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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Do you remember the movie ‘The Clockwork Orange?’

They reprogram a criminal by keeping his eyes open and making him watch a bunch of propaganda.

Sort of like TV and today, you know?

I always wondered how effective such a method would be?

Could you tape a guy’s eyes open and reprogram? Make him soft and loving? Get rid of unwanted masculine behaviors?

Maybe.

I’ve actually read studies that claimed a man could be made to grow breasts through such methods.

Hmmm.

Any volunteers out there?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Owned by His Wife!

He thought he was in charge,

until she changed his sex!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Brad got the call just past midnight.

“1413 Cooper St.”

“You got it.” Brad hung up the phone and swung his legs out of bed. He was about five foot ten, a bit on the chubby side, and had a ruggedly handsome face. He’d never win any beauty prizes, but women seemed to like him.

Of course, maybe it was because he was a cop. Some women liked a man in uniform.

“You’ve got to go out now? You just came to bed!”

Brad smiled. He was tired, but these calls always woke him up. “I’ll be back before morning.”

Shiela sighed. She sat half up and reached for his back. She ran her hand down it, massaged his tired shoulders. “Don’t they have the night time crew for this?”

“Well,” he stood up and put on his shirt, “they must be busy. Die now and avoid the fall rush.”

Shiela gave another sigh. “Your dark humor is not appreciated.” She bent as if to touch her toes. Her heavy breasts spilled forward, and she grabbed a pair of panties.

“Here you go.”

Brad chuckled and took the panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up.

“Sissy,” she teased him.

She had made him start wearing panties right after he had become a cop. Her thoughts on the matter were specific: if he was scared somebody might see him panties, he would be all the more anxious to avoid getting shot.

And she found that she liked it. He was sexy, and she wanted to get him to shave his legs, wear nylons, or maybe even a bra.

He was a rough man, and feminine underthings brought out the softness, made him think twice before he said or did anything.

Brad pulled up his slacks, put on his shoes, then put on his holster.

Shiela watched as he put a thumb to the gun safe, then pulled out a Glock.

“When are we going to have a world when we don’t need men to go around armed?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know, maybe never.”

She got to her knees on the mattress and hugged him, kissed him, and said what she always said: “Come home all in one piece.”

He smiled, and left.

Shiela lay back down. The moonlight came through the window and illuminated her beauty. Her face was an exquisite work of art, her body was a culmination of work outs and DNA.

And she thought: When will we have a world that doesn’t need men with guns.

Brad drove through the Los Angeles traffic. It was light and he didn’t bother with the siren. Besides, whoever it was, he wasn’t going to be waking up just because of the siren.

Not no more.

1413 Cooper St. was on the edge of Beverly Hills just off Sunset. It was a tri-level with immaculate lawn, trees that looked like giant dandelions, and a Maserati in the driveway. The Maserati had the top down and a paper license on the back plate.

There were four cop cars there, along with an ambulance, and a wagon.

Brad nosed his car into the mess that blocked the street, flashed his badge at the cop manning the yellow tape, and headed up the walk.

It was a beautiful home. Big, sunken living room with beige carpets deep enough to come up between the toes. A miniature statue stood next to the door, and a young cop directed him towards the back bedroom.

The murder victim was messy, all right, but not in a normal way. And Brad didn’t need the menthol rub.

The man was laying in bed, a look of agony on his face. He was contorted so he looked like he was ready to bounce on a springboard and take a high dive.

A high dive right into the morgue.

His eyes were open and his fists were clenched. He was naked, and Brad had a brief thought: They come into the world naked, and they go out naked.

“How you doing?”

Brad bumped fists with Tom Beninger. Tom partnered with him often, and they were a good team.

“Better than him.”

Tom grunted and looked at the man laying on the mattress, the sheets askew and half thrown off the bed.

“Randolph Hollingsworth. Dying testament to the fact that you can’t take it with you.”

A cop was walking around the bed, snapping shots. Next he would video the whole thing, then Brad and Tom could get their hands dirty.

Brad was pulling on his latex gloves when he noticed the man’s erection.

“What the fuck?”

“Yeah. First impressions?”

“He’s got a boner, and…it’s still leaking.

It was leaking, and it had made a mess. There was a huge puddle of sperm next to the body.

“I expected blood, but when I saw that…” Tom shrugged.

Brad squatted down and peered at the man’s member. It was maybe ten inches, thick, and it wasn’t completely hard, but it certainly wasn’t soft.

“Jerry,” Brad called to the coroner, who was filling out some paper work.

“Yo, how you doing?”

“Better than Randolph here. What about his dong?”

Jerry stepped over to the body and squatted next to Brad. “Yeah. It’s big, but dying sometimes gets a guy erect.”

“I never noticed.”

“Sure. Blood settles, and if the guy is in the right position it settles in his wang. Not always, but this guy is positioned perfectly. But that’s not the big deal.”

“What’s the big deal?” Tom squatted next to the two men and looked at the dead man’s dick.

“Guy’s been dead almost 24 hours. Rigor is starting to relax, but he’s still cumming.”

The three men stared at the end of the dead man’s huge dong. The head was big as a golf ball, and his balls were like tennis balls.

“Are his nuts swollen?”

“I don’t know. I’ll know when I get him on the table.”

The three men were silent then, just staring, and suddenly the dead man groaned, “Unhhh!” and twitched.

Brad and Tom jumped back in shock.

Jerry chuckled. “Twenty four hours. Muscles are starting to relax.”

“Scared the piss out of me,” remarked Tom.

“You and me both, partner.”

The dead man on the floor belched.

“Maybe I’ll put some of that menthol under my nose after all.”

The other two were already reaching into their pockets.

“Here you go,” the captain tossed a folder onto Brad’s desk, and sauntered on.

Brad motioned to Tom and opened the folder. Tom slid his chair over and looked over Brad’s shoulder.

Randolph Hollingsworth was rich and important, which didn’t seem important because he was now dead, but what was of interest was the manner in which he died.

His semen was rich with L-argnine, saw palmetto, Swedish flower pollen, and a dozen other substances that were not normal to the human body.

Tom murmured, “It makes sense, but what the fuck…”

“That’s why he had so much semen,” Brad pointed to the coroner’s conclusions.

Randolph Hollingsworth had cum himself to death.

He had squirted his load, kept squirting until he was empty, then squirted some more. In the end, his heart couldn’t take it, and he expired.

“But what would make a man have that much semen?”

“So who do we look for? He was fucked to death, there are signs of a woman, and he had made love, but…”

“Well, she really banged him.”

“Bad pun.”

The two men stared at the coroner’s report dourly.

They had to find a woman, but she might have nothing to do with Hollingsworth.

Or maybe she gave him something that made him cum. Some super Viagra or something.

“You know, I don’t think I really want to go out that way.”

“Probably not. Shall we divide up his black book?”

“Might as well.”

Randolph Hollingsworth had a thick black book. Lots of names in it, and it would take a while to go through them all.

“I’m going to see if I can get some help.”

“Okay.”

That night, after a dozen phone calls to beautiful women, Brad headed for home. He walked in the door and Shiela handed him a drink, and followed him to the bedroom where he took off his holster and locked up his Glock.

Shiela had a couple of steaks simmering, and a gallon of mashed potatoes. She served him, and asked about the case.

“When you told me cause of death was an orgasm I couldn’t believe it.”

Brad shivered. “The guys all agree it wold be the way to go, but not me. Think of how the guy must have suffered.”

“Did you have much luck tracking his girlfriends down?”

“We’ve got his black book, and most of the women are listed in his cell phone. Is that weird? To have both a black book and a cell phone filled with the same stuff?”

Shiela shrugged.

“I mean, he’s even got pictures of each woman.”

“Are any of them suspects?”

“Not really. They have alibis, they were appropriately shocked, nothing in Hollingsworth’s house to point a finger.”

He bit into his steak and smiled. “Man, this is good.”

“You know, most times I’m not interested in your cases.”

“I know. Mostly they’re just messy shootings, disgusting to look at. But this one…this is weird.”

“Well, keep me up to date. Wanna fuck?”

Brad laughed. “Well, you have wined and dined me…”

“Hurry up and eat. I’ll make you another drink.

Ten minutes later they were naked, humping and bumping, laughing and chortling, and going in and out.

Then Shiela rolled over on top of him. He was close, and she said, “You want me to fuck you to death?”

“Baby, you already are.”

“Not yet I’m not.”

And with that Brad began to cum. And, the weird thing, he came extra hard, and he seemed to have a lot of semen. And it made his heart pound extra hard.

The telephone calls didn’t pan out. No likely suspects.

“Well,” said Tom, “pick out the best looking ones and we’ll do a little legwork.”

Brad gave his partner a twisted smile. “You pick. I’m married.”

Tom grinned mightily.

They did the footwork, and still nothing stood out, then they had a break.

Across the street from 1413 Cooper Ross Worth was on vacation. He had security cameras on his property. When he came home and heard that his neighbor had been killed—the media had not been told the cause of death—he went through his security tapes, and he brought new evidence to the police station.

“Who is she?” Brad stared at the screen.

The shot was clear. A street with no traffic. Bushes didn’t wave because there was no wind. Then a lady drove up in a corvette and parked in the driveway. The top was down,  and her top was up.

She had magnificent hooters, much better than your average woman.

She was blonde, her hair long, but held up in a purple, silk scarf. Her body was a symphony of sex appeal as she walked to the front door.

The front door opened and Randolph Hollingsworth, very much alive, opened the door.

She stepped into the house, kissed Randolph mightily, then turned to close the door. And in that one instant they had a perfect face shot.

Her cheeks were high, her mouth was wide and red, the light in the house shone down on her perfectly.

“Freeze it.” Brad said.

The two men studied her face. Tom opened up her cell phone and looked at the pictures. There was a match.

“She’s a beauty,” Brad explained to Shiela as they sipped good bourbon on the back porch.

Their house wasn’t high on the hill, but it did have a good view of Los Angeles. The smog made the multitude of lights twinkle and waver.

“And there’s no record of her?”

“Cynthia Fixx.”

“Fix, like in double cross?”

He nodded.

“So have you found her?”

“It was easy. She works for a corporation. ‘Amazons.’ Guy in charge is Judd Morgan.”

Shiela watched her husband, and listened, and her eyes couldn’t be seen in the gloom.

“She’s got a page on the Amazon’s website. She’s a babe, built like a brick you know what. Makes you wonder.”

“Wonder what?”

“Wonder why a woman that beautiful would kill somebody.”

“You know she did it?”

He shook his head, took a sip of bourbon.

“We’ve got that weird chemical combination in Hollingsworth’s baby batter, and that’s about all. But we’ll go talk to her. We’re having forensics go over the house again. We’ll find something. We always do.

In the darkness Shiela bit her lip. She had a worried expression on her face, but she made herself calm and said, “I’ll go get you another drink.”

He nodded.

And she added, “Then we can fuck a little.”

More lab reports came in. More inconclusive evidence that meant something, but what Tom and Brad didn’t know. They were surprised when Jerry asked them to come down to the lab, that he had something to show them.

“There are traces of alcohol in Hollingsworth’s blood, but it’s weird,” said Jerry. “He wasn’t a big drinker, but his cells retained a lot of alcohol.”

Brad and Tom stared at the forensic scientist. They were standing around a tall, steel table on which stood a couple of beakers and a small petrie dish.

Jerry’s face was unhappy. “You have that much alcohol in you and it should show up, but it’s like the alcohol got locked up in cells, was no longer able to get him drunk, but…it’s there.

“So what if it’s there? I mean, anomaly, but where does it lead to? Or point to. Or whatever?”

“Watch.”

Jerry poured liquid from a beaker into the petrie dish.

“This is the L-argnine, saw palmetto, Swedish flower pollen, and all the other stuff that was in his semen.”

The liquid sat in the petrie dish. It didn’t move or bubble or anything.

Jerry reached under the table and brought up a brown, paper sack. He opened the sack and brought out a bottle of cheap bourbon. He opened the bottle inserted a dropper and extracted about a drop from the bottle.

He held the dropper over the dish and squeezed the black bulb on the end.

The drop of alcohol struck the liquid in the dish, and nothing happened.

“This is exciting,” quipped Tom.

“Wait.”

They waited.

Jerry wasn’t put off by nothing happening. He explained, “My portions are probably all off. Do a little math and figure out the proportion of substance X, alcohol and the human body and…there we go.

The liquid began to bubble. Then it began to bubble over. It topped the lip of the dish and poured over the steel table.

Jerry placed a couple of towels around the dish and the towels became soaked. And still it bubbled.

“What the fuck?” said Brad.

“This reaction isn’t going to happen right away. When Hollingsworth drank the booze it had to go through his body. It caused this reaction in his nuts. This is the semen that was bubbling up.”

The three men stared at each other, and the substitute semen dripped to the floor.

Shiela was not normally interested in his cases, but she was sure interested in the Randolph Hollingsworth case. She asked about it every day when he came home. And when there were new developments she downright grilled Brad.

Brad didn’t mind. Cops suffer through bad experiences, and it always helps to talk.

Not that this death was particularly gruesome, but it was weird.

“So this woman, Cynthia Fixx, she feeds her victim some kind of super poison, but the poison doesn’t take effect until she gives him alcohol.”

Brad grunted and sipped his drink. “That sounds like it. I mean, that’s one possible scenario.”

“And you’re sure she’s the one?”

“She’s the only one that we can put in Hollingsworth’s house. We’ve found a bottle that was fresh opened. The bottle was wiped, but the cellophane wrapper still had a partial print on it. We’re going to go see Ms Fixx tomorrow, get some prints.”

“Don’t you have to get a court order for that?”

“Got one in the works. Tom will pick it up tomorrow, and then we’ll go see our young lady.”

Shiela made Brad another drink, and they sipped, and they made their way to the bedroom.

“You know,” said Brad as he took off his shirt, “It helps to talk this stuff. Thank you “

“Oh, heck,” she smiled as she unrolled her nylons, then, when he took off his pants, and stood revealed in panties, she pushed him back on the bed and climbed on top of him.

She pulled his cock out and sat on him. He went in easy, and she began rocking back and forth.

Brad felt good. He was feeling better and better every day. It was like he was slightly drunk, but without any of the bad effects.

He leaned up and took her nipples in his mouth and sucked them.

“Oh, yes!” she muttered, holding his head to her breasts.

Back and forth, in and out, deeper and deeper. 

She felt like he was up to her belly button, deep, and it felt good. Thens he stopped.

He looked up at her.

“Brad?”

“Yes?”

“What if this Cynthia Fixx is the murderer…”

“Yes?” There was something in her voice that alerted him: she was serious.

“What if she had good reason?”

“To murder somebody?”

“What if it was a mistake? What if they were experimenting with some new way to get high, and she just…made a mistake?”

He mused inside, then said, “Doesn’t matter. First degree or manslaughter…if she killed him she killed him.”

“But isn’t there some sort of accidental death charge or something?”

“I suppose. Accidental death, or death by misadventure, but it doesn’t matter.”

“Why not?”

“Because if she gave him the substance, or even if she saw him starting to croak and didn’t call 911, she is guilty. Maybe even more guilty for leaving the scene of whatever misadventure they had.

In the darkness Shiela was silent, and finally Brad pushed his hips deeper into her. “Come on.”

She laughed, and got back to work. She twisted and writhed and took full advantage of his man meat.

Brad was sleeping. He looked to be sleeping deeply.

Shiela got out of bed and padded down the hallway. In the kitchen she reached into her purse and took out her cell phone.

She stood for a long minute and thought about the situation, about what she was going to say.

She tapped on the face of the phone, but before it could connect the light went on.

“You okay?”

Brad was behind her.

She jumped, and turned, and her face showed her alarm.

“What’s the matter?” Brad approached her.

She forced herself to calm. “I just wanted a drink of water.”

He smiled, “Calling out for it?” He pointed with his chin at her phone.

She was back in control. “Just checking the weather.”

“So what’s it going to be?” He stuck his head under the faucet and gulped.

She waited, and for a moment she thought about clonking him on the back of the head. Unconsciousness. Maybe her weight forcing his unconscious head under water.

But she really wasn’t that kind of a person. No matter what beliefs she held, she was not partial to violence.

Brad raised his head and looked at her.

“I don’t know. You caught me before I could…” she tapped the phone and brought up the weather.

Eighty degrees tomorrow. No clouds.

“Great. A los Angeles day.”

Then he peered at her. “Honey? Is everything all right?”

“Of course,” she smiled. “Why do you ask?”

“Just…you’ve been so nice the last few days. Great dinners, bourbon and Coke on the doorstep, making love to me like a nympho.”

She put her cell back into her purse. “So that’s all I am to you…a nympho.”

He was grinning. “I certainly didn’t mean it in a bad way.”

“Oh, you’re in trouble now, buster!”

She grabbed his cock and lifted.

“Ouch!” But he was smiling. He had just come, but…it felt good.

She kissed him. Passionately. Then she pulled him, by the dick, down the hallway. “Think you can get it up again?”

He was shocked when he could.

And, after a second bout, and a great squirt, a hefty squirt that felt like it would have filled up a Coke bottle, he lay back and put his arms behind his head on the pillow.

“You know,” he said, “I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy.”

Shiela snuggled. She would have to make her phone call on the morrow. She hoped she would be in time.

The next day dawned, and Brad was up early.

He took a shower, fixed breakfast, and dawdled.

This drove Shiela crazy. She needed to make that phone call. He had to head for work. The court order would be waiting for him and Tom. They planned to hit Cynthia first thing, and that didn’t leave Shiela much time.

Finally, Brad gave her a kiss, then headed out the door.

Shiela watched from the window and made sure his car was driving down the street, then she tapped the face of her phone.

“Yes.” A flat voice. Nothing to give a clue to the caller about who was answering.

“Cynthia Fixx is in danger. Police will serve a court order on her this morning. They have evidence.”

Click.

Shiela stood and held her phone tightly. She had done her duty. She had done what she could. Now all she could do was keep here fingers crossed.

Cynthia Fixx had parked her Corvette in the garage. She got out of the Corvette, and click, click, clicked across the parking garage. She was wearing a pencil skirt. Mauvish. A matching jacket and under it a sheer blouse.

No bra. No panties. She didn’t like to feel confined.

No nylons because her legs were that perfect.

She stepped into the elevator and, while riding up to the 28th floor, checked her phone.

Nothing. Of course reception was lousy in the building, so no big deal. When she reached the top she’d check again.

The elevator stopped at the ground floor and half a dozen police got crowded into the box. One cop held the door open, two cops moved to the sides of her.

One cop, five foot ten and a little chubby, stepped in front of her and said, “Miss Fixx. I’m detective Brad Johnson. We’ve got a search warrant. We’ll be searching your offices, and your home, and we’d like a DNA sample right now.”

Jerry didn’t usually go on busts, but he had asked for this one. He was most curious, and he swabbed her mouth, and had the uncomfortable feeling of a boner rising.

It was the woman. She was packed with sex appeal. She would have given a dead man a boner. Then he realized what he had thought and chastised himself.

They went up to the 28th floor and entered the Amazon offices. A muscular man named Judd came out of the back offices and looked them up and down. His look was cold and hard.

He smiled at Cynthia. “I’ve called a lawyer. Please don’t say anything.”

That didn’t make Brad happy, but what was he going to do?

They ransacked Cynthia’s office, which was a windowed affair on the side of the building facing the ocean. They opened every drawer, took pictures, took the drawers out and checked to make sure nothing was taped to the bottom.

They checked the trash can, under the blotter, examined the lamp on her desk.

They asked for her phone, which she gave cheerfully, but not the security code.

Tom and Brad had a short discussion just out of her hearing.

“You want to try anything?”

“No. She’s already lawyered up.”

“Might surprise her.”

“Might give her a clue as to what we’re about, and we don’t want that.”

So the two detectives waited, watched, and couldn’t help but admire the incredibly beautiful woman sitting so patiently in a chair in the waiting room.

Shiela received a phone call. she listened, then she ran out to her car. She risked speeding tickets, but hoped all the cops were at the Amazon offices. Or maybe a fire somewhere, or anyplace that wasn’t the home of Cynthia Fixx.

She parked on the street in front of the next house down from Cynthia’s. She walked to a hedge, turned up a drive, and through a side gate.

She went to the garage and picked up a rock. she smashed the window and entered the garage.

The garage, and the house, was cool. Not a feel of anybody inside. No dog or cat.

She hurried through the house, following the instructions she had been given. Into the bedroom, and a wall safe.

She turned the tumblers, praying the police wouldn’t arrive.

The safe opened and she reached in. The little vial was right where she had been told it would be. She took it, and a sheaf of papers, and ran for the garage.

As she crossed the kitchen she saw the cop cars arrive.

She was caught!

She turned and ran to the front door. She unlocked it, then, staying low beneath any windows, she ran back for the garage.

She went out the door and ran down the walkway to the fence. She looked through the spaces between the boards and saw a dozen cops moving over the lawn.

She watched, and she prayed, and her prayers were answered.

“Front door’s open!”

Then a series of voices yelling things like, “Clear!”

She stepped out of the gate and walked swiftly towards the street.

All the cops were crowding in the front door. If one of them had turned and seen her it would have been all over.

But nobody turned and she made it to the edge of the hedge. A few steps more and she was in her car, soaked with sweat, her heart pounding, thanking whatever Gods had watched over her.

“So you got her?” Shiela handed Brad a bourbon and Coke.

“We got her,” he smiled. “She’s got a high priced lawyer, but we’ve got evidence.”

“What kind of evidence?”

“Her blood. A partial print on a wrapper. The security cam from across the street. There’s stuff on her phone.” He frowned. “What’s weird is that her safe was empty. Somebody got to it, ran out and left it open. If we could have caught them I’m sure everything would have come undone.”

“Do you have enough to convict her?”

“We will.” He grinned and took a big sip. “We’re getting warrants for the whole office. That Judd Morgan guy. We’re going to take him apart, and everybody else working for Amazon.”

“Amazon. What a strange name for a company.”

“You said it. And we’re going to take it apart. Baby, when we’re finished we’re going to know every last thing there is to know about The Amazon Corporation.”

“That’s wonderful!”

“I’ll say. Say, do you mind if I take a quick shower? I’m pretty grody from working all day.”

“Not at all.”

He hopped in the shower, and she ran for her cell phone. She tapped the faceplate.

“Yes.”

“The police are planning to serve warrants on Amazon.”

“A moment.”

A series of clicks. Then nothing for thirty seconds. Then: “Do you still have the vial from the safe?”

“I do.”

“Excellent. Here’s what I want you to do.”

Shiela listened to the woman speaking. Her mouth opened. She trembled. But, in the end, she had to follow her orders.

She heard Brad get out of the shower and she went to her purse. She took out the small vial and held it in her hand.

She got out the bourbon and a Coke. She put ice in a glass, then bourbon, then Coke. She swirled it.

She uncorked the little vial and emptied it into Brad’s glass.

She swirled the drink again.

She heard him coming down the hall, and she felt like crying.

She was going to…she was going to…but she had to.

Amazon demanded it.

She turned, a brilliant smile on her face. She held the glass out.

“Well, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Shall we give you a night of rewards?”

He took the glass, grinned, and swallowed a large gulp.

Large enough to do the job.

He said, “Bring it on, baby.”

So she hugged him. She put her arms around him and wished she was some place else.

If she had known this was going to happen when she had fallen in love and married him, she wouldn’t have fallen in love. Wouldn’t have married him.

Then, arms around each other, smiling at each other, they walked down the hall towards the bedroom.


PART TWO

Brad was happy. He had solved a near unsolvable case, was going to charge a murderer with a crime, and who knew where the corporate investigation would lead.

On top of that his wife had been treating him like royalty. He was being served bourbon and Coke as much as he wanted (and he did like that brew!), and she was taking him to bed nearly every night.

What could be better?

They entered the bedroom and Shiela unbuttoned his buttons. “Let me do the work,” she murmured, kissing him gently.

She took off his shirt, then his undershirt. She kissed his nipples and cupped his manhood.

She unbuckled him, took down his zipper, and pulled his pants off.

She pushed him back on the bed and grabbed his panties and took them off.

Brad was in heaven. His wife, the most beautiful woman in the world to him, was going all out.

She arranged him on the bed, put her mouth on him and began fellating him like there was no tomorrow. She cupped his testicles and mouthed him, then reached under him and fingered him.

This was something that Brad particularly liked. He had so many nerves down there, and it was taboo, and…he loved it.

Then she crawled up his body kissing his flesh, stroking him, then finally straddling him on her knees and sinking down.

He touched her beautiful breasts. He felt her liquid essence envelope him. He grunted, and they became the beast with two backs.

They devoured each other.

They fucked.

And she backed off.

“Oh, ho! What is this?” he groaned.

“Just going to make it last a little longer,” she whispered, nibbling on his ear, kissing his mouth, edging him and edging him.

Again, they were together. Again they pumped. Again she did everything in her power to bring him to the lip of climax…then pulling back.

“Oh, God!” he moaned. “You are incredible!”

Again she rode him, she teased his nipples and he sucked on hers.

And she backed off.

Again and again and again.

And he had had enough.

“Let me squirt,” he begged.

She refused.

“I’ve got to! I’m desperate!”

“She took him to the precipice, let him look in, then pulled back.

And again and again.

There comes a time when it doesn’t matter anymore. The man’s cock will reach a point where it’s going to squirt, regardless of stimulation or withdrawal or whatever.

Brad reached that point. His cock had had it, it was going to shoot, except…except…it was sorta not shooting, but shooting…but…it hurt!

Semen came out, a thin trickle. And kept coming out.

Shiela knew what was happening. She drew back, and off him.

Brad lay on the bed, cumming, but so slowly, and so painfully…and even his nuts hurt!

He grabbed his penis, strangled it, tried to stop it, but it was on full overload. It was going to cum and that was it!

“Stop! Stop!” Brad yelped, the pain increasing as his essence was ripped out of him.

Shiela, a sob in her throat, stepped back from the bed.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

Brad contorted, and howled in agony.

Shiela ran to the kitchen, grabbed her phone and tapped it.

“I did it! Please…make it stop!”

Shiela, in spite of any ism or belief or belonging to any cult, loved Brad. Brad was a good man. He had thought he was doing the right thing in his police work. She didn’t want to kill him!

The voice returned, “He may not die. Comfort him, make it easy for him, but if he survives he’s going to change. We’ll send somebody.”

Shiela ran back to the bedroom.

Brad was laying on the bed, sheets flung off, bent over and crying.

“Oh, Brad!” Shiela jumped onto the bed. She held him. She kissed him. “It’s going to be all right. You just need to survive. Help is on the way.”

Brad was in agony. His head was bent back, his eyes were filled with pleading, he held to Shiela and tried to understand what she was saying.

For hours Brad was in pain. For hours his cock leaked the terrible fluid.

Sometimes he was relatively lucid. Sometimes he wasn’t.

In the lucid moments he knew something had been done to him. Something like what had been done to Randolph Hollingsworth.

He even realized that it was his wife who had done it to him.

She didn’t summon an ambulance. The things she said…she was comforting, but seemed to have an idea where all his pain was leading.

Somewhere, during the long torment, the doorbell rang.

Shiela jumped up and ran, and brought back a tall brunette, very gorgeous, who inspected him with a candid eye.

She felt his nuts, gave his cock a stroke, looked into his red lined eyes.

“Ice water,” she murmured. “Got to cool him off.”

Shiela brought ice and the wrapped it in bags and surrounded his body with it.

The ice turned to water, his body was so hot.

Shiela went out for more ice.

More ice melted against his fevered body.

His chest hurt. It was like somebody was pounding spikes into his nipples.

His balls felt like they were exploding. His penis was a tower of burning agony.

The woman wrapped ice in a sock, wrapped the sock around his penis, and began stroking him.

More semen issued forth.

More pain exploded.

And the woman said, “We need to cool him down inside.”

Shiela stared at her.

“Do you have a dildo?”

She nodded.

“Put it in the ice box. We’ve only got about an hour left. If this doesn’t do it…”

Shiela had three dildos. She put them all in the ice box.

A half hour later the woman said, “Okay, now. Get me the dildo.”

Brad lay on the bed, shrieking in breathless silence, his body arched, his pain so great he couldn’t speak.

The woman took the big penis, it was cold to hold, and said to Shiela, “Turn him butt up.”

Shiela did.

The woman spread Brad’s cheeks and administered the biggest dildo to him.

For a second, Brad’s eyes were so large and bulging, Shiela was afraid he was going to expire on the spot. His muscles went as rigid as steel, his back bowed and his bones actually cracked.

But the woman shrugged off Shiela’s touch and kept moving her hand, and suddenly Brad relaxed. He began to breath, and the pain passed.

He had endured so much pain, however, that he couldn’t move. He just lay there.

The woman left the dildo in him and turned to Shiela. “He’s going to make it.”

“Oh, thank you. Thank you.” Shiela had been crying all afternoon, and more tears issued from her eyes.

“You must really love him.”

“I do.” Yet, talking to this very experienced woman, she felt a little guilty.

“It’s okay,” the woman said, touching Shiela cheek with one hand. “We can use him.”

Some time later Brad went to sleep. The dildo was still inside him. It as like it was collecting all the poison inside him.

Shiela and the woman went out to the living room.

“Got a drink?” asked the woman.

Shiela prepared two drinks, handed one to the woman.

The woman sipped his whiskey and murmured, “My name is Sally. I’m a specialist in matters like these.”

“Hollingsworth died. Would Brad have died?”

“He came close,” Sally nodded. She sat back and breathed deeply. “That was rough, but we can use him.”

“How so?”

“We can always use people in strategic positions. How long have you been a member of Amazon?”

“A year. I’ve attended seminars, gotten a little training, but I’m obviously out of my league with this,” she waved a hand towards the bedroom where Brad was now sleeping peacefully.

“Yes. Well, you did admirably. You kept your cool, and…he’ll live.”

Then the women discussed Amazon, the people who worked for that international organization, and how the world would change.

It was evening before Brad woke.

He was stiff, very sore, and he had something…something…he reached back and felt the dildo in his ass.

His eyes grew large, yet he knew that this thing in him must have helped save him.

He extracted the thing gently, and felt a sense of relief wash over him at its absence.

He lay there in the semi-darkness for long minutes, then decided he was going to have to move.

That he had been near death he knew. The puddle of semen soaking the bed was proof of that.

He had been about to go out the same way Randolph Hollingsworth had gone.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his asshole felt…good. Who would have thought?

He stood up, his legs shaking, and almost fell over.

He staggered to his closet and put on the robe. He stood, weak as a kitten with palsy, and waited.

His strength was coming back.

He walked across the room and down the hallway. As he approached the living room he heard voices. His wife’s. somebody else’s, somebody he had heard before, while he was suffering.

He stepped into the living room. His cock hung, and was…smaller. And his front was caked with semen. His chest…his chest was changing, it had small breasts.

Shiela and Sally looked up at him, then Shiela was on her feet, sobbing, hugging him.

Sally merely regarded him with a pleased but jaded expression. “Well, glad to meet you, Brad.”

Brad made it to the couch where he collapsed. He looked down at his weenie, at his chest. He looked up. “What happened to me?”

Shiela was about to say something, but Sally beat her to it.

“You, Brad, have become a real pill. A danger to the Amazon Corporation.”

“Amazon Corporation?” He understood words, but the concepts behind them were still a bit fuzzy.

“Randolph Hollingsworth was in our employ. We thought he was on our side, but, alas, he was collecting material and was going to reveal us.”

“Who…who are you?”

“We are the inheritors of earth. Amazon is a group of women who had decided to correct planet earth. To do that we must control men, put them in their place. We certainly don’t need people like Randolph Hollingsworth working against us.”

“So you killed him?”

“Do you know how many people have died from wars?”

Brad stared at her.

“Not just the wars, but collateral damage? People just wanting to grow their crops and suddenly they have crazy people shooting guns and dropping bombs all about them?”

Randolph looked up at Shiela. “Could I have some water?”

Shiela trotted off to the kitchen.

Brad turned back to Sally. “So you killed him.”

“Not I, but my organization. Though, to tell you the truth, it was an accident.”

“You make a guy die, you make him cum himself to death, and you say it was an accident.”

“The chemical concoction we administered was supposed to change Randolph into a woman. Unfortunately, we miscalculated, and…” she shrugged.

“And did you miscalculate with me?”

“Yes and no. We had no other recourse, we didn’t want to just kill you out of hand, but we figured that if we changed the dosage, and I was on call to help, then maybe you could live.”

“Lady, you’re under arrest.”

Whatever response Brad expected, it wasn’t the one he got.

Sally smiled.

“That’s funny?”

“And you’re changing into a woman.”

He couldn’t help it. Brad looked down at his chest. Little boobs, and they hurt, and he had the feeling—hell, he knew—they were going to get bigger.

And his cock was shrinking.

Shiela handed him a glass of water. She placed a bourbon and Coke on the table next to him.

Brad was speechless. Everything that was happening, it was too much. It was overwhelming.

“You will reduce in height a couple of inches. You will lose weight, and your fat will be redistributed. Your hips will flare out and your chest will grow. Your waist will become thin and your voice will change. Your penis is going to retract and, at the risk of a bad description, it will turn inside out and your penis will become a clitoris. Your balls have already started their journey up into your pubic area. Your skin will become finer, your eyes will grow slightly larger and become finer. Your hair will become softer and longer. Within a week, two at the most, you will be a woman.”

Brad stared at the Amazon. “You’re crazy.”

“Look at your boobs. Feel them. Feel your manhood. It is happening. Within a couple of days you will no longer be able to pass as a man.”

She leaned forward, placed her elbows on her knees and spoke directly to him. “Or I can help you.”

Brad was speechless.

He had sipped the water, but not he leaned over and picked up his drink. He sucked it, hard, and tried to figure out things.

Sally leaned back. “A planet without war. Instead of spending billions on weapons we can cure disease. Heart disease, Diabetes, cancer, all of those things will become history. Or you can arrest me.”

Brad sat and regarded Sally. She was nuts. Insane. She…she…he had boobs. Within twelve hours of ingesting the concoction they had given him.

He looked up at Shiela. “You’re a part of this.”

“Yep,” answered Sally. “So when you arrest me…you must arrest her.”

Brad looked at the floor. Arrest this…this…criminal, this murderer, and the world would, supposedly, suffer its same old same old path.

And he would change into a woman.

No more boners. No more swaggering down the walk. No more being in charge of the world.

Or he could not arrest her, and…and she would help him.

“How would you help me?”

“In my purse is a pill. It will stop the changes. I’ve got one for two days. Long enough for you to help us. After that, should you do a good job and be beneficial to our cause, I can give you more pills. You can actually live out your life as a man.”

“What about these?” he hefted his boobs at her.

“You’ll always have those. A reminder of a decision well made, or not. Your manhood hasn’t changed enough, so if you start taking our pills right now you will retain the use of your penis, and your balls will produce semen. You can even have children with Shiela. Should you wish.”

Her tone was unmistakeable. There was unfinished business between him and Shiela.

Would they continue on? Or had Brad been abused so badly he would wish to separate from her?

Brad sat still, but his mind was traveling at light speed.

Sally commented, “I know you love being a cop, and you love the way the world is structured. You’re a top dog in a dog eat dog world. But someday you’ll be old. Someday you’ll be retired, and you’ll watch the news and see countries going to war, and you’ll wonder if you could have stopped that. Could you save a million men from slaughtering each other?”

“I just turn the world over to women. Who have not been elected. Who have engineered a massive coup.”

“Yes.”

More silence. Then Sally spoke again. It was obvious she was going to speak until she had convinced him, or he gave up and arrested her.

“Women can be as guilty as men. It’s something about power. But the Amazons have created a society where women have decided to go in another direction. We’re going to…”

She talked in a low voice, putting that voice in his head. She talked about the evils of the world, and how they could be fixed.

She talked about the new structure of society.

Men were on the low end, but by adhering to this new society they could be made into women. And he would enjoy being a woman, if he decided to stop taking pills. He could be a woman and have the option of actually joining the Amazons as a woman. He could enjoy a long life with medical benefits. He could…if he had the courage.

Brad thought about it.

He thought about the age old question that philosopher’s asked: if you could go back in time to before Hitler, and knew all the evil he would do, would you kill him? Would you be willing to sacrifice yourself for the changing of the world? To make a new and better society?

“What is it you want me to do?”

“We want you to walk into the police station. Handle the evidence against Cynthia Fixx. Don’t let the police investigate the Amazon Corporation. Do that and we will give you pills. We may ask other things of you then, but nothing of consequence. At least, not compared to what we are asking now.”

“And I can be a man for the rest of my life.”

“If that’s what you wish.” Sally’s face was calm, no hint of what she thought, though it was obvious what she thought.

A long moment passed. Then Brad said, “Yes.”

Sally nodded, and Shiela let her breath out.

Brad was given the pill, and he was fed, and he got dressed. He was still weak, but he was functional.

Judd Morgan and Cynthia Fixx showed up, and he stared at them and wasn’t sure of his feelings.

On one hand, he hated them, he felt betrayed by them. On the other hand, nobody cared what he felt; they just cared what he did.

“They’ve got a vial of the stuff Shiela gave you. You need to recover that, or maybe just pour it out and fill it with water, or Coke, or coffee or whatever.

Cynthia talked about papers. “Shiela recovered papers from my safe, and we’ll get rid of those. When you get done at the police station we’ll go the Amazon offices. The police are there, and if you can distract them, or if we can distract them, then somebody can destroy papers that are in the safe.”

And so the plan was set in motion.

A half hour later Brad walked into the police station. The day shift was over, and the night shift was non-existent. Homicide cops worked during the day, rarely at night.

Brad found a vial in a box marked evidence. He poured it out in a sink and put water in it. He replaced it.

He went through the papers and found several documents that would help the case against Cynthia Fixx. He folded them and put them in his pocket.

“Hey, Brad, working late?”

Brad turned, his face a little red. His breasts were bound tight, but he was afraid somebody would notice his shape, or his face, or something.

“Just a few last minute things, then I’m out of here.”

The cop he was talking to him frowned. “You don’t look well.”

“Yeah,” Brad admitted, “I don’t feel well. I know we have a lot of work to do, but if I can get enough things done tonight I’ll sleep in tomorrow. Tom can handle whatever.”

“Yeah, well, lots of chicken soup.”

“You got it.”

“And Brad…?”

“Yeah?”

“Well done on that murder bust today.”

“Oh, well, thanks. But it was a team effort.”

“Just the same…” The cop pumped a fist as he left the room.

Brad took a last look around, then exited the room.

He felt like a traitor, but at least he would be a man. what kind of man he didn’t know, but he would survive.

What was actually more important was his thoughts about Shiela.

She had near killed him. She had put him in a position. Yet, through it all, his feelings for her were strong.

Judd was waiting at the curb in a limo. A beautiful women in limo driver apparel held the door open for him, and he sat down next to Judd.

“You know,” said Judd as the car pulled into traffic, “I was in your position. My wife sent me on a trip and I was captured by Amazons. They threatened to turn me into a woman.”

“But here you are…a man.”

“Here I am.”

“What about your wife?”

“We’re married, but we don’t see each other much.”

“You don’t want to?”

“I want, but the Amazons keep me humping. I happen to be good finances, and they need a. lot of finances to take over the world.

“And you’re okay with that? With them taking over the world?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. On paper it sounds good, but deep down I have a lot of considerations.”

“How do you deal with it?”

Judd looked out the window. He didn’t look like an unhappy man. He whispered, “They make sure I get fucked a lot.”

There were only two cops at the Amazon headquarters. They were sitting in the lobby drinking coffee and smoking.

Judd and Brad walked into the lobby and Brad greeted them.

They straightened up, but Brad just smiled. “Don’t worry about me.”

The cops relaxed. They frowned at Judd, but didn’t say anything when Judd and Brad went into the offices.

Brad was high on the chain, after all. If he was investigating a crime scene, or whatever this place was, after hours, that was fine.

Judd and Brad walked into the back, into Judd’s office, and Judd opened his safe. He took out two vials and put them in his pocket. He collected several stacks of documents, and they went into the mail room. Without speaking, Judd fed the documents into the shredder. Then he reached into the shredder and took out the shredded papers and ripped them into smaller pieces. Then he poured a bottle of glue over the pieces.

Smiling, Judd said, “That’s it.”

And the two men left.

On the way home Judd spoke of what it mean to be a man, or a woman. He spoke of the hierarchy of the Amazons, and he gave Brad advice. It was good advice.

They arrived at Brad’s house and went in.

Sally and Cynthia and Shiela were sipping wine coolers in the living room.

Shiela stood up and hugged Brad. Brad let himself be hugged, but when she backed off he looked at her. He searched her with his eyes. It was probably the first time in his life that he had seen so deeply.

“All done?” asked Sally?

Judd nodded. “Brad is the man.”

Cynthia stepped up to Brad. She put out her hand. Brad hesitantly took it. “Thank you for saving my life. Thank you for saving a planet.”

She smiled, then leaned forward and kissed his cheek.

Sally stepped in front of him. She held out a vial filled with pills.

You’ve got a year’s supply, we’ll refill you at the end of the year. You might hear from us before then, or might not. By the way, there is a red pill in there, keep that separate. That will make your change happen faster, should you get tired of being a man.”

Brad took the vial. He could stay a man. Or…he could be a woman.

Then Sally hugged him and kissed his other cheek.

Judd shook his hand and slapped his shoulder. “Remember my advice, but what you do is up to you.”

Judd and the two women went out the door. Cynthia got into the ‘Vette and squealed her tires down the street. Judd and Sally got into the limousine and drove off.

Judd watched them leave, and he thought about what Judd had told him.

He turned back into the house, and Shiela was staring at him.

“I guess we have to talk.”

She nodded. She looked miserable, yet, determined.

She didn’t believe she had done anything wrong. If anything, she had supported a higher cause.

They sat down at the breakfast table. They sipped bourbon and Coke. Brad looked at his wife.

“Well,” she spoke almost defiantly, yet he knew she was hurting.

“I talked to Judd,” Brad said. “He gave me advice. He told me, accurately, what I would be going through, and what to do about it.”

Sally hadn’t been privy to their conversation, so she didn’t know what was coming.

“I am broken. I’ve betrayed my group, the police. I’ve obstructed justice and destroyed evidence. I’ve ruined a good case, and…I feel like I’ve totally and completely betrayed everbody. And, what’s worse, by myself. I did it. I can’t hide from that. No matter what pressure was put on me…I did it.”

Shiela would have said something, but Brad wasn’t finished.

“Judd told me that either men or women can be in charge. He said if I was broken enough I could change my mind by giving up. All I have to do is recognize you as superior, and I do that by submitting.”

Suddenly Shiela knew what Brad was talking about. “Do you want me to…do you want to submit to me?”

Brad nodded. “I feel so broken, I can’t be in charge anymore. So you’re going to have to take over. If you’re in charge then maybe I can look at this being female thing.”

Shiela took his hand. “Come with me, Brad.”

Brad stood up. His chest felt like it was caving in. He felt like crying, but he had to do this. Whatever else, he believed in what Judd had told him. It just made too much sense.

Shiela led him into the bedroom, and once again she undressed him. She took off his shirts and pants and panties. She kissed the little tears seeping from his eyes.

She took off the binding holding his breasts in. She kissed his nipples and he felt the sexual electricity charge through him.

She undressed herself, then went to the dresser and took out her strap on with the big dick.

“Lay on the bed,” she commanded softly.

Brad lay down, his tears coming more and more.

Shiela put lubricant on her cock, then slowly rimmed his asshole.

Brad shuddered, and covered his eyes with his forearm.

Shiela reached up and pulled his forearm down. “Look at me while i do this. Understand it. Embrace it.

He nodded, gulped, and she pressed into him.

It didn’t hurt. It felt good. And he felt himself opening up.

As she moved back and forth his sense of treason turned to wonder.

She held his penis and stroked it in time with her own movements.

He felt his balls again. For the first time since he had almost cum to death. They were full, but…they were different.

He didn’t need to assert, to be in charge, to be the fucker.

He could be the fuckee.

For long minutes Shiela bored into him, and he began to push back, to arch his back, to grunt at the wonderful feeling suffusing him.

“Are you about to cum?” she asked.

He nodded.

She said, “Good.” She pulled out.

He stared at her. “From now on you only cum when I tell you. You don’t masturbate. You recognize that I am your superior. I am in charge and you are my property.”

He gulped and nodded.

She smiled. “And just let me know when you want to take the red pill.”

He nodded again, and began to sob gratefully. He was so glad to be owned, and all his pain left him.

END
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PART ONE

Jon Windham was not looking for a woman.

Oh, normally he was, just not this night.

He wasn’t looking for anything, except a place to sit, a beer to drink, and a quiet time to reflect.

Jon was an egghead. He didn’t look like one, he looked fair handsome, stood a slender five foot six, but had a confidence in his step that was more like a star athlete than a geek.

Not that five foot six makes for many pro athletes. After all, what sport specializes in short, slender people? Ping pong? Billiards? But he wasn’t any good at either of those games.

But he had just made a million dollars selling a video game.

He sauntered up to the bar, placed his elbows on the shiny wood, and waited for the bartender to notice him.

“Yo,” the bartender noticed him.

“A whiskey neat and a beer.”

The girl behind the bar supplied him, he paid, tipped, and gulped 2 ounces of whiskey, then picked up the beer and headed for a lonely booth in a corner of the bar.

He sat on the bench, feet pointing out, and sipped his beer.

That’s the way to drink. One drink hard to get the buzz, then an hour of beer to keep it going.

The bar was busy. Maybe thirty people, but they were down at the other end. Some girl was letting guys drink from her belly button, and a big bouncer stood watch to make sure things stayed sweet.

Jon sipped, sighed, and considered.

He was officially rich now. Not super rich, but rich enough to live his life, invest a little, live off the investment, and just…hang out.

Of course he wouldn’t completely hang out. There were two many opportunities on the net.

Still, he had room to breath, and—

The girl slid onto the bench across from him.

He turned and gave her a look see.

Good looking. Very good looking. Large breasts, a little tilt to the end of her nose, red lips…sort of like Jessica Jones.

He smiled at the thought of the Jessica Jones series. A girl with super powers. Stronger than a guy, able to kick ass, and looking like she wanted to bed any man who tipped his hat.

She looked at him, and he wondered what she saw.

A geek. Certainly not a Geek with money. His hair down to his shoulders, a soft face that rarely saw the sun. Dark, brown eyes that showed a bit of intelligence.

Hopefully she didn’t see how awkward he was. How socially inept.

In truth, beautiful women scared him.

“How you doing?” she asked. She had a beer mug in front of her, half done.

“He nodded and lifted his mug in a toast, then he sipped.

And turned back to watching the bimbo across the room get whiskey in her belly button.

And was afraid to look back at the beautiful girl.

He hated this. They would sit, awkward, and she would get up and leave. Or, worse, her boyfriend would come and sit down.

He sipped again. This beer wasn’t going to last him an hour. Maybe he had made a mistake coming here.

The door at the front of the bar opened and another woman walked in.

She was equally as beautiful as the one sitting across from him. She was wearing a short skirt, a halter top, and her lips were full and plump.

Jon watched, interested, and she looked around, then beelined for his table.

Oh, crap, he realized. Lesbian.

The one coming across the room was looking at the one sitting at his table. There was a silent sort of communication going on between them.

Well, there went the table.

He started to get up, but the girl reached the table, pushed him back, and sat down.

Boxed him right in.

He blinked. He wasn’t alarmed, but he was perplexed.

“Is this the one?” asked the newcomer.

“What do you think?” responded the girl on the other side of the table.

The newcomer sat facing Jon, placed a leg flat on the booth and studied him.

“He looks okay. He’s not stupid, is he?”

“I don’t know. I just spotted him and had a gut feeling.”

“Uh…” said Jon, trying to figure out what else to say.

The newcomer leaned towards him. She peered. She reached out and lifted a flap of his hair.

“He does have the look. His skin is good. Not too fat. Yeah. He might do.”

“He’s in an upscale bar,” said the newcomer. Both girls turned and looked at the girl who thought her belly was a shot glass. They laughed, looked at each other, then turned back to Jon.

“What do you think, sport. Want to play a game?”

Jon moved his head back a quarter inch, turned it slightly, tilted it slightly, and said, “Say what?”

“Do you want to play a game? We’ll pay you well. One year. We’ll take care of you, feed you, clothe you, you’ll have lots of time off.”

“I…don’t need a job.” He tried not to blubber, to sound unintelligent. in the back of his mind was that odd little voice telling him that he was finally going to get lucky, that the stars were shining down on him, that he was going to have a threesome with two of the most beautiful girls he had seen in a long time.

“It’s not a job.” She looked at her friend. “Is it?”

“No. More of a hobby.”

Jon was overwhelmed. He was a little afraid of what was happening. “I need to go get another beer.”

“Hey! Tina! Three beers!”

She yelled just loud enough for the bartender to hear, and for a moment, while the bartender poured, the two girls watched the crowd at the other end.

The drunks had finally got out of control. A hairy-faced biker was pushing his face down on the belly of the girl, and working his way up towards her boobs.

The bouncer placed a hand on the man’s shoulder and lifted him off the girl.

The girl sat up, was aggrieved, brushed her belly off.

Everybody booed the biker, and the bouncer sent him to the bar to get a beer.

But the party was broken up. Shortly the jukebox was wailing:

Hit me with your best shot!

And everybody was crowded up to the bar.

Even the girl who had offered belly button shots was at the bar.

Three beers arrived, one was shoved towards Jon, and the two girls toasted him.

Belatedly, no way out, he joined the toast.

“So, what do you say, sport? Ready for a year’s worth of fun?”

“Well, uh…”

“Don’t tell us you got a job because we don’t care.”

“And we’ll pay you better than you make now. How much you make?”

Jon didn’t want to talk about his windfall. He was a little worried about being taken advantage of. “Nothing.”

The two girls laughed. “We can top that.”

The other girl blurted a line from an old Marx Brothers movie, “I ain’t got nothin’ but you can have half!”

The two girls howled in laughter, then turned back to Jon.

Jon had calmed down a little, or maybe that shot had finally hit him, and he asked, “What’s your names?”

“Mandy.”

“Tess.”

Mandy was blonde, shorter, bigger around the bosom, wider lips.

Tess had sort of a rusty colored hair. She was the newcomer and her halter top showed that she had plenty up top. And her legs had plenty down bottom.

“I’m Jon.”

“Excellent. And the girl behind the bar is Tina and my cat’s name is Brunhilda. Now…do you want to play?”

Jon looked back and forth between the two. He couldn’t figure out which one was more beautiful.

“I need to know more before I commit myself.”

The girls giggled. It looked like they might have been doing some drinking before they came in and started drinking.

Mandy turned to him, picked up his hand and started sucking his fingers.

Tess reached under the table with her boot and touched his crotch.

Jon gasped as his nuts were pressed.

“We want to try an experiment. We want you to live with us for a year. In that year we are going to remake you. Totally.”

“Remake me?”

“Yep.”

Mandy had two fingers in her mouth now, and Jon’s boner was fighting against the bottom of Tess’s boot.

“We want to give you a make over. Get rid of your hair, make you wear a dress, make you one of us.”

“But not really one of us. You can’t be really like us,” Mandy spoke, then sucked on three of his fingers.”

“He’s getting hard.”

“Good. Get real hard, because we aren’t going to want you to be hard again for a year.”

They were taking turns talking, and Jon kept swiveling his head back and forth.

Mandy slid closer to him. She touched his hand, encouraged him to drink more.

He did.

She reached down and felt his dong.

“Damn. He’s manly!”

They both giggled.

Tess: “But not for long.”

Jon was actually trying to back up, but the back of the booth wasn’t giving him much room.

“Hey! Tina! Three boilermakers!”

“Hey…I ‘m just drinking beer. I don’t want to get soused.”

“It is just beer,” explained Tess.

“No…I don’t—“

“Are you calling us liars?”

“No…I just…”

“Maybe he’s too much of a sissy for us.”

They both giggled again.

“He’s too much of a sissy to be made into a sissy.”

“Yeah!”

And the chatter went on, them sometimes talking half assed serious to each other, and sometimes teasing, and touching, Jon.

Tina arrived with the boilermakers.

A boilermaker is a shot of whiskey and a beer. Sometimes drunk side by side. Very potent.

What Jon had started with was a sort of a polite boilermaker. His request had been polite, so Tina had served him side by side.

Mandy had requested rudely, so the drink was served rude.

Tina placed three mugs of beer on the table. Inside the beers, upside down, were shot glasses with whiskey.

The beer goes down easy, the whiskey keeps it company, and watch out for the front teeth.

Mandy lifted her mug, said, “Here’s how!” Placed a finger so the shot glass wouldn’t slide up and bash her teeth a good one.

Glug, glug, glug. She drank the whole thing in five seconds. She slapped the beer down and yelped, “Wooo!”

Tess was next. She duplicated Tess, protected her teeth, and sucked that beer down in another five seconds.

Jon stared at the girls. They didn’t seem effected by the potent drinks. They didn’t slur their words, or act dizzy, or say stupid things.

“Let’s go, Jon-Boy. Chug-a-lug chug-a-lug!”

Tess moved against him, placed his hand on the mug and helped him lift.

“Protect your teeth, sonny. I don’t want to be looking at a gap toothed idiot for a year.”

Mandy laughed. “She sure would be ugly!”

Jon drank the boilermaker, but in considerably longer than five seconds.

He lowered the mug and looked around. Maybe the girls weren’t bothered by all that alcohol, but he sure was. The bar was suddenly glowing. And tilting. And the girls were laughing and pointing at him.

He grinned. “God all my teef?”

They laughed harder.

Tina sauntered by with three more beers. “No more boilermakers for you.”

“Aw! Mommy’s a party pooper.”

And the two girls sang raucously:

Every party needs a pooper

that’s why we invited you.

Party pooper!

Party pooper!

Jon, getting into the spirit of the affair, placed his palms over his lips and blew a big raspberry.

Everybody in the bar cheered.

Jon realized his eyes were open. He was somewhere. On a bed, the sheets half on him. His dick was limper than a snake’s tail. His throat felt like he had been gargling porcupines. He groaned, making a sound like a hyena hacking up hairballs.

“Fu…” he said in a weak whisper. “What…the…”

He lay on the bed for long minutes. He heard voices somewhere, but didn’t know where, or care.

Jon awoke again, and felt marginally better. He gulped, and his throat made a sound like a ratchet. His skin felt like sunburned sandpaper. He barfed.

“Hey! Hey! None of that!”

He remembered her name. Tess. She was wearing a peignoir and he could see everything.

But he was in such sad shape he couldn’t even muster a hard on.

She walked into a bathroom, he heard the sound of water, and…SPLAT! A wet towel landed on him.

It was cold, but he just lay there.

And he remembered: boilermakers!

“Come on, slick, up and at ‘em! If we’d known you had this weak a constitution we never would have hired you.”

He pulled the wet towel off his back and moved it over his vomit. Fortunately, there wasn’t much. He vaguely remembered puking on the way out of the bar the night previous.

Tess used her foot to complete the wipe, then picked up the towel and threw it onto a hamper in the bathroom.

Jon moved. He crawled across the bed, moved a leg over the edge, and somehow found himself sitting up. He held his head in his hands and moaned, and said, “You hired me.”

“You bet your ass, sweet cheeks.” She laughed. “Now come on. Breakfast was hours ago, but I’ll feed you.”

“Oh.” She grabbed his arm and lifted and he found himself swaying.

She walked him out of the room.

Mandy was sitting on a couch and reading a fashion magazine. She looked up and grinned. “Welcome to the real world.”

Jon merely moaned and continued staggering in the direction Tess had set him on.

He arrived in a. kitchen. It was clean and spotless. Modern conveniences.  A big, commercial, stainless steel refrigerator.

“Sit there,” Tess pushed him towards a table. He managed to pull out a chair and sat. and laid his head down on the glass and felt the cool.

“Ohhhh,” he moaned.

Mandy entered the kitchen, holding the fashion magazine. “Let’s all have another breakfast.” She sat down opposite Jon, reached over and grabbed his hair and lifted his head.

Jon’s eyes tried to focus.

“Gawd! Look his eyes! Those are bloodshot!”

She put his head down, then got up to help Tess with the breakfast.

Jon was able to eat a little, then a little more, but it took him an hour to get enough food in him to recover, and then the recovery wasn’t all that great.

He sat, leaned back against the wall and stared at the two girls. “So you hired me?”

“Honey, you begged us to hire you.”

Jon was naked, his dick hanging down, and the two girls across from him were on full display. He could see through their peignoirs and his cock should have been raging.

Such exquisite breasts. Such wet pussies. Why wasn’t his cock hard?

“Here’s the video we made of you agreeing to work for us.”

She showed him her cell phone and a video played. He didn’t look that drunk. Just really, really happy.

And he agreed to work for Tess and Mandy for one year, to agree to  all…body modifications?

He looked up and was confused. “Body modifications?”

The girls laughed, and just let the video continue.

They were going to pay him two million dollars.

His jaw dropped.

“We told you double, but when you told us how much you sold that game for…man, lucky we’re rich.”

“We’re heirs, both of us. We can each afford a mill.”

The video continued, but aside from a lot of laughing and joking and small things, there was only one thing of interest.

Jon agreed to pay one million dollars if he broke the contract.

“What!”

Now the girls went into hysterics.

“Can you believe it?”

“What a schmuck!”

“Now he’s really ours!”

Jon blubbered and blustered and begged, but to no avail.

The girls just chuckled and teased and…that was that.

Oh, yes, he could get a lawyer and argue, but any lawyer worth his salt would charge him a million dollars, so that wasn’t an option.

Jon finally settled down, but he was in a big, blue funk.

He had put up his million dollars. There went his planned cruise around the world, his seed money for inventing another game. All because he had gotten drunk and allowed himself to be trapped.

“Aw, don’t be such a party pooper, Jonny-Boy.”

For a second he thought they might break into the ‘Party Pooper’ song, but Tess just leaned against him, leaned her head against his shoulder. “Poor Jon-Boy.”

Then her hand trickled across his thigh and reached for his dingus.

Oh, yes, he remembered them feeling him up all last night, and laughing and laughing, and …there was something else…but he didn’t know what. Couldn’t quite remember what it was.

She held his meat. But it didn’t get hard. It just laid there in her mitt. And he started to get curious. What was…

“Well, shall we get started?”

“Started what?”

“Well,” Mandy began ticking off her fingers, “we need to get your nails done, get you extensions, and, oh, yes…we have to see the doctor. And then we—“

“Wait! Whoa! What? What doctor? What for?”

“For your body modifications, silly,” Tess was flopping his limp peeny around, giggling, watching her hand abuse his muse through the glass of the table top.

Jon finally pushed her hand away. She was starting to irritate him. Of course it hadn’t irritated him last night, but this was a new day, and he had just about had enough.

“Oh, is Jonny feeling a little peevish?” Mandy snickered.

“Why do I have to see a doctor? What body modifications?”

Mandy began ticking her fingers again.

“We have to have get you some liposuction, suck some of that ugly fat out of you. Then we have to put the fat into your buttocks so you have the proper shape. And, then, there’s the boobs. We have a pair of Chyna 2000s ready for you…”

“You’ll simply love them. They were made for a professional wrestler…”

Mandy added, “Joannie Laurer. Chyna.”

“…they’ll look great on you. Male chests are a little wider…”

“We thought about taking your ribs out but decided against it. Too hard to put back in.”

“…so these big boobs will fit perfectly, make your chest look real ladylike.”

Mandy grinned at Tess. “Big fat tits are ladylike?”

“Womanlike?”

“Big tits always used to be associated with slut-like.”

“Whatever, the point is, Jon, you’re going to have the best and biggest boobs money can buy.”

Jon’s face was a little red now. Not so much embarrassment—how can you be embarrassed with your limp dick being played with?—just a general frustration as he tried to figure out what was happening. “I…don’t want…” he was choking out the statement, “…boobs.”

“Nonsense. You’ll love them.”

“Besides. You have no choice.”

Then the conversation just sort of dried up. Everybody had been bubbling along and just sort of ran out of speech.

Then Jon blurted, “Why are you doing this to me? Why are you doing it at all?”

The girls looked at each other, Tess shrugged and left it to Mandy to explain.

“Jon-Boy, we just want to see if a a man can make a better woman than a woman.”

“What? That’s..that’s stupid! How can a man…I mean…what…”

Tess: “Look, Jon, on the surface it’s all cosmetic. Strip the dresses and make up, and you have a basic body. But even that has been cosmetically altered. Sure, there are differences, but how many of those differences are because of society?”

“Women are discouraged from weight lifting. Men had sports which require strength.”

“But what if we undid all that? What if we made a man engage in feminine encouragements, and give up his manly pursuits. Would that level the playing field?”

“So you want men and women to be the same?”

“Oh, God, no! We enjoy the experience of differentness. If everybody was a redhead we’d invent brunettes and blondes.”

“Then…then…” but he wasn’t sure how to voice his deep down objections, his guttural instincts.

Mandy reached across and put her hands over his. “Jon, I think there’s something here you don’t understand.”

Jon was silent, looking back and forth between the two women.

“We’re lesbians.”

Jon blinked.

He opened his mouth and shut it.

He wasn’t homophobic, or lesbi-phobic, or whatever the term would be, but…but…

“Oh, my God! He really didn’t know.”

Tess had been sitting next to him. She got up and rounded the table and sat next to Mandy. She put her arm around her friend, then turned and they…they…kissed!

Their lips met and their hands went to each other’s breasts. Then Tess dropped her hand to Mandy’s pussy and she started squeezing her mons, and when Mandy moaned Tess slipped a finger into her friend’s cooch.

Jon’s mouth did open now. He stared as the two women munched on each other’s mouths.

And he had images of them sleeping together, rolling in the hay, using strap ons, or mouths and hands, or…or…and he realized the basic premise he had been traveling under and which was now blown apart.

“I thought…I thought…”

They stopped kissing, remained entwined, and turned their faces towards him.

“I thought I was going to get lucky!”

That broke the two women up, they began to laugh, and not just a simple chortle. They banged their hands on the table and howled.

“You thought…you thought…”

“You were going to get in my pussy?”

“You wanted to fuck us!”

They were in danger of sliding under the table, they were laughing so hard.

Jon had finally had enough. He spied a bottle of bourbon on the counter, and though he was fresh sick from having drunk too much, he stood up, grabbed the bottle, and swigged.

Which made the girls laugh all the harder.

They took Jon to the doctor that very afternoon, and he was in surgery for four hours. Normally the procedure of getting breast implants wouldn’t take that long, but there were two things being done.

His chest was implanted with the big Chyna 2000 implants.

He didn’t have a lot of fat, being slender, but what fat he had was sucked out and transferred to his booty.

When he woke up he was dazed, and felt wonderful. It was the drugs from the operation. Then he moved and realized that life was different.

His ass felt bigger. Heck, when he tried to put his pants on he realized it was bigger. And rounder. He could twerk.

When he stood up, however, that was when reality hit him.

His whole sense of balance was off. He almost fell forward, just barely bracing himself against a chair in time.

The girls eschewed laughter for smiles, after all, Jon was having a rough enough time without being made fun of.

They drove home in an SUV and Jon looked out the window and wondered what he had gotten himself into. He had been drunk, and agreed to something, but now he couldn’t get out of it. He would lose his million dollars, as opposed to gaining two more millions.

But he really didn’t want to be made up to be a woman. He wanted to  be a swinging dick. He wanted to plunge his peeny into some babe and…and he couldn’t figure out why his dick wasn’t getting hard. He was over the booze. The operation shouldn’t have effected him. So why wasn’t he getting hard?

He was with two beautiful women—lesbians, they still had the big boobs and round asses that he liked—and they acted and looked like regular man-loving women. He should have sprung a boner by this time…but—

“What are you thinking about, Jon?”

“I don’t know,” he muttered.

Tess turned around to face him. “Now, Jon-Boy, we know that such severe changes can mess up a guy’s thinking. We want to make sure you stay all chirpy. So tell me what you’re thinking?”

“I’m thinking about these big, ridiculous things on my chest.”

“Big?”

“Ridiculous?”

The girls looked at each other.

“Do you think our tits are too big?”

“Or ridiculous?”

Tess hefted her boobs at him. She was staring at him intently.

“I guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.”

“I guess not,” Tess huffed. She turned to Mandy. “Only you can tell me my tits are too big and ridiculous.”

“And you too me, girly friend.”

Tess leaned towards Mandy, and Mandy leaned towards Tess, and it was obvious they were going to start making out. Right in the middle the freeway. At 70miles per.

“Hey! Drive! Keep your eyes on the road.”

Jon leaned forward and separated the girls, who just giggled.

“Okay, so what’s next,” asked Mandy.

“I don’t know. You want to make him up first? Or take him shopping?”

“We’ve got to do his hair, too. Don’t forget that!”

“Let’s take him shopping tomorrow. When he looks like a woman.”

Jon looked down at his chest. When he looked like a girl? These bags on his chest were pretty damn girl-like.

“You got it. Nails and hair, then we can play with make up.”

Nails? Hair? Make up? Jon groaned inside.

Tess spun towards him. “That sound good to you? Jon-Boy?”

“Uh…”

Mandy blurted, “Should we call him Jon-Girl? Or Joanie?”

Jon protested. “Hey!”

Tess shook her head. “We should just let it happen. Call him what you like. He’s a work in progress, he’ll be changing, and we shouldn’t label him.

“Just don’t call him late for diner?”

They chuckled.

They pulled up to the house and headed inside.

Jon was amazed at the house. It was split level, sort of sixties, but well kept and modernized. He had his own room, and free run of the house. There was an exercise room, but he was not supposed to use that without supervision. They didn’t want him doing any male oriented exercises.

They walked through the house to the girls’ bedroom, and Jon was surprised.

They had closets filled with dresses and kinky underwear. They had a  couple of vanity tables that were fully stocked.

“What?” asked Mandy, when he pointed the items out. “You think lezzies don’t want to look good?”

“Well, I jus thought…uh…”

“Spit it out, bozo.”

“I always thought of lesbians as butch. Uh…”

“Go on.”

“Not real girls.”

Mandy and Tess glanced at each other.

Then Mandy said, “I suppose we shouldn’t be surprised at your provincial attitudes.” She effected a certain humorous sort of haughtiness.

“We’ve got the best of both worlds, Jon-Boy. We can dress like lumberjacks, bind our breasts, cut our hair, and chew tobacco. Or we can—and we usually prefer—to look beautiful.”

“Beauty is a choice. We’ve just extended it to our dumber cousins,” Tess pinched his butt.

Jon jumped and they laughed.

“Now sit down here and let’s get crackin’.”

Jon sat down and looked at the instruments of torture with apprehension. Eyelash curlers. Brushes. Potions. Creams. Names and labels that made no sense. He sighed.

Tess and Mandy each took a foot and began prepping them. They sanded his feet, painted his nails, and Tess said, “He needs to lose his body hair.”

“That’s for sure. After his hands.”

The girls prepped his fingers. They worked on the shapes and the cuticles, and finally began stroking red paint on his nails.

“Remember, Jon-Boy, Always stroke down, and try to do as few strokes as possible. Extra coats for thickness.”

“Then the enamel,” added, Mandy.

Jon watched as his nails lengthened. He felt a sort sadness, and a certain glee. It made for an interesting mush of emotions in his skull.

They stood him up and took off his clothes. He stood, his dick hanging limp, and knew he was going to need to wear a bra. His Chyna 2000s were heavy!

They walked him into the bathroom, and he folded his arms to hold his breasts.

They covered him with Nair, then took off their own clothes and waited. After about fifteen minutes the stuff was burning on his skin, and they ushered him in to the shower.

They rinsed his body hair off, then soaped him with sweet smelling soap. They took a long time, and he started to enjoy the feeling of their hands upon him.

A year of this. Sigh. But…it could be good.

Then Tess rubbed her breasts against him and said, “Whyn’t you suck on my titties for a while.”

Jon found himself leaning down and taking one rigid nipple into his mouth. He might not have a hard on, but he was horny. He had been teased, groped, fondled, and…he had an urge.

And, lesbian or not, it was a tit, and it as a mighty good one. He found himself enjoying the act. She might be getting the pleasure, but he was feeling good about it, too.

The look on Mandy’s face, she just froze up, stared, and kept soaping and rinsing. But she was now grim.

“What? He can’t suck my titties?”

Mandy shook her head.

“Hey, let him suck yours. It’s nice.”

Mandy looked away.

“Hey, girlfriend. He can’t do anything, anyway. Let him suck you. Or live with yourself.

Mandy looked back, her lips twisted, confusing on her face. There must have been something to what Tess said, however, for Mandy arched her back and pulled Jon’s head, and lips, to her breasts.

Jon sucked, and Mandy’s face opened up and she relaxed.

“Sorry, girlfriend. I won’t do that again.”

“Sure you will, and so will I, but we’ll get through it.”

Jon straightened up and said, “Wait a minute.”

They looked up at him.

“What do you mean by ‘he can’t do anything, anyway?’”

Tess tilted her head slightly. Mandy grinned, but in a twisted way.

“He doesn’t remember.”

“And he hasn’t figured it out.”

Mandy knelt then, and took his limp penis in her mouth. She bounced his balls in her hands, even stuck a finger into his butt, but…it remained limp.

And now concern washed over him.

He looked at her head bobbing on his groin and blurted, “What’s wrong? Why can’t I get hard?

Tess stepped closer, straddled Mandy’s head, and lifted Jon’s tits. “You don’t remember what you did at the bar.”

“What? What are you talking about?”

“We asked if you would like to get started on your year right then. Right after you made your video contract. You said, ‘sure,’ and we gave you Zoladex.”

“What’s Zoladex?”

“Zoladex reduces testosterone and increases estrogen.”

“Reduces…” it was like his mind was exploding in slow motion. Concepts fell like dominos as he realized each one.

Testosterone, a man drug.

No testosterone, no man drug.

No man drug, muscle mass reduces.

No man drug, aggression is curbed.

And, finally, no man drug…no boner.

“I can’t cum…” he whispered.

The girls were having a hard time smothering their laughter.

“For how long?”

“A year.”

“Oh…oh…no-o-o-o!” His voice faded away and he blacked out.


PART TWO

Jon didn’t go completely out. He just sort of faded, and came back to himself, Mandy and Tess holding him up, and looked around.

“You castrated me.”

“Hey! You said it was okay!”

“As a matter of fact, you seemed pretty excited about the idea.”

Tess turned to Mandy, “I remember him telling us about wearing his mother’s panties and bra.”

“Yes, and stealing a corset off his neighbor’s clothesline.”

“And being terrified of women.”

“I…no! I didn’t say those things!”

But he knew that he had. The fact that they knew them was proof.

“I think our little sissy boy needs a drink.”

“Sissy boy?” Jon protested.

“I’ll get it.” Tess headed out for the kitchen.

Mandy put Jon in the vanity chair and pulled up a chair for herself. Jon stared without seeing.

Tess came back with a Coke High and Jon took the drink and quaffed it. All of it. She looked at the empty glass and said, “Funny, I thought I put some bourbon in here.”

“Better get some more. Jon boy is having a rough time.”

Tess nodded and went for some more. She came back with a drink…and a six pack and a half empty bottle of bourbon. “Just in case,” she murmured.

Jon drank again. Quick and fast. Then sat there.

He was stunned. He had castrated himself. His dick was about as useful as a wart now, and would be for a year.

A tear came to his eye. “I really wanted to fuck. I made all that money and I wanted to celebrate, and now…now…”

“So you wait a year. No big deal.”

“Says the girl who doesn’t like dicks.”

The girls glanced at one another.

“I never said I didn’t like dicks,” said Mandy.

Jon looked at her.

Now Mandy was caught. She blushed a bit and said, “I don’t mind a dick, I just like Tess better.”

“Aw.” Tess kissed Mandy a juicy one.

Then the girls studied Jon.

“Of course, I don’t know if I’d like you fucking Mandy.”

Jon looked at Mandy and thought about it. Mandy was gorgeous. If he could…if she would let him…yes. He could see porking her.

“If you had a dick that worked.” Tess laughed, which started Mandy, which, grudgingly, started Jon.

His laugh was a little weak, but it was there.

“Okay. Let’s have some fun with Jon-Boy.”

Jon already had nails, and now his body was in a new shape.

“His hair?”

“Then make up.”

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“I need a bra.” He had his arms folded under his boobs again. It was about the only way he could stop them from stretching his skin out and pulling his flesh down. They were hooked to a rib, but they still threatened to sag.

Tess worked on his hair while Mandy went to buy some bras. She wove extensions into Jon’s hair and said, “You know, I really don’t want you fucking my girlfriend.”

“I know. Your face looked like sour apples when you realized that she liked dick.”

“She doesn’t like it, she just likes me better.”

“Well, sorry to say, but Mandy and I will be fucking this afternoon.”

Tess laughed then, and realized how foolish she had been. “You and whose dick?”

Mandy arrived home and had the goods. She had a sturdy bra for the next couple of weeks, and it fit perfectly. She also had some kinky bras, half bras, things that exposed, poked out, enhanced (as if he needed that) and other things.

She also had panties, corsets, garters, nylons, and a make up kit for Jon to practice with.

“Aw, his very first make up kit,” teased Tess.

Jon blushed, and took the kit to his room.

“His hair looks good.”

“Make you horny?”

Mandy looked at her friend. “Jealous?”

“You said you didn’t mind dick.”

“That was just to make him feel good.”

“Well, it made me feel bad.”

Jon came back down the hall and the girls suddenly went quiet.

He was wearing panties and bra, garters and nylons, his hair was long, and he looked like a woman.

Yes, he needed a couple of months for the hormones to shift the fat in his face, but…he was presentable.

“Wow,” said Tess.

“Now I’m jealous,” said Mandy.

They gave him another drink and sat him down. They made him up, teaching him about all the layers of make up, how to do the eyes, and they discussed how to choose colors.

“You know,” Mandy finally said, “If you have the confidence then any color will work. Make up is to enhance what is uniquely you.”

That was something Jon had to think about.

Confidence in being a woman?

Hell, he was still a man on the inside, mentally, and they were talking about the mental apparatus that comes with being a woman.

Done with his make up they put him in a purple dress with tiny bows on the hem and white lines outlining the arm holes and the neck.

Jon was stunned as he looked at himself in the mirror.

He looked more female than male.

Oddly, he had a warmth in his groin. Maybe he couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t stop the warm, excited feeling from glowing in his crotch.

“And no boner bump in the dress.”

“No,” said Tess. “I taped his little appendage back between his legs.”

“Ah, nice move. We should get him something official, though. Maybe a gaff, or something.”

“Good idea. Well, shall we go?”

Jon opened his pretty eyes. “Go? Go where?”

“You didn’t think we fixed you up so you could sit around and watch TV, did you?”

“I can’t go out like this!”

“Why not?”

“I…I can’t!”

To which statement the girls grabbed his arms and pulled him towards the front door.

“Stop! Stop!”

“If we stop you lose a million dollars.”

That stopped Jon’s protests.

Mandy whispered to him, “We won’t be asking much of you, we’re going to be training you. But we like to go out, and part of your training is to learn how women act in social settings.”

“Like bars.”

Jon was led out of the house and got into the back seat. Tess and Mandy got in the front seats and headed out.

They drove through town, and Jon tried to come to grips with what was happening to him. He was almost calm when he realized where they were taking him.

The bar he had met them at.

Upscale, but raunchy.

Mostly yuppies with a yen, and the odd biker or cowboy.

They linked arms with Jon and squeezed through the door.

The place was half filled, just starting, and the girls called for beers. They sat down at a booth, Jon between them, and took in the activity.

Tina was serving behind the bar, and she waved cheerfully to them.

Several women passed by, chatted, and moved on.

Not many men came to the table, unless they were gay. Everybody knew who the lesbians were.

Then a handsome fellow slid into the booth. “Hey, bitches!” He smooched Mandy’s cheek and waved a hand at Tess. “Who’s the meat?”

He was thin, but muscular. He wore tight, yellow pants and a silk blouse that showed that his nipples were pierced. His lips were lightly painted. More just to be shiny than show off.

“Roger, you are cruder than oil.”

“Ain’t it the truth.” He waved at Tina and four beers showed up on the table.

“This is Jon-Baby. She’s new in town.”

Roger extended a limp hand and shook Jon’s red tipped finger. Then he had a hold of Jon’s hand and was lifting it to his lips.

Jon was panicked, but Tess held him in place by hugging his arm.

Roger’s lips were warm on Jon’s hand, but there was nothing he could do.

“Actually, Roger, you are the answer to a prayer. We’re training Jon to be a woman, and we could use your help.”

Roger raised his eyes and looked over where his lips had fastened to Jon’s hands. He slowly straightened up. His eyes squinted as he inspected Jon. “You’re a man?”

Jon didn’t say anything, but silence was answer enough.

“My, God! Bitches! You have outdone yourself! I never would have known. Does he still have his meat?”

“Yes,” Jon acted a little haughty at that.

Roger laughed. Then: “So what would you have me do with this delectable peach?”

“He needs to learn how to dance with a man. He needs to walk better in heels. He needs manners and language and all sorts of things. And pretend he needs it all yesterday.”

Roger showed a big, toothy grin. “Okay, bitches. You came to the right place.”

Roger stood up and offered his hand. “Ma’am, if you could grace me on the dance floor?”

Jon wouldn’t have moved but Tess pinched his butt.

They moved on to the dance floor, and Roger dropped some of his facade. He might be gay, but that didn’t mean he didn’t know how to be serious.

“Okay, Jon, first, you need to totally relax. I’m not out to get in your pants. At least not yet.” He smiled.

“You have to let me move you. As a man you’re used to guiding, but now you have to let yourself be guided.”

Roger took Jon in his arms, and they actually made a good couple. Roger didn’t move much at first. He just shifted his arms and told Jon to stop fighting.

That led to footwork, and Jon tried to figure out how to anticipate what Roger was doing, and to go with it.

And, finally, they were dancing.

And they danced slow numbers, and fast numbers, and Jon watched Roger closely.

He was gay, but he was, actually, just a guy.

A guy with other preferences, but polite, with an oblique sense of humor.

Roger held his hand and brought him back to the table.

Boilermakers were waiting.

Roger quaffed his, smacked his lips, thanked the girls, and Jon for a delightful dance, and moved on.

“So how’d it go?”

“Interesting,” said Jon. “But I have a problem.”

The girls leaned forward, all ears.

“Can I get a boilermaker with Coke instead of whiskey?”

Grins slowly appeared and the girls sat back.

“What a wuss!”

“What a sissy!”

“Hey! You made me this way!”

“A girl’s got to be able to hold her whiskey.”

“Well, fine. But I don’t want to lose control of my senses and wake up with my dick somewhere it shouldn’t be.”

That stopped the girls.

Mandy looked at Tess. “Is he threatening? Or flirting?”

“I don’t know, but it’s scary. Could you image fucking a…a…what he is?”

They were joking, and suddenly Jon got it. Something in him clicked. Being danced by Roger, being mistaken for a woman, talking their talk suddenly made sense.

“Yeah? What am I? Am I a trans? A shemale? A ladyboy? What the hell do you Frankensteins create? Will I end up being gay? Am I a lesbian?”

“Well…”

“Uh…”

“You better figure it out and let me know. I’m in a precarious place, and you don’t want me to fall the wrong way. Do you?”

Jon turned towards the bar, raised a hand and yelled, “Two whiskey boilermakers and one Coke boilermaker!”

Tina gave a thumbs up.

Tess and Mandy were looking at each other. They were having one of those silent conversations, thinking thoughts and getting them and transposing them and answering them and… “I think we might have created a monster.”

“And I thought it was just fun.”

“It is fun, except for him. Jon’s taking this all too seriously.”

Tina arrived with three mugs. One of the mugs held its upside down shot glass in dark liquid.

“I’ve never done a Coke boilermaker, so don’t blame me if you wind up on a ship bound for Shanghai.”

There was a moment then: Tess and Mandy stared at Jon almost defiantly.

Tess lifted her boilermaker and quaffed it in five seconds.

Mandy followed suit. Another five seconds.

Jon lift his mug and said, “Here’s how, why and when.” He slipped a finger into the mug to stop the shot glass from taking out his front teeth.

He drank, slowly, his Adam’s apple going up and down. Eight, nine, ten…at fourteen seconds he was done.

He lowered the mug to the table with a smack, wiped his lips, smearing his lipstick a little, and announced. “You made me into a sissy.” He grinned, and added, “Bitches!”

The night proceeded in orderly fashion. Sort of.

Jon was happy, and cheerful, and he drank and drank and enjoyed himself.

Tess and Mandy sulked. Somehow their great experiment had gotten out of control.

They didn’t want the man to be in charge!

They were lesbians, and they wanted to be in charge! And the whole purpose of the experiment was, whether they were willing to admit it, to control a man in a certain fashion.

Jon got up and sauntered over to the juke box where a bunch of yuppie cowboy types who rode Harleys that gleamed and shone were discussing music.

“Eighties is better…”

“You can’t sing the lyrics unless they’re from the sixties.”

“How can a famous singer be gay, have such a wonderful voice, and suck…”

Then one of the men turned around and grinned. “Hey, missy. Where’d you come from?”

They all knew that she had been sitting at the table with the lesbians.  But now she was there, and maybe she wasn’t lez? Or maybe she was, but when you looked that good who cared?

“If you studs can find SOB you can drink belly shots off me.”

Looks were exchanged, a credit card was inserted, and Nathaniel Rateliff & The Night Sweats began to wail.

Jon was shorter and slender, especially now that he had a bit of liposuction and a corset on. Two pairs of strong hands helped him up on a table and he laid back. His head was just over the edge and he looked back at the table he and the girls were sitting at. Tess and Mandy were on their feet and looking upset.

A bottle of brown liquor was produced and one of the men poured a small well of liquor on Jon’s belly.

Jon was dizzy from drinking, and he jerked slightly when the cool liquid splashed on him.

One of the men leaned down, his arm brushing Jon’s big breasts, and planted his lips on the liquor. A momentary suck, and he lifted his head and yelled out, “WHOOO!”

The fellows all cheered, and another man poured a shot, and drank.

Again and again, taking turns, getting drunker and drunker.

Then one of the men placed his hand on Jon’s mons.

Jon liked it. His dick was not discernible as a dick. Pulled back tight,  his balls up in the canals, it felt like he had a pussy.

“Oh, baby,” muttered the man.

More shots poured.

One of the men kissed Jon, sloshed liquor into Jon’s mouth, and he loved it.

He wasn’t gay. He wanted women. But he was drunk and willing to experience anything. Especially now that he wasn’t what they thought he was.

Then one of the men pulled Jon up, kissed him soundly, and Jon realized that he had gone too far. He wanted to prick tease, not be raped.

And he realized a sad truth about men. About himself. He started to struggle, but they were stronger than him. He started to sob, then it all stopped.

“Get your hands off her!” Mandy was yelling. Tess was pushing, and they managed to extract Jon from the potential gang bang.

Jon was now crying openly, and the men suddenly realized what they had been doing.

“Hey, we’re sorry.”

“We just got out of control.”

“We didn’t mean anything.”

Their apologies fell on no ears, for Tess and Mandy dragged Jon out of the bar.

They walked across the parking lot, Mandy and Tess protecting him, keeping him going. They sat him down on the back seat, the side door open, and cleaned him up.

“I guess you got a little too carried away,” said Tess, wiping his eyes.

Jon nodded.

“I didn’t know. I didn’t understand.”

“Well, you learned the hard way. Sorry we didn’t get there sooner.”

“Girls have to stick together, murmured Mandy. She broke out lipstick and eye pencil and repair Jon’s make up.

“I won’t do that again.”

Mandy and Tess exchanged glances, then Mandy said, “You need to experience something before you can say that.”

“What?” sniffed Jon.

“Before, when a girl is still a virgin, she wishes. She thinks the world works all sweet and nice. Then she experiences a dick, and she understands that she is prey for the brutes of our species.”

Jon looked at her.

“When she loses her virginity she understands this, and then she can be trusted to make better decisions.”

Tess added: “You need to lose your virginity, or the lesson is wasted.

“Now buckle up. We’ll take you home.”

They drove through town. Jon sat in the back seat and thought about his near experience.

What would the men have done if they discovered he was a man? would they beat him up? Rape him? What?

Jon shivered. He had never felt so helpless and weak as when the men had turned on him.

And he was just having fun. Like any girl would.

But…he wasn’t a girl.

And he started to think about what life would be if he really was a girl. Not just a dickless wonder, but a woman with a hole, and real tits.

What would life hold for him then?

They arrived at the girls’ house and Jon got out and walked slowly up to the house. He was sober now, had sobered up almost instantly when the pack had formed and tried to take him.

Dogs…dogs that ran in packs, they would all take turns with a female in heat.

Are humans the same? In a manner of speaking? When they were in pack mode like they had been in the bar?

The girls took him into the bedroom and took his dress off.

“Jon, I want to give you that very important lesson now.”

Mandy was staring with intensity.

“What do you mean?”

“I want to fuck you.”

Tess: “We need to show you what being a woman is all about. It’ll stop you from making mistakes.”

Jon sat down on the edge of the bed and studied his two friends.

Yes, friends. Somewhere along the line they had gone from being two females conducting a pseudo-scientific experiment to being his rescuers, the people who cared about him when he was in trouble.

“You’re going to put something in me?”

“A dildo. Attached to a strap on, of course.”

“Of course.”

“Being lesbian we are good at this. We use dildos on each other all the time. Now we want to help you understand.”

Jon was silent.

“It’s not just a fuck, it’s love. When the people who love you do this…it’s okay.”

“And you love me?”

The girls sighed. Tess said, “This wasn’t supposed to happen, but we feel responsible, and the lesson goes where the lesson goes.”

“If you don’t want me to screw you, you can have Tess do it.”

Jon bit his lip, then he looked at the two. “You can take turns, if you can make it feel like real love.”

Slow smiled came to them, and the girls nodded.

They positioned Jon on the bed and Mandy and Tess put on their strap ons.

They had chosen large cocks for the breaking of Jon’s anal virginity, but they spent a long time oiling them up, making them slick and smooth with lubricant.

“I’m going to take you from the front, Jon. Then Tess will turn you over and we’ll get you off.”

“Get me off? How can you get me off? I took that chemical!”

“Don’t worry. Just leave that up to us.”

Jon lay on his back and Mandy stepped between his legs.

With very little effort, and no pain, Mandy slipped into him.

Jon gasped. He had always thought anal sex hurt, but this…this was incredible!

Mandy smiled at him and moved in and out. Tess moved up and began sucking his nipples.

John was dazed by the intense pleasure he was experiencing.

Mandy held his cockup out of the way and began pounding into him.

Jon grunted with every stroke, and the pleasure grew even greater.

Yet there was no pay off to this. He wasn’t going to get an orgasm, no matter how hard he was worked.

Mandy slowed down, almost as if sensing his disappointment. She pulled back and her hard cock flopped out of him.

Tess relinquished her lip lock on his nipples. “Okay, Jon-Boy, get on all fours and I’ll show you what it’s all about.”

Jon, puzzled, really frustrated, moved to all fours. He was still in his dress, and Tess lifted his dress and moved up to his rear.

Again he was penetrated. Again, it felt incredible.

He lowered his arms so he was on elbows and knees.

Mandy reached under him and fondled his breasts and manipulated his nipples.

Then Tess changed her position. She rose up and angled her cock down into him, and Jon suddenly felt something.

“What’s…happening?”

“That’s your prostate. I’m pressing on your prostate, and that’s going to allow you to release semen.

Jon lay there, enjoying the in and out, and suddenly it felt like he had to pee.

“I’ve got to go.”

“So go. Mandy will catch it.”

Mandy pushed a towel under him, then held a cereal bowl under his limp cock.

The pressure grew and grew, and Jon finally let go. In spite of thinking that it was really rude to pee on the bed, he peed.

But he didn’t pee.

A slimy, silvery string extended from his cock. Tess moved the bowl to catch it, and semen poured out.

Jon grunted, and he felt himself emptying.

Of course, just because his dick didn’t work didn’t mean his balls didn’t. He poured the white liquid into the bowl, and he began to feel so golden, glowing, loosy goosy.

It wasn’t an orgasm. It wasn't a big blast. It was just a nice slow leak, with a resulting build up of feeling really good.

An orgasm without the bang.

After a few minutes it was over.

Tess drew out and Jon collapsed forward. His eyes were closed and he was breathing hard. He had never felt so good in his life. He had thought orgasms were the thing, but these prostate orgasms, these ‘sissygasms,’ was ten times better.

Tess and Mandy put their dicks away and left him to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Jon loved life.

He liked to go to bars, and dance and tease, but he was careful when teasing.

He loved sleeping with Tess and Mandy, and didn’t even mind that his peeny wasn’t functional.

He liked dressing up, putting on make up, getting his hair done, and all the other things that women do.

Of course he wasn’t a real woman. And he didn’t intend to be.

He was due to have his dick start working within the month, it had been a year, but…he didn’t really know if he wanted that.

Well, he would try it for a while, then, if he felt like it, he would. take some more of that Zoladex.

He would get back to being him.

Not a shemale or a trans or ladyboy.

He was a sissy, and he loved it.

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


Man Enough to be a Sissy!

Chastised, plugged, spanked and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Gonna miss me?” Rhonda folded her garments and placed them in her suitcase. She was a beautiful woman, a box of curves and bulges, all arranged in the most symmetrical way.

“I already miss you,” Dave said, kissing the back of her neck, putting his hands around her and gasping her breasts.

“You’re such a horn dog,” she giggled. She turned and smooched him good, then went back to packing.

Dave sat on the bed, reached into his pants and started stroking. “I am not a horn dog!”

“Are!”

“Aren’t!”

His cock was now hard, and he rubbed it fiercely, played with the head, and holding his balls with his other hand.

Rhonda stopped packing and eyed him with a fake frown. “Ok. I want an honest answer now.”

“Oh? Okay. I’ll give you one, just as soon as I…unh unh…I…unh…cum…”

He faked an orgasm and she laughed.

“My question is…how many times are you going to jack off while I’m on this trip?”

“Ask me no questions and I’lll tell you no lies.”

She grabbed his peeny and growled, “No. I mean it. How many jack offs are you going to be able to squeeze in in a month?”

“Eek!”

“Tell me!”

“Four.”

“Four? That’s all?”

“Well, I have a game I play.”

She tilted her head in question.

“I try to hold off. I can usually make it a week. So four squirts. No…wait a minute! Three squirts! Because I try not to cum when you are due home.

Rhonda folded her arms under her ample tits and gave him a mock glare. “That’s a game? What? You’re pretending you’re true to me? Until you can’t stand it?”

“Pretty much,” he agreed with a sappy grin.

Rhonda turned back to her packing and thought about it. Three times. That wasn’t bad.

Heck, she was guilty of a playing with herself a time or two, and men were supposed to be a lot hornier than women.

Then she stopped packing and just stood there. An idea blasted right through her head, and the idea was so delicious she started getting wet.

She turned to Dave. “Honey, would you like to play a real game?”

“What do you mean a ‘real’ game?” he asked suspiciously.

“I mean a real game. If you do what I say I can guarantee you a month you’ll never forget.”

“Well, I don’t know. I sort of like the game I currently play. I like to watch porn, get horny, and…you know.”

“Yes, but you’re in control of that game. If you play my game it’ll be totally out of control. If you like to squirt, and I know you do, then you play my game and you’ll have the biggest squirts in the history of jacking off.”

Dave was curious. Rhonda was a kinky girl, and he had a suspicion that her game would be pretty intense. Did he dare play her game?

“Come on, Dave. Don’t be a chicken. Live the life! Guaranteed, you’ll love it.”

“Well, I don’t—“

“Okay. It’s settled.”

“I didn’t—“

“So I don’t have time to set this up right now. I’ve got to make my flight. But once I’m in the air I’ll set it up.”

Now Dave was real curious. How could she play a game when she was on a plane? Or in another city?

Rhonda smiled, folded underwear and placed it in the side compartment of her suitcase.

Dave sat on the bed and watched her and frowned. What the hell did Rhonda have in mind? What kind of a game was she planning?

“Can you get my make up case from the closet?”

Now lost in thought, Dave went to the closet and retrieved a small suitcase. Rhonda was at her vanity table and she opened the case and began putting her make up in it.

She looked up, smiled, and held up a tube of lipstick. She twisted the base, then colored her lips bright red. “Got you thinking, don’t I?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, here’s something to think about.” She turned to him and gripped his cheeks with her fingers. She painted his lips.

He tried to back up, but her other hand was holding the back of his head.

“Hey!”

“Don’t fight it…I know you love it.”

The lipstick went on thick, and she giggled. “God, seeing you like this makes me wet.”

She looked down. He hadn’t put his cock away since his mock jack off, and his boner was sticking her in the belly. “Oh ho! Looks like it makes somebody else excited.”

“Stop that!” His face was bright red.

She warned him, “Don’t you take that off! And I want you to wear it the whole month I’m gone.” She placed the lipstick in his pants pocket. She touched her lips to his, gently, and whispered, “God, I love tasting you.”

Dave stood there while she finished packing. His lips were on fire. His face was flaming. And yet…he loved it.

He felt the tube in his pocket and his boner bobbed ferociously.

Rhonda watched him in the mirror, hiding her smile. He looked so off balance now. And yet, he was excited. She could feel his excitement. It was like he was hot all over and exuding that heat into the atmosphere.

“Okay, babe, you want to carry my luggage out to the curb?”

He looked stricken.

“With my…with…my lips…I—“

She laughed. “Of course wearing lipstick. I told you, you have to wear it for the entire month. And I will be expecting you to send me texts daily, proving it.”

“But I can’t go outside like this!”

“Of course you can. You can put the luggage on the sidewalk, and when the Uber comes you can run into the house like a little sissy. Mr. Big strong man is frightened that somebody will discover his kink.”

With her teasing him he had no choice. He managed to get the luggage out to the curb, the tried to run back into the house.

Rhonda held to his arm. “Where are you going?”

“The neighbors will see me!” He begged. He sounded like a whiny, little boy.

“So they see you. Aren’t you man enough to be a sissy?”

“No! And it isn’t manly to be a sissy! That makes no sense!”

She held to him tight, keeping him out on the curb. “It makes perfect sense, if you’re a sissy at heart. Are you a sissy at heart?”
“Honey, let me go!”

“No. I want you to meet the Uber driver.”

Dave was frantic now. He pried at her fingers, but she kept him off balance and laughed.

“Hey, Dave! Hi, Rhonda!

Dave’s face was stricken. Rhonda’s eyes opened in delight. It was their neighbor, Brenda, and she was right behind Dave.

“Going on a trip?”

Rhonda finally let go and Dave took off like a rabbit. His face was so red it could have doubled for a flashlight.

“Hey, Brenda,” he managed to call,  keeping his face away from her. “I’ve got to turn the stove off.”

Rhonda and Brenda touched cheeks, and Rhonda said, “I made him wear lipstick and he is so embarrassed. And, yes. Got to go to New York for a month of training.”

“Poor Dave. What will he do without you?”

“Who knows,” Rhonda laughed. “Men are so helpless. but, say, i was thinking of setting up a game, and I know you’re a kinky bitch, would you like to help me?”

“Sure. Who do I have to fuck?”

So Rhonda explained what she wanted, and Brenda agreed, and they agreed to liaise later and work out details.

By the time they were done with their little planning an Uber turned onto their street, and a minute later coasted to a stop in front of them.

The Uber driver helped her load luggage and Brenda waved good bye, and Rhonda waved, and she was off.

Inside the house Dave was petrified. He had bright , red lipstick on his mouth. And his peeny was harder than a crow bar. A little straighter, too.

He peeked out the kitchen window and saw Brenda and Rhonda chatting.

He wasn’t going back out there. He couldn’t. It was just too embarrassing!

Of course, he could wipe the lipstick off, but…but he didn’t want to.

He was a man, he had a kinky side, and this thing Rhonda had done to him, it had awakened up all his kink.

Down the street the Uber appeared, and Dave sighed in relief.

Out on the curb the girls bid each other good bye, and Rhonda got into the Uber.

As the car drove away Dave leaned back against the refrigerator. He was trembling, and not just from fear of discovery, but from excitation. His red lips were driving him crazy.

He looked out the window and Brenda had gone home.

Excellent.

Then, smiling, his lips as red as a tomato’s spanked ass, he opened up the liquor cabinet.

Buffalo Trace Whiskey, a straight bourbon, $80 a bottle. He smiled, feeling the lipstick on his mouth, and filled a glass with ice cubes. Them he added bourbon to half, then popped a can of Coke and topped it off.

He liked sweet drinks. He grinned. Perhaps Rhonda wasn’t all wrong. Maybe there was a bit of the sissy in him, enjoying sweet drinks like he did.

Well, let the roughnecks scorch their throats with straight shots. He liked to enjoy the taste of sweet with a slight burn. He…

DING DING!

His phone was on the counter, and it rattled in addition to ringing. He picked it up and saw that it was Rhonda.

“Hey, babe. What’d you forget?”

“Your cock!”

“What?” His face bloomed into bright red again. “Don’t you…you shouldn’t… somebody can hear you!”

“So what. There’s nobody here but us girls.” Dave could hear a voice giggling over the line. Of course, the Uber driver was a woman!

“I just wanted to make sure you’re wearing your lipstick.”

More laughter from the driver.

Dave blubbered, “Please…”

“And that game we talked about. It starts tomorrow.”

“But I don’t even know what it is!”

“You’ll find out tomorrow. Now go watch your porn and play with yourself.”

The damned Uber driver laughed again.

“And I’ll see you in a month. Bye!”

“Bye—“ but Rhonda had already hung up.

Dave stood in the kitchen a drink in one hand, his phone in the other. He hung up the phone and placed it on the counter. He looked at the drink, thought about his lipstick, then sipped.

He left a red lip print on the rim of the glass.

His cock was waggling like a puppy dog’s tale!

Feeling the lipstick in his pocket he headed for the computer room. He had some porning to do.

Dave groaned, and came to wakefulness.

But why had he woken up?

He had watched porn till the early morning, drinking good whiskey the whole while. He had planned on sleeping till noon. He had—

Ding Dong!

“Oh, shit! The door!

He jumped out of bed. almost fell over, and grabbed a robe.

His cock was hard. He needed to pee. And cum.

Ding Dong!

He walked down the hallway quickly, turned into the foyer and caught sight of himself in the mirror.

He still had lipstick on!

He continued into the kitchen grabbed a rag and wetted it and rubbed his mouth. He checked himself in the foyer mirror, then cracked the front door.

“Hey, Dave!” Brenda pushed the door open and marched in.

“Hey!”

She was holding her cell phone up, and he belatedly realized that she was videoing.

“You were right. He’s taken off the lipstick. Here…” She pushed the phone into Dave’s hand.

“Uh…”

“Dave! You promised to wear lipstick for a month! Now get it and put it on.”

He tried to turn away from Brenda, but she giggled and followed him.

“But Brenda’s here!”

“Of course she is! She’s going to make sure you put on your lipstick, and she’s going to get our game started. Now you do what she says, or else! Now hand me back to Brenda. I want to to watch you.”

Dave handed the phone back, and was looking around for a way out of this mess.

Brenda and Rhonda spoke for a second, then Brenda aimed the phone at him, took a video, and demanded. “Put on that lipstick!”

It took a while, Brenda had to follow him around and persist, and Rhonda had to yell through the phone a bit, but finally Dave’s shoulders slumped. He went to the bedroom and got the lipstick out of his pants pocket.

He made faces, was exasperated, but the girls wouldn’t quit.

Finally, he rolled the lipstick onto his lips.

Brenda: “You know, he needs some plumper. I’ll bring some…you do? On the vanity? Okay. I’ll make sure he uses it. Okay.” She held the phone to Dave again.

“Rhonda! I—“

“Brenda is going to give you something now. She’ll help you put it on if need be. I want you to follow her directions and do whatever she says. Do you understand me?”

“But—“

“Dave? I said follow her instructions! She is in charge of our game. Now do it.”

“Holding the phone, Dave turned to Brenda. His mouth, red and wet looking open to protest, then he saw what was in her hand.

It was a small, cock-shaped tube. It had rings and a little padlock.

“What is…is that…oh, no!”

“Dave!” Rhonda yelled through the phone. “Put it on!”

“But…I can’t! It’s…it’s…”

Brenda looked down at his robe. His cock was pushing it out. “He can’t Rhonda. He’s got a boner!”

Dave about died then. He had never been so embarrassed in his life.

“I can’t,” he mumbled.

He heard Rhonda’s voice. “Tell him to jack off! Or Jack him off yourself! I don’t care how you do it, but I want that chastity cage on his prick now!”

Dave was blubbering, Brenda was laughing, and Rhonda was commanding.

Like the lipstick, it took a while. It took threats and cajolery, but Dave finally took his penis in hand and started stroking.

Brenda aimed the phone to prove to Rhonda that he was following her directions.

Dave had intended to squirt the night before, but he had had too much to drink, and now he was so darned embarrassed that, even though his cock was rock hard, he couldn’t get over the edge.

Dave stroked and stroked. He played with his nuts. He even played with his nipples, hoping that that would get him over the edge, but nothing worked.

“Okay, Brenda,” Rhonda’s voice came over the cell. “It’s going to be up to you. You’re going to have to jack him.”

“Wait a minute!” yelped Dave. “I can’t make love to Brenda!”

Rhonda’s voice was clear as she made her statement. “Who says she’s making love? Does she look like she’s having sex?”

Dave looked at Brenda. Brenda had a big grin on her face, but she was shaking her head in the negative.

“Does she look like she’s even having fun?”

Brenda shook her head, while her eyes were bright and positive.

“Well, but…”

“Dammit, Dave! Let her grab your cock and get you off! And I mean it!”

So Dave finally moved forward, and Brenda put out her hand and started stroking him.

Dave knew right away, from her soft touch, that he was going to be able to cum.

Rhonda watched on the phone, Brenda stroked and giggled, and Dave thought he was going to die of mortification.

Brenda increased her grip.

“Suck it!” yelled Rhonda.

Brenda went to her knees and slurped his dong. She had a most educated mouth, and he could feel his groin starting to light up.

“Put your finger up his ass!”

Oh, God! Dave loved that! But he had never told anybody, and now Rhonda had told her best friend.

Brenda stuffed her middle finger into him and he lurched, and that did it.

Dave began to squirt. Big, long pearls that decorated Brenda’s face. White puddles forming on her cheeks and alongside her nose.

And in her mouth. Her lips turned slick and moist.

Dave couldn’t stop cumming. He was super horny from the night before, and now feeling a fresh set of lips on his dong, he gave a series of massive ropes. His legs quaked and his eyes rolled back to show the white, and then he was done. He was empty, and already starting to grow limp.

“Wow!” said Rhonda on the phone. “That was hot!”

Brenda didn’t bother to wipe her face, she just slipped the tube on his cock, put the ring around his package, and locked it all together with the padlock.

Then Brenda wiped her face, and Dave looked down at his groin with a stunned face.

“How do I pee?” he asked.

“Sit down,” said Brenda, cleaning his slime off her cheeks. “Or just don’t pee for a month.”

Rhonda laughed heartily on the phone.

“But…how will I touch myself?”

“Why would you want to?” Now Brenda was joining in the laughter.

“Well, I…”

“Your jack off days are over. Your horny days are starting.”

“Let me talk to him,” Rhonda called out.

Brenda handed him the phone.

“Hey, honey, the game has started.”

“But I can’t cum!”

“That’s the game. I don’t want you to cum. I don’t want you to waste yourself. I want you to save up all your sperm for me.”

“But…but…”

“Don’t worry. If things get real bad I can’t always let Brenda drain you.”

“But I don’t want to fuck Brenda!” He was lying, of course. Brenda was a babe, and he wouldn’t have minded going further than a hand job and a finger in the bunghole.

“You just let me worry about that. Now, Brenda is my substitute. She will be taking care of you for the next month. She and I will be talking about what you need to do, and you will be expected to follow her instructions to the letter. If you don’t then you might end up wearing that chastity device for quite a bit longer than a month. Is that clear?”

“Uh, yeah. Do what Brenda says.”

“That’s right. And, who knows, if you get horny enough, and I feel it is right, then you will get relief. Of course it might not be the relief you were planning on, but, I guarantee, it will feel good.”

“Okay,” Dave spoke haltingly.

“Okay, honey. I’ve got to go to a seminar now. I’ll call you tonight, and I better get a good report from Brenda. Okay?”

“”Yeah. Yes.”

“All right. bye bye.”

“Good bye.”

Dave handed the phone back to Brenda, who listened to make sure Rhonda had really hung up, then she put the phone down, and her hands on her hips, and smiled at Dave.

“All right, Davey Boy. Let’s get to work.”

Dave stared at her and wondered what ‘work’ was.

“Come on,” Brenda took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

“Take off that robe and use this.” She handed him a. bottle of Nair.

Dave was shivering, but it was with excitement, with anticipation. He slathered on the goop, looked at himself in the mirror, and his cock was going crazy in its confines.

“Hey! You’ve got to get your back. And your asshole. And really do your crotch. We’ve got to get rid of all your hair.”

She helped him, and her hands massaged the Nair into his pores until he was thoroughly coated.

He stood, feeling like a dog that’s been sprayed, but not unhappy for that.

She grinned and began taking off her clothes.

“What are you doing?”

“Stripping. What does it look like?”

“But…you can’t…”

She was down to bare boobs now, and she gripped his cage and lifted, making him go up on his tip toes. She growled with a twisted grin, “You have to do everything I say. Everything. If I say cut off your balls I expect you to sharpen the scissors. You got that?”

“Uh…”

She laughed. “Besides, what are you gonna do? You gonna fuck me with that little thing all locked up?”

“Well, uh…”

She had him, and he knew it, and the terrible thing was that the more she bullied him, the more she pushed him around, the more excitement he felt in his groin. His cock was trying to press through the sides of the cage and his balls were being stretched out.

And it felt good!

“Okay, time to get in.” She pulled his balls and forced him into the shower.

She turned on the cold water and laughed when he shrieked. Then, when it was hot, she stepped in and began soaping and rinsing.

He watched and felt a bit of dismay as all his hair, except for the hair on his head, swirled down the drain.

But the resulting feel of his flesh was amazing. He felt like his skin was alive!

She pulled him, again by the balls, out of the shower. She made him dry her off, and he felt her large breasts, her erect nipples, and he couldn’t stop shivering.

“Oh, my God!” he inadvertently whispered at one point.

“That’s Goddess to you, boner butt.”

“Boner butt?”

“That’s right. This is going to be a fun month, and by the time Rhonda gets home I’ll be wearing a boner and it’ll be up your butt.”

That froze Dave’s thinking process. Him? Get analized? But…but…

“But before we get you there we’re going to have to work on you. If you’re going to take it like a woman then we’re going to have to make you like a woman. That means some heavy duty feminization. Furthermore, I want you to build a dungeon.”

“A dungeon?” he squeaked. “But…but…”

Rhonda and I have talked about this for ages. A place where we can take men like you and train them properly. But don’t worry. You’re going to have a lot of fun. You’ll be horny all the time, you’ll learn to love spankings, and…you’re going to have fun.

Dave was terrified, but, underneath it all, he was already having fun. In fact, he was terrified because he was having so much fun. This was wrong! But…but…he wanted more.

“We’ve been talking for a long time, Rhonda and I, and I know that you’re a wee bit soft.”

“I’m not soft!”

“Says the man wearing lipstick,” laughed Brenda.

“That’s just…that’s…”

“That’s your sissy side showing up. Face it, Dave. You’re a man on a pink path. And, fortunately for you…I’m just the girl to help you explore it. Now the rules are simple. Do what I say, wear what I tell you, and enjoy the ride. Got it?”

Dave didn’t want to say he ‘got it.’ He wanted to run and hide. But he couldn’t because it was so exciting.

Brenda turned to him and grabbed his balls, “I said,” she snarled, “Do you have it!”

Dave gulped and nodded.

“Okay, take me down to your basement.”

Dave now led the way, his face burning bright, his cock aching to get loose, down the stairs off the kitchen.

The basement was a nice one. It was about half the size of the ground floor, and he had fixed it up as a sort of a man cave/entertainment place.

“Well,” said Brenda, “At least we have something to work with. I want you to move the big screen to that wall. Paint the whole place black. Get rid of that pool table.

“Get rid of…” that was his pride and joy.

“Yes. Get rid of it. Put it in the garage. You can park outside, and we need this place.”

Dave stared at the pool table forlornly. Yes, he could do that, but…he didn’t want to!”

“Now, we need a wet bar with refrigerator in that corner. I’ll want a pegboard against the right wall, a closet or something over there, and…yes. That’s a good start. But right now, go get dressed.”

Dave heaved a breath of relief. At last, he could get dressed. Her next words, however, took away the relief.

“I brought a bag for you. Your clothes are in it. The bag is in the foyer.” She slapped his ass. “Now get going!”

Dave walked up the stars, glancing at Brenda as he went.

Brenda ignored him. Her lips were pursed and she was tapping her foot.

He was afraid of what she might be thinking.

He went to the foyer and found the bag and looked into it.

Oh, crap! Panties. Garter. Nylons. and…and…a bra!

With breast forms!

Now in a daze, Dave staggered back to the bedroom. He put the items on his bed and looked at them.

They were all of a size that would fit him, but…but…

Ding! Ding!

He picked up his phone.

“Rhonda! I can’t do this! I—“

“Do you have your lipstick on?”

Dave went silent.

“That better be a ‘yes.’ Now take a picture and send it to me. Have you gotten dressed yet?”

“I…I…”

“Dave? Are you being bad? Are you doing everything that Brenda tells you to do?”

“Well, I…uh…”

“DAVE! You send me a picture right now. And Brenda told me what you were going to wear, so get it on and take a picture of that. I expect to see your pictures within five minutes. Now…MOVE IT!”

Dave was shaking now.

Funny. He had always thought of himself as manly, but that illusion was disappearing fast.

Brenda had already made him put on his lipstick, so he took a pick and sent it. He had to take a couple of pics because his hands were shaking so much he was blurry.

Then he started putting on the underwear.

Putting on lady’s underwear was the hardest thing he had ever done. The panties weren’t too bad, and the garter went over his hips, but then he had to roll the nylons up his legs.

His hands shook, he kept losing his grip, and it took ten minutes to get the nylons on his legs.

Then they felt wonderful. They encased his legs and made him feel incredibly sexy.

But that left the bra and breast forms.

His hands fumbled as he tried to put the bra on. He tried several times to fasten the clasps, but couldn’t. Finally he remembered that his wife put it on around her waist, fastening it in the front, then spinning it around and slipped her arms through the straps.

He tried that, and it worked, except that the bra ended up turned inside out.

Gulping frantically, he tried again, and finally got it right.

His whole body shivering, he put the breast forms in.

“That’s wonderful.”

He jumped a foot in the air, and Brenda, who had been leaning against the door jamb and watching him snickered.

She sauntered across the room, grabbed his bra by the straps and pulled him to her. Their faces just inches apart, she murmured, “Relax, pinkie boy. It’s just underwear.”

“But…but…”

“Rhonda said she might have some high heels that would fit you. The black ones behind the closet door.”

Dave stumbled over to the door and swung it back.

The shoes were black, patent leather, and a size too big for Rhonda, so she never wore them. But they were a perfect fit for Dave, who was only an inch taller than her and had small feet for a man.

He picked up the shoes, sat in the vanity chair, and slipped them on his feet.

“It’s true,” said Brenda.

“Wha…what’s true?”

“About the size of a man’s feet.”

Her eyes flickered back and forth between his feet and his cock and Dave blushed.

“I’m not that small.”

“Could have fooled me. You sure fit into that chastity tube easily.”

Dave blushed harder, mumbled something, and looked down.

Brenda laughed. “Hey, get over it. Some men have and some men don’t. It doesn’t mean you can’t have fun.”

She knelt in front of the chair and took his penis in hand. She managed to fit the whole thing, cage and all, into her mouth.

Dave was petrified. He stared, and he felt her mouth working. God, it felt good, but there was no way he was going to cum with that chastity tube on.

“Okay, Dave,” she said, straightening up after a minute, “Time to get to work. I wrote down the instructions and they’re in the basement. I’m going to be shopping for stuff, but I want everything done today.”

With that she walked out, and a half a minute later he heard the front door close.

Dave looked at himself. Then he remembered he had to send Rhonda a picture. He took the picture and texted it, then he headed for the basement.

And stopped in the kitchen.

He was so shaken up he needed a drink.

He selected the largest glass he had. He filled it with ice and Coke and bourbon, then continued down to the basement.

Dave worked, and drank, and worked, and drank.

He put the big screen on the far wall, rerouted electrical lines, and began making a wet bar. The peg board went up easily. Then came down. He had to paint everything.

But to paint, he had to go to the store.

But how could he go to the store like this?

Being half drunk helped, Dave went upstairs and took out the breast forms and heels and put on shirts that would hide his ‘condition,’ and clodhoppers. Real workman’s boots.

Then he looked at his face. He was about to rub the lipstick off, but he knew he would get caught. If Brenda was home when he got home that would be the first thing she checked.

What to do. What to do.

And he snapped his fingers. He went out to the car and reached into the glove box. He pulled out a covid face mask and hooked it over his ears. He smiled, and couldn’t see his smile, nor his lipstick.

Now feeling the cheer, he drove slowly to Home Depot. He walked through the store, and he felt very clever at disguising himself in this way. He got paint, and a few other things he would need, paid, and left the store.

“Well, aren’t you the clever one,” quipped Brenda, seeing his ‘disguise.’ “Bet we’re going to have to fix it so you can go everywhere totally en femme.”

“En femme?”

“As a female. you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Not exactly.”

But there was a piece of him that was exulting. And a piece of him that was asking WTF was going on!

He painted the basement in the nude, his cock and cage dangling and his balls all shiny. Brenda didn’t want him to get paint on his underthings. She also made sure, checking on him periodically, that he was red-lipped.

“Don’t you just love the feel? The taste? The knowledge that these are real dick sucking lips?”

The look on his face made her laugh.

By five o’clock the basement was done. Pitch black, except for a couple of yellowish lights that Brenda had brought. It gave the place a gloomy, doomy ambience.

“All right. I’m going to go home and fix dinner for Henry. You probably want to take a break and drink and watch porn. Right?”

On one hand, he didn’t.

On the other hand, as soon as she was out the door he was pouring a drink and pulling up porn videos.

Now he could get out of his underwear. He could let his lips slide. Now he could get back to being himself.

Except, he didn’t.

He sat in the swivel chair and watched porn and…and gloried in his fake tits and his lingerie.

He was half drunk, had been most of the day, and he was enjoying this. The shakes and nervous trembling had gone down a bit. And his cock was struggling harder.

Could he be liking this? Could he?

He didn’t know. At least, he wouldn’t admit to himself. But…he watched porn, and the things he watched surprised him.

Normally he would watch big boob babes. Brandi and Ava, Casa and Holly. But now he was looking at other stuff.

He looked at Ladyboys, and trans, Carolina Ramirez and Delia Deleon and…and why was he doing this?

He wasn’t gay!

Or trans or a transvestite or…or anything like that!

But, he was sitting in a room, drinking, and watching people who were.

Then he happened on Lesbians fisting, and he thought his cock was going to break the box. Or at least spew semen right through the cage.

For hours he watched fists disappear up to the elbow. He listened to the groans and moans and watched the so violent orgasms.

Was this what he wanted? he drunkenly wondered.

Did he want Brenda to do this to him?

Was he really on the pink path?

Finally, at midnight, horned out and stupid, he staggered back to the bedroom.


PART TWO

Dave woke up early. In spite of booze and his condition, he woke up, and he was wired.

He was excited.

He couldn’t wait to put on his lips and apparel.

And send a couple of pics to Rhonda.

Rhonda sent him back a thumbs up, and he gloried in that simple symbol.

Then Brenda arrived.

“Nice,” she said, seeing him prepared for her.

He fixed breakfast and she watched him.

“What does Henry think of all this?”

“Henry has got his own problems.”

“Is he…did you…”

“Is he a pansy? Like you?”

“I’m not a pansy!”

“Says the guy all dressed up and…and I like the peignoir you’re wearing. Very sexy.

Dave blushed bright red.

“Well, it just didn’t…I needed some more covering…I—“

“Dave! Dave!” she waved her hand. “It’s okay. I like you like this. And I’ve made a doctor’s appointment for you.”

“A doctor’s appointment?”

“Sure.”

“What for?”

“So you can do exactly what I say, remember?”

“I—“

“Rhonda told you, her explicit instructions were…do exactly what Brenda tells you. That means no questions. No protests. Just instant compliance.”

Dave ate his eggs and looked at his plate.

Yes, that was what his wife had said. But how far did she mean this to go?

He looked up at her. “When?”

“This afternoon.”

Dave nodded, and worried, and…felt that surge of excitement.

Brenda drove, and she insisted that Dave wear a bag over his head.

“But why?”

“Because I like you with a bag over your head.”

Not much Dave could say to that, but it sure made him wonder.

Did she want him so nobody could tell who he was? Or, more sinister, did she not want him to know where she was taking him?

They drove for a half hour, and Dave huddled in the passenger seat. In addition to the bag, which was very embarrassing, she insisted he wear his underwear and peignoir.

They stopped. Brenda got out, circled the car, and opened the door for him. She helped him out of the car and up a short walk.

He could smell doctor’s office as soon as he stepped through the door. And there was tile under his feet, like in a doctor’s office. And a professional voice saying, “Right this way.”

They entered a small room and Brenda took the bag off his head.

They were in a small operating room and Dave looked around. He studied the instruments, read charts on the wall, and worried.

What was Brenda going to do to him?”

A doctor came in. She was female—Dave could tell by her large breasts—and she wore a surgical mask.

“This is Dave, eh?” The doctor looked at him, tilted her head, and scrutinized him like a piece of meat.

“This is he, almost a she.” She turned to him, “Dave, why don’t you lay down on the table.”

Dave did. He was conscious of his underwear, of his chastised peeny between his legs.

“Okay, we’re going to use a light anesthetic,” the doctor said. She gave Dave a shot.

Dave lay on the table and stared at the bright light above him.

The doctor moved around him, and she was talking to Brenda. They were laughing, and at one point the doctor picked up his cock and asked something like, “You sure you want to leave this on?”

And a response like, “He doesn’t belong to me.”

But he couldn’t be sure. He was swirling in a mist and watching things happen. And he couldn’t do a darn thing about anything. All he could. do was lay there and absorb the experience and not have any emotion about anything at all.

The doctor marked his chest with a grease pencil.

She slid needles into his chest and depressed a plunger.

Dave watched, as if from afar, without caring, as his chest grew bigger and bigger.

“Those are beautiful, doc.”

“Thank you,” the doctor mumbled, measuring the injections carefully.

When she was done she gave Dave another shot and Dave started to wake up.

He raised his head and said, “Wow!”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” grinned the doctor. Then she was gone.

Brenda put the bag back over his head and they returned home.

Dave sat in front of the computer and stared at it. And saw the tons of buns and best of chest. He was dazed. He had boobs. He sat and stared and…was turned on by his own tits!

He kept looking down from the screen and examining himself, feeling himself, wondering what was happening.

Even though he knew what was happening, he wondered what was happening.

Tits?

He sipped at his bourbon and Coke. He got up and walked to the big mirror in the foyer. He stared at himself.

He took his clothes off and put them on.

Ding! His cell phone went off.

He picked it up and saw that Rhonda had been trying to reach him.

He saw the message: ‘Where have you been all day?’

He tapped in, one letter at a time, afraid: ‘Brenda got me tits.’

There was a long silence. Then: ‘Show me.’

Dave took off his bra, kept his other underwear on, and snapped a picture. He sent it.

Another long silence, then: ‘Wow!’

He had to take that as a compliment.

Brenda was late the next morning. She didn’t show up until almost noon. When she did show up she was a bit peevish.

Not in anything she said, just her attitude.

Dave knew what it was.

“I sent Rhonda a pic of my…my…chest.”

Brenda sighed. “Yeah. She was a bit upset. But I think it was all just a miscommunication. I think she’s all right now.”

“All right with me having boobs?”

Brenda smiled, and suddenly was out of her funk.

“Who wouldn’t be all right with those glorious mammaries?”

Dave nodded.

Back to the basement, and now Brenda had bought some material.

There were chains, handcuffs, leather straps, weird shaped wood, sanders and gloss and…and Dave knew he had to see some instructions.

Brenda handed him a sheet of paper, printed right off the internet, and he studied it quietly.

It was a bench, basically, but what a bench!

It had four legs with leather straps for securing the arms and legs. It had a ring for the face, and the bench itself was curved so the butt lifted up and was presented.

Dave had to figure out how to use tools because Brenda gave him long fingernails and painted his toe nails. He also had to figure out how to move with a pair of heavy weights on his chest.

The doc had put ‘vacation boobs’ on him, but working with them hanging off him was no vacation.

Still, he screwed, he sanded, he polished. He attached the leather restraints and the padding. And, finally, he screwed it to the floor. It was not something one wanted to hop around while being whipped, or falling on the floor.

And Brenda began making him up. Showed him how make up worked, and taught him to apply his own, and to repair it when necessary.

Dave was horny.

Dave’s dong was constantly dripping now, and his balls felt like they had been overstuffed.

Just the act of walking, his nuts knocking, made him very, very careful in how he moved.

The bench was the main object in the basement, but there were other items. There was the humbler, in which the person humbled had his nuts secured through a ‘yoke’ behind his thighs. When Brenda made him try that out he found he could only crawl at the very slowest pace.

Then there was a standing dildo on a platform. He spent some time standing, fixed in place, and his legs ached, his boobs hurt, and he couldn’t wait to get off it.

There was a triangle in which he was forced to sit with his wrists and ankles fastened.

And a St. Andrew’s Cross, which he stared at but, thank God, never experienced. At least, not yet.

The pegboard held a full compliment of toys, and these he was made to experience to the very last one.

“That goes in me?” he asked when she held up a plug.

She smiled. “Have a seat on the bench.”

Having a seat meant laying down, his butt in the air.

He did so, and she greased him up, running her fingers around his rim, which he found absolutely amazing and drove him out of his mind. Then she slid the plug into him and he squawked, actually gave out a shrill, little yelp like a chicken.

But, after a second, once he got used to it, it didn’t feel too bad.

In fact, he was sorry he hadn’t played with plugs before this. He had been missing out on so much.

She fastened the restraints, fixing him to the bench, and now he knew he was in for it.

She selected a paddle to start. Just a simple ping pong paddle. It had dimples, but no metal rivets or holes. And she spanked him.

There is a trick to spanking. Some people think they want to be abused, just wailed on, the spanker using all his muscles and blistering the ass until there is blood and bruises.

Wrong.

You need to make the spanking last. It’s not icing to be devoured in five seconds, it’s a feast with all sorts of meats and vegetables, and it needs to be drawn out and absorbed in detail.

She applied the paddle gently. Left redness, a few dimples from the covering on the paddle, but that was all.

But she kept going and going.

The pain wasn’t much, he grunted, and it hurt, but he could handle this.

But the spanking went on and on.

She stopped, sat in a chair and slid under his face.

She removed the ring that his face rested in, and it was perfect. His face fell onto her pussy and he ate.

Like the spanking, it went on and on and on.

Then she put the ring back under his head, and picked up a short whip.

Eighteen inches of leather strips, slowly slapping his thighs, his back, his ass, the bottoms of his feet.

She roasted him, and now he was in a different world of pain. Now hard, but all over, and unbearable.

And yet…bearable.

Her arm went around and around, not sufficient to tire her out. The leather straps kept striking and striking, and his skin turned a beautiful shade of pink.

Not red.

Not bruising, but warming.

She stopped to work the plug a bit, then she replaced it with a bigger one.

And she went back to the paddle.

He was in a heaven of hurt. Or a hurt of heaven. He was confused and didn’t know the difference.

And she kept him there. Teetering on the edge of not enough/too much.

He remembered crying, but not tears of pain. But he didn’t know what they were tears of.

And she stopped.

She got him a drink, placed it on a little table with a straw under his head. He was able to suck, and she began massaging his flesh. Her hands were cool, and strong, and she applied a lineament that cured him, rejuvenated him, and made him love her.

She undid his restraints and helped him sit up, then they sat on the bench and she held him and comforted him, and he fell more and more in love.

It didn’t matter that she was the source of his pain. What mattered was that she was the source of his succor.

Then, the day done, she kissed him good night and went home to her husband.

Halfway through the month, decked out as a female, getting a particularly intense spanking, not having cum for weeks, he cried in her arms. Then, when he was cried out, he whispered to her, “What does Henry think of all this?”

“Oh, he thinks it’s a hoot.”

He looked at her. “And he knows about all the sex we’re having?”

She looked surprised, but only for a moment. “We aren’t having sex! Oh, but…well, I guess we are. But it’s not husband and wife sex, so it doesn't matter.

“What kind of sex is it?”

“It’s sissy sex.”

He blinked and didn’t understand.

“You really haven’t figured it out?”

He shook his head.

“It’s coming, my love. Another week or two and you’ll be ready.”

She moved him around, made him sit on her lap. She held him like she was nursing him, and even encouraged him to suck on her nipples. “Not all men can do it, but when you find one that can…Rhonda understood, but sometimes it’s hard for her when you do things, go through things. But I talk to her, explain to her, and she gets it.”

“Gets what?”

Brenda kissed him softly on the lips. And she kept kissing him. She felt his tits, and then se reached down and fondled his chastised cock.

She said, “She knows that you’re on the pink path. That you’re a sissy at heart.”

He must have had something in his eyes, because she soothed him. “There, there. It’s all right. It’s okay to be you. It’s not for everybody, but you’re special. You’re built to please women, and you can do this.”

But Dave didn’t know if he could do it.

It seemed like every day she was doing something new, pushing him further and further, and his mind…his mind was protesting and scared.

This went against the way he was raised. This went against society and culture and the way people thought.

But he kept going, kept moving forward, even when he didn’t think he could.

“How are you doing, honey?” Rhonda asked him on the phone.

“I’m fine,” he admitted, but there was a world of experience and wonder in his voice.

“I saw the latest batch of pictures. Are you all right with those butt plug things?”

He nodded, then realized that he had to speak. “It’s okay.”

She sensed him withholding. “But is it really? Doesn’t it hurt?”

“No…I mean, sometimes, but…it’s okay.”

“And how is it having breasts?”

“I…I like it.”

That was the hard thing, admitting that he liked something. He was not just overcoming his cultural upbringing, he was confessing to a person still possessed by that culture.

Yet, was she?

She didn’t seem upset by any of the things that Brenda did, and sometimes she sounded happy about something they were discussing.

“Are you okay with this?” he asked. “With this…stuff I’m doing?”

Rhonda replied with the strangest remark that was totally correct, yet…something else. “I trust Brenda.”

“Oh.”

But whatever Rhonda felt or thought, she talked to Brenda every day, and she even made suggestions.

The dungeon was done. It was dark and gloomy and had chains hanging from the walls. Chains which could be attached to people.

The lighting was dark, and the corners were never fully illuminated.

The wet bar and the refrigerator were installed, and even a sound system.

Brenda would spend hours down there, making drinks, spanking Dave, listening to music, and…one day.

“Hi, Dave.”

Dave froze. He was, as usual, on the bench. He was restrained and his backside had been warmed to a fare thee well.

It was Henry. Brenda’s husband.

Brenda wasn’t there. She had spent a long day spanking Dave and had gone home to fix dinner.

“Brenda sent me to untie you.”

“Oh.”

Dave was in a total state of panic. His face was burning, redder even than the marks Brenda had left on his flesh.

Dave headed for the wet bar. “Say. You do good work.” He opened the fridge, made a drink, turned to Dave and asked, “You want one?”

Dave mumbled, “Sure.”

Henry mixed two, then sat down in the chair near Dave’s head. He pulled the little stool over and set Dave’s drink, with straw, on it.

Dave sucked.

“So you really like this stuff?”

“I…I don’t know.”

Henry chuckled. “Brenda said you were a little conflicted, but that you kept on going.”

He looked around the basement, admired it. Got up to turn on a little music, then sat down again.

“Would you like me to fuck you?”

“Uh…no. Please. No thank you.”

“Not to worry. I know you’ll make choices as you feel. I’m just offering.”

“Oh.”

“Embarrassed?”

“A little.”

“Okay. Say, have you been following the Dodgers?”

“The…the Dodgers?”

“Yeah. They just got a great pitcher, and I wonder if that’s going to make a big enough difference this year. Think they’ll make the World Series?”

“Well, I don’t know.” Dave started thinking about something he hadn’t thought about for nearly a month. “How many starters do they have?”

And for the next half hour the two men talked about baseball, then Henry released Dave and headed home.

Later that night Dave thought about what had happened. He had talked to a guy, a manly man, and…he had been accepted. Henry didn’t care that he was on a pink path. How odd.

A week later, three days before Rhonda was due home, Brenda brought two ladies to the basement.

Dave was stunned, and shocked, and scared all over.

He shivered, but noted how good looking the ladies were. For a change Brenda wasn’t in underwear, or naked. All three women wore pencil skirts, blouses, short jackets, nylons and heels.

Brenda showed off the dungeon, and was complimented, and the two ladies even patted Dave’s butt and called him a good boy.

Dave figured out, he thought, they acted like higher ups. Managers, or owners, or bosses, or something.

“How are his manners?”

“He is learning how to cook, to clean house, and to serve in the highest manner possible.”

“Very well done, Brenda. Would you like to handle a few more sissies?”

After they were gone, and Brenda had returned, he asked, “Who were they?”

“Very important people. They’re in charge of the local chapter of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.”

“The Sissy Society?”

Brenda smiled. “Oh, yes. You probably didn’t know it, but there are people like you in every town in America, and even through out the world. Men who realize that the world has got to change. The LSS goes to great lengths to make sure you are cultivated and helped.

“They…there are basement dungeons everywhere? Like this one?”

Brenda chuckled. “Oh, yes. You are unique, but you’re not alone. There’s a lot of men like you.”

“Sissies.”

“Yep.”

“I’m confused.”

“I know you are.”

She began taking off her clothes.

“You were a high compliment to me, you realize. They actually offered to assign me more sissies. Rhonda would like to learn more, we might be able to fill this basement up with men like you.”

“Oh.”

“But don’t worry about that now. Right now we need to discuss your confusion.”

She took out the ring supporting his face and sat down on a chair. He began to eat her.

“You see, you are confused because you’re half way in between. We need to bump you over the hump. You need to drive on through the confusion and accept yourself as who you are.”

“I do?”

“Absolutely. Oh, that feels good.”

He licked and ate for another minute, then she stood up and went to the pegboard.

Dave couldn’t see her from his angle, but he could see that she was buckling something around her waist.

She came back, adjusting a dildo in a strap on.

“This is how we get your through your confusion. This is where you understand what the world is, what you are, and your place in the world.”

Dave started at the length of dildo jutting out from her crotch.

But she didn’t fuck him. She went back to her seat, but now, instead of eating her pussy, he was sucking her cock.

“We’ve only got a couple of days left, Dave, and, to be honest, you don’t have to do this. But if you ask me to screw you it will relieve the confusion in your mind. It will help you sort things out.

Dave now had the big peeny in his mouth. He didn’t have to move, just sit there and hold it. A penis. In his mouth.

Brenda sipped a drink.

“Once you have given up, submitted, it will all make sense. And, I dare say, you will have the strength of the organization behind you. You will have thousands, tens of thousands, of ladies who support you, appreciate you, and even wish to be involved with you. Heck, Dave, you can be a sort of poster child for the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Would you like that?”

Dave was silent. His whole world was taken up by the big cock laying in his mouth.

“Now, you can say no, but I wish you’d say yes. Open yourself up, live the life you’re destined to lead.”

“Will I ever get out of chastity?”

“I don’t know. That depends on you. Many men wish to stay in chastity. Many men even opt for castration. Usually chemical, where you retain your junk, but I know a few who asked for the knife.”

Dave shivered. The thought of losing part of himself, even though it was antithetical to his being—if this was his being—was too much.

“But, first things first, Dave, I’d like to make love to you, the way a woman is supposed to male love to a sissy.”

“Put your dick in me.”

“Absolutely. What do you say.”

This was new. For weeks Brenda had been pulling him forward, pushing him through experiences, but now she was asking him to make a decision on his own.

To become who he truly was.

“What about Rhonda?”

“She’s fine with this. In fact, I talked to her last night and described how close you were, and you know what she said?”

“What?”

“She said she couldn’t wait to fuck you. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“But…do you think I’ll ever be able to fuck her…like…use my dick?”

“Oh, I don’t know. That’s up to you and her. What I’m concerned with right now is just getting you over the hump.”

Dave lay on the bench, his mind traveling a thousand miles a second.

He thought about his wife, and how she had responded to him.

“This started out as a game.”

“Did it? Or was it something that had to be? Was it something that both you and your wife knew was coming, and just sort of talked yourselves into getting?”

A long period of silence. Brenda had said all she could, and it was time for Dave to make up his mind.

If not now, when? he thought.

He nodded. His voice, when he spoke, sounded far away. “Okay.”

“Excellent,” Brenda pulled back, pulling the dick from his mouth. She stood up, replaced the ring, and walked behind Dave.

Dave’s ass was well prepared. It was loose and lubed, and she took out his plug and massaged more lube into him. Then she began to penetrate him.

He grunted, and felt light headed, and felt her member move into him. And as it moved it opened him, opened his mind, and confusion…confusion left.


EPILOGUE

“Good evening, ladies!”

There were four benches in the basement.

Brenda stood at one end. She was wearing dark nylons, a halter top, and held a paddle. She looked truly magnificent.

The four men on the benches mumbled their greetings.

Behind the men stood Rhonda and Dave. They both wore underwear and transparent peignoirs.

“I would like to introduce you to my assistants, Dave and Rhonda. Dave is the one on the right, the voluptuous one.”

Again, the sissies to be on the benches mumbled greetings.

“You ladies are here to discover your inner selves. You are on the pink path. Dave, behind you, has been in your position. He will attest to the pain and confusion you are going to have to go through. Right Dave?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Dave’s voice was high because he had had his Adam’s apple shaved. His hair was long and pulled into a pony tail on top. His breasts were very large, being Chyna 2000s.

“Is there anything any of you sissies would like to say or ask before we start?”

Nobody said anything.

Brenda smiled over the heads of the men laying on the benches, their cocks in chastity, their vacation breasts large, their lips red. She smiled at Dave and Rhonda, and said, “Ladies, grab your paddles.

END
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Make Me a Woman!

She took control with

chastity and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

He wore a complete body unitard. They were made for women, but he had ordered them off the net and found that they were perfect for sneaking. They had long sleeves, a full neck, and the feet were built in.

He wore very light, very flexible athletic shoes. Black. With black shoe laces.

He also had a ski mask he could pull over his face, and he wore black eye shadow.

In short, he was black. No white. Period.

And, if that wasn’t enough, he had all black night vision goggles, and one ear held a tiny amplifier. He could see in the dark, and he could hear for a hundred yards around.

Moving like a cat in shadows, he slithered along the roof. He came to a small building with a door in it.

This morning, while everybody was gathering for rehearsal he had snuck into the theater, made his way to the top and unlocked the door.

Of course it might be locked again, but that was no big deal. He was adept with lock picks.

But it wasn’t locked. He opened the door and went in like a whisper.

He followed catwalks and found himself a hundred feet above the stage.

There were lights around the stage, night lights, but no people.

He sat on the high catwalk and used his night vision goggles to inspect the building.

Not a sound. Not a hint of motion. It had that empty feeling that buildings get when there are no people in them.

Just the way he liked it.

Still, he waited fifteen minutes. Long enough for the cops to arrive. somebody might have seen him on the roof, maybe an alarm he didn’t know about went off.

Nothing.

He moved along the catwalk to a that lead to the stage. He didn’t know what it was for, maybe to lift lights, maybe to adjust stage scenery, but no matter to him. It was solid, and he grabbed it and went down the rope hand over hand.

He might have a slender, almost feminine body, but he was strong.

He reached the floor and moved into the shadows.

And waited.

Not a sound. Not a movement.

He turned his head and listened to the far corners.

There was a slight sound somewhere to the rear, but he didn’t know what. It sounded like breathing, but there was nobody back there.

He thought about checking, but decided not to. He was going to hit the front office, where the safe was, then head out the front door. That might set the alarm off, but in the five minutes it took for a cop to arrive at the theater he could be a mile away. Certainly outside any perimeter the cops would be setting up.

But they wouldn’t set up a perimeter. Not for an alarm. Alarms were for checking the doors, shining the big flashlights around. They wouldn’t set up a perimeter and have dozens of cops cruising the streets. Not for an alarm.

He moved around the side of the stage and down to the front row of seats. He crouched low and moved up the side of the theater to the lobby. To each side of the lobby was a restroom. One for men, and behind that was a door for supplies. Another for women, and behind that was a passage to the front office, which opened on the box office.

The show was a sell out, and on regular days a cop would come by and escort the manager to the bank.

On irregular days, such as a holiday like this one, there wouldn’t be a cop, and the money would be put in the ancient safe until a cop could be summoned to help transport the money to the bank.

He waited off the lobby, listened, looked, and after a few minutes he slipped into the corridor to the women’s room.

He went into the women’s room, took a leak in a toilet, then climbed up on a toilet.

The door to the office would be locked. But the ceiling was a fake ceiling, sound panels, and it provided a quick crawl to the office, which had more sound panels. He moved a panel, leaped, and pulled himself onto the thin beams that supported the sound panel ceiling.

Because he was so slender he was light, and because of yoga he was strong, and agile, and had great balance.

He crawled along the thin beams until he was over the office. He listened. He lifted a panel and looked down into the office. His head upside down from the ceiling space he looked like Spiderman.

But he was a bad Spiderman. One that stole things.

Nobody.

He lowered himself from the ceiling to a desk. Was careful not to mess nay papers or knock anything over.

He jumped to the floor. He listened.

Nothing.

He went to the safe. It was big, probably over a hundred years old. But big, while it looked daunting, was actually pretty easy.

He didn’t need a stethoscope because he had his ‘hearing amplifier.’

He put his amplified ear to the safe and listened.

The trick was to ignore the rest of the world and focus only on the sounds coming out of the safe. That might be dangerous, because he wasn’t listening to the world then, but he had listened to the building, and he was sure he was alone.

A safe has a series of interlocking wheels. The trick is to feel, and listen, and line up the notches in these interlocking wheels. Not an easy job, but easy if you have the extra powerful ears and sensitive fingers.

With his ear plastered against the door of the safe he turned the dial.

Tick.

He heard it. It was softer than a mouse snapping its fingers, but he heard it.

He turned the dial the other way. His mind was deep inside the safe now, listening, and his fingers were feeling the interlocking wheels.

Around…around…creeping…creeping…tick.

He didn’t smile, but he felt an exuberation swelling inside him.

He turned the dial. His fingers turned the dial, and it was like a flea walking. He could actually imagine the wheels inside, turning, and…click.

That click was so soft it was ridiculous. In fact, he wondered if he had only imagined it.

But the last turn of the dial would be the simple one. Three wheels in line, he simply turned the fourth wheel and kept turning the lever, and there was no place it could go except click. In fact, not so much a click as just opening.

The door swung back and he peered into the safe.

His night goggles showed the sack of bills ready for bank deposit. He picked up the bag and hefted it. Maybe ten thousand dollars on a night like this. A very tidy piece of change for a couple of hours work.

He checked out the rest of the safe and found legal papers, deeds, and a box filled with coins.

He almost left the coins, then he thought about it: why would the owner of the theater leave a bunch of pennies and dimes and stuff in the safe?

Could they be valuable? Could they be rare? Collector’s items and pulling in fantastic prices?

He opened the box and took a penny out of it. It was the top penny, must be there for a reason.

1959-D wheat penny.

What the fuck was that?

He sat back and thought. And in sitting back he saw a coin catalogue wedged inside the safe. He opened it, found pennies, and there it was: 1959-D wheat penny. $50,000!

Holy Heysoos on a motorcycle with no kickstarter!

He picked up the box.

He had a bag in his pocket. It was made of thin but very strong material. He emptied the box office money into it, then poured the coins into it.

He tightened the top, went to the door that led to the outside world, and stopped.

No. This was not a thousand dollar heist. This was a million dollar burglary. He should not just walk out, he should sneak out with the same attention to detail that he had used sneaking in.

So thinking he went to the desk and leaped up into the false ceiling.

He crawled, spider-like, to the bathroom. He lowered himself to the toilet.

Now he was exulting. He was going to get away with it. He had won the lottery!

He walked out to the lobby, through it to the theater, and down the side of the big room.

He hopped up on the stage and headed for the rope he had descended. It was still dangling, and he grabbed it with one hand. He reached up with the other hand, started to pull, and that was when the girl slid out from behind the curtain and hit him on the back of the head with a baseball bat.

“Hey! Stupid! Wake up!”

He sputtered under the deluge of water from a flower pot. His head jerked, and he had a sudden pain in the back of his skull.

“Unh…” he groaned. He tried to move, but found that his hands were tied.

“What the…”

Then he started perceiving the room.

He was in one of the dressing rooms. There were a row of make up stations, and he was on a tatty couch across from them.

“That’s better,” said the girl. She was standing with one hand on her hip, and one hand holding an empty flower pot.

“Who the fuck…God, my head hurts.”

“I did a Babe Ruth on you,” the girl said proudly. “Man, I put the smack on you. Your head sailed out into the bleachers. Home run.”

He struggled a bit, and, in spite of the pain, he managed to sit up.

“I’m hurting. You got to get me to a hospital.”

“Say that again and I’ll hit another home run.”

He said nothing, just studied her with a surly glare.

She was good looking. A real babe. She was wearing a short skirt a halter top, and a jacket that didn’t want to stay closed in the front. The reason it didn’t want to stay closed was because of her mammoth mammaries. He could see the swell of her boobs, and the jacket was pressed out.

She frowned, turned and put the flower pot down. She picked up a small bat. She turned to him. “You want to put your eyes away.” She touched the sweet spot of the bat to a palm menacingly.

“Okay, okay.” He looked down, and up, but had to look at her somehow. I mean, she was standing right there!

Long legs encased in mesh nylons. Tall high heels with an extra inch of platform.

And the face. Wow. The nose was like Jessica Jones’, a little lift at the end. Her lips were red and full. Her eyes…man, she was giving him the once over.

“Okay, bozo butt, what’s your name.”

He didn’t want to give her his name. He mumbled something, and she pushed the bat against his forehead, straightened his head right up. “Talk, or I’m going to improve my batting average.

He had no choice. “Donnie.”

She blinked, stared, then guffawed. Even in the manly act of guffawing she was beautiful.

“Ain’t that a kick? My name is Marie. Get it? Donnie and Marie!”

He stared blankly. “What?”

“Don’t you know who Donnie and Marie are? Gawd. What a sap!”

He didn’t say anything.

“TV? The brother and sister who…oh, never mind.”

“So, can you let me loose?”

“She heaved a sigh and got a grumpy look on her face. “Well, that’s sort of a problem.”

“No. It’s not. You untie me and I walk out and you never see me again.”

“Aside from the fact that I don’t believe you, I don’t believe you.”

“Why not? You got the bat. I’m fucked up from when you hit me. I just want to get out of here.”

“No you don’t.”

“I don’t?”

“Nope. You just want to get out of here with all that stuff you stole.”

“What stuff?” he tried, even though the paleness of his face gave him away.

“The ten thousand dollars and all those old coin things. Are those nickels and dimes really worth anything? You might as well tell me, I’ll find out anyway.”

“Uh, they’re worth something. I don’t know how much. I tell you what. You give me the coins and keep the money and we’ll never see each other again.”

“Ha! Now I know they’re worth something. You just offered me ten thousand dollars for them. They must be worth a lot more.”

Donnie lay there and tried to think, which was hard with his head aching so badly. He knew he had made a mistake.

“So is this what you do for a living? Sneak into places and steal stuff?”

Oh, heysoos!

He tried to downplay his criminality. “I just do it every once in a while.” He embellished. “If I do it too much they’ll come after me. A job here, a job there, enough to live on and I’m happy.”

She chuckled again. “You are such a bad liar.”

“I’m not lying!”

“Look at you. Professional in every way. Dig the get up, the high tech sunglasses. You must make a million dollars a month!”

He snorted. “If I made a million dollars a month I wouldn’t be doing this. I’d be living in the Caribbean on some island.”

“Nah. You’re one of these guys who gets off on it.”

They were silent for a moment then, regarding each other, and Donnie was wondering what was going to happen.

“So how long you going to keep me here?”

She pursed her lips in a moue. “I don’t know. That’s my problem, you see. I don’t feel like killing you, and if I let you go you’ll come for me.”

“You put all that stuff in a bank deposit box or something and I can’t touch it.”

“Yeah, but you might want revenge.”

He opened his mouth to protest and she said, “No. You wouldn’t do that. But…I don’t know what to do with you.”

“Where is the loot, anyway?”

She snickered. “I love it. You say ‘loot,’ just like a real gangster or something.”

“But where is it?”

“I hid it.”

“Where?”

“Somewhere.”

“When the cops come they’ll turn this place upside down. They’ll find it. They’ll rip up floorboards, unscrew electrical outlets, check the ceilings…they’ll find it.” He watched her carefully, hoping she would give a tell and let him know where it might be. She had no reaction, however.

“Who says it’s even here?”

He thought about that. “What time is it?”

“Four.”

Crap! He had been unconscious for hours! Long enough for her to leave and come back.

The pain in his head was slowly waning, and he tried one more time. “So how we gonna do this?”

She pulled a chair around and sat on it, facing him. They were closer together now, and the lighting revealed how truly beautiful she was.

“Are you one of the actresses here?” Curiosity got the better of him.

“Make up. And the reason I haven’t let you go, or just left you here tied up—I could still do that, you know, the cops would just find you and they wouldn’t know about me—is that I need you.”

He felt a little niggle of relief in the deep down.

“What do you need me for?”

“I’ve never done this before, and I don’t know how to get rid of the stuff.”

“So you need me to fence it.”

She nodded, watching him with level eyes.

“Okay. So let me go. You pay me half and I’ll show you how to get rid of the stuff.”

“Not so fast. Half is too much.”

“Okay, I’ll take 75 and you take 25.”

She laughed one of those big laughs. “I think you got that backwards.

“Okay. But we have to get going. Somebody will show up and we’ll be caught and there won’t be any divvying up of the loot.”

She grinned again. “You said it again. Loot.”

“Loot, loot,  loot. We have to get going.”

He had hoped to get her moving, to get himself loose, but she was not about to be hurried.

She moved her chair closer to him. She leaned forward a little, and he again found himself staring at her boobs.

He forced himself to look at her face. She was watching him watch her, and she was licking her lips.

Suddenly he had a very nervous feeling. “What?”

“We have to do something first.”

“What?”

She reached forward, bending more, showing more boob. She unbuckled his pants.

“Hey!” he squawked.

She unzipped him.

“What are you doing?”

He was protesting, but not that hard. After all, what man doesn’t want his pants pulled down by a beautiful woman?

She stood up, shucked her jacket and stood over him. Her love mounds stood out and she looked over them at him, again licking her lips. Her tongue looked so tidy and wet and sexy.

She began pulling her dress down. “You ever hear of the Stockholm Syndrome?”

“Uh…” he stared at her chest, her face, her red lips, her tongue darting out to dab her lips.

“That’s when the kidnap victim falls in love with her captors.”

“I…uh…”

She took down her nylons, rolled them off and stood only in her halter top. It was a short halter top, not much to the material, and he could see the outline of her nipples. They were quite stiff.

“Then there’s the fact that once a guy fucks a woman he is owned. She has a piece of him, and he will find it hard to betray her. He’s in love, you see. That and the Stockholm thing…that’s how I’m going to control you.”

She paused. He stared at her pussy. It was shaved with a tiny landing strip. She had a tat of a cartoon pussy cat to one side. The cat looked lascivious with bulging eyes and a drooling tongue.

She threw a leg over him and lowered herself.

She didn’t engulf him, not yet. She just sat and his dick was poking up in front of her. She began stroking it.

“We got to make a bargain, you see. You have to be beholdin’ to me, and I have to be beholdin’ to you. Do you think you can do that?”

“I…uh…” he made a few ‘urk’ sound sin his throat.

She rose up, studied his eyes intensely, then lowered herself.

Donnie wasn’t a virgin, but he also wasn’t in high demand. People always thought he was a little strange, and they treated him aloofly.

That, and the fact that he was a cat burgler, had driven him to a lone existence. For sex he relied on porn.

And he wanted a woman.

The cruel trap of porn was that women didn’t moan and scratch and want to do all the kinky things that guys, and especially Donnie, wanted.

But as she lowered herself on him…he knew it was different.

He was tied up, his arms squashed under his back. He couldn’t touch his dick. He couldn’t move, especially to take control, like a man should.

He was helpless, a victim to her desires, and…it excited him more than he had ever been excited.

All those days sitting at the computer and stroking himself,  all that time spent searching through BDSM, Sybian machines, fisting, lady boys…this was a dream, and now the dream was happening to him!

And suddenly all the kinky fantasies that he had engaged in became possible.

He struggled, tried to bounce her off, but she grinned and clung.

“Stop…stop!” he whispered frantically.

She reached down and twisted his nuts until he squeaked.

She leaned down, her breasts touching his chest, and whispered into his ear. “The only way this is going to work is if you love me.”

Her hair draggling across his face, her lips grazing his, he tried to push up into her. He was close, and…and…she rose off him.

She sat back below his penis. She stared at it. “Gawd! Look at that thing!”

It was pulsing, drooling pre-cum, rigid with outstanding veins. His balls were pulled up tight.

“Please…please…” he begged, thrusting his hips at her. “Finish me!”

“Oh, baby.” She slapped his peeny a couple of times, reduced his ardor, and waited.

He calmed down. “What are you doing?” he gasped.

“Making you love me,” she answered, and she moved up and drove down on his cock again.

Again and again, and it didn’t take long this time. He went to the edge, felt the trigger trying to click within, and…she stood up.

And slapped his dick.

And sat on him.

Again and again.

It was light out when she finally got off him for the last time. He was desperate, and he stared at her with love eyes.

She smiled as she got dressed. “Now that’s the look of love,” she observed of him.

She produced a sharp knife and cut the nylons she had used to secure him.

“Don’t get any ideas. This knife is very sharp.”

“Oh, God.” He stared at her, his pants were near bursting with the force of his cock.

She smiled. “Let’s go get some breakfast.”

She held his hand when they walked out of the theater.

They ate at a diner on the next block over. It was the usual breakfast crowd, but they managed to find a booth in a corner.

They ate bacon and eggs smothered with sugar free syrup.

He stared at her, kept gulping, and realized that his thought processes were compromised.

He wanted her.

She wanted to eat bacon and eggs. “I think it’s so neat that you like to put syrup on your breakfast, too.”

“Oh.”

She giggled. “You should see your face. You look like a puppy dog.”

“I’m not,” he tried.

“Yes. You are.”

People were coming and going and there was a cheerful clatter to the place. She asked, “How’d you get started in this business?”

His mouth opened and closed a couple of times, then he said, “I don’t know.”

“Come on, you do to. What was the first burglary you ever did?”

He was afraid somebody had heard her and he looked around. What was more important was that his face was turning a brilliant red.

“Come on. Nobody can hear you. Now give, or I’ll ask you louder.”

“No! No!” He put his hand on her arm to shush here, but that caused his electric weenie to surge. He pulled his arm back.

“Well?”

“I,uh…I used to sneak around in my neighborhood, and uh…steal things.”

“What kind of things? What did you steal? What is there to steal?”

“Uh, oh, stuff,” he obfuscated.

But she saw the blush on his cheeks growing brighter.

She leaned forward, half exposing her glorious tits, and demanded, “What did you steal.”

“Bras.” His voice was so low she thought she hadn’t heard him, but she had, and her eyes opened up in delight.

“Bras?”

He nodded, and was thoroughly ashamed.

“And panties and nylons and…you’re one of those kinky, little boys.”

“That was years ago!” he protested, pushing his cock down in his pants.

“Once a pervert always a pervert, I always say.”

“But I’m not!”

She didn’t say anything for a while, just stared at him thoughtfully. Then she murmured, “You’re a pussy.”

She spoke low, and there didn’t seem to be anything he could say.

“You’re one of these guys that goes down the pink path. You should have been born a girl.”

“Hey!” His voice was strong, but there was doubt in it.

“I mean, fucking will work, it will tie you to me, but…you need other things.”

“Look, let’s keep this on a business footing,” he tried.

“Are you wearing girl underthings right now?”

“No!” He was sitting up straight now. He was alarmed.

“Do you have girly underthings?”

“No!” he lied.

“I think you do. You wouldn’t be able to give up such a fun hobby. I’ll bet you have a separate room where you have bras and corsets and things. That’s probably what you spend all your money on.”

“No!”

“Well, we’ll find out.” She sipped some orange juice, placed the glass down, and sat back. She put her arms up on the back of the booth and that opened her jacket. Her boobs thrust out and he gulped and stared ate them.

She laughed. “You’re almost too easy, pussy boy.”

“I’m not a pussy boy!”

But his voice was weak.

After breakfast they walked, again her holding his hand, to his apartment.

He lived in a brownstone with lots of security. Two bedroom apartment, one room for sleeping, the other room held a couple of safes, a big screen TV, and a computer filled with porn.

He refused to open the safes for her, which caused her to bite her lip, but was understandable.

She knew that the only reason she had gotten this far was because he was a kinky, little, bozo butt with a fetish or two, and he wanted more of her.

Yet just the little tour of his place was enlightening. She studied his collection of night vision goggles. They talked about fencing at pawn shops, very easy but low returns, and finding a jeweler who paid fair.

When she saw his porn collection, however, she was thrilled.

Truth, in not letting him cum she had not let herself cum, and she was horny. And now, with a huge collection of boobs and dicks, snatches and buttholes, instruments of S&M, BDSM furniture, and all the other excitements of the depraved soul. she was in heaven.

The truth was that though she was beautiful, she didn’t have much of a sex life.

The actors and actresses who she prepared nightly were a weird bunch. Actors. They spent so much time being other than themselves that they didn’t know who they were.

Since she worked nights she didn’t get out and meet people.

And, truth, she found most people boring.

They lived work a day lives. They said the same things. They weren’t like Donnie, who was so far out of the box that he was interesting.

Even though she had done a mind job on him and he wasn’t capable of coherent thought…he was interesting.

Not just his vocation, cat burglar, but his psyche, his embarrassments, the fact that he was excited by taboos.

And it helped that he drooled over her like a puppy dog.

She made him take off his clothes and she played with him for a while. She tied him to his bed and stroked him, fondled his testicles, kissed him till she thought her lips would fall off.

And it was fun.

“I want to keep you, Donnie,” she said at one point. He was tied and she was curled up against him, naked. “I want to keep you and train you.”

He couldn’t speak. His mind was frazzled, his cock was out of control, he was in love.

“But I have a problem.”

“What…what?” He was half out of his body with lust. He wiggled and squirmed and tried to turn enough to rub his penis against her.

“My problem is that I can’t be satisfied by one man.”

For a second his mind ran rampant. He loved her. His love was kinky and perverted, and he didn’t want to share her.

He wanted her all for himself.

He wanted to be the only one to kiss her pussy, to suckle at her breasts. He wanted to be the only one she used her beautiful, plump lips on.

But she meant more than that. She didn’t mean she wanted more men.

“You see, my little, bozo butt, I am bi. A man isn’t enough for me. I…I need a woman, too.”

That was the point at which he slipped over the edge, though he wouldn’t know it for months and months. He wouldn’t know it until he had some serious reflection time, until he thought about the whimsical ways of his life.

But, right then, not knowing that he was now officially too far gone, he just marveled at her confession.

She needed a woman?

He understood that, because he needed one, too. He needed her.


PART TWO

They played in his apartment for hours, until she had to go home and get ready for work.

He walked her to the door, obsessed with her, wanting to lay down his life for her, and she turned to him. “Don’t bother trying to follow me. I come here. You don’t go to my house. Do you understand?”

He gulped, and she walked out the door.

Of course, telling a cat burglar that you don’t want him to know where you live is sheer foolishness.

He plugged into the net and had her address within ten minutes.

He then put on shabby clothes, a big coat, a hat, a fake nose and make up to make his skin look sallow and wrinkled, and went over to her apartment.

Not house, as she said, but apartment, like his.

He took up a position on a corner where he could watch her apartment building. He figured out which apartment should be hers. He checked it with a pair of miniature binoculars and saw her walking around. Naked.

Be still his aching heart!

On his cell phone he pulled up building plans. He wandered digitally through her building until he had the place committed to memory.

He slid down behind a dumpster and watched her leave her apartment.

He followed her to the theater. He expected her to go to the theater, so it was easy.

She turned and looked back a couple of times, but he was hidden by crowds, discarded his coat, put on a ski cap, turned around and watched her in windows and…she never knew he was there.

She entered the theater, and he reversed course and headed back for her apartment.

He was sotted. He was in love.

He wanted his money.

There was a big ‘but’ in there, however, and he couldn’t figure out what it was.

Doubt? But why?

He walked to her apartment, entered by opening the lock on the back entrance. Avoided security cameras, or simply keeping his face turned away.

The big trick was her apartment.

She had two locks, and that meant he would have to pick two locks, and there was a security camera watching the hall.

Still, as she had observed, he was professional.

He walked to her front door and tried the knob, and knocked, and turned so that the camera couldn’t see him pick the lock.

Then he left. Just a visitor who realized his friend wasn’t home.

He had dinner at a small eatery around the corner. His make up was still good, he hadn’t sweated it off, or rubbed his hand against a cheek or anything. He returned to her apartment.

The lock in the doorknob was unlocked. He sauntered down the hall, not facing the camera, and knocked, and worked frantically on the upper lock.

Fortunately, Marie didn’t have professional locks, and within thirty seconds the door was open.

For the camera’s sake he stood back, put his arms out as if greeting her, then even hugged her by standing in the doorway and wrapping his own arms around himself. Then he was in the apartment.

The first thing he did, he had to, was masturbate in her underwear drawer. He was so wound up he needed relief in the worst way.

And, relieved, be began to search the apartment.

He looked everywhere. He tapped on walls and floorboards. He looked for hidden switches. He tapped on cans and searched in the toilet tank and…nothing.

His money, and his coins, were not there.

“Fuck!” he issued the four letter word viciously. He was counting on the fact that she hadn’t had enough time to hide her money elsewhere.

But she had.

He took his make up off, no need for that anymore, and sat on her couch.

“Where…where…where could it be?”

Then he realized something else. He was going to have to play her for a while. And that meant he was going to have to hide evidence of his visit.

Fortunately, he was a neat burglar. He took his fake face materials out of the trash. He opened her underwear drawer and took out the pair of underwear he had squirted in. He looked around, one last look, and headed for the door.

“FREEZE!”

Two cops were just outside the door. They pointed their Glocks at him and were in shooting stances.

Donnie froze.

His life passed before his eyes.

He anticipated a life in prison, they would find his apartment and sentence him to a hundred years and—

“Donnie!”

His head ratcheted around.

Marie was standing to one side. But she was supposed to be at the theater. What was…she had called the cops…oh, no!

But, then: “It’s okay, officers. It’s my brother!”

She moved past the cops and hugged him. “Why didn’t you phone ahead! You caused me so much trouble…” she turned to the cops and said, “Gentlemen, I am so sorry. This is my brother, Donnie. I am so sorry…” and on and on, and the police relaxed and smiled and said it was all right, any time, it’s okay.

And left.

Marie closed the door and gazed at Donnie with a smirk. “I knew you were going to break the rules.”

Donnie didn’t have much to say about that.

“Empty your pockets.”

Turning red-faced, Donnie brought out his disguise.

Marie recognized make up and laughed. “So you know about this stuff.” Then she said, “The other pocket.”

Trembling, he held out the panties he had jacked off in.

Marie’s mouth opened in surprise. “Those are…you little, fucking pervert! You jacked off in my…”

“I’m sorry, he mumbled.”

Marie took the panties, held them up and grinned. “Open your mouth.”

“What? No!”

“I’ll call those cops back! Open!”

Donnie opened his mouth and she pushed her panties into them.

He tasted the salty taste and gagged. His tongue was against the material and he could feel a big glop of semen pressing against it.

Marie opened a drawer and took out some duc tape. She ripped a strip off and placed it over his mouth.

“Gah!” he said, and he looked thoroughly disgusted.

“I didn’t give you permission, so this is the price you pay. Think about that the next time you want to masturbate. Take off your clothes, one piece at a time.”

Marie strip searched him, felt under his testicles, even put a finger up his butt.

“Well,” she said, “We’re going to have to make sure this doesn’t happen again.” She went into her bedroom and came back carrying a small box.

“I had a boyfriend who was really into this. I didn’t think I’d ever get to use it again.”

She opened the box and pulled out a chastity tube.

Donnie had just jacked off and he was limp, and he stared in horror at the infernal device. He knew about these things. Once he was put in one of those she would have him by the short and curlies, almost literally.

“Imnopu-ingthathiimou!” His voicer was muffled, so she took off the duc tape, but made him keep the panties in his mouth. He spoke around the semen soaked gag and his voice was barely understandable. “I’m not putting that thing on!”

“Oh, yes. You will,” she glared at him. “You not only found out where I lived, you came here and…and jacked off in my panties! By the way,” she giggled, “How do they taste?”

“Gah!”

She moved forward and grabbed his nuts. “You do this and I’ll know we have a deal. If you don’t then I might as well call the cops back.”

He gargled around his panty gag, “How you explain about the money?”

She smiled. “What money? You didn’t find it, so why would the cops?”

“But…but…”

She smiled and held up the chastity device.

With a sob, Donnie nodded.

Marie quickly slid the thing onto him. She put the ring on and locked it in place.

Donnie looked down at his poor, imprisoned cock.

Marie laughed at the look on his face.

“Don’t worry so much. I’ll take you out and play with you every once in a while.”

Donnie was getting panicked. Down below, his cock started struggling. He had just gotten off, but his weenie was already responding to the forced denial.

Marie noticed and smiled. “You’re going to have so much fun.”

“Why are you home?” That’s what he tried to say, but the panties were really getting to him. It came out, “Y u hmm?”

Marie reached up and took the panties out of his mouth. “Try again, but be polite or these go right back in.”

“Why are you home,” he worked his mouth and. tried to get rid of the taste of his semen.

“Silly, the place got robbed. Don’t you remember?”

Crap! He didn’t remember! And he should have. He wouldn't have forgotten that little fact if he hadn’t been so damned horny.

And now it looked like she was going to get him horny all over again. Which was terrible, and terribly exciting, all at the same time.

“Okay, let’s talk about getting rid of the loot. You do this right and I’ll give you a share. You do it wrong and I’ll leave your cock locked up forever.”

“I need to know what you’ve got.”

“The money is fine. I’ll split that with you. But I don’t know what to do with the coins.”

“I’m going to have to see them.”

Marie sighed. This was the point at which she was stuck. Then she got another idea. “Okay, lay down on the bed.”

“Take me out of this thing.”

“Not for that, stupid. I’m going to lock you to the bed, then go get the coins, and then you can tell me what to do with them.”

Donnie didn’t want to, but there was a lot of things he didn’t want to do. He finally lay down on her bed.

She had handcuffs and a ball gag and she quickly used them.

“Old boyfriend?” asked Donnie.

“Or girlfriends,” she answered calmly.

A minute later she was out of the apartment.

Donnie lay there, naked, his cock trying to push through the chastity tube. He was helpless. He couldn’t get loose. He could yell loud enough through the ball gag to summon help. And what if he could? Anybody walking into the apartment would laugh at him, or call the cops, or…he didn’t want anybody to see him all trussed up like this.

He lay on her bed. He was comfortable.

He listened to the sounds of far away traffic coming through to him.

And, finally, nothing else to do, he tried to go to sleep.

He couldn’t of course, his wildly surging penis wouldn’t let him.

“Hey, Bozo Balls,” she greeted him cheerfully as she entered the bedroom. She was carrying his bag. She emptied it on the bed, between his legs. Then she took out his ball gag and said, “I’ve counted the money. Over ten thousand by a few bucks. Here’s your share.”

She put a stack of cash on the dresser.

He stared at the wrinkled currency. She really was going to share it with him.

“And here are the coins. I bought a catalog so we can evaluate them. You know, I don’t even need you for this.”

“But you’ll need me to sell them.”

She nodded. “Sad, but true. Let’s start with the 1959 penny.”

She sat on the bed for an hour and looked up coin after coin. And she didn’t need him. When she was done she had $457,349 worth of coins.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered. “That’s almost a half a million.”

He couldn’t help himself. “You going to give me half?”

“No. I’m going to give you all of it.”

“What?” He couldn’t believe his ears.

“As soon as you’ve helped me get the same amount.”

He blinked.

“I want you to train me.”

“No!”

“Why not?”

“Girls don’t make good cat burglars.”

“We do, too! We’re natural born pussies!” She giggled.

“They don’t have the strength to climb buildings. If somebody catches you you don’t know enough to fight them off and get away.”

“All bullshit. Maybe you haven’t noticed, but I’m your size. I know Karate. I’ll lift weights. I’ll be able to do anything you can do, and within a month. Which is about the amount of time it’s going to take me to learn your stuff.”

“I don’t want to train anybody!”

“But you have to. You want that half mill? And, while we’re talking prices, let me say that I could probably learn all the stuff you want me to on my own. It would just take too long, and i might get caught.”

She reached forward and grasped his caged cock. “Man, this thing really wants to get free. Would you like it to get free?”

He was silent.

“You train me, I’ll consider unlocking you.”

Donnie knew she had him. He knew that whatever he said she would come up with a dozen counterpoints. But he couldn’t give up.

“No!” he said.

Marie bit her lip and thought about it. She knew that within a few days he would be desperate to get his cock free, and she would be able to talk him into it.

But she didn’t want somebody to do something they didn’t want to do. Force a person to do something and you run into all sorts of resistance, they get sloppy and make mistakes, and… “I’ll tell you what. You train me, and the first time I fly solo, get the goods and don’t get caught, I’ll let you loose.”

Donnie didn’t want to. He really didn’t want to. But he recognized that this was the best he was going to get. This would be a compromise that would work for both of them. He would get free, and she would get rich.

Then he said the strangest thing. He didn’t know why, it just burst out of him. “Are you going to go out with girls?”

She froze. His remark, totally out of the blue, made no sense.

“What does it matter to you?”

He answered honestly, a little confused by having been so honest. “I don’t know.”

She nibbled on her fingernails and studied him. No women. At least for a month or so. Could she do that?

She thought that maybe she could. But…why?

“Does it really bother you?”

He looked away from her. “Forget I asked.”

“No. No. This is important, or you wouldn’t have brought it up. Does it bother you that I might go out with girls?”

He looked at her, and she could tell that it was bothering him. “I suppose that makes me a homophobe, or a lezzie-phobe, or whatever.”

She considered him, studied his face. Words had evaporated from her mind, and she really looked at him.

She had called him ‘Bozo Butt,’ but why? Was there an intuition working here?

And she had told him he was walking down the pink path, and questioned his very manhood. You should have been born a girl!

Why would she do that, unless she knew something, something deep and dark, about him.

“We’ve got a problem,” she muttered.

“I’m sorry,” he said. And it looked like he really was. He wasn’t a lez-phobe, or whatever a person who objects to lesbians might be called, but it bothered him.

Did it bother him because she had succeeded in her Stockholm Syndrome thing? Was he hiding his aversions and phobias?

Her gut told her that he wasn’t all that averse to her going out with women, he was just averse to her going out. At all. With anybody.

Which was sort of cute, but not something she had encountered since she was in high school and started dating.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. I won’t go out with girls, but…”

“Yeah?”

“Only if you let me make you up as a girl.”

“What?”

Then she burst out in laughter. “That’s it! That’s our deal! And you’ll live by it!”

“I won’t!”

“Yes, you will, and you know why?”

He said nothing, but his face was showing all his worry.

“Because at heart you’re a girly man. You can protest all you want, but the way your dick is trying to get free…I know I’m right.”

They spent the rest of the night arguing. But when the day came Donnie knew that she had him. He was going to have to teach her his trade. He was going to have to let her make him up, dress him like a little Barbie Doll.

He did that and he would get his money back.

He didn’t do it and he risked everything.

Crap!

She was a good student. During the day he taught her basics. How to pick a lock, how to read a schematic, how to be patient and watch your target before doing anything.

They talked about being on a budget, how to sock money away without the government catching them, and not to buy an expensive sports car right out of the chute.

They discussed how to choose targets, the best night vision goggles, how to listen with an audio amplifier in one ear and the other ear tuned to the world.

She quit her job and learned what real work was.

She got up at five in the morning and headed to the gym. She enrolled in a kick boxing class. She became physically stronger than him. And since she knew martial arts she thought she could take him down any time she wanted to.

And sometimes she did want to. Because while all her training was going on Donnie was proving recalcitrant. He kept saying he didn’t want to dress like a woman, even though his cock wiggled and said otherwise.

She thought he was fighting against a truth in himself.

She threw out his underwear and filled his drawers with panties and training bras. She made him wear high heels and dresses. She got him some breast forms and made him wear them.

But the kicker was make up. Even though he knew all about make up, he DID NOT want to wear make up. At least in real life.

“Afraid of being a sissy?” she quipped.

“I’m already a sissy,” he grumbled. “According to you.”

She thought about that, and mightily.

Yes, she had told him he was on the pink path, and she had called him soft, and was demanding that he dress like a woman, but…why?

She questioned her own motives.

Yes, she wanted to feel a woman’s arms around her. And he would do until the real thing came along, but…but now that she was doing it she wondered.

And she didn’t even know why she was wondering.

Still, in spite of the minor squabbles, the dragging feet, and the occasional grumpiness, they were proceeding.

“Okay,” whispered Donnie. It was a dark night, there was nobody around, but he still whispered, and listened, and knew she would hear him because she had her ear amplifier in. “How am I going to do this.”

Marie was there just to watch, to observe. She was not to do anything but stay behind his shoulder.

“Upstairs window, the balcony.”

“Why?”

“No alarm system on the second floor.”

“What do I do if there is an alarm?”

“Abort.”

“What route do I take?”

She told him, and he asked her more questions, and she answered, and, finally, he nodded.

“Let’s go.”

He went up the quoin like he was walking. No sound, just pulling himself up, wedging toes in between the corner bricks (the quoin),  and he was up there, waiting in the darkness under the ledge of the roof.

Marie followed him, and she made it look just as easy.

He leaped to the small balcony and she followed him.

He was in front, but he was watching her every move. He didn’t want to be caught just because some newby messed up.

He jimmied the balcony doors and stepped into the house. He closed the door and they listened.

Nothing.

But they didn’t move. They waited.

No sirens.

They slunk through a bedroom, down a hall, and into an office.

Donnie had chosen a house for her first foray into burglary. The people were away, the alarm system was a joke, and all she had to do was watch. Later would come businesses, fancier alarm systems, and she would do some of the work.

He opened the safe, which wasn’t easy, and he rifled through the papers inside. He found four packets of hundred dollar bills. $40,000.

He went to the wife’s dresser and opened a jewelry box. Baubles, bangles and beads. He slipped everything into his little sack, turned to Marie and lifted his shoulders as if asking if there was anything else.

She shook her head.

Ten minutes they were in a bus, sitting next to each other.

Sitting, and breathing, and her heart pounded.

He looked cool as a refrigerated cucumber, but she was thoroughly excited. She was so excited she was moist.

She suddenly giggled, reached for his hand, and held it.

He smiled. It was a good haul, and her hand was warm. And he was getting closer to finally having his cock freed up.

Mr. Dingus was happy about that.

And, yet, he enjoyed being locked up. He didn’t know how it had happened, but…it felt good.

His sexual urges, often intense, usually terminated by a session on the computer, were…controlled.

Yes, his peeny squirmed, but he was growing more calm. It would often feel like he was out of his body. His groin would experience a heavy heat, but…he liked it.

Still…he needed to get free.

“Wow! Woo!” Marie poured champagne, and Donnie smiled.

They toasted, and counted their goods.

With the jewelry it might come to as high as $80,000.

Zowie!

Marie turned to him, grabbed him, kissed him.

Donnie gave himself to her. Their lips wrestled and he was suddenly breathing hard.

His cock was really ‘breathing’ hard.

She reached down and cupped his balls. Her face was inches from his, and she said, “I wish I could fuck you right now.”

“You’ve got the key,” he pointed out.

That cooled her down, and she frowned. Then the smile came back. “There is something else.”

Donnie tilted his head slightly.

“Sit down, drink your drink, let me talk.”

They sat in chairs in his work room. His ‘counting’ room, as it were.

“Do you remember me telling you about the Stockholm Syndrome?”

“How could I forget,” he spoke drolly.

“And you’re getting good at being a woman.”

He frowned and corrected her. “At dressing like a woman.”

“Yeah, well, I want more.”

“What do you mean?”

“I fucked you. Put my pussy all over your dick, and I thought I could own you.”

He smiled, “Well…”

“I know. The best laid plans…but you didn’t stay owned, and now i know why.

“Why?”

“Because you need to be fucked like a woman.”

He stared at her, his mouth opening.

“I want you to get dressed up, I want you to look beautiful, then I want to really fuck you.”

“I don’t happen to have a pussy.”

“Yes, you do. You have a man pussy, and I have a strap on.”

He said nothing.

“If you let me do this I think I really will own you. I will make love to you, teach you how to really be a woman, and then…then you’ll be mine. I really will own you.”

“You want to make anal love to me.”

“Yes.”

She was now holding his balls with both hands. She was excited, breathing hard, and he sensed that her pussy was wet.

She wanted him to submit to her. That was the only way to put it.

He had had enough problems throwing her influence off when she had sat on his dick, and he still dreamed of how he’d felt after she had screwed him to just short of a cum.

“Do I cum?”

“Probably.”

“Probably?” he raised an eye.

“There is a thing, some people call it a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. And some people call it a sissygasm.”

“I orgasm from taking it up the…”

“Yes.”

He stared at her, and he was scared. What she was proposing…he was scared.

Yet…

“Do you like being in chastity?”

He found himself nodding.

“So stay in it. Let me do this. I’ll show you sex like you’ve never dreamed.”

He picked up the bottle of champagne and swigged half of it.

She watched him.

“And it won’t hurt?”

“Maybe a little, at first, but I’m pretty good at making people feel good.”

“Yeah,” he said. They were so intensely into each other that they suddenly laughed.

Exciting.

“Okay,” he finally said.

They spent an hour working on him. He Naired and got all the hair off him. He put on his underwear and breast forms.

She handed him a dress and he slipped into it.

“This is better than fucking a woman,” burbled Marie.

“I’m about to find out,” he quipped.

She giggled.

Then she brushed his hair. He had been growing it longer, and she was able to style it in a feminine fashion.

She gave him long, red nails, painted his toenails, and worked on his face.

Donnie sat quietly, feeling sensations that were so exciting.

He had never thought he would like this, but…he did.

“You know,” she said, as she worked on his eyelids and eyebrows, “We could get you real tits.”

“Implants?”

“Sure. We don’t have to make them big, you could bind them when you wanted to go out as a man. And—“

“What if I want them big?”

She was sitting on his lap as she worked on his eyes, and now she paused, looked at him, then kissed him.

Gently.

Then she finished his eyes and rolled on the red lipstick.

Donnie felt an expansive feeling rising up in his chest. It almost felt like he had breasts.

Finally, she was done. She held out her hand and helped him stand up.

He was beautiful, and they were alike in certain ways. They were the same height, they were the same slender, and they had big boobs.

They looked at each other in the wall mirror, and grinned.

“Okay, honey,” she quipped. “Lay down. I think I love you.”

He laughed and got onto the bed. He was on all fours and his butt was lifted up in the air.

Marie was still in her burglary clothes, black unitard that covered all flesh.

She had a ski cap and pulled it over her head. Her head was now black and only her eyes showed.

Donnie looked over his shoulder at her as she put on her strap on. He shivered. A black ninja was about to take him, and it was sexy as hell. His cock writhed in his cage and his balls felt packed with fullness.

Marie lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She rubbed lubricant into his hole and began reaming him.

Donnie groaned. Man, this was better than putting his dick into a girl. This was him about to get dicked.

Marie moved up behind him, put her dildo to his hole and asked, “Are you ready, lover?”

Donnie gulped and nodded, then gasped as she slithered in, opened him up, and showed him what life was really all about.


EPILOGUE

Many months later Marie walked down the hallway in a hotel in Las Vegas. Top floor, nothing but high rollers. She was alone, except for the bud in her ear.

“Okay?” she whispered.

She was wearing a wig, had applied make up to her face to change the shape of it, and her body even had extra padding on the butt and hips.

“He’s still in the game.”

Marie stopped in front of a door and knocked.

No answer, but that was okay. She used the card they had made and it worked perfectly. The door swung back and she stepped back and held her hands out as if greeting an old friend. Then she stepped onto the threshold and hugged herself. From the angle of the camera it looked like she was hugging an old friend.

Then she closed the door and went to work.

They toasted each other with veddy expensive champagne. they were lying on the big bed, and the big bed had bundles of cash scattered across it.

Marie sipped, then reached down and felt his groin.

He had no bump, just a smooth mons, like a real woman.

Of course he wasn’t a real woman, not completely. He still had a penis, though it was always limp.

He preferred limp by chemical over a chastity tube.

He would take a pill, be limp for a month, recover enough for a boff or two, then take another pill.

He looked like a woman most of the time now. He liked his implants, he liked wearing dresses and make up, and he liked, most of all, what Marie did to him late at night.

And she liked what he did to her with her strap on.

“So, have I passed?”

He grinned. “Well, actually, you passed months ago.”

“What? And you didn’t tell me?”

“What? And spoil the fun?”

“Come here, you.” She crawled onto him, felt his boobs, and kissed him.

She was going to get a night of cock that wouldn’t quit, for dildos never did quit.

And he was going to get what he wanted, a night of frustration and longing, and being drained.

He would stay horny, for though his body was emptied, his mind didn’t think so, and he always wanted more.

And he loved it.

He liked being owned.

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


My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

He was more woman than a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it,” John said for the umpteenth time.

I stared at him. This was going to take some serious getting used to. “And you’re sure,” I asked.

“That’s what the test said.”

“But this is testing for aptitude, for work, for what you want to do with your life.”

“Apparently I don’t want to be a fighter pilot, or a secret agent, or even president fo the United States,” he spoke bitterly.

“Honey, there’s got to be a mistake.”

He threw the paper with his test results on the table and snarled. “Mistake that.”

My hands were shaking as I picked up the paper. I stared at the score, and at the recommendation.

“Something is wrong. The machine messed up. This can’t be true.”

“Go to college, they’ll find the job that’s right for you. Well, they found the job, all right.

I stared at the paper. At the bottom was the score, very high. Right below that, printed by the computer, was the official and algorithmically perfect recommendation for my husband.

Pole Dancer.

I shook my head. He couldn’t believe it, and neither could I.

Pole Dancer?

“There’s got to be a mistake!” We were speaking to a councilor in the Department of Unemployment. The Department was in charge of the computer that ran the college tests. The councilor was a chubby fellow with a bristly mustache and pockets full of boredom. His name was Charles.

He sighed, pushed his reading glasses into place, and read the test results again.

“Well, Debby, it says right here…it’s unorthodox, I’ll grant you, but the computer doesn’t make mistakes.”

“It made one this time,” John spoke glumly. He was still in the depths of despair. “I’m not even….even female!”

“Well, there has got to be something here because the computer wouldn’t have assigned you this vocation unless you were absolutely suited for it.”

“Don’t I have to have boobs? Be the athletic type? Be able to do the splits?”

He waved dismissively. “If the computer assigned you this vocation it must have a job lined up for you.”

“Who’s going to pay to see some guy twirl on a pole? Can you see women lining up and throwing their bras at me?”

Charles blinked, pushed his glasses down so he could see over them, sat back and folded his hands over his belly. “The computer can.”

“Argh!” John snarled.

“So what are you going to do about this?” I asked.

“Well, there isn’t much I can do about it. I don’t have the rating to override the computer, even if I was so inclined.”

“So inclined?” I looked at him incredulously.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jenner, if there’s one thing I have learned from my years in the system it is this: computers NEVER make mistakes.”

“It has this time,” John’s head was down again. I knew this must be ripping him up inside.

“Be that as it may, I’m going to schedule you for classes. Try it for a while. You may be surprised.”

We stared at him.

“Look, I’ll put a query in, that’s the most I can do at my pay grade, but if you don’t take the classes you lose your welfare benefits.”

“How are we supposed to live,” I whispered.

“By trusting the computer.”

He turned to his monitor and began typing. “Okay, there you go…uh huh. Benefits guaranteed as long as you take the training.”

He turned back to us. “Will there be anything else?”

We just stared at him.

“You’ll be receiving a survey by email in the next day. If you could fill it out…I’m forbidden from outright soliciting good reviews, but I would sure appreciate a kind word…”

I stood up, John got to his feet, too. “The only kind word you’ll get from me is up your butt!”

We walked out.

We sat at the kitchen table and looked out the window. As young adults, without baby, we were entitled to class three housing. Which meant we had a bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen. Not much, but the theory, according to the computer, was sound. People who don’t have much will work harder to get more.

Incentivism. When the government finally realized the truth of incentives they learned how to control people. Give ‘em everything for free, but they live like peons until they fulfill the government’s desires.

The government, in this case, being a computer. No heart, no liver, no kidney…nothing but circuits and algorithms in control of our lives.

What was that old Latin phrase? ‘Deus ex machina,’’God from a machine.’ Well, we were living that right now.

The good news of being poor, struggling adults was that we could buy all the booze we wanted. The government would even issue us benefit cards so we could keep drinking. Just a little side show to keep citizens unhappy with the government less than rambunctious.

I poured John a stiff drink. Bourbon and Coke. It was the Coke that was expensive, and, man, it really was.

Still, times like these, best to make the poison go down happy.

John took his glass and chugged half his glass. I didn’t say a word.

He placed his glass on the table and stared at the little waves of liquid. “I don’t fucking believe it.” He looked up at me. “I have to take classes in pole dancing! And if I don’t we lose our benefits.”

“All except the booze,” I agreed.

“Good for that, we can drink ourselves into a stupor while we’re homeless.”

“Well, John,” I knew I had to take the bull by the horns, “it looks like you’re stuck.”

He stared at me.

“The only thing you can do is go to those classes, learn what you can, and…and when the computer can’t find a job for you…” I shrugged.

“At least we’ll have benefits. We’ll be able to stay in this shitty apartment, raise our horde of cockroaches, and look forward to a grimy future of too much alcohol and not enough hope.”

“Do you have a better plan?”

He didn’t.

So he finished his drink. I had poured myself one, too. And we went into the bedroom and fucked our brains out.

At that, it wasn’t a very good fuck. It’s hard to get amorous when your man is handed a lemon and told there’s no sugar for lemonade. And it was hard for him to be assigned to a female profession when, let’s face it, he wasn’t female.

Monday rolled around. We were a little bleary-eyed from our lost weekend, but we had managed to pick him up some leotards and slippers, and he was ready to go. We walked down the stairs and began the trudge to the government campus.

And walked into a classroom.

It was a regular sized room and a dozen women stood about. As women they didn’t look too unhappy about being assigned to be pole dancers. They chatted, they pinned up their hair, they checked their make up, they stared at John.

They were sleek and stacked in their leotards. John was a rail with a few muscles.

They were  beautiful faces. John hadn’t shaved.

They blinked. John blinked more.

I went to a corner and sat in a chair. I was there for moral support. “Go on, John, meet your new classmates.” I was dying. No woman ever wants their man to hang around beautiful women.

In fact, the only saving grace I had at this point was that the computer said we were a perfect match.

Well, that was one for two, in my book.

John walked across the shiny, hard wood floor. The girls immediately turned their backs, went to the barre and started stretching.

John turned and looked at me and shrugged helplessly. I smiled and blew him a kiss.

SLAM! The door closed and everybody turned. A slender, old woman, with big boobs, sauntered across the floor. She was proud, haughty, supercilious, disappointed to be amongst those bugs termed ‘human.’

“Line up here, class.”

She watched as everybody stepped into line, and focused on John at the end of the line. She sashayed down to him, looked him up and down, sneered, and turned back to the girls.

“This is your introduction to pole dancing, and I am your instructor. Sylvia D’Swan. Pole dancing, as you know requires the grace of a ballerina, the athleticism of a gymnast, and a desire to spread your legs before a crowd of ugly, sweaty, drunken men.”

I knew she was over stating it, pole dancing was an accepted profession, but still, poor John was wilting with every second.

“To begin, we will try some simple exercises. To the barre!”

Everybody, John included, took a place at the barre that lined the walls of the room. In the center of the room was a standing barre, and Sylvia D’Swan stepped to it, placed one hand on it, and raised her leg. Over her fucking head!

I stared. This was unusual stretchability, even for a dancer, especially for an old dancer.

The girls stared, then tried to emulate. Some got their foot waist high, some to their shoulders, a few even got to their heads. John got his foot up to knee level.

Ms D’Swan walked around the room. She stared at the sweating faces, the struggles for balance, and her sneer became even more pronounced.

She came to John. Oddly, she didn’t sneer at him. She frowned, and then she said the most interesting thing. “You need boobs. Buy some boobs before tomorrow’s class.”

John’s mouth opened and closed. He would have said something, but Ms D’Swan moved on.

Get boobs? How the fuck was he supposed to get boobs?

We went home and John was even more beaten than when he went to class. His shoulders were slumped, his head was bowed. He walked unseeing, and if I hadn’t had my arm linked in his he would have walked into traffic.

“I don’t know what to do,” he said for the seventeenth time.

I took him home, fed him, he was hungry from the long morning of exercising, and we sat in the living room. He sat back on the couch, dispirited. I leaned forward.

“John.”

“Huh.”

“You did well today.”

He looked up at me.

“You did all the exercises with no problem. You just need to work on your stretching.”

“Huh,” he grunted.

“No, I mean it. Did you know that I did in a class in Yoga?”

He looked up, sort of. More of a raise your head an inch and stare under lowered brows…with a big ‘so what’ thrown in for good measure.

“I’m serious. You’ve seen me sit in the lotus for an hour watching the tube. And I can raise my leg higher than those bitches in your class.”

“Yeah, but girls are naturally more flexible than men.”

“Yes and no. Some are and some aren’t. I wasn’t, in the beginning, but they showed me tricks.”

A mild interest showed. “What kind of tricks?”

“The main one is to relax. Watch.”

I stood up and bent over, let my arms hang. “Let’s assume I can’t reach the floor, that this is as far as I can reach.”

He tilted his head.

“Most people will push on you, the way Sylvia pushed on the girls today.”

He blinked. The fact was, Sylvia hadn’t pushed on him. She had told him to relax.

“So you bend until it starts to restrict, until the muscles start to tighten, and then you tell the muscles to relax.”

“Tell the muscles?”

“Sure. You just relax, and breath, and focus your attention on a muscle, or part of a muscle, or whatever, and tell it to relax, and you make that muscle act like your body does when you flop into bed and tell it to go to sleep.”

“I never tell my body to go to sleep.”

“You’re going to have to learn.”

And I knew this was true. John was going to be sore on the morrow.

“Now, let’s get you into the tub, I’m going to massage your muscles, and we’re going to get you ready for tomorrow.

The next day John was sore, as I promised, but it wasn’t as bad as I figured. The massage and hot tub had gone a long way.

Still, he wasn’t as flexible as the day before.

The good thing, and odd, was that Sylvia didn’t call him to task, as she did some of the girls.

Oh, she was mean, and cruel, and even an inquisitionist. She walked around the room forcing girl’s legs higher, chiding with icy tones, sneering more often than not.

But when she reached John she just nodded, touched his leg gently and said, “Relax.”

And, shock of shocks, “You are doing well.”

He was doing well? He could barely raise his leg as high as his knee!

But, I was just glad she wasn’t being cruel. John didn’t need any of that.

She did, however, lift a lip and say in tones so polite they might have been cement. “Boobs. I told you to get boobs. By tomorrow I must insist. I do not want to give you a bad mark.”

A bad mark! Oh, fuck. Enough bad marks and John would be removed from the program. We couldn’t risk that!

That afternoon I massaged John, he was starting to feel the aches and pains now, and put him in a hot tub. I handed him a light whiskey and Coke and said, “Don’t move. I’ll be back.

He didn’t move, and when I returned a half hour later he was asleep. Excellent. I let him sleep, and I put my purchases on the bed. They had cost too much, but…it had to be.

A half hour later John woke up. I helped him from the bathtub and dried him off. He was feeling the muscles now, and took him into the bedroom. “What’d you get,” he said, seeing the items on the bed.

“A bra and falsies.”

“What?”

“Sylvia was serious. This was all I could come up with.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“But our budget is maxed out!”

“We’ll give up food.”

John stared at the bra on the bed. “I can’t…I don’t want to wear women’s stuff.

“Don’t consider this stuff as ‘stuff,’ or even ‘clothes.’ Consider this,” I held the bra up, “a tool of your trade.”

He stared at the bra like it was a viper that wanted to test drive its fangs.

“Now, come on, let’s see how you look.”

He was a bit resistant, but he was also physically aching, which translated as tired, and which made him too tired to resist.

I put the bra on him. I had sized him right, and I slid the falsies into the cups.

I stood back and…wow! His body was perfected suited to breasts. I mean, sure, there were bony points, and he was a naked man with a bra, but the overall curvature, the way his boobs set, he actually looked good.

“Fuck,” he said, totally defeated, as he stared at himself in the door mirror.

“Straighten up, put your shoulders back,” I commanded, actually sounding a bit like Sylvia.

He glanced at me in surprise, then straightened up a little. I went to him and pressed his shoulders back, made his tits stand out.

He stared for a second, and he was glorious, glamorous, a totally different man. Then he simply deflated. He couldn’t have it.

But I had seen it. I had seen something that, dare I say it, the computer had seen?

“No, John. Stand that way again.”

He didn’t want to, so I was forced to put on the bully. I slapped his ass, hard, and said, “Don’t give me that shit. Straighten up, show your boobs, and do it with the right attitude.”

He sighed, straightened up a little, and I was forced to bully his shoulders back.

“Now hold it!”

I got out my cell and snapped a couple of photos.

Finally, John started to slump, and I snapped. “NO!”

He blinked, and I noticed something. He was getting a hard on.

I moved to him, I reached down and placed my hand over his dick. “You like it,” I whispered into his ear.

He turned his head and stared at me.

“Go on, admit it. It’s a bit kinky, and you like kink…you like it.”

He gulped and managed to squeak out, “It’s…weird.”

His dick was throbbing, and I stroked it.

“Well, John, my manly man with a bra on, I have something to tell you…”

“Uh?”

“I like it.”

He blinked.

“This is making me horny. In fact. I’m getting wet down there. Do you think you could satisfy me?”

“Could I?” Suddenly he wasn’t tired. Not at all. “Just let me get this bra off and—“

“No.”

“What?”

“Leave it on.”

“But that’s weird.”

“Yeah. It’s weird. Can you do it? Can you fuck me with a pair of tits on?”

My hand was slithering back and forth. It was circling the head, jacking the shaft, palpating the balls.

He was gulping now. “You want to fuck weird?”

“Oh, God,” and I stopped talking and attacked him. I pushed him back on the bed. “Relax,” I snarled, and I took his penis in my mouth.

Good John, he was big, and I liked that. I slurped and gobbled and he moaned.

Then I was climbing up his body. kissing it, stroking it. I reached under the falsies and grabbed his nipples and pulled hard.”

“Fuck!” he groaned, and he placed his hands on my wrists. But he didn’t pull my hands from his nips, he just made sure I didn’t rip them off.

Then my face reached his chest and I pushed the falsies up for a moment and began to suck and pull on those nipples with my teeth.

John was arching his back, making the most delightful and guttural sounds.

I laughed and climbed on to his cock. The falsies slipped back into place.

His pecker was straight up, he was one of these guys that didn’t curve, and I touched my labia to him, reached down and spread them, and began to slide down that magnificent shaft.

God, I was wet. It was slick and moist and warm and wonderful. I experienced that glorious sensation of being stretched and filled, and now I was gasping.

Then we held still. Me sitting on him, him fully engulfed, me firmly impaled, my hand son his boobs to hold myself up.

“Fuck, I love you,” I said.

“You’re just saying that because I love you.”

“I’m just saying that because I love your cock.” I leaned down a little, grabbed his face in my hands, and snarled, “I love your fucking dick.”

I kissed him, mashed our lips together, Frenched him, and we began to move. Long, twisting movements while he corkscrewed me. Short humpy movements as he lurched into me. Out of synch, yet harmonious, each determined to give the other better that they got.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Unbelievable,” I breathed back.

It wasn’t but a moment until we were sat the summit. I felt him lurching, and pulsing, and the first splatters of white liquid filled my womb, and that set me off.

I fell down on him, hugged him, and my whole body started spasming.

And the weird thing, as he filled me up, was that I could feel his tits. those wonderful fake tits. And I wondered: what if they were real?

The next day, day three of John’s vocational training, Sylvia made the rounds. “Lose weight,” she advised one girl. “Cows don’t make good pole dancers.”

Another girl: “A bob cut looks terrible on a thin girl. Let your hair grow.”

Another girl: “TRY HARDER!”

And…John: “Wonderful.” She stepped to him, reached out and hefted his boobs. “But they don’t weigh enough. You must get used to the real weight of breasts. Get heavier ones.”

John showed something on his face. While Sylvia ignored the other girls (did I really say ‘other?’) she seemed attuned to John. “What is it?”

John shook his head. His face was red and I knew he wasn’t going to say anything. Fortunately, I was sitting just a few feet away and I blurted, “We’re out of benefits.”

She didn’t blink, which I would later think was strange, and she said, “Come to room 112c after class. Wait for me.”

She moved on.

Class that day was extremely brutal. Stretches were done, and strength training was begun, and here was a blessing, John was strong. Of course he was, he had a male’s physique, and a male’s musculature. When the girls struggled to do simple push ups John could knock out a hundred.

And Sylvia smiled. And it was a funny smile. Not funny ha ha, but funny like she knew something we didn’t.

Twelve thirty, and John and I stood outside room 112c. It was a small office, an instructor’s room, and the placard on it said, ‘Ms D’Swan.’

A minute later Sylvia turned the far corner and strode towards us.

I had only seen her moving in the quick short steps she used in class, this was my first chance to see her actually moving.

She had the feet turned out, the soles placed firmly, like every good ballerina does.

But there was something more. There was a brisk grace to her that…well, it exuded. She was like a tree waving in the wind…but she walked. The movements of her hands, the way she held her head…this was a woman whose whole life was dedicated to beauty in motion.

I think John was noticing that, too. At least he was very silent and attentive as she approached us.

She smiled, which about knocked us off our feet. She never smiled.

“Welcome, my prodigy and his mate. You are Debby, I am right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered. I wanted to be very respectful to the woman who was in control of John’s future.

“Hah, out here, you never call me ‘ma’am. Do you understand?” She unlocked the door. Held it back for us. “Call me Ms D’Swan, or Sylvia, or if we become friends, you may call me,” she looked around to make sure nobody heard her, then grinned, “Swanny.”

John and I were both a little stunned by this display of cheerful humanity.

“Please, sit.” She indicated two chairs in front of her desk.

As I said, it was a small office, and it was crowded. She had shelves stacked with books, a table laden with posters and more books, large framed pictures leaning against the walls.

But we sat, and Sylvia sat down behind her desk and leaned back and regarded us. Again with the grin. “You are surprised The Dragon is so happy?”

At the look on our faces she laughed. “You think i don’t know what the students call me?”

“Well, uh…” John mumbled a little. I didn’t dare say anything. I didn’t want to jinx the moment.

She waved her hand and laughed, “I only put on the face for the less than serious. They need the bully. But you, John…ah…you are another matter.”

John blurted, “But I was made to come to this class.”

“And the computer is wrong, is it not?”

“Yes.”

She swiveled back and forth, enjoying the moment. “So, how are you enjoying it?”

“Well, uh…”

“He’s sore every day. And this thing with the boobs…” Yes, boobs made me horny, but, still, I didn’t understand, and it was this lack of understanding that compelled me to speak.

Sylvia pursed her lips, heard me out, then said, “Don’t be an idiot.”

My mouth opened. Coming from this cheerful demon…it was unexpected.

“I ask how he likes it and you answer, and you answer with this idiocy about how it hurts so much…and you understand nothing, else you would have had him in boobs long before this.”

I was totally shocked now, not just by her attitude, but by her words. Have him in boobs? What the…?

She turned to John and she grew serious.

“John, I knew when I saw you. Do you like the pain?”

“Well, uh…”

“Answer me, honestly. Tell me…do you like the pain?”

John closed his mouth. The seriousness of her expression, her attitude, and he was forced to be serious. “I do.”

She nodded. She turned to me. “Now shut up and listen, and I will explain what you should have known at your mother’s knee.”

She turned to John. “John, look at the photo behind me.”

We both looked up.

I had thought it mere decoration. Maybe an expensive gimcrack to decorate a haughty woman’s ego. But now I looked at it.

It was her. Sylvia D’Swan. At the height of her considerable beauty. Her body was laid back, an arch of incredible beauty, her head leaned over a man’s arms, a languorous look in them, and smoking desire, and I realized it was an extremely difficult position, and it was not just a position, it was a snapshot of motion absolutely incredible. The body should not be able to do that, should not be possessed of such beauty. Yet she had pulled it off. in that moment I became cognizant of the depth of talent this cruel woman, this ‘Dragon,’ possessed.

“Who is he?”

I looked at John, and Sylvia began laughing mirthlessly. “She,” she jerked a thumb at me while talking to him, “sees me. She sees me and thinks I am the point of it all. And you see the truth. You see the man.”

She turned to me. “I am an ugly duckling compared to Bellophone D’Swan.”

My mouth slowly opened. “You are…”

“Yes, I am that D’Swan. But though I received my accolades, it was Bellophone, the beautiful man named after the ugly instrument, who was the real genius.”

I was stunned. In this world of billions of people I had just entered the presence of the most renowned dancer of the last century.

“Bel enabled me to do that,” she jerked a thumb at the big photo. He had the agility, the strength, the amazing harmony of soul to move fast enough to catch me. Oh, many can do what I do in that photo, but not without a man to assist. Not without his finesse, his muscle, his sense of timing and grace.”

She was ruminating now, lost in memory. Then she shook herself out of the moment.

“You are too poor to buy proper equipment. That I understand. An artist has suffered for her craft. So I will help.” She reached into a drawer and filled out a form. “This will enable you to get what you need. You may use it to purchase a proper set of leotards. And I will date it for a year. I would make it for longer, but…regulations. Bah.” She signed the form and handed it to John. then thought better of it. She changed the path of her hand and presented it to me. “You may be an idiot, but you are the power behind the throne, my dear. Guide him wisely. And I will help when you fuck up.”

The form was a draw on funds that…OMG! Unlimited! We could buy the damn school!

Sylvia saw my surprise and laughed.

I looked at her. “Why?”

She grunted amiably. “The first intelligent question you have asked.” She leaned back and smiled a bit winsomely. “I was a dancer. I wanted to be a dancer. Bellophone saw me, picked me out of a chorus of wannabes, and he came to me. At first he was frightening, this famous man reaching down into the gutter, but he explained himself well when I finally got around to asking him ‘why me.’ He said: “If you want the world to love you, you must put up with the idiots. And somewhere in those idiots you will see a person of talent. You must seek that person, you must help them. The art demands it.”

John: “That is why you teach here, instead of…instead of…”

“Bah! What would I do out there? Live in the world of my past. Here I can actively pursue. I can be of worth.”

“But…you are speaking of world class ballet. The computer wants me to be a pole dancer.”

She shrugged, was amused and disdainful at the same time. “After you become a pole dancer do a retest. The computer will find you out.”

“You can retest?” I blurted.

“One of those dirty, little secrets the government doesn’t want you to know. After all, they spend money training you, and they don’t want to spend more. Cheapskate government.”

“Now then, I wish to nap, and you are bothering me.” Yet I knew her insult was a jest, and I knew something else…this woman, the Dragon, a martinet and a bully, had the finest and biggest heart I had ever seen.

John and I left.


PART TWO

We got breasts, heavy ones that weighed as much as real breasts. And we got the bra to hold them. And we were to find something interesting in the months ahead, John’s male strength enabled him to carry them better than a woman. Oh, sure. He had to overcome certain soreness, a bit of problems with balance, but once he was grooved in the breasts made no difference. He could move with the best of them, better, in fact. The girls simply didn’t have his muscle.

We began to throw ourselves into the game. John began to spend time outside of class working on his stretches, he even did Yoga with me, which led to an interesting little occurrence.

A month into the class Sylvia confronted me. I was watching John do his basics on the pole, arches and back bends, and Sylvia was suddenly standing in my way. I looked up at her.

“Are you doing Yoga with John?”

“Yes,” I answered. It was no secret, it helped him, and it was a way we could be together. There were a few times when a pose or two urged us into some delightful coupling.

“Have him do more Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana. When it is easy have him do Phalakasana. A lot of Phalakasana” Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana was the dolphin plank pose. Phalakasana was more advanced, a plank pose with knee to elbow. Two simple moves that built incredible strength.

“He will need his core strengthened.”

“I will,” I nodded. Sylvia didn’t move.

“Yes, Ms D’Swan?” I always refereed to her as Ms D’Swan in class.

She sighed. “You waste my time.”

“I’m sorry?” I was confused.

“You sit here and watch. If you waste your time then you waste my time.”

“But I’m here to help John!” I spoke slowly and she just rode over me.

“Get leotard, you have the weekend to stretch out.”

I must have still looked confused, for she explained, “Look, you are a klutz, you have no talent, certainly not as much as John. But maybe some of his genius will be absorbed by you if you get off your ass.”

She was gone then, and I was a bit stunned and mostly mystified. I was here for John. I didn’t understand the true genius of the woman, and wouldn’t for six months.

Three months in, and John was starting to come into his own. I was shocked at how fast it happened.

We were at class, doing stretches, preparing for some intermediate pole dancing techniques. Then Sylvia put us on three poles. Three short lines, and we went up, three at a time, and did back hook spins.

Now, the interesting thing was that the girls, past their surprise at having a man in the class, resented John.

Oh, they giggled, but they gave him looks, and I had listened to a sly quip or two.

I said nothing. John continued blithely along. A man, he wasn’t used to how snide women can be. I knew I could have stepped in, but if he was unaware that there was a war going on, then it would be worse if I entered into combat.

Sylvia knew. I caught her glancing at different women who made cutting remarks or showed their disapproval, and I could see that she was aware, but she didn’t say anything.

John was her golden child, and if she felt not the need to protect him, then maybe I should just wait, bide my time.

And, underneath it all, underneath the cattiness and backbiting, I saw a deeper truth.

John was better than everybody. And not in the simple moves, of which he wasn’t too polished, but in his effort. He simply tried harder than every other woman in class.

They might be there because of the computer, might not, but they were indifferent and even lackadaisical…compared to John.

Give John a move, a pose, an advice, and he would attack the move, that advice, like his life depended on it.

It was obvious why Sylvia never took him to task. He took himself to task ten times worse than she ever could.

This was even obvious in his yoga. Now that he was stretching, he delved into the spiritual side, exhibited a deep rooted patience that not even I could match.

Anyway, we were doing hook slides, and one girl was jumping way too high. Sylvia had told us to stay low, but this girl, her name was Katherine, deliberately climbed the pole and began a vicious hook spin, and she thrust her legs out in her best imitation of a fan kick, and the pole broke.

Which is to say, it came loose at the top and fell over. Katherine’s weight caused it to fall fast, and she was caught between spin and fan kick, and it was obvious that she was going to fall on her head. A fall on the head from six feet could result in serious injury.

She let go, there were little screams as the girls realized what was happening, and she dropped like a rock.

John reached out and plucked her ankle out of the air. He caught her, and held her, and gently lowered her to the ground.

It was a marvelous feat of strength, to catch 120 pounds with a simple grip of the fist, and to lower that 120 pounds gently.

The girls gathered around, they helped Katherine up, and they started looking at John.

Not as a ridiculous male competitor in a female field, but as a man, an alpha, something to be pursued.

I was standing to one side and Sylvia nudged me. “The games begin, little one.”

I looked at her, I looked at John, and I understood. From sly quips and sneers the women were now into batting eyes and the slithery touch of passing hands.

They were flirting, and…he was mine.

Dutifully, I edged into the crowd. “Nicely done, John,” I staked my claim with an assertive voice.

The girls immediately sensed what I was doing. Women are intuitive that way. Now, do they want to fight, or respect my claim? Fortunately, Sylvia had my back. And it was good, because these were bold women.

“Good, John. Katherine, did I not ask you to stay low on the pole?”

Suddenly everybody was looking at the ground and Katherine was mumbling excuses. Perfect.

I took John and moved him out of the arena. Several women noticed, but my move had been backed up, in force, and they were content to let me have him.

Six months, and John was incredible. The plank poses had paid off, he could raise his leg to his head, and his natural grace was making itself felt.

Heck, I was even doing pretty good. But I understood what Sylvia meant when she said John was the prodigy. He moved with a strength and grace that literally left me breathless. When he went up on the pole for a martini spin, or a reverse stag spin, or even a simple carousel spin, he was a study in breathtaking motion. And he could do these things slowly, like a Tai Chi master, or quickly, like a break dancer.

When he moved you could feel the air move, the energy mount and crescendo, he had a studied spirituality that you could actually feel. When he moved it was like the world moved. He was simply so large, so filled with magnitude, that people around him would feel like they were moving.

“We will have a party,” announced Sylvia, after one class. “Bring your significant others, it will be a recital, your first chance to really show off how much you have learned.”

We were all excited, even John was mildly excited.

Before we left that day, however, Sylvia drew John and I aside. “I want you to work on a partner’s routine.”

“Two on one pole?”

“Two poles, moving in synch. I will coach you.”

I smiled, John smiled, and Sylvia dropped the other shoe. “This is how I want his hair done.” She handed us a photograph. The style was…a female style! Totally female!

The hair was coiffed delicately, would require a couple of pins, and…”But this is a girl’s style?” I protested.

“You are in a girl’s art form,” Sylvia snapped. I could tell she was brooking no nonsense from me. “Furthermore, he must wear heels.”

“What?” John blurted.

“High heels. I have put in an order for you, and the shoes are in my office. The recital is one month from now, and you must wear high heels every day. You must sleep in them. You must be entirely comfortable. Do you understand.”

“Well, but…”

“Can’t you…do you…”

Both John and I were thoroughly confused.

“Attention!” she snapped, putting a little extra bit of oomph into her word. “I speak. The student listens. That is the way it must be. Do you understand?”

Still, we would have objected more, argued, but she went to where she put her briefcase, reached into a bag next to her briefcase, and brought out a box. She brought it to us and handed it to John. “Put them on.”

A couple of the girls were still there, and they were watching the little drama play out.

John took the high heels out and looked at them. They were black, open toed, slings. But they were also solid. These were a dancer’s high heels.

“Put them on,” Sylvia repeated.

John looked at her, and for a moment I thought he was going to say no, but then one of the girls, Katherine, said, “Go on, John. Show her.”

Sylvia just stared at John.

John stood on one foot and placed a heel on first one foot, then he stood on the heeled foot and put the other heel on. God, he had good balance.

He placed both feet on the ground. The months of stretching held him in good stead. He kept his legs straight, and his natural sense of balance kept him from tottering and staggering.

He took a step, then another one, and I blinked. He walked like a woman.

No, it was his natural dancer’s balance and grace. But…it translated as a woman.

Suddenly I was being turned around. Sylvia had actually grabbed my arm and spun me about. She looked me in the eye and said very determinedly, “You must open his hips.”

“What?”

“His hips must be open. They are holding him back. You must open his hips.”

I shook my head, then nodded, and tried to figure out what was going on.

But Sylvia said no more. She simply gathered her things and walked out the door.

We waked home silently. Silent except for the tap, tap, tap of John’s heels on the pavement.

“This is weird,” he said, after a few blocks.

“You can say that again.”

“I’d rather not.”

And we mounted the steps to our apartment.

We gave each other back rubs that night, and we went to the communal pool and sat in the hot tub. Just sat there, staring at nothing.

Except I did stare at John’s hair. Sylvia had told him not to get it cut for months, and now she was telling him to wear it like…like a woman.

For the first time I felt truly out of my depth. Not only was I having trouble understanding, but it was going against all my culturally built up values.

John was a man, and I didn’t care if he was in a woman’s profession.

John had to wear high heels. But men didn’t wear high heels.

John had to wear his hair like a woman.

I tell ya, at that moment I wanted to bring out a pair of scissors, and maybe a razor, and trim John’s head until he was totally bald.

What stopped me?

Intuition.

I had the feeling that there was something here that I should understand, and that I only would if I went through with the game.

So we went back to the apartment, and just lay in each others arms. It was hot, and we just wanted to be with each other. Sometimes just holding each other is deeper than sex. This was one of those times.

The next class she worked us brutally. Except for John. But I got it in spades.

“You are a fat cow!” I was 100 pounds, skinny, and trying to maintain a bit of boob.

“You are graceless. You must try.” I tried, but I lacked John’s muscle and his intuitive grace. And his effortlessness. Oh, I had the persistence, and the drive, but I didn’t have that little bit of something that the truly great have. I didn’t have his inspired talent.

And, after class Sylvia came to me. “His hips…you must open them. Do you understand?”

I had spent the night working splits with him. We had spent an hour just trying to make him loose. but it obviously wasn’t enough.

The next class, she again pulled me aside. “You must open his hips!” She was getting more demanding, more insistent.

And the next class, and the next. And I had finally had enough.

“Open his hips!”

I burst into tears. “We did Hanumanasana, the Monkey pose, for an hour. I’m trying.”

She watched me cry, then nodded and said, “Come to room 112c afterwards. I will help you.”

She walked away.

I dried up and went back to practicing the moves. Ballet spin. Chair hook. Hip dips.

Next to me John was sliding from Aerial inverts to Anastasia to ankle hangs. Smoothly, looking like he was walking in the park. It was difficult to work in a room with such magic going on. He glowed with perfection and spirit. He gave off an intense, spiritual light that drew the eye to him.

He was an artist of an entirely different caliber.

And I was supposed to do a routine with him? Right next to him? The very thought was enough to dim me and gloom me. How could I keep up with that?

“Come in, sit.”

We entered 112c and took the same seats we had when first we visited Sylvia’s office.

She was on the phone, and she smiled at us, finished her conversation, “Here they are now. Bless you, Enrique. I will keep you informed. Bye bye.” She hung up and looked us over.

“You are doing well.” She grinned at John. She turned to me and said, in a solemn manner. “You work hard. Work harder. You can make it.

“Yes…Sylvia,” I returned.

“But we are not here to talk about your work ethic. We must open John’s hips. He is constricted, it inhibits his motion. You simply must do your duty.”

I was puzzled, she was so intense and determined. “We’ve been doing the Monkey pose and I—“

She waved her hand. “No…no. You simply do not understand. When I say open his hips I am speaking in a most spiritual manner. She bent and picked up a sack that was next to her desk. She handed it to me. “This was mine. Mine and Bellophone’s. We used it lovingly, and it had the desired effect. If there was any secret to our success, aside from his sheer, uninhibited talent, it was this.

I looked into the bag and gasped. I looked at her.

“You must open his hips. It is his future…his future depends on it. Would you rob him of his immense talent?”

I shook my head.

“Then you must open his hips.” She turned to John. “And you must do what your wife says. Anything, everything. I have given her the key to your future, you must let her unlock the future. Are you willing? Can you make the sacrifice that isn’t a sacrifice?”

John had no idea what he was agreeing to, but he nodded. After all, she had led him this far. “I can.”

“Then I turn you loose, children.” To me, “And tomorrow I expect to see a freedom in his motion that has thus far been lacking. Do you understand? Do you finally understand?”

I nodded.

“Then go with God.”

We stood up and left the office.

“What the fuck,” John said, once we had left campus.

“You ain’t dickin’ wixley,” I responded. I was holding the sack Sylvia had given to me like my life depended on it.

“So what’s in the sack?”

“A dildo.”

“Come on. Seriously.”

“A dildo.”

He gave me a look. Yeah, right. Now what’s really in there.

I stopped, right on the street corner, in front of God and everybody, and reached into the sack. I pulled out a harness with a dildo in it.

His jaw opened. He stood like a frozen moose, waiting for the spring thaw.

“What is…what is…”

“It’s a dildo.”

People were walking around us. A few of them glanced at us, and grinned. Me, holding a dildo, John, his mouth open and his brain in Stupidland.

“What’s it for?” I told you. Stupidland.

“It’s for me to plug up your little bunghole.

“No…I mean…really?”

“She gave it to us. She said to open your hips. This should definitely do that.”

Somebody laughed, a child pointed and his mother jerked him around. I slipped the dildo and harness back into the sack and we kept walking.

“Holy fuck,” whispered Johnny. He didn’t look at me. He looked straightforward, and it was obvious that his mind was going a million miles an hour.

“Does it scare you, Johnny?”

“It does and it doesn’t.”

I looked at him.

“On one hand, it terrifies me. I feel like my whole stomach is about to erupt. On the other hand…there’s something terribly natural about it.”

“Natural?”

“When I started this, and Sylvia…when she talked to us…the moves started feeling natural, like one thing led to the next. Now…this feels like   it’s just the next step.”

We reached our apartment and mounted the stairs. We entered the apartment and sat down. Normally we head for the tub, or the communal pool, or give each other massages. but now we were so mind blasted we just sat there.

“So,” said, staring at the bag I had placed on the floor. “Should we do this?”

“Will it really open my hips? I mean, aren’t they open enough? I can do the splits like nobody’s business. Do I really need this?”

“Sylvia seems to think that you do.”

“I need a drink.”

I got up and poured us drinks. We weren’t supposed to be drinking this close to recital, and, tell the truth, our intense pole dancing had robbed us of any real desire.

But this…this strap on dildo thing, we suddenly had the desire.

I handed John his drink and sat down with mine. We sipped slowly, casually, like there wasn’t something of earth shaking importance about to happen to us.

“Well,” he said, at last, his drink done.

“Fucking well,” I agreed.

We looked at each other.

“So you’re going to ride me like a mule.”

“At least,” I promised.

We giggled. This was so far out we were in.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a hunk of meat hanging between my legs.”

“Wiping my butt was enough for me,” he countered.

“Gonna have to do more than that now.”

He sighed.

“Sylvia says so.”

“What does Sylvia know?” he asked.

“Everything, it appears.” Then: “We don’t have to do this.”

“But she would know.”

“So…?”

“So we might just as well fuck me and get it over with.”

I nodded. “Want another drink first?”

“God, yes.”

So we drank another drink, ruminated over what a good buttfucking was, and, finally, stood up and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom I took off my clothes. I folded them, turned around, and Johnny was just standing there.

“Don’t want to do it?”

“Part of me does, part of me doesn’t.”

I moved to him and undid his shirt, pulled it off him. Then I unzipped his pants, and that wonderful boner flopped out, stood right up and greeted me.

“You may not want to, but Mr. Happy does.”

Johnny grunted. “What does Mr. Happy know?”

“Your deepest desires. Now lay down. I’m going to relax you.”

He lay on the bed, on his belly, which was funny because his dick caused his butt to pooch up a bit.

I began to massage him. Head to toe, rubbing in oil, making him feel like a king.

A king about to be a queen.

He sighed, and I dug deeper, crooking my fingers into his muscles. Six months ago they were simply muscles. Now they were steel bands, and I had to use all my muscles to dig my fingers into him.

He gave another sigh, and I made him lift up and I shoved some pillows under him.

“Oh, God,” he said of nothing and everything.

I put a jar of lube on the bed, stroked him with one hand, and scooped a glob of lube out. I placed it between his cheeks and smushed it around, eventually driving a large part of it directly into his asshole.

We had played with assholes before. A little single finger rimming, and it was fun. But we were talking about a dick-sized dildo now.

“Fuck,” Johnny tried to relax, but it was difficult. I was going to be going into that most holy of holies…

I slid my hand up and down his shaft. He was big, and his balls were big, and I handled them lovingly.

Then I inserted my finger.

He grunted, and moaned, and his ass humped around a little.

“Easy, big fellow,” I whispered. I went in and out, reamed him, and kept stroking his penis.

“Easy for you to say.”

Two fingers, and he sure noticed the difference. I could feel his anal muscles clamp down.

“Heysoos,” I observed. “You could crack walnuts down here.”

I slid another finger in him. I was really moving now, going around and around, shoving in until my knuckles felt his ring muscles. “I think you’re ready.”

“Oh, my God,” his head was pushed down into the pillow. While his body was tense, his butt was not. It was like his butt actually wanted it.

I got off the bed and figured out how to put on the dildo. I strapped it on, then climbed back on the bed. I now had a seven inch dick. Complete with plastic half balls.

I moved forward, placed the tip of my new cock at his bunghole.

He ridged up for a second, then made himself relax.

I worked the tip gently, pushing it in without forcing it.

He made a whining sound, but I could tell he liked it.

“Okay…okay…” he whispered.

“Okay,” I said, and I began to slide my penis into him.

His back arched. He would have tightened up his ring but it was too late.

I stopped. “Does it hurt?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want me to keep going?”

“Oh…yeah. Yeah.”

So I did, sliding all the way in. My pubic area nuzzled up against his buns. The strap on was embedded. He was impaled. There was no doubt: he was getting fucked.

“Oh, God,” he murmured, and it was like he was talking from far away.

I began to move back and forth, sliding the dick in, pulling it out, sliding it in.

“Oh…damn. Fuck…this…this…”

I picked up speed, and, confession, just like seeing him with tits had turned me on, this banging away at his asshole was a turn on ten times greater.

I wasn’t just wet, I was empowered. I was woman…hear me roar. I was in the driver’s seat. I was in charge.

I began to slap against his ass with my hand. I pumped my dick into him. I said dirty things, so sweet, to him.

He grunted and groaned and slobbered. Truth, he was becoming a jibbering mess. Intelligent conversation was out the window and he was talking like a caveman.

“Fuh…fuh…fuck me.”

I did so happily, feeling like I was strong, able to conquer the world.

“Hunh…hunh…oh, God!”

The plastic peter slithered in and out, opening him up, laying him bare, telling him what the other half of the race felt like.

For long minutes I rammed him, and, finally, he said, “I think I came.”

I slowed down, stopped, and felt under him. Sure enough, there was a slick mess under his cock, mushed into the pillow. I smelled it. Semen. The good stuff. The breakfast of champions.

I pulled out, went into the bathroom and cleaned the dildo. I took a shower. I re-entered the bedroom.

John was laying there, he hadn’t even turned over. But I could feel his wakefulness. I pulled the pillows out from under him, discarded the one that was semen sticky, and put the others in place. Then I slid under the covers.

John lay there, and I let him. He could sleep on the covers if he wanted to. In an odd way, a male way, I was done with him. With a smile, I slid into sleep.

The next day he was rather subdued. He watched me closely, and had secret thoughts. But he didn’t speak much.

We went to class, and that’s when I saw it, that’s when I understood what ‘opening the hips’ meant.

He was faster, more fluid. it was like he had had a rubber band around his legs before, not enough to stop him from moving them, but enough to slow him down. Now that restriction wasn’t there.

Sylvia noticed, too. She smiled triumphantly at me and nodded.

We worked. We danced, we practiced our doubles routine.

And, in a way, Johnny’s attitude towards me had changed. Always polite, he was now even more polite. He was always considerate, but now…he was super considerate.

I finally realized what it was: always, before, he had moved as if afraid he would hurt me. He was big and strong and I was but a female. Now he moved as if afraid that I would hurt him.

There had been a fundamental shift in our attitudes.

Once, he had been in charge.

Now I was in charge.

And he knew it.

And I didn’t think I would ever go back to regular sex again. I liked being in charge that much.

We had set up chairs around the classroom, and two poles in the center. Our friends and lovers and a few interested passersby were seated, whispering, and the show started.

First, the girls went, and they might call Sylvia ‘The Dragon,’ but she had taught them well. Each of them excelled, spun on the poles, did dangerous birds and fangs and other assorted moves. Some of them quite difficult.

Johnny and I waited in the hallway. A length of standing curtain had been set up and we sat in chairs and held each others hands. We listened to the crowds oohs and aahs, and we smiled.

Yes, we were nervous. Well, I was. Johnny, I don’t know. But, as Sylvia had once hinted, I was leaching strength off him, so whatever nerves he had, they weren’t like mine. We listened and waited.

Sylvia slid through the curtains. “Stand up,” she commanded.

Johnny did so. He had taken off the heels.

“Bend down.”

Johnny did so, and she began to put make up on him.

Well, she had put make up on all of us, but she had skipped Johnny. I knew that she had just left him until he was alone.

“What are you doing?” He whispered, and his strong frame trembled.

“Finishing you.”

She painted his eyelids, put lipstick on him, stood back in satisfaction.

With his long hair, perfectly coiffed, and in a feminine fashion, he looked exactly like a female.

“You are now the correct sex for your profession. Put your heels on. You must wear them during your performance.”

So that was why she had insist he practice in heels!

At that moment one of the girls called, “Ms D’Swan.”

Sylvia stepped back and let us pass. I could feel Johnny trembling. honestly, before I had fucked him, I would have done something. But this was after, and I understood things that I had not understood before.

We walked into the room and everything went silent. We were two women, one slightly larger than the other. We walked to the center of the room and each put a hand on the pole.

Johnny faced me, and I faced him. Slowly, we lifted leg, enwrapped the poles, and began our routine.

We moved through our postures, we spun, we hung, duplicates of each other.

Then we deviated, I became yin to his yang, and Johnny began to shine. From making both of us shine to glowing with his talent, his genius.

Shoulder mount to the seahorse. From the one handed spin to the incredible sneaky V. To one side I moved only enough to substantiate him, to put context to his genius.

There was no sound, there was only the beauty of his routine, of him.

Finally, with a final bit of flare, he did a twisted handspring flare to a pole cartwheel dismount.

I slid off my pole and slithered next to him, we entwined legs and arms, and stood with bowed heads.

The half a hundred people there sounded like a thousand, and we raised our smiling faces. We had done it. Sylvia and the girls came forth and arranged themselves around us, but we were the centerpiece. We all bowed, and the performance was over.

Johnny and I stood at one end of the room and smiled and nodded our thanks as people came and shook our hands. Slowly, people left the room, all except for Sylvia and a slight gentlemen in a big overcoat. Johnny and I started to pick up our coats and Sylvia called us over.

“This is Johnny and Deborah. Johnny, Debby, this is Enrique Sylvester.

We shook hands, and then Sylvia said, “Enrique would like you to join his troop, Johnny.”

Our mouths dropped.

“We are a select group. Some have called us the ‘Cirque du Soleil’ of ballet, and we have a full contingent of pole dancers. We travel the world doing ballet and pole dances. We perform only for elite people. Would you like to join us, Johnny? Sylvia has explained your desire to better yourself, and…would you like to join us?”

Johnny turned and looked at me. I was suddenly holding his hand. I felt like screaming and jumping for joy.

Sylvia cleared her throat and looked at me. Suddenly I knew. It was for Johnny. He was the talent. He was the one. And I knew that I must sacrifice myself for him. I must put myself to the side. It was Johnny’s chance, and he was the important one. I would just have to—

“Deborah, I will be brutally honest,” Enrique began, “Johnny is the talent. I do have a need for lesser talents, however. I need managers and people willing to work behind the scenes. I know it is not glamorous. But Swanny has told me of your fierce dedication, how you stood behind Johnny and sacrificed yourself for him. It is this high dedication that I require. Would you consider joining us?

Suddenly I felt the tears fill my eyes, and I nodded.

No, I might not be the talent, but I was the woman behind the talent, and, in a way, that is what I always wanted to be.

“Then let me welcome you to—“

“What about the computer?” blurted Johnny.

Enrique got a funny smile on his face. “What about it?”

“Don’t I have to be approved by the computer?”

Sylvia laughed, almost a titter.

Enrique said, “There are people who live lives as ordered by the computer. Then there are those free spirits who live outside the confines of mortal man. Are you willing?”

Both Johnny and I broke into grins and our heads bobbed up and down.

END
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Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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