

Close Encounters of the Feminization Kind!

Men who want to be women!

Feminized by Accident!

A Female Led Marriage!

I Feminized an MMA Fighter!

Bend Over for the Girls!

The Upward Path!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

ISBN: 9798360876984

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

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Hi Guys and Gals,

Here are some more stories about my favorite hobby, feminization.

You know, spankings are fun. BDSM has its benefits, but there is absolutely nothing like the look in a guy’s eyes when he discovers how much fun it is to wear dresses and make up and everything.

And you know he’ll love you forever because you showed him the way.

Enjoy, my friends, and….

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized by Accident!

Though he was accidentally castrated,

he finds happiness in feminization!


PART ONE

Tom didn’t know what to do. Sales were down and the market was crashing. He could meet payroll this Friday, but that was it. If he didn’t raise a hundred thousand dollars by a week Friday…he was done for. His  workers weren’t going to work for free, the bank was going to be screaming about loans, and the company would be bankrupt.

Add to that that he had borrowed on the house, and that loan was due…he was about to be homeless.

What would Vickie say?

He had been telling her everything was all right for months, and now…now he going to be proven a liar. She would toss him out of the house, except that the bank was going to be tossing them both out of the house!

She would never forgive him. She would file for divorce…what could he do?

All afternoon he paced in his office.

He called other banks, was refused, then paced some more.

He called loan companies, and paced.

He called friends….and paced.

And when Vickie called he put on the happy face and lied to her.

But the lies were going to have to stop. The lies were going to be revealed anyway, so…he was going to have to tell her.

By the time five o’clock rolled around he was at his wit’s end, and that was when he got the phone call.

Vickie was pissed, and scared.

First of all, the man from the bank called. He wanted his money, and he had heard from other bankers that Tom’s company was going under and…he wanted his money.

Vickie had sat and listened, and then she had started digging. It wasn’t long before she got the full story on Tom.

Oh, he had tried, she knew that, but he had also lied.

Doubtless he had thought he could eventually get out of the jam he was in.

But he couldn’t. Vickie was good with money, and she knew the fix he was in.

Then she started calling other banks, nosing around, and while bankers are notoriously tight-lipped, they would deign to talk to her. Especially if they thought she might be able to help them get their money.

Tom was done for. He was broke and bankrupt and the house was going to be gone and…fuck!

She sat on the couch in the living room biting her nails.

What could she do?

And that was when the man called.

Tom’s secretary put through the call and Tom thought it was going to be a banker coming through.

He sat down behind his desk and put on a serious face. “Yes?”

“Mr. Ross, you don’t know me, but I may be able to solve your money problems.”

Tom frowned. This sounded a wee bit suspicious.

“And what institution do you represent?”

“The Newfound Corporation. We’re listed. We specialize in cutting edge procedures. Sometimes there is a medical procedure that is deemed a bit too risky, or perhaps the market is suppressing it so they can make money on the old procedure, that sort of thing.”

“I don’t think I’m in the market for a new medical procedure.”

The man chuckled. “You might be…we’re willing to pay $100,000.”

Tom grew instantly interested. “What did you say your name was?”

“I’m Dr. Stanley Worth. You’ll find all my bona fides are up to date. Feel free to check on them, but for right now, I’ve got a client who is in need of certain body parts.”

Tom’s mind flashed through old newspaper stories. ‘Man wakes up in bathtub missing a kidney!’ ‘Organs being sold for millions on the black market!’

“You came to our attention because of your financial needs. We then began exploring your physical state, and thought that perhaps you would be interested in making some money.

“Keep talking.”

Just as Tom thought it was a banker calling him back, Vickie thought it was somebody calling her back. “Hello?”

“Mrs. Ross, my name is Herman Gothing. I represent a group of gentlemen who might be able to come to your financial aid.”

Vickie sat frozen for a moment. She figured out that one of her bankers must have put this man on to her. Finances were usually Tom’s department, but considering the circumstances, it wouldn’t hurt her to listen.

“Go on.”

“Mrs. Ross, I’m actually a doctor, our group is made up of doctors, and we specialize in cutting edge technology. We employ procedures which are beneficial, but have been suppressed by the current marketplace.”

“I don’t think I understand.”

“Let’s say you need a kidney. The operation costs $50,000, but there is a more efficient one that can be done for $40,000. The government, and the medical powers that be, are not going to let that new procedure be done. It would cut into their profit, you see.

Vickie nodded. She knew that most diseases could be cured, but the government was in cahoots with the AMA and…and what Gothing was saying made sense.

“That’s well and good, Dr. Gothing, but I don’t need any operations right now.”

“I understand that, but my group is willing to pay up to $100,000 for certain body parts.”

Now Vickie grew a little frosty. “I don’t have any body parts for sale, Dr. Gothing, and—“

“Your husband might.”

Vickie blinked. “What?”

Tom arrived home with a smile. “Hey, baby, how’s my lovely wife?”

Vickie, after ending the call with Dr. Gothing, had cleaned herself up, put on sexy underwear, popped on a gown that showed her abundant charms, and begun dinner.

Lamb chops and mashed potatoes. Tom’s favorite.

She kissed him, taking a moment to really savor his lips. She pressed her body against his and felt that familiar bump of a cock.

She smiled.

“Your lovely wife is fine, handsome. Are you  ready for a drink?”

“Oh, just what the doctor ordered,” he chortled.

Vickie chuckled inside. Doctor, eh? She knew a doctor or two.

She went to the cabinet and got out Blanton’s Black Edition Special bourbon. $219 a bottle. She put ice in a tumbler, half filled it with Blanton bourbon, then ruined it with ‘real sugar’ Coke.

Tom held up the glass and appreciated the fine, brown color. “Brown liquor and beautiful blondes. That’s my weakness.”

Vickie smiled and opened a Coke for herself. She poured a bit of the Coke in the sink, then added some Blanton bourbon to the can. It was cheap, but she liked it that way.

“Well, baby. I’m going to be going on a business trip tomorrow, be gone a couple of days. When I get back, woo! I’ve got a special deal coming through.”

“Oh, honey! That’s great. I love it when you make money. Why, just the talk of money makes my pussy itch. You feel like doing a little scratching?

He took her in his arms and about chewed her mouth off.

She returned as good as she got, and they were suddenly breathing hard, groping each others sex organs, and losing clothes.

Tom was a handsome fellow who kept himself in shape. He had an oval face, and he practiced looking stern to make his business deals and keep his people in line.

He had thick, brown hair which he wore a little long. His eyes were shiny chocolate, and his lips were well formed.

Kissing him, Vickie remembered why she had married him. Between his handsome features and his chiseled body, and a nice, hefty dong, he was a catch.

Tom felt his penis pushing against Vickie’s midsection. God, his wife was sexy. Sometimes she seemed a bit remote, but she had wonderful, big, juicy tits with hard nipples. Her face was classic, a slightly rounded jaw, high cheek bones, and green eyes that held the mysteries of the ages. Topped off with shiny, blonde hair, and he was in love.

They staggered towards the back bedroom, kissing, hugging, him feeling her breasts and her with her hands cupping his nuts.

His nuts, which were big and healthy and worth a lot of money.

They lost pants and skirt in the hallway, blouse and shirt in the bedroom. At the side of their bed he kicked off his shoes, threw her on the bed, and dove after her.

He pushed his face between her thighs and began sucking at her tender moistness.

She groaned and fucked his face, and when he slithered up her body she brought his head and mouth to her nipples.

They were rigid with excitement, they thrust into the air and he clamped his lips on them and began to lick and suck.

She groaned as he mauled her nips. She moaned as he first grabbed her tits and squeezed, then moved one hand down to her mons.

Tom closed his hand over her pussy. He inserted a single finger and began hand humping her.

Now Vickie forgot about things. Now she was immersed in the hot pulsing of her pussy. She could feel the orgasm coming, and she was determined to make it a good one.

Oh, Tom would still be able to fuck her with one nut, but the idea that two nuts were better than one was in her head. She wondered if she would be able to tell the difference, whether the speed of ejaculate, or the stiffness of his erection, would be lessened when he had one less testicle.

She doubted it. Dr. Gothing had reassured her, ahd even read her testimonies from men who had lost a testicle. Who had allowed one testicle to be harvested for rich men who needed a testicle.

When he had finished his story she had actually sorry for these poor people. Imagine being rich, and then getting in a car accident, or suffering a disease, and losing their testicles!

Tragic.

On top of her now, Tom slid his penis into her vagina. God, she was wet. She really was hot. And as he burrowed into her, worked his dong in and out, he wondered if his selling one nut would affect his love making abilities.

Would he shoot less semen? Would his remaining ball feel…’overworked?’

And would Vickie be able to tell the difference?

He didn’t know, and he thought that maybe he should just tell her. Maybe he should admit the company was on hard times but selling one nut to some poor schmuck who had lost his balls in some kind of industrial accident or something…maybe he should…nah.

Heck, he’d tell her that he had sold one of of his testicles later. Maybe after they had had their first child.

The good doctor had reassured him that he would still be potent, that he could easily make his wife pregnant with one nut as well as two.

Smiling, he felt the urge intensify in his balls, and the semen was starting to rise up.

Under him, holding on tight as Tom drove his shaft into her, Vickie was smiling. She had her face pressed against him and was pushing her hips up frantically.

Would Tom be angry when he found out that she had sold one of his testicles?

Probably. But he would get over it. Heck, he’d be proud of her when she handed him the money that would save their business and home.

And, so thinking, the orgasm swelled up and captured her. Her mind whited out and her eyeballs rolled back. Here pussy felt like an explosion in a gold mine, and it took all of her with it.

On top of her Tom squirted his seed deep into her. “Unh! Unh! Unh!” he grunted, and he delivered two balls worth of semen into her pleasure palace.

The following day Tom packed a bag and headed for a private airport. He boarded a Honda HA-420 HondaJet and was greeted by a very nice, well endowed stewardess. She smiled, laughed at his jokes, and bent over and brushed his shoulder with her boobs when she checked his seat belt. She then made sure he had a glass of champagne and sat down opposite him, sipping her own champagne.

The jet took off quick and climbed only to a thousand feet. Tom wasn’t sure about the legality of flying so low, but the plane hopped over the border and searched for a small airport just down the coast. Tom didn’t recognize any villages, and he sipped champagne and made small talk with the stewardess.

The plane landed on a dirt runway. An older Jeep driven by a Mexican with stainless steel teeth picked him up and drove him along a country road to a small village. Past the village, the Jeep turned up a long drive and deposited him at a hacienda.

It was beautiful. It was quiet and, in a way, reassuring. He was being treated like a human being.

Doctor Worth met him at the front door and escorted him through the building. Out back was another building, and he was shown to a room and told to disrobe.

Tom marveled at the professionalism of the staff, the cleanliness of the operating theater.

Dr. Worth smiled and told him to relax. His assistant, Tom assumed the man was an assistant, was introduced as Dr. German Gothing.

Dr. Gothing placed a breathing cup over his face and told him to count backwards from a hundred. Like all people Tom tried to stay conscious. And he managed to, until he reached 95.

The operation was quick and efficient. Dr. Worth cleaned the area with an antiseptic solution, then very carefully felt the area, and the testicle to be excised. A sharp scalpel, a quick flick of the wrist to enter the sack, then the testicle was extracted, and snipped.

“Your patient, Dr. Gothing.”

“Thank you, Dr. Worth.”

Gothing moved in and repeated the performance on the other testicle.

Tom came out of it a few hours later. He felt fine, sort of, then he realized he was on drugs. And he was minus a testicle.

But he felt fine. Woozy, a little sick to his stomach, but no pain.

He didn’t see Dr. Worth again, but was, when he could standup, taken out to the Jeep and run to the airport.

He was dressed, it was evening, and he wanted to see what they had done to his testicles. Correction, testicle. But what was there to see? A space where once there had been a ball.

He sat on the plane and there was no sign of the stewardess. She wasn’t one for long hours, he assumed.

The plane landed and he made his way to the entrance. The pilot stayed in his cabin, and Tom opened the door himself. It was easy. He descended a ramp, and as soon as he set foot on the ground the plane was in motion. It moved around, sending a wash over him, as the stairs were retracted.

Tom walked into the hanger, through to a parking area. A taxi had picked him up at the house, but there was no taxi now. He used his cell phone to call an Uber.

An hour later he arrived home, and he was starting to feel sick. The drugs were wearing off and his stomach was roiling and he felt like he had been kicked in the nuts, except there was only one nut. Right? If this was the pain from losing one nut he certainly didn’t want to feel the pain of losing two nuts.

Vickie met him at the door and was alarmed at the look on his face.

“Are you all right?”

“Hi, honey. I just want to sleep.”

She helped him down the hall to the bedroom and into bed. She undressed him and pulled the covers over him.

Tom groaned and moaned and…went to sleep. Just like that.

Vickie was alarmed. Did he have Covid or something? She didn’t know that he had gone to get his nut removed. That was something Gothing would arrange later, but she had signed the papers so they could get started.

Then, she had the idea. She would never know why she thought of it, but she pulled the blankets off him very gently so as not to awake him.

He was lying on his back, snoring like a bear in a cave.

She pulled down his shorts and examined his area.

Penis okay. Slack, but…okay.

She lifted his dick and looked at his ball sack. It just hung there, no bulge, and she stopped breathing.

No bulge at all.

Her hand trembling, she lifted his sack, felt it. There were two lines, one on each side. She felt the thin skin. Nothing. She felt further, even getting a little rough.

Tom was out, he felt nothing.

She found nothing.

A desperate sense of surrealism overcame her. She let go of his empty skin and moved away.

What the fuck? What had happened?

They had stolen his nuts!

Yes, she had sold one testicle, but it was supposed to happen in a week or two, after she had had the time to talk Tom into it. But they had already done it, and they had taken both testicles!

She ran into the kitchen, and now she felt ill. What had she done? What had happened to her husband.

Suddenly the idea of a failing company, of being poor, didn’t mean much.

She poured a glass of bourbon and quaffed it, and didn’t feel much effected. She drank another, and began to cry.

Tom awoke, and Vickie was sitting in the chair in the corner of the room watching him. Her eyes were dark and it looked like she had been crying.

He didn’t feel as poorly as before, but he felt…weak. And his mouth was curiously dry. He realized it was dry from the medicine he had ingested. “Honey?” His voice was soft and low. Why did he feel so weak?

“Oh, Tom! I’m sorry!”

“What? Why? What’s going on?”

“Your…your testicles!”

He turned ashen. She knew. How did she know? “I’m sorry,” he said.  “The situation at the company…I’ve been keeping it from you.”

“I know about the money problems…but I—“

“That’s why I sold one of my testicles.”

Vickie stopped talking. He had sold one of his testicles?

“They wrote me a check yesterday. That’s where I was. They flew me out of the country and took one of my testicles. But it’s okay. We’re going to be fine financially, and I can still get you pregnant with one testicle. Everything’s going to be all right!” He was almost blubbering, so desperate for her to understand what he had done and why. Then he noticed the look on her face.

Her face was frozen, horror struck, her eyes staring at him.

Oh, shit, he thought. She doesn’t understand.

“Tom,” her voice was a burble of a whisper. “I sold one of your balls, too.”

That was the moment where the wind whistled on a dead desert and ghosts flew into the clouds. That was the moment when you wake up from the accident and realize you’ve been in an accident.

“But…”

“Oh, Tom!”

“But…”

“I’m sorry!”

“FUCK!”

Where do you go when your mind has just been blown into smithereens.

Tom went nowhere, physically, but his mind…his mind went on vacation, came back, went away, the room swirled, and he lay back on the bed, stared at the ceiling.

“You…you…you…”

Vickie came to him then. She crawled onto the bed and held him.

His arm went around her, and he found tears streaming from his eyes.

His testicles. Gone. Both of them.

They had talked about children, and they had reached a point where they were still healthy and ready and…and now this!

Tom sobbed helplessly, and Vickie sobbed right along with him.

Tom took a couple of days off. He was the boss, he could do that, and he needed to.

He needed to come to grips with his situation.

On one hand, he was the same person. He was a male 30 years old in good condition.

And he wasn’t. Just like that.

Vickie moped about while he dealt with the results of his folly.

He examined the little slits and stitchings on the back of his ball sac. Nobody would know, nobody would see…but he knew.

He drank a little extra, but he didn’t turn into a raving drunk. He just dulled himself and wondered what he was going to do.

But…what was there to do?

The telephone numbers for Dr. Worth, and for Dr. Gothing, didn’t work.

And the checks, one to him and one to her, bounced. The bank called the day after he got back to let him know.

So he had been the victim of a mighty scam. And paid two nuts for it.

He returned to work, and here, miracle of miracles, the financial situation righted itself. They pulled in three…THREE…clients, and they were out of danger.

Tom quickly restructured everything so the problem would never happen again.

But he had been robbed of his manhood for nothing!

And time went on.

Six months later, just before his 31st birthday, Tom came home to find a pack of women’s panties on his bed.

“Vick? What’s this?”

Vickie entered the bedroom. She was a changed woman. She had betrayed her man, and he hadn’t divorced her, and she was a kinder, gentler person.

“You were complaining about how your underwear didn’t fit, so…I bought you some that might fit. You don’t have to wear them, I can take them back. I just want you to…feel happy.

He gave her a hug.

He was a changed man. Losing his testicles had given him a new appreciation for mortality, and he was dedicated to enjoying life, not frittering it away like he had his nuts.

He bent his head and kissed her.

She took his lips hungrily, desperate for passion and and companionship.

“Do you think we could try to make love?”

That had been one of the problems of the last half year. He could get boners, not real stiff ons, but stiff enough to put in her, and he hadn’t wanted to.

But he was a changed man, and changing more. At last, he nodded and said, “We can try.”

She kissed him again, and began unbuttoning his shirt. She stripped it off his chest and tossed it aside.

Interestingly, he was losing a bit of muscle mass. He had never been a thick man, but now he felt so slender.

He felt her breasts and began unbuttoning her blouse. She had such wonderful boobs, and shortly he was bending his head down to them, taking her nipple in his mouth and sucking.

Interestingly, he didn’t feel the passion he once had. He felt horny, sometimes incredibly horny, but his emotions were lighter, almost fleeting.

She unbuckled and unzipped him and went to her knees.

It was the same old big cock, but it was slightly soft. His old cock, pre ball loss, was so hard you couldn’t press a dent in it. This one, post ball loss, she could press her finger into and leave a dent.

Still, it was hard enough for the job it was intended.

They climbed onto the bed and continued making out. They was softer, more gentle, but in the same sense, more desperate.

She wanted to make their marriage work. He wanted to remember what it was like to have a fully functioning sexual apparatus.

She sat on him. He wasn’t being as alpha as he had once been, and he lay there and let her be on top.

She moaned, feeling the slug enter her. It felt good, and, in fact…it felt better.

Her eyes opened in surprise. How could that be?

“What?” he asked, seeing her eyes suddenly flash.

“Honey…this…your cock is better!”

“Better than when I had nuts?”

She was careful here. He hadn’t shown in bitterness lately, but emotions could be quite close to the surface.

Being softer you aren’t just, I don’t know, ramming into me. It’s like you’re filling me better, like your dick is able to find all the nooks and crannies in there.

“A nook in the nookie,” he mumbled. It was a sad attempt at humor, but Vickie appreciated it. She began to rock back and forth. She was full, but the slug in her lent itself to bending. She was suddenly moving harder, feeling the inside of her pussy like she never had before.

Tom watched her, he loved her, he missed this, and he lay back and felt her work on his cock.

The doctor had told them, when they had finally gone to see a real doctor, that his body still produced testosterone, just not as much. He could still get erections, and even have sex. He might even be able to have orgasms. There would just be not resulting pregnancy. The balls created the sperm for that, and without balls, no sperm.

But, he could still fuck.

And, in fact, Tom and Vickie had read that men who had been castrated over history had ended up being the most desired lovers.

If a noble woman felt like cheating she could, with a dick that lasted longer, gave more pleasure, and wouldn't get her pregnant.

All of which was a sop, but now, with his penis in her vagina, Tom suddenly appreciated.

He wasn’t driven, and it made her drive more.

He didn’t feel the compulsion to squirt that he once had, the insane desire for a man to further the human race.

But it was like she was unleashed. She couldn’t get pregnant, but there was a desperation for sensation that she suddenly had.

Tom’s eyes opened as she went crazy on him, writhing and twisting, humping and pumping, being downright masculine in her approach to him.

She was on top, she was driven to fuck, more than he was.

“Oh, God!” she moaned as she forced her groin down and took as much of him as she could.

She bottomed out on his dick, and wanted more. For the first time in her life she was completed, satisfied, by the length of cock in her.

“Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!

She felt the orgasm coming uncorked deep inside. It used to be she would let him fuck here, and she might cum, and she might not. Now she was driven to cum. She grabbed his shoulders in an attempt to get more leverage. She pushed down and the eruption started. It was like a cauldron boiling over. She felt it simmering, the bubbles rising, then it suddenly overflowed. The cum became a white hot shiver of ecstasy that exploded from her pussy. Her tits felt like the points were twinkling. Her whole body felt like it had exploded.

“FUCK!” she screamed, and a series of earthquakes jolted through her.

Tom was stunned by the violence of her orgasm, and he put his hands on her hips and steadied her.

“Fuck,” she whispered, “fuck.” Then she collapsed on him.

Tom lay under her amazed at her explosion. He felt her hot tits compressed on his chest, and he breathed the scent of her hair.

His dick was still in that soft/hard condition inside her.

He started to push her off, and she held to him and mumbled frantically, “No! No! Let me be.”

They lay there, her weighing him down, but unwilling to move.

Him enjoying their flesh contact, even though he hadn’t cum.

“Is that it was like what I cam and you didn’t?” he asked in a whisper.

She nodded, kissed his neck.

A long minute passed, he wondered if she would ever want to get off him.

Then, miracle of miracles, she began to twitch down there. She began to tilt her hips and…and to fuck him again!

“Oh…” he said.

“Honey,” she said, then she began to grind on him.

She wasn’t one of these multiple cummers. Or, at least she hadn’t been. But now…now…

And laying underneath her, feeling her clutch at his skin, feeling her tilt and grind and push down ever harder…Tom felt an emotion he never expected. He felt…jealousy.

She could cum. And cum harder. And…cum again and again.

He had never felt such jealousy. And for a woman.

That, of course, was the start of his metamorphoses. That was his chrysalis. It was his healing begun.

He had panties under their sweaty bodies. He had seen the purity and magnitude of a real orgasm. He wanted that, and he would soon began transmogrifying, reshaping himself to achieve that.


PART TWO

The panties felt wonderful. With nothing dangling between his legs, Tom’s empty sack had shrunk and the panties contained him perfectly. The only thing was his penis, which was fine. After all, it didn’t get hard as much, and if he pulled the panties tight his cock was pulled up and everything was comfortable, like everything actually fit.

It actually felt better than his tighty whiteys had when he had testicles.

And, as time went on, he started buying his own panties. Mostly off Amazon, but every once in a while he would just go into the women’s section of a store and pick out panties that intrigued him.

He explored high rise, decorative, stretch, thongs…everything.

Every day, it seemed he had new panties to wear under his clothes to work.

And he noticed that his body was changing in other ways.

Pulling on the panties he saw over a short time how he was developing a little spread in his ass.

“It’s the loss of testosterone,” Vickie ventured. “You have very little testosterone, and your estrogen is making itself felt.”

This sounded a little ludicrous at first, but as he lost muscle mass and his ass spread, it began to make sense.

Mind you, he hadn’t lost a lot of mass, just a little, and he hadn’t spread that much, but it was enough.

Still, what was he going to do about it? He talked to the doctor and that worthy suggested more work outs. But he didn’t have the testosterone fueled drive to do more work outs. He had the drive to do more reps, but less weight, which, he was told, was more of a woman’s work out.

‘Women are trying to lose weight, men are trying to bulk up.’ But he was changing, and his attitudes were different. Now he was more apt to say ‘so what’ to advice and do what he wanted.

He started focusing on women’s work outs, and…he started thinking about taking extra estrogen.

He could have taken testosterone, but there were risks with that approach. Men taking extra testosterone were more at risk of heart attacks.

He had seen his mortality and he didn’t want to go there.

So what if he just took estrogen and stopped resisting what was happening to him and just…went for it.

What would happen?

His ass would get a little fatter, a little more round, and…he started looking at Vivki’s clothes more closely.

He studied her ass and liked how round it was.

Heck, he was off the lean, slab look, so…why not?

“Are you looking at my ass?” asked Vickie, one day.

“Yep,” he said.

“Well, thank you.” She appreciated the compliment, but she was startled by what Tom said next.

“I was thinking about taking estrogen treatments.”

They were in a department store and she stopped and stared at him.

“Why?”

“Look, my days as a man are done. My muscle mass is disappearing, my ass is getting bigger. I’m getting tired of fighting it.”

“So, what? You want to change into a girl?”

“No. But Im tired of hanging on to a masculinity which isn’t there.”

“You’re plenty man enough for me. You made me cum five times last week. And they were multiple cums.”

“If I have tits and an ass that shouldn’t stop you.”

She frowned and considered him. He had changed since his misfortune. And he was still changing.

“And what if I don’t like making love to a Lesbian?”

“Then I can stop taking the pills. I’ll even try the testosterone then. If you want.”

“Let me think about it.”

And, baby, did she think about it.

While Tom was checking out her ass, she started checking out his ass.

Yes, it was wider. She could see a point where it was round and plump, and…would that be bad? As long as he had that soft spike dangling between his nutless legs?

Hmm.

And what if he developed breasts, which would be likely if he started a hormone treatment? Would that be bad? He certainly liked sucking on hers, would she like to play with tits? His tits?

Hmmm.

Then she had a thought: what else does he have? I did this to him. Well, we did this to him, but I contributed. If I hadn’t…so what if he did look more like a woman than a man? Would that be bad?

And she would have to teach him about make up. And he would wear clothes that she could probably wear, too.

Would it be bad if he was feminized?

Still, it was a hard decision. It wasn’t like he was a pink man from the get go. He had been raised to play football and be a hard charger. He hadn’t grown up wearing his mother’s underwear.

But he had changed, been changed, and shouldn’t she just give in and go with it?

After what she had done?

“Tom,” she said when they got up one Saturday morning.

He looked at her. “I want you to put on my corset.”

He tilted his head, then did it.

She stared at his waist, so thin. And his hips did flare out. But he had no tits. He needed breasts.

She handed him a skirt and a blouse.

He put on the skirt, then the blouse.

“You button on the wrong side,” he remarked wryly.

“Funny, that’s what we women say about you guys.”

He stood, a stick with a slightly wide ass, and she could see it.

“Take off that blouse and put this on.”

She handed him a bra.

He did, silently, with no objection.

She handed him a different blouse, a near transparent one.

“I like the material,” he said as he buttoned up.

“Leave the top two buttons undone.”

He did, and she was stunned. He did look feminine. Very feminine.

No, he didn’t fill cups, but just wearing the bra made him sexy.

And she wondered how sexy he would be if he did have boobs under the cups.

She picked up a brush and brushed out his hair. It was long enough to look like a Marilyn Monroe shag. Now her hands were shaking, and she picked up a tube of lipstick.

He stood, mute, watching her, as she filled in his lips.

She turned him towards the mirror and they stood there and watched him.

He was a woman. Not all the way, but enough. Heck, he could have walked out on the street, gotten a few looks, but passed for a woman.

“Well?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

He started taking hormones, and he was disappointed that he didn’t observe any changes.

Vickie laughed. “It’s only been a week. It’s supposed to take months.

Tom didn’t want to wait. He asked the doctor for more hormones, and was apprised that he was taking the strongest possible.

So he kept taking the hormones, and he waited.

“My ass is bigger!” he chortled, coming into the house.

He had a home gym in the garage and he worked out religiously. He had taken a tape measure to his butt and found that he had expanded down there.

“You’re so funny,” chuckled Vickie. “Most women want a smaller ass.”

“I ain’t most women, baby,” he laughed.

It was the happiest she had seen him in month.

And his breasts started to grow.

After a month they were ping pong balls. Two months and they were golf balls. Three months they were baseballs. Then softballs, then grapefruits, and they kept growing.

“You don’t have any testosterone to stop them, to counterbalance. You want to lessen the hormones?”

“No,” replied Tom, hiding his giddiness.

He had been so happy to be a man, and then he wasn’t, and he experienced a downswing to match his upswing.

Now he was a woman, and he was experiencing the upswing again. And he wanted that happiness. He wanted that pride. He wanted to feel like he had identity!

At first Vickie worked with him a little. She showed him how to put on make up, and talked him through mistakes, and showed him how to fix things.

Things like crying because he was experiencing intense emotions.

But, after three months, his boobs coming in nicely, he started to take off.

As a man if he wanted to fix a sink, or a car, or learn anything, he would get books, go on the internet, throw himself into his projects like a Kamikaze. He had a man’s drive, and he knew how to apply himself. Now he was putting that same drive and diligence into being a woman.

He studied fashion magazines, even making liner notes. He watched girly shows, chick flicks, and pondered how and why women acted the way they did.

He experimented with make up, developing a new look every week.

In a way, he left Vickie in the dust.

But that was okay. She liked the new Tom. She loved his exuberance. This was the excitement he had shown when they had first met and dated.

She even called him Thomasina on occasion. Which he didn’t mind.

So things were looking up for Tom and Vickie.

“We have to go to an art show.”

Tom frowned. He wasn’t’ much for going out. Everybody in the company knew he was transitioning, and he paid their salaries, so they weren’t critical.

And were, in fact, encouraging.

He had had quite a few conversations with secretaries concerning what to wear, make up, and how to act.

And he had been to a couple of very quiet, dark restaurants. Restaurants where nobody could see close enough to search out any remaining masculine characteristics.

But he didn’t go out in the bright daylight. He kept to himself.

“This is a perfect step up, Tom. There won’t be a lot of people, attention will be on the artwork, you’ll be fine.”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“You can’t hide forever. Besides, what is anybody going to do? If they see that you were once a man…what can they do?”

“Well, it could be uncomfortable.”

“Only in your mind. And if somebody else has an uncomfortable mind then that is their problem.”

Finally, she convinced him, and he started to think about what he should wear to an art show.

On a Friday evening Tom got ready for his outing. Well, his attendance. By now he had a nice, round ass and a pair of large boobs. He studied himself in the mirror, and decided to wear a tummy shaper and a shelf bra. He wouldn’t wear a see through blouse, and he did love the way the material excited his expanding nipples.

Vickie got dressed next to him and watched him with a smile.

Tom had really adapted. He was ready for this.

He put on a light blue skirt and white blouse. He put on a short, western style jacket that was open just enough. His nipples, stiff and rigid, wouldn’t be visible except to the most searching look.

Vickie had helped him do his nails that afternoon, and now she had to help him put on his earrings.

A choker to complete the look, and he was as feminine as could be.

Vickie smiled as she inspected him. His hair had come out and was coiffed in a long bob. His make up was perfection, and his lips, which he had started treating with a plumping agent, were curvy and red.

“You’re gorgeous, honey. Everybody’s going to be looking at you and I’ll be considered the schlub.”

I doubt that,” he said, pleased in his heart with the compliment.

They walked out to the car, both wearing high heels that clicked merrily away. She opened the door for him and he got in on the passenger side. Interestingly, he preferred be a passenger. He liked having the door opened for him. He appreciated the little politenesses that beautiful women garnered.

Vickie took the heel and headed down town. The night was beautiful, and the traffic was light. They played a little music on the radio and chatted lightly, and they arrived.

The art show was in a brick building between two modern facades. The brick was old and the window was rippled with age, but that was sort of artsy. At least, it was inexpensive without looking cheap.

Arm in arm, they entered the art show.

The building was narrow and deep. Paintings hung from the walls every couple of feet, and it was not crowded. Couples and individuals wandered from painting to painting. Small discussions were started up, and opinions were handed out like candy on Halloween.

“Vicki! how wonderful to see you!” The girl’s name was Barbara, and she hugged and air kissed Vicki.

“Hi, Barb. This is my husband, Thomasina.”

Barb didn’t blink. She simply turned, offered her hand, then said, “Oh, shucks,” and hugged and air kissed Tom.

Tom felt her breasts touch his, and he was embarrassed, but also feeling pretty good. He was carrying it off, he was being treated like a woman.

“Would you like some champagne?”

Vickie said they did, and Barbara waved to a girl with a tray. They stood and sipped bubbly and Tom wandered off to look at the artwork.

Artwork is always interesting stuff.

Some art can be dog food disgusting, other artwork can be sublime. This was a good show, and most of the stuff Tom really appreciated. He worked his way down one wall, examining brushstrokes and technique.

There was an ape, painted in the shadows of a banana grove. He blended in with the shadows and Tom certainly didn’t want to walk through that little park.

Then there was a spaceship built out of tits. Interesting, but a bit much. Even for a boob man like Tom.

A series of small paintings across the wall showing a bird in various stages in flight. Quite intricate, and fascinating.

He worked his way down the wall. Vickie was still chatting, and it seemed like she came to these art shows to talk as much as he came to look.

“What do you think?”

Tom turned. The girl was short, minuscule, and wearing a very short skirt and a halter top. For a small girl the top had a lot to cover.

She had very dark hair and pixie eyes. She was almost goth, except for the red lipstick adorning her quite sensual lips.

“This?”

They were standing in front of a woman laying on a bed. The shadow of the window cross was across her writhing body. A black man could be seen through the window, looking back over his shoulder.

“Yep.”

Tom turned his head slightly. “I like the twist. It’s a straight forward picture, but the bed is slightly turned, the window is slightly askew, and…the look in the girl’s eyes.

“Ha! Most people miss the eyes. They see the twists and turns, and don’t understand why the eyes are slanted.”

“Well, that’s understandable. The artist has presented hidden lust. The way the eyes are half closed, and if you think about it, it’s like her eyes are pointed towards the window. Of course she can’t see…”

“But does she need to?”

Tom got it then. “You’re the artist.”

“Guilty. And thank you for being perceptive. But what don’t you like about it?”

Tom moved his head back slightly. She was watching him, and licked her lips. It was a small move, could be subconscious, but…she was looking at him and licking her lips.

“I never talk about what I don’t like, except with my wife.” He nodded towards the front of the art gallery.

The woman paid no mind to his hint. She moved closer, she placed a hand on his wrist.

He had lost weight, and muscles, and his wrist looked very feminine. And her touch was very sexual.

“So you are Lesbian?”

Tom grew flustered for a moment, then tamped it down. This was actually the exact kind of thing that Vickie had in mind. Getting out and meeting people, overcoming his own mind.

“Actually, I’m more trans. I think I am. I haven’t got all the lingo down yet.”

She moved an inch closer. Their faces were now a foot apart. She was a face talker, very intimate, almost scarily intimate.

“So you’re a man masquerading as a woman. What makes you think you can be a woman?”

Yet she wasn’t putting him off, attacking him, she was an artist with a perceptive mind.

Tom decided to tell the truth. Sort of.

“I, uh…had an accident. I was castrated.”

She blinked. A slow shuttering of the eyes, a wave of her long eyelashes. A glimmer way down deep inside her dark eyes. Eyes so deep that a man could lose himself in them. If he was a man.

But the direction of the conversation, if it had a direction, was suddenly truncated.

“Hi, I’m Vickie.”

Vickie took his arm and extended her hand.

The women shook, politely, like two barracudas kissing.

“I’m Nancy.”

“She painted this piece,” put in Tom. “Oh, and it looks like a few others.”

Tom, to be honest, wanted to escape. He had been roped in by the diminutive artist, but he didn’t want to see any fireworks. And one never knew when two women started discussing the same man.

Tom wandered to the next painting, and the next. They were marvelous pieces, some better than the woman on the cross-eyed bed, and some not. But they were all worth looking at.

Tom forgot about his wife and the artist and began truly inspecting this outpouring of sheer talent.

“So Tom had an accident.”

Vickie blinked. In an odd way, she was relieved. Even as she was alarmed.

Tom had told her, but why?

And what did this woman have that could get to talk about that which he was normally trying to avoid. At least in company.

“Accident, I suppose you could call it that.”

Nancy raised a hand for some champagne and shortly the girls’ hands were holding flutes with rising bubbles.

“And what would you call it?”

Vickie was conflicted. The woman had an intense manner about her. She was passionate and inquisitive without being rough or rude.

How much should she say? She had already revealed something, and…fuck it. “I sold his balls.”

There. That was blunt, but it was all she was capable of. She spent months avoiding the topic herself. It felt good to just drop the bomb. She raised her glass and drained it. “Well…” preparatory to leaving, but Nancy was truly focused now. She raised a hand for more champagne and moved to block off Nancy’s path.

“There’s a story here,” she said. “And an artist needs a story. It is essential to her being. Tell me your story. Inspire me. Make me run to my canvas and splatter paint.

Vickie stood, caught, and, yet…she began to talk.

“Actually, Tom’s company was in trouble, and he was contacted by…”

Nancy listened avidly.

Tom was at the back of the gallery now. He had been cornered by another artist and they were discussing unartful things. Like politics. And it was disgusting and fascinating at the same time. Artists are empathetic, Tom was a conservative, and never the twain shall meet. Still it was a fascinating conversation and he lost himself in it.

At the painting of the girl with the cross-eyed window Nancy and Vickie had moved away from any passersby and were deep into it.

“So it was my fault. That I could do such a thing was betrayal of the worst sort.”

“But Tom forgives you.”

“He doesn’t blame me at all.”

“But that makes you feel guilt.”

“Yes.”

“So what are you doing to help him as he makes this unasked for transition?”

Vickie explained about clothes and make up and such. She talked about how they had had deep discussions on everything, discussions that they had never had before. When she was done Nancy nodded her head.

“What?”

“You are doing everything right, and nothing right.”

“What does that mean?”

Nancy said, “I’ve been Lesbian. Now I’m bi. I’ve got friends from all sexual persuasions, but as a painter I know this: You can’t make a painting unless you drop a bomb in the well.”

“Hunh?”

“I know sounds artsy fartsy, obscurative Bullshit. But the simple truth in life is that to get something you travel into it until you become it.”

“I’m still a little hazy.”

“I tried for years to become an artist. Finally I quit my job, told my family to go fuck, and began living my life. I didn’t paint for a few years, and then I reached the edge. I reached the limit. I reached a point from which there was no going back. At that point I became an artist again. And this time a real artist.”

Vickie understood, but it was difficult to relate. “So…what? I make Tom quit his job?”

“We’re not talking about silly real world fantasies like career and insurance and all that. We’re talking about being a woman.”

“Being a woman,” Vickie mused while staring at Nancy.

“If you want him to figure it out, to be complete, to be a woman, you’re going to have to take him all the way.”

“All the way to where?”

“All the way to what his heart desires.”

“And how do I do that?”

Nancy began to talk, and Vickie’s mouth opened, then shut, and, finally, she began to nod.

Maybe there was a way to make up for the damage she had done.

Tom was about done with the moron. At first he thought the fellow was clever, but then he realized he was stupid. He would make the weirdest arguments, and hold to them like they were scripture. Logic was not involved in any way.

Well, he was an artist, he dealt in fantasies and make believe, so Tom understood.

Suddenly he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned.

“Hello, honey, found anything interesting?”

Tom excused himself from the political loony tunes and they wandered away from the fellow, who was now preaching to a pair of old ladies with big purses.

“Thank you. I need rescuing.”

“Are you about ready to go?”

“Sure. Any time you are.”

“Did you have fun?”

“I did. You’re right, I do need to get out and away from my own thoughts.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” and she smiled mysteriously. “Well, come on. I promised a ride to that artist you were talking to. Nancy.”

“Oh, okay.” Tom smiled. He was done, but a ride home wasn’t out of the question. “Gather her up and we’ll head home.”

They walked over to where Nancy was holding court to a skinny fellow with red hair and a tattoo of a tiger on his skinny forearm.

“We’re ready. Tom? Why don’t you walk Nancy to the front and I’ll bring the car around.”

Tom agreed, and shortly Nancy was hanging on his arm. They walked to the entrance and Nancy looked down at a half empty case of champagne. She put a twenty in the case and took a bottle.

Tom laughed, and they went outside and stood on the curb.

They talked art then, and other things, but Nancy seemed to have lost any fascination for his ‘accident.’

The car arrived and Tom got into the backseat. He expected Nancy to get in the front seat, but she surprised him by climbing in after him, sitting next to him, and hugging his arm.

Vickie didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps to care. She just smiled in the mirror and the car left the curb.

Nancy immediately climbed onto Tom’s lap and kissed him.

“Hey!” he tried to push her away. He wasn’t quite strong enough, however.

“What’s the matter?”

“I’m married!”

Vickie interrupted him. “Tom?”

“What?” he was looking for a way to climb into the front seat, or to get Nancy into the front seat, or to do something to relieve the situation.

“Kiss her.”

Tom blinked, and stared into the mirror.

“As your wife I’m telling you. Kiss Nancy. And do it good.”

Still, Tom wouldn’t have, but Nancy moved into the breech. She hugged him and kissed him. She put her hands on his tits, and he almost freaked. He was a conservative! He was true to his wife! He…she kissed him.

It wasn’t a long ride to Nancy’s apartment, and when they got there Vickie parked the car and got out.

“Come on, slick,” said Nancy, pulling on Tom’s arm.

Tom followed the two giggling girls up the stairs and into a two bedroom apartment. One of the bedrooms was a bedroom. The other was a studio, littered with brushes and canvases and half done paintings.

“What is going on?” asked Tom, as Nancy went to pour champagne.

POP! The cork sailed through the air.

Vickie whispered into Tom’s ear. “You are to do whatever Nancy wants. Whatever she says. Do you understand?”

Tom was about ready to cry. “But we’re married!”

“Yep. And I’m in charge, and I’m telling you to do whatever Nancy says.”

Nancy handed them flutes of bubbly and sipped from her own.

For the next half hour the two girls talked, and they kept Tom’s glass filled. They didn’t drink much, but they made sure he drank a lot.

Finally, the bottle was empty, and Tom was feeling quite jolly.

“Okay, Tom, here’s how it’s going to go.”

Both women stood up and began taking off their clothes.

Tom gaped, but was too drunk to complain. In a moment Tom was the only one left wearing clothes.

“What the hell is going on?” he demanded.

“Tom, I did a bad thing to you. I sold you nuts…”

“I sold one of them,” he muttered.

“…but now I’m going to make it up to you. You want to be a woman, and I’m going to take you all the way. With a little help, of course.” She looked at Nancy and chuckled.

“Oh. Are you going to give me my nuts back?”

Just the barest, barest trace of bitterness.

“Nope,” said Nancy, pulling on his arm and lifting him from the couch.

The two girls led him into the bedroom. They pushed him down and began kissing him. He was the meat in a sandwich, and they were devouring him. No help for it, Tom couldn’t help but respond. He might not have nuts, but he had passion. He had desires.

They rolled him over, kissing every part of his body, and arranged him face down on a couple of pillows. His ass was now in the air.

Vickie kissed him some more, grabbed his penis and stroked it, and next to the bed Nancy opened a drawer and took out a strap on with a big dildo.

“Spread your legs like a good, little slut, Tom.”

“What the fuck?” he answered. He was a bit giddy, and he did as she asked.

Nancy climbed between his legs and handed Vickie a jar of lube. Vickie began to slather it on his hole.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“What are you doing?”

The girls were pushing down on his buns and back, making sure he couldn’t stand up or roll over.

“We’re going all the way, Thomasina.”

Nancy giggled.

Vickie fingered his butt hole. She pushed lube into him and reamed him. The lube was making his asshole very accessible.

Nancy moved forward and pushed her dildo into him.

Tom gasped, and froze, and didn’t know what to do. He didn’t actually understand that he had a prick in his butt. He just knew there was something that gave him a little pain, but a lot of pleasure.

Nancy began to move. She kissed Tom’s ear and whispered for him to stay calm.

Vickie moved up next to Tom and kissed his mouth.

Tom was blown out in every sense of the words. His asshole was singing. His dick was erect, softly erect, but still erect.

Nancy started going in and out.

Tom grunted, and went with it. He was starting to understand that he was getting fucked. And it made sense. This was what they were talking about. They were talking about making him a woman. And what made a woman like getting fucked?

“That’s a boy, Thomasina,” whispered Vickie.

“Hump back, little girl,” commanded Nancy.

For a long minute she fucked him, and slowly he figured out how to push when she pulled, pull when she pushed.

Vickie reached under him and began stroking his cock.

Nancy plowed in, pulled out, filled him up, wiggled and twisted and it felt like she was stirring his insides with her penis.

Then Tom felt it. He felt the weird sensation of his asshole becoming warm…warmer…hot…hotter.

He pushed back with his rump, accepting as much dick as he could.

Nancy exulted, and shoved her penis directly into his brown hole.

Minutes passed. Vickie kissed him, felt his nipples, and enjoyed the look of happiness on Tom’s face.

“Come on, Tom. You can do it.

He felt the coming of the tsunami. Creeping from his ass, but more from the center of his body.

Then the tremors started. His body jerked, waved, and the orgasm started.

It was like nothing he had ever felt in his life. It was massive, and it swallowed him whole. It felt like he was riding the biggest wave in the world…scratch that…it felt like he was the biggest wave in the world.

Nancy felt him locking up. She felt his legs twitching and trying to close. She drove into him viciously, trying to make sure he got absolutely everything he could out of the orgasm.

Tom slid along the cosmos, enlightened, fulfilled, and happy. And in the middle of this vast, cosmic cumming he had a thought, a very enlightened thought.

Man does not live by nuts alone.

END
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PART ONE

“Oh, no!” Rob cried out. His balls were jangling and semen was shooting up the shaft.

“You didn’t!” Shiela cried out. “Not again!”

“I’m sorry!” he cried.

She sighed, and felt his seed splashing into her.

Rob was sorry, but his hips kept pumping, and his sperm kept filling her.

She sighed again. “This is too much,” she said. “I get real close, I’m almost there, and then you squirt and you’re limp and there’s nothing left for me.”

“Try, honey. I’m not limp, yet!”

“I can feel you softening. It’s no good.”

She pushed him and he pulled out. His once hard dick was now nothing but a wet slug.

Shiela lay there and experienced frustration. She liked a good cum. She wanted a good cum. But Rob was just a little too eager. He always let loose just before she could cum.

Rob rolled over to the side and put his forearm over his eyes. He felt good, he had just had a good cum, but he knew that he hadn’t really done his duty.

It wasn’t enough just to cum, he had to get her to cum.

“Look, honey,” he tried. “It’s just that you’re too hot. Once we start fucking I can’t hold myself back.”

“Okay,” she sounded disappointed.

He turned on his side, propped himself on an elbow and asked, “Can I get you off? Use my fingers?”

She looked at him and snapped, “How about your mouth?”

“Uh…” That was one thing he didn’t want to do, eat her out after cumming in her. Some people could do that, but the thought made him nauseous.

“I thought not,” she whispered.

“Come on, honey. It’s not like I’m not trying!”

Shiela said nothing. She just got up and went to the bathroom. She removed his squirtem with a wash cloth, then brought a towel back to the bed.

“Some day I hope you get to sleep in the wet spot,” she grunted as she laid the towel over his puddle of sperm.

“Aw, come on. It’s not my fault!”

She stopped what she was doing and glared at him.

He heaved a sigh and turned over. Within a minute he was fast asleep, snoring lightly, his balls empty.

Shiela couldn’t sleep now. She was too wired. She had expected a world class orgasm. He had done this to her three times this week, and she figured this was it. He had to be empty after three times, but he wasn’t.

She poured herself a Coke in the kitchen then padded into the computer room. She sipped the cold drink, relaxed a little, and googled, ‘How do you make a man not cum?’

She was surprised when she received a couple of quick suggestions.

Longer foreplay. Hunh! That wasn’t going to work. He just got hornier.

Wear a climax control condom. Hmm. That one deserved thought.

Apply a topical anesthetic to the penis. That might work.

Masturbate before intercourse. She grinned.

There were other suggestions: squeeze the head of the cock. Or the base. Slap his balls sharply. Yeah, that would do it. She giggled at the idea of Rob jumping to the ceiling. Poor boy was very protective of his precious, little balls.

And there were weird things like finding a better sexual position, taking medication, and so on.

Huh. What kind of medication do you give a man to make him hold his squirt?

Shiela sat back and stared at the screen and thought about the possible solutions.

Rob got too excited and couldn’t stop himself. While she appreciated his remark that she was too hot, he was going to have to do better.

Idly, she rubbed one nipple. It felt good, and she thought about condoms, or numbing sprays. That appealed to her. Make it so he couldn’t feel anything. Let him not cum. She grinned, and tickled her pussy with two fingers.

She was breathing harder now, and she could feel that urge building inside her. It had really built up when he was fucking her, and now it was building again.

Masturbation a few hours before hand. That was a good one, but it also had risks. After Rob came he usually didn’t want to do it again for a day.

The one that intrigued her the most was the idea of giving him some kind of medication. What kind of medication? Would it be hard to get? Would he take it? Or would she have to put it in a milkshake or something?

She was thinking hard, but also breathing hard. One hand was working on her nipple, rubbing the stiff, little thing with the pad of a finger. Now she had two fingers of her other hand deep inside her pussy. She was rubbing hard, searching for that spot that brought the most pleasure…the G spot. It was hard to find…but…almost…

“What are—oh, fuck!”

Shiela jumped up and turned around. Rob was red-faced, having caught her masturbating, but she was super red-faced.

“I’m sorry. I thought…I’m sorry.”

“”Never mind,” she blurted, brushing past him. She headed for the bedroom. That was twice this evening that she had been robbed of an orgasm. Fuck!

They slept. Him quickly and her eventually, and awakened in the morning.

He was still apologizing, telling her it was alright, that masturbation was cool.

She tried to ignore him and not let her face get so red. She was practicing deep breathing and wondering if deep breathing would help him not ejaculate prematurely.

They had a quick breakfast, then he headed for work. He was a purchasing agent for a chain of beauty salons. The work wasn’t hard, and it had to be done between 9 and 4. Those were pretty good hours, and the pay was excellent.

Shiela worked from home. She watched movies for Netflix, and she loved it. She would watch a movie, fill out a description of the movie, answer a bunch of questions, and categorize the movie.

She got paid for sitting on a couch and doing what she loved to do. And the good thing was that she could watch movies for a few hours, then any movies that she and Rob watched she could get paid for.

Mind, it wasn’t the best pay, but it wasn’t bad, either.

On this day she started early. She watched a terrible movie with cartoon dinosaurs. Very shoddy CGI. She wrote a description, trying to sound positive, then she categorized it. That took some time because she had to make sure it was in lots of categories, and what do you do with cartoon dinosaurs?

Then she watched Squid Two. A bizarre Korean movie about a gameshow where contestants are actually killed. That one she loved. It was tense, she liked the characters, and it was so bizarre that it was original, and yet close enough to real life that people would identify with it.

Who doesn’t think that corporations kill people?

Then it was time for exercise. It’s always hard to push yourself into action after being a couch potato, but she managed it. She pulled on tight running shorts, a bra that paid lip service to supporting her large boobs, and pulled her hair into a pony tale and fed the pony tale through the back hole of a baseball cap.

She ran, and she thought.

In fact, she had been thinking all morning. Squeeze his dick. Put a super rubber on it. Spank his balls.

There had to be a way to get him to stop cumming too fast.

She headed out to a nearby park, then followed a trail around a large lake. Her breathing lengthened, became deeper, and her boobs jiggled.

God, she loved it when her boobs bounced. It turned her on. And, her not having cum, she welcomed the turn on.

She thought about going home and jilling off, but…she wanted to experiment with ways to stop Rob from cumming. And that meant she had to be horny when he came home.

She rounded the lake, and now she realized she had been thinking about sex too much. Her hole was moist and her thighs felt…squishy.

Heysoos! That didn’t happen much!

Well, nothing to do but enjoy it.

She exited the park and turned for home. A horn honked at her and some teenager yelled, “Suck me, mama!”

She grinned. Now there was a kid who was going to have lots of girlfriends. Not.

Finally, she turned up the driveway and entered her house. She poured a big glass of apple juice, sat down by the computer to cool off.

The computer. And she was once again looking for ways to control her man. Or to get him to control himself.

And there it was. Estrogen.

Give a man estrogen and he would become very sexually excited…for a while. Then he would find it hard to squirt.

There were problems with this. She would have to give him the right amount of the right chemical or he would get too soft. He might even grow breasts.

She giggled.

Rob with tits. Now that was a thought.

She was getting cooler now, and she took off her sports bra and sat and thought about what she could do.

Truth, she wanted to try the estrogen right now. The thought of him grunting and groaning and driving into her and not being able to cum…that was a shoe for the other foot.

But estrogen was a more serious solution. She had to try the lesser solutions first. And it was likely that one of the other solutions would work.

She sighed. She was getting worked up thinking about Rob. His dick just hard enough to get her off, but unable to cum.

And then she visualized the effect of the estrogen on him. He was slender, he could use an inch around the hips. But his chest, that was the real thing. She closed her eyes and began rubbing her pussy. Rob with tits. Rob wearing a bra. Rob, and her sucking on his nipples.

She gasped, and stopped what she was doing. She didn’t want to cum this way. She wanted to experiment on Rob, find out what made him a better lover.

She stood up and went to the shower.

“Hey, babe! I’m home!” Rob walked in the door at 4:30. If he was up on his work nobody cared if he left a little early.

“Back here!” came the answer.

He traipsed down the hall to the back bedroom, and was pleasantly surprised to find Shiela making herself beautiful.

She sat at her vanity and applied magic to her face. She was wearing skimpy underwear, very ‘turn on’ underthings, and she smiled at him as she applied her lipstick.

“Hey, incredibly gorgeous and too delectable for words, what’s the occasion?”

“No occasion. I’m just sorry you caught me in a compromising position last night. Thought I’d spend a night waiting on you hand and foot. Maybe we could even do something later on, if you’re not exhausted from last night.

He nuzzled her hair and kissed the back of her neck. “I’d love that. And I’ll do my best to get you off first.”

She stood up and hugged him. His hands went to her breasts and she sighed. “That’s what I like to hear.”

They headed out for a restaurant, and Shiela teased him mercilessly. Her hand kept brushing against his groin, and she kept giving him looks and hugging him.

Rob loved it. What man wouldn’t? He held her chair for her, kept his end of the conversation up—which included lots of double entendres—and generally acted the gentlemen.

Later they took a slow drive around the lake she had run around that day. They parked at an overlook and made out for a while, and when she figured he was close to popping, she suggested they head for home and bed.

At home she slipped out of her underwear and onto the bed. She lay on top of the spread and spread her legs. “Gonna get me in the mood, slick?”

“Oh, baby!” he dove in.

She held his head and arched her back and pushed her hips into his face. For long minutes they chewed on each other’s sex organs, and when she was finally ready to go, as horny as she could get, she gasped and rolled over.

“What?” Rob asked as she fiddled with something on the side table.

“Wear this.” She held out a condom.

It was extra thick and had benzocaine on the inside.

“What’s it going to do?”

“Hopefully, it’ll help you last longer.”

Rob smiled. “Okay, baby. I’m going to be the sixty minute man.”

He lay back and she ripped the top of the package up. She could feel the slick, numbness substance on the inside of the condom and she placed it on his tip and pushed down. It unrolled easily.

“Can you feel anything?” she asked.

“I can, but…not as much. I think I’m getting numb.”

“Better numb than dumb,” she joked. “Now, you just lay back and I’ll do all the work.”

He lay back and folded his arms behind his head. His penis was rock hard, but…it was feeling less sensation.

It was weird, but also cool.

Shiela squatted over him, her heavy breasts hanging down, and he reached up to fondle them.

The rubber was not as slick as skin, and she had to bite her lip and struggle a bit, but her natural juiciness came to her aid and she slid down the length of him.

“Oh, yeah!” Rob grunted.

Shiela hit bottom, and she started wiggling, giving little jumps, and getting as much as she could out of Rob’s dick.

Rob grunted, gave a push, then didn’t. He lay motionless, and it looked like he was visualizing baseball games in his head.

That was okay with Shiela. She kept humping and pumping. His cock felt so fucking good, and it was lasting longer. The rubber skin felt a little weird, but that was okay. Just a little longer and she would…she would…

“Oh, fuck!” she grunted.

“I know,” he said miserably. “I couldn’t help it.”

“You came.”

“I tried not to show it, to just stay stiff for you, but…”

“But your cock just had to give up and go limp.”

“I’m sorry!”

“I know. I know.” She lay on his chest and listened to his heart. She was disappointed, but at least she had a plan. Actually she had several plans. More rubbers. Squeezing his cock. Slapping his balls. And in the end…medication. Estrogen.

They lay silently, him disappointed in himself, no matter how satisfied, and her determined.

She was going to make this happen. She was.

The next night she met him at the front door. Naked.

“You just came last night, and the night before, so let’s see if we can do this before your juices build up again.

Rob smiled. “You got it, babe.”

They sauntered back to the bedroom, arms around each other, and headed for the bed.

This time Shiela sprayed a numbing agent on his cock, then she rolled two rubbers on him.

“Baby, I can’t feel a thing!

“That’s what I like to hear,” she chortled, squatting over him.

Again, she slithered down, and it was heaven. He was stiff, hard, and she fucked herself on his dick.

Up and down. In and out. Back and forth. She rode him like a cheap mule, and he grabbed her tits and squeezed. He pulled on her nipples. He even inserted a hand between their groins and began rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, baby!” she exclaimed happily. “This is going to do it! This is what I needed! This is—“

“Oh, fuck!” Rob covered his eyes with his hands.

“You came?”

“I did.”

“But how?” She was leaning on him, glaring at him intently.

“I don’t know. I thought I could do it, but suddenly, it just happened.”

“But you couldn’t feel anything!”

“It’s…I could feel it in my mind. It was too exciting. You were going crazy and I…you can make my cock numb, but you can’t make my mind numb.

Shiela lay down on his chest. Her hair spread out and he couldn’t see her eyes. He knew, however, that she was crying. “No. No.” she whispered against his skin.

“I’m sorry,” he said softly.

She pushed up and rolled off him without a word. He could see the sadness in her eyes.

“Honey?”

“Don’t worry,” she mumbled. “We’ll try it again.”

They tried it again. And again, and again, and again.

More condoms. More numbing spray.

She tried squeezing his cock, and slapping his balls. She tried edging. She tried everything she could think of, everything she had read on the net.

Nothing worked.

Their sex life was frantic, but losing. Night after night he came too soon.

If he recovered from one cum he simply came again. There was simply no period of time when he was ‘empty’ enough to just stay hard and satisfy her.

And, finally, Sheila decided they were going to have to try estrogen.

“It’s called estrogen,” she explained to Rob.

“Isn’t that a female drug? A hormone, or something?

Shiela nodded.

They were sitting at the kitchen table. She had not met him at the door that night, all dressed up and nowhere to go.

She had greeted him wearing comfortable and non-sexual clothes.

That, more than anything, told him that matters had come to a head.

“I don’t know if I’m comfortable taking a women’s drug. I mean, aren’t there side effects and stuff?”

“I’ve researched this in depth. Yes, there are effects. You might have a slight redistribution of fat, but your skin will be better and your hair will be thicker, fuller.”

“But won’t a woman’s drug make my dick go soft?”
“That’s the good news,” Shiela said, carefully choosing here words. “For the first couple of weeks you’re going to be super horny. And I will lay down for you any time and any where.”

He grinned.

“Then your penis will lose a bit of oomph.”

He frowned.

“You’ll still get hard ons, but they will be a bit softer. It’ll be harder to cum at this point.”

He nodded. “I get it.”

“Would you like a drink?”

He nodded.

She placed the pills on the table and went to the liquor cabinet. She got down the Whistlepig and a glass. She rattled a few cubes into the glass, added the Whistlepig, then sweetened it with a bit of Coke.

Rob sat at the table and was in deep thought. Shiela watched him, gauged him, and brought the glass back to him.

“So, what’s going to happen to my masculinity.”

“My understanding is that as long as we don’t block your testosterone everything should be fine.”

“Your understanding.”

“In the event that anything happens that you don’t like you can simply stop taking the pills. We can also take other pills, pills designed to keep your penis functioning in spite of changing hormone levels.”

“Changing hormone levels,” he mused.

“Look, honey,” she placed her hands on his. “Do you think I would do anything to interfere with the functioning of my favorite body part of yours? I’ve researched this a lot. I’ve talked to people in chat rooms. There is actually a large number of people that do this sort of thing. I think you’re perfectly safe doing this.”

He nodded yet again. He picked up the pill and looked at it. It was small and pink, like a baby aspirin.

Yet it held the secrets of hormonal changes.

He felt like Victor Frankenstein: ‘The Secrets of Life and Death.’

He said, “I’ll do anything for you,” and popped the pill into his mouth. He took a big slug of liquor and washed it down.

Shiela felt a warmth suffuse her body. And, she felt a curious twitch of exultation. Like a victory of some kind. And, at first she didn’t understand it, then she had a picture in her mind of Rob. More feminine. Longer hair. His face softer and rounder.

And she thought, Oh, my God! I did it! I really did it!

Rob took another big glug, placed the glass down with a thud, and smiled. “Okay, baby. It’s dick time!”

There was a sense of expectation that was like a boulder rolling down a hill. When was it going to hit? What was going to happen?

Expectation, however, is usually different than reality.

Reality is that they got up in the morning, went through the day doing their usual, and went to bed at night.

Of course, every time they made love they were thinking of the pills that Rob was taking.

The first sign that something was different happened one morning. Rob got up and yawned and went into the bathroom. He splashed water on his face, pulled his eyelids down and looked at his eyes and…blinked.

“Fuck!” he muttered.

Shiela was just sliding out of bed and she heard him and came running. “What is it?”

She was excited. Was something happening?

“I’ve got a pimple.”

They looked at his forehead. A small, pink pimple was raising the skin almost in the exact center of his forehead.

She chuckled, be it ruefully.

“Stand back,” he said, placed his fingers on each side of the offending little hill and pressing.

“Ew!”

Rob grinned, and washed the area with soap and water.

That was at the end of week one after starting the estrogen regimen.

At two weeks he felt an itching in his nipples. Nipples are sensitive creatures so he couldn’t just scratch. He pressed, and rubbed and didn’t even mention it to Shiela.

At three weeks nothing. But he felt funny. It was like feeling ‘off,’ but knowing there’s nothing wrong with you. Like feeling a cold coming on, but it never arrives.

Week four: “Oh, baby! I’ve got to have sex!”

Rob had just come in the door and he was rubbing his crotch.

Shiela grinned. “I’ve got a headache.”

Then she laughed and took his hand and ran him down the hall.

“I might cum fast,” he said.

“That’s okay, baby. This is the start. You’re being affected. You can have as much sex as you want.”

She ripped her clothes off and laid on her back.

Rob almost didn’t make it. His dick was throbbing and he got between here legs and suddenly squirted.

“Fuck!” she laughed. “You’re not even a sixty second man!”

He didn’t take offense because they both knew what was going on.

He lay on his back next to her, his heart pounding, amazed at how fast he had cum.

“You know,” Shiela said, “You cum every day. You’re one of these guys that just recovers quickly. I think that means you’ve got a high sex drive anyway.”

“And then these pills, I felt horny all day. I might want to cum tomorrow morning.”

“At your pleasure, milord.”

They chuckled, rolled together and had a little after sex make out session. It was sweet, it was wonderful, and it was just the beginning.

The next morning, sure enough, he awoke with a raging hard on. Of course part of it was woody, but after he had relieved himself he was ready for action.

Shiela lay back and spread for him again. She wasn’t cumming, but it was fun and exciting. She had a satyr working her pussy over and it was making her hornier and hornier.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“With being desired by a beautiful man with a big dick?” she laughed. “I can handle it.”

And she did. That night when he got home. And then again right before bed.

And twice the next morning.

For a solid week Rob was out of control. He even admitted to jacking off at work one day. The urge was that strong, and he was getting so desperate.

Then, a week later, he had another pimple, and he came home limp.

Shiela expected him to be ready to rock, and she was actually a little stunned when he just shook his head.

She undid his pants and pulled out Mr. Limpit.

She looked up at him with concern. “Are you upset? Is everything okay with you?”

“I would be, but I know what it is. Besides, after this last week…wooo!”

So Shiela fixed dinner, they spent the evening together, not much discussion, just looking at each other and wondering, and when it came time for bed he was able to rise to the occasion.

He climbed into bed a little soft, just a half a chub, and she attacked him voraciously.

She hadn’t expected to feel so desperate, but him not being hard for her created a response of desperation. She wanted that hard cock.

She slithered down and munched on his dong. She slapped his balls. She came up and kissed him on the mouth.

At first he wasn’t responding, just a big slug laying there. Then it started to throb.

“Here we go,” she exulted, grabbed his shaft and stroking it. She mouthed the head, licking the under head, and he started to pulse.

Still, it wasn't super hard like usual. It was just medium hard.

But it was hard enough. She climbed aboard, made like she was pulling a chain and yelled, “Toot toot!”

Rob felt funny. He felt a little apart from his body. But he was hard, and he knew how much Shiela wanted this.

Halfway through he got aggressive enough to flip her over.

Now Shiela was getting what she wanted. She had his dick in her and it was driving into her, and…and it wasn’t as nice as when he was rock hard, but at least he wasn’t cumming too fast.

“Oh, yeah, baby!” She licked her lips and grabbed his buns and pulled him into her.

Rob gave it his all. He pummeled her pussy with his penis. He ground it into her.

She reached under and grabbed his balls and squeezed. That made him yelp a bit, and he fucked her harder.

Now, though he was on top, she could feel the incoming orgasm, and she became more the aggressor.

He was a limp hot dog, and if she could just stuff enough of him into her it would be all right.

She pulled on his testicles. She pulled on his buns. She raped his mouth with hers. She was a wild woman.

Rob was startled, and even felt a tad touch of fear.

“I’m going to do it,” she muttered. “It’s going to happen!”

Then she reached around and touched his bunghole.

Rob jerked, his eyes went wide, and his cock got stiffer.

“Yeah, baby!” Shiela didn’t perceive what his reaction was, except to note that he drove harder into her. She began poking her finger onto his butthole.

Rob was almost panicked. Her finger felt so good. He had never felt anything so good in his life. He started to fuck her harder and harder. Now his tool was stiff, now he had something to work with, and he drove it into her hard.

Shiela’s eyes opened wide, and she suddenly realized what was doing it. She rubbed his brown star harder, and her finger suddenly penetrated.

Not much. Just a half inch. But…he lurched forward and his eyes tightened up and he gritted his teeth. He was desperate to cum now. Feeling her fucking him so hard, compounded by the finger wiggling in his back hole…he drove into her harder and faster than he ever had.

“AHHHHHH!” Shiela yelled loud enough to wake the neighbors. The orgasm swallowed her up. She forgot who she was and just rode the wave of white hot sensation. This was what it was all about. This was why he had taken the pills. This was what she needed.

Rob kept fucking and fucking, and Shiela kept cumming and cumming.

Afterwards, Shiela lay with open eyes, staring at the ceiling. “Crap,” she whispered.

“Good?”

Rob lay on his side and looked at her. He hadn’t cum, and he was about half out of his mind.

“The best. I don’t think I’ve ever had an orgasm like that. I felt like every organ in my body was dancing.”

He smiled. Was sad. “I didn’t get off.”

She turned to him, kissed him gently. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll probably go through a dry spell now, but you’ll get off.”

He was silent. His cock was a half chub again, but inside…inside his groin he felt a pressure, an intensity that he had never felt before. He wanted to squirt so bad he couldn’t believe it. He had never wanted to squirt this bad in his life.

But the train had left the station.

“One thing,” he said.

“What?” she kissed him and sighed.

“That thing with the butt?”

She focused on him. “Yeah?”

“I liked that.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. We’re going to have to do more of that. I really liked it.”

She nodded. “Not a problem. Anything for my baby.”

He smiled, thought about how fevered he had become when she had fingered him.

She smiled, and she felt a curious mix of emotions.

Satisfaction. At last.

Victory. She had succeeded.

And…she had really liked being in control.

She didn’t know why she had fingered him, but it was a stroke of genius. She had really liked doing that, and causing him to fuck harder.

And she really liked being in control.

And he seemed to like it when she was in control.

And if he didn’t, she would do her best to convert him.


PART TWO

Another week, and his nipples were now very irritated. And when he rubbed them it brought a heat to his body, his groin, his chest, his face…he was hot, but he couldn’t cum.

And the more he couldn’t cum the hotter he got.

Unfortunately for him, Shiela liked it. She didn’t mind that he wasn’t super stiff, as long as she could push him in and ride him like mushy donkey.

Fortunately for him, her finger gave him some relief.

“Baby,” he said. “Put it in further.”

She was up the second knuckle. She was wearing surgical gloves and had cut her nails. She didn’t like cutting her nails, she liked having long nails, but she couldn’t risk harming Rob.

She pushed harder and her fist knuckles touched his rim.

“Oh, yeah!” he yelped happily. “God! That feels so good!”

So she reamed him, put in two fingers, and made him even happier.

She came like the world was ending. Every cum was massive, and they seemed to be easier to get to. Just insert a couple of fingers, finger fuck Rob, and he did all the work.

She chuckled on the inside and wondered if she was turning into a lazy slut; let the man do all the work.

She put her mouth on his nipple and he yelped. “Ow! No biting!”

“Honey, I didn’t bite.”

He looked up at her. “It sure felt like it.”

“Hold still. Let me touch your nipples again.”

She touched them, and he gave a groan.

“No pinching, either.”

“Rob. I’m not biting and I’m not pinching. Your nipples are just getting more sensitive.

Rob chewed on his lip. “I don’t want them that sensitive.”

“Oh, come on. Give yourself a chance. Sensitive nipples are wonderful. When I was a teen and went through puberty my nipples often hurt. But when it goes away they are a wonderful erogenous zone.”

“Well, don’t touch them for a while, okay?”

“No problem. Not when I’ve got this…” she shoved her fingers into his rear end and he lurched.

“Oh, God! Yes.”

She rode him, and reamed him, and grinned.

But that was the start of puberty for Rob. Within a couple of days he could feel his chest being a little fleshy.

Shiela examined his pectorals and nodded. “A little swelling. Not much. Try doing some chest work outs and see if you can slow it down, stop it, whatever.

Which was probably the worst advice she could have given him. The swelling was on the fat above the muscle. Bu having him work on the muscle the muscle got bigger, and his pecs got bigger, and within two weeks he had tiny, but  unmistakable, boobs.

He looked in the mirror and worried.

“How am I going to go to work?”

“You wear a jacket.”

“Well, yeah, but the jacket is heavy and tends to irritate my nipples more.”

“I’ll tell you what, let’s do a runner’s trick.”

He cocked his head. and listened.

“Runner’s get chapped nipples all the time. They do two things. In the beginning they put vaseline on their nipples. In the end, if vaseline no longer works, they put a strip of tape, like a band aid, on their nipples.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. You never saw me put a piece of tape on my nipples?”

“No.”

“Hunh. Well, I do. And it works.”

They went into the bathroom and Shiela cut a little strip of stretch tape off a spool and placed it over his nipple.

“Are my nipples getting bigger?”

She looked at them. “I don’t think so, why?”

“Because the pink area around my nipple is larger than the tape.”

“Well, maybe. But, heck, that’s nothing. Besides, what’s a little growth between friends?” She squeezed his groin as she said this and he grinned.

“Now that’s an invitation if ever I heard one.”

They stepped into the bedroom and disrobed. Shiela looked the same as ever. She had a tight body and large tits. She had a thin waist and…she was in good shape.

But, for the first time, Shiela noticed that Rob wasn’t in good shape.

Well, he was, but it was different shape.

His butt did look rounder. Maybe it was an illusion, her own mind desiring his changes, but…no. It was definitely rounder. And when she placed his hand on the sides of ass during lovemaking she could feel the softer flesh.

And, she could see his breasts. He couldn’t, he was a male, he was in denial. But he definitely had swelling. It was small, like somebody had put a marble in there then pumped the tissue around it until he had a mound.

And she loved it.

Carefully, so as not to irritate his nipples—even with tape over them they could be irritated—she placed her palms over his breasts.

She felt a surge of horniness welling up inside.

He had tits, and she liked it.

It made her feel like she was the alpha, and he was the beta.

She kissed him, and he was so wrought up in his worry that he just kissed back submissively.

Not aggressively, like the pre-estrogen Rob had, but passively.

And she liked it.

She pushed him back on the bed and crawled over him. His eyes went wide at this manhandling, and he looked up at her.

She was acting like an Amazon.

And he might have objected, but he was looking forward to his daily finger fucking.

“Hey, baby,” she strangled his cock affectionately, trapping the blood in it, making it harder.

“Easy, girl.”

“But she couldn’t take it easy. She wanted cock badly. She had realized the joy of wanting sex, and taking it when you wanted it. His dick was now her plaything, and she couldn’t stop playing.

She jumped up on the bed, stood over him with a pirate’s grin. A pirate about to ravage and plunder. She fell to her knees, her snatch just above his hard but soft cock.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured, and she reached under, spread her lips and plumped down over his meat.

Rob liked it. He was a little afraid of the possible pain. His nipples weren’t just a little irritated, they were a lot irritated. And the violence with which his wife descended on his torpedo made him afraid that she would bend it, or something.

Still, when she bottomed out he felt the juicy pleasure of her pussy walls grabbing his peeny. He grunted, and held his hands over his nipples.

Shiela ground her hips down with a big grin. “Oh, baby,” she said. “Is this what a man feels?”

It was almost inappropriate, considering Rob’s fragile state of mind, but his thoughts were on protecting himself, not on what a man feels.

And, truth, he was getting more pleasure from her finger banging than his penis.

His penis was having trouble cumming. Every time she assaulted his butthole he felt an excitement, and he almost felt like he could cum that way.

“Take your hands away,” Shiela commanded as she bucked back and forth on him.

He did. “Be careful.”

She placed her hands on his pectorals. She was careful not to rub, even through the tape his nipples might be sensitive, but she did squeeze.

God, yes! They were exactly like tits. She wanted to suck them, to enjoy them, but she knew she had to wait until he settled down.

She rocked back and forth. His dick was a little bendable, but that was okay. She could still feel it.

Besides, the real sensitive areas were near the outside of her hole.

She twisted and writhed and held his tits, and she came. Once again, it was like a blockbuster. She suddenly felt like her pussy was exploding, a wonderful tsunami of heat and lust.

Her back rippled time after time, and then she simply lay down on him, exhausted, grateful, her hands still on his taped boobs.

“You didn’t finger me,” he complained.

“Sorry,” she said. Then she rolled over and pushed him until he rolled over. Now he was face down. “I’ll fix that right now.”

She pulled on her surgical gloves, dipped three fingers into the jar of lube, and began preparing his asshole.

Rob groaned as she felt the circle of his anus. Then his eyes opened wide. She was using three fingers, and he could feel everything.

“Hey,” he said.

“What?” she asked, pushed her fingers into him and pulling them out.

He thought about it. Should he complain? But why should he? Three fingers felt better than two.

“Nothing.”

She smiled, had one hand on his now rounder rump, and the other hand jacking into his hole.

Rob lay there, felt the wonderful feeling. She had him pressed down and he couldn’t move if he wanted to, but he didn’t want to. He just wanted more.

He wanted four fingers, but he was afraid to ask. Before the estrogen started he had never played with his butt. Now he was, and it felt wonderful, but there was residual fear.

Would this type of thing hurt his butt? Would he turn into a homosexual?

So he lay there and took her pumping hand.

Above him, working hard, Shiela had never felt so happy.

Her man was totally under her control.

She was the fuckor, and not the fuckee.

She was in charge, and she pumped his asshole again and again, and kept pumping it even when her forearm ached.

Rob was getting worried. “My…uh…my chest is getting bigger.”

Shiela nodded. “Just a little. Not bad though.”

To Rob they were bad. The nipples weren’t hurting as much now, but his boobs were mounds the size of tennis balls.

“I’m supposed to play in a company baseball game this weekend. But I can’t with these…uh…tits.”

There. He had said it.

“Why not?” Shiela mused. “Women have tits and they play games all the time.”

She laughed at the stricken look on his face. “Don’t worry. I’ve got a sports bra. Or we can use compression bandages.”

“It’s not just that,” Rob admitted. Even through my jacket you can tell something is happening with my chest.”

“Tell them you’ve been weight lifting. You have, right?”

“I have, and I told them, but people are glancing at me, and I can tell they’re thinking.”

Shiela poured a couple of glasses of bourbon and Coke and they sat down on the patio. It was a beautiful day. No clouds, warm. And the pool was waiting.

They drank for a minute, and Shiela studied Rob’s frown. He really was working himself up to a froth, and that wasn’t good.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

Rob looked at her, then complied. He was getting good at complying lately. It seemed like the more she finger fucked him the less he stood against her.

She smiled slightly as he stood up and stripped. She turned and pointed him at the reflection in the picture window. “What do you see?”

“Uh, a guy with boobs.”

“Maybe. What do you want to see?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you want to see a man with boobs? Or something else?”

“What else?” He was truly puzzled.

She reached over and held his weenie as they looked at his reflection. “Rob, is there something wrong with your body?”

“It’s getting a little, uhk, flabby. Especially in the chest. But I think my hips are getting wider, too.”

“So why is that bad?”

He frowned.

“We talked about this. We knew there would be a little give and take.”

“But not this much!”

“So what’s wrong with this much? Your dick is getting regular work outs. You’re experiencing lots of new sensations…what’s wrong with that?”

He blurted, “I don’t want to turn into a girl!”

She threw it right back to him, “Why not?”

“I’m a man! Dammit!”

“You were a man. Now you’re something in between, and you’ve got choices very few other men have. You could go back to being a man, cumming too soon and not satisfying me. And there would be no more pokes up the butt.”

“What?” That word escaped him unexpectedly. He looked a little embarrassed.

“Women get fucked. Men do the fucking. Right now I’m doing the fucking, and I don’t mind it. I’m willing to sacrifice that part of being a woman to make you happy.”

He stared at himself, no expression, but she knew things were going around in his head.

“The plain and simple fact is that if you want to go back to being the stick it in and pull it out man, I’ll lay quietly and suffer your premature ejaculations. But if you want to relax, stick to this path a little longer and see where it takes us…I’ll continue playing with your rectum.”

Now Rob was totally silent.

He was scared of being a woman. He didn’t want to wear a dress and make up. But he didn’t want to give up his anal pleasure, either.

Between a rock and a hard place.

“Honey, you can get past the baseball game. I’ll help you. And then let’s talk about it again.”

Shiela was clever in this argument. She knew he would have a rough time making a decision to become a girl. He needed time for the idea to gestate. He had to get used to it.

“Okay?”

It took a while, but he finally nodded.

“Good, let’s go inside and play.”

They finished their drinks and entered the house. She was calm, sure of herself. Rob was unsure. He was actually having a miniature panic attack. His breathing was coming fast and shallow and he had a streak of energy bubbling up through his chest.

She didn’t push him on the bed, she said, “Just stand there. Let me show you something.”

Rob stood, rather dumbstruck, and watched as Shiela retrieved a sports bra.

This was an old bra, one she had used for a while before realized that it was too tight. She handed it to Rob. “Put it on.”

He was actually trembling a bit. But he was also hard.

Shiela looked down at his dick and suppressed a grin.

Rob stood, and he barely had bumps on his chest.

Shiela straightened the shoulder straps and said, “Perfect. Flat chest. You’re a man.”

“Yeah, but…”

She put a finger to his lips. “Honey, just do what I say.”

He gulped, he was totally excited. He could even feel the blood pulsing in his asshole.

She took out a tube of lipstick and rolled it over his mouth. His eyes were wide as he realized what she was doing.

She went into her closet and brought back a wig. She put it over his head and arranged it.

“You’re wearing a bra. You’ve got make up on and your hair is female long. Do you like it?”

His eyes glimmered with the trace of tears. It took him a moment, but he nodded.

“Then let me show you what women get.”

She pushed him towards the bed. “Bend over.”

He stood on the floor and bent over the bed.

Shiela put her gloves on and lubed up, then she smoothed the lube into his asshole.

Rob was going crazy in his mind. He was dressed like a woman. This was wrong. This went against everything he had ever believed. Then he felt her fingers entering him.

He flattened out and his sense focused on the fingers in his ass.

“Honey. I’ve been using more and more fingers in you. Would you like to experience more?”

Giving a light sob, he nodded.

She moved four fingers in him. She went back and forth, and he could feel her thumb riding up his crack.

Then he couldn’t feel her thumb. Her fingers were gathered and poking into him, and he felt the knuckles of her hand pressing on his rim.

It was too much. He couldn’t take it. He—

Her knuckles slipped in and she began to move in and out.

He was dazed, stunned, and caught by the pleasure of it all.

“Honey. Let me do this to you every day. I’ll do it till next week, after the baseball game, and then we’ll talk again. Okay?”

He said something into the pillow, but he wasn’t sure what.

“Can’t hear you, honey. Do you want this every day?”

He nodded, and this time his voice was easy to understand. “Yes.”

“Good boy.”

As she rammed him gently she wondered if she should have said ‘good girl,’ then she decided not. She had already pushed him to the limit. He was going to need a couple of days to come to grips with this physical act, this mental earthquake.

As promised, Shiela finger fucked…fist fucked…each day until the week end.She also made him wear a bra, not always the sports bra, and she watched as he slowly came to grips with his new appearance.

He had boobs. That was undoubted. And now he was learning to accept it.

And, joy of joys, she was still getting the benefit of his nearly hard cock. She would fuck him with her fingers, ride his dick, then, if she was still in the mood, fuck him some more.

And, for the first time in his life, Rob was happy.

Oh, he had been happy before, but only a little happy.

As a man he had drive, he did things, he fucked and moved on. Now he was overwhelmed by the sensations in his ass. He was stuck in the excitation phase of sex, and…he was calmer.

His drive was being reduced, turned to something else.

He still did his work, and he worked around the house, but that hard, no nonsense drive that possesses males was waning.

He liked getting fucked, then laying around, just wallowing in the excitement.

And she had a feeling that if she asked him if he wanted to cum he would have said no.

He was changing.

Saturday arrived, along with the company baseball game.

Usually Rob had drive, wanted to hit, wanted to be in on all the action.

Now he was calmer, even sedate.

He didn’t hit the ball further, quite the contrary, but he didn’t seem to care.

And his teammates were confused.

The guys wondered what was going on. The girls appreciated his new manners.

Then, in the third inning, he hit a short fly over second base. He stuck on first base and the team was cheering for him.

Shiela, watching from the seats behind first base, noticed that he had a rip in his shirt.

She frowned. It wasn’t serious, but…

The next hitter blasted a shot to right field.

Rob took off like a rabbit with a stick up his butt. He rounded third. The long fly came sailing in. He and the ball were going to arrive at third base at the same time!

Rob slid, face first, and tagged the bag. Then the ball tagged him. He was safe!

And his shirt had ripped all the way.

He didn’t notice. He stood up and brushed the dirt away, and then looked up. Everybody was staring at him.

Shiela climbed out of the seats and went around the short fence that protected the infield. She walked across the field towards him, and she was carrying a thin jacket.

Rob looked around, confused, then a voice explained it to him. A whining, laugh of a voice from the other team. “We’re playing a bunch of sissies!”

That’s when Rob looked at himself, saw the burst seam, and realized that it was obvious that he was wearing a bra.

He looked up, looked at the other team, looked at the people in the stands.

Shiela reached him, and she had never seen such a stricken look in her life. He was totally shattered.

Shiela put the jacket on him, and he started for the dug out.

She stopped him, pulled him back. “You’re on third.”

Still, the people int he field were just watching.

Shiela turned to the other team and said in a very pointed voice. “Rob is transitioning. Would any of you like to visit HR on Monday morning?”

She turned back to Rob. Tears were coming from his eyes. No sound, but things were falling and breaking inside him. “Now then, honey. You made it to third. Can you make it all the way home?”

A very long second passed, then Rob nodded.

The crisis wasn’t past, but it had been temporarily diverted.

Shiela walked across the field, over the pitcher’s mound, and the pitcher just stepped back and made for her. She reached the end of the short fence and turned around.

Everybody in the stadium was watching her, if they weren’t watching Rob.

“Well? Play ball!”

Nobody knows who started it, it was probably one of the ladies in the stands, but there was the sound of clapping hands. Then two sets of clapping hands. Then more and more.

Rob stood on third base and cried as the people went from clapping to cheering.

They rode home silently, Shiela driving.

Rob stared out the window and watched the world go by.

Shiela pulled into the driveway, turned the car and turned to him. “Feel like a drink?”

Rob nodded.

She got out, went around the car and opened the door for him.

He stared at her, then walked past her to the house.

In the kitchen he got down the Whistlepig and poured the drinks.

“That was pretty gutsy, what you did,” he said when they were on the patio.

“You’re my man. Any woman would do that for her man.”

“Am I a man?”

She said nothing.

“And am I transitioning? You got me out of one hole, but am I in another? How’s my company going to respond to a man transitioning?”

“They’ll be just fine. If they aren’t we’ll sue them.”

Rob nodded. It was true.

“I want you to have bigger boobs.”

He was just lifting his glass to his lips and he stopped. He eyed her over the rim, then he gulped.

“I don’t want you to take testosterone. I love your dick. But I want to change the way we live.”

He blinked, and it looked like he was having trouble breathing.

“I want to have a female led marriage. Me in charge. I want to fuck you every day, I even bought a strap on so we could make that happen.”

He whispered a very soft, “Wow.”

“I want you to have big boobs, to wear a dress and make up. I want you to learn a few things, like how to cook, how to clean. And I should learn a few things, like mowing the lawn, how to change the oil.”

He finished his drink, picked up her glass, which was empty, and went into make a couple more drinks. Alt he time his mind was going round and round.

She wanted him to be more feminine. To be a woman. All the time? Maybe, maybe not. She certainly wouldn’t mind if he occasionally wore male clothes.

But…make up? A dress? Yes, he could now wear those things to work.

How big did she want his breasts?

How was she going to dress if he did that?

And it was interesting that he was thinking as if he was already wearing a dress.

He brought the drinks back and now they sipped and didn’t say anything.

They finished their second drinks, and had a third, her going to mix them.

When she returned and handed him his bourbon and Coke he asked, “You bought a strap on?”

“My fingers are getting tired.” She grinned suddenly. then sobered. “I think you’d like to know what a real dick feels like. Well, not a real, real dick, but a plastic, real dick.”

“And when we’re you going to fuck me?”

“Honey, I’m dying to put my peeny in your poopy. You say the word and I’ll do you right now.”

For a long time he said nothing. He was a little high now, and a little relaxed. And he finally turned to her and said, “Word.”

Shiela took Rob into the bedroom. Pulled him by the hand and told him to take off his clothes.

Rob did, and she did, then she dressed him. She gave him panties and a real bra. He looked down and saw his nipples popping over the edge. The bra felt good, and his nipples, quite honestly, were on fire.

She pulled a dress over his head, then put the wig on him.

She painted his lips, then added some mascara to his eyes, and a bit of color to his lids.

He stood, frozen, transforming, and it was truly out of body.

She gave him nylons, then high heels.

He put everything on, tried to stand, and wobbled.

She laughed and steadied him.

“Don’t worry, it’s easy once you get the hang of it. Get up on the bed on all fours.”

He did, and she put on the strap on.

Rob watched over his shoulder, and he felt a nervous energy swallowing him.

“Okay, honey, now you’re going to find out why women like being women.”

She lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She scooped up a bit of lube and slathered into his asshole.

Robe felt his heart pounding, and his skin felt like it was electrified.

She put the tip of her penis to his hole and pushed in.

Rob was ready. She had broken him in over the week, and the penis slid in smooth as greased silk.

Rob tilted his ass and lowered his belly. He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do, but the sensations of being fucked told him.

Shiela grabbed his wig. It was hooked over his head tightly and it didn’t give way. She pulled back slightly and pushed forward again.

Rob groaned and pushed back. He moved his hips up and down and felt the big pecker open him up.

It wasn’t as a big as a fist, but it was big enough.

“There you go, honey,” Shiela worked in and out, handing out the pleasure. “This is what it feels like, and this is what you’ve been wanting.”

Under her, gasping, unable to think of anything but the pleasure assailing him, Rob grunted.

Again and again she pushed her peeny into him, and Rob started to feel something.

He had been horny for months, hadn’t cum for months, and now…now it felt like he could, but there was something different about it.

He tried to make it happen. And if it had been a male orgasm he could have.

But it wasn’t a male orgasm, and he dully realized this.

So how do you make a female orgasm happen?

You submit. This burst through his mind, a logical conclusion after his months of frustration and trying to make it happen.

He had to just give up and let it happen.

Shiela felt the tremors start within him. She had known it was possible, that he could have a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. She had read about it, and she had had the sneaking suspicion that giving him the dick might make it happen. The fingers weren’t enough. He had to experience the reality, then…then…

He suffered a series of shivers and was breathing heavily. It was like his body couldn’t figure out how to work.

“Go for it, baby,” Shiela whispered as she sunk her penis into him again and again. “Go for it!”

He barely heard her. He was totally focused on figuring out how to relax, how to let it happen.

Submit, he thought. Submit!

Suddenly it whelmed up, grabbed him and shook him.

Rob squealed in surprise as his body began to quake and shake.

Shiel held on and grinned. This was a big one. She was so glad. She wanted his first real, female orgasm to be a big one. She wanted to explode his world and convince him. And if this didn’t do it…nothing would.

“AHHH!” Rob yelled, and his ass muscles clamped, his legs tried to close. It was just like a woman’s orgasm, and his eyes rolled back and his toes curled. For a long minute it went on, and when it was over he lay, gasping, not sure what had happened, but convinced that he wanted it to happen again.

“See, honey? See?”

Shiela lay on top of him and kissed his neck. She knew this was just the start, and she wanted to keep going.

Under her, Rob just cried for happiness.

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


I Feminized an MMA Fighter!

If she beat him in a fight

she got to feminize him!


PART ONE

“Women simply don’t have the size and weight and musculature.”

Everybody at the table stared at him.

“Look, I’m not trying to start a fight, I’m not dissing women, it’s just a fact.”

The guys at the table, there were four of them plus Rod, nodded, and kept their mouths shut. They knew he was right, but they also knew that if they were to go along with Rod their wives would start getting pissy.

One of the ladies, she was wearing a jacket but looked strong, snorted. “Nonsense.”

The girls at the table all smiled. This was Roxanne Childers, and she had a rep as a man hater.

“Not nonsense. This is proven in labs. This is why women don’t become Navy SEALs. Look, I’m not trying to offend, it’s just a scientific fact.”

“Better take it easy, Rod,” Chuck Givens whispered.

Rod looked at Chuck. “You guys all feel the same, but you’re married.”

Now some of the guys frowned and gave him the evil eye.

Roxanne: “You wouldn’t want to put that to the test, would you?”

“Are you talking a physical test?”

“Yep.”

“There’s no need. We’re talking science.”

One of the guys, Rod was never sure who, make a ‘cluck, cluck’ sound.

Rod spun around and a few of the girls laughed.

They were all friends, many worked at the same places, and they were gathered for a Friday beer night. Listen to a little music, dance a little, drink lots of beer.

Rod had drunk a bit of beer, but that wasn’t it. He was just sincere in his beliefs.

“Rod,” said Roxanne. “We’re about the same size. I’m tall for a girl and you’re short for a guy…”

Rod bristled.

“…so why don’t we set up a contest.”

Now the guys were egging him on, and the girls were saying things like ‘Shut up or put up.’

Rod sighed. “Okay, what kind of contest do you have in mind?”

“Mixed Martial Arts.”

Rod blinked. He was pretty good at Karate. He didn’t know much about Roxanne, she was new to town, but she obviously didn’t know about him.

“I don’t think so.”

“Why?”

“Well, I’m not only a guy, with a different muscular set up than you, but I’ve also got some karate experience.”

“All the better,” she said. “I’ve got a little experience, too. So let’s train for six months. When July Fourth rolls around, that’s about six months away, we have a fight.”

Now the girls were hooting, and some of the guys were grinning, too.

Rod studied Roxanne. She was his height, but it looked like she might actually outweigh him. He was slender, good musculature, but she looked like she might have done some weightlifting or something.

“Come on, Rod!” the girls hooted.

The guys were laughing, and Rod’s face turned red when he heard a couple of them say he was going to lose.

“Nah. I don’t think so.”

Roxanne had a very complacent look on her face when she said, “Then I win the argument.”

He shook his head.”

“Okay, you think you have an advantage, right?”

“I do.”

“Then let’s give you a handicap.”

“What kind of handicap?” he asked suspiciously.

“I take a lot of pills, and some of those are hormones to adjust my weight and—“

“You take steroids?”

“A few,” she admitted. Then, “And you can take some estrogen.”

Rod had no idea what estrogen was. “What’s that?”

“It’s just something that will level the playing ground.”

Rod noticed that a few of the women were snickering now. And Roxanne had a grin on her face.

And, Rod was just about fed up. He was besmirched, made fun of, challenged, and… “You’re on.”

“Rod, are you sure you want to do this?” Chuck asked.

“Of course I am,” Rod was irritated. “No chick is going to treat me like that!”

“But Rod—“

“It’s a done deal, Chuck. All you can do now is help me train.”

Chuck shook his head slowly. “Man, you don’t know what you’re doing.”

“I’m standing up for men everywhere. I’ve had enough of this BS about women’s rights and equality of the sexes and all that crap.”

“Yeah, but stand up tomorrow. You’ve had a lot to drink and—“

“Tomorrow it will be the same thing.”

Roxanne was whispering to a couple of the girls, and she suddenly held up a hand.

“Okay. July Fourth, the big grudge match. Rod v Roxanne, and to juice up the stakes, Leslie here has said she’ll put a piece in the newspaper. We’ll fight for men against women, and proceeds will go to the Children’s Hospital.”

Rod was fine with that.

At that point, though it wouldn’t be settled for six months, the argument was over. But that didn’t mean conjecture was done.

The women crowded around Roxanne and whispered.

The men surrounded Rod and slapped his back and laughed.

For the men it was all a hoot.

Suddenly Roxanne raised her hand again. “One other thing…”

“What?” asked Rod. Somebody had just shoved a cold beer in his hand and he was about to take a hefty sip.

“If I’m going to have a match with you, you have to dress like a woman. You have to wear the same kind of trunks, a bra, and you need to grow your hair long so we can braid it.”

Now the guys were really laughing. This was getting unserious!

Rod laughed. “I’m so confident that I’m going to kick your butt that I’ll do it. But if I win…?”

“Yeah?”

“You’ll be my bitch for a month.”

Rod was drunk. He had overstepped. Everybody went quiet.

Roxanne stared at him. “And if I win you’ll be mine.”

Rod grinned a lop sided grin.

Roxanne swaggered through the small group of friends and stood in front of him. Up close she was a knock out. Blonde hair blue eyes, and under the bomber’s jacket she was wearing she had a physique. She had large breasts, but she also had thick limbs and a solid midsection.

“Well?”

She offered her hand.

Rod gripped it, and was surprised at the amount of strength her hand had. “You’re on.”

Awkwardness averted, everybody cheered.

More beer was poured, Rod and Roxanne actually grinned at each other, and people started trash talking.

Nobody noticed that Chuck and his wife, Susan, were in a corner in serious conversation.

Later that evening Rod and Roxanne had a chance to talk just between themselves.

“You know, I’m pretty good at MMA. I trained for a couple of years and I was approached to go pro, but I didn’t want to.”

Rod was not impressed. “I’ve been studying Karate for a while, can you take a good punch.”

“I can.”

They discussed gloves and footwear and what would be allowed. It was pretty straight forward and they came to agreement pretty fast.

Then Roxanne dropped a small bomb. “I take steroids, and I take testosterone pills. I know that will give me an advantage, but I don’t want to stop just because I have a fight with you.”

Rod raised a couple of fingers for two more beers. When they arrived he said, “That’s okay. What does testosterone do, anyway?”

“Well, it’s like estrogen for a girl. Makes you stronger, quicker.”

“Well, maybe I should take some of that  estrogen stuff.”

Roxanne got a funny look in her eyes, then nodded. “That might help.”

They finished their beers, shook hands, and then Roxanne surprised him. She gave him a hug and said, “I’ll enjoy having you for my bitch.”

Rod was awkward for a split second, then he got over it and hugged her back. “Me too, you.”

They laughed and separated.

Rod wandered through the bar. The band was an Eagles knock off, and it was pretty good. They played ‘Heartache Tonight.”

Somebody’s going to hurt somebody…

Rod listened appreciatively to the throbbing beat, and felt Chuck come up next to him.

“Okay, buddy. You’ve gone and done it.”

“I have?” Rod grinned.

“But fortunately, I can help.”

“You can?”

“Absolutely. You know Roxanne takes steroids and stuff.”

“Yeah, and testosterone.”

“Yeah. Well, I can get you the male equivalent of what she’s taking.”

“Steroids?”

“Nah. I’m talking the good stuff. I can get you the most potent estrogen around.”

“Yeah…what is this estrogen stuff?”

Chuck didn’t give a clue as to his underlying motivations. He just kept his voice level and said, “It give girls the edge on being girls. So if you take some then you’ll be equaling any advantage that testosterone gives her.”

Behind Chuck Susan smiled. She moved up and said, “Rod, you take the estrogen and we’re going to bet the farm. You’re going to have that big an advantage.”

Rod frowned, “It’s not cheating, is it?”

“Nah. You taking the estrogen stuff is the same as her taking the testosterone stuff. Even Steven.”

Rod nodded. That was a relief. He wasn’t a cheater, and he didn’t want to take unfair advantage. He had no idea what Chuck and Susan had just done to him.

It was January 14th when Rod and Roxanne made the bet. So it was just a hair over six months until they would have their fight. When Rod woke up the next day he thought about training. Unfortunately, he hadn’t trained for a while, so he was sort of lackadaisical.

He got up, ran a half mile, and was out of breath.

He did a few push ups and got bored, then he set up a punching station on a tree and  did a few blocks and punches.

And that was it.

He had no idea that Roxanne, on the other side of town, had already shifted her training for the big fight. She woke up early, ate a half a dozen eggs, drank a pitcher of orange juice, took all sorts of vitamins, and did a five mile run. Then she slapped the heavy bag around a little, she was going to be hitting a man, after all, and started her groundwork.

She had a heavy dummy that she threw around, punched, and practiced arm bars on.

Then, about the time Rod went in to have a beer, a couple of friends showed up to help her work out.

While Roxanne was practicing take downs with her friends, both of whom were big, strong males, Chuck showed up with a vial of little, pink pills.

“Here you go, buddy. This will do the trick.”

Rod thanked him and looked at the little pills. “Better living through chemistry, right?”

“You got that right.”

Rod tossed a pill down the gullet, washed it down, and decided to call it a day. He was still feeling a bit of the beer from the night previous, and he wanted to let the booze cycle out of his system before he started serious training.

The days passed, and before Rod knew it, it was the end of March. He only had three and a half months before the big fight, and he was still training pretty lackadaisically.

He jogged a couple of miles, worked out on the speed bag for fifteen minutes, did some push ups and sit ups, and worked on his karate forms. Every once in a while he had a friend show up and he would work on techniques. One of the friends was Chuck, who was nominating himself as Rod’s trainer.

“Hey, buddy! you’re doing great!” he encouraged, but he tended to get Rod to quit his work out sooner, and he didn’t demand any heavy work. He kept Rod off the heavy bag, and he kept the freestyle training light.

In spite of that, Rod was actually feeling pretty good. He wasn’t drinking, he was eating good, and while he was losing muscle mass he didn’t really see that. He moved fast enough, and he didn’t realize that if he started working out on the heavy bag he would suck.

And he was taking a pink pill every day.

“When do these pills work?” he asked.

Chuck replied, “We’ll give you a booster shot a month before the fight. Until then, just keep training.”

“I will, but I’ll tell ya, Chuck, I don’t feel like I’m improving much.”

“How so?”

“Well, I should be beefing up a little bit, getting a set of guns,” he flexed his biceps which were, admittedly, a little skinny. “Instead, I feel sort of flabby. Even my ass feels flabby.”

“That’s okay, man. You’ll feel flabby at first, then the fat turns to muscle. You’ll feel like you’re going through puberty, maybe even feel a bit emotional, but when the stuff hits you…Katie bar the door. You are going to be a fucking animal!”

Rod grinned. Chuck’s continual encouragement, despite the lack of gains, was giving him a false confidence.

April passed, then May.

Roxanne was tossing her male training partners around like they were straw men. She sprinted her five miles daily, lifted weights, and beat the ground dummy like it was a $2 mule.

Rod tried to up his training schedule, but he was feeling pretty weak. He was running three miles a day, but it was leaving him a little winded. He was able to do a lot of sit ups, and the number of push ups was rising. His karate was getting faster, sharper, but he still wasn’t using full power on the heavy bag.

But, heck, he wasn’t going to need a lot of power to knock Roxanne down.

Besides, he was taking two pink pills a day now. Man, that had to count for something. Chuck kept telling him that any day the pills would kick in. He could hardly wait.

June, and the weather turned hot, and the fight was around the corner. One month away. And Chuck showed up with a syringe.

“This’ll do it, buddy. Now, remember, it takes a month, but we’ve calibrated this stuff so come the day of the fight you’re going to be roaring. Unstoppable. You’ll knock that bitch down like she’s made out of feathers.”

Rod watched as Chuck squirted the slightly pink liquid into his arm. He flexed. Man, this was going to be great!

All that month he trained as hard as he could. It wasn’t as hard as he had trained the previous year, when he was going for his black belt, but it was hard enough. He thought.

The problem was that his chest started to swell. He called up Chuck.

“Hey, Chuck! My chest is swelling. Like really fast.”

“What part of your chest?”

“The pectorals.”

“No problem, Rod. That’s the stuff working. Your chest is going to swell. It might even look like you have a pair of boobs, but by the time the fight rolls around your muscles will get hard and…man! You’re going to kill her!”

Rod smiled. “I don’t want to kill her, just beat her a little bit.”

“So only kill her a little. Fine with me.”

Laughing, the friends hung up.

But the last week before the fight his chest didn’t suddenly turn to muscle. In fact, just the opposite. His chest turned to fat, and it actually looked like he had a pair of tits.

He was embarrassed. He worked out in private, and did tons of push ups and other exercises for his chest.

But it wasn’t just his chest. Now his ass was starting to swell. It got bigger and rounder. And it was like it was happening all at once!

Sure, he hadn’t been beefing up like he should, and he had a little bit of flab, but it was almost like that shot had robbed him of just about all of his male musculature!

And, it looked like his skin was actually changing! It was becoming finer, softer, and on the night before the fight he looked at his face and actually started to worry.

It was oval, like the fat had redistributed or something. And his hair was thick and full. He hadn’t cut it so they could braid it, but…it was a lot of hair!

And he didn’t need to shave as often!

Weird.

On the day of the fight Chuck and Susan showed up to take him to the fairgrounds.

Tickets had been selling like hotcakes, and there promised to be a huge crowd there.

Rod walked through a back entrance and was directed to the changing rooms. He saw Roxanne from a distance and nodded.

Roxanne looked surprised, but she gave a wave.

Susan handed him the uniform he was supposed to wear, and he looked at it in distaste. It was tight shorts, and a halter top with thick cups. It was blue, but it looked a little girly.

Still, he had agreed, so he stepped into the shorts and they slid up his legs. And he discovered something.

His peeny looked a little puny. In the beginning he had had lots of boners. But lately, not so much. But his attention had been on training, and he had been sort of ignoring what his body looked like. But now, he looked down at his cock and it seemed smaller.

Fuck. Well, nothing to do about it.

Susan spent some time pulling his hair back and twining it into a thick braid. It hung down his back and he put on the lightweight gloves that MMA fighters used.

Then he did a few jumping jacks and made sure he was warm.

But while he was doing the jumping jacks and noticed himself in the mirror.              His halter top was full, and his chest—hell, his boobs—bounced.

What the fuck?

He turned to Chuck. “Where’s this sudden blast of meat and muscle I’ve been hearing about.”

Chuck just gave him a sickly grin and muttered. “Don’t worry, buddy, you’re going to do fine.”

For a second Rod glared at his friend. He was suddenly coming to the conclusion that he had been the victim of poor training methods. He should never have let his friend train him. He should have stuck to his usual training methods.

But it was too late.

“Time!” somebody yelled from the door.

Rod pulled on his robe, turned away and headed for the walkway. As he went out the door Susan came running in. The last thing he heard was Chuck asking Susan if she had gotten the bets down.

“Yeah, baby. We’re going to be rich!”

That relaxed Rod a little bit. If they were betting on him then he still had a chance. Maybe being more slender was better. He was fighting a woman, and he had to be quick. He didn’t want to get in some slappy, powder puff, cat fight.

The crowd was huge! The fairgrounds were totally filled with men and women screaming at the top of their lungs.

It had been billed as the ultimate man v woman fight. The battle of the sexes for real.

Interestingly, men were clumped on one side of the stadium, and women on the other. Some enterprising entrepreneur had figured out that gimmick.

Also, Rod entered from one side of the stadium, the male side.

Roxanne entered from the other side, the female side.

They entered about the same time and the decibels went through the roof.

Cops were on duty to keep the surging crowd back.

And it was almost like each and every individual wanted to be the one fighting. People strained at the barricades and a couple of objects were thrown over the ring, arching over and into the crowd of the opposite sex.

Rod walked slowly, his robe covered his braided hair and the robe concealed his breasts.

He looked across the ring and saw Roxanne. She was bouncing, punching in cross directions. And she was large. Her body had beefed up. Even under her robe he could tell that she had muscles on her muscles.

Fuck. She had been training like he had wanted to.

Rod stepped up to the apron and slid through the ropes.

Roxanne, on her side, pushed down on the top rope and vaulted  over.

The women screamed a cheer out.

The fighters stood in their corners for a moment while the ring announcer roared out their bona fides.

“Fighting from the pink corner, weighing in at 150 pounds of mighty muscle, is Rocksssss-ANNNNE!”

Roxanne threw back her robe and bounced across the ring, jabbing and punching and looking very bad ass.

Now Rod could see her defined musculature. It was downright male. It was slabs of rippling beef that could knock down a moose. Her hair was pulled back like his and her face was hard planes of serious fighting ability.

The girl side of the ring burst into yells and screams. As an audience they looked ferocious themselves, ready to jump into the ring and bitch slap an elephant to its knees.

“Fighting from the blue corner, weighing in at 141 pounds of fighting ferocity, is RO-O-O-d-d-d!”

Rod threw off his robe and stepped out and gave a few punches.

Silence.

Deathly silence.

The kind of silence that happens when something has gone deathly wrong.

Then the girls started laughing, and pointing, and Rod turned 83 shades of scarlet red.

He was slender, not muscular, and he had boobs, and a long braid down his back.

His ass was fat and there was no bulge of a weenie in his tights.

The men didn’t even mutter; they just stared.

Roxane stared, and her mouth opened a bit before she shut it.

“Fighters to the center of the ring!”

The referee was a large black fellow, larger than both Roxanne and Rod put together. He glanced at Rod and seemed about to smirk, or even laugh outright.

Roxanne took advantage of the moment to whisper harshly, “Geez, Rod, what’d you do? I thought this was going to be a fight!”

Rod growled, and his voice cracked a bit. “You’ll get your fight!”

The ref, Big Jack, gave instructions, and tried not to look at Rod. He was having trouble not laughing. “Let's have a clean fight, obey my instructions and protect yourself at all times. Touch gloves if you want to, and go back to your corners.”

Roxanne offered her gloves and Rod bumped them, then he turned back to his corner.

Chuck was waiting. “Okay, dude, make it look good. Take it easy on her for a few rounds, then knock her block off.”

Rod was feeling pretty sour about his trainer right about then, but he nodded and turned.

DING!

Rod advanced slowly, he was quicker, and he shifted to the side.

Roxanne cut him off and jabbed.

It felt like a meat wagon had run into his nose and Rod’s fair skin started to bleed.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Roxanne through her mouth piece. “Come on, Rod, make this look good.”

Rod circled, tried a kick, she chopped down on his shin with a vicious slap that unbalanced him.

The punch came straight in and knocked his head back, and suddenly Rod was looking up at the lights.

Still, he wasn’t out of it. He stood up, the ref touched his gloves to his shirt, then signaled for the fight to continue.

Rod circled, and was wary. He didn’t want any more of those slobber knockers bouncing off his skull.

Roxanne circled too, and she put out jabs that seemed to just miss.

Rod got a little more confidence. He shuffled forward and jabbed her face. She moved back very slightly and there wasn’t much impact, but Rod followed up with a gut buster punch.

Roxanne just danced away, and Rod was confused. That should have knocked the wind out of her. That should have put the fight in his pocket.

She shuffled and poked his face.

Rod was dizzy. Man, she must have a horseshoe in her gloves!

Around and around they went, and after a minute the realization finally burst on Rod. Roxanne was carrying him. She was punching lightly, letting him hit her, and trying to make it look like a fight.

And the boos started. First the women. Being the more vicious of the species they wanted to see a knock out, and quick!

Then the men started booing. Rod had let them down.

Rod punched and danced, and during a clinch he saw Chuck and Susan hugging each other behind his corner. They must be winning a lot of money, and…and he realized…THEY HAD BET AGAINST HIM!

Oh fuck! Months of training, and it was all a ruse. It was betrayal. They had given him pills that did nothing (he still wasn’t aware of what estrogen did to the male body) and then throw him into the ring with this monster!

That gave Rod a bit of a surge. He jumped in and bopped Roxanne on the nose. She actually blinked. Then she had a lazy smile and looped one into his gut.

Rod found himself on his knees. He gasped for breath, grabbed a ring rope and got back to his feet.

The crowd was screaming for blood, booing his poor performance.

Roxanne waited, and when they came together she forced a clinch and whispered to him, “Sorry, Rod, but I’ve got to start fighting for real.”

His eyes opened, and as they broke he managed, just barely, to avoid a whistling punch. It grazed his chin and he was knocked back against the ropes.

Roxanne followed in and the crowd began to yell in appreciation. And it wasn’t just the women that were yelling, it was the men. They wanted to see Rod get a thrashing. He had disappointed them. He had let down the honor of men everywhere. They wanted to see him take a beating.

Roxanne obliged. She threw rights and left, and Rod protected his head with his light gloves.

Bam! Bam! She socked him, and he was backing up and being moved back and forth by the violence of her blows.

Rod huddled into himself and tried to withstand the onslaught.

She kicked him, a front thrust kick right to the midsection, and he oofed and flew back against the ropes. He would have gone through the ropes, but the crowd actually surged forward and, laughing, they pushed him back in.

Roxanne didn’t look happy. She had expected a fight, but this…this was slaughter. She didn’t like being thrust into the role of a bully.

Rod, gasping for breath, moved forward and pawed at her.

But Roxanne had had enough. She snapped his head back with a jab, then shifted her weight and came in with a box car of a punch to his right ear.

Good night, Rod.

Rod came to in his dressing room. A doctor was bending over him, his gloves were off, and the few people who had helped him train for the fight were gone.

“Oh, God!” Rod sobbed.

He was beaten, he was bruised, he was contused, he was confused.

“How many fingers am I holding up?”

“Two,” Rod whispered.

“Okay. You’ve been unconscious for a while. Not good. But your vision is stable. I suggest a stop in at the local hospital.”

“Thanks, Doc.”

The doctor nodded and put his medical supplies into his little bag.

“I was pretty bad out there.”

The doc smiled ruefully. “Pretty bad.”

“Doc?”

“Yeah?”

“What does estrogen do to a guy?”

The doctor explained about estrogen and turning into a girl, and Rod’s jaw dropped. Man he hadn’t just been betrayed, he had been, in imitation of the ring announcer, Be-e-e-TRA-A-A-A-yed.

Fucking Chuck. And he had done it for money. Filthy, rotten cash.

The doc left and Rod sat on his bench and looked at the bottle of pink pills he had shown the doctor.

Fuck.

“You okay?”

Rod looked up to see Roxanne in the doorway.

He tried a grin. It was weak. He said, “I’m okay. Good punch, by the way.”

Roxanne sauntered into the room. She was dressed now, and she was an impressive woman. She was feminine, and big. Filled up the room.

Rod realized that he wouldn’t have filled up a telephone booth.

“So what happened out there?”

He sighed, then explained about Chuck, the bet, the pills. “And the doc says I have to keep taking them for another couple of months. You can’t just stop a procedure in the middle, the body might have a bad reaction.”

“Man, you got fucked. I thought you would figure out the estrogen joke, but…I guess you didn’t.”

“No. I didn’t. I look like a woman, my body is totally feminine. I’ve even got tits!” he looked down at his chest, then back up to her. “I don’t even get boners any more. And it’ll be months before I can reverse what was done to me, and then the reversal will take time.”

“Well, you live and learn.”

She sat down on the bench and they looked at each other.

“And, I hate to say it, I don’t like to kick people when they’re down, but we had a bet. Unless you want me to call it off.”

Rod grimaced. “That’s okay. You beat me fair and square. You proved that women aren’t to be trifled with, that they can give as good as they get. I’ll…” his voice lowered, “…be your bitch.”

“You know, you’re quite the guy, Rod. I would hate to take one of your man punches, when you were a man. And you’ve got heart. You managed to keep fighting after I put the Roxanne Haymaker on you.”

Rod’s face twisted in sarcasm, “That little thing?”

Roxanne laughed and offered him her hand. “Come on, stud. It’s time you learned what it’s like being my bitch.”

She towed him out of the locker room, slapped his fat ass, and made jokes. By the time they reached her car Rod was actually having a small smile.

Not a big smile, everybody in town laughed at him and hated him, but a small smile.


PART TWO

Roxanne lived outside of town in a ranch style house. It had been built some years previous, but it was in good condition with modern plumbing.

“Nice,” said Rod. He was carrying his work out bag. Roxanne had said he wouldn’t need anything else.

“It’s not bad. I own it, and I love the hills and the trees behind the house. This will be your room.”

It was a small room, pink, with white furniture.

“I set it up for my niece, but she’s on the other side of the country now. Want a drink?”

“I wouldn’t mind.”

Rod set his bag down and followed Roxanne into the kitchen. She got down a bottle of Widow Jane, mixed it with Coke in a glass of ice, and handed him his glass.

“Thanks,” he said and sipped. God, it was like ambrosia.

“I always treat myself to a few days of drunken debauchery after a fight. Six months of training, and this stupid bottle is my prize.”

“I like your style.”

They went out to the back yard. There was a garden to one side, and across the lawn was a barn.

“You do real ranching here?”

“Oh, God, no. That’s my gym. Come on.”

They sashayed across the lawn and she opened the big front door.

It was state of the art. There was a mat with a ring. Good for boxing or jujitsu. There were a couple of heavy bags hanging from the ceiling next to the far wall. There was a rack that held weights. She had a box full of gloves, and they looked pretty darn worn.

Rod walked around, Roxanne at his side. He pushed the bag and nodded. Nice and heavy. “So you’re not married.”

She snorted. “Not any more. He was a rich dude, treated me nice in the divorce so I was able to get the house and the barn and all this stuff.”

“Can I ask why?”

Roxanne pursed her lips, then gave a mental shrug. “I used to be a girly girl, all the make up and stuff. Then I got interested in MMA. The more I trained, the stronger I got, the less he liked it.” She shrugged.

“He didn’t like a strong woman.”

“No. He did not. His current wife is a frail, little thing. 90 pounds and ‘yes, sir,’ ‘no, sir.’

Rod chuckled. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Ha!”

“So what are my duties, as your bitch.” He looked at her.

“Oh, I don’t know. Haven’t given it much thought. Maybe have you clean the house, lick my pussy, but we’ll have to dress you up first.”

He blinked at the pussy remark.

“You ever wear a chastity tube?”

He shook his head.

“You’ll like it. You’ll get so horny you can’t believe it, and then you’ll start to like it.”

Rod went totally silence. In just a few words she had overwhelmed him.

“You see, I should have told you something…”

“What?”

“My husband, I told you, the stronger I got the less he liked it. But me, the weaker men are the more I like it.”

Rod didn’t know what to think about that remark.

“Okay. Let’s drink up and enjoy the night. Tomorrow comes early, and I want you spiffy and all dressed up before I start training.”

With that she led him back to the house and poured more drinks.

Rod woke up and was surprised not to feel a hangover.

“Come on, handsome. Let’s make you beautiful.” Roxanne hit the light switch and Rod blinked.

He crawled out of bed and was aware that he was naked.

“I don’t remember going to sleep,” he said.

“I put you to bed. Do you remember what I did to your dick?”

“No.” He looked at her with alarm on his face.

She laughed. “Nothing. But, man, you were thinking.”

He gave a groan of a chuckle.

“Okay, since you’re already pretty girly looking these should fit you.” She went through the dresser in the room and pulled out underwear and tossed it to him.

Panties. A bra. A dress. He had his gym shoes under the bed. They were grody, but they’d do.

“Get dressed and come out to the kitchen. And don’t dilly dally, Sally.”

She disappeared down the hall and he looked at his underwear.

Damn. Well, he had lost, and this was the bet.

He pulled on the panties and snugged them up tight. His cock gave a lurch and it felt good.

He figured out the bra and cinched it up. It, too, felt good. And he needed the support. He was no longer denying his boobs. They were what they were and he had to deal with them.

The dress was pink, short and very tight.

He put on his shoes and walked into the kitchen.

Roxanne had the bacon and eggs crackling. “OJ in the fridge. Make some toast. And we have to do something about those shoes.”

Rod got out the juice and started the toast. “What’s wrong with these shoes?”

“They’re ugly, dirty, and a real WOAT.”

“WOAT?”

“Worst Of All Time.”

He chuckled. He was awake now.

They ate a meal. A belly filling meal. Then Roxanne said, “From here on out you’re going to be eating half rations.”

“Why?”

“Got to keep your girlish figure.”

“Hunh! I think I’d rather beef back up.”

“Look, I’m not gay, or anything like that, but since I’m the ox in this relationship I would like you to be the swan. Heck. You’re halfway there already.”

There wasn’t much Rod could say to that, so he ate and kept his mouth shut.

“Okay, honey,” he blinked at her endearment, “I’m going for my run. Pick a pair of heels, got to be at least three inches, out of my closet. I want you to clean the gym.”

“Clean the gym.”

“Yep. Find the locker with the cleaning supplies and make that place shine. Better do the dishes, first.”

Roxanne headed out. In the semi-darkness of the morning he saw she was already at a near sprint by the time she disappeared from the driveway.

Rod finished the dishes, then went back to Roxanne’s bedroom. It was large, spacious, and she had lots of clothes. He was surprised to find that she had, in addition to work out clothes, a healthy collection of sexy duds.

Being turned loose in a woman’s bedroom he would have liked to explore. He wanted to sniff the panties and fondle the bras, but he was supposed to find a pair of heels.

He did. He selected a pair of black heels that were three inches with a wide platform. He knew he was going to have trouble walking in heels, and he wide ‘spike’ would help.

He tossed his shoes into his room, put the heels on, and began the awkward dance of one who has never worn heels before.

The only thing that saved him was that he was a natural athlete. He teetered and tottered and made his way out to the barn. He found the cleaning closet and began sterilizing the place. he had worked in gyms enough to know there had to be a dedication to getting rid of germs. He used disinfectant and scrubbed the saddles of a couple of machines. Then he mixed up some mop water and cleaned the whole place. He was almost done when Roxanne strode through the door. She looked around, nodded in appreciation, then said, “What do you wear when you do Karate?”

“It’s called a gi.”

“I have one for jujitsu. Will that work?”

“Sure.”

She headed for the house and returned five minutes later with her gi on. It was shorter, and the material was thicker, than karate gis. But, what the heck.

“Okay. Show me your work out.”

Rod put aside his mop. “I’m a little too weak to really work you, but there are things we can do.”

Rod showed her how to do forms, and when he was unusually clumsy she told him to take his heels off. That was better and he worked her through basic exercises. Then they discussed the heavy bag.

“I noticed you didn’t punch like you ever worked on a heavy bag.”

“Oh, I like the heavy bag, but Chuck kept me off that. I guess he didn’t want me to know how weak I was getting.”

They went over how he used the bag, and she showed how she used the bag, and they were surprised to find they had totally different ways to move the same amount of weight.

She circled the body, came up from the feet, around the hips and shoulders, and put her body weight into it.

He showed her how to plant her weight and launch it, more or less on a straight line, and use her whole body weight.

Break time, and they sucked gatorade and chatted.

“Is it bad being my bitch?”

“Not so far,” he said carefully.

“Well, give it time,” she laughed.

At that point two fellows walked through the big door.

“Hey, Rox, you did well. This the guy you beat up?”

“It is. Rod, meet Jimmy and Tony. They’re my work out partners.”

Rod shook hands, and was dwarfed by the two men. Roxanne didn’t go looking for midgets to pump up her work outs. She wanted the real thing.

The men were polite, and Jimmy said, “I know you got hammered, but you actually had some good moves.”

“Not good enough,”Rod said ruefully.

“Well, you weren’t able to get enough weight behind your punches. You slipped a few of Roxie’s, though.”

Roxanne didn’t mention that she was taking it easy on Rod.

“Okay, shall we get started?” Tony put forth.

Rod was surprised to be included in the work out. He felt funny wearing women’s clothes, especially the underwear, but the men said nothing, so he just followed along.

First they did about a thousand kicks. Front kicks, side kicks, round kicks, spin kicks. Rod actually had a better regimen for kicking, so this was easy for him. He managed to make it through almost the whole kicking routine.

Then they spent an hour alternating between shadow boxing and bag work. Five minutes of shadow work, change. Five minutes of hitting bags. And so on.

By the end of the work out Rod was done for. He was hitting like he was throwing feathers, and he had to put up with the grins of the others as they watched him.

Then they sparred.

Not five minutes in and Rod knew that he was better than Jimmy or Tony, and could have been better than Roxanne.

He simply knew more, and if he had done his normal work out he probably would have won the fight.

But, no use crying over split milk.

After the work out they had a small barbecue, to celebrate her victory.

“He’s my bitch, boys, so order him to get whatever you want.”

They laughed, Rod shrugged and smiled, and he got his first real taste of what it was like being a maid. Or a waitress.

Go get our drinks. Go get the wood. Start the fire. Let it smolder. Go get the steaks. Get our drinks. Turn the steaks over. Go get our drinks. Let them smoke for a while. Get our drinks. Where’s the potatoes! Where’s our drinks?”

Yet Rod didn’t mind it. They were being boyishly obnoxious, he was the bitch, and that was the game.

Of course it was awkward working in high heels, but even that was okay.

When the meal was ready Rod was commanded to sit down and eat with them.

The quartet chewed the juicy steaks with gusto. By the time the meal was done they were all stuffed and feeling good.

“So what’s going to happen with you, Rod? After you finish being the bitch?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I’d like to get my body back. You guys are an inspiration for training.” He shrugged.

“What about that Chuck guy?”

“You know, it would be nice to punch him one, but he’s a weakling, and I don’t want to be a bully. Besides, I was the one stupid enough to do what he said.”

They all agreed with that.

And the small party went on.

“Okay, handsome, it’s time to make you beautiful.”

Roxanne took his hand and lead him back to her bedroom. “Did you know that at one time I considered being a beautician?”

“Hunh! That’s a shift.”

“Yeah. It’s much more fun changing somebody’s face by punching them.” They both laughed at that.

“Sit here, and pay attention. I’m going to want you to do this every day after work outs, before you clean the house.”

She showed him how to cleanse his face. She discussed primer, and foundation, and showed him how to use brushes and sponges and such.

Rod was surprised by how intricate the procedures were. He had always thought women just slapped their face with shit and went out. He found that it was an actual science, and that he knew nothing.

As Roxanne explained things she used Rod’s face for a canvas. Shortly he was adorned with blush and eyeliner, lipstick and eyeshadow, and countless other potions and creams.

He looked at himself in the mirror, then he looked down at his lap.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“No, you were looking at your cock.”

He heaved a breath, then admitted, “I felt my cock twitch.

Roxanne smiled. “So Rod likes being all girly.”

“I didn’t say that.”

She reached into his lap and felt his penis. She frowned. “How big was it before Chuck got you hooked on estrogen?”

Maybe eight inches. It was big enough for me to have fun.”

She shook her head. “Now I want to give Chuck a punch in the face.”

“Nah,” he said. “He’s a joke.”

“Well, okay. But you’ve still got a while, and this house is a mess.”

It wasn’t that much of a mess, and Rod got out the vacuum, dusted, and felt weird. He was doing housewife things, and whenever he had to stretch up he became super aware of his heels, his dress riding up, the feel of his bra.

Roxanne worked on the computer while he cleaned the house. He noticed, in passing, that she was watching other women, and men, fight. And she was making notes on a pad about their fighting quirks.

Brings back hand back when she jabs.

Stutter step before she charges.

Bobs head slightly before a jab.

That was interesting, and Rod liked it. He should have been doing things like this.

The following day was the same routine in the morning. Work out. And he was allowed.

In the afternoon Roxanne told him to get in the car.

They drove downtown to Annie’s Hair Shack.

Roxanne led the way into the building. “Hey, bitches,” she crowed. “My friends needs a do over and some nails. Maybe a pedicure, too.”

The beauticians all booed her, but it was obvious it was all in fun.

A girl name of Shelly came over to Rod, then stopped. “Aren’t you the one…”

“He’s the one. He dented my gloves with his face.”

For a moment Shelly just stood there. Roxanne grinned and waited. Rod watched the woman.

Then Shelly sighed. “All right. But it was a lousy fight.” She began to work on Rod.

At one point Shelly made a cutting remark, and Rod was surprised when Roxanne went to bat for him.

“He was fucked over by his trainer.”

The girls down the row, and their clients, were listening.

Roxanne explained about the estrogen, and how Chuck and Susan had bet against him. When she was done the attitude in the beauty saloon had changed. The girls were sympathetic to Rod. They were also grumbling about Chuck.

“I know his wife, Susan. I never knew they were those kind of people.”

“Hey, it was Rod’s fault, he was the dummy.”

And that was correct, but now he was no longer the hated dummy.

And if the attitude in the beauty salon was changed, that wasn’t the only thing. Rod’s toenails turned bright red. His fingernails turned red.

“Don’t make those nails too long,” Roxanne warned. “He’s my bitch for the week, and I want him to be able to work.”

Rod was experiencing strange emotions. Now the girls were treating him like he was one of them. They whispered little asides to him, they touched him in passing, and it was actually endearing.

In fact, Rod liked it.

He was a loner. He had never been married. And now…they were treating him almost like he was family.

An hour later he walked out of Annie’s Hair Shack a changed man. He was softer, more thoughtful, and he liked the way Roxanne was holding his hand.

She grinned at him, saw him altering, and they drove back to the house.

The next day was a work out, and it was a tough one. Rod was getting accustomed to being the weak sister, but he was also rising to the challenge. These were the kind of work outs he liked, the kind he would have driven himself to if not for Chuck. He might still have to take the rest of the pink pills, and then follow the doctor’s instructions, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t give it his all.

At the end of the work out he was sweating copiously, and the guys were starting to appreciate his talents a bit more.

It wasn’t just muscle, it was the do or die attitude he cultivated. Without Chuck to dampen him he started moving faster, getting punches in, and sometimes he managed to get his weight behind it.

After the work out he cleaned the house. Today was an outside day, and he cut the lawn, trimmed the bushes, and cleaned the outside of the windows.

He was aware, as he did these things, that Roxanne was checking him out. She was staring at him with a thoughtful look on her face.

Finally, dinner, and he headed for his bedroom to change. He stripped and hopped into the shower. When he got out, lathered and rinsed and smelling clean, Roxanne was waiting. She was sitting on his bed, feet up on the edge, just waiting.

Rod was naked, just a towel.

“Come here, Rod.”

Rod knew something was up, and he stepped to the side of the bed and stood in front of her.

Roxanne put her feet down and scooted over towards him. She pulled the towel and dropped it on the floor. She studied his minuscule meat.

“Damn,” she said. “Eight inches?”

“Thereabouts.”

She was breathing a little heavily, and she reached forward and took his dong in her hand.

It might be small, but it was very sensitive. Maybe more sensitive. He groaned, and was turned on. He knew how strong she was. He had been thrown to the mat by her, punched by her, and he knew she was strong enough to rip his dick off.

Instead, she was soft, gentle, and she stroked it as if her hand was made of feathers.

Rod stiffened. Well, his body stiffened.

His cock stiffened a little.

Roxane moved her head forward and took it in her mouth. She could easily deep throat it, and Rod’s knees grew weak as she pressed her mouth around it.

She drew her head back, but held on to his nuts.

“I’d kill that fucking Chuck.”

Then she stood up and left the room.

Rod almost collapsed from the throbbing in his groin. That was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to him in his life. Her mouth was so soft. She had been wearing pink lipstick and he imagined he could still feel it sliding over his dong.

Now shivering, he got dressed. And the clothes he wore turned him on even more. His panties excited his near hairless legs, and he stopped and shaved his legs. His bra held his boobs, and he felt the nipples and groaned. He slipped on a dress, then nylons. He freshened his make up and went out to dinner.

It was a changed mood. It was, in a sense, awkward. But it was a good awkward.

Roxanne seemed not embarrassed at all, and they discussed this and that, mostly training, then Rod blurted, “My dick wasn’t supposed to shrink.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No. Chuck said it wouldn’t shrink unless I took testosterone blockers.”

“Then there must be some blockers in your pills. Why don’t you take them down and have the doctor analyze them? Maybe he can give you better pills?”

Rod nodded. Then he said, “For a girl who beat the crap out of me…you’re pretty nice.”

She reached across the table and chucked his chin. “I love a weak man.”

Then they both laughed.

Amazingly, though he had been used and abused, Rod didn’t feel like a weak man around Roxanne.

He felt like a strong woman.

Rod got a change of pills, and it helped. Work out after work out, he felt himself getting stronger. And his dick started to recover. Not fast, but it was recovering. He started getting hard ons. Not big ones, but…hard ons.

Roxanne, of course, noticed.

“So, Rod has got his dickie back.”

She had gotten in the habit of coming into Rod’s room and playing with his penis after he showered.

Rod groaned.

She put her mouth on it, sucked, and Rod reached his hands up and cupped his breasts. Then he stopped.

Roxanne took her mouth off him and said, “Do that. Feel yourself. I want to watch you.”

Slightly embarrassed, but also horny as hell, Rod did what she asked. He cupped his breasts and rubbed his palm over his nipples. He groaned, and she smiled and began to suck on him again.

At dinner, a little later, she confessed, “I used to love to suck on my husband’s dick. I never wanted him to cum, I just enjoyed the look of anguish on his face.”

“Anguish?”

“When he realized I wasn’t sucking on him to get him to cum.”

“You keep sucking on me and I’m going to cum.”

Roxanne frowned. Then: “I’m going to get you a chastity tube.”

Rod said, “You know, if my dick grows back, then my body will grow back, and I’ll be able to kick your ass.”

Roxanne stared at him, then sighed. “We should talk about that.”

“About what?”

“You’ve been here a couple of months.”

“Uh…yeah.”

“You were supposed to be my bitch for a month.”

“I know,” he looked guilty.

“So why didn’t you up and leave before this?”

“Well, I was having a good time.”

“You enjoy being a girl.”

“No. No!” He looked panicked. “I just enjoy the work outs, and you’re fun to be around.”

She leaned forward and gazed intently at him. “You enjoy being a girl.”

He said nothing, but his face was red as red could be.

“You enjoy the make up, the way the girls treat you at Annie’s. You like wearing a bra and having breasts.”

He sounded like he was choking. I like karate…I’m a fighter and…and…”

“You’re a fighter all right. And now you’re fighting to stay a woman.”

He went silent.

“You can keep staying here. You can work out, and be a woman. But we’re going to have to get something straight between us.”

“What?”

“Come on.” She took his hand and lead him down the hall to her bedroom. “Get on the bed.”

She bent to her dresser and took out a strap on.

He stared, his eyes wide.

“I don’t think…”

“Shush. You’re my girly man, and this is the price you’re going to pay.”

He said nothing and watched as she buckled the harness and clicked a dildo onto it.

She faced him. Walked towards the bed. She stopped and they stared at each other.

“This is going to feel good. And I’m going to want you to keep taking the pills. I want you to be a woman, but I also want you to have a dick. But right now, you don’t have a dick, and I do.”

“I’m afraid,” he blurted.

“I know you are. But I also know you’re brave. You speak up when you feel it’s right. You’re kind enough not to go beat the living shit out of that scum bucket Chuck. You’re a good work out partner. Heck, I’m looking forward to when you get strong enough…I know you’re going to be a tough partner, and you’ll make sure I get the best work out possible. Now lay back and spread your legs.

Rod lay back and moved his legs apart.

Roxanne moved in and pushed his dress back up over his mid section. She pulled his panties down, then she simply ripped them apart. It was a good show of strength. She tossed the pieces aside and grinned at him.

“I’ll be a lot more gentle with you.”

Rod could hardly breath. He was faint. He felt her strong hands pushing his legs further apart.

“Please,” he said. “Please.” He didn’t know what he was asking for.

Roxanne reached for the side of the bed and found a jar of lube. She unscrewed the wide cap and dipped her fingers in.

Rod gasped. Her fingers were so damned strong, yet she applied the goop so gently. He felt like her fingers were little tire irons, and his flesh had never felt so vulnerable.

“That’s it, honey. I promise, you’re going to like this. Every man does, but few are man enough to give into it.”

Rod was shivering. Partly from the fingers in his butt, partly from his fear.

Yet, she was right. There was something here that he desperately wanted.

She pushed a finger into him and he jerked. She wiggled it around and grinned.

It felt like somebody had just poured lightening pleasure into his butt hole. He moaned and his head tilted back.

She took her time, using two fingers, then three.

He could tell when she increased the number of fingers in him, and it was okay. In fact, the more fingers the greater the pleasure.

His legs wee spread wide now, and she was holding his little cock and stroking it.

“Okay,” he whimpered. “Okay!”

She pushed her plastic peter into him and he arched his back and exhaled a mighty “Ahhhh!”

“Told you,” she said in a low voice, and she began to push in and pull out.

He felt the hard plastic opening him up, forcing his passage to expand. It hurt, but in a good way.

Rod started to make gurgling sounds. He couldn’t think for the expansion of his channel. All he could feel was his hole stretching, and expanding, and accommodating.

“Oh, yes! Yes!” he finally admitted.

Roxanne pulled on his dick, palpated his balls, then leaned forward and sucked on his nipples.

Rod arched his back and held her head.

She moved further forward, driving her penis all the way in, and she asked, “Is this what you want?”

“Yes!” he sobbed. “Yes.”

She smiled and continued fucking him.


EPILOGUE

Chuck parked his truck in front of the grocery store. He sauntered in to pick up some beer and ciggies. He was standing in line, when suddenly the person in front of him, a good looking girl, turned around and faced him.

“Hello, Chuck.” Cool tones. “I see you’re driving a new truck.”

For a second Chuck was blank, then he realized who he was talking to.

“Rod? Is that…” Holy fuck! you turned into a sissy!”

Chuck was quite surprised when the girl next to Chuck spun around and punched him in the mouth.

Of course he didn’t realize how surprised he was until he woke up some time later.

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

The Stepforth Husband


Bend Over for the Girls!

He was fine with feminization

until she took him to a biker’s bar!


PART ONE

“Hey! Look at this!” Chuck came out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist.

Josie looked up from here iPad and blinked.

Chuck was pudgy. Not fat, just a little chunky, and he was hairy. Real hairy.

And he had shaved his pectoral muscles.

Josie shook her head and said, What the fuck?”

“See? I shaved my tits! Now I’ve got boobs like you!”

Josie was a medium thick, and she had nice, big boobs. Now Chuck’s, with a bit of fat on his pectorals, looked like hers.

“What did you do?”

“I shaved my pecs, made ‘em look like boobs, just like yours.”

Josie started laughing, behind the laughter was a gleam of eagerness. “Come here, let me feel those puppies.”

Chuck sashayed over, letting his hips sway, and his pectoral boobs actually jiggled a little bit.

“Oh, my God! I love it!” Josie felt a surge of sexuality explode from her groin. She brought her hands up and felt his now smooth tits.

“God! If these were only real!” She plastered her mouth onto his nipples. They weren’t big, but they were exciting.”

“I thought you’d like them,” Chuck laughed. He looked down as she suckled on him.

Sucking on his tips, Josie pulled the towel off and grabbed his nuts. His cock was already at half mast, and it quickly spurted  up.

Chuck groaned as she squeezed him. He wanted her to suck him, but she looked up at him, “Honey, you need to do this to your whole body.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life. You’re burning my pussy up. Go use my Nair. Get rid of all your hair!”

She didn’t want to let go of his boobs, but she had to. She pushed him away, towards the bathroom, and the look in her eyes was like that of a hungry wolf.

Chuck didn’t expect such an exciting reaction to his little joke. He backed off, and now he was excited. Josie was fairly complacent as a lover, and he had become a bit lackadaisical as a result. But now, the fever she was displaying, he was getting hornier.

“Really?”

“Fucking really. Stop. I’m coming with you. I want to watch this.”

They went into the bathroom and Josie got out a bottle of Nair. She didn’t wait for him, she slathered it over his skin, smushing it into his hair. She rubbed it in circles and it turned into a sort of foam.

“My cock, too?” He moaned, loving the slick feeling of being. rubbed.

“Of course,” she muttered. She coated his balls, stroked a layer onto his cock, and rubbed it alongside his asshole.

Chuck stood for a long minute, looking at his body, looking at his body in the mirror. then he looked at Josie.

“I always thought you like my hairy-ness?”

“Not really.”

“Well, I’m about to be baby butt bald.”

Josie gulped nervously. “I can’t believe how hot this has got me. I feel like my pussy is going to cum just anticipating.

Chuck grinned. He was nervous, this was kinky, but…what man isn’t kinky?

After fifteen minutes Chuck said, “It’s getting a little warm.”

“When it’s hot we’ll rinse you off.”

“Okay.”

They didn’t have long to wait. Only a minute passed and Chuck said, “It’s like a bad sunburn now.”

Into the shower he went. Josie followed him, too excited to wait. The warm water rained down and they rinsed him off. Her hands swiped him and his hair slid down his flesh and onto the tiles. It only took a minute for his body to be a gleaming, pudgy sheen of slick flesh.

“Oh, fuck!” Josie moaned. “Get out. I want to see you.”

Chuck stepped out and started toweling himself off. Josie grabbed the towel and told him, “Don’t move.”

He was bare. He was bald. There wasn’t a trace of a hair on his body, and in their exuberance they had gotten rid of his head hair. He still had a bit of eyebrows, but his scalp was hairless.

“Oh, no!” Chuck yelped, catching sight of himself in a mirror. “I’m bald!”

Josie had a hand over her mons and was squeezing. Her knees were slightly bent and toughing. She was having a hard time breathing. “No…it’s okay,” she gasped out. Just sit on my vanity!”

Chuck, now a bit alarmed, sat down at her vanity. He stared at himself in the mirror.

Josie, still breathing hard, her hands trembling, picked up an eyebrow pencil. She took several breaths and tried to steady herself, then she braced her hand on his cheek and drew in his eyebrows.

It worked. The dark color, aided by the thin line of remaining eyebrows, made it look like he had eyebrows. Of course they were thinner, and she had to make them arch a little, but it was good.

Chuck’s mouth opened and he stared at himself.

He had had thick eyebrows. Now he had thin eyebrows. He moved his forehead and they waggled. It was sort of neat, but he still wondered how long it would take for his real eyebrows to grow back in.

“What about my head?” he blurted.

“Don’t worry…” Josie went into her closet. She rummaged through things and couldn’t believe how her chest was pounding. Her nipples felt like flashpoints. Her chest was blushing.

She came out with a wig.

She put a strip of tape on the front lip, placed it carefully over his head, and pressed down.

Chuck was suddenly aware that he had a boner. A big boner. It was throbbing and he put a hand down and held it. Fuck,” he whispered.

Josie came around and turned his head towards her. She inspected his face closely, then nodded.

“What do you think.”

“Your eyes need more work,” she answered.

It had started as an accident, but now there was a sense of the serious about it.

Josie picked up an eyeliner pencil and very carefully, now her hand was steady, traced his lower lids, then his upper lids.

She smiled. She smudged the liner a bit, then realized it was all or nothing. She put more eyeliner on him and smudged it to create a shadowy look around his eyes.

Chuck stared at the pencil so close to his eyes and gulped. “What are you doing?” Though he had an inkling.

“Shush,” she said.

Then, smiling, she raised up, took his hand off his penis and sat down. His thick member slid right into her and she sighed.

“Nothing could be finer than a penis in vagina in the morning.”

Chuck laughed. He was excited, and the rhyme of the old song excited him more. It should have been ‘nothing could be finer than to be Carolina in the morning.’

He shuddered as she wiggled on his dick.

“Hold still,” she snapped.

She used mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Lucky male, he already had thick eyelashes, now they were thicker and longer.

Chuck was having a hard time holding still. His dick was high up in her and the head was responding to the rubbing of her inner flesh on the under head.

“Oh, geez,” he whispered.

Josie smiled and reached behind her. She picked up a tube of lipstick and twisted the bottom. Nice, bright red.

She rolled it onto his lips.

“That burns.”

“That’s a built in plumper. Your lips are getting bigger.”

Chuck could feel it. It was like coating his lips with special hot sauce, that kind that makes you cry. He could feel his lips and he licked them to cool them down.

“Stop that!”

“Stop what?”

“Don’t lick your lipstick off. Let it sink in.”

He nodded, and the beginnings of nervousness welled up inside him.

He sat while she gave him long, red fingernails, and he sipped more booze. He needed to.

Chuck, in spite of having his penis her slit, was really feeling nervous now. He had shaved his chest for a joke, but he suddenly realized that the joke had gone too far. They had played with make up and role reversal a little, but now they were going far beyond a little playtime.

“I don’t think I want to look like a girl.”

“Do you want me to suck you off?”

He smiled. He was a sucker for a blow job.

“If you let me do this I’ll not only suck your dick…I’ll get out the strap on.”

Chuck was hooked. He loved the strap on, but she rarely poked him. She wasn’t repulsed by poking him, she was just sort of ‘what’s in it for me?’

“Now then. I’m going to get you into a corset, and you’re going to take it. Do you understand?”

Visions of blow jobs dancing in his head, dreams of pegging swirling about his cranium, he nodded.

Josie smiled and went back into the closet.

The corset was the real thing, low scoops for the tits, boned, ties in the back.

“Lay on the bed.”

He did.

She fastened the hooks, then had him roll over. She began pulling the ties.

“Oh, I can’t…breath.”

“Take small breaths, high in the chest.”

He tried, and it worked. He was still a little faint, but he could function.

The weird thing was that the corset pushed his chest up, and now his ‘boobs’ looked even more real. Certainly bigger.

“You have to pee?”

He did, so he did, and returned to the bedroom.

“Okay, on with the chastity tube.”

He groaned, but peeing had let him go down a bit and he slipped the thing on.

Josie grinned. “I love that thing.”

“It does make me horny,” admitted Chuck.

She clicked the lock and laughed at the look on his face.

“Every time I do that you look like you’re going to choke.”

He said nothing, just stared at his groin as it started to fight the nefarious device attached to his peeny.

Josie brought out a wrap around dress and put it on him. The lapels crisscrossed, and he had cleavage showing. It was shimmery blue and though he was pudgy, he now looked curvy. Real curvy.

“What am I doing?” he asked himself.

“You’re getting fucked the way you like it.”

His mouth was twisted in a slight frown. But the cock struggling in his cage reassured him. There was nothing like being horny and contained.

“Okay, let’s get your gaff out.”

Sighing, he went to his drawer, had trouble bending over because of the corset, and found his gaff.

He sat on the edge of the bed and she knelt and put the gaff over his feet and pulled it up. When it was high enough he helped, and they snugged it tight.

Now he couldn’t get a hard on, and his whole package was stretched back between his legs. He had a totally smooth front.

“Here’s some nylons.”

She helped him roll the nylons up. His legs were now fine stems, curvy and sexy and very feminine.

“Don’t make me wear the high heels.”

She took mercy on him and gave him one inch flats. Then, mercy forgotten, she got out small padlocks and put them through the loops. His shoes were now locked on.

“Fuck,” he whispered, but she just laughed.

He was almost done. She added a bit more make up, hung some earrings from his lobes, then told him to go make a couple of drinks.

Chuck walked down the hallway. He could make some clicking sounds with his heels. Not the super hard clicking, but it was enough that he wouldn’t be mistaken for a man.

Chuck went into the kitchen and got out the Wild Turkey Long Branch. He half filled two glasses with ice, poured in the Long Branch, then added Coke to take the burn off.

Some people liked the burn, said that was what made it real sipping whiskey. Chuck didn’t, and neither did Josie.

He sat down at the table and sipped his drink and waited for Josie. Three minutes later he heard the click of her heels in the hallway.

He smiled. He loved it when she got dressed up. She had a killer body and he loved to see it all packaged and sexy.

She entered the room and his jaw dropped.

She was wearing a pair of jeans. They were too long and only her tall heels—which made her taller than him—enabled her to keep the leg hems from dragging on the floor.

Her blouse was a sturdy blue chambray, nothing fancy. Oddly, she had no chest.

Then he realized: she had bound her boobs! Just like his cock was in prison, her big, glorious, beautiful boobs were in prison!

And her hair was tied back, pulled tight in a pony tail. And the pony tail was down the back of her shirt.

No make up. but her beautiful skin didn’t need any.

Not even any lipstick. Her beautiful, naturally curvy M of a mouth was naturally pink and soft.

She didn’t look like a man, but it was obvious that she was dressing like one.

Then he noticed the pièce de résistance.

Her pants were slightly loose at the crotch, but Chuck could see the big roll hanging down. She was wearing her strap on!

“What the fuck?” blurted Chuck.

Josie just smiled and picked up her drink. “I’m the designated driver tonight, so you can drink as much as you want to.”

Chuck quaffed his drink and, his hands shaking, made himself another one. He couldn’t stop looking at her crotch.

Josie topped her drink off with pure Coke. She smiled. “Okay, lover, this is the night we make all your dreams come true.”

He took a big gulp of his second drink. He wasn’t much of a drinker, and he was going to be drunk pretty fast.

While he took big sips, Josie picked up her phone and started texting.

“Who you texting?” asked Chuck.

“Just some friends. Letting them know I’ll be busy.”

Chuck nodded, and sipped. He looked at the rim of his glass and saw lipstick. When he blinked the world shuttered a bit because of his lengthened lashes.

“Well, okay.”

Josie smiled.

Josie drove. The man was in charge, right?

They headed down Main Street and took a road leading out of town. They went through the agricultural district, and just before the road up the mountains she pulled into a roadhouse.

‘Benny’s Bowl!’ read the sign. It was just inside the big, front window and it had blinking Christmas tree lights on the edges of the letters. There was a rough painting of a bowl of chili with a tendril of smoke rising from it. Somebody had managed to pull the sign out, written ‘Balls’ over the bowl, and put the sign back in place. Over the years the owner had just left it.

Chili wasn’t the main draw of this place, anyway.

“You’re bringing me to a biker bar?”

“It’s not totally a biker bar. It’s been upgraded.”

Chuck stared at the building, and he felt a touch of fear in his heart. He was dressed like a girl, bikers liked girls, but he didn’t think they liked fake girls. What would actually happen to him if he went in there?

“Come on, honey. I’ll protect you.”

Josie chuckled and got out of the car. With a remark like that Chuck decided not to get out.

Josie opened the door for him and he just sat there and shook his head.

Josie told him to get out a couple more times, but he refused, then a pair of Harley’s drove up next to the car.

Chuck was white-faced now, feeling a bit of terror.

“Hey, guys. My girlfriend won’t get out of the car. You want to help her?”

The bikers were big, chunky fellows, both over six feet, and both with a hard layer of muscles under the fat.

They looked at each other and grinned.

They put their kickstands down and stepped off their bikes. They sauntered the few feet to the car, then stopped, a puzzled expression on their faces.

“You ain’t…”

“Are you…”

Josie reached down and squeezed her big, plastic meat. “Honey, I’m all man.

The two bikers started snickering, then laughed. It was so obvious that Josie was a woman. Then they looked into the car.

Chuck’s eyes were big and round. He had cleavage and was made up, he was more difficult to assign manliness to.

The bikers realized he was the male, and snickered. They reached in and grabbed Chuck and just ripped him out of the car.

“Ow!”

“Oh, that don’t hurt, mama. Now come on in and have a beer or eight.”

Chuck was squeezed between them, and the biker on the left put his arm around Josie’s waist and they headed for the bar.

The inside of the bar was just starting to come alive. There was a band doing a pretty good Doors imitation, the lead singer knew how to growl and wail. The drummer was a large woman, almost round, and she knew how to beat the skins.

Bikers were sitting at the bar and they turned around and, seeing who it was, yelled greetings.

The barman, a skinny dude with a fu manchu, was pouring beer and mixing drinks non stop.

“Hey, guys, we brought a couple of girl friends with us.”

Josie grabbed her big weenie and squeezed it. “I’m a guy, and don’t you forget it, unless you want me to pork your fat asses!”

The bikers howled, slammed their mugs on the counter and slapped each others backs.

Then two biker mamas strode out of the restroom. They took one look at Chuck and Josie and approached them.

One of them, a hard-faced woman with scraggly hair and missing a tooth put her arm around Josie. “How about it, honey, wanna fuck?”

Again, the bikers all laughed, then they calmed down and watched to see what would happen.

The other woman, who had a skinny face with a ton of lines on it and absolutely no tits put her arm over Chuck’s shoulders. “While Sandy fucks your man, you wanna fuck?”

Chuck had had enough. He squeaked, “I’m really a guy.”

This caused the loudest laugh yet.

“You had me fooled,” yelled the woman. “Barney! Give us some beers.”

Josie yelled out, “Chuckalina wants bourbon in her beer.

Chuckalina. Chuck was mortified, terror stricken, and wanted to run out of the bar faster than the roadrunner escaped Wiley Coyote. He wasn’t given a chance, however. Two large bikers came up next to him and propelled him towards a booth. Chuck was pushed into the booth and bikers slid in after him. There were three bikers and the thin faced girl.

Jose was back at the bar talking to a couple of the bikers.

“Hey, mama. You’re a pretty good looking bitch.”

Chuck held up his finger with his wedding ring on it. “I’m married.”

One of the bikers opined, “I like married women most of all. They know how to do it best.

Another biker said, “Nah. They get married and they turn into nags.”

A mug of beer, half filled with bourbon, made its appearance and Chuck, desperate, began sucking the super potent suds through a straw.

The band was playing Moonlight Drive, and more bikers charged through the front door.

The argument at the table was getting louder, and suddenly one said to the other. “If women turn into nags when they get married, where does that put your wife?”

Everybody stared at the biker who had the question put to him. He half stood up and yelled across the bar. “Betty! Are you a nagging bitch!”

The woman in question, she was short and powerful looking turned and said, “You want some you fucking cunt?”

The whole bar, even the band members, laughed.

The guy in the booth put up his hands, grinned, and yelled back, “No, dear.”

Within minutes Chuck finished his boilermaker. Well, technically it wasn’t a boiler maker, it didn’t have a shot glass in it, but it had all the ingredients.

The bikers were now talking about the value of chain drives vs belt drives.

The booze had caught up to Chuck and he belched, very unladylike, and said, “I gotta go.”

His eyes, under the make up, were a bit bleary. His lips had really responded to the plumper and they were big and fat and red.

“Aw, honey, the party has just started.”

“No. I gotta go go. I gotta,” he thought about how women would say it. “I gotta tinkle.”

Laughing, the bikers let him up and two of them helped him across the dance floor to the restrooms.

As they passed the bar, Chuck saw Josie talking to a huge biker. She was saying, “Heck, you been fucking the bitches your whole life. Isn’t it time to find out how the bitches can fuck you? When the shoe is on the other foot?”

Chuck frowned. He felt punchy, and he didn’t totally understand what Josie was saying.

They went down a short hallway and came to the rear door. Just before the rear door were two doors, one on each side of the hall. The one on the right had a sign that said, ‘bitches.’ It was burnt into the wood with a wood burning tool. The door on the left had ‘bastards’ on it.

“Which one you want, honey?”

Chuck had no idea what the difference between bitches and bastards was, so he just pushed through the door on the right.

A mama was just coming out, and she stopped and stared at Chuck.

“Outa the way, Shelly. Our new mama needs to tinkle.”

Chuck headed for a stall. He was followed by the two bikers. He lifted his dress, pulled down his gaff, and sat on the toilet.

The bikers, grinned widely, leaned against the sides of the stall door and watched.

Chuck normally never would have been able to pee in front of men like these. He was a private person, anyway, but all the beer had run right through him and he started peeing.

“What’s that thing he’s wearing?”

“You mean ‘she’s wearing?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s a chastity tube.”

“Really?”

“Yep.”

“So he can’t…’she’ can’t get a boner?”

“Hell, look at her, if she wasn’t sitting down she’d be spraying all over the place.

Chuck ’s head was down and he watched the yellow stream spray out of the tube. He belched. And a long minute later he was done. He wiped as best he could, which caused the bikers to chuckle, then he pulled up his gaff and let down his dress.

He started out of the stall, but the bikers stopped him. “Hey, Mama, time for you to put out a little.”

“I’m not…you can’t…”

One of the bikers pulled him out of the stall. He pushed Chuck over the sink counter and unzipped his pants. He pulled out a hog that was appropriate for a man of his size. It was fat and thick and long and his balls were large and hairy.

A woman walked in. “Geez, Harry,” she said as she washed her hands and looked in the mirror. “Couldn’t you do that in the other bathroom?”

“Nah.” Harry lifted Chuck’s dress and gripped the waist band of the tight gaff. He was about to pull it down when a huge roar erupted from the front room.

The bikers looked to the door as if they could see what was happening.

The woman looked out the door, grinned and turned back to Harry and his friend. “You guys won’t believe this.”

They left Chuck bent over the corner and went to the door. Big smiles lit up their faces, and they didn’t even look back at Chuck. They just charged back into the front room.

Chuck straightened up. He pulled his dress down and looked at himself in the mirror.

God, he looked feminine. His tits were really pressed up and they made him look skinnier than he was. His wig was holding up, and his make up was fine.

He brushed a hand through his hair a couple of times, then staggered out of the bathroom.

The front room was a madhouse.

Half a dozen women, really sexy women with big tits and tight dresses, had entered Benny’s Bowl. They were immaculately made up. They were grinning, and the bikers were all gathered around them. At the end of the bar several of the regular biker’s mamas were clustered and looking pretty sour. Women missing teeth couldn't compete against these babes.

Chuck stood at the other end of the bar, just outside the short hallway to the restrooms, and looked around. Getting rid of that load of used beer had done him good, but he was still pretty dazed.

Josie came up next to him. “How’s it going, honey?”

“I dunno,” he swayed.

Josie snickered and called out for another boilermaker. Ten seconds later she was putting it in Chuck’s red tipped paw. “Relax, honey. I called the girls up, and they came down to help protect you.”

“They almost fucked me in the bathroom,” blurted Chuck.”

“Oh, okay.” Josie licked her lips and smiled.

Chuck tried to figure it out. Did she want him to be fucked? Was she really here to ‘protect’ him? Or did she have some nefarious, ulterior motive?

But there was no answer. He sucked the super suds and then she took him back into the bathroom.

“Let’s fix you up, honey.” She powdered his face and checked his eyes and repainted his lips. When she was done she peered at him, patted his cheek, and pulled him back out to the bar.

In the bar Josie’s friends were having a blast. All these big, dirty men gathered around, leering at them, appreciating them, it was fun.

Chuck and Josie watched as one of the biker women, the one who had admitted to being a nagging bitch, stomped across the floor, grabbed her husband and pulled to get him to leave. He shrugged her off. She came to the bar and asked for a beer. Beer in hand she turned to Chuck and Josie. “Things are going to get out of hand if you and your friends don’t leave.”

Josie just laughed and gave her plastic peeny a squeeze. “Men don’t fuck men.”

“Yeah? Well when the boys get done with Chuckalina he might not be a man anymore.

Chuck turned to Josie. “What’s she mean?”

“Nothing, baby. Just drink your drink. Barkeep! We need another one!”

The band on the small stage was screaming ‘Light my Fire.’ It wasn’t as good as the original Doors, but it was appropriate to the scene.

The biker mama went back to her girl friends, and they started to leave. Not all at once, a couple of a time, but shortly the bar was filled with a couple of dozen, big, smelly bikers, a half dozen beautiful women, and Chuck and Josie.

And the band, of course.

“Come on, honey, let’s dance.”

Josie was wearing heels, and that put her an inch taller than Chuck in his one inch flats. He was wasted, so she put her arms around him and took control.

The dance floor was just a little square of parquet missing pieces. Still, it was usable, and Josie held Chuck and spun him slowly around the floor.

She didn’t move fast, in spite of the song, because he would have fallen down.

He put his head on her shoulder and held on.

Josie was having a ball. Sure, things might get out of hand, but the bikers seemed to leave her alone for Chuck. They preferred the female illusion over the male illusion. Still, she had made sure they were both protected by calling her friends.

“You want me to fuck you, honey?”

Chuck nodded his head against her flesh. “Umm.”

“Do you like being a woman?”

“Uh huh,” he reached up and took one of her hands and placed it on his tit, just inside the dress.”

“Oh, my,” she said. “Your nipple is erect. You’re horny.”

“Uh huh.”

At that point one of the bikers moved in. “Mind if I cut in?”

Josie smiled and handed Chuck over to the biker.

Chuck was out of it. He didn’t care. He just latched onto the new body and let himself be handled around the floor.

“You’re pretty sexy, Mama.”

He spoke through a big, bushy beard. His eyes were small like a pig’s. Chuck held on and felt the muscle sliding underneath the fat. This was a guy who could take the motor out of a Harley and cross the street with it in his bare hands. Chuck was a pipsqueak compared to him.

The biker reached under his dress and felt his boob.

“Hey!” Chuck protested weakly.

“I heard you got your prick all trapped.”

The biker reached under his dress, there was no pretense at dancing now, and felt Chuck’s crotch.

“Shit! Feel that! What’s it like?”

“It makes you horny,” Chuck burbled the explanation.

“So you’re like horny right now.”

Chuck nodded. He didn’t understand why they weren’t moving around.

“So you’d like to fuck right now.”

Chuck nodded. He was thinking of his wife, not this monster brute who was manhandling him.

“Well, come on. Let’s go out back and I’ll show you how a real man does it.”

The biker put his arm around Chuck’s waist and near lifted him up. He headed for the short hallway that led out back.

Chuck looked to the side and saw Josie.

Josie looked at him and smiled.


PART TWO

The biker pushed open the back door and strode onto a gravel parking lot. His engineer boots scrunched loudly and he head for a car in the corner.

Chuck struggled, beating feebly at the biker’s arms.

“Come on, missy,” his voice was gruff when he spoke. “Let’s have some fun.”

The biker reached the car, it was an old Chevy with spots of rust on it. He pushed Chuck over the hood and lifted his dress.

Chuck tried to kick, but the biker just pushed the small of his back with one hand and unzipped his pants.

His cock was huge. It was like one of those big, over-sized cucumbers one sees in a store. He held it in one, pulled Chuck’s gaff down and—

“Hey!”

The biker turned. The women were all there.

“What?” The biker asked, a bit confused.

“Off limits.”

The biker stood and scratched his head. “What? How come? She’s good looking!” As if being good looking was perfect justification for a bit of forcible love making.

“Sorry, dude, she’s ours.”

The women’s heels made sharp sounds on the gravel as they moved in. They shoved the biker aside and one of the women pulled Chuck’s gaff up and straightened out his dress.

Chuck staggered as they helped him back across the parking lot. He was still drunk, but the incident had depleted some of his drunkenness.

“Well, hey! Wait a minute!”

Two of the girls stopped and turned around. They looked at each other and grinned. One of the girls said, “I think that’s a dick between his legs.”

The other one nodded. “Toss you for it.”

“You think he can’t take on two of us?”

Now the biker was grinning. His prick was poking out from under his large belly.

“I can handle two bitches.”

The two women moved forward and one squatted down and took his big penis in her mouth. It was almost too much for her and she gagged. The other one reached into his pants and fondled his balls.

“Now we’re talking,” the big guy sighed.

The last thing Chuck saw, as he was pushed through the back door, was the big biker lifting one of the beautiful women up and sliding her down over his cock.

When Josie saw Chuck go out the door she had raised two fingers to her red lips and given a shrill whistle.

The bikers were a bit surprised when all the women jumped up and headed for the back door. A few of them followed the women and watched the play. More of them just headed for the bar and more beer.             

The bikers cheered when the women came back in. They made room at the bar and Chuck was soon sucking down another boilermaker.

He found himself at a booth and Josie was sitting next to him.

“I thought…I thought you were going to let him…”

“Oh, honey. If that’s your bent, go to it. But you should have some choice in the matter, right?”

Chuck nodded. He was close to tears. Being taken outside against his will, being reminded of how weak a man he was next to some of these behemoths, it shook him.

He sipped again, and Josie brushed his hair back and studied him. “You really are a beautiful woman, you know.”

“I am?” he sniffed.

“Oh, yeah. We’re going to have to do this again. I love dressing you up and taking charge. Makes my pussy all wet.”

Chuck stared at her.

“There is, however, something you should know.”

He sipped more suds and waited.

“These girls all came here to rescue you. You owe them.”

Chuck looked confused. “I do?”

“Of course you do. And at the end of the night they’re going to want to collect.”

Chuck had no idea what Josie was talking about.

“Right now, however, they’re going to have to fuck all these guys. If we don’t fuck them they’ll get surly, and then we won’t be able to stop them from doing what they want.”

“Me,” Chuck admitted.

“You. If they get mean they’re going to want to take you outside and have their fun, and there won’t be anything I or the girls can do to stop it. Have you seen how big these guys are?”

He looked around the room and nodded. They weren’t all monsters, but most of them were. They wore their jean jackets with the club logo on the back. A lot of them had fat, over flowing bellies, but they were strong under that, and a few of them looked absolutely mean.

Chuck turned to Josie and asked, “What are they going to…”

“We’re going to fuck them. All of them. I believe it’s called ‘pulling the train.’”

“You are?”

“Yep.”

“But…even you?”

“Especially me. Heck, I’m responsible for getting these girls here. If I didn’t do it…” she shrugged.

“But can’t we just leave?”

“Take a look at the front door.”

Chuck turned and saw two bikers locking a chain around the door knobs. They looked at each other and grinned.

“Seems like it’s already started. Take a look at the far corner.”

At the far corner one of the women, her name was Shiela, was standing in front of a table. She unbuttoned her jacket top and her boobs were exposed. Then she lay back on the table and spread her legs.

She was a stunningly beautiful woman. Her body was yoga-ed and pilatied. Her breasts were big and thrusting. Her ass was round and her waist thin. She had on expensive high heels and her clothes were high class.

One of the bikers placed his huge paws on her knees and he moved in between her legs. Chuck could just see the frightening size of his hog, and then it was shoved into Shiela.

“Yee haw!” yelled the biker, and he began moving his hips back and forth. Shiela’s legs jerked and twitched as she opened up to make room for his massive girth.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Chuck.

“It’s okay, she wants to do this. And she knows it’s for a good cause.”

“She does? It is?”

“There’s something you should know,” Josie said, putting an arm around Chuck’s shoulders.”

He stared at her.

“Women like to fuck. Us girls here, we all went to the same schools. We would go out on the weekends and see how many men we could fuck.”

“You would?” breathed Chuck, his eyes big.

“Oh, yeah. Yes. When I was in college I averaged a half a dozen a men on the weekend. I would have back to back dates, and they would all end up in a bed somewhere. Or in the backseat of a car, or a park bench. Hell, once I fucked a black man in the back of a bus. When he came another moved in, and I must have fucked a dozen guys before the bus reached the end of the line. Big guys. Sausages like tree trunks. I had so much sperm in me…I left a snail trail for two days.”

Chuck’s mind was blown. He couldn’t believe it. Josie fucked him every once in a while, but not a lot. She complained of headaches, and she gave him a few handjobs, and once she had blown him, but…not his Josie!

“But, you…we don’t do it that much!”

“I hate to tell you this, my love—and I do love you—but your cock isn’t the biggest in the drawer. Actually, it’s on the small size. It gets me horny, but it doesn’t satisfy. And, to tell you more truth, I really got off on dressing you up. I got so hot, hotter than I got in college. When I realized how hot it was I called my girlfriends. I didn’t plan on this particularly, I just sort of moved with the whim. I figured we’d all have a little party, and…so I remembered this bar and its reputation, but then I saw all the bikes parked out front. And the little party became a big party.”

“But…but…”

“Now then, the girls are doing what they can to make sure you don’t get reamed out so big a car could drive up your butt. And I have to help.”

“But…honey…”

“Your asshole, you see, is damageable. It only has so much stretch in it. Our pussies, they can expand, and they aren’t in danger.”

“But, you can’t—“

“Oh, yes. I can. And I must. I have talked to some of the bikers, and they have agreed to this. So, my love….” Josie stood up and unbuttoned her shirt.

Chuck wanted to stop it. He reached out, but a big biker moved in and sat next to him. “Easy, dude. Or dudette. Whichever you prefer.

Chuck watched in horror as Josie threw her shirt up in the air. It got caught on a ceiling fan and started going around and around.

She undid her pants and used her heels to hold the cuffs to the floor as she pulled her legs out of them.

She was a built girl, and when she took the binding off her boobs it was easy to see how built.

She was a perfect 36 by 24 by 38, with triple F cups. Her tits flopped out and several of the bikers who had gathered let out a cheer. One biker, scraggly chin whiskers and a large belly, moved out and grabbed Josie.

Josie gave a shriek of delight when he slung her over his shoulder like a sack of flour. Chuck could see her perfect, round ass, and when the biker turned and headed for a table he saw how her big tits drooped. But, droopy or not, her nipples were as hard as he had ever seen them.

If the girl on the table in the far corner was the hors d’oeuvre, Josie started the main course.

Across the room girls stood up and began disrobing.

The bartender poured himself a drink and came around to sit on the front of the bar. He sat cross legged and watched the festivities as he drank a beer.

If bikers wanted drinks they simply walked behind the bar and made what they wanted.

Chuck was trapped at the table and he watched in shock.

Woman after woman showed her sexy legs, her bountiful bosoms.

Woman after woman went down on big, beefy bikers.

Woman after woman was picked up and carried to a table, or a booth.

This can’t be! he thought.

Yet it was.

He watched as panties and bras were thrown into the air. At one point every woman was lying on a table, legs spread, as the hulking monsters screwed them into insensibility.

Chuck tried to get up at one point, and the bikers just laughed at him and shoved him down.

There were more than two dozen of the brutes, and that meant there were four bikers to every woman. And the bikers would screw, spew, and move to another table.

Women sat up every once in a while and wiped evidence of bukake off their faces. Then they lay back down.

Women ended up on their hands and knees, dicks in their mouths and pussies. Or assholes.

The band was still playing! It was almost as if Jim Morrison himself was crooning out his filthy lyrics.

‘I’m a back door man!’

‘Mother, I want to…’

‘Now you show me your thing!’

On and on it went. Dirty, fat beasts poking their huge members into the tight holes of beautiful women.

The men loved it. They took breaks to drink up, then went back to the endless shuffling between tables. Surprisingly, they were gentle with the women.

The women loved it. They loved the big, fat bodies descending on them, being trapped by bulk as the men pushed their monster penises into them.

It had been a long time since college. Most of them were married and, truth, a little tired of the polite, marital poke on a Saturday night.

These were women. Real women. They wanted real sex. This was a night long in coming, and truly appreciated.

Chuck sat at the table and absorbed the debauchery. Women that he had come in contact with through his wife. Beautiful women, throwing themselves on the fire of lust and perversion.

But, hey, what’s a little perversion between friends?

The bikers took turns baby sitting Chuck, and they kept him supplied with bourbon and Coke. Chuck drank and he drank, but he couldn’t get rid of the sight of beautiful women being defaced, degraded.

And, the most terrible thing in this night of nights? His cock kept wiggling in his chastity tube. It kept trying to get hard, as if it wanted to be free and turned loose on these wanton women.

For hours it went on.

He watched his wife take man after man. She even waved to him at one point, her face a mess of cum and happiness.

But, like all good things, it had to come to an end.

It was six in the morning before the bikers finally had had enough. Yawning, happy, they unlocked the chain and opened the doors.

They hugged the ladies good by and sauntered out into the early morning sunshine. Moments later the sound of roaring engines disappeared down the long road.

Chuck walked over to where Josie sat a table. The girls were starting to gather, and they heated up some coffee and sipped, naked, and wiped the semen off their bodies.

Chuck sat down next to Josie and she smiled at him, placed a hand on his hand, and ignored him.

“He was so fucking big I thought he was going to split me,” offered one girl.

“Did you experience those two short guys? They got both of their dicks into my hole at the same time!”

The girls chatted happily and exchanged stories. Big dicks and exhausted holes.

Finally, one of them said, “Well, there’s only one thing left to do.”

All the girls looked at Chuck and grinned.

Chuck backed up a little. “Wait a minute,” he said.

“Why?” asked Josie.

“Well, uh…I…uh…”

“Oh, hell. Can we do this later? I’m tired, and if this is really his first time then he should probably get some rest.”

Most of the girls nodded, but a few looked disappointed. “Strike while the iron is hot,” muttered one.

Josie was fine with it though. She was yawning when she said, “Party at my house tonight. Bring your friends.”

The girls nodded, shrugged, and it was agreed.

Josie led Chuck out of the bar and out to their car. She opened the door for him, and closed it politely.

Inside the car Chuck said, “I can’t do this.”

“Nonsense. Do you know what those girls did for you? They saved your lily white ass from being made as a big as a barrel. your asshole, that is.”

“Yeah, but…they liked it! They wanted it.”

“Not all of them. Some of them came just because they knew you were in trouble.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“Unlike men, who enjoy a little gangbang, women think it should be a matter of choice.”

“Then I have a little choice here.”

Josie frowned. “Sure. But…you would be hurting a lot of feelings. they put out for you. They risked themselves for you. They’re all going to have to check themselves for STDs, and some husbands aren’t going to be so understanding.

“But I don’t want to!”

“No. You probably want to. You’re a man, after all, but you’re afraid.”

“I am not.”

But the conversation was at an end.

Josie drove back through town, an unhappy look on her face. They reached their house and she got out and walked into the house. She ignored him.

Chuck was done for. He was tired. All the alcohol he had ingested.

He walked through the house and was stunned when he found the bedroom door locked.

He knocked. “Josie?”

No answer.

“I’m sorry, but…you’ve got to understand.”

Her voice, low and hurt, came through the door. “I understand that it’s okay for people to risk their lives for you, and you won’t do anything for them.”

“That’s not it!”

But Josie wasn’t speaking any more.

Chuck tried a few sentences, but when he heard the bedsprings creak he gave up.

He walked to the spare bedroom and lay on the bed.

He was still wearing a dress, and he took it off, then he managed to get his corset off. He didn’t know what to do about the make up, and he didn’t want to go out and get pliers to cut the padlocks off his heels.

He lay down and stared at the ceiling.

Was Josie right? Should he just bend over and submit himself to their…their…and suddenly he realized that he didn’t really know what they were going to do to him.

It was going to be sexual, he knew that. But…what were they planning?

But he did sort of know.

Josie had a strap on. She used the dildo on herself occasionally, and she had used it on him on occasion, but…would she really let all those women fuck him?

She would. And his cock struggled inside his chastity cage.

Fuck.

What was he supposed to do?

He wasn’t sure when he drifted off to sleep, but it wasn’t a happy sleep.

Chuck woke up about three in the afternoon. Seven to three, that’s eight hours, and he felt okay.

In fact, he felt a little wired. He felt like a charge of energy was running through him.

He got up, looked at his body, and sighed.

He wasn’t the most manly of men. He was a little pudgy, especially without the corset. His dick wasn’t that big. And now he was painfully aware that Josie knew it, too.

Moment of truth. How could women not know that a guy wasn’t endowed? It was downright empirical. You didn’t even need a measuring stick. Just grab it in one hand and hold it.

He grabbed his chastity tube and held it. The tube was all the size, what was in it was not.

He sighed again.

He had had a night to sleep on it. All those women protecting him from those bikers. Those bikers would have torn him apart.

And when he was asked to pay back a little…he balked.

He did owe them.

He went out to the kitchen.

Josie was sitting at the table drinking coffee. She looked at him balefully, disappointed.

“Yes.” he said, and the sun came out. Her eyes lit up. Her whole persona changed.

“Really?”

He nodded. “You’re going to have to fix me up again, I’m a little worn.”

Suddenly she was on her feet, holding him, kissing him. “Honey, we’ll fix you up gorgeous!”

When she finally let go of him Chuck was happy, but he was also scared.

They ate a light meal, Josie glancing happily at him every once in a while, and Chuck hid his apprehensions. Finally, about five o’clcok, she began to get him ready.

First, make sure his hair was all gone. It was. Second, redraw his eyebrows. Yep. Third, she put him in underwear, tightening that corset extra hard, making sure it looked like he had boobs.

While she worked on his make up she gushed, “I’m going to do this to you a lot from here on out. You work from home so I can really go to town. Do you want to try hormones? One of the girls said she can get some super duper pills that will slim you down even as they pump up your boobs. Of course we could just get you implants, that would be fun, but then if we got you implants and had you take hormones, too, you might get too big. Ha! Isn’t that silly of me? How could you get too big? You’ve got a slightly wider than female chest, you can probably get twice as big boobs as a girl your size. And we’re going to have to grow your hair out. This wig is fun, but I want to be able to style your hair. Of course hormones will cause it to grow fast, but that’s okay. the faster the better, right?”

While she babbled on he sat and just thought about it.

He was going to be totally feminized if she had her way. And the way she occasionally rubbed a hand across her tits, she must be totally turned on. How would he satisfy her if he took hormones? Hormones were supposed to shrink your dick, and his was already a little small. Of course he could always use a strap on on her. A big strap on. He remembered how she moaned so loudly in the bar, taking those monster, biker dicks. How had he never tumbled to his own inadequacies? Why hadn’t he ever tumbled to the fact that he was too small. Yes. He was going to have use a strap on. They could use big dicks, even funny sizes and shapes. He had an image of Josie on all fours in front of him. Him hanging on to her hair and plugging her with a giant horse’s dong. They made horse’s dongs. And pig dongs and dog dongs and…and, as he recalled, they even had monster dongs. Weird curlycue shapes. He wondered if she would like that? would that please her? Or was she still going to have to go out to biker bars and get reamed till she screamed?

As he meandered through his thoughts, trying to subdue the rising excitement within—he was scared but the closer he got to his own reaming the more excited he got—Josie finished up his make up and pulled a real tight, reddish dress over his head. She was careful not to mess the make up, and she spent some time brushing out his wig and reattaching it.

While she was working on the wig he stared at himself in the mirror and wondered what was to become of him.

He had read all about transgenders, shemales, that sort of thing, but he had never imagined himself as one of them.

But…it was looking likely now.

For one, Josie liked him this way. For another…he liked it.

He liked looking at his fingernails, his lips in the mirror. He could imagine himself thinner, with big boobs. And she was right. His body could handle very large breasts.

DING DONG!

He jumped and looked at the clock. It was six o’clock. He was done and Josie was getting ready. Tonight she wasn’t going to go male, but she was going to have a sizable prick under her dress. This she had promised him.

Chuck answered the front door and two women breezed in. It was Shiela and a girl named Sandy.

“Look at you!” Shiela gushed as she hugged him. “You are so beautiful.”

Then it was awkward moment. Until Chuck took the bit in his mouth and mumbled, “Thank you for what you did last night.”

Then the awkwardness was gone. He walked them into the living room, excused himself to pour them some drinks, and when he returned they were comparing notes over the fucking they had taken.

“That one named Roger. He had the biggest. He must have been ten inches.”

“I know. He wanted to take me from the rear, but I begged off. He was so nice about it.”

Chuck handed them their drinks, then: DING DONG!

Two more girls. Two more drinks. And before he was done, DING DONG!

Now there were six, seven counting Josie, and Chuck was kept busy making drinks. As he brought the drinks in he noticed that half the girls already had strap ons on. They had shown up wearing them, and they fondled their cocks through the thin material of their dresses and kept glancing at him.

For an hour everybody chatted and pinched Chuck’s bottom. A couple of them insisted on feeling his breasts, and he gave a light moan as they cupped his boobs and squeezed them.

Then it was time.

A slow moment in the conversation, a few glances at one another, and Josie said, “Well, the reason I called you all together…” and they all laughed.

Chuck was now red-faced, but determined to go through with it. “Where did you, uh, want me?”

There was some argument there. A couple of them wanted to take him back in the bedroom, but Josie insisted, “Right here. Just like we served the men last night, I want him bent over the end of the couch and howling for mercy.”

The girl’s laughed, and then two of them got up and led Chuck to the end of the couch. As he knelt on the cushions and bent over the end of the couch he saw that three of the woman had stood up, and lifted their skirts, and were fondling their pricks. They moved their hands back and forth, as if jacking off.

A jar of lube made its appearance and the girls slathered up and stood in a group behind him.

Shiela came up in front of him and commanded, “Suck it, bitch boy.”

Everybody laughed, and Chuck took her penis in his mouth.

Shiela gave moaning sounds and fucked his face gently. He gagged a little, then found he was able to take quite a bit of the dick in his mouth.

Then he felt the first woman kneel on the couch behind him. She placed her hands on his back to balance herself, then very gently slid here cock into him.

Chuck’s eyes opened wide. There was a little bit of pain, but it was mostly pleasure. In a handful of seconds it was all pleasure.

He felt her slide in and out, and the friction of her cock rubbing against his anal passage made him swoon.

Shiela bent down and kissed him and whispered, “Don’t pass out now. I don’t want you sleeping when I put it in you.”

Chuck nodded, and the girl behind him reamed him, opened him, stirred his insides with the tip of her dick.

He marveled. This was what a pussy felt like. This incredible, warm, full feeling.

Why didn’t more men do this?

After about ten minutes another women replaced the first.

He wasn’t sure who was fucking him when. His senses were addled by pleasure and he just started pushing back with his butt, corkscrewing and trying to get as much pleasure as he could.

He knew when Shiela left his front and went to the rear, but she was the only one. And then he realized something. There were more than seven women in the room.

When Josie came to check on him he whispered, “How many?”

Josie smiled and said, “I don’t know, honey. All of them.”

Now the room was filled with laughing, chatting women. They all had cocks hanging from harnesses buckled around their hips, and they all patted his butt and complimented him and told him how beautiful he was.

Finally, there were no more women inside him. He felt empty for a second, then they were doing something to his butt. They were putting something sludgy into him.

Shiela came around and kissed him and explained. “You’ve never had the joy of semen dripping from your behind, so we made up a little dish of extra thick cream for you.” She giggled. “You’ll be dripping for days!”

Then the women helped him to his feet. They hugged him and kissed him and welcomed him to their midst.

Chuck had never felt so happy. He had gone from being a pushy man into being an accepting, submissive woman.

Not that these women were submissive, but he was.

He counted over twenty women standing in the living room, and when they chanted, “Speech…speech…speech,” he stood at the front of the living room and face them.

“Come on, honey, say something nice.”

Chuck looked out at the women standing there. They were beautiful, with large breasts, immaculately made up, wearing dresses under which various types of dildos hung.

For a moment he was speechless. What do you say to women who have made you into a different kind of man, a better man?

But he figured it out.

“When can we do this again?”

And the women cheered.

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


The Upward Path

She took him upward…to feminization


PART ONE

“High in the Himalayas there is a valley. In the valley is a city. In the city is a temple. In the temple is a God.”

I stared at the woman. In my right thinking mind I was scoffing. Yeah, right. Some mystical Shangri-la. As if I hadn’t heard that before.

Her name was Misha and she was a chocolate skinned beauty.

I’ve always thought Asian woman were stunning, and Misha convinced me of that. And perhaps that why my left thinking mind was not scoffing, was, in fact, listening.

Her face was oval, her hair black as midnight in a coal mine, her eyes were flashes of spirit, and her lips were like delicate flowers, waiting to be kissed. She studied me thoughtfully. I think she knew she had me, but she wanted to be sure.

“The God is Kishnatami, he is the God of the Upward Path, and just to look upon him is to be blessed.” She looked around, as if somebody in the joint was shooting an ear towards us. Then: “Riches beyond imagining. Never have you seen such treasure.”

I sat back and sipped some more beer. This was home made stuff, potent, and I was feeling a bit dizzy. “So why are you cutting me in on this?”

“It is a rugged trip, many days, and I must go there. I can’t go alone.”

“What, it’s your home town or something?”

She said nothing, her eyes glittered in the gloom of the bar.

Huh, to call it a bar was generous. It was a shack where they served tea to the locals and piss beer to the tourists.

Truth, if this was the US I would expect to get rolled. But this place, high in the mountains of Nepal, was more circumspect. The natives were all polite, Americans, and other nationalities, traveled through without incident, and everything was hunky dory.

“Please,” she placed a hand on my forearm. She was such a beauty…it was sensual, intimate, and I felt an instant lurch of the heart. And…a lurch somewhere else.

The fact was I wasn’t so interested in trekking right now. I had just got back and wanted a little sack time. A liaison or two with a local gal I knew, and just to sit back and put my clodhoppers up on a table and swill beer.

But her hand, my horniness, damn! But I guess I’m not the first Shmoe to be taken in by a skirt. And a pair of luring eyes. And a world class set of ta tas.

“What’s in it for me?”

“I told you, a treasure beyond compare! What your heart truly desires!”

I smiled. “Well, tell the truth, sweetheart, there’s only one thing I desire right now, and that’s—“

“If you take me to Sanshasi I will sleep with you.”

I stared at her. Was she for real?

As if she was reading my mind she said, “This for real. Bring big sleeping bag. Every night you may have me if you take me to Sanshasi.”

Oh, I was gone already, but I had to make a show of being difficult, right? “Sanshasi…that’s the name of the city? Or the temple? Or what?”

She had both hands holding mine now. She was stroking my flesh, making me hard.

“Sanshasi name of valley, of city, of temple. God is Kishnatami. God of Upward Path. Many riches…fabulous treasure. You take me?”

Oh, God, would I!

“Well, it’s late. Can’t start now, besides, I need to get my whistle just a bit wetter.”

“But you take me tomorrow morning? We leave at five?”

Huh, five was pretty early. Still, it wouldn’t be the first time I had braved the local brew and done a full day’s work.

“Well, maybe. Tell me again about this deal.”

She knew what deal. She scooted around and sat on the bench next to me. I was against the wall and she reached her hand right down my pants and took me in hand.

“I love you every night. We march all day…we fuck all night.” She had a funny accent, and fuck came out ‘fock,’ and that sounded so sexy to me. Of course, maybe I was influenced by the way her little hand was having a field day with my package.

She fondled my balls, she stroked my shaft, she palmed my skull, and, I kid you not, with her other hand she held my beer up so I could drink it.

“I make you so happy…I make you cum again and again and again….”

I chuckled. This was sort of a win win for me. I had an appointment to take a bunch of professor types up Everest, I had to travel up that way anyway. So now I would not only get paid, I would get laid, and I would still get to where I was going.

“You take me Sanshasi.”

I laughed, “Okay, honey. You got me. We’re going to Sanshasi. Tomorrow. Nine o’clock.”

“Five o’clock. Here, you drink more. Get up early.”

I took a big quaff out of the mug she was holding to my lips. Her hands worked me to a frothy pitch, I was already half loopy, and…and…

“Oh….uhhh,” I groaned. I was laying on my belly, all bent over. I was jouncing on something, or rather, something was jouncing under me…oh, I was…what the heck?

I was laid over the saddle of a pack. A mule. One of my mules!

“Hey!” It came out sort of gargled, but it worked. The animal stopped leaping over peaks, which meant stepping over rocks on the trail, and I struggled to get loose.

“You wake! Good!”

Misha lifted my hair and looked into my face.

Heysoos in a closet with no hangers. I had images of drinking, of carousing, of dancing on tables while people laughed and clapped. And staggering down to the stables where I kept my mules.

And Misha had staggered with me. She had poured never ending rivers of beer down my gullet, and she had supported me to the stables, and now…now I was here. Strapped to the back of my own mule and imitating a load of Himalaya freight.

“What…what happened?”

She worked the knots and helped me slide off the mule.

“You party. You fun. Five o’clock we go.”

Oh, crap. I groaned, my head felt like somebody was drilling a hole  in my skull and pissing in it. And I translated her words.

I had drank all night. Then she had tied me to the back of my own mule and…here I was.

“Let me sit.” She couldn’t have stopped me if she tried. I collapsed onto a boulder at the side of a trail.

“No rest. Must hurry. Sanshasi big celebration. Kishnatami open Upward Path. Must get there in time.”

“Oh, man.” I looked at her. My eyes must have been like roadmaps, full of red, squiggly lines.

And, I still had a hard on. My pants were bulging, and it was the only reason I didn’t just lay back and die. My dick wouldn’t let me.

Misha gave me water. I gulped and felt one ounce of cure…for a ten thousand pound sickness. “You drink. Eat this…” she twisted a root in her hands, actually crumbled it. I tell ya, she was a strong, little wench.

She pushed the twisted up fibers of the root into my mouth. “Chew. You get better. We go.”

For a minute she watched me, and I dutifully chewed on the root. I had been up country enough not to laugh at native cures. Heck, their roots and herbs had been there a lot longer than American Pharmaceutical companies.

And, it worked! Within five minutes I felt the headache dim down. The growling in my stomach resided and I no longer felt like spewing my guts.

Meanwhile, Misha saw to my mules, and she knew her way around a pack animal. She watered them, fed them a handful of grain, talked sweet to them, and the cantakerous bitches were suddenly light on their feet and happy as clams.

Huh. They never did that for me!

“You come, we go,” she pulled and pushed me to my feet.

I stretched, and just stood there, realizing that I was alive.

“Fast we go, faster we get to night. You need sleep, right?”

I looked at her, and I smiled. And she smiled. We smiled. Yeah, nighttime, and a little time in the sack. The little happy pal down below my belt was telling me that I had gotten drunk all night, and that I hadn’t had even the first installment of our deal.

“Okay,” I managed a sappy grin. “We go.”

We began walking up the winding path, and I tell ya, Nepal, the Himalayas, they are one curvy, twisty, windy bitch.

One second we would be walking through a meadow, the next minute we would be walking sideways, backs to a wall and looking over a thousand foot drop, the mules laughing at our irrational fear. And the next second we would be in a lush valley, with farms and crops and a happy, singing people.

And always upward…upward.

For a change, my three mules didn’t complain. In fact, they actually looked back at me like they were saying ‘hurry up,’ and pulled on the reins.

Or, if I was in front, they would nuzzle my back and push me along.

Damn mules. They fight me for a hundred trips, thousands of miles, and now they were treating me like I was the recalcitrant one.

“We hurry…we hurry,” that was Misha’s constant contribution to our trip. It would have been tiring, except that she kept glancing at me, looking at my pants, and damned if my bulge didn’t come back every time she looked at me.

Let’s see, I had been two weeks…no, three weeks, on the last trip. And I had been in jail for two weeks before that—just a drunk charge, I’m no criminal—so that meant…five weeks since I had last had a woman!

Fuck! No wonder Mr. Happy was so insistent!

And, the exortations of Misha, the happy hauling and shovings of my stupid mules, and the pulsing in my pants, I began to pick up speed.

Misha gave me some rice cakes to chew on, they make ‘em with lots of butter and honey, and I had some beef jerky in my pack, so I lunched on the run.

Misha frowned at me. Which was strange, but I understood. Up here in the Himalayas the people don’t care if you get drunk off your ass every night all night, but eating meat…that was frowned upon.

Still, Misha didn’t say anything, and we kept up our pace, even passing slower travelers.

I heard that Nepal used to be a lonely place, that you wouldn’t see a soul on the high paths for a month. But now it’s like a highway. Tourists, mountain climbers—lots of mountain climbers—professors and student types, surveys, all sorts of people. Makes the place like a darn freeway. Not an hour passed when we didn’t meet somebody coming down, or going up.

Funny, the people going up looked…nervous. Unless they were natives, who always looked happy.

But the people coming down…they always had this sort of sublime expression on their faces.

But that’s the top of the world. Closer to God, I guess. Which made me chuckle.

I was going after treasure. A fool’s errand at best. But, hey, a guy’s got to have a dream, right?

We stopped for lunch at a little outpost on a slab of rock that jutted out and looked down over the way we had come.

“Oh, good,” I rubbed my hands.

Misha stepped in front of me. “No beer. They got no beer. We got long way to go.”

“Hey, but—“

She stopped me by taking my hand and placing it on her chest.

Through the thick jacket I could feel her warm heart beating. Beating fast. Well, of course, exercise in the high mountains and the thin air will do that, will make your heart pulse, but…but it was more than that. It was the look in her eyes. The promise.

If I got drunk…I wasn’t going to get any of that wonderful pussy.

“You water mules. I get food. You wait. We go.”

I sighed. I was tempted to push on past her.

She reached down and placed her hand on my crotch.

Boing.

“Please.”

I’d like to think it was the ‘please’ that did it, me being such a polite fellow, but, you know…I grinned.

She went into the mountain shack and came out two minutes later, barely gave me time to water the mules.

We had barely any sit down time before she was pushing me again. “Come on…we late!”

“Heysoos,” I muttered.

Up into the higher mountains, which is sort of redundant. Everything is higher mountains in Nepal. Up, up, up.

We reached a meadow at sunset, and just in time. I had the trots.

Yuck, disgusting, but that lunch must have disagreed with me.

While Misha set up the camp I wandered off behind a tree and gave my offering to nature.

And, I don’t mean to be disgusting, but it was a wet offering. Splattered on the rocks and smelled to high heaven.

Holding my belly I returned to camp.

“You get wood,” Misha stood with hands on hips. You pick up. No cut, no break.

Most people brought little stoves with them, a bit of propane. I was surprised to find out that Misha had discarded my stove.

“Hey! Where’s my stove?”

She didn’t even address the issue.

But, native girl, she didn’t need to. I brought back some dry wood and she had a fire going in quicksnap time. And she had a pot of tea boiling over it, and she was breaking up little chunks of roots and herbs.

“You drink. Feel good.” She pushed a bowl into my hands.

God, I felt pukey. My stomach was roiling, and it felt like I needed to take another trip to Mother Nature.

She felt my head and nodded. “You sick. You hot. Drink tea.”

“Oh, man,” I muttered.

I drank, and ate, but she actually had to help me. She held the tea to my lips and forked bits of gruel into my mouth.

I felt so out of it. I wanted to puke, but she kept feeding me.

“Eat. Eat. More go down than come up.”

“Yeah,” I managed to say, “but more come out.”

She actually giggled.

Here I was, sick and dying, and she was giggling.

“No worry. You make pure. Good pure. Sanshasi like pure.”

If pure was crapping your guts out this Sanshasi thing was going to have a very pure fellow on her doorstep. I spent the night, every half hour, outside the tent, squatting.

Misha seemed to understand, however, and she watched over me, helped me, tucked me back into bed until the next time.

And we didn’t make love.

In fact, I hate to admit it, but Mr. Happy wasn’t feeling so happy. He just hung down, limp, and waited for my back hole to finish singing.

God, I felt punk.

“Oh…” I groaned. She had tied the front flap of the tent back and the harsh Nepal sun cut through the thin air and knifed my eyes.

I was tired. I had gotten drunk before we started, then I had crapped my heart out—I didn’t think there was anything left in me—and my stomach growled and felt like the insides were rubbing together.

And I had a lot of fluid build up in my eyes, and snot. Whatever this bug was, I had it.

“We gotta go back,” I whispered to Misha.

“No go back. Up…up.” She pointed up the trail. “You feel better up there. Up there we cure.”

“Oh, God. How far?”

“Just a day.”

Well, she was lying through her pretty, little teeth. We walked all that day. Me staggering, her pulling and pushing. And we camped that night—another night of the trots, another night of emptying my body of…nothing. I was dry squeaking, and dribbling fluid. I could smell the gruel I had eaten the night before. And she just shoved more roots and herbs down me.

“You good. Make pure.” She explained while stuffing my mouth with stuff. Gack.

But I was too weak to fight.

Besides, I knew I needed to eat. A lot more was coming out than going in.

I watched as she dumped supplies. We were at a small village, just through, sitting outside a stable.

I was miserable, hunched over, having wracked coughs every once in a while.

She placed my dried foods, my cans, even my MREs, on a table at the side of the stable. Somebody else would get that nourishment.

She helped me onto the mule. I was too weak to walk.

Up, up, up.

I sat astride my mule, king of the Himalayas, so weak Misha actually tied me on. She ran a rope under the mule’s belly and tied my feet together, then put a rope around my waist and tied it to the pack saddle. I still flopped back and forth a bit, side to side, but Misha walked next to me and kept me upright.

I lay in the tent that night, feverish, and Misha fed me with a spoon.

“I think I’m going to die,” I whispered.

She fed me her roots and herbs, wiped my mouth, cared for me like a mother cares for her child. “You not die. You pure. You get better now. Three days sick…you get better.”

I had been sick for three days? I felt like I had been sick all my life, the last few days were just a slogging of nightmare. I felt like there was nothing but puking and the trots.

“I want to go home.”

I was delirious. Out of my mind. I never wanted to go home. I didn’t want to go back to flat Indiana and the never ending fields. I loved the mountains.

But I was sick, and images of my mother shaking her finger at me…my father…’you’ll never be a real man.’

My brothers, older and bigger than me, laughing when I had tried to keep up with them.

“You’re just a girl!” They had teased me.

But I had shown them. I had conquered the world’s highest peaks. I was a man.

“Shhh,” Misha crooned to me. “Shhh. All right. Everything right.”

I drifted off to sleep.

Morning. Sunlight shot through the opening flap and assaulted my eyes. I lay there, waiting for the pain to overwhelm me. I had crapped in my sleep the night before, and I waited for that. I waited for the pain in my stomach, my head…but nothing came.

I wasn’t sick anymore.

I wasn’t strong, however. Three days of emptying your body will do that to you.

I crawled out of my sleeping bag. Pew. What a smell. I dragged it out after me when I exited the tent.

Misha was squatting at a fire crumbling up herbs and things and putting them into a boiling pot. She looked up at me and grinned. “You all better. See? Three day and you pure.”

“Pure, huh?” I moved slowly across the clearing to a stream. I washed my sleeping bag. All the dried, and not so dry, crap, sluiced down the stream. It was brisk, but I took off my clothes and washed them. I hung everything on branches and returned to the tent.

Misha looked at my naked body with a grin on her face. She took note of Mr. Limp. “We fuck night? We fuck? Yes?”

I groaned.

She laughed.

I had no interest. I was too weak. My dick could go rot for all I cared.

I put on fresh clothes, funny, they felt a little loose, and sat down.

“You clean. Good. Good. You eat.”

She handed me a bowl of her special gruel, and for the first time in three days I was actually able to lift my own spoon.

She squatted, and I sat Indian style, and we ate.

Well, I ate. Truth, I hadn’t actually seen her eat much more than a few rice cakes. What did that woman exist on?

“Tell me about Sanshasi?”

She rocked a bit, smiled, and said, “Enter Sanshasi through cliffs. Dangerous. We get there,” she reassured me.

“What does it look like?”

A far away look came into her eyes. “In morning light hit temple. Gold.” She looked at me. “Real gold inside…gold of Upward Path.”

Real gold? My interest perked. But it was a wan interest. I still felt so damned weak.

“Sun hit village during day, but not much. Many storms. Rainy days we stay inside. Much pray. We pray much. We pray Kishnatami. We go upward. See Goddess.”

Goddess? Before she had referred to a God.

“So is Kishnatami male? Female?”

“Male for female, female for male. Balance…balance. You find out.”

“Huh.” I thought about what she had said. Hidden valley, those high mountains were treacherous, and…a lifestyle in accord with those harsh conditions.

“Where does your food come from?”

“Food from ground. Food in caves. Plenty food. Too much food. burn food to keep warm.”

Now that was an interesting tidbit. I had never heard of such a thing.

“Are there a lot of children in Sanshasi?”

She shook her head. “No children. You eat. We go.”

She stopped my interrogation and began packing up. My sleeping bag was still wet, and my clothes. She just bundled up the clothes and tied them to a pannier, and actually hung my sleeping bag over the back of the mule.

“He’s going to get cranky if you do that.”

She stepped in front of the mule and whispered something. I don’t know what, it was Nepalese…a dialect that I had never heard, but she turned and smiled at me. “I tell him. I ‘splain. He good.”

And, damned if that stupid mule didn’t seem to mind toting wet clothes.

Heck, for me if we came to a mud puddle he balked. but for her…stupid mule.

We walked, and now the country became extra vicious. The trail was broken, causing even the mules trouble. The sheer sides threatened to push us over sheer drops. Rain squalls came and went, we picked our way through a trail that wended, disappeared, appeared again.

Now I was sorry for all the food that Misha had dumped. Somebody somewhere was eating good, but I was feeling weaker and weaker. I was almost ready to be tied to the mule again, when we came to the a hidden slot canyon.

It was hidden by the curve of the cliff face, behind a thicket, over a quick rise.

“Cripes,” I muttered. “No wonder I never heard of this place.

Misha just smiled and pushed harder. It was obvious; the closer we got to Sanshasi the more she wanted to get there.

Through the twists and turns of the slot canyon, the sides but four feet apart at times. Once one of the mules actually panicked and kicked, but she shushed him and managed to calm him down enough to get him past the tight spot.

We came to a wide spot. A few bushes clung to life in crumbling crevices, and Misha called a halt for the night.

Huh. Night. It was so dark in the slot canyon, so always night, that I wondered how she knew it was night time.

Still, I was glad for the rest. Oddly, though I was more tired, and weaker, than I had ever been in my life, I felt good.

I had no aches and pains now, and my terrible sickness was well over. But I felt so weak, and I actually felt…different.

Like my arms were thinner in the sleeves. And my chest ached. Well, not ached, but itched. I was constantly scratching, as best I could, through my thick jacket.

Misha noticed, but she just smiled.

“Tomorrow,” she nodded as she stirred her soup.

“We get there, eh?”

“Sanshasi,” she grinned.

“”I can’t wait. I need some real food. I feel weak. I need to rebuild my strength.”

“You rebuild,” she smiled.

“You know, we never…we haven’t…”

She looked at me, and she had the most inscrutable look on her face. “We no fuck.”

“No.”

“You up for it? Big man?” She laughed, and it was a delighted titter.

“Well, not really.”

“Too bad. I good.”

“Huh.”

Disappointed, I thought I’d never find out. But I was wrong. Sort of.

She came to me that night.

I was sleeping. A sound sleep…I was sleeping better than I ever had, now that the illness was past, and I felt her touch my sleeping bag.

I was awake instantly.

“Shhh,” she whispered, and I could feel her smile in the darkness.

She unzipped my bag, all the way down, and flung the cover back.

In the high mountains we always sleep fully clothed, and she began stripping my pants and jacket from my body.

I waited, too weak to even help, but excited for all that.

Excited…but limp.

Heysoos, was I disappointed.

“No matter,” she said, taking off her own clothes. “No matter.”

She lay next to me. Funny, she wasn’t as short as I had thought she was. Or, maybe I wasn’t as tall as I thought I was. I snickered at the thought.

She felt my chest. She squeezed, and it felt good. It felt…fiery.

“You good. Good.”

Then she was kissing my nipples.

God, it felt good. Little sparks of lightening shot out from my nipples, and they felt large, and she sucked.

I groaned and put my hands over her head. I arched my back.

She reached down and cupped me.

Damn! I still wasn’t hard!

“No worry…” she soothed me. “No worry.”

She slithered down and took me in her mouth. Oh, God, the heaven. Her magic tongue stroked the under part of my dick. Her lips captured the lid of my skull. She inserted her tongue right into my slit.

“Oh!” I gasped. It actually felt like her tongue was going into my slit!

Then she was back up, kissing me.

I took her breasts in hand and massaged. Her nipples were large and I pulled them and made her moan.

She took my hand and pushed it down to her pussy.

God, that woman had the biggest clit I had ever seen. Well, felt. It was an inch long, and it felt like a miniature dick. Thank God she had no balls. That would have freaked me out.

But she did have a juicy, very juicy, little slit under the clit.

“Oh…oh…” she moaned. Then she was pushing my head down.

My face dove into her snatch and I clamped onto that clit with my lips. Mmm. Bigger was better. I could suck it easier. I could use my tongue and work it.

She groaned and actually hit me on the back.

“Use finger! Use finger!”

And, sadly, I had to. My dick was still limp. Just sat there like a noodle. Damned traitor.

And I didn’t understand why because I was hot. I was so fucking hot…and I went to my knees for better leverage and pushed two fingers into her.

“Oh! OHHH!”

I rammed her, sliding my fingers into her until my knuckles rimmed out.

She bucked and twisted and tried to reach for me.

No way, baby. You’re going on the rocket ride.

I redoubled my efforts, used three fingers, and she was gasping and mumbling in her foreign language.

“Go for it, bitch,” I crooned. “Just because I can’t cum doesn’t mean you shouldn’t.”

Yet she lingered, right on the edge, and wasn’t able to get over.

Finally, I took my tired fingers out and tried the ‘bowling ball’ technique.

I put my middle finger in her asshole and my thumb in her pussy, and I began to shake her by the crotch.

“Gah!” She was screaming almost immediately.

I kept shaking, and she kept yelling. She grabbed my wrist and held on for dear life.

I made her cum again, and again. And then I was tired.

Damned it. I was usually good for a night of lovemaking. A night of drinking and fucking, and here I was, already tired.

I withdrew my hand, and she lay there in the darkness, sated, unable to do anything.

It wasn’t too cold in the slot canyon, I think a breeze might have sprung up somewhere, so I just spread my bag out, and pulled hers over us, and we slept, all cuddled up and comfy.

Morning, and I woke up and stretched. Dully, I realized that the exertions of the night before, as little as they were, had tired me out.

No wonder I wasn’t getting boners.

I crawled out of the tent.

Misha was cooking, and she looked up at me and smiled.

A happy smile. A satisfied smile.

I grinned. No matter that I couldn’t…I had done my duty.

We ate her gruel. Funny thing, while I had thought it mildly distasteful in the beginning, it was starting to taste better.

I guess it was an acquired taste.

So we ate, and it didn’t do much for giving me my strength back, and we broke camp.

Today. On this day, we were going to finally see this mysterious valley. And city and temple.

And…a God? Or Goddess?

Huh.

I wasn’t much on the religion thing.

Oh, I believe in a God, but not in some doofus in robes that throws lightening bolts, or some other trite and over used image.

I believed more in a force, pervasive throughout the universe.

And there was no way I thought that that force, that God or Goddess, cared much about the little ants called ‘humans.’

Well, no matter what I believed, today we would see, and today I would be a rich man.

I mean, what kind of gold treasure was hidden in this valley?

Nobody knew about it, so it would be unplundered.

What would I find? Gold statues? Vases studded with precious gems? Necklaces and rings and such?

Maybe the natives were all decked out in gold. They could trade me a suit of their clothes, and I could go home and trade it for a million.

Yeah, baby. And I could envision myself walking back out through the slot canyon with a golden jockstrap. Heavy, gold armor. Maybe a bow and arrow made of gold!

So thinking, I happily followed Misha through the final turns of the slot canyon, and the sides opened up and we suddenly stood on a high ledge. And I saw the valley.


PART TWO

Sanshasi, the valley, was a long, slender gouge, as if by a spoon into ice cream, out of the earth.

The soil was probably quite rich, as there was a tropical feel to the place. Warm, humid.

And there were a couple of farms, on the floor just as the valley descended, flat plateaus, but the whole left side was a riot of jungle.

Jungle? This high up?

Then I realized, the way the mountains curved around, the angle of the slopes, this was a natural trap for water, and the whole cliff face on one side of the valley acted as a heat trap.

That was why we had a warm breeze in the slot canyon. That was why Misha suddenly took off her jacket and tied it onto one of the pack mules.

I looked down and saw that we would wind our way down a series of switchbacks, come to the very bottom of the valley, and a small lake, which lake had fishermen in it, and then slowly ascend through a series of low terraces.

There was the village. Sanshasi. A collection of rock huts, built over generations, passed down over generations. An eternal people undisturbed by the outside world.

And, at the far end of the valley, brooding over the village, built against the mountain itself, was a golden temple.

The morning light was striking the top of the temple, and the spires reflected golden sunlight into the valley. It gave the impression of godliness, of being blessed, of spirituality.

Huh. Even I, sort of a denier, was impressed. Whoever had built this…whoever…

I noticed action to my side and turned. Misha was on her knees bowing towards the Sanshasi temple, the home of Kishnatami. No, she wasn’t just bowing, she was kissing the soil!

I stared for a moment, then turned back to my inspection of the valley. I traced the few far roads, just trails between the stone huts. I figured out where the market was. Just a small clearing with a few tents already set up.

And a herd of mountain goats.

Heck, the way this place was there was no need to tend them. Just go grab one and milk it and gather its fleece, or whatever you call goat hair, and…what a place!

Probably hadn’t seen a white man in centuries. Perhaps ever.

Could I actually be the first?

Of course, the natives would have seen white men, or knew about them. After all, Misha was, now that I took the time to think about it, a native. And other natives must have made the trip through the slot canyon and down to civilization.

Huh. Civilization. That’s what we call it.

This place had likely never seen a war.

Would they even have crime?

Such a large and golden temple, and this diety guy or gal called Kishnatami, they probably had plenty of priests reading the scriptures to them.

Would they have a sort of ten commandments thing? No murder, no wife stealing, none of that stuff?

Or, and this was a dour thought, did they have human sacrifices?

Being off alone…maybe they went outside the slot and caught  and cooked white men. Brought them back in slices and hung the pieces to dry.

Human jerky. Now there was a thought.

Misha giggled.

I turned to her and grinned.

She said, “You have funny thoughts.”

That sort of soothed me, and I wondered why I had even entertained such grisly concepts.

Too much TV, I thought. Even though I hadn’t see a TV for a couple of years.

“Well,” I said, “Shall we go have some fun?”

After the up and down and over and under and side to side insanity of the upward trail to the slot canyon, the trip down to the valley was easy. The path was clear of debris, the mules were happy, and we simply sauntered down the slight slope.

The only thing was that my gait was off. By that I mean we had to go down a couple of steps, and I jounced. Normally I would have stepped, but I guess these steps were a little higher than normal. Or maybe I was shrinking. Ha. The thought made me laugh.

People saw us coming. A fisherman waved, and we waved back.

We reached bottom, a little landing where a boat was tied…to the far shore.

That’s right. We had to pull the boat back from the far shore, get in it, and pull ourselves across the lake. No oars. A wonderful way to cut off an invading army. And while inflatables could be brought through the slit, not much else could be. Inflatables, of course, could be deal with with arrows. Then I had a thought, how difficult was it going to be to carry my gold out of the valley? Hmm. Something to think about.

More fishermen waved, and a couple of them shouted greetings, which Misha answered easily. There was a big smile on her face.

I dragged my hand in the water. It was cool, but ready for a swim. In far shallows I saw a couple of mothers watching over a half a dozen children.

The kids started shouting at us, and the mothers waved.

What a friendly place.

And I felt guilty. I was planning on stealing their gold.

We pulled the boat right into a little dock and stepped out.

“Isn’t it wonderful?” Misha took a breath of fresh air.

“It is pretty cool,” I answered, tamping down my guilt. Gold is gold, after all.

We walked up a trail, a nice, easy pathway. It curved slightly to the left, and I had a look at the jungle.

Yes, it was a jungle. The trapped warm air, the rain, that’s all it takes. And I realized something: this bit of jungle must have existed since before the mountains. How else would this type of growth get up here? How else would big fronds and creepers come to be in the high Himalayas?

We circled back toward the village, past a couple of farms, and entered the village proper.

Everything was clean. The stone huts had fresh mortar, or were fitted so tightly they didn’t need any ‘glue.’ The roofs were thatched, and sloped, and I had the feeling that a few thousand years of rain would teach people how to make rainproof roofs.

There were a few people on the streets, and a few people opened windows and waved to us, and spoke to Misha.

“What are they saying?” I asked.

“Welcome home. Where have you been.”

I noticed a few people looking at me when they spoke. It didn’t sound like greetings, but questions. It made me wonder.

But wonder about what? Experiencing the wonderful camaraderie and friendliness it was hard to be suspicious.

Misha glanced up at me with a grin.

“What?”

“You have such funny thoughts.”

“How do you know what I’m thinking?”

And she said, “Practice silence enough and you hear thought.”

I blinked at that one.

“So you grew up here?”

“Oh, no. I came here, like you.”

“You were a wanderer? How did you find this valley?”

“A friend brought me here, like I brought you. Do you like it? Sanshasi?”

“It is beautiful,” I agreed. And, in my head; but I don’t know if I would ever want to stay here.

After all. No modern conveniences. No cars or TVs or…funny, I had no use for such things, yet…I missed them?

Or maybe I just missed…what? I was having trouble thinking about this subject.

Misha giggled.

“What?”

She just said, “Come. We must go temple. Kishnatami wait.”

She took my hand then, and like boyfriend and girlfriend we walked up the path, through the market and the town, and approached the temple.

Up close the temple was massive. Like a mountain to itself.

We walked up low steps, a lot of low steps, and approached the huge double doors.

A priest was sweeping the landing in front of the door. He was wearing red robes and wielded a home made broom. He was humming, and he turned and saw us.

“Misha!” He held the broom with one hand and embraced her with the other.

Huh! I thought priests never hugged. They just nodded and bowed and stuff. But he hugged, and mightily. And, here was a blessing, he spoke in English!

“We missed you.”

“And I you, great father.”

He turned to me, a huge beaming smile on his face. “And you have brought a friend.”

Misha: “This is Thomas Smithfield.”

“Hi—“ I started to put out a hand, but he embraced me. Just moved right in and gave me the mother of all hugs. Both arms.

God, it was funny, sort of unnerving, but not in a bad way.

I was stunned for a moment, then I managed to close my arms about him and hug him back.

And, weird, my arms barely went around him. And he didn’t look so much shorter than me, like most of the people in Nepal did.

Of course, maybe people were taller in this valley.

But Misha didn’t look…she was…I frowned.

I had started out this journey nearly a foot taller than the woman, now I was…she had grown?

And something in me denied the more obvious conclusion…that I had shrunk.

The priest moved back and held me at arm’s length. “You are a handsome fellow. Very handsome. We have big feast for you. Welcome you home.”

I grinned. He had better English than Misha, but the idea that he was welcoming me home? I guess he didn’t understand certain subtleties of language. Like what the word home meant.

Misha giggled. Then she took my hand.

“Come, I show you room.”

“Here? We’re going to stay here?” Better and better. I could wander around a little tonight and find some of this gold stuff.

“Yes. Come.”

The priest nodded at us, beamed some more, and we entered through a small side door, I guess the big doors were reserved for trolls and ogres and things.

Misha led me through the main room, stopping to bow to a monstrous statue of a diety.

I stood, hands clasped, and waited respectfully.

She bowed, kissed the floor, then stood up and moved forward and put her arms around one huge leg of the statue.

Well, not all the way around. It was sitting Yoga style, lotus position, and the legs were so big it was like embracing a wall.

“This is Kishnatami?” I asked when she was done with her ritual.

“This is he.”

I looked up at the huge thing.

He. Hmm. It was curiously…between.

It had folds of fat that might have been breasts. The genitals were enclosed by stone carved loincloth. The hair was braided and could have been male or female. How interesting.

“I know what you thinking.”

“What?” I asked.

“I say ‘he,’ you can’t tell.”

I grunted. She was a perceptive wench.

“You touch.”

I looked at her. She nodded and motioned me forward with a sweep of the hand.

I stepped forward and reached out a hand. Oddly, there was trepidation in me. Well, heck. I was going to touch a God. Or a Goddess. Shouldn’t that give you the willies?

I placed my hand on the cool stone leg, a low spot in the front of the statue, and waited.

Nothing.

Except…except…it was like I could hear a far away sound, like the rushing of a waterfall. Like words tumbling too fast to be distinguished. Like a river of images so fast I couldn’t…quite…

Misha touched my arm, pulled my hand off of Kishnatami.

I blinked. I realized that I had been standing and just…listening. For a while. What the fuck?

“Come…I show you.”

I thought she would take me to a room. But she gave me the cook’s tour of the temple. She took me up winding stairs into the spire that reflected light.

And it was gold! Pure, fucking gold!

I marveled at the yellow stone-like material and touched it. No trepidation here. This was my real God. Gold. Money. Moolah.

Misha giggled some more, and I had the weird feeling that she was laughing at my thoughts.

But this whole idea of hearing me thinking? That was just so much rubbish.

Inside a room the top of the spire were sacred artifacts. A stone that Kishnatami had touched. A rusty rake. Said to have scraped over Kishnatami’s grave for a thousand years. A necklace made out of shells. Shells? Like from the sea? Up here? This place really was old.

And other things. But nothing of value. Nothing like precious stones. And the only gold I saw was in the actual walls.

Huh! I began thinking about how I could pick up an entire wall or two and carry it through the slot canyon. Maybe huge helicopters could fly in and lift the whole thin—

Heh heh heh!

I turned. Misha was laughing merrily. “You funny. You so funny!”

We descended the winding stairs and she took me into the back of the temple. Here were living quarters, and we passed dozens, scores, of room with monks and nuns sitting in the lotus position and praying. We were quiet when we passed them, respectful of their prayers.

And we met many monks and nuns. They embraced me as had the priest sweeping the front, and spoke to me in English.

Oh, some of it was atrocious, but some of it was quite good.

The odd thing, they were curiously asexual. I guess they were trying to emulate Kishnatami and be man or woman at the same time. Or maybe neither. There were things I didn’t understand about this place.

Behind the small rooms in which the monks had their existence were the caves.

“We go back you like…but it just grow mushrooms.”

“Mushrooms?”

“Mushrooms good food.” She frowned and thought her way through a concept. “Mushrooms good, make think…make…” she stopped. Then she smiled. “I no explain. Ask Father priest.”

I smiled, and happily forwent the tour of the mushroom farms. But as we walked back through the monk’s quarters I had some interesting thoughts.

‘Shrooms. For food. And…Misha had talked about burning the food…hmmm.

And I wondered if this place specialized in smoky rituals that included mushrooms. Mushrooms that were more like peyote than mushrooms.

Deep in thought, I barely noticed Misha watching me, judging me.

We came back to the temple proper and descended to the ground floor, and then to the basement.

The basement was a vast labyrinth. I could see cells, and chains, so these people weren’t entirely peaceful. But there were no signs of recent habitation.

“Do you ever use these dungeons?” I asked.

“Not long time.”

“No criminals here?”

She smiled. “Everybody criminal here once. Kishnatami help. Kishnatami make people understand. Kishnatami…change.”

Change, huh? Change criminals into law abiding citizens? I guess this cat was pretty powerful as Gods went. Or Goddesses.

We walked back up the stairs and she led me to a small room.

“You stay here.”

“What about you? I thought we were going to…” I raised my eyebrows hopefully.

She giggled. “Oh, you silly. She reached for my crotch, got a good hunk of it. “You get hard I stay.”

I grunted. Her hand felt so good. It was so sexual it was downright electrical, but the vine just laid there. Limp. Not even trying.

She kissed me lightly on the lips. “You rest. Tonight feast.” She walked me into the room, almost tucked me into bed.

She went to the door, then stopped and turned around. Her eyes had that terribly inscrutable look again.

Then she came back into the cell, came to where I was sitting on the rude rack that went for a bed. She bent and hugged me. And she actually shed tears on my shoulders. “You good. You make so happy.”

Then she was gone

So I lay down on the bed and, darned if I didn’t feel tired.

Well, heck, the long hike up the mountains, the sickness I had endured. I was still weak, and I did need a little rest. I closed my eyes.

And opened them. It was darker, even more silent, and I sat up.

I felt good. I rubbed my eyes, and my hair fell over my face.

What the fuck? I brushed my hair back. I guess I needed a hair cut. Well, I had been on the trail a long time. I just didn’t remember it being this long.

I stood up, I still felt a little weak, and walked to the door. I pushed, and it opened. Nobody was there.

I walked down the corridor, and became aware of distant chanting.

I smiled. I guess they had started the feast without me.

I stopped and thought. I could go looking for gold.

But I had had the tour, and except for walls made of giant gold bricks, there wasn't anything of value in this place.

Man, what a bust.

But maybe the gold was back in the caves? Maybe I should have taken the tour? Maybe they had taken the gold out of the caves, and the really good stuff was back there.

Shovels made of gold. Fans made of gold. Heck, the posts that supported the tunnels might be made of gold!

I exited the corridor, and Misha was waiting for me.

She was wearing a robe, like the priest and the monks and the nuns, and she came and took my hand.

She looked…bigger. What the hell was happening here? But I didn’t have time to wonder, for she dragged me down another long corridor.

“You sleep long.”

“Sorry. I was tired.”

“No…no. Good you sleep. You ready for ceremo—feast.

She had been about to say ceremony, had started to say it, but then had changed to feast. Huh? But I didn’t really have any time to wonder or ask her.

We entered the main hall. Tables had been brought in and set up, and Kishnatami sat at the end of the room, watching over the tables and all the monks gathered around them. His eyes seemed curiously alive in the flickering torchlight, like they were flickering and darting and…watching.

“You come here.”

She dragged me to the head of the table and placed me right next to the broom sweeper guy. I sat down, and everybody nodded and grinned at me.

Now, for a feast, I expected steaks smothered in onions, potatoes drowning in butter, and liquor. Lots and lots of liquor.

What I got was…gruel.

Yep, the same stuff Misha had given me all the way up the trail.

Well, crap. When in Rome, and I looked up at the other people in the room. I guess they were all done eating, for I was the only one with a bowl. They sat there so politely though, and I figured they were waiting for me to eat so they could get on with…whatever they were going to get on with.

I grabbed a spoon and lifted a glop of thick gruel out of my bowl.

The head priest, the Sweeper—and I thought it was funny that nobody had ever told me his name—grinned joyously and watched me.

I slipped the spoon of goop into my mouth and, you know? It was pretty good!

In fact, it was delicious. I guess the stuff was fresh cooked or something. But I ate the whole thing. In fact, I gobbled it, slurped it, and totally forgot my manners.

The monks didn’t seem to mind, however, they just looked at me and grinned.

I grinned back, and I suddenly felt goofy. Like, real goofy. Like I had just taken too much Vicodin.

Sweeper, that’s the name I gave him, turned to me. “Would you like to know our religion?”

“Sure.”

“Kishnatami give choice. You choose when born. You choose when die. You choose when you man…or woman.”

“A goddess of choice. I like that.”

“You already make choice.”

“I did?”

“You choose come valley. You choose Kishnatami. Kishnatami choose you.”

“Huh.”

Not much I could say to that. Besides, the room was spinning. They must have put something extra in that slop they gave me.

Across the table Misha was laughing at me.

I looked around. The monks and nuns were eating, talking, and, weird, I could see, behind them, cartoon versions of themselves, all over imposed over  themselves, over imposed cartoons. Laughing.

Laughing at me?

No. They were too kind here. They were laughing with me.

“What’s so funny? I asked, and I think my words slurred a little.

“You funny.” Misha giggled. The girl was turning into an inveterate giggler. Which thought made her giggle again.

Which thought? Yeah, I could see that. Just as I saw the cartoon monks of the monks co-existing in the same place their bodies did…I could see thought.

“I haven’t had enough silence,” I remarked.

Sweeper nodded. “We give you more.” He clapped his hands.

Instantly all the monks stopped talking. Even their cartoon selves, standing slightly behind themselves, as if sprouting out of their bodies, stopped laughing at me, and two monks came out carrying two trays. They placed the trays in front of me and backed away.

I looked around. Everybody in the place was pretty intent now, and they were watching me.

Sweeper said: “You choice.”

Huh? Then I realized what he had said. You choose.

I looked at the trays.

On one was a dildo. On the other one was a cup overturned.

What the fuck? A dildo? In a religious place? What the hell?

“You choose.”

I stared at Sweeper. He smiled at me and indicated that I should pick either the dildo or the overturned cup.

I looked at Misha. For once she wasn’t giggling, or smiling, or anything. In fact, there was a total lack of expression. Just a waitingness, a rapt interest. Which would I take?

I looked at the monks. They were equally stone-faced. No thought, no judgement, nothing. Just waiting.

“You pick.”

I looked at Sweeper. I was dizzy, the room was going around. “I don’t understand.”

“You understand. Now you have to know what you understand. Take pick.”

I studied the two objects before me.

A prick and a cup. What the fuck.

I started to reach for the cup. I started to, but I was so dizzy, and the room gave a sudden lurch, and I found myself sliding sideways, and my arm went sideways, and I touched the big, stone penis.

Cheers erupted in the room. Suddenly the monks were laughing and clapping each other on the back.

“Hey,” I blurted, trying to sit up straight. “I didn’t mean to…I meant to choose the cup. I slipped!”

Sweeper said, “Kishnatami know. Now you know. No lie.”

“No…no! I really…”

Misha was suddenly by my side, and she placed her hand over my mouth. “Shhh.”

She helped me stand up and walked me back to the big statue of Kishnatami.

“I’m sorry. I’m dizzy. I can’t walk…”

Right in front of the statue she pushed me. Not hard, but I was unbalanced anyway, and I lay into Kishnatami’s lap. I was over the curve of his crossed legs and looking directly at his groin.

Yes. It was covered by a carved stone loincloth, but, still. It was almost like I could see under the loincloth.

And I saw…I saw…a dick! But like a cartoon over-imposed, I could see…a snatch!

And I understood that Kishnatami could be either, but that I was seeing him as a man.

I tried to get up, but Misha had crawled over me, right into Kishnatami’s lap, and she was sitting, crossed legged, in front of me. holding my hands so I couldn’t stand up.

“Hey!”

She covered my mouth with hers. She kissed me, she swallowed my mouth with hers.

Drunk, dazed, I kissed back.

For a long minute we kissed, then I felt somebody messing with my pants!

“Hey!”

“Shhh!” Misha said, and tried to kiss me.

“But somebody is…”

I tried to stand up, but now, in addition to Misha holding my hands, I felt hands holding my back down.

“Hey!” I struggled and I kicked, but I was weak, and then somebody was holding legs.

And pulling them apart.

And I knew what it was as soon as it touched my brown button.

The dildo.

The stone dick.

“Hey!” I screamed.

But the hands didn’t listen to me. They listened to Kishnatami. They held my legs apart and somebody, probably Sweeper, pushed the stone phallus into me.

I jerked and arched and screamed.

I mean, they didn’t hurt me, they must have used a lot of lube, goat butter or whatever the horny people used up here, but, still, they fucked me!

In and out, stretching me.

Misha held on, kissing me. Her mouth holding mine captive, silencing my screams and cries for help.

And the big penis went inexorably in and out.

Rubbing me, filling me, exciting my nerves, and…and…it started to feel good.

Misha smiled, and I found myself kissing her harder.

“You cum now,” she whispered to me. “Cum last time. Cum for Kishnatami. Then Kishnatami give you gift.”

I was out of it. Drunk on something no drug dealer had ever heard of, spinning through space, my mouth on fire, and I started to feel something. My chest. It was growing.

“Thomas,” she whispered to me in the darkness of Kishnatami’s lap, saying my name for the last time I would ever hear it, or even remember it.

“You choose dick, you get dick. You become woman. But you already chose.”

As time and space coalesced about me I saw the truth. I had been shrinking. Getting smaller. And my chest had been trying to grow. I was growing breasts.

I thought, but what if I had chosen the cup?

Then you fill the cup with semen. You be the dick. She thought back at me.

So if I chose the dildo I got the dildo. I got fucked until I was a woman. And if I chose the cup I would probably be fucking women, until I had filled a cup, and I would be a…a man.

But I had already chosen. She had been feeding me that stuff, probably a super estrogen of some kind, the whole trip, and I had shrunk, and my chest had tried to grow, and…and I had grown weaker. I was no long male strong, but female strong, which was weak comparatively.

See. You understand. Kishnatami understand. Now you understand Kishnatami.

And the stone dildo consumed me, changed me, and I began to cum. Like a woman. I ascended to an ocean of hot desire. I felt the waves washing me, filling me up with woman essence.

Just as the stone dick in my behind filled me up with…Kishnatami’s desire.

And my orgasm went on into the night, and it didn’t end until I was completely changed.


EPILOGUE

My name…I can’t remember my name, but I work in the valley of Sanshasi. I labor in the caves and help grow mushrooms.

Misha…I dimly remember her name…someone who loved me…she has gone again. Out of the valley, looking for people who are ready for the truth of themselves, who are ready to give themselves up to Kishnatami.

I am a woman, and sometimes the men come to me in the night. They all have large cocks. They all spurt much semen. They fill me up and give me so much pleasure.

And I give them pleasure.

And there is no crime here, for we are all feeling pleasurable all the time.

And there are no children. For Kishnatami has not given us that choice.

And I study with Sweeper. I remember his name, but I don’t know from where. I have just always known him.

He teaches me the language of the valley, and sometimes it seems like I am forgetting something…something called English.

But that is okay.

I am learning about Kishnatami, and I looked forward to working deeper in the caves. Once I have completed my training, and can speak the language, I will be allowed to go deeper, past the mushroom farms to where the gold is.

There is much gold there. Clothes and furniture made out of gold. A whole underground cavern, a city of gold, sculptured Gods and Goddesses, and entire buildings made of gold.

It is rich back there, and I would like to see it.

But I can wait, for I have found the true treasure. It is not gold…it is the choice Kishnatami gives us.

Choice. That is the blessings of the Gods, or Goddesses.

And I know that…because I have made my choice.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little gems.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


BUNDLES AND FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

THE 21 STORY COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

each bundle has

21 steamy five star stories

All focusing on Feminization and Female Domination!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

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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