear.

I got out of the tub, and man, did it feel weird. My skin was extra sensitive, and I even felt cold and goose bumpy. And that hair wasn’t even used to keep me warm!

But, then, why do people have hair, eh? Good question.

My extra sensitive skin notwithstanding, Morgan was waiting for me. She spritzed me with perfume, which, again, felt cold, then she handed me a tummy shaper.

“All the girls are wearing them,” she explained brightly.

Then she put a pair of breast forms in the top of the tummy shaper. She explained that had had gotten them from a neighbor and don’t worry I didn’t tell her you’re going to be a girly boy.

She left the bottom of the tummy shaper open and my dick pointed slightly downward, so she rolled the lip of the tummy shaper up and I pointed straight out.

Then she rolled nylons up my legs, kissed mu boner for good luck, and handed me a dress.

A dress! A woman’s dress!

Let me tell you, my mind was doing flips. My cerebellum was was doing loop de loops, my brain pan felt like somebody was flipping waffles in it, and my heart was gasping for breath.

But my dick was big. Real big. The strangulation of the blood supply in my body seemed to have directed all of that juicy fluid down to my cock, and my cock was purple and dripping and…standing out like a flagpole sprouting from a building.

I put on the dress, and then she demanded I put on heels. High heels. Raised my ass and hurt my feet. But my rectum, you know, being out in the fresh air like that….it felt sort of good.

Who would have thought I would like my asshole experiencing fresh air?

I stood up, and I wobbled. I felt like I was ten feet tall, even though it was only an extra four inches. I was losing my balance and I couldn’t walk for shit.

“You don’t have to walk,” Morgan explained. “Just get used to them. Let me do your face now, and we’ll walk later.”

Fear starting to tug at my heart, I really liked all these sensations, but I really didn’t want to be queer, I sat at her vanity and she gave me long, red nails.

“Heysoos,” I muttered. “I’m not going to be able to do yard work.

“That’s okay, I’ll do the yard work.” Her nails were actually shorter than mine. She was getting off on this and doing things to me that she wanted to do to herself, but didn’t. “But you’ll have to do the housework.”

“Housework? Like vacuum and everything?”

“And everything.” She had me turned to the side and was down doing my tootsies. I watched in fascination as I grew claws on my toes.

“But I don’t want to do housework!”

“Don’t worry, the trade off is worth it. The first time you feel my dick slide up your chute you’re going to want to scream hosanna and clean the house.”

I blinked at that. But she said it so matter of factly…I was going to like house work?

Then my face. She cleaned it, primed it, foundationed it. She blushed it and did the eyelids. And…the lipstick.

“I’m using stain so it’ll last longer.”

“But…how will I work?”

“Wear a COVID mask.”

Well, that was  certainly an idea, and I wondered how many manly men, under their COVID masks, were really wearing lipstick. Or, in my case, lipstain.

Lastly, she popped some earrings into my earlobes—actually pierced me—and placed a wig on me.

I stood up and stared at the mirror.

I was in a loose dress, it draped, and that hid the body fat. Not that there was much fat. The tummy shaper took care of that.

But what the tummy shaper didn’t take care of, and what really stood out, was my dick.

It poked through the dress like a bayonet through a dummy. I mean, it was just out there.

But Morgan just giggled, walked me a round the house for a while, fed me some bourbon and Coke, and…took me to bed.

She helped me get up on the bed and bend right. The tummy shaper was a little tight and I was having trouble breathing.

“That’s okay,” murmured Morgan, slapping lube on my asshole, “it makes it sound like you’re gasping in pleasure from all the sex you’re getting.”

“Oh,” then I grunted. She was reaming my ass with lube, and, you know…it felt good. I had a lot of nerve endings back there, and she made sure she hit them all.

Gently, she swirled her finger around, as if she was mixing something in my asshole. She pushed her fingers—fingers, not finger—in and out. I felt myself opening up. Physically and…mentally. It felt good. It felt like my asshole was singing a happy song.

In my head I went:

Happy birthday to me,

I don’t need my pee wee,

I’ll get it up the buttocks,

happy birthday to—

“Gai!”

She pushed her plastic peeny up my pooper, and an explosion of heat and warmth and everything good washed over me.

“Oh, God!”

“Feels good, eh?”

“Oh, God!”

“Feels good to me, to. The back of the dildo is rubbing my clitoris.”

“Oh, God!”

“It’s actually inside me, just a little ways, just enough to stimulate my G-spot.

“Oh, God!”

We had planned to do it slow and gentle, but that plan went out the window. I started pushing back, and she started ramming.

My world was coming undone. My asshole was feeling better than my dick ever did.

On top of me Morgan had the leeway to move around, and she rotated and corkscrewed and scooped and…and, oh, God, there is a heaven.

And she began to cum. “Oh, yeah!” Her voice rose up in unbridled happiness. “Oh, fuck!” She was pounding into me. The shaft was running up and down my canal, the raised veins sliding over my nerve endings. “YES!”

She froze, then began a series of lurches which pushed the plastic peter ever deeper into me.

“Oh, yes!” I yelled. “Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Oh, yes!”

She grew tired of pumping me and started to pull out.

“No! No! No!”

“I’ve got to. I’m tired.”

“But I haven’t cum yet!”

And that was the moment I understood what she had been going through. That was the moment I understood what hell it was to be a healthy vibrant woman married to a selfish man.

Her dick flopped out, and I began to sob with frustration.

“There, there,” she murmured. “It’ll be all right.”

“It will?”

“Of course it will. Just as soon as you get the operation.”


PART TWO

I got the operation on a Monday morning. It was a simple, little thing. Just a little plastic blob that got inserted where a normal prostate would be. It was called an Orgasm Stimulator and it was blue tooth, no wires or anything, and it was right in the center of the mass of nerves that my prostate, had it not been in the end of my dick, would have been in.

And, Doctor Hotchkiss gave me a shot. One, simple, little shot, and my dick went to sleep.

Oh, not forever, just for a few months. They had wanted to cut my best friend off, or at least snip the nerves, but I wouldn’t stand for that. I said I wanted to test drive this gizmo, and a limp dick, before buying the whole package.

Well, they grumbled, and Morgan called me selfish, but I managed to hold my ground on this one.

“There will be a little swelling,” the Doc explained, “but by Friday you can start playing.” She was smiling, and I heard her tell one technician, right before I went under, that she was going to write a paper on me.

Huh! She gets paid for the operation by me, she gets money from the government, she gets money from the insurance company, and she gets paid for a paper. What a racket, eh?

Anyway, I went in at nine and was awake by ten. All done. My dick wasn’t limp yet, but she said a few days and I would be softer than one of  Mike Lindell’s pillows.

Great, didn’t exactly reassure me, but…I was in for it now.

Morgan drove me home. Which was okay. My butt was tender, a little swelling, after all, and I sat on a pillow and told here not to hit the speed bumps.

She just laughed and called me selfish and hit the bumps.

“I do so like being the driver,” she grinned.

I hobbled into the house, my butt moving back and forth like a duck’s. I laid down on the bed, turned my head and watched the television. Some idiot hairbrain was saying there was no corruption in Washington. Really?

“Oh, Gosh,” muttered Morgan. “I want to try it out!”

“Oh,” I groaned. “We have to wait until Friday!”

Well, she told me I was selfish for wanting to make her wait five whole days, but I held my ground. It was my butt, after all.

Tuesday passed. I was able to walk without waddling.

Wednesday, and I could actually sit on my fanny.

Thursday, and it felt like I was cured and ready to go. Whatever ‘cured’ was. But I held onto the doctor’s advice and kept my butt inviolate.

“But, honey,” complained Morgan. “You’re fine! You’re ready to go? What will it matter if we have a little in and out a day early.

Tell the truth, that made me chuckle. How many times had I been wanting some and she was on the rag or not in the mood or some aunt in Minneapolis was feeling poorly so she was too.

I mean, I hate to gloat, but…HA!

The weirdest thing, however, was getting used to no cock.

I mean, I had a penis, but it shriveled down to a couple of inches and just hung there. It was so strange, I could pee through it, but it just…hung there.

I had no idea how much I was going to miss erections.

But when I mentioned this to Morgan she just snickered and stroked her cock.

Her cock. A big, old eight inches of plastic. She carried it around the house on her hips. She sauntered like she had just invented the cure for heart attacks, and her weenie waggled back and forth. She would even stop in a doorway and swivel her hips so that darned thing banged against each side of the door frame.

“Oh, baby,” she eyed me like I was a lamb and she was a wolf, “We’re going to have so much fun!”

Yeah. Right. But I had my doubts. I mean, my one source of pleasure, my penis, had been rendered limp, and I was unsure about this blue tooth orgasm thing they had foisted on me.

But Friday arrived, and in spite of my doubts and worries, Morgan rolled me over at five in the morning and said, “It’s time!”

I groaned. I just wanted a bit more sleep, but I knew she would just call me selfish and keep after me until I delivered.

And, suddenly, I woke up.

I didn’t have to deliver! I just had to kneel, or lay on my back like a lazy slut!

She had to do all the work!

Man, maybe there were perks to this new arrangement in our relationship!

“Okay, baby,” I rolled onto my back. “I’m all yours.”

She giggled and got out of bed and positioned herself between my legs. Obviously, the idea of having to do the work didn’t bother her.

“Okay, baby,” she returned. “Get ready for the ride of your life.”

No kissing, no foreplay. I know she didn’t need it, she had been wound up all week. If anything she needed a bucket of cold water to bring her down to normal horniness.

Heck, I would have licked a little foreplay. My how odd when the shoe is on the other foot.

“A little lube? Please!”

She frowned, but went for the lube. Even this little necessary interruption was an aggravation to her.

“All right,” she muttered, slapping the cold stuff into my rectum. She shoved her fingers in, moved them around, then put the lube aside and grinned, “Now where were we?”

“Between my legs,” I offered.

“Oh, yeah. Here we go.”

She placed the tip of her big cock at the entrance to my rear portal. The lube worked, and she slid the thing into me.

“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered, my eyes growing big and round.

“That’s the idea,” she said, and she slammed and rammed.

Her dick was big, and it opened me up, stretched my nerves, and it felt…so…delicious.

It felt like what I imagined a horse’s cock would feel like. And my relatively virgin asshole LOVED it.

She whammed and bammed me. Her eyes took on a curiously intent look, and I realized the nub of her penis must really be rubbing her clitoris, and anything else inside her pussy—and her hips started moving harder.

“Oh…yeah…oh…yeah…” It was like a chant as she became more and more stimulated.

Now, my asshole was stimulated, but it wasn’t going anywhere. At least not fast.

I’m a fast cummer, but I remember once getting drunk and trying to do it two times in a row. Between the alcohol and the recently drained balls all I had experienced was frustration. That’s what this was like. Frustration. And frustration equals horniness. The more I couldn’t cum the more I wanted to. The horniness factor was skyrocketing.

Heck, if I had been on top I would have been a jackhammer on steroids!

But I was on the bottom, and all I could do was hang on and wish she’d go faster.

“Oh, fuck…yeah…yeah!” She pounded into me. The penis had fake veins raised on the sides, and I could feel them corkscrewing into me.

I raised up and tried to pump back, but I didn’t have the angle or the leverage.

“Lay still, bitch!” She grunted. “You’re spoiling my rhythm!

So. I laid there, my hands gripping the sheets, my heart pounding, my skull exploding with the need, and then she came.

She…not me…locking up and spasming, her hips twitching and driving her dildo deeper and deeper.

I started crying. I knew she was done, but I wanted more. I needed more.

She backed off, pulled her slimy pecker out of my depths. “Ah, thanks, baby.” And she wiped the thing off on my thigh.

I was bending at the waist, reaching for her. “No…no! I need more! More!”

“Sorry, babe, but that’s all she wrote.”

She undid the straps and took off her penis.

“No! Wait! At least give me the dildo so I can finish myself off!”

She grinned. “Now that would be downright nasty, and we can’t have that.”

She raised her hand. In her hand was a little fob. With a red button. She pressed the red button, and…

BOOM! Everything went white hot and I was suddenly immersed in orgasm. My toes curled, my hands balled, my eyeballs rolled back. My back arched and I actually felt something in my penis. Not hard, or erect, or a thrill, just a dribble of something coming out of it.

Then I was laying back on the bed, gasping for bed.

“Holy fuck!” muttered Morgan.

I looked down, a bit of semen had come out of my little peeny.

“I have never seen anything like that in my life!”

“God,” I blurted. It was short…but so intense.”

“Short? You were orgasming for five minutes!”

“What?”

“Five minutes, you laid there and groaned and your body, it was bent have over backwards, and…holy…” She pressed the button again.

That morning was the strangest morning in the history of the world. I was exhausted by my cum. Only a dropper full of semen, and that from my limpness, but…Morgan kept doing it.

I came back to myself after the second Big O, and she marveled some more, and pressed the button.

GAH! Five more minutes in a second. Five minutes ensconced in pure sexual heaven.

I came to and held up my hand…”No…No more!” I gasped.

“The hell you say! This is fun!” She pressed the button.

GAH! Up into the stars, my head spinning like a pinwheel, another dropper of sperm.

“Morgan…don’t!”

She hit the button.

I came to, and she was in the kitchen. I could hear her rattling dishes. I got up, my legs were weak, and I staggered out the door. I was halfway down the hall when she looked up from the sink and smiled. “Hi, honey,” and she hit the button again.

I collapsed on the floor, my innards roiling with pleasure, my neck arched as squids squirted their ink into my awareness, and another dropper of sperm.

I lay there, afraid to move. I felt like I had done a double shift of work…work that entailed the digging of ditches.

Morgan came over and looked down at me. With a grin, she held up the fob…

“No! No! You’re going to kill me! Enough!”

She paused, and frowned, then lowered the fob. “Well, okay, but I think that’s pretty selfish of you to deny me my little pleasures.”

“Oh, thank you. Just let me recover a little.”

“Okay,” she stood there with her arms folded, unhappy, then she said, “But I need you to pretty yourself up.”

“Huh? Wha…why?” It was obvious what she wanted. I had red nails, but she wanted me in dress, en femme, full make up and dress and high heels and everything.

“Do you want to be the only slovenly wife on the block?”

“Wife? But I’m not the wife!”

“The hell you say!” She held up the fob.

“Okay! Okay!” I whimpered.

Then she actually grabbed my ear and lifted me to my feet and walked me down the hallway.

“There is no way I’m going to have a slovenly wife. Now I want you dressed, everything. And then you have to start on the house.”

“The…the…”

“Housework, you ninny. What do you think a woman is supposed to do with all her free time.”

“But…but what are you going to do? Can’t you help me? I don’t know…”

“There’s a game on, and I want to watch it.”

“A game?”

“Of course a game! Is there an echo around here?” she looked around, then refocused on me. “You know, I like this new arrangement. We should have done this a long time ago.”

“But…” I was lost, unable to think.

She grinned. “I like being in charge. And, let’s face it, you were too selfish to do a good job of being in charge. I’m a much better man than you.”             

And so my new life began. A fuck in the morning, a series of artificially induced squirts until lunch. A fuck after lunch, and another series of squirts. And then evening. The day done, she now had the time to focus her attentions on me full time.

Squirt…squirt…squirt.

And in between this endless life of squirts I did the laundry and learned how to cook. I washed the car and did the lawn, and had to endure the humiliation of telling people that I wanted to transition.

I didn’t want to, but if I didn’t tell people that I did Morgan would press the fob and render me speechless and stupid and unable to fight back.

And she would stand there, over my supine body, and let everybody know that I was a hopeless sissy who couldn’t control his cummies.

And call me selfish.

I was the woman in our relationship, and she was the man. But if she had her period I had to go buy the tampons. Big boxes of tampons. And I would stand in line and try to ignore my brilliant, red face. And when I ran out of lube she made me go buy another jar. The big economy size. The one labeled, ‘For sex only.’

And so my life passed, an excruciating series of cums, waiting on my wife hand and foot all day and long into the night.

And she was quite happy, getting to cum whenever she wanted, and no matter if I couldn’t reach nirvana, she had the fob.

And I think I would have lived to a ripe, old age in this predicament, but then things got worse.

I had been having these electronic cums for several months now, and I was looking forward to the day when my weenie woke up again. And I would have the electronic device inside me removed. And I would go back to being selfish.

Honestly, I was tired of cums. I was tired of being out of control, or perhaps I should say not being in control. And I was tired of having to do all the housework  and dress like a woman.

After six months, however, I noticed something: I wasn’t cumming as hard.

I figured I was just getting so used to it, and I liked being able to keep my head when the orgasms started, but that wasn’t it. And I figured out what it was one day while fixing breakfast.

We have a super duper toaster. One with 8 slots and a read out and  everything. It was early in the morning and I was up early. I had to prepare mistress’s breakfast—she made me call her mistress all the time now—and I popped a couple of pieces of toast into the toaster. I depressed the slide switch, and then I stood in front of the sink, looking out the window and watching the dawn.

Suddenly I felt like the fob had been pressed. My knees went weak, and I grabbed the sink and tried not to pass out. It wasn’t super strong, but it was long. The orgasm went on and on and on, and, finally, POP! The toast came up and the orgasm went down.

I was shivering, shaking, sweating, and wondered what had happened.

“Good morning, dear.”

“Good morning, mistress,” I was on my knees.

“What are you doing down there?” she asked. She took a cup, filled it with water and popped a bag of instant into the cup.

“I…you shouldn’t have pressed the fob.”

“I…what?”

She opened the door to the microwave and put her cup in it.

“You pressed the fob. I almost lost it. Look, I even squirted on the floor.”

She looked at me, her finger hovering over the microwave ‘start’ button, and said, “I didn’t press the fob?”

“But I had an orgasm.”

“Oh, nonsense.” She turned back to the microwave and pressed the button.

“Gah!” I had been standing up and suddenly my knees were quaking and I was hanging on to the ede of the sink. “Ah…ah…ah…”

Morgan turned to me and stared. Her mouth was open in surprise. The fob was in her pocket, she hadn’t even pressed it, and I was cumming.

“What are you doing?”

“Ah…ah…ah…”

DING! the microwave sounded and the motor stopped. And so did my orgasm.

“What the fuck?” I mumbled. She hadn’t pressed the fob, but I had…what was…

Morgan stared at me. “You’re going to have to knock that off!”

“Knock what off?” I managed to ask.

“Having cums! I didn’t press the fob, so you shouldn’t be having an orgasm.”

She opened the refrigerator and took out a croissant.

“But I didn’t do it!”

She put the croissant into the microwave. “Nonsense,” she said, and she pressed the button.

“Ah…ah…ahh…fuck…!”

I was sliding down, unable to even hold on to the sink. My penis was leaking little droplets of sperm.

Morgan looked at the microwave. “Holly shit!”

I looked at her through the throws of my electronically induced orgasm.

She looked at me.

She looked at the microwave.

“Ah…ah…ah…”

She pressed a button and the microwave stopped, and so did my orgasm.

“Oh, my God!” She pressed the button.

“Ah…ah…ah!”

She stopped the microwave and I collapsed. “Please…stop…”

She hit the button.

“Ah…ah…ah!”

She stopped the machine and I sagged. She frequently gave me a series of cums, but she would wait a few minutes in between. But this…the toaster, and the microwave, and…whatever else, it was too much. I was almost unconscious.

“Oh, my God,” she repeated. “Everything works on you!”

“Uh…oh…” I mumbled, trying to think. I heard it, and it penetrated, but I had obviously no cognitive abilities. I was literally orgasmed into stupidity.

She pressed the button.

“No…ah…plea…no…”

She stopped the machine, and grinned. “Oh, this is good! Now I don’t have to carry that stupid fob around. I can just use anything.”

“Oh, please…Morgan, stop…”

“Wait right here.” She ran into the back and returned a moment later. She was wearing her Apple watch. and holding her cell phone.

She pressed buttons on her watch, and nothing happened. But as soon as she started playing with her cell phone I felt a series of mini orgasms start up. I twitched and writhed on the floor. Finally, she stopped, and I looked up at her. I was drained, torn apart, hardly able to think, a puddle of mess ready to be flushed down the nearest toilet, and she said, “Five G, baby! Five G!”

And that was the start.

If she used the TV remote I had an orgasm. If she made toast I orgasmed. If she even used the remote for the garage door I was reduced to a screaming puddle of writhing orgasms.

And she thought it was funny.

“Oh, come on!” She laughed at one point. I was on the floor, my hips pumping my little drop of sperm out, my head blanking out with the unwanted and frustrating pleasure. “Grow a pair! Learn how to resist all those urges!” She had bought a ‘Clapper,’ one of those things you clap your hands and the lights go on, and she was delighting in the fact that every time she clapped her hands I had an orgasm.

I was crying now, and begging, but, well, she wouldn’t put up with my selfishness and kept clapping.

The next day we went to the doctor. Not because she took pity on me, but because we had a scheduled appointment. It was time for us to evaluate the electronic cummer in my butt, and the state of my weenie.

And riding in the car reduced me to a frothy mess. The car is all electronic, and if she put her foot on the gas the intensity of my orgasm picked up. If she turned on the turn signals my little, limp weenie would pump out droplets of fluid with each click of the turn signal mechanism.

“You really need to control yourself,” Morgan stated as she drove, as I shivered and quaked and tried to remain aware.

We stopped at the doctor’s office and she had to help me out of the car. I staggered across the parking lot as if drunk, but I was only cummed out and in heels.

I sat down in the waiting room and Morgan smiled at me and held the fob in her hand. She turned it over and made as if to press the button and giggled.

Oh, god.

Then we were called and went back to the Doctor’s office.

“Good morning, Morgan! How are you?”

She didn’t even greet me, and I staggered to a chair and collapsed.

“So,” Doctor Hotchkiss asked, as she sat down in here swivel, “How are things going?”

“Oh, wonderful. Mind you, Cal is still selfish, but at least now he’s helping around the house. A little bit.”

Crap! I had kept the house cleaned, painted it, and reshingled it. And that was a little bit?

“Wonderful. Well, if things are going so well then I’d like to see you back her in—“

“Wait!” I summoned up the strength to speak, and both ladies stared at me.

“Speak only when you’re spoken to, dear,” my wife advised me.

Doc Hotchkiss turned back to continue her appointment scheduling, but I managed to blurt, even a little bit louder…”Wait!”

They both turned to me.

Morgan sighed.

Dr. Hotchkiss looked peeved. “Well, what is it?”

“I want this thing out of my butt…and I want my dick back.”

There was a moment of surprise. Then the Doc turned to Morgan. “I thought he knew…”

“I meant to tell him, but I’ve been so busy.”

“Oh, you poor dear. Well, you can tell him now.”

“Tell me what?” I stared at the two women.

“When you got that injection of Leuprolide, that made your dick soft and amenable…”

“Yeah?”

“We decided to forgo the short term injection. We knew you’d want this, so Dr. Hotchiss injected you with the permanent solution.”

“What? Wait! What?”

The Doc cleared her throat. “It was the logical thing to do. Penises can be so problematic if not dealt with, and you do have the orgasm stimulator implanted in you. We really thought—”

“My dick isn’t coming back?”

They were silent.

“I’m not going to get anymore erections?”

They looked at each other, then Morgan said, “Well I can give you cums any time I want…and I’m getting all the orgasms I want…what would you need a dick for?”

“What would…I don’t…” I focused on the doctor. She was medical person. Maybe she would understand. “But the thing in me, the orgasm thing, it’s not working right!”

“Of course it’s working right! It’s got a guarantee!”

“But I have an orgasm if anything gets turned on! the microwave, the toaster, even the damned garage door opener! The garage door goes up and my little pee pee starts spewing drops of cum all over the place!

“Well, that’s not right. Let me look at your files.”

We sat there and the Doctor opened a file and perused it. I kept looking at Morgan, who just shrugged her shoulders, and the look in her eyes…I knew she wanted to just tell me not to be so selfish.

“Umm hmmm, yes. I see.” Hotchkiss looked up at me. “Well, unfortunately, you got the standard model, not the deluxe.”

“But I just want to stop having orgasms!”

“Unfortunately, there’s nothing I can do.”

“What?”

“Your device is covered by warrantee, but only for six months, and the warrantee was up four days ago. Now if you had only gotten the deluxe model,” she shrugged her shoulders.

“But…you can just take it out!”

“Unfortunately, the insurance companies are no longer covering this type of operation.”

“What…but…you can’t…”

“Besides, we’ve always got this,” Morgan held up the fob.

“But…I don’t want…” I turned to her. “Give it to me!”

“What? No!” she spoke adamantly.

“I want that fob! Now give it to me!”

I moved towards her, reached for the fob, and I would have had it, too, except…PRESS.


EPILOGUE

I lived with Morgan for another three months, then I had had enough. I might be selfish, but I needed surcease from the endless string of orgasms she was giving me.

I needed to stop doing the dishes and the laundry. I needed to stop washing the car and doing the lawn.

And I needed to stop doing all this stuff in a dress, and female undergarments, and full make up.

I needed to cut my hair, wear pants, and be a man again.

But I had no man clothes anymore.

And Morgan had had me get permanent make up. My lips were tattooed red, my eyelids were forever smoky, my eyeliner was permanent.

And my body was reduced in size. Wearing tummy shapers and corsets, and being forced to eat nothing but salads, I had lost weight.

And, she had actually had me get fake boobs. Implants. I had a world class set of double D knockers.

But I had had all I could take.

One morning I awoke and got dressed, and walked out the door. Down the street and into the city.

These days I walk the streets. My clothes are shabby, but nobody would mistake me for a man. I beg on the street corners and buy my clothes at the Goodwill. I wear make up all the time because I don’t want to look like half a man.

And if a car passes I shudder and quake, and my eyeballs roll back up in my sockets.

If somebody is playing a game on their cell phone, looking for Pokémon, or even just blocking a call from a spammer, my knees knock, my boobs shiver, and I have to grab something so I don’t fall down from the force of the orgasm.

I dream of a life where I can control my orgasms, and I walk through the city, alone and hopeless.

Once I was a man…then I met a woman, and now my dick gets smaller and smaller.

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


The Circumstances of Feminization!

What if you were changed from a man into a woman!


PART ONE

“You know, it’s all right to be a woman.”

Roxie looked at me and tilted her head. “Well, duh.”

I frowned. We were getting ready for a party and I was wearing slacks, a polo short, and some black and white oxford wing tips. “I just say that because, well, you’re sort of dressed like me.

“I am?” She looked in the vanity mirror, quite aware of what she was wearing. “I hadn’t noticed.”

I sighed. “Roxie, I don’t mean to be, uh, critical, but…you’re dressing like a man.”

“Woman can do that,” she smiled as she worked on her make up.

“Well, yeah, but…wouldn’t you like to wear a dress some time? Maybe some high heels?”

Now she sighed. She turned to me and considered me with a moue. “Jack, let’s face it, sometimes male clothes are comfortable. You don’t have to worry about skirts flapping up, or get into a car by pressing your knees together and swiveling. Your arches don’t ache after a couple of hours of high heels…it’s just more comfortable to be a man.”

“Well, yeah, but…isn’t it nice to look pretty?”

Her forehead furrowed and her eyes squinched together a bit. “Are you telling me I’m ugly?”

Oh, man. Me and my big mouth. But, this needed saying.

“Of course not! But some of these people are from work, it’s nice to make a good impression on them.”

“And me dancing around with a smiley face on is going to impress them? Like some housewife from the fifties? You want me to be a Stepford Wife and say ‘Yes, sir,’ and ‘no, sir?’ Or how about this? I walk three feet behind you, and I should open the doors for you and stand by to wait on you. Is that what you want?”

“You’re being unreasonable,” I said.

“I’m being unreasonable? You telling me what to wear is reasonable?”

“In certain situations it is appropriate to offer advice on correct modes of dress.”

“Correct modes of dress,” she mimicked my voice rather cruelly. “So this is a cultural thing and I should go along with the herd because, damn it, I’m a cow to be instructed. What’s next? Branding?”

“All I did was offer a bit of advice and you’re going off the deep edge.”

Man, this was getting gnarly. I raised my hands in surrender and started backing out of the room. I offered capitulation, “I’m sorry. I can see where I was wrong and I do apologize. I’ll go get the car ready.”

As I left the room I heard her muttering, “Correct modes of dress, my ass!”

The drive over to my boss’s house was a bit subdued. I turned on the Beach Boys, guaranteed to liven the spirits at all times, and it bounced off her.

I tried to engage in conversation, told her she did look lovely and apologized, but she just murmured things under her breath and looked out the window.

We drove up the long drive and parked in a tennis court. There were a good number of cars here, maybe twenty-five, and that meant probably fifty people. I stopped the car, grinned, and said, “Well, let’s go have some fun.”

She stone walled me.

And I had finally had enough. I turned to her. “Honey, are you going to carry this bullshit on all night?”

She turned to me, “I just don’t think it’s very nice of you to insult me for what I am wearing.”

I sat back a little. She was pissed, and that was it. I was done with it. “Honey,” I said, quite pleasantly, “if you want to be a man, so be it. Wear what you want, but I’m getting drunk so you can be the man and drive me home later.”

I got out without another word and walked across the tennis court towards the path leading up to the house.

It took a moment, I was all the way across the court and mounting the first steps before she realized that I wasn’t going to be opening the door for her or waiting for her.

Well, heck, she wants to be a man, let her open her own damned doors.

The party was a blast. Henry Jenkins always puts on a blast. He has more liquor than Jack Daniel, and he encourages people to drink and make fools of themselves. And they do. And the next day at work they are all sheepish, but in some strange way it bonds us.

Of course, as one of the lucky few who works at home I don’t have to be a fool to get along, but…you know, it’s fun!

So I arrived at the patio and started greeting people. “Tom! How you been?” “George, haven’t seen you since last time!” “Hey girls, I know you’ve been waiting for me.”

Handshakes, laughs, pats on the back and a hug or two, then I was at the bar. I ordered a Coke and bourbon, which caused the barkeep to laugh at me. Once, a few parties ago, he had told me that you’re supposed to say bourbon and Coke, not Coke and bourbon, so I never miss a chance to say it wrong for him.”

As he handed me the drink I felt a body next to me. I turned, and it was Roxie, a tight smile on her face. She was smiling because it was a party, and angry because I had walked off and left her. “Did you order me a drink?”

“Nah.” I said, and I whispered, “Men do things for themselves.”

Oh, the blaze that emitted from her eyes. I now knew what the phrase ‘if looks could kill’ meant.

She turned to the barkeep and asked, “Could I have a Ginger Ale?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He quickly poured her the drink, glanced at me because he could tell she was pissed, and handed it to her.

I turned and perused the scene. Henry was at the barbecue flipping burgers and rolling dogs. His wife was with a group of women.

Roxie turned and likewise inspected the goings ons.

“See those women over there?” I pointed to where Henry’s wife and the group of women were.

“Yes,” Roxie’s voice was subdued, but full of daggers.

“They look nice, don’t they?”

Roxie’s eyes narrowed, all the women were wearing dresses, were wearing full make up. Were not in slacks with minimal face paint.

Roxie stomped off.

“Hey, uh, partner?”

I turned to the bar man.

“Is it time already?” I looked at my glass. Yep, it was almost empty. I slid it across to the barkeep and he slowly made me another.

As he pushed it forward he murmured, “Be careful, dude.”

“What?”

“Look, women can be bitches They can be the most frustrating thing in the world. And it’s even worse when they’re wrong and you’re right, but…you should quit right now.”

I took a gulp and stared at him. He was a nice guy, and he was just trying to offer friendly advice.

“So you think women should wear men’s clothes and rule the world?”

He held up his hands in surrender, the same way I had held my hands up an hour previous. “I’m just saying that with women…you can’t win. You should probably just tell her you love her, that you’re wrong, and…” he shrugged.

“Hunh.” I finished my drink. “One more for the road?”

“Sure, and I apologize if I’ve said anything out of line.”

I smiled. I had no argument with the guy who keeps me supplied with alcohol. “No problem.”

“Thanks,” he said.

And I joined the party.

It was wild. I wasn’t the only one trying to get drunk, and I wasn’t the only one making a fool of himself. Jim Hawkins told a scurrilous joke about black people, and a space opened up around him. The only guy who would talk to him after that was George Simpson, from down in marketing, who happened to be black and thought his joke was hilarious.

And then there was Betsy Johnson, who did a can can…and wasn’t wearing underwear. There were a lot of guys trying to talk to her after that.

I spent some time talking to Henry, and he laughed a lot and I realized that I wasn’t always making sense. That demon rum, you know.

And I spent a lot of time dancing with women. Women in dresses and skirts. I saw the look of fury on Roxie’s face, but I didn’t care. I had had enough and I was a man and…that was the last thing I knew until I woke up in the hospital.

“Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party?

“Mr. Jackson? Sir?”

I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me.

“What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it.

A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips.

I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat.

“What…what is happening?”

“Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harris. Can you tell me where you live?”

“In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt.

The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?”

Funny, I remembered being so mean to her, treating her like shit at the party, and she was the first thing I thought about when coming out of…out of whatever had happened to me.

The doctor insisted on asking more questions. Then he took my pulse. And I realized that there were all sorts of wires coming out from under the sheets. And I felt funny, sort of numb down there.

“Are you going to tell me what happened?” I whispered, “Or am I going to have to call a newspaper?”

The doc, a very serious fellow, cleared his throat and said, “Mr. Jackson, you’ve been in an accident.”

“What kind of an accident?”

“Apparently you ran into a road barrier.”

“My wife! Is she okay?”

“Your wife is fine. She’s waiting to see you.”

“Oh, whew! Well, if you could hand me some pants I could get out of here.”

“There are some things you should know before we discharge you.”

I looked at the doctor and the nurse. They were both pretty grim-faced.

“I didn’t hurt anybody, did I?”

“Only yourself.”

I pulled my head back and tilted it slightly. “What do you mean?”             

“Apparently you were holding a bottle of whiskey between your legs, balanced on the front of your car seat.”

I didn’t remember that, but, oh crap. Drunk driving?

“When your car struck the divider the steering wheel tilted down and went into your groin. The bottle was broken and it actually, uh, it did severe damage to your groin area.”

“It did? But I feel fine!”

“We kept you in a coma for several weeks so we could repair the damage…”

“Oh, good—“

“But we couldn’t save your penis and testicles.”

That was the moment. That was unreal. It was like somebody had suddenly asked me why the elephant was dancing on my head. It didn’t register, even as it sunk down to my gut. It was a statement that I understood and denied all at the same time.

“Oh, okay…” What was I saying? What had he just said?

“We have done a lot of reconstruction, that’s why we kept you under for so long. We wanted to give it good healing time.”

I grinned. “That’s a good joke, Doc. Did my wife put you up to it?”

They didn’t smile. Not either one of them. Not at all.

“Are you saying…this is for real? I just lost my…”

“We had to remove your penis. We were able to construct a vagina for you.”

“A…a vagina?”

The nurse patted my hand. “Doctor Harris is the country’s foremost surgeon in these matters.”

“You’ll have full function, even to sex, and…”

And he kept talking and talking, and I was waiting for Porky Pig to push the doctor and nurse aside and say, ‘bu du be bud du be…that’s all, folks!”

But Porky never made appearance, and I listened, and my world came utterly and totally apart.

I started crying, and Doctor Harris gave me a shot, and I stopped crying, and I felt so good, and it was so odd, feeling good when something bad has happened to you.

“Honey, it’s not the end of the world.” Roxie patted my hand. “You’re still you.”

“Yeah, a female me.”

“It’s just a vagina.”

“What’s next, tits?”

“If that’s what you want.”

I stared at her in shock. “You want me to get breasts?”

“I want you to be happy. The doctor said there would be adjustments, and whatever we have to do…I’m in this with you.”

I stared out the hospital window. We were waiting on discharge papers, and I was trying to salvage some idea of myself.

“The first thing we need to do is…”

Knock knock.

We looked around to where a woman was standing in the doorway. She had rapped on the doorframe. She entered all the way and introduced herself. “I’m Clair Tompkins. I was asked to do a consult with you.”

“What’s a consult?” I asked miserably.

“I’m here to evaluate, see if there’s anything further you need.”

“I’m fine.”

Roxie sighed. It was obvious to one and all that I was not fine.

Doctor Clair pulled up a chair and sat. She had no clipboard, not even a stethoscope, and a sneaking suspicion crept in on me. “Are you a psychiatrist?”

“It’s true,” she admitted.

“I don’t need my head shrunk.”

“Probably not, but humor me. Let them think I’m earning my pay.”

“Go ahead, Doctor,” Roxie jumped in.

“Call me Clair.” And, to me, “I know all about your accident, and I know, from having counseled many people on like situations that you’re going to be dealing with some issues.”

“I’m okay.” And I thought, “What does a woman know about a guy losing his manhood?”

“You’re probably wondering what I, a woman, know about a man losing his manhood.”

Well, that little bit of mind reading made me blink.

“I’ve counseled gentlemen who have had cancer and had to have penectomies or orchidectomies. I have counseled accident victims, like yourself. I have dealt with husbands, wives, brothers and whole families and helped them through a terrible time. I have also counseled people who have decided to transition.”

Well, maybe she did know something, but I didn’t feel like talking.

“Now I know you don’t feel like talking, so let me just blather for a bit, see if I can make some sense out of this tragedy, and it is a tragedy.”

“Go ahead, Clair.”

I glanced at Roxie. She smiled reassuringly at me. They were ganging up on me, but it wasn’t like they were picking on me, so…I let her talk.

“To help you talk I am going to tell you something. It’s a secret that I only tell to patients, and you know the deal. If I tell you a secret, then you’ve got to tell me a secret.

“When I was an intern I had to talk to a young woman who had cancer and had to have her breasts removed. It was my first official ‘counseling.’ I have never felt so lost in my life. Here was a woman undergoing pain and disfigurement, and eventual reconstruction. I talked, and talked. I said all the right things. My teachers said I had said the right thing, and the books said so, and…three weeks later she committed suicide.”

The hospital room was so silent we didn’t even hear the rest of the hospital. It was like a huge buffer had dropped down over everything.

“Now, that’s a true story. It hurts me to this day. I didn’t do it, I wasn’t responsible, but I felt like I was. Now, how do you feel, right now. The absolute truth. My secret for yours.”

“You tell that to everybody,” I blurted.

“I tell it to patients who I need to get to communicate with me quickly. And I can assure you, it hurts as much now as the moment I heard that young woman, her name was Diana, had committed suicide. What is going on with you, right now?”

She didn’t say anything. She just waited, and was obviously intent on waiting me out.

Roxie sat there and stared at her.

“I feel…lost,” and I began to cry.

I went home later that day, with an appointment to see Clair in two days time. Interestingly, Roxie was invited. Clair said this was a group effort, and Roxie nodded and agreed.

Roxie drove, and I noted that it was our other car. The smaller Nissan.

“I guess I really messed up,” I murmured.

“I guess I’m not going to offer that judgment,” she responded, and we drove the rest of the way in silence.

I entered the house and it was like I had just stepped out and returned. Same furniture, same pictures on the wall, same big screen TV that I watched football games on.

It was late, but I wasn’t that hungry, so Roxie just fixed us a couple of tuna sandwiches.

Afterwards I turned on the TV and ignored it. My mind was working about a million miles an hour, and the thoughts weren’t all zippity do dah.

Roxie came in and sat next to me. She cuddled up next to me, pulled my arm around her, just like I was still the big, bad, protective man.

“What are we going to do without sex?”

She blinked, turned and looked up at me. “I’m not worried about that.”

“I can’t do my husbandly duties anymore, so how do I keep you satisfied.”

She straightened up and faced me and told me the biggest lie I ever heard. “Sex doesn’t matter that much.”

“Huh.”

She remained sitting up and watching me. “So we don’t have sex. Does that mean I don’t love you? That you don’t love me?”

“It means I can’t be the man you married.”

“Do you think it’s only the cock and balls that make a man a man?”

I didn’t say anything. Of course I did. Though I wouldn’t say it so baldly.

She suddenly got up, stood up right on the couch. She balanced herself and walked over me. She sat down on my lap, very gently. She put her arms around me. She kissed me. A long, slow, loving kiss.

Not a mad, passionate kiss like I had been used to, like I often inflicted on her.

Then she just hugged me. And she whispered, “I don’t know if I should be saying this, maybe I should wait for Dr. Clair to help me sort this out, but you have a vagina. A pussy. The doctor said it’s fully functioning.”

“But did he mean for sex?” I spoke bitterly.

“That’s what I understood. But we can certainly check on that. But the point is that if you have a vagina, and it is usable…we can have sex.”

“What? You’re going to get a strap on and…and fuck me?”

“It works two ways. I fuck you, you fuck me, maybe we can have even more sex than we used to.”

I was silent then. I could feel her buns on my lap. I wanted the familiar feel of the boner growing, pushing, prodding, suggesting.

It wasn’t going to happen.

So we sat there, and didn’t talk, and the darkness lowered outside, and we eventually went to bed.

Several mornings later, about a week, actually, I awoke. I tended to wake up early a lot these days, and I got up and headed for my dresser drawer.

I took out a pair of underwear, tighty whiteys, and started to put them on.

“I don’t see why you insist on wearing male underwear.”

I looked over to where Roxie was laying on her side, watching me.

“Habit,” I said.

“Doc Clair says we should learn new habits.”

I stood at the dresser, underpants in hand, and thought about it.

My sessions with Doctor Clair had been pretty in depth, and we had talked about one of the things that bugged me, the fact that pants didn’t really fit me. Oh, they fit, but they were tailored for the bounce and sway of a man’s package, and since I had none, they were no longer tailored for me, and they even felt weird.

“So you’re suggesting what?”

“Try some of my panties. See if you like it.”

Huh. Well, why not?

I opened her drawer and rummaged.

“Try the pink ones. They’re a little large for me, but they should fit you perfectly.”

I held up a pair of pink panties. Nothing special about them. Just…panties.

I put my feet in them and started to pull them up, then stopped.

“What?”

“I’ve never actually looked at my…my pussy.”

Roxie hopped out of bed. She actually had a grin on her face. “Well, let’s look.”

We went into the bathroom and I sat on the throne and looked down.

“Oh, my God.” I whispered. It’s really a pussy.”

“Or a snatch, or a slit or hole or whatever.” Roxie chuckled. Tell the truth, I think she was quite pleased. I was doing something that Clair had recommended, but which I hadn’t been able to do.

I reached down and touched the puffy flaps.

“Those are labia, and they look a little swollen. But Doc Harris said they might be for a while.”

“And this is the…Oh!” I had touched the little button at the top of my slit and a little thrill had shot through me.

“The clitoris,” Roxie nodded. “You’re supposed to have feeling in it. Actual sensation.”

“I do!”

“Can I touch it?”

I looked at her. We were like two six year olds playing doctor. “Yeah, I guess.”

She touched it, and I felt that thrill shoot through me again. “Damn! that’s downright sexual!”

“Why did you tell them to give me a vagina?” I asked pointblank.

She took a breath. “I didn’t know what to do. They gave me options, I didn’t like any, and when they suggested this…an actual vagina, something just seemed to go through me. A ‘why not?’ And it seemed like the right thing.

I was quiet.

“Did I do the wrong thing?”

Roxie had been right there with me, through counseling session, while I had cried, looking after me, loving me.

“No. I mean, I don’t know, but…but if it’s…you did right.”

“I worry about that,” she said.

“What?”

“Giving you a woman’s plumbing. I have such weird feelings about that. I mean, it feels like I castrated you on purpose, just so I could make you a woman.”

I spoke wryly. “Was I such a bad man!”

“Terrible,” she said, and we both knew she was joking. “Now shut up and put on your panties.”

I grunted, that was a pretty powerful statement to just throw out, but I did it. I pulled the panties up tight against my pussy. I wiggled, and it felt good. There was no slack material, it reduced the feeling of something missing, and…it felt good.

“How is it?”

“Not bad. Better than my tighty whiteys.”

“Most woman’s underwear is. Better material, sexy to wear.”

There was something there, she had put a little niggle under the surface, but we weren’t ready to think about that.

Yet.

So the days passed, and…

“How’s it going?”

Roxie and I were sitting in chairs in Doctor Clair’s office. There was a book shelf to one side with weighty tomes, a wall adorned with certificates behind her, and a window on the left. It was a march day and the wind was blowing pretty good. Sunny days were almost upon us.

“Pretty good,” I answered.

“He still beats me,” Roxie quipped.

“You probably deserve it,” Clair sniped, and we all chuckled. We had made vast progress from my early days when Clair had had to pull words out of me like a dentist pulls teeth. The blood and suffering was pretty much behind us.

“So how long do you want to keep paying me these ridiculous wages?”

We stared at her.

“You guys have adapted amazingly well. I’m always available, maybe a check up in a month, but…?”

Roxie and I looked at each other. This was losing a life support system. I opened my mouth to agree, but Roxie spoke first.

“There’s something I have been wanting to talk about. For a while, actually. I’ve been hesitant…”

“Hesitate no longer. Blurt it out. We can all laugh or cry together.”

That was one of her mantras. ‘Laugh or cry together.’ Unburden your soul and let’s not carry shit around.

“Well, I haven’t discussed this with Jack, yet, but…”

We waited.

Clair leaned forward and pretended to thumb her intercom. “Nurse Ratched, send in Thug and Basher. I’ve got a patient who doesn’t want to talk.”

We all chuckled, and Roxie finally blurted out, “What about transition.”

I went silent.

Roxie looked back and forth between the doc and I. “I can’t be the only one who’s thought about it. I think, my opinion, that Jack feels uncomfortable. Is that an option? Is it?” She looked at me with those last two words.

I said nothing.

Clair leaned back in her swivel and tapped her chin with a pencil. To me: “Well?”

“I don’t know.”

“Have you thought about it?”

“Nope.”

“Do you not think about it because you have an aversion?”

I shook my head, “Beyond my pay grade on that one.”

Clair grunted. Then: “Before we unearth that corpse, let’s talk about sex.”

Roxie and I looked at each other, and the good doctor could read lots of stuff into the one look.

“You said you had tried sex.”

“With a strap on,” Roxie put in.

“Yes, I assumed…and you said,” she looked at her notes for a second, “It was all right.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Tell me about that.”

“Well, it was sex. She had that thing inside me. It felt okay.”

“You realize, of course, that sex is something you have to work at?”

“So I’ve been told,” I agreed wryly.

“So when you had sex…what roles were you in?”

I blinked at that. “Well, no roles, exactly. She was she and me was me.”

Clair grinned. “Oh, you silly goose.”

We returned home in an interesting mood. Pensive, thinking, tossing extraneous thoughts around.

We glanced at each other, and it was electric. Then Roxie took my hand and led me back to the bedroom, and the circus began.

First, she dressed up as a man. The thing that I had objected to months before. But time had passed, I had been abused of certain conceptions of female attire, and male attire, and what the fuck I was going to wear as a sort of reluctant trans.

Then she dressed me as a woman.

I had been dressing as a man since my accident, and, except for the panties, thought of myself as a man.

She handed me a thong, and I put it on.

She gave me a bra and I put it on, She put tissue in the cups until I had small boobs.

Garter and nylons. a skirt and a blouse, and…her wig.

I sat in the vanity chair and watched as she made me up.

Lord, did I feel weird. But, here’s the odd thing, or the weird thing about weird, if you wish: I had no mis-feelings. I just watched, didn’t get embarrassed. And I had the thought: I have no testosterone to be embarrassed.

I know. Weird thought, but there it was.

Then she painted my lips, and I was done.

Zingo bingo, I was a woman.

Well, sexually, below the belt, I already was one.

“You make for a sexy woman,” Roxie said.

“Could have fooled me.”

“I’m a woman, have been one for a while, you’re just inexperienced and haven’t learned to change your mind yet.

I laughed at that, and when she realized what she had said, she laughed, too.

“Okay, baby, time for you know what.”

“What?” I asked innocently.

She undid her zipper and a big, plastic cock fell out.

“Time for me to stick my big cock up your little pussy.”

We were nervous, but we were laughing. And we should have been. After all, we were going to have prescription sex, sex by ‘the doctor’s orders.’

“You want to suck it first?”

I looked at the big hog sticking out of her pants and thought about it.

I was a man, with a man’s natural reticence, but…I wasn’t really all man anymore.

“Come on. I used to suck yours all the time!”

“Okay,” I agreed.

That was weird. I moved my head forward, placed one hand around her cock, and began to suck.

“Oh, baby,” she grunted. She grabbed my head and pulled my face over her cock. “That feels so good.”

I couldn’t help it, I laughed, and her cock was snorted out of my mouth.

We both chuckled, then I surprised her, “Do you want to eat my pussy?”

“Oh, heysoos,” Roxie blurted. We had been focussing on me getting dicked, and she hadn’t thought about that aspect of foreplay.

“Come on,” I grinned. “I used to eat yours all the time.”

“Asshole,” she said, but she was smiling. “Okay, let’s see what the big allure is.

She took my hand and pulled me towards the bed.

I sat on the edge and lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties, shimmied out if them.

“Oh, baby,” Roxie licked her lips. “This is going to be good.”

She pushed me back and I scooted across the bed and she moved in. She held my legs apart and moved her face into my pussy.

From the first lick it was thrilling. It felt so different than just touching, and I made noises and put my hands in her hair.

“Easy, slick,” she murmured from my crotch. “Let me do the work.”

I let go, and almost exploded from the sheer sensations she inflicted on me.

Oddly, I couldn’t tell where all my parts were, but every part was feeling good. It was the familiar rush of sex and energy, almost electric, but totally different.

Cunts and cocks feel differently.

She held my legs and licked, I could tell she was laving my labia, and my hips started to jerk with desire.

“Easy,” she murmured, and she tongued my clit.

Oh, fuck. I felt like I was jumping out of my skin.

Then she was moving up, positioning her cock outside my opening.

“Lube?” I asked.

“Lots,” she responded.

She had made me wet with her kissing, then she started fingering me as she lubed me.

I had fingered women before, but I hadn’t realize how truly hot it was. I suddenly understood what women meant when they said they were ‘wet.’

Then she touched my slit with her cock and I got all nervous, and wanted her to stop, but I forced myself to shut up, and…she was in me.

She said she moved in slow, but it felt fast to me, and then I started focusing on the sensations.

I had been making love as a man being fucked. Now I was learning what it was to just lay back and submit, to let the dominant partner have their way.

And it was wonderful.

It was lazier, and more intense. She had to do the work, and I just had to moan and let it happen.

Oh, it was alien, but with a lot of work and her reminding me of how to fuck like a woman, it happened.

And, I don’t mean to be anti-climactic, but I actually had an orgasm. It was small, and not at all like a male orgasm, but it was unmistakeable.

And, when we were done we lay in each other’s arms and just thought about it.

And I finally said it: “I think I’m going to transition.”

She just smiled and kissed me, and we began to discuss the things we needed to discuss for such a momentous change to occur.


PART TWO

Fortunately, we didn’t have to jump through hoops. Some people have to have extensive counseling, but we had already had counseling. Some people have to live as a woman for a year, but I had been wearing panties, and Doctor Clair went to bat for me, and within two months I was ready to start treatments.

And you ask: what kind of treatments?

I mean, I had a snatch, if you’ll pardon my language, so what else does a woman need?

A whole lot, if she’s going to be made by science.

First and foremost and totally obvious, she needs tits.

Second, and never ending, she needs hormones.

Men are simple creatures, and let me explain this with a terrible analogy.

Man goes into a MacDonald’s: “I’ll take a number one.”

Woman goes into a MacDonald’s: Could I have a hamburger but without the bun and could you wrap it in lettuce and put just a dab of salt on it and don’t put onions on it but if I could have extra pickles and…and so on.

Now, as stupid as that sounds, men have testosterone, their life is simple.

Women, have hormones, and that makes life complicated. They whine, they cry, they say things that are seemingly illogical. But it’s logical to a woman who has hormones.

Women have to make babies, and they have periods, and it’s like going into combat for 5 days a month, and by the time the woman has recovered, it’s time for another five days.

I’m sure people will argue with my simplistic explanation, but, darn it, it’s true.

And I needed tits…and hormones.

The body was different, it needed different chemicals. Plain and simple.

The first drug they gave me was a simple estrogen producer. Women have estrogen, and men have testosterone. But I didn’t have testicles any longer, so I didn’t need something called a testosterone blocker.

And during the course of my treatment I would need other drugs, the drugs they gave me would have to be adjusted, and so on.

But I was on my way.

There is a lot more to being a woman than hormones, and this may sound funny, even flippant, but I was going to have to learn about clothes, fashion, make up, how to do my nails and all sorts of other things.

For a guy who liked to guzzle beer while watching moving pictures of giants thrashing each other over a little bit of pigskin…this was a shock.

I would ask, “Why doesn’t mauve go with purple? Aren’t they the same? Sort of?”

And Roxie would lecture me on how some colors combined harmoniously, and some clashed. And I ended up memorizing things like matching colors because the whole thing didn’t make sense. There simply wasn’t a train of logic I could follow.

Then there was the whole subject of what to wear when, and here she got some revenge for my attitude about her wearing men’s clothing so long ago.

Of course, a bit of the male clinging to me, I refused to wear skirts. I would wear shorts, and I actually loved culottes.

And I loved wearing nylons.

But I hated shaving my legs. So I started using Nair.

And my breasts started growing. I will always remember the first day I noticed it.

“Honey? Roxie? My chest hurts.”

She immediately paid attention to me. We had explicit instructions to pay attention to any ache or pain. I was taking too many drugs to take a chance.

Roxie sat me on the bed and had me take my blouse and training bra off. She looked at my chest. She went, “Hmmm,” but didn’t say anything. But I could tell she had a thought.

“What is it?”

She ignored me and placed a hand on my pectoral muscle. Although, to be truthful, fat seemed to be moving around on me, and the muscle didn’t feel so much like a muscle as a round, little sponge. “How does this feel?”

“Okay.”

“And this?” She moved around the pectoral, palpating as she went.

“And how about this?” She pressed a finger into my areola.

“Ow!” A sharp pain lanced through my chest.

Roxie grinned. “And how about this?” She pressed again and it hurt and I pulled back and covered my chest.

“Well, it’s pretty obvious what’s happening.”

“What?” I had a look of confusion on my face.

“Puberty.” She started chuckling, and I was blank, and slowly it filtered in.

“So…my breasts are growing?”

“Like wildfire. I remember puberty, and that’s what it felt like. Of course, we can call the doctor, but…puberty.”

“So are my nipples going to hurt like this always?”

“Nah. But they will be sensitive. I’m actually looking forward to sucking on those puppies. They are getting so big and…” she grew thoughtful, “you know…if the size of your nipples and your areola are any indicator, you should have some very nice-sized ta tas.”

“Ta tas?” I spoke with disgust. “Please. Breasts, or mammary glands, but…not ta tas.”

“Oh, ho. Sensitive are we. I remember you used to call mine boobs, titties, and, my favorite, love butts.”

I sniffed, “That was before I knew better.”

“Oh, so you have seen the error of your ways.”

“I have seen the superiority of the female of the species,” I spoke haughtily.

“Have you seen that you’re full of the brown goo?”

“Please. Try to be a little more ladylike.”

She responded by grabbing for my nipples.

“Hey!”

“I’ll teach you to be a lady!”

I rolled away but she was on me. I covered my nipples with my hands, but she managed to touch my nipples and I went, “Ow! Stop it! That hurts!”

“Not yet, it doesn’t.”

And she was all over me. Wrestling me, pulling my arms down, and touching my nipples.

“Ow! Ow! Wait! Please! I give up!”

And we wound up just laying on the bed, holding each other.

After a few minutes she whispered, “You want to feel something really neat?”

“If it doesn’t hurt,” I said.

“It won’t.” She turned to me. “Take your hands away.”

Hesitantly, I removed my hands, gave her access to my nipples.

She moved her head over, looked up at m, then lowered her head and licked one of my nipples.

Oh, God! I felt the sensation of electric heat shooting out from the nipple. It was so strong I felt it in my asshole, and even in my toes. And it was so good and so…super horny!

“Fuck!” I whined.

“Later,” Roxie said, first…foreplay.”

She began to lick my nipples, carefully, waking them up to pleasure. Then she was kissing them, and lightly sucking them. She pressed on the area around my nipples and I almost fainted with the wonderful sensations.

“How you like that, big boy?”

I managed to gasp, “That’s big girl to you.”

“Big girl,” she sighed and snuggled. “I like that. How weird is our life.”

Boy, she sure understated with that one.

I broke down and began to wear dresses. I shaved my legs regularly, put lotions on my skin to soften it, and watched as everything changed. My breasts slowly grew, but my ass grew, too. And that sort of rankled.

“Women are supposed to have wider hips,” Roxie lectured me. “They have to have babies, and they need bigger hips.”

“Yeah, but it’s so hard to look at them on my formerly muscular body and not think I’m just growing fat.”

She laughed, and I pouted, and that’s the way life went.

The most interesting thing about all this was our friends. We had a small circle of friends, and they mostly stuck with us, but a few of them seemed ‘standoffish.’

Finally, hearing one remark too many, a sniping remark, I visited a couple of our friends and had a conversation. The guy’s name was Rod, and she was ginger, and the conversation went something like this.

“Do you feel funny about me transitioning?”

“Uh, oh, no. No.”

“Well, I heard you said something to Janey, and if there is a problem we should probably discuss it.”

“Well, it’s just a shock, you know. And we’re so sorry for you, and…” blah, blah.

“Why do you feel sorry?” I asked, when Rod was done. Ginger jumped in.

“Well, having to be a woman and not really understanding what a woman is. That must be very tough.”

“Not really. Roxie helps me out.”

Rod: “But isn’t it…how do you make love?”

Bingo. There it was. Pre-conceived notions about people other than the ‘norm.’

In their eyes I wasn’t a homo sapiens any more. I was one of ‘those’ people. Didn’t matter that I had suffered a horrendous accident. Didn’t matter that I hadn’t chosen my path, that circumstances had chosen it, I was now lumped in with ‘gays,’ or ‘Lesbians,’ or ‘trans,’ or whatever.

I wondered, briefly, whether they had cultivated their intolerance through parenting, education (lack thereof), religion, or some other method.

But I only wondered briefly, because, let’s face it, intolerant people should not be tolerated.

At the end of that discussion we all shook hands, gave well wishes, and Roxie and I decided never to initiate a contact with them again.

And, it was obvious they made the same decision, because we never saw them again.

Breasts are interesting. At times I felt like I was a stranger and they were invading. They kept growing and growing.

I had a feeling about this. My family, the female members, were always blessed with big boobs. I figured that if DNA held true, I would be blessed. And so I was.

Roxie has nice boobs, a solid D. Mine were getting bigger.

Of course, I had a male wide chest, so there was more room, but, still, I was surprised when they went past a D and I had to learn about double Ds, and Fs, and all that. And I learned some interesting things that corrected my thinking.

People think, ‘Oh, 36D,’ that’s big!

No, it’s actually proportionate.

The size of the average women’s chest matches, proportionately, the size 36D. But there are actually two measurements going on. There is the measurement around the chest, and then there is the cup size. You can have a 36D and look small. Women who look large in the boob might be 34D, the chest size being smaller and the boob larger, even out of proportion to the measurement.

Anyway, there’s a whole lot of misinformation to unpack about that, and the only thing I knew was that I had a wider chest, and my cup size was getting bigger and bigger, and I was actually going to be out of proportion, large-wise, if they kept growing.

Roxie, of course, loved it. She absolutely loved cuddling and playing with my boobs, and that was okay because it always led to some pretty intense lovemaking.

But, at first, it seemed like she loved my boobs more than me. And what woman hasn’t felt that way? Given the obsession men have for breasts.

Anyway, the point of this is that I was still buying dresses, and bras, that could adjust. I couldn’t just buy an off the rack whatever because my boobs might gain a cup the next week.

So it was frustrating.

But, generally speaking, life was moving along. I missed my dick, but I was adapting. Some parts of being a man I would always miss. And some parts of being a woman I would always hate.

But, things were going good, and then the law caught up with me. And here things got interesting.

When I had had my accident I had run into a road barrier. No other parties involved, but the city decided to make a case of it.

First, there was the blood alcohol. The city subpoenaed the hospital for my records and found that I had definitely been intoxicated.

My lawyer fought that, the city had no right to take blood from an unconscious man, and so on. But that eventually fell through.

Then we appealed to the city attorney. I had lost my dick, isn’t that punishment enough?

The city attorney, not to mince words, was a dick.

So I ended up being arrested.

That’s right. I would have turned myself in, my lawyer had told them I would, but politicians and bureaucrats and other small minded people don’t want to take the easy way.

BANG!

Roxie and I leaped out of bed! We were both naked, and we heard voices yelling.

“Clear!”

“Clear!”

“Sheriff’s office! We have a warrant to…”

“Clear!”

Five fully armed and armored cops burst into the room. They held guns and shouted at Roxie and I to lay on the floor, put our hands on our heads, don’t fucking move. Not in that particular order.

We lay there on the floor, trembling, confused, and wondered what terrible crime we had committed.

The head cop sauntered into the room.

“What is—“

“SHUT UP!” yelled a cop.

“Johnathon Raymond Jackson, you are under arrest. You have the right to remain silent. You have the right to…”

“What am I charged with?”

I was ignored until I was Mirandized, then the cop shouting the words asked, “Do you understand your rights?”

“I want to know what I’m being charged with.”

“Do you understand your rights as I have read them?”

“We aren’t criminals! You must have the wrong house and—“

“Do you understand your rights as I have read them?”

“I understand you have read me my rights,” I finally begrudged, but it wasn’t good enough.

“Do you understand your rights as I have read them?”

I finally answered “yes.”

“Take him away.”

Roxie had been crying, but now she started screaming.

“One more word and you’ll be arrested for obstructing justice.”

“This is justice?” I yelled back, and somebody shoved me. I fell against a wall, getting a black eye on a door frame, then two cops moved in and got under my arms and near carried me out.

They didn’t arrest Roxie, but she’ll carry the memory of that morning with her forever.

I was put in a patrol car, “Watch your head,” and the door slammed.

A minute later I was on the way to jail.

They booked me at county and I learned I would have an arraignment in the morning.

The fellow escorting me asked, “What do we do with him?”

The senior cop behind the counter looked at him. “Put him in a cell.”

“Yeah, but…should I put him in the male holding cell or the female?”

“His license says he’s a guy. Put him with the men.”

“You can’t do that!” I yelled.

I started yelling, making a fuss, and all that earned me was four cops dog piling me.

I had been taken hormones. Estrogen, and I no longer had the male muscle. I had female muscle, and they shoved me into a cell with six big thugs. They were big, tattooed, lifted weights, and ate raw meat right off the cow. I knew, as soon as the door clanged, that I was in trouble.

I was wearing a robe, and that was all. And it didn’t even have ties. It was an old robe and the ties had broken long ago. So I had to hold the front of the robe together with my hands. My legs, now shaved and sexy and shapely, could be seen through the slit in the front.  My breasts stuck out, and it was obvious that I had tits. My hair was half long, and even though I had no make up, I looked like a woman.

“Hey!” I screamed and shook the bars. “Let me out!”

The cops walked out.

I turned around and the six big guys were staring at me.

I held the robe tight, which I didn’t realize emphasized my tits even more. “I’m a guy!”

“Yeah, baby.” A big thug drooled.

“Don’t fucking touch me.”

“Sure,” said one of the beasts, standing up and cracking his knuckles.

I tried to back into a corner, the better to fight them off, but I didn’t

have a chance. Even if I had had my old male muscle, I was nothing to the combined mass and muscle of them.

I tried to kick and the thug just turned his thigh in front and laughed.

I tried to punch, but they grabbed me and turned me and pushed me into the back of the cell.

I tried to scream, and somebody punched me. It got hazy after that.

I have often wished I could take back the night when I got drunk and had the accident. I wished I could have my penis, and even my old body back. But the accident, the changes I had gone through, they were nothing compared to the next hour in that cell. They used me. They laughed at the idea that I was a man because I had a vagina. They held my legs apart and took turns, and I was conscious almost the whole time. Only towards the end, when my body had been struck enough, when I had been slapped silly, when my head had hit the tiled floors one too many times, only then did I lapse into unconsciousness.

The next morning they emptied the cell and took the six guys to court. I was crumpled up in a corner and unconscious and they missed me. The idiot in charge of jail paperwork just shrugged and figured I was talking to my lawyer or something.

Tell the truth, I would have lain there all day, except that Roxie was in court and threw a screaming, crying fit. And she was almost arrested for that.

The judge, however, wanted to know what was happening, and they found out that I wasn’t in court, and the search commenced.

“Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party?

“Mr. Jackson? Sir?”

I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me.

“What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it.

A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips.

I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat.

“What…what is happening?”

“Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harrigan. Can you tell me where you live?”

“In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt.

The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?”

It was a repeat from when I had last woken up in a hospital, but with some differences.

There was a cop outside the door and after the doctor told me I had several broken ribs and had lost a tooth, that my eye socket had been damaged and my nose broken, I heard my lawyer raising his voice in the hall.

“I suggest you call your captain. But first, get out of the way. This woman is going in to see her husband, and if you interfere in any way you’re going to be on the lawsuit we bring against the city.”

Mumbled words from the cop, then he opened the door and Roxie rushed in. She fell on me, and the doctor had to caution her about my ribs. My lawyer stood glaring at the cop, who made a call on his cell, then quickly left the room.

“Are you okay?” Roxie sobbed, her precious face pressed against my neck.

“Not really,” I mumbled, aware of the gap in my teeth. It felt like a back one, which was weird, but, whatever.

“Mr. Jackson, Jack. I know you will want to be alone with your wife, so let me bring you up to date.”

I nodded and Roxie quieted down.

“The city has committed several crimes. The city attorney authorized the overzealous morning raid, but he neglected to get a signature from a judge. The police were guilty of negligence in putting you in that cell. Every one of the six men who assaulted you, just to let you know, now faces charges of rape and sodomy.”

Sodomy. Oh, crap.

“There are other charges, and I know this isn’t much of a comfort, but when the dust settles you are going to be having a significant payday.”

I blinked. I was tired. I nodded okay.

The lawyer was ready to go, but he added one last thing. “We are talking in the neighborhood of twenty million dollars.”

Who cared. I didn’t. Not at that moment. I just wanted to be with my wife.

The lawyer hesitated, then left.

The doctor was gone, and the nurse stayed only long enough to make sure I knew how to work the call button.

“Oh, honey!” Roxie cried.

And I was crying. Funny, I had experienced hormonal changes, and I had cried a bit here and there, and the feeling was the same. I hurt, and that was it.

Several days later I was discharged. I took the obligatory wheel chair ride out to the parking lot and Roxie picked me up. It was all deja vu.

We sat in the car and she drove, and she held my hand.

At home, I got out of the car, a bit slowly because of my injuries, and we went into the house.

And life went back to normal. Whatever normal was. I went back to being a woman, experimenting with clothes, learning about make up, but I was cowed. I was silent. I had been a man, and there was enough man left in me to be properly destroyed when other men ganged up on me and hurt me.

Roxie was understanding, and I was coping, and one night the doorbell rung.

I sat listlessly in the living room and Roxie answered the door. I knew, immediately that it was a set up.

“Thank you for coming, Doctor.”

Dr. Clair stepped in the doorway and gave me a grin. “How’s my favorite girl?”

I, of course, burst into tears.

We talked long that night. We talked about what it is to be a man, what it is to be a woman, what it is to be crushed as a man, and what it is to be crushed as a woman. And it’s not much different.

People on this planet should really be more understanding and tolerant.

But that talk that night finally kickstarted the healing process, and I finally went into the end stages of my transition. A short while after that my boobs stopped growing, and they were magnificent, and I loved them.

I had pretty much mastered nails and make up, and I was even starting to understand the difference between mauve and purple. I don’t agree with it, but I understand it. So that’s a start, right?

That night Roxie and I got ready for bed, and before she cleaned her face I put on the strap on.

“Do you want to be a man or a woman tonight?”

“Can I just be a pile of rags that you stir with your big cock?”

I chuckled at that. “I find a pile of rags to be very sexual,” I murmured.

She lay down on the bed and I went to her. We lay side by side. We were two soft, gentle people in a violent world, and we were taking refuge in each other.

She kissed my tits and played with my plastic peter. I kissed her, then finger banged her to get her ready. When she was properly gasping and moist and looking forward to it, I slipped my plastic peeny into her.

Her hands gripped my slender, female arms and she groaned.

“Good?” I asked.

“”The best,” she whispered.

I began to grind into her. Slow, loving strokes that stirred her insides. She ground her hips back, taking what I had to offer and contributing to it. For long minutes we just enjoyed the physical sensation of motion.

It was obvious she was getting the most out of it, but I did enjoy the pleasure she was getting. In a weird way, I was getting about as much pleasure from her enjoying sex than I did when I was enjoying sex.

There is something about making the other person happy that…well, it’s powerful, and therapeutic.

Finally, she began moaning, and the wave washed over her and she clung to me.

A long minute, then she sagged, and I thought we were done. But she wasn’t ready to quit, yet.

She sat up and started undoing the strap on. “My turn.”

I waited while she buckled up, then enjoyed the sensation of being lubed up. I would never produce the juices that she did, I would always require lube, but that was okay. Small sacrifice when you consider the changes I had gone through, what I had given up and gained.

Kissing me fervently, determined to give me as much pleasure as I gave her, she held the penis to my hole and began to push in.

I felt that big cock sliding in, stretching me, waking up all my nerves. I luxuriated in her kissing my tits as she fucked me, and I groaned and gave myself up to the sensations.

Submission. It is necessary. As necessary as dominance. But each has to know their place.

I began to cry. I don’t know why, but it didn’t matter. it was a good cry. It was a needed cry. In a way, it was the cork in the bottle. It was the plug in the sink. Life stopped leaking out of me and began to build.

The orgasm, when it hit me, was massive. People who transition can have orgasms. That is a known fact. My own orgasms had usually been small, but this one wasn’t. It picked me up and shook me like a feather duster. I could feel the dust of my soul wafting away, all the bad things leaving.

A year of pain and intolerance. A year of crying and learning, summating with drunkeness, accidents, rape, sodomy, it had not been a friendly year.

Yet, all things come to an end. The good, the bad…they end, and we all change and move on.

And the only real choice we sometimes have is, when the bad things happen, to make them good choices in our minds.

My transition? I learned more from that than any other experience in my life.

I learned who the good guys and the bad guys are, and how to tell them apart.

Most of all, I learned that no matter what kind of body I wear…I’m me. And that’s a precious thing.

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

The Stepforth Husband


Man Enough to be a Woman!

He had no idea he would like Feminization!


PART ONE

“I’ve had it!”

“Oh, come on. It was only sex!”

“With my best friend!”

I glared at Ben from my side of the car.

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

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

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

“And cheat on me.”

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

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

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

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

He turned on our street and then into our driveway.

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

I got out of the car and slammed the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He stomped past me and got ready for bed.

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

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

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

Because there was still love there.

So was I doomed to life with a philandering husband?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure.” he grinned.

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

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

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

“Sure!”

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

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

“Yeah! Tackle that son of a bitch!”

I smiled.

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

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

“It’s only sex,” I smiled.

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

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

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

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

“Yeah!”

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s going on?”

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

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

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

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

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

“What in heaven’s name is going on?”

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

“It didn’t work.”

“What didn’t work.”

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

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

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

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

“Not your penis!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I squeezed it. “Do you feel that?”

“I feel it, but nothing happens.”

Oh, God. This was good.

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

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

“Do you feel that? Is it good?”

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

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

“It is!”

“How about if I call the doctor?”

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

I dialed a number and it was picked up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She? It’s a she?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Gardner.”

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

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

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

“Well, uh, I was trying to…uh…”

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

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

“Go on.”

“Well, uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

“I, uh…”

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

“Oh, uh…I…”

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

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

“Well, uh…we were in a closet.”

“Standing up then.”

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

“Go on. Tell me about the foreplay.”

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

Fellatio. She gave you a blow job.”

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

“Do you have much sensation in your penis?”

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

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

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

“Well, she sucked on me for a while.”

“Did your penis start to fill with blood?”

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

“So it was flaccid. What else?”

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

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

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

“Oh…really?” Concern was in his eyes.

“Absolutely. Take your penis out.”

He blinked.

She sat there, her hand actually open, waiting.

“But…I…right here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh, yeah.”

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

“What the hell is that?”

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

“Now tell me how this feels.”

She rolled the Wartenberg thingie up his cock.

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

“What?”

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

“But you’re not getting erect.”

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

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

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

“Oh, FUCK!”

He managed to jerk back then.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“All?” he squeaked.

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

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

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

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

She grabbed his nuts and said, “Cough.”

Ben coughed.

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

“Take a breath. Again. Again.”

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

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

Ben did so, and his face was priceless.

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

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

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

“Gah!” he blurted.

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

“Okay.”

“If you have a glass?” she asked me.

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

“What’s that for?”

“I need to examine your semen.”

“Oh.”

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

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

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

Ben looked up at me.

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

“But what’s wrong with me?”

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

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

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

“Oh, okay.”

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

I walked Sandy out to her car.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Huh. I guess he did.

And I went upstairs to jill off.

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, Dr. Winslow.”

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

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

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

“Eight o’clock.”

“But what’s wrong with me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah. Only sex.”

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

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

And, yet, what else could I do? What…

DING DONG! Sandy was here.

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

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

“Then I can start having erections again?”

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

“But, what?”

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

“They have?”

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

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

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

“How do I do that?”

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

“I can? I mean…yes! I can!”

Determination filtered into his voice.

“Now, it may take some time—“

“How much time?”

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

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

“Yes. And…uh…”

“What?”

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

“Go ahead!”

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

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

“That’s okay. You can tell us?”

“Tell me what to do, Doc. Anything!”

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

Ben frowned, not really understanding.

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

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

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

“More..intimate?”

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

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

“And, the third thing…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Absolutely, and that only leaves one item.”

“Oh. Okay. One more item.”

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

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

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

“What’s that?”

“She must verbally chastise you.”

“Chastise?” He frowned.

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

“I am? I mean…I do?”

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

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

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


PART TWO

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

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

“Sure you can, honey. Try it.”

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

“No, no. I mean, really talk to me.”

“You’ve been really bad.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay, you’re worthless.”

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

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

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

“Can I do it again?” I asked timidly.

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

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

He grinned. “Thank you.”

And I grinned.

And that was the start.

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

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

Oh, baby. I was in hog heaven.

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

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

“Here you go, my love.”

“Thanks, short dick,” I said.

He grinned and bowed his way out of the bedroom.

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

I mean, it was instant!

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

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

You are the most beautiful woman in the world

and I love you with all my heart.

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

Sigh. Smile. And I texted him back.

You stinky dick ass sucker!

He texted back.

Thank you.

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

What are you wearing?

Silence. A good ten minutes of silence. Then:

I’m sorry.

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

We giggled, we laughed, and life was good.

And the texts poured in.

I’m sorry.

I’m worthless.

I’ll make up for it tomorrow.

Please talk to me.

Ah, the power of the penis.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ben was like a man out of control.

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

I didn’t have a chance to do anything.

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

And he did it in my underwear.

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

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

OMFG!

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

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

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

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

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

I was liking it, but it was warping me.

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

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

His face showed his dismay.

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

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

“Look at that!” I snarled.

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

“You look disgusting!”

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

“Remove all the hair on your body.”

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

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

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

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

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

I cleaned his face, making my little sponges dark.

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

“I’m sorry!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I got out my corset.

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

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

“I…can’t…breath…!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had never seen him so happy.

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

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

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

I downed a big gulp.

What had I done?

What was I doing?

I had made a slave!

But what should I have done?

Left him. I thought.

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

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

No more cheating.

But…no more man.

Did that matter to me?

Did I really need his dick?

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

Maybe I should go looking for a bigger dick?

But then I remembered how much I loved him.

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

I didn’t know.

I didn’t…

“Can I do something for you?”

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

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

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

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

“You can sit down,” I said.

He sat, his made up face smooth and unlined.

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

He waited, ready to serve.

“I gave you Leuprolide.”

He blinked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Probably not,” I whispered.

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

I found myself nodding.

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

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

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

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

He sighed. “I like being a woman.”

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

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

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

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

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

“So there’s my problem.”

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

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

“What’s your problem.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ding a do do!

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

“Hi, Sandy.”

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

“Pretty good. I came clean with Ben.”

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

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

“What’s that?”

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

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

I did.

“Hey, Ben. How you doing?”

“Pretty good, Doc.”

We all chuckled at that.

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

“I do.”

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

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

Again, we laughed.

“Do you want your dick back?”

Bingo. Stunned silence.

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

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

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

Ben and I were staring at each other in wonder.

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

Grinning, we assented.

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

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

“Everything else she has suggested has worked.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just what the doctor ordered,” I quipped.

He chuckled.

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

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

“For a while, at least.”

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

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

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

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

“Nice, eh?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

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

“There’a girl,” I whispered.

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

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

“Just relax. Give up and you’ll get.”

“Sounds easy,” he half whimpered.

“It is easy.”

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

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

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

“Okay, baby. It’s milking time.”

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

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

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

“Wow.”

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

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

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

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

END
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Emergency Transition

A Terrible crime becomes a wonderful opportunity.


PART ONE

“We shouldn’t be doing this!”

“Oh, don’t be a sissy.”

“If we get caught…”

“We won’t get caught.

The four medical students opened the door and descended the stairs. Now they weren’t talking. It was silent in the stairwell, and they circled downward, heading for the basement.

The morgue was in the basement.

They reached the bottom door and peeked through the slit of wire re-enforced window.

Down the hallway were two double doors. Nurses and doctors went in and out of the double doors.

“That’s the overflow. When it gets too busy upstairs they send the overflow down here.”

“Looks like there’s a lot of people down here.”

“Nah. This time of night it’s pretty slow.”

“Look for yourself.”

One of the students looked through the slit of window and saw no activity. “I don’t see anything, and look, there’s our body right there. Right where my friend said.”

The others crowded around and looked. Sure enough, whatever activity had been going on it was done now, and just six feet from their door a body lay on a gurney.

“Crap. Let’s get it!”

“Let’s wait and see.”

One of the four, however, couldn’t wait. He opened the door, darted out, and pulled the gurney back.

“He’s doing it!”

“Oh, shit!”

Then the gurney was rolling back through the door.

Laughing and giggling, the four body snatchers pushed the gurney down a long hallway. This was the basement of the hospital, the bowels, as it were. There were boilers and a laundry, the morgue, of course, and lots of storerooms.

And there was, set up long ago, a completely functional OR. An Operating Room. Complete with old examples of tables and light, patient monitors, endoscopy equipment, fluoroscopy machines, and so on. There were even fresh towels from the laundry, and the anesthesia was fully functional.

The room actually had its beginning when old machinery was being stored. A couple of clever students, probably a little drunk, decided they would make their own operating chamber. A place where they could pretend they were full attending doctors. A place to put their feet up and drink beer, or whatever, and discuss the wins and losses of a medical career.

The four students rolled the gurney with their dead body on it into the operating room. They put it in place, then headed for the refrigerator. Inside the frig was a bag of oranges. On top of the frig was a bottle of vodka. In a cabinet was a box of syringes.

The students took turns filling the syringes with vodka and injecting the oranges. Shortly they were sitting in a couple of club chairs, and on top of a metal table, and peeling oranges and popping the delicious but potent slices into their mouths.

“Okay, what we gonna do with Hyram here?” They always gave a corpse a name. They had to pretend the patient was living and not dead, and a little familiarity went a long way.

“Appy,” said one student.

The others booed. “Too easy!”

“A whipple!” volunteered another.

“We did one of those two months ago.”

They were silent and thinking

“How about swapping kidneys.”

There was some debate on that one, but they had done kidneys before, so it was hard to build up a head of excitement.

Then one of the interns, a good looking girl under her scrubs, who had been drunk before they stole the body, said, “Why don’t we change the sex of Hyram?”

A moment of blink. A realization stark, and they all grinned.

“Yeah, we’ve never done that.”

“We can lose the penis, turn it inside out and construct a vagina.”

“We can shave his Adam’s apple and get rid of the lower ribs.”

“Butt implants. He’s got to have a round tush.”

They all laughed.

“I want to give him boobs. Big, fucking boobs.”

They all giggled.

“Okay, people, we’ve got a plan! Let’s check that we’ve got everything we need and get started.”

“Remember, all steps. Anybody misses a step they have to buy the booze next time.”

They all agreed, and the operation commence.

One student administered anesthesia. Another hooked up the monitors. The other two pulled Hyram’s pants down and prepped his groin area. The last student made sure all the trays were stocked with the right tools.

“Gosh, he looks so lifelike.”

“Well,” quipped a student, “it is a live dead body.”

They all snickered at his words.

And, perhaps if they hadn’t been so intent on doing things right, perhaps if they hadn’t had a snootful of ‘orange vodka,’ perhaps if they weren’t tired from 80 hour weeks, perhaps if they had plugged the monitor into the body, and not the training computer, perhaps a dozen other little things…they would have detected the extremely slow rise and fall of Hyram’s chest.

But they were impaired, and silly with fatigue, so they commenced to operate.

The testicles were removed, the penis was sliced and inverted and moved ‘upward,’ into a prepared body cavity.

Up top the girl removed the two floating ribs, the better to make the waist more feminine, and made a nick under each pectoral. She slid a BIG bag of saline into each slit and hooked them to the rubs. She was so tired her vision was shimmery, but she managed to follow all the steps, then she glued the man’s ‘wounds’ and stepped back in satisfaction.

“Done. Beat you all.”

“Don’t be a bitch,” said one of the interns. He glanced up at the chest. “We’re almost done and…oh…oh, fuck!”

His words, blurted with such intensity, made the others stare at him.

“What?”

“He’s breathing.”

The girl giggled. “Don’t you man ‘she’s breathing.”

The other two giggled. They hadn’t realized what had happened.

“No, guys…everything was too perfect. We had pressure in the veins—“

“There’s always pressure in the veins. Guy dies it takes a while for his body to slow down.”

“No! Goddamn it, LOOK!”

They all stared at the man’s chest. His enhanced and BIG chest.

Rise.

Fall.

And again.

And again.

Not much, just a slow and peaceful absorption of air.

“Oh, fuck,” came a whisper.

“I’m out of here!” blurted another.

“No! No! We stop now we’ll kill him.”

“He’s supposed to be already dead!”

“We’ve got to patch him up and put him back where we found him.”

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

“Hook him him up for real.”

The girl, she had finished with the tits, pulled the plug on the training computer and attached leads to the man on the table.

“Pulse is steady. 90 over 60. Crap.”

“They stitched and sewed and finished the operation, then stood back and stared at ‘Hyram.’

“What have we done.”

“Nothing. Don’t say a word. Just…let’s put him back and forget about it.

They detached the man from the machines and wheeled him back to the hallway where they had found him.

“He must have been waiting for something. Why would they have left him in the hallway?”

“It’s the spare ER. He must have had something wrong with him.”

“Yeah, he’s going to die, anyway.”

“Don’t sound so hopeful.”

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

They came to the bottom of the stairs and looked through the slit in the door. The corridor was empty except for four dead bodies on gurneys.

“Shit, there’s the one we were supposed to operate on.”

“You better get a hold of your nurse and tell him not to say anything.”

“Okay. You guys, ready?”

The door was opened, the gurney was pushed out and down the hall. They pulled the sheet off their patient and rushed back to the stairwell.

Nobody saw them. Nobody knew what they had done. They rushed up the stairs and away from the scene of the crime. And the last sound of their passing was a whispered, “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

“Who the fuck is this?” Elray Jackson looked down the corridor and saw the gurney, slightly crooked in the line up. He was supposed to have four bodies for the morgue. Who the fuck died and messed up his count?

He sauntered down the corridor, placing a hand on each gurney and counting as he passed. “On…two…three…four…fuckin’ five.”

He placed a hand on the stiff, had to be a woman with those big boobies sticking up, and—

“Oh,” the stiff moved.

Elray jumped back. “Holy fuck! Is you alive?”

“Oh…help.”

Elray helped all right. He helped by turning around and beating feet towards the extra ER down the hall.

“John! John!”

Elray’s supervisor was pushing a machine to one side so he could mop up the blood underneath it. Seemed all he did these days was mop up blood. Why, one day he—looked up as Elray slid into the room.

“What?” he asked.

“There’s somebody alive!”

“There’s lots of people alive,” John said, slightly confused. He needed to get the mopping done.

“No! I mean really alive. I got four dead bodies and one alive.”

John sighed and came to the doorway and looked down the hallway. He could see somebody trying to sit up on a gurney.

“Well, I didn’t do it.”

“But…is he supposed to be dead?”

“I don’t know.”

“What am I supposed to do?”

“Call a doctor? Oh, hell. I’ll make the call.”

He picked up the phone next to the door and dialed a number.

“Yes?”

Elray could hear the operator from where he stood and peered down the hall.

The figure on the bed was trying to sit up, but it felt so weird. It was like something was wrong with his body, and he hurt down there, and he could feel his pants…he hoped he hadn’t soiled them.

“Hey, this is John down in the basement ER. We need a doctor down here. We got a dead person.”

A moment of silence. Then: “Why do you need a doctor if he’s dead?”

“Well, he’s moving?”

“Dead bodies move. They have juices in their system that cause convulsive movements.”

“This guy’s trying to sit up.”

“Well, call Fitness. Have a trainer come down and train the guy to sit up.”

“Oh. Fitness. Couldn’t you send a doctor down here?”

“Just call fitness.” Click.

Meanwhile, Elray was creeping down the hall.

“Can somebody…I need help. Please…” the voice was garbled, but then it should be. One of the procedures done in the transition was to shave the Adam’s apple. Actually, the man shouldn’t have spoken at all, but he was desperate. He had figured out he was bleeding from various places, and his muscles were all fucked up. He felt like he was missing ribs, and every time he tried to sit up these big pillows on his chest held him down.

“Man? You all right?”

“Hello? Who is that? Can you help me?”

But the voice was garbled, and Elray moved closer.

“Elray! You better get away from that guy!

Elray asked, cautiously, “Is you a zombie?”

“What…what?”

John called Fitness, but was told he had to make an appointment. He tried the operator again, but just got yelled at. Finally, in desperation, knowing he had to do something, he dialed an outside line. 911.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

“I got a guy who’s alive.”

“Uh…”

“I mean, I think he’s supposed to be dead, but he’s trying to sit up and…Elray says there’s blood dripping off the gurney.”

The 911 operator was confused, but efficient. Besides, people often didn’t make sense when they called for emergency services. “I’m sending a unit right now. Please stay on the line.”

John stayed on the line and waited.

Elray was tip toeing towards the corpse, then coming back, then tip toeing. The corpse was moving his arms…her arms. He could see the big boobs on her chest. Some bitch probably came in for a boob job and got put in the morgue by accident. Happened all the time. Right?

Five minutes later the 911 operator said, “Sir, the unit is there, where are you?”

“I’m in the basement.”

“Okay.”

Two minutes later the elevator down the hall dinged, the door slid open and two cops stepped out.

“Down here!” John waved and hung up the phone.

The cops walked slowly, peering into rooms, their hands on their guns.

Elray went to meet them. “She’s down at the end. You gonna arrest her?”

The cops blinked, but kept moving. They arrived at the end of the hallway and looked down on the gurney.

It was a man, but a funny shaped man. He had a huge chest, and there was blood all over his groin.

“Fuck,” muttered one of the cops. He began speaking into his shoulder mike. The other cop bent down and listened to the man’s garbled speech.

“Help me. Please.”

“Okay, fella. We’ll help. What happened?”

“I don’t know. I was here for a colonoscopy…and I woke up here. I think I’m injured. Can you get these bags of cement off my chest? I want to sit up.”

The cop looked at the man’s body. The chest was big, like super tit big. The groin was bloody, and it looked like…like the man had been castrated. He placed a hand on the man’s arm and said, “Please hold still. We’ll get a doctor down here to look at you.”

“Oh. Okay.” The man finally relaxed. He was going to get helped.

ONE MONTH LATER!

“Well, Owen, Mr. Grey, we have completed our investigation.” Three men in white coats, who looked more like lawyers than doctors, sat across the big table from him. They were in an office on the top floor of the hospital. A gorgeous view of the city could be seen through a wall-sized window.

Owen sat in a wheel chair. He wasn’t allowed to walk in the hospital. He had a manly face, but his waist was thinner than if he wore a corset. His chest was enormous, and they had outfitted him with an actual bra to help his muscles hold the load. Worst, however, was the fact that he had no manhood. He had a vagina, and he could feel the emptiness in his pants always.

In truth, he felt a little girly. And the long hair, which the hospital hadn’t cut, didn’t help.

“What happened to me?” His voice was clear now, but high pitched.

“Apparently you received your colonoscopy. We were busy that night, and your procedure was done in the second ER. Your gurney was waiting to be taken upstairs when, apparently, it was taken to a hidden operating room in the basement. We haven’t found the parties responsible, but they apparently gave you a full sex change operation. Your penis was made into a vagina, your balls removed, you have a set of implants, two ribs were removed and your voice box was shaved, and, uh, oh, yes. You have butt implants.”

“I know all that. I figured that out.”

“Excellent. Now, we just need to discuss the bill, then you’ll be free to—“

“Bill?”

“Of course. Medical procedures were done, and you neglected to complete the paperwork, so we have to have you sign these papers.”

One of the lawyers laid out a stack of papers. “This is a release for injury. Here is an agreement to abide by arbitration. The cost of the surgery, of course. And then there’s the after care…a month in recovery, not to mention drugs, bandages, nurse care…”

Owen listened to the man, and was in shock. He had been operated on, against his will, and now they were trying to charge him for it. When the man was done outlining all the procedures and legalese and medical jargon and a recipe for his grandmother’s pumpkin soup, he asked, “What is the total?”

“$465,924. We’ve discounted certain items, of course, and physical rehabilitation was lumped into a smaller sum, you’re welcome, but how do you intend to pay this bill?”

Owen stood up, which was against the rules, but he had finally had enough. “And if I don’t pay it?”

A doctor who had been standing to one side rushed over and said, “Please, you mustn’t get up.”

“It will effect your credit score.”

The doctor pulled his arm and tried to make him sit down in his wheel chair. “Please, it’s against the rules.

 Owen shrugged the doctor off. “So you maim me, tell me you’re going to ruin my credit, and I still don’t pay. What then?”

“Please, Mr. Grey. You have to sit down. Insurance liability must…” the doctor blathered on.

“We’ll turn you over to collections.”

“Well, I’ll tell you what. You can turn my dick over to collections, if you can ever find it.”

Owen turned around, pushed the doctor who was trying to get him to sit away, and walked out.

Owen had no trouble walking out of the hospital. There were security guards, but it seemed that they were more concerned with keeping people out of the hospital than in. He walked down the corridor, took an elevator down, and stomped out the front door.

And, of course, three doctors were yelling, pleading, begging, the whole way.

Owen stood on the curb and gazed at the city. He was healed, he could walk, though his big chest sometimes put him out of balance. And he was wearing a hospital gown. Whatever clothes he had once had were long gone and who knew where.

“Hey, baby!” somebody whistled at his perky backside.

He turned around, his face obviously male, and glared.

“Shit! It’s a guy!” Two construction workers walked away, one of them mumbling something about freaks.

Owen turned back to the city and considered his next move.

A lawyer. Yes. He needed a lawyer.

But he needed clothes.

And a ride home.

And a meal. Damned hospital food sucked.

But he had no money. His wallet had disappeared during his stay at the hospital.

Sighing, he started walking.

It was five miles to his apartment, and shortly he was tired. He had been laying in a bed for a month and his muscles weren’t used to working.

He walked, and cars slowed, took a look at him, then sped up. They wanted to pick up a chick with a round ass and big tits, but when that chick ended up having the face of a man…sayonara, sweetheart.

A cop car pulled up next to him. Checked him out, then left. It was LA, they’d seen worse.

He passed by hamburger stands and restaurants, and almost passed out from the tantalizing aroma.

Finally, several hours later, he came to his apartment. Wearily, he climbed the stairs, grabbed the knob and cursed. He had no keys. He turned to go down the stairs, to find the manager, and the door opened. He spun back around in surprise.

A woman was standing there. A hell of a fine looking woman. Long, brunette hair, sparkling blue eyes, red lips. And wearing a bathrobe.

It took all of Owen’s willpower not to look at her chest, but he managed.

“Yes?”

Owen stood there with open mouth.

“Is there something you wanted?”

“I…I…”

A puzzled expression on the woman’s face. She started to look Owen up and down. The hospital gown, the big boobs, the logical conclusion: Owen was an escapee from a mental institution.

She started to close the door.

“Wait, wait!” Owen managed to blurt. “I live here.”

She blinked, the door half closed. “I’m sorry, you must be mistaken. I just rented this apartment.”

“My name is Owen Grey. I was in…I had some medical problems. This is my apartment.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I just paid the manager and he didn’t…Owen Grey?”

“Yes.”

“There’s a stack of mail here. Would you…”

Owen broke down. The operation and the recovery, being charged for the medical procedures…the long walk, starving…he broke down. He fell to his knees and put his face in his hands and sobbed.

The girl started to close the door, but the helpless, hopeless sounds of a man crying, be it in a high pitched voice, was too much. She knelt and put a hand on his wrist. “Can I call somebody for you?”

Owen shook his head, his sobbing increased. “I was in a hospital, simple procedure…but they changed my sex…I don’t know what to do or where to go…”

The girl listened to his sobs and felt so badly. She had never heard a man cry like this, his soul just turned inside out. Apparently somebody had botched a surgery, and he had no where to go…maybe she should…she could help him…

“Come on,” she pulled his wrist and he came to his feet. “Let me make a few phone calls and we’ll figure something out.”

Owen sat on a couch, sniffling, watching the girl through his messy hair and tears.

First the manager, and he could hear the manager say, “I assumed he’d abandoned his apartment…yes, I’ve got a couple of boxes of his stuff. No, you don’t have to move. The law says…” blah, blah, blah.

The girl who’s name was Brittany Elizabeth, hung up the phone and nibbled on a knuckle.

Owen was still sitting, sort of collapsed in on himself. He obviously couldn’t function.

“Com on, let’s go get your stuff.”

They walked down to a storage area in the garage, the manager turned over a half a dozen boxes, and they brought them back up to the apartment.

Owen stared at his belongings as she took them out of the boxes.

Plates. Glasses. Books. Clothes. Shoes. Bric a brac.

Owen sighed.

Brittany looked up at him. “Why don’t you get dressed while I make a couple of phone calls.

Owen grabbed a pair of shorts and a black tee shirt. He went into the bathroom and took off the hospital gown. He was unaware that Brittany could see him in the mirror.

She stared at him. He had a huge set of breasts, marvelous breasts. He had no manhood. He had a pussy. She was far enough away that she couldn’t see the tiny scars from scalpels. And his waist was thin. Very thin. Which made his round butt look even rounder, and his big boobs look even bigger.

She looked away. For a man he sure had a girl’s body. An ideal body, in a way.

First she called the police. After a wait she asked questions and got referred to county general services.

At county they referred her to social services.

Social services started asking all sorts of questions about identification. Questions which she knew she had no answer to. In fact, it looked like Owen wouldn’t even have the answers. He didn’t seem to have any identification, he claimed he had lost his wallet, and…she frowned and looked at him.

He was sitting on the couch again. A woman with big boobs and a masculine face and hairy legs.

“Do you have any family?”

“I’m an orphan.”

“Any friends?”

“Not that I…no.”

“People you hung out with?”

“No…I used to do traveling work. So…no. The people I hung out with are in other towns.”

“How about money? Do you have a bank account?”

“I do…but…will they recognize me?”

So…no money, no friends, no work, nothing to do. Brittany really frowned now. She had let him into her apartment, which was apparently his apartment, and now she had to kick him out.

Owen kept talking. “I suppose I could mail away for another credit card, say mine was lost. It would only take three weeks, then I could…”

Brittany listened with half a mind. The other half was thinking about welfare and food stamps and all that sort of stuff. If he really had been a victim, she had pieced that together out of his burblings, then he should be able to get all that stuff, and more.

But that would take time. And she didn’t want a roommate.

Finally, he said, “So if I can use this address maybe I can get some identity. I won’t even bother you. I can check the mailbox myself, or if that bothers you you can check it and just leave my mail outside, and…”

“Let’s order some dinner.”

Owen blinked He was starved. All he could do was nod his head.

Brittany ordered Panda Express, and a half hour later they were chewing on orange chicken and Beijing beef.

They drank large Pepsis.

Owen told her about waking up on a gurney, finding out he had been ‘transitioned,’ and the month of recovery. Finally, he told her how the hospital was trying to charge him.

“I’ll get a lawyer, maybe even get a lot of money. But until then…” he shrugged.

They opened their fortune cookies.

Owen read: ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’

Brittany snorted a laugh. She liked his pleasant manner, and with all the tragedy he had endured…he had a sense of humor.

“Nah,” he said. “It says, ‘The early bird gets the worm, but the second mouse gets the cheese..’”

Brittany opened hers. ‘The real kindness comes from within you.’ She stared at it.

“What’s yours say?”

“Nothing.” She crumpled up the paper and put it in the bag the meal had come in.

Owen watched her.

She thought: ‘Kindness comes from within.’

A direction from the Gods of the universe.

The man on the sofa, he was handsome under that mop of hair, and over those magnificent boobs. And he was intelligent. And he had been dealt the worst kind of blow.

Operated on, his body altered in a most cruel way. No money or friends.

Kindness from within.

“What is it?”

She shook her head and looked down. She had been raised to help those less fortunate than her, but, here in Los Angeles, she had forgotten all that. She hadn’t helped anybody, but herself, in…what? Ten years?

Owen stirred. “Well, if I could use this for a mailing address…I can—“

“Where will you stay?”

“I don’t know. I’ll find someplace.”

She knew what he would find. An overpass. And drugs. And people who would conk him on his head and take what little he had.

Kindness comes from within.

“Can I use this for a mailing address? The state won’t know I’ve moved and they will mail my license, and the banks will…”

He blathered on.

She thought.

Kindness from within.

“You can sleep on the couch.”

“I can’t do—“

“Then don’t. She was pissed off at herself, and she didn’t know why, and this last came out harsh.

Softer, she said, “I mean you don’t have anywhere. Just stay on the couch. A few days and you’ll have your credit card and your ID…I can stand you that long.”

He sat there, staring at her, obviously surprised at her kindness. Then he said, “I’ll try not to fart,” and it made her laugh.

She stood up, “Put your boxes behind the couch. Don’t mess with my stuff. If I’m grumpy just walk away.”

And he asked, with much curiosity, “Why would you get grumpy?”

She was struck by the question. Asked by the man who had been modified, had his life stolen, had no home or friends…how could he care after what had been done to him?

Yet, he had.

He had.

She watched TV and he went through his belongings, throwing some things out, consolidating other things into one box.

It was an awkward evening, for they didn’t know each other, and a meal of Panda Express does not life long friends make.

She did a little light cleaning, and in between asked him questions.               About his family. Supposed to have a mother somewhere, but not sure where. She didn’t want him contacting her.

About his education. A little college, mostly roustabout jobs, floating here and there.

About his work. Went to conventions and sold kitchen tools. He would stand on a podium and show kitchen gadgets, speaking through a lip mike, pushing for a sale even as he tried to relax people and make them laugh. Laughing people always buy more than sad people.

About, eventually, girlfriends. Not for a while. Not many. He was just too footloose and fancy free.

And he asked about her, though not to the extent that she questioned him. Big family, some college, dropped out to be a dancer, and thank God he didn’t ask what kind because she didn’t want to talk about that. Her own mother had near disowned her when she started taking off her clothes for a living.

Then five o’clock arrived.

“I’ve got to go to work now.”

He nodded. “Can I watch TV? Is there anything you’d like me to do around the house?”

“Sure, and…no.”

Him working to earn keep? Sounded good, and she would have to think about it, but right now she had nothing for him.

She went down the stairs, hopped into her Miata, her one concession  to extravagance, and zipped down the street.

Owen watched from the window.

He was lucky. And he knew it. She was letting him stay here. He would have to get busy in the morning. He could get some money—hmmm, problem right there—and start calling banks and the state and whatever. But for right now, he started poking around the apartment. It was his apartment, and he knew the faucet in the bathroom leaked. And the lightbulb outside the door had to be replaced.

He went to work.


PART TWO

After one week, without being asked, Owen gave Brittany some money.

Brittany blinked. “Where did you get it?”

“In the morning. I found a job with a food truck. They pay me under the table.”

“What do you do about…uh?” She looked at his chest.

“I wear a tighter bra, and a jacket.”

“Doesn’t that get hot?”

“Yeah. But…?” he shrugged. “You want some Panda? It’s been a week, I could buy.”

Brittany looked at the money in her hand. She looked up at him. “Only if you let me buy.”

“But I feel a little guilty. I have to pull my share.” He actually sounded a little worried.

Brittany chuckled. It was obvious that he was worried about getting kicked out. He might have a little money, but he wasn’t swimming in the green.

She was also pleased. The apartment was immaculate. He cleaned it, and he had fixed the faucet, and leveled the table, and washed the windows, even the outside of the windows, and…and he was working hard. Though she hadn’t wanted a roommate, this was turning out pretty good.

“Where did you get the outside lightbulb?” she suddenly asked.

He looked embarrassed. “I, uh, borrowed it from one of the neighbors.” Then he hurried on with, “But I bought a new one for them! I don’t think they even noticed it was gone.”

She smiled. “Okay. You order, but I pay.”

“Yes, boss.”

They both chuckled.

While he borrowed her phone and ordered, she went in and started going over bills, and thought.

He was handsome. A catch, if you could get over the protrusions on his chest, and the lack of…manhood. And he kept her in the loop as far as recovering his identity was going. Apparently he had some money in the bank, not a lot, but he wasn’t going to be a drag on her. And the apartment was roomy.

“All done,” he said, entering the kitchen and placing her phone on the table. “Would you like a Coke while we wait?”

“A Coke?”

“I saw the six pack in the fridge, so I bought some stuff, and made sure I got you a six pack.”

“You know what that six pack is for?”

He blinked. “Drinking?”

“Oh, child, you have so much to learn.”

She stood up and got out a couple of glasses, filled them ice and half filled them with Coke. Then she went to the cupboard above the refrigerator and got down the Old Grandad.

“Oh, Lordie,” he whispered as she poured. “There is a heaven.”

She smiled, passed him a glass, and they sipped.

“Oh, fuck. Pardon me, but I haven’t tasted anything this good since…since…” he didn’t finish what he was saying. They both knew. Before what had been done to him.

They sipped, and the Panda came, and they ate, and sipped some more, and before they knew it they were jolly. And, jolly being what it was, they began talking about…things.

Like: “How do you like exotic dancing?”

“I like the dancing, and I don’t mind the men, but there’s always one or two that…don’t behave.”

“How do you handle them?”

“I don’t. Chuck, the bouncer. He handles them. He walks me out to the car at the end of the night, and,” she lifted her shoulders slightly. “I don’t have any trouble.”

Owen smiled. “Big friends good.”

“Yes. And…can I ask you a question?”

He read her mind. But it was an obvious question. She knew what had been done to him. “Sure.”

“What’s it like…since…you know…losing…”

“My junk.”

She nodded, suddenly embarrassed. “Oh, forget I asked. I shouldn’t—“

“No,” he said. “I don’t mind talking about it. Besides, I wouldn’t have made it without your help. If I can’t be honest with you…then who? eh?”

She thought about that. It was curiously intimate. Friends…but, somehow, more than friends.

“It’s odd. sometimes I don’t think about it, then I sit down to pee. It’s weird walking. My gait has changed, there’s nothing to keep my legs apart.”

She blinked. She was just drunk enough to observe: “The point of balls is to keep the legs apart.”

Then they both giggled.

He said, “And I find I feel softer as a human being. I don’t have all the testosterone driving me.”

They sat for a while, thinking about his words.

“What about…sexual urges?”

“That’s a funny one. I thought, when I was learning about this stuff back in the hospital, that I wouldn’t have sexual urges, but I learned something.”

“What?”

“Sex is in the mind. I don’t have a dick, but if I think about what it felt like to have a dick, maybe to have it touched, even sucked or fucked, I get sort of horny. I mean, it’s a different horny, but I get…urges.”

“But no way to satisfy them.”

“No.”

“God,” she said. “That must be so…so…” but she didn’t finish. But she did manage to stop herself from giving a shiver.

His license and  bank card came in. He had $4,327 in the bank, and an immediate plan.

“What you going to do?”

“Uber.”

“Really? What about a car?”

“I can buy a car on credit. I can get insurance. A phone for a few bucks. I can make a couple of hundred day.” He smiled. It won’t be long and I’ll get out of your hair.”

Which statement made her sad. She liked him. She liked his humor. She liked his way of keeping everything clean, of fixing anything that went wrong.

And, just a couple of nights before she had come home very tired, but wired. That sometimes happened with her hours.

He had rubbed her shoulders, fixed her dinner, and the shoulder rub had turned into her lying on the couch, his bed, and massaging her whole body.

And she didn’t have to worry about his hands getting carried away, or him making advances. In a way that was a sad thought, even though there was a certain degree of comfort in it.

She could have a man friend and not worried about him trying to force himself on her.

He did as he stated. He bought a brand new Prius, complete with sufficient insurance, and a new cell phone, and he was in business.

Brittany would come home late at night and he would be there, sometimes he would fix dinner for her, and he would relax her, and when she woke up he was gone. Out after the morning crowd of Uber commuters. He would come home about 10, sleep for an hour, then hang with her before going back out for the evening rush hour. They would go have a lunch, buy some clothes, saunter through a park or museum. It was fun, it was pleasant, and Brittany actually started to worry. The worry came to a point two weeks after he went into business. Less than a month after he moved in.

“I’ve got enough to move out,” he said, as they visited the Petersen Car Museum.

“Oh,” she said. But she didn’t say anything more. She didn’t, and she wished he would say something, but…that was their agreement. And that very same night…

The crowd was joyous. Beer was flowing. Brittany swirled around a pole. Her body was lithe, and her large boobs seemed about to fall out of her top. Cheers, money appearing on the edge of the stage. It was going to be a good night.

Suddenly, a face appeared in the ring of faces, and she knew it immediately.

“Hey, baby!” yelled Owen, giving her a wink and a five dollar bill.

She laughed. He had caught her by surprise, he had never come to the club, but the look in his eyes, the enjoyment of seeing a friend so happy, she giggled and gave herself a turn, floated down the pole, and let go to slide across the stage.

The crowd whooped and she ended up right in front of Owen. “Hey, baby!” She cooed, her red lips being easily read.

Then she was up on her feet, strutting back to the pole.

Behind her, a biker looked at the dude next to him. Long hair, and at first the biker thought, ‘Hippie asshole.’ Then the biker caught a glimpse of flesh between front of Owen’s jacket.

Maybe the biker was drunk, or drugged, or just feeling unusually surly, but he grabbed Owen’s lapel and pulled.

Owen left his feet, and his jacket came half off.

Customers moved to the side and the biker yelled, “Fucking queer!” He punched Owen in the face.

Owen was out of it, but he didn’t need to be in it. Chuck, the bouncer, grabbed the biker by the belt and his long hair. He flung the biker ten feet towards the entrance, and two other bouncers picked him up and tossed him through the door. Through, like with his nose hitting the door hard enough to open it, and the rest of his carcass sailing on through.

The crowd cheered wildly, then turned back to the stage.

Chuck turned to Owen, helped him to his feet. “Sorry, man. Let’s get you a drink.”

Then Brittany was next to them, grabbing Owen’s arm.

Chuck, blinked, realized no one was on the stage…but another girl was moving in to pick up the action. He looked at Brittany, who was now crying and wiping Owen’s bloody nose. “He your friend?”

Brittany nodded, leaking tears on the floor.

“Take him into the back. I’ll get your tips.”

Brittany walked the dazed Owen to the back area. A minute later Chuck showed up with a bundle of greens. “You okay, man?”

Owen grunted. But he didn’t say anything else. He was keeping his face tilted while Brittany blotted.

“Okay, I’ll send some drinks back. You need time off, Brit?”

“Yeah. Please.”

“You got it.” Chuck turned to Owen. “Nice meeting you, man.”

But he hesitated on the ‘man.’ He had caught sight of Owen’s tits and he wasn’t sure what the sex was.

Chuck left, and it was quiet. The roar of the crowd was muted and it was actually sort of pleasant.

“That son of a bitch,” Brittany stated angrily.

“It’s okay,” then he said something interesting. “I’m sort of used to it.”

“What?”

“Driving for Uber, sometimes people see…and they give me funny looks. I even had a guy complain to the company.”

“What did the company say?”

“They wanted to know if I should have the guy black balled for sexual harassment.”

Brittany laughed. The blood was stopped, but she kept smoothing his face with a wet towel. It felt good, and Owen sighed.

“I don’t want you to move out.”

He went still.

“Did you hear me?”

“But…okay.”

“So are you going to stay.”

He was silent for a long minute, and she started to worry. Then: “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.”

“We need to discuss my half of things.”

“Okay.”

Two drinks arrived. Chuck knew Brittany liked Coke Highs, and he assumed for Owen, and they sipped the delicious concoctions gratefully, and looked at each other.

Finally, “Want to come with me? Pick up your car later?”

“Sure. But…there’s one other thing.”

“What’s that.”

“That guy, he hit you because…because he thought you were gay.”

“He doesn’t even know what gay is. I’m more of a…well, a trans.”

“That’s sort of what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Being gay?” Owen was confused.

“No. Being trans.”

He stared at her.

“Look, your body is changed. Your sex is changed. People pick on you. But they wouldn’t if they thought you were a girl.”

“If I was a girl,” his eyes were far away as he contemplated futures.

“Yes. I could teach you. You’ll find it’s fun, shopping, trying on clothes…the make up.”

“Make up?” His eyes were now glittering. There was an excitement there, but it was a very, very cautious kind of excitement.

“Sure. Your hair is long enough to start styling, if you put on a dress, maybe some heels…would you like to try on some high heels?”

“I don’t…I don’t know.”

“How about trying it? For me?”

“For you.”

“Yes. I don’t want people picking on you. When that bully hit you I…I…” she was starting to glimmer in the eyes as tears came to the surface.

He took the wet rag and blotted her eyes carefully. “I’m the one that got beat up, you big sissy.”

A giggle escaped her. “Me? A sissy?” Look who’s talking!”

Then they were both laughing.

They started slow, because Brittany was actually a little scared of overwhelming Owen. She got out of some of her dresses, he tried them on, and was surprised by two things: how well they fit, and how comfortable they were.

“Oh, these aren’t comfortable. We get some dresses made to fit and you’ll see comfortable.”

So Owen walked around the house in dresses for a day.

“You need to wear panties.”

“Panties? But…” he stopped talking. Truth was, he was wearing men’s underwear because he had bought underwear while he was a man. Now he wasn’t. So he didn’t need to cup his package.

She tossed him some panties and he pulled them on. “They are comfortable. Sort of kinky, though.”

“Why do you think girls wear them?”

“Girls are kinky? No!” He mocked her.

So he walked around in panties and bra and a dress.

The next day she broke out the high heels. “These will be too tight, your foot is wider, and a little bit longer, but they’re loose on me, so…”

He tried them on, and shortly was staggering around the apartment while Brittany laughed at him.

“Very funny,” he grinned, holding on to a wall.

She got a far away look in her eyes. “Shave your legs.”

“What?”

“Your legs are too hairy. And your body is too hairy. Women don’t have hairy bodies. In fact…don’t shave your legs. Let’s go shopping.”

They went to a drug store and picked up Nair and products designed more for women than men.

A brush for his tangled hair. And she snuck some fake nails into the bag.

Home again, home again, jiggedy jig, and now the fun was on.

First, he used the Nair. Slathered it on his body, waited until his skin grew hot, and rinsed it off. Bye bye, baby hairs. Down the drain you go.

Then she showed him how to unroll nylons up his smooth legs.

“Wow,” he blurted, at one point. This is downright electric.”

“Is sex still in the mind?” she asked.

“More than ever.”

Panties, and a tummy shaper.

“How does that feel?” She was worried because she knew he was missing his lower ribs.

“Actually, pretty good. Takes the place of the missing ribs.”

She smiled, and handed him a shelf bra.

“What’s this?” It was so ‘wispy and insubstantial’ compared to his normal bra.

“You need a heavy duty bra, but it’s fun to wear something sexy. Treat yourself sexy and you will be sexy.”

He worked his way into the bra and was stunned. His boobs felt even bigger, stood out further, and now his nipples were plain to see. “Wow.”

“Of course, if you want to be a plain Jane,”

He laughed at that.

“Now, let’s put your new dress on and see how you look.”

His new dress was slinky blue with a bit of cleavage. It fit like a glove, and he was once again stunned. “Oh.”

Brittany smiled. She liked the way this was shaping up.

“Sit here.”

He sat at her make up table and she began shaping his nails.

They sat there for a long time, talking in low tones, whispering of their days and their dreams, and she glued, shaped and painted his nails.

“I didn’t give you long ones, it’s going to be hard enough to do things with brand new nails, let alone two inch long claws.”

“Two inches, really?”

“Well, I can if you want.”

“No…no.”

She laughed.

“Okay, let’s do your make up.”

He stared at her. She knew this was the make or break point. But so far…he had been making. He didn’t look like he was going to be breaking.

“Okay,” he gulped.

She took her time. She really wanted to wow him. She cleansed his skin, put on primer, foundation, and concealer. A bit of foundation powder, then the blush.

He watched in her mirror, fascinated, as his face took on a different shape and texture. His jawbone softened out, his cheeks became rounder, and his maleness started to disappear.

“You probably need some hormones,” she mentioned at one point, which surprised him and made him think.

Then she did his eyes. She made them smoky and mysterious. She curled his lashes and added mascara, and then, drum roll…lipstick.

He watched her hand move. He watched her hand by looking down and in the mirror through the corner of his eye. He watched the red paint, a perfect match for his nails, unroll on his lips, and he was…transformed.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered at himself in the mirror.

Brittany stood next to him, a hand on his shoulder. We need to comb your hair, get your heels on, and take a walk.

So they did. She used a bit of hairspray and managed to make his hair curl around his jaw and even further hide his maleness. Then he put on high heels and they were ready to go.

“Okay,” Brittany said, as they left the apartment. “Your real lessons are about to start. “Walking down stairs is going to take it out of you.”

And it did. He was off balance, clinging to the rail and her arm, and he had to slant his foot just right.

But he made it!

They sauntered across the small quad and onto the sidewalk. Just a short walk, but it was breath taking.

“Walk on a line, it will make your butt sway better.”

“Oh,” and he focused.

“Put your heel down like this. It will make a clicking sound.”

Within minutes he had figured it out and was making a sexy ‘click, click, click’ sound on the sidewalk.

They turned and walked back.

“I won’t be able to drive with these on.”

“Probably not.”

“Hey, bitches!” A voice yelled from a passing car.

They looked at each other in surprise, then started giggling.

“I’ve been mistaken for a girl,” chortled Owen.

“You betcha.”

They returned to the apartment.

The next week was a miracle for Owen. He drove as a woman, and he found that people treated him totally different.

He didn’t, however, like it when guys hit on him, and he wished he could just say no in his old, masculine voice, give them a bit of a shock, then he was glad he couldn’t. He didn’t need some asshole punching him again.

Then, about ten days in, he came home all pissed off. Not five minutes after leaving the apartment.

“What?” asked Brittany.

“The company photo checked me. I didn’t pass.”

“What?”

“They have you take a selfie and send it in, to make sure somebody isn’t driving your car for you. I took a selfie, but my face wasn’t recognized. I—“

DING! DING! His phone went off.

He shrugged and answered it.

“No, that was me. I’m…now. That wasn’t somebody else. Look…no…no.”

Brittany stared at him. She quickly realized that it was Uber corporation, and they were upset about his failure to pass his photo check.

Finally, however, Owen snapped. “He blurted, in a determined. voice, “I’m transitioning.”

Silence on the other end of the phone. Then rapid talking.

Owen grinned and mouthed, ‘They’re apologizing.’

Brittany giggled, and Owen finally hung up.

“I just have to submit a new picture, and go down to one of their centers and be checked out.”

They began to laugh. It was like this little scene had been a final step.

She came home tired. He fixed her a meal, bacon and eggs, and poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes.

He led her out to the living room and motioned to the couch.

She led him into the bedroom. She took off all her clothes and lay on the bed.

He had seen her naked. She was beautiful, and the sex was all in his mind. He began to massage her.

He massaged her legs, her arms, and she began to feel dopey lazy. He massaged her back, and suddenly she flipped over and presented her front.

He stared at her.

She stared at him.

He began to massage her chest. He ran his hands over her boobs, felt her nipples under his fingers.

She groaned.

He asked, “Would you like a happy ending?”

Her grin in the darkness was all he needed. He began massaging downwards, swirling his hands over her skin, pressing gently into her muscles. Shortly his hand was squeezing her pudenda.

She gave a sigh that was almost a groan.

“Is this okay?”

She nodded. Then, her eyes flickering in the gloom. “Kiss my nipples. It’ll help.”

He did. He bent his head, laid down beside her for a better angle, and began kissing her nipples. He kissed and sucked and gave them little bites, all the time his hand working, his fingers inserting and swirling.

“Oh, yeah,” she murmured.

His motions built until he was finger fucking her. He had an intuition that she needed this. They touched, they held hands, she needed something else.

She gasped and grabbed his forearm, but not to slow him down. If anything, she wanted him to go faster.

He pumped ferociously now, and she felt the shivers begin in her, way down deep, struggling to come up.

She tried to relax and let it happen, and it began to happen.

She gave a groan and her hips lurched. “Fuck,” and she lurched again, then her pelvis began to move all around, bucking and jerking, as her orgasm gathered and built strength and…finally…overwhelmed her.

“AHHH!” she gave up his arm and grabbed for his body. She hugged him. Held on to him for dear life, and the earthquake shimmied through her.

Then she was done.

He started to get up.

“Sleep with me,” she whispered, refusing to give up her hold on him.

“Okay. Let me take off my clothes.”

He undressed, and his body was feminine in the dim light. He was stacked, his butt was round, and his face was becoming more and more feminine. Almost as if the daily make up was enabling him to transform this personal part of himself.

He lay down and she reached her arms around him.

He put his arms around him. In this intimate moment he missed his dick. It had been wonderful getting her off. He wanted to do it again and again.

And he wished he had a dick. But if wishes were dicks we’d all be fucking.

They slept.

And awoke. Staring into each other’s faces. And smiles broke out.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“We’re going to need a bigger bed.”

She laughed, then grew sober. “You were wonderful. I’ve never experienced anything so…so pure and wonderful.”

“I can’t wait to do it again.”

Then: “I want to do it to you.”

He laughed, bent his head and kissed her nipple.

“No, I’m serious. I want to fuck you.”

“Sorry, no can do.”

“You’ve got a vagina. They said it will work…”

“But you don’t have a peeny.”

“Yes, I do.”

He stared at her with one raised eyebrow.

She rolled out of bed and opened her bottom dresser drawer. She held up a dildo.

“You have a dildo?” he gave a look of mocking shock.

“Not only that…” she reached into the drawer again and pulled up a mess of straps.

“You have a strap on!” And now he was awed.

“I got the dildo for me, it came with straps and I never…I never…”

“Never expected to have to use them.”

She put the dildo in the plate and untangled the straps, then she began buckling the dildo on.

She stood there, a penis jutting out, and it was a big one.

“God,” he said. “I hate to say it, but I’m scared.”

“No, you’re just a virgin. You don’t know, yet.”

“Yet.”

“So, we’re going to need lots of lubrication.”

“You been reading up on this?”

“Yep.”

“So you’ve been thinking about this for a while.”

“Yep.”

He sighed, and gulped. “Well…”

“Well, you’ve got no choice. But here’s the good news…after I fuck you…you can use it.”

“Just like a man,” he whispered.

“Just like.”

She was done adjusting the straps and she grabbed her cock and held it. “So how you want it, bitch?” She was grinning, and then they were both laughing.

“Let’s try it face to face. Then all fours. Then every which way but loose.

“Every which way it is. Lay down and get ready.”

He lay back on the bed and she grabbed some lube from the top of her dresser. She slathered it onto his hole. It felt weird, nobody ever touched him there. He didn’t even touch himself there.

She knelt next to him, her lubing turning into a gentle fingering, and he was suddenly terrified.

“Shush, now. I know,” she reassured him.

Being a woman she knew how to be gentle, and she took her time.  She kissed every square inch of his body. She mouthed his boobs and he was feeling warmth shoot through him. She even fingered his asshole, which made him jump, but he loved it. The prickly sensations that turned into little shivers of anticipation.

But it was his pussy that they wanted right then.

She knelt between his legs, pushed them apart.

There was a little bit of male in his mind that told him it was wrong, that he should be between her legs, but he squelched that thought quickly. He was no longer bound by ideas of what was male and what was female.

She kissed him, a long time, and he felt her fumbling down there. Then she had the top pointed into his pussy.

“Oh, God,” he breathed, terror becoming anticipation.

Slowly, ever so slowly, she slid into him.

It was incredible, it was like being opened up. The stretching of skin was the stretching of nerves and he felt himself so tight, but opening, becoming…

“Okay, lover?”

It was the first time she had called him lover, and he loved it. He kissed her, and he realized he was crying.

“Don’t cry,” she kissed his eyes. She remained still, inside him, but not moving.

“I can’t help it.”

“Okay, then, cry. Are you ready.”

Crying, gulping, giving himself up to her, he nodded.

She began to move in and out.

His vagina was his penis turned inside out, and the nerves of his penis gave him full sensation.

“Oh…oh…”

More than full sensation. This was like nothing he had ever felt before.

She kept her strokes gentle, but filled him, then emptied him. Again and again and again.

And he felt it, an orgasm. His eyes went wide. “I can…I can…”

“Yes, you can.”

She kissed him, squeezed his tits, and slid the dildo into him, right to the balls, and he started to shiver.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…”

“Let it go, baby.”

He did, and the explosion was awesome, magnificent. He curled his toes and his hips jerked like a baby’s rattle. back and forth, out of control.

“Yeah, baby!”

“FU-U-UCK!”


EPILOGUE

On January fifth of this year Owen Grey was awarded $4,659,240. His victory over the hospital came after 4 years of legal work. The final decision was made easy by the fact that the hospital deliberately tried to hide his records. The proof, however, was between Mr. Grey’s legs.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


I Turned a Man into a Woman!

A torrid tale of feminization!


PART ONE

“I don’t remember,” Shelly sobbed. “I remember meeting a guy in a bar, and we had drinks…and then he was pushing me out of his car. He threw my clothes at me and I stood there, not knowing what was going on. People walked past me, until finally somebody…somebody helped me. A guy…he helped me get dressed, called an Uber and brought me home. He offered to help me, but I was coming to myself by then, and I didn’t want…I didn’t…I wanted to call you.”

I held my sister and felt the rage within. She had been date raped. She cried and cried, and I made some coffee and held her some more, and finally, when the sun was rising, she managed to fall into an uneasy sleep.

I left the door open, went into the living room, and thought about what had happened to her.

By rights I should have called the police, but I didn’t trust the police. I had been to court on a traffic ticket and they had openly lied. I had seen them laughing about it when I left the court, a couple of hundred dollars poorer.

And I knew that the police treated a rape victim like she was the guilty one. I certainly wasn’t going to put Shelly through that.

So I sat, and thought, and listened to my sister mumbling in her sleep, and I decided what I was going to do. I was going to give this Rohypnol dude a taste of his own medicine.

I picked up the business card the fellow had left her. Imagine, date raping her, then leaving his card! Have you ever heard of anything so arrogant in your life?

Sure, I loved getting drugged and taken advantage of. Let me have your number so I can call you and do it again.

I put the card in my purse and began to plot.

The scumbag’s name was Brent Johnson, and he worked at Nolan’s Brokerage House. Nolan’s was a high end financial concern, and his card said he was a Vice President. Well, woopty do, Mr. Vice. I am going to preside over your funeral. Figuratively, of course.

Nolan’s offices were in a small office building on La Cienega, just above the hospital complex, just below the ascent to the Sunset Strip.

On a Monday morning I walked in and asked for a job application. While I was chatting with the receptionist I noticed a menu board behind her. There were 15 names, and above the names were headshots of the brokers. I studied the picture above Brent Johnson’s name.

There was a small cafe across the street, and I took up residence next to a partially obscuring bush. I typed on a small lap top and looked like any other number of Hollywood writers.

As I watched the entrance to the brokerage house I typed Brent Johnson’s name into Google, and he came up right away.

30 years old. Single. Loves Labs. Drives a Maserati. Graduated Princeton. Played baseball on the college team. Threw two no hitters. Double woopty do.

He was a poster boy for sweet and innocent, and he had a deep, dark secret. He liked to drug young girls and have his way with them.

What’s the matter, Mr. Sweet and Innocent? Can’t get a date on your own?

The day passed. I went for lunch and parked down the street upon returning. No sign of Brent. Probably tired from a long weekend of raping.

Dusk, and the hours passed. At 8:32 precisely a light blue Maserati convertible wheeled out of the drive next to Nolan’s. He passed right by me with a zoom, and he was easy to recognize. I pulled out and trailed him from a lane over and two cars back.

He zoomed up La Cienega, turned left on Sunset, and took a quick right turn at the strip mall on the right. But it wasn’t a strip mall, it was a very narrow street, overgrown with shrubs.

I followed the street on a slight curve, and was just in time to see Brent drive through an iron gate which quickly closed. He lived in a condo with good security.

Crap.

I pulled a U and went home.

A couple of weeks passed. Every couple of days I would sit at the cafe and wait for him to arrive. Every couple of days I would follow him to lunch. Every couple of days I followed him home.

He arrived at work precisely at 8:50. The building opened at 9, so he was Mr. Punctuality. Arrived early and stayed almost to nine in the evening every day.

Lunches he spent either in the office, or at some local eatery. Sometimes he would go to Barney’s Beanery, where everybody seemed to know him. Once he went to Pink’s and scarfed down a couple of hot dogs. I was two people behind him, and he chatted with people in line easily. Mr. Personality.

Sometimes he just stayed in the office. Brown bagged it, or probably ate out of a vending machine, I thought. Then I saw the receptionist cross the street and I knew he was sending her out for lunch. She picked him up a gyro with French fries and a Coke. $9.99.

Most nights he would go home. Just drive up to his swank condo and disappear.

On a Thursday night he went down to Charlie Coyote’s, a low profile but high end night club. But he just ate dinner with a couple of friends, laughed a lot, drank a couple of Highballs—he liked whiskey and Coke,—and went home.

On a Tuesday he took a friend, possibly a co-worker, to the airport.

Huh.

Mr. Scumbag didn’t have a lot of weaknesses, and that didn’t leave me a lot of opportunity to enact the plan I had hatched. So there was only one thing I could do. I was going to have to take him at home. And preferably early on the weekend so I would have a lot of time to work.

But I needed to know more about the building he lived in.

I entered the front door and looked around. To the right was a staircase, to the left was an elevator. In the office, in front of me, was a wall of mail boxes, and a desk at the end of the room. Behind the desk was another door, and this one would lead to the manager’s office. At that moment, however, the manager was putting a label on a box and he looked up at me with a smile. “I’ll be right with you, ma’am.”

While I waited I studied the names on the mail boxes. Brent Johnson. 510. Excellent.

The manager was short, bald, and looked like he had never climbed a stair in his life. Which opinion was bolstered when, after I asked him about rentals, he took me to the elevator. Of course, maybe he just didn’t want to subject a customer to stairs, but…whatever.

“I’m interested in a condo.”

He took me back in his office, a plush, little cave, and outlined rules and regs, asked me about employers and former residences.

I have lots of money, an inheritance, and I had no trouble shmoozing him. Within fifteen minutes he was giving me the official guided tour.

There was a pool in the basement, along with a fully equipped gym.  There was a small room at the end of every floor. The second floor had a laundry. The third floor had a billiards table. The fourth floor had another laundry. The fifth floor had a library. The sixth floor opened up on a patio the size of the roof. There were wrought iron, glass topped tables; wrought iron chairs with thick cushions; stands of flowers to separate the tables.

Any parties must be okayed with management, valet parking could be had from a local firm, the guests were all professional people who lived quiet lives.

Perfect.

They could be quiet while I had my way with Mr. Brent Johnson.

When we came to the fifth floor I noted a pair of doors at the end of the hallway. Beyond was a small balcony.

“Can we look at the balcony?”

“Of course.” He led the way and I passed the door with 510 on the front.

The balcony overlooked the strip and had a three chairs. It wasn’t big, and I noted the balcony on the right. And Mr. Brent Johnson, alias Scumbag Extraordinaire was sitting on the balcony reading a newspaper.

“It’s wonderful to sit up here and watch the ants on the Sunset Strip,” remarked Charles, his two hands on the railing.

I studied Brent closely, and he must have felt my gaze, for he looked over at us. He grinned, “Hey, Charley, new tenant?”

“Hi Brent. This is Monica Sanderson. She’s having a looksee. Monica, the infamous Brent Johnson.”

I almost choked over that. Charles was joking, but…he didn’t know of whom he spoke.

“Good to meet you, Ms Sanderson. And don’t worry. Charley said he’ll have those drug dealers out by next month.”

Charles made a gurgling sound, but Brent was only getting started.

“And he promises there will be no more shootings.”

“Uh, Brent…I…”

He laughed. And if I hadn’t known he was a rohypnol guy I would have believed the merriment in his laugh.

“I’m kidding. Charley runs a tight ship. Takes care of everything before it happens.”

“He’s kidding, Ms Sanderson.”

I turned and placed a hand on Charles forearm. “I know that.” And I gave him a big smile. Then I turned back to the grinning Brent. “Can I…is it possible to look at your apartment?”

“Of course. I’ll meet you at the front door.” He disappeared.

Charles walked me back into the hallway, “Mr. Johnson is a great joker.” He was still worried about what Brent had said. Charles was a fastidious man who crossed all t’s and dotted all i’s.

The door to 510 opened and I entered. I entered the apartment and was standing two feet from the man who had treated my sister so cruelly. Oh, if I had a gun…it was lucky I didn’t have a gun.

“I’m a bachelor, so you know you’ll see a bit of mess…” his apartment was clean and neat. A few books on a side table. Car keys and cell phone on the coffee table. The couch was brown leather with overstuffing. It was perfect for the big screen TV it was aimed at.

I walked around the room, peeked into the bedroom, examined the bathroom.

They thought I was thinking about leasing my own, getting ideas. In reality I was scoping exits and possibilities. I was planning my crime.

And I loved the four poster bed. Thick and sturdy. Perfect for handcuffs.

I made cheerful remarks about the kitchen and the patio, and all the time my mind was churning out ice cubes of revenge.

Finally, Charles and I exited the apartment. Brent bid us good bye and closed the door. Charles talked a bit more about the security system. And there was the gold. I asked to see more, and when he took me down to the basement my plans firmed up.

On a Friday night I cruised past the condo. I caught a glimpse of Charles talking to somebody in the lobby, and I turned into the parking lot in the strip mall. Across and down the street was a nightclub, and cars were filling up the parking lot.

I parked in the far right corner of the strip mall and a security guard came up. “You’ll need to get stamped at the club.”

“I’m just making a delivery.”

“Oh, okay.” He wandered off.

I took a large bag out of my car and went to the gate at the back wall. There was a small walking alley back there, and I placed the bag next to a small dumpster. There was another iron gate at the end of the small alley, but it had a door, and I knew the door could be jammed so it wouldn’t lock. Right now it was locked and my bag would be perfectly safe.

After unloading everything I drove my car down the hill and onto a side street. Parking was rough this time of night, but patience rewarded me and I found a spot right near the corner. No cameras around, easy to get into and out of, and I walked back up the hill.

To the side of the strip mall was a bush lined walking alley to the condos. I grabbed my bag from behind the dumpster and headed for the small alley. At the end of the alley, on the right, ensconced in the shrubbery, was a metal door. Fortunately, the metal door had a cheap ass lock, and I managed to insert a flat metal bar with a hook in it into the latch assembly. A quick pull and I made the bolt slide back enough to open the door. I was in, but I just stopped and stood still. There wasn’t supposed to be any electronics connected to the door, but I wanted to make sure. Ten minutes later I was sure.

I picked up my bag and walked to the stairs. I was careful to avoid the lone security camera which was aimed at the garage door. Up the stairs to the fifth floor. Down the hall to the small balcony. It was a three foot jump from that balcony to the balcony of room 510. I made the jump easily, and, more good news, the door was open. I was prepared to break glass, but was glad I didn’t have to. The cleaner I did this, the less mess, the more the chance I would get away with it.

His apartment was as I remembered it. Neat and tidy. And I put my bag down and began my final preparations.

When you are waiting to commit a crime time passes in odd fashion. Seconds tick fast, as if propelled by the rushing adrenaline in your veins. Yet, the minutes moved slowly, as if having to be forced.

I waited on a tall chair at the kitchen counter. Listening to the sounds of the Sunset Strip. The honking horns. The shrill laughter. An occasional screech of tires.

What was I doing?

Revenge, sure. Justice, absolutely. A crime…undoubtedly. But…but his crime had to be answered. He had to face the music for what he had done.

I had entered the apartment just after dusk, about seven o’clock, and I sure hoped he wasn’t going out. I didn’t want to wait until after midnight to get started.

Then I had a thought. I hadn’t seen him with a girl, but what if he brought one back with him? Yikes. Scary thought. That would certainly blow all my plans.

Well, nothing to do for it. I had been watching him for a while now, and he never went out with girls. And why would he? He was getting his jollies with rohypnol. So why would he want to risk getting involved with somebody? And Shelly had said he had taken advantage of her in a car, so…so he was going to come home. And I had nothing to worry about. I hoped.

Eight o’clock passed. The night sounds were getting wilder. Good. They would mask any sounds he made.

Tick tock tick tock. Eight thirty. Should be any time now. He usually got off somewhere between eight and ten.

Nine o’clock, and I was getting a bit twitchy. My heart seemed to be pounding harder by the minute, and I knew I was working myself into a tizzy. He had to arrive soon. He couldn’t go out on the town. Not tonight. He had to—

DING! I heard the sound of the far elevator. It was loud outside, but silent inside, and the sound was unmistakeable. He was here. It had to be him. Nobody else.

I moved to the door and took out my gun.

Footsteps. Soft, muffled by the rug in the hallway.

I could hardly breath. I was actually faint…and hyper. All at the same time. I was going to do this. I was going to.

The clittering sound of a key in the lock. The lock turned and the bolt slid back. The door opened quickly. More quickly than I expected, and the door swung back and almost hit me.

I could see him through the crack between the door and the jamb. Light was on him, but not me, but I was terrified that he was going to look at me and see me and…and he kept his attention on his key. Took it out of the lock and slipped it into his pocket. He had a grocery bag in his arms and that helped obscure his vision. He entered the room and began to pull the door closed. As it swung back I was visible, but he still didn’t see me. It was a moment of not expecting to see somebody, of being safe in his comfortable living room.

“Hello.”

His head jerked up and his mouth opened in shock.

I shot him in the middle of the chest.

Two prongs inserted into his flesh and the charge zapped into him. 50,000 volts through his shirt and into his flesh. He spasmed and shook, tried to remain standing, and I could only imagine the chaos in his mind.

Then he fell, and he laid still. He was conscious, but only sort of. He was dazed and confused, and I knew I had only a few seconds to get him into his bedroom.

I grabbed his arms and began to pull. I’m strong, I work out regularly, but I wasn’t prepared for the weight of a limp body. Still, I dug my heels in and pulled, and he slid across the floor. I got him through the bedroom door, but he was starting to stir. I had placed the stun gun in the holster I had around my waist, and I was prepared to draw and fire.

I grabbed his hair and pulled, and the pain started to penetrate, and even to bring him around.

“Hey!” he reached up and grabbed my hand, but he was now sitting on his big poster bed.

I pulled my stun gun and shot him again.

There was a buzz that I had missed the first time, and a smell. Funny. I didn’t notice the smell. It was like ozone. I would have expected a burning smell, as of flesh.

He finished shuddering and he was really out this time. I pushed him around, pulled his arms and legs out and fastened the handcuffs on him, then to the posters. He was spread out and helpless, just the way he liked them, and now the shoe was on the other foot.

Now that he was secured and my plan was in motion, I went into his kitchen and searched for the alcohol. Man, I needed a shot. A couple of shots.

I found some expensive whiskey, Engraved Woodward, $115 a bottle. Nothing is too good for me and and I poured myself a shot. Gah! Too strong. Even though it was sipping whiskey, I had a girl’s palate. I found a big bottle of Pepsi in the fridge and sweetened that sucker. Ah. Much better. I fixed another drink, ice cubes and all, and sauntered back into the bedroom. He was just starting to come around.

“Hey…what is…what’s going—”

“Hello, asshole.”

He stared at me, and I turned the lights on. He blinked, my image registered, and he blurted, “You!”

I smiled. “Me. The sister of your favorite victim.”

“Victim? What are you talking about?”

I lifted my bag up and emptied it out on the bed. He could raise his head enough to see what the contents were.

A power drill, in case I needed to go through a door the hard way. A couple of cases for make up. A knife, very sharp. A bottle of pills. And a few other odds and ends. And a bag of clothes.

“What are you doing? Why are you doing this to me? I never did anything to you!”

I picked up one of the items. A head band with a penis plug on it. I smiled, and when he opened his mouth to protest I jammed it in.

“Aghjee! Ghuuoss!” His voice was muted, unintelligible. Nobody would hear anything.

I bent down so my face was inches away from his. He was a handsome devil, and he tried to move his face back.

“You are a bad person, and I have come to serve up some justice.”

“Ghosssl! Foillst!” He sounded so delightfully nothing. Just mumbles that might have been words.

“You gave my sister rohypnol, then you raped her. Do you have any idea what that does to a woman?”

His eyes were wide and he started shaking his head manically. I grabbed his head so he couldn’t move. “Do you?”

“Klooosssdd! Bleeerty!”

“Huh. I can’t seem to hear you. Could you hear what my sister said when she begged for you to stop? Did you care?”

He kept grunting and mumbling and shaking his head.

“Let’s get started, shall we?”

He yelled things that sounded like ‘stop,’ and ‘no,’ but I ignored him.

I took out the very sharp knife and held it to his throat. He went quiet. Gulped. His eyes were looking down as if to see the knife.

“If you struggle I can stop you. Do you want to struggle?”

He moved his eyes back and forth.

“I thought not. Now, let’s get started.”

I unbuckled his pants and pulled them down, and received the shock of my life. “Oh…oh…my God…you…!”

He was wearing nylons! And the straps that led up to…a garter belt!

Now it was my mouth that was open. I pulled his pants down all the way, used the knife to cut them apart and tossed them to the side.

Nylons. His legs were shaved and he wore an expensive brand of hose. I lifted his shirt and had a full view of the garters.

I ripped his shirt open and stared. He was wearing a tee shirt, and under the tee shirt was…a bra!

I started to laugh. First it was a nervous giggle, then it was a chuckle, and finally a guffaw. My big, bad rohypnol thug was a cross dresser!

His face was crimson. It was redder than a tomato driving a fire engine. His eyes were stricken. His humiliation was obvious and total.

For a long time I couldn’t stop laughing. I actually laid across him and held my belly. Finally, I sat up and looked down on him.

“Mr. Big Bad Brent Johnson. Sissy Cross Dresser.”

He looked away from me. I grabbed his face with one hand and forced him to look at me. I snarled, “Is that why you rape little girls? Because you’re a sick pervert?”

He got an angry look on his face and tried to shake his head no.

Of course he did. What pervert is going to admit the truth? What sicko is going to confess to his crimes?

“Well, Mr. Asshole. You picked on one too may gils, and now you’re going to get your comeuppance.”

I pushed his face away in disgust, and picked up the knife again. I sawed at his shirt, but left the bra on him. I left his nylons and garters on, too. I took off his shoes, and there he was. A man, naked except for bra and garters and hose.

His dick, interestingly, or perhaps of course, was standing straight up. It was nice and big. Larger than average, and quite delicious looking. If only it hadn’t been on a pervert.

I sat next to him and grabbed his penis. I started to stroke it. “You know, I thought about just cutting your penis off. Castration. A quick slice, take the nuts, too, and that would have been a sweet revenge.

In the end, though it was tempting, I decided not to. I just want justice. I’m not evil, like you. So I decided you can keep your weenie. Of course, it may not work for a while. Not when I give you a shot of Depo Provera. That’s the chemical castration drug they give sex offenders.

So you will have a dick, but it will just hang there, useless, not be able to rape innocent young girls again. And, if you persist in your perversions, I could always come back and give you another shot. A more permanent shot. Would you like that? Would you like to be castrated chemically? Not able to get one of those big, delicious hard ons for the rest of your life?”

“Dhousssty!” There was defiance in his look now. And anger. Lots of anger. But that was okay. Defiance would give way to fear when I was done with him.

“Okay, now, as I said, if you struggle I will use my knife. I will cause pain. So don’t struggle. Just lay there and take it…take it like a woman. I’m going to do your nails now.”

Do his nails? His eyes widened, and he started to struggle, but I held the knife right above his eyeball and stared him down.

I worked on his tootsies first. He had nice feet, not clod hopper things, and his nails prepped nicely. Within fifteen I had them prepped, and I started painting them.

“This is a nice, bright, ‘fuck me’ red.” I spoke conversationally. “I’m coating them with the strongest, longest lasting lacquer known to man. Or to woman. When I’m done you will have nails until they wear off. Of course you could always use a grinder, just grind those tootsies down until you have no nails at all.”

He lay there, and when I glanced at him he had tears in his eyes.

I worked on his hands next. I sanded, pushed back the cuticles, and selected the longest nails I had. They were two inches long.

“This is the strongest glue I could find. You’re just going to love how long these nails last. Of course you could always trim them. But that would be a shame. I suggest you flaunt and enjoy.”

I coated them with lacquer, lifted them up and admired them. He stared at his low long and slender fingers and gulped.

“Isn’t that a pretty red color? Sort of like shiny blood, if you get my drift.”

He didn’t make a sound. He was now resigned, would endure, and hope that he could undo my work. Hah.

“Now then, let’s see about your pretty face.”

“Hojjus!”

“Shut up now, I don’t want to mess you up.”

I took out a little case and opened it up. It was not normal make up, it was a micro blading kit. Next to it I opened another case. A tattoo kit.

Brent stared, absorbed, and began to struggle. I held the knife to his ear and pulled on his ear. “One slip and this I snip.” I had a good hold, very painful, and he stopped.

“Now then, if you struggle you make a mess. You don’t want a bunch of botched tats running across your face now, do you?”

Now he really was crying.

I dried his tears, then began the procedure.

It took a couple of hours, but it was pretty easy work. I had worked as a tattoo artist for a few years after college, before I started my company, and I was pretty good at it.

I microbladed his eyebrows. Gave them a great, thin curve, very feminine. I tattooed eyeliner on him. I tattooed his lips a beautiful red.

Honestly, I had forgotten how good I was.

Finally I pierced his ears and his nose. And here was a great trick. I put a ring through his nose, hoops through his ears, then I ran a silver chain, very thin and delicate, from his nose to one ear. Oh, wonderful Incredibly sexy and kinky, and he would only be able to turn his head one way.

I was nearly beside myself

I was done, and it was six in the morning. I stood up and yawned. I had done incredibly precise work, and I hadn’t left bleeding or scabs. It was the best work I had ever done.

Shame it had to be on a pervert.

Brent was staring at me. Oddly, there was no hate in his eyes. I expected that. Oh, well, he would have time to hate me on the morrow, ph, this evening.

“I’m going to catch a few winks. Why don’t you do the same.”

He didn’t say anything, just laid on his bed and stared at me, as if to memorize me. Forever.

Yes, his hate would be coming soon.

And that was fine with me.

I went into the living room and laid down on the couch.


PART TWO

I woke up at noon. I had been tired, but the excitement of what I was doing, serving justice to an evil man, kept me wired.

I checked on Brent. He was sleeping.

I went into the kitchen and rattled a few pots and pans. I made myself some scrambled eggs, some hashbrowns, and a couple of sausage links. I smeared syrup over everything, then went out and sat on the patio.

He really had a stupendous view. I could see the strip below, just getting started. Across the valley I could see thousands of rooftops, an occasional chimney spouting smoke. I could hear buses roaring. I could even hear snippets of voices. Too far away to understand, but not to far to grasp a bit of understanding. A bit of anger here. Laughter there.

It was humanity.

And I had humanity bad I the bedroom. I put the dishes in the sink—no need to wash—and went into the bedroom.

Brent was awake, and in the daytime I could see the wonderful job I had done on him. His eyebrows reshaped his whole face, made it narrower, more feminine. The mascara was wonderful Gave a depth of personality to him. His lips were the best, however. They were a bit puffy from the tattooing, and the red ink I had used was really brilliant. It was going to take a long time for his make up to fade.

And the ring through his nose. That wasn’t right.

I frowned. Hmm.

I got out my piercing tools and took out the ring in his nose. I put it in the right side of his lip. Halfway between center and the corner of his mouth.

I smiled. Yes. That was what was needed.

“Okay, sweetheart,” I lifted an eyebrow, “are you ready for the party?”

“Whuuuj!” I figured that one out. He asked ‘What?’

“We have to dress you, then put more make up on you. Then we’re going to go party. You want to party? Show off your new look?”

Again with the tears.

I pulled a slinky pink latex dress up his frame. I had to loosen his feet, one foot at a time, but with the knife in my hand he didn’t bother to struggle.

Before I pulled the dress up all the way I gave him some breast forms. Not huge, but big considering how well outlined they would look under the dress. They were good breast forms, too. They had stiff nipples that would look absolutely delicious on him.

I pulled the dress up, and was pronounced right. He was delicious.

I took out a pair of heels, wicked witch heels, old style with buckles and little locks. I put them on him, for a wonder they actually fit, and locked them on.

It was getting late now, it would be dusk shortly, and full dark shortly after that.

I applied face paint. Primer and foundation, blush and so on.

I did his eyes, and again I was aware of him staring up at me.

And I was aware of his hard on in his dress.

“Looks like somebody likes this. Is that true? Do you like getting all dressed up?”

He said nothing. His eyes said everything. Yet, there was still no hate in them.

Well, ther ewould be. I took out a syringe and gave him a shot. Depo Provera. His boner went down in minutes, and his eyes were so large I thought they might fall right out.

I continued with the make up, and finally, he was done. Except for the wig. But I wanted him standing up before I did that.

I fixed myself a little dinner. He had a can of Vienna Sausages, so I ate that, and a couple of pieces of toast, heavy on the jelly. He had Smuckers Grape in his fridge. Good boy.

Then I watched a little TV. The politicians were all spewing the same lies, so I watched a little Kardashian. The Kardashians might be all kooks, but they didn’t lie.

And, night fell outside the window.

I stood up and walked out onto the balcony. It was dark, but light on the strip. I could see the nightclub down the street. It was really wild down there. I could see a long line of people waiting to get in. I had a feeling I wasn't going to have to stand in line. After all, I was going to be a freak, and Hollywood loves freaks. I walked back into the bedroom.

“Hello, love. How’s it going.”

“Leegmeghooo!”

I was getting better at understanding my wayward boy. He had just said, ‘let me go.’

“Not a chance, Mr. Pervert. This is your night.”

I reached for the little vial of pills. I took one out and held it up in front of him. “Feel like a little of what you’ve been dishing out?”

His eyes widened. “Nooo!” It was muffled, garbled, but it was easy to understand.

I reached forward and grabbed his nose. I tilted his head up. I had drilled a little hole in the middle of his penis gag, and I pushed the pill in.

He tried to resist, but he didn’t stand a chance. I grabbed a bottle with a tube on it. I fit the tube to the hole in his gag and squeezed the bottle.

For a second water dribbled up out of the hole, then the pressure worked and the water went into his mouth. He was trying not to swallow, but he couldn’t help it. He gulped, and the pill went down his gullet. I grinned.

I waited a half hour, and it was obvious when the pill took effect. He started to sweat. I blotted his face carefully, I didn’t want his make up messed.

Then his eyes started to look dizzy. They unfocused, the irises grew bigger, and I knew he was ready. I took out the penis gag.

He lay there, and I opened his mouth and looked into it. Yep. He had swallowed.

“Hello, Brent.”

“Oh…hu…hi…” He looked around the room.

“You have to do everything I say.”

“Oh…uh…yeah.” He spoke like a dope on drugs, not to be redundant.

“Tell me you love me.”

“I love you.”

“Mean it.”

“I really, really love you.”

He didn’t mean it, it sounded like bad acting, but he had said it.

“Okay. We’re going to go out now, and you will do everything I say. I’m your girlfriend, and you love me.”

“I…love you.”

“Okay.”

I unfastened the handcuffs.

“Just lay there for a minute.”

He lay on the bed, looking up, wondering, and not even wondering what he was wondering at.

I picked up all my goodies and stuffed them into my bag. I didn’t expect to be caught, but I wanted to leave no evidence. I would be throwing all this stuff out. I had done the dishes, even run them through a cycle on the dishwasher, do there was no trace of me there. And I wasn’t worried about touching anything. I had been wearing latex gloves the whole time.

I put the bag near the door and went back into the bedroom. “Okay, honey, up on your feet.”

He turned and slid off the bed, and almost fell on his face. The drug was making him loopy, but he was also unsteady in the heels. That was okay. I would hold onto his arm and keep him balanced.

I quickly fastened the wig, then said, “Come on, baby.”

I was getting off on this, talking to him like we were lovers.

I lead him to the front door. “Pick up that bag.”

He picked up my bulky, over-size purse and slung it over his shoulder.

Now that was a plus. He was acting like a woman without being told. Maybe it was his sneaky, little cross dressing habit.

We stepped into the hall and walked towards the stairs. He kept look ing around, blinking, and I was astounded at how feminine he looked. I reached over and tweaked his nipple. He didn’t feel it, but he looked at me curiously. I couldn’t help but giggle.

This was better than I had imagined. This was really a thrill. It was like I had a real, wind up, talking Ken Doll.

Down the stairs, then out into the little alley, and we reached the street.

It was brighter than I expected. Looking down the lights had appeared orangish. But when you’re under the lights it was brighter. It was almost like being in daylight. Colors were bright and everything was easily defined.

I looked up at Brent. He was perfect. His face was so perfectly feminine. I had done a wonderful job. And he was going to look like this for years! His face being total femme, I wondered if he would start wearing a dress to work.

I held his arm, kept him upright and on a straight line as we walked down the strip. He didn’t walk fast, and I could see people staring at him. More at him than me, he was more beautiful, and that was fine with me. I didn’t want people looking at me.

A car filled with high school kids passed, and they all started hooting.

And well they should. His tight dress. Latex revealing the stand out nipples, his garters visible under the short dress, his impeccable make up. He was a knock out.

We came to a cross walk and I pressed the button and we waited. Eventually the light changed and I helped him across the walk.

A couple of guys honked, and one guy yelled out, “I’ll be your daddy!”

Then down the other side of the street.

The nightclub was packed. The line in front was down the block. Pounding music leaked out of the structure and set the whole street to throbbing.

Cars slowed down and drivers gawked at Brent. People walking the other way slowed down and stared, and swiveled their heads when passed.

I ignored all. I reached into my big purse and took out a big pair of sunglasses. So big they would be a mask. I didn’t want any cameras recording my presence.

We came to the end of the line. Three bouncers were standing around, and they turned their heads and looked down on us.

I smiled and tilted my head towards the club.

The closest bouncer unhooked the line and we walked past a hundred people.

There were sighs, and groans, and a lot of envy. But two sexy women stand a lot better chance of getting into a club than a bunch of horny guys with a few skanky dates.

We entered the club, and chaos enveloped us. Raucous music made my looser dress vibrate. Brent’s dress…it didn’t vibrate. It just…squeezed his sexy body.

A few steps in and the bodies surrounded us, bumped against us. I felt a hand grab my ass. Yes. This was the place.

I guided Brent to the bar. “Brent, honey, go get us a couple of drinks.”

Like an automaton he nodded. He was taller than me, and he moved into the crowd. Him out of my hands it made me nervous. But the crush of people would hold his body up, and I hoped my instructions, and the purpose of the crowd, would hold sway.

It did. Five minutes later he emerged from the crowd and held a glass out to me.

I drank. I told him to sip. He did. Rohypnol with alcohol, not a good mix. He might get sick, but I had a feeling he was just going to go deeper under.

We danced then, and he was actually a good dancer. In spite of his druggy condition he swayed and stepped. His eyes were glassy, and he was not really there, but all his instincts kept him moving.

I guided him to a table, and I gave him the big instruction. “Brent. Whenever anybody asks you something, you must say ‘yes.’ You must do what they say.”

“Oh.”

“What did I say?”

“I have to say ‘yes.’ I have to do what they say.”

“Good boy.”

I was just in time, because at that very moment a couple of studs came to the table and leaned down at us with big grins. Brent was maybe five foot ten. I was five foot six. They were both well over six feet. They looked like football players with their wide shoulders. One of them had gold teeth, and their skin was dark, dark ebony.

What’s that saying? Once black never back?

Well, we would see.

“Good evening, ladies.”

“Hi, guys. Have a seat.”

Pleased, they slid in beside us. I should say one on each side of us. We were firmly trapped by these big bodies.

“Want something to drink?”

I held up my glass. It was nearly full. “But Brent does. Don’t you Brent.”

“Yes,” said Brent. And he actually smiled. It was a lazy, goofy kind of smile, but…he smiled!

One of the monsters waved a gnarly hand and a girl came by, took our orders and disappeared.

“So what’s going on tonight?” asked the bigger one. He was maybe six foot five, probably weighed 250 pounds.

“Well, not much for me. I actually have to get home tonight.”

“Really?” The smaller monster was disappointed. He was only six three and 230 pounds.

“Yes. I have a baby, and my husband said I had to come home at a decent time. I really love my husband.”

I was laying it on thick, but they were buying it. I didn’t want to present myself as available in any way.

“But, you know, Brent can stay all night. Can’t you, Brent?”

“Yes.”

The two big guys grinned. The light twinkled on the one’s gold teeth.

“Are you guys part of a football team or something? You’re so big!”

“Nah. There’s just a bunch of us wanted to go out.”

“How many?”

“Johnny and Rance are over there.”

“Call them over. Introduce them to Brent.”

The monster, his name turned out to be Rashad, waved a big, thick, meaty arm at his friends, and two more monsters squeezed into the booth. It was getting pretty crowded now.

And more drinks appeared, though I kept sipping away at my drink, which never seemed to empty, and Brent went ahead and every time they asked him if he wanted a drink he said, ‘yes.’ And he drank and drank.

I really wondered if the rohypnol and booze would erupt, but they didn’t, and I watched in awe as the men started to ignore me and squeezed in closer and closer to him.

Finally, I reached across the table and shouted to Brent. “Honey, you stay here. All night if you have to. And you do whatever these fine gentlemen tell you. Okay?”

Brent: “Yes.”

“You ain’t leavin’, are ya?”

I turned to Rashad. “I do have to go, my child, you know, but I do have to tell you…”

“What?”

“This is Brent’s first real night out on the town. You make sure you show him a good time.”

Rashad grinned.

“He’s quite willing, and he’ll do anything you want.” I looked at Brent. Rance was nuzzling his neck with his big lips and Johnny had a handful of latex tit. “Won’t you, Brent?”

And Brent said, “Yes.”

With that I managed to get Rashad to move back and let me out. I kissed his cheek and smiled at him, then I headed for the door.

But I didn’t leave. No. This was too good. Besides. I wanted proof to bring home to Shelly. I wanted her to see that she had been revenged, and that she had received justice.

I headed for the bathroom. I had my big, pink purse over my arm and inside the bathroom I changed my outfit. Then I pulled another wig over my head. Then I put on different sunglasses, and painted my lips a different color. In five minutes I was changed and unrecognizable. Even if somebody looked at the security cameras, they wouldn’t recognize me. I even managed to turn my purse inside out, and now it was a cloth lining brown.

At that, I was just in time.

The party at the table was getting bigger. Apparently Rashad and company had more friends, and they were all starting to sniff around the beautiful girl at the back of the booth.

I moved to a dark corner, refused conversation and pick ups, and watched.

Rashad stood up and held out his hand and said something to Brent.

Brent, of course, said ‘yes.’ I watched his mouth move and that was what he said.

Rashad, trailed by a couple of his giant friends, walked to the rear of the bar, down towards the bathrooms, and out a back door.

I waited a brief minute, then hurried after them.

The air was Hollywood thick. Delicious with smog and hot enough to boil a frog. Rashad and a half a dozen of his friends were moving towards a dirty van parked under a tree at the back of the parking lot.

They opened the van. Rashad asked Brent something, and Brent said yes, and they stepped into the darkness of the van. I recorded it on my cell phone.

Now I was caught. I wanted to see. I wanted more pictures. But…how?

I stood there for a long five minutes. I took some more videos of the big men standing around, but…what to do? what to do?

Finally, I had had enough. I don’t know what possessed me, but I strode across the parking lot towards the van.

The men saw me coming and stopped talking. They turned to face me.

I walked right past them, slid open the door, and there was Brent. He was bent over a seat, his bare fanny in the air, and Rashad was pumping him for all he was worth.

Rashad didn’t even stop. He just smiled wide and kept humping.

I took out my cell phone and recorded.

One of the guys, I think it was Rance, started to grab me, and I shook him off and frowned up at him. “Brent wanted some pictures.”

One of the others: “But that could be evidence!”

I laughed. “Nonsense.” Holding the cell I turned and lifted Brent’s head by the hair. “Brent. Do you want this?”

“Yes.”

“Are you enjoying this?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to film this for you?”

“Yes.”

With a cell full of video I turned back to Rance and the fellows. “See?”

They shrugged, and I turned back and got some more video. I was just in time.

“Oh, yeah! Here I GO-O-O!”

His penis erupted with such a savage jerk, and semen actually spurted out of Brent’s asshole.

A minute later Rashad was crawling out of the van, and Rance was crawling in. He had an even bigger dick. He put that big, black monster to Brent’s semen leaking man pussy and shoved it in.

Brent groaned, arched, and then flopped over and let Rance have his way with him.

I video-ed for a while, then I smiled and backed away. I had all the proof I needed. Rashad even walked me out of the parking lot and thanked me for a good time. Heck, it was Brent that had given him the good time, but that was okay. I accepted his thanks and headed down the strip.

I walked down the strip, turned down a street, and headed for my car. It was waiting, and I put my big purse in there and drove away.

I headed out for Santa Monica. I parked along the ocean and took a long walk. I put the clothes I had worn in various trash cans. I walked out the pier and at the end, when I was in a shadow and nobody was looking, I dropped the stun gun and the handcuffs and most of the tattoo kit into the ocean. They would sink, drift a bit with currents, then get covered up by the shifting ocean floor.

I drove back along the Ten, then took some side streets. I placed remaining items in dumpsters in darkened areas. I threw some stuff out on the street. Finally, I got rid of the purse. I gave it to a woman begging at an off ramp.

I went home.

I slept, well and good, deep into the next day. I woke up and ate some Cheerios and watched the news. Lots of news. No channel, however, had a story of a man who had been forcibly made up and given to a bunch of men to…have their way with.

That was fine. That was excellent. I didn’t want anybody looking for me.

Oh, I figured they would. A guy with a story that wild, the police, in spite of their laughter, would have to do a little bit of looking.

But what were they looking for?

A woman who touched nothing.

A woman who left no traces.

A woman who avoided cameras, and when the cameras did catch her, showed mostly hair and sunglasses.

A woman who had inquired about a lease, but who hadn’t brought back the application.

A woman who…disappeared.

And I wondered what Brent was going to do. He had permanent make up on. His lips were tattooed red, his eyebrows and eyelashes with feminine.

Of course, he could take off the jewelry. And I giggled thinking about him waking up and not being able to turn his face because of the chain. Heck, if he did turn he risked ripping his lobe, or his lip, at worst, and, at best, speaking with a bad slur.

Yes. I had really done the deed. I had revenged my sister, and I had taught a lesson to a very bad man.

And now there was only one thing left to do.

I parked in front of my sister’s apartment and walked up the stairs. The door was locked, she kept it locked all the time now, and I knocked. I heard her footsteps, and she asked, “Who is it?”

Poor girl. She could see it was me through the peephole, but she still had to ask. She hadn’t been that way before Brent had done what he had done to her. But, at least I had turned the tables. She was going to be so happy.

“It’s me! Monica! Your sister!”

Chains rattling, and she opened the door a crack, then opened it all the way.

I entered and she hugged me. the look in her eyes. She was always fearful now, and I cursed Brent all over again. Even though I had revenged her…it almost didn’t seem enough.

We sat down on the couch and talked for a while. She said she had met a man, but I didn’t think she was being truthful. I mean, maybe, but…who knows.

And we discussed our parents, and planned for Christmas. Maybe a jaunt, both of us, up to San Jose. A little time with Mom and Dad would be just what the doctor ordered.

Finally, however, I just had to tell her.

“Shelly?”

“Yes?”

“Do you remember that episode of a couple of months ago?”

She went silent. Of course she remembered. She would never forget.

“The guy who gave you the drug and…and did things to you.”

“Yes,” she looked down.

I lifted her chin and smiled. “Well, don’t worry. I got him back for you.”

“You what?”

“I got him back.” I then gave her the nutshell. How I tracked him down, how I followed him. I explained about the stun gun, and the make up, and then how I left him in a nightclub, getting gangbanged.

Her reaction wasn’t exactly what I thought it was going to be. She didn’t seem excited, or happy. She just seemed pensive. I realized that maybe it would take time to appreciate what I had done. And perhaps I should have waited before telling her. She was still close to her own tragedy, after all.

Still, I had done it, and I was telling her, best to just…tell her everything.

So in spite of her apprehensive attitude, I finished with, “And I have pictures. I took videos, and I made some stills, and I can play the vids, but maybe you just want to look at the stills at first?”

“Well, yeah. Okay.”

Huh! What was wrong with Shelly? I had really done it, and she just acted so…dull.

Well, whatever. I took out my cell phone and called up the pics I had taken from the videos.

I started backwards, from the end. I showed her the pics of the big black men screwing Brent’s butt.

Then I showed them going ape all over her in the night club. It was hard to see her face, and her face was all made up, anyway.

Back, back, to the apartment. Brent, laying on the bed.

Some of these shots weren’t good. They didn’t reveal his face, but they did show what I was doing.

Finally, however, I got to the pièce de résistance.

I showed the picture of him lying on the bed, freshly shocked, out of it, and before he had any make up on him. He was easily recognizable now!

“On, my God!” Shelly sat up straight.

I grinned. At last a reaction.

“That’s him!”

“Yup,” I smiled proudly.

“But why?”

“Why what?” My brows furrowed.

“Why did you do it to him?”

“What? Because he drugged you and raped you!”

“But he didn’t drug and rape me!”

I stared at her, the emotion going out of my face.

“He was the one who found me and helped me. When everybody was walking past me, avoiding me like I was the plague, he stopped and helped me.”

“But you said he wrote his number on a card!”

“No! What rapist would leave a card with his number? That would be a virtual confession!”

“But…but…”

“The guy who helped me left his number. He said if I needed anything he would help me out! I was hurting, and he was so incredibly nice! I have never met a man so kind in my life!

“But…but…no! That’s the rapist!”

“No! That’s the guy who helped me. And his name! I remember his name now! It was Brent!”

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!

[image: ]

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.
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