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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author!

This is the second story  dealing with Transvestic Disorder, and the young man who has it, Jack.

Jack is helping his neighbor clean out her basement. She is a very sex obsessed person and teases Jack mercilessly, even making him put on a chastity tube.

Then Jack finds a box of old lingerie and dresses and suffers a fugue. He is out of his mind, experiencing a different reality, all from touching a bra.

Now his mother (Joan) and the neighbor (Ann) are determined to help him explore this fugue state. And if it involves turning him into a woman….that’s fine.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jack lay on his bed and wondered.

The moon was shining through the upstairs window, and his mind was gone to the moon of sexual possibilities.

He had never felt the slightest inclination to wear women’s clothes, but now that he had worn a bra, now that he had experienced a sexual fugue that had resulted in him discharging, he wanted to explore further.

He was naked under the sheets, and his penis quivered and struggled in the chastity tube.

That was another thing he had never experienced, but he was experiencing it now!

He hadn’t cum for a couple of weeks, then, during the fugue, his semen had spurted out.

He hadn’t had an orgasm, but it had felt wonderful, especially when he was fully drained. He had felt like he had had an orgasm, but…no bang.

And it had spurted in spite of the fact that he was wearing a chastity tube.

He shifted, and felt his cock. Well, felt the cock cage his cock was in.

There were little openings on the side of the tube, and he could feel his cock trying to press out. The skin bulging and sensitive and desperate.

Lord. He wanted to jack off. Or just dangle free and feel it.

But, no.

In fact, Ann, whose basement he was cleaning, and who was helping him with this ‘problem,’ had said that sexual deprivation might have to do with his having the condition she called Transvestic Disorder.

Hmmm.

Maybe. After all, he had, though not very often, touched women’s underwear before, thrown his mother’s bras in the washer, handled panties that were on a clothesline one day while passing through a yard.

He hadn’t had any reaction then.

But now he was reacting. And he was about as horny as could be. In fact, even after the squirtem had drained he was horny. It was like his body had cum, but his mind hadn’t, and it still wanted to.

He sighed, closed his eyes, and dreamed.

“Cum, Jack!” the woman was sitting on a boulder over a creek. She was thin, ethereal, but with very large and pointed boobs.

Jack was walking up the stream, except…he was different.

He looked down into the water. He had long, brown hair. Auburn, that was it. And his face was harrow, but soft, and…

“Cum, Jack. You know you want to.”

Then the woman was not sitting on the rock. She was standing next to him, a hand on his forearm, her large breasts pressed against his side. “What’s the matter, Jack? Don’t you want to cum?”

“It’s not that…” he stumbled on the river rocks, and his voice jerked a little from that.

“Then what is it? Are you afraid of us?”

Then Jack was alone, standing in a stream, the sun shining down hot upon his head. And he was looking to the skies and saying: “I don’t understand!”

He awoke. The morning sun was shining in the window, blasting the lids of his eyes with bright heat.

He turned his head to the side and blinked. And gulped.

What kind of a dream was that?

He heard his mother call him from downstairs and he mumbled an answer. She must have heard it because didn't call again.

Jack sat up and rubbed his eyes.

He pulled the sheets back and looked at his chastity tube.

His penis was doing a rhumba down there, slapping back and forth and trying to squeeze out. But it wasn’t going anywhere. His balls were hurting. They were official blue balls, even after cumming, and he groaned with frustration.

But, nothing to do, he got up and got dressed.

He and Ann hadn’t told his mother about the chastity tube. They hadn’t discussed it before hand, but they had both avoided that little factor.

And rightly, because his mother wouldn’t understand.             

Maybe later, but right now…she was trying hard to come to grips with her son’s condition.

Transvestic Disorder. Worse than simple transvestitism. And in Jack’s case maybe even worse than that.

How could a mother deal with that?

Wearing a tee, shorts and athletic shoes, Jack trotted down the stairs.

His mother was at the stove, making him breakfast, and he gave her a quick hug.

That surprised Joan, as Jack had never been particularly affectionate. But these last couple of days he seemed to have opened up.

Was it because of him touching—wearing—a bra?

That was a scary thought.

Every woman just wanted a normal, fun loving son. A kid who made mistakes, but would eventually give her grandchildren.

But…did he really have Transvestic Disorder?

Was that a gay thing?

Would he even want kids?

Would that condition somehow render him unable to have children?

She didn’t know, and she smiled, enjoyed the feel of his arms around her briefly, and served him a plate of sausage and French toast. And she had bought Apple Juice, which he preferred over OJ.

“How are you doing?” he asked, and it was obvious what he was asking. How are you dealing with the fact that I have a sexual problem?

She turned to him, her fanny against the sink counter. “I’m okay. I’m a little freaked out. But…you’ll keep me apprised of what happens, won’t you?”

“If anything happens you’ll be the first to know. But, honestly, mother. I think it’s all just a fluke. I think everything will sort of fade and I’ll end up just normal.”

Oddly, there was almost a bit of sadness in his voice.

Normal. What kid wants that?

But what mother doesn’t want that?

“So you’re going to go over there this morning?”

There. Ann’s house. The basement work and the…the bra. And maybe other clothes.

“I am,” he nodded, aware of but glossing over his mother’s worry. “We figure it’s best if we keep everything normal. We keep working, and just experiment every once in a while. I don’t want to feel like a lab rat, you know.”

She smiled, but tiredly. “I understand.”

He was finished, he had eaten quickly, and he stood up and hugged his mother.

Again. Unfamiliar affection. Appreciated.

Then he was out the door, heading for the door through the hedge and Ann’s house.

Her son. Her bra wearing son.

Her knuckles tightened until they were white, and she didn’t understand the emotions she was feeling. It wasn’t just worry.

But what was it?

Jack headed for the back door to the right of the pool area and entered the basement.

It was lit up, but still a trifle gloomy. Being able to see the dust didn’t necessarily ‘de-gloom’ everything.

Down the long aisle he walked, his eyes glancing over the boxes and furniture and various doodads that filled the big basement.

“Good morning, Jack.”

Ann looked up from her writing table and the sight of her took Jack’s breath away.

She was his height, actually about the same build as him, except for her enormous and well shaped breasts. Her smile, through those perfectly shaped red lips, excited him and made his dingus go ding-a-ling.

“Hi.”

“Are you ready to get to work?”

“Uh, did you  want me to…”

“Not for a while. Let’s get some work done first.”

He was disappointed, but didn’t let it show.

He was aware that Ann was checking him out, measuring his attitude.

He brought a large box from the center row of stuff and they began cataloguing old, worn sheets and other bedding.

They worked for an hour, and Jack was going crazy. He wanted to put on the bra. He wanted to feel that golden feeling that had assailed him previously.

Ann seemed content to go at a snail’s pace, however.

Finally, she said, “Bring a couple of beers down, will you?”

He took a box of antiquities to the garage and picked up a couple of frosty ones on the way back.

Ann had set up the chairs so they were facing each other, and she had a couple of garments ready for him.

His heart leaped, and he was grinning widely when he handed her a beer.

They sipped, and she commented wryly, “Look at you. Is your pecker singing?”

“It’s been going crazy all morning.”

“Are you getting used to the chastity tube?”

“I don’t think so. I mean, I’m trying to get harder the same as I was when I first put it on, and it’s actually a little worse.”

She nodded, sipped, contemplated. One leg was crossed over the other, and her foot was bobbing slowly up and down. She was wearing a sandal, and the sandal lightly swayed, the strap hooked over her toes. It was a very sexy, almost provocative, movement.

But then she was nothing but provocative.

Jack waited, and she stirred, handed him a pair of panties. “Off with the duds, Jack. Here you go.”

He stripped out of his clothes, all of them, and was only a little embarrassed when she studied his bobbing cage.

“Lord,” she murmured. “You weren’t kidding.”

Jack pulled up the panties, and the world changed.

His breath grew shorter, quicker. His whole body felt a little off, like he was. swaying, but he didn’t think he was.

The whole catalogue of inner body senses seemed somehow skewed.

Suddenly the basement was pale, washed out, but the shadows disappeared and everything was easy to see, easy to discern, to…to understand.

Understand? What was there to understand?

A box is a box. A shelf is shelf.

But he suddenly felt that the furniture and the boxes and things were not just pale, but somehow more insubstantial. Lighter. Not…not real.

He touched the writing table. It was still solid to the touch, but it was like Jack could feel ‘through’ it.

“How you doing?”

Jack turned to Ann. She was insubstantial. As if her body was somehow made up of less atoms than it had been before.

“It’s different.” He tried to explain about how reality had become somehow ‘feathery.’

“Would you like to work for a while? Let everything settle in?”

“I guess.”

He didn’t. He wanted to put on the bra that was on the writing desk, but he knew it was better to take it slow.

After all, this was like taking a drug. Of course it wasn’t a drug, but what if it had the effects of drugs? The bad effects?

So they went back to work.

Ann kept watching Jack. She noted that he was happier, and he actually seemed to be a bit quicker. Not that he was slow to begin with, but now he was cheerful and that seemed to speed him up incrementally.

They found a record player and Jack plugged it in. It worked, and Jack found a box of records and they listened to a couple of tunes.

It was slightly scratchy, but not bad.

But Ann noted that Jack, sitting and listening to the music, was almost buzzing with happiness.

The panties were tight around his waist, and she could see the cage bobbing a little as his penis tried to stand up.

And he seemed more…harmonious.

Yet, he was Jack. The way he spoke, the way he moved, though happier, was pure Jack.

She had him take the record player upstairs and put it in the pile of good antiques. She went through the records while he was gone, and…he didn’t come back.

After a few minutes she realized this, and she walked slowly up the stairs. Listening.

Jack was in the garage talking to himself.

“You can’t make me do this!”

“But it’s me! How can you refuse?”

He was twitching slightly as he talked, almost like he was dancing, but dancing in an expression of anger.

“Not yet! Don’t you understand?”

“I understand you have to shit or get off the pot!”

“Jack?”

Jack spun, seemed disoriented, then awareness came into his eyes. He looked around in confusion, then at her. “What’s wrong?”

“You were taking a long time.”

“Oh.”

He didn’t seem to want to say anything else, so Ann said, “You were talking to yourself.”

“I was?” honestly perplexed.

Then he said something weird. He grinned and said, “Did I answer myself?” And burbled, “Because it’s all right if I talk to myself if I don’t answer myself.”

That didn’t make much sense to Ann, and she filed it away for future reference. “Let’s get back to work.”

Jack followed her down stairs.

He felt like pushing past her, running, or maybe just flying over her head.

She reached the bottom and pointed to the records. “Why don’t you take those up.”

Jack grabbed the box and trotted up the stairs.

The box wasn’t that heavy, but Jack made it look lighter. And ambulating up the narrow stairway should have been awkward, but it wasn’t. Not for Jack.

Ann waited. She wondered if she was going to have to go after him again. But he returned in a minute and she smiled and considered the bra on her writing table.

Jack was responding to the panties. Should she give him the bra?

Not yet. She had to make sure whatever he was going through didn’t somehow backfire on her. Or him. More him.

“Is that an old lawnmower?” she asked, pointing with a finger, and Jack pulled an old push mower out of the stack of junk.

For another hour they worked. Jack seemed happy and cheerful and was even a bit talkative. Grinning and making jokes and wondering at some of the antiques they were pulling out of the basement.

“Just think, somebody probably read a newspaper under that lamp.”

Or, “That alarm probably woke somebody up every morning for twenty years.”

Ann watched him, conversed with him, kept up her end of the conversation. But she also analyzed his every word, his every gesture. And in the drawer under the table she had another book, one to detail Jack’s adventures in female clothing, and she took it out every once in a while, contemplated Jack, and made notes.

“Seems happy. His penis is definitely happy.”

“Doesn’t show any frustration or lower emotions.”

The panties seem almost designed for his body.

Then it was lunchtime, and Ann decided it was time.

“Jack. Put on the bra and let’s go upstairs for lunch.”

Jack couldn’t wait. He was literally ‘chomping at the bit.’

But he made himself look nonchalant. He picked up the bra, smiled at it, then slipped his arms through the straps.

And the changes started happening.

His eyes glazed over. His mouth opened. He stood as if poleaxed.

Ann watched him. Sat down at her table and took out the Jack Journal, as it was labeled on the front.

She listed her observations on the right side of a column, and her opinions on the left side.

It was pretty straight forward. List his physical reactions, across the page list her thoughts.

He stopped moving, though didn’t seem too unaware. Sometimes he looked around. But it was as if he was in another world.

To Jack it was, exactly, like he was in another world.

He looked down at his chastity tube in the ‘bra world.’

He willed it to break.

In the real world he squirted.

He felt good and smiled.

Everything was golden light. Pale, but somehow glowing, and yet, somehow, insubstantial in even that.

Like he was changed, the world was changed, but only half way.

He suddenly turned his head and looked directly at Ann.

Ann had watched his motions, had seen his penis leak semen.

He said, “I’m…only…half…half…half…” he seemed to struggle, or at least his brow dipped, “halfway.”

He smiled, and though it was just a subtle separation of the lips, a glimpse of his white teeth, it was glorious.

Ann actually felt like the sun had suddenly sliced a beam into the basement.

But there was no sun down there.

“Are you okay, Jack?”

He gave a half nod. Slowly. As if his head was on a string.

“Shall we go up for lunch?”

He jerked, his leg twisting a bit, his shoulder dipping.

Ann didn’t recognize the movement, but it was a subtle turn towards the stairs.

He walked, slowly, and awkwardly, towards the stairs.

He passed Ann. He didn’t look at her. He seemed fixated on going up the stairs.

“Jack?”

He stopped. He didn’t turn around, he just stopped, and his shoulder sort of slumped forward. She knew he was listening.

“Are you somewhere else?”

“Half…half…” The compound word was giving him trouble. “Halfway.”

He stepped onto the stairs. He placed one hand on the wall, and in his weird universe he wondered if he would fall through this thin illusion called a wall.

But he didn’t.

He continued up the steps, one at a time, holding to the wall.

Ann, Jack’s Journal open in her arms, followed him.

She fixed him a hamburger.

She put a Coke down in front of him, and he sipped, then drank, then guzzled the whole thing. He was like a drug addict discovering the ultimate fix.

She put a hamburger in front of him and he picked it up, dripping with juices, and stuffed it into the left cup of his bra.

Ann gasped, but stayed back.

He looked at the cup, bits of lettuce and onion hanging out, the meaty juices seeping through the cup.

He seemed sad.

“What’s the matter, Jack?”

He looked at her. Forlorn, like a lost eight year old is forlorn. “I lost my boobs.”

She went to him then. She was freaked out enough by his actions that she wanted to call it. She wanted to give it a break, maybe think about it.

She undid his bra, took a kitchen towel and cleaned the hamburger off his chest. She rinsed the bra in the sink and draped it over the faucet.

Jack sat and stared, his eyes puzzled. “Hi.”

“Hello, Jack.”

His eyes had a confused look in them.

“Did I…” connections starting to happen in his mind. “How’d I do?”

“You were perfect.”

But was he? He hadn’t really known who he was, and he had tried to make a hamburger into a tit.

“Oh. Okay. What are we doing now?”

He was like a child, trying to figure out kindergarten, when he wasn’t anywhere near kindergarten.

She made him another hamburger, and he ate it.

She watched him. Gave him a Coke. Watched him some more.

Refreshed, fortified, he began to ask intelligent questions.

“So I went a little…somewhere, eh?”

“You did.” Careful. Nonchalant.

“Well, next time I think you should make me wear more clothes.”

He said it so innocently. Not worried at all that he had been half out of his mind, and the other half not functioning.

“Maybe.”

He studied her then, and she had the feeling that he was judging her, figuring out things about himself by looking at her responses.

“I think we should get somebody to help.”

He frowned. His eyebrows dipped, his mouth pursed, and he didn’t look happy. “I already told you how I feel about these so-called ‘medical experts.’”

“Jack. We’re talking about you. When you fade out, go somewhere, have one of these ‘fugues,’ we don’t know what’s happening. What if you’re damaging yourself? What if your brain is, I don’t know, discombobulating, and you don’t even know it.”

“I may be a little weird, but it doesn’t feel any worse than being stoned. I can see the world. I can hear things. And it’s like if I was just a little deeper in I could figure these things out. Besides. I’m normal now. I’m not acting like my mind is gone now, am I?”

Ann kept her face in neutral. “Sometimes you don’t see the car that’s going to hit you until you remember it.”

“I would trust my perceptions over your interpretation and worry.”

Ann sighed. “Let’s think about it. Let’s work, and think, and discuss it again. No harm in putting it off just a little bit, is there?”

“I guess not.” But it was obvious that he wanted to get the lead out. He was an addict, but the addiction was feminization. Sort of.

So they went back to work. They moved through the center row in the basement, going through boxes, cataloging several boxes of ancient magazines. Magazines from the twenties and thirties. There was even a box of yellowed pulp magazines. Amazing Stories, of all things.

By four o’clock they were done for the day and they headed out for the pool.

They swam, again in the nude, and they splashed each other, and Ann went for a couple of bourbon and Cokes. Then they were sitting in the lounge chairs, sipping a second bourbon and Coke, and she moved on to his chair.

They were crowded. Happily, and she had her hand on his worm, curling around it, feeling the plastic, squeezing his testicles, and making him groan.

“I know you want to get going. I know you want to find out things about your…your ‘condition.’ But when you’re dealing with something that nobody has ever heard of, we should not be in a hurry. So what if you get there tomorrow instead of today. You’ll still get there.”

He considered that, and knew she was right, but he still had this urge, stronger than sex, to get the show on the road. But he admitted to her that she was right.

But he didn’t think he could contain himself much longer.

She was on her side then, facing him, her large breasts hanging against his chest. She reached up and moved his face towards her and kissed him. A long time. And she got into it.”

Then they just lay there, looking at each other.

She whispered, “My husband’s name was Tom. He was a transvestite. Not like you, but serious enough. But he died.”

Jack knew he was being indelicate, but he had to know. “Did his death have anything to do with dressing up?”

She shook her head. “Car accident. I can’t tell you how much it hurt. But now, seeing you, your situation, I want to help you. I wasn’t always good with Tom. And when he was gone I realized how much I robbed him of his time, our time. I could have had so much fun with him, doing the things he loved, and, instead, I was…pissy. Crossdressing is wrong. Transvestites are evil.” Tears welled in her eyes.

“Now, seeing you wear female clothes, I feel it all again, and I don’t want to be pissy. I want to…be with you. Enjoy you. That’s why I’m so scared when you…go away like you do.”

“But I’m in no danger! I like where I’m going, even if I don’t understand…and…and…”

She shut him up with another kiss. She took his hand and placed it on her breast. “As long as you understand why I’m so worried, maybe you can be convinced to at least take it a little easy.”

He nodded.

“Do you think you could get me off? With your hand? Right here?”

He kissed her, and went to work.

And he sure wished he could get his cock out of lock and drive it into the dock.

And now he understood a little of what made Ann Jacobs who she was, and why she did the things she did.

That night he lay in his bed. The house quiet. The only thing moving in it was his cock and his mind.

The sheets were light on him, and he sighed and closed his eyes.

He thought about Ann and what she had told him. He wondered how many people in the world were gay. Well, not gay, but crossdressers. Not severely afflicted like him, but just wanted to wear nice lingerie and clothes. Maybe get a little sexually stimulated.

He got out of bed and went to his desk and opened his laptop. He came across a timeline of laws passed against crossdressers, then found an estimate.

Two to ten per cent. Which meant a good average would be five or six per cent.

Five per cent of the population wore panties, or bras, or other articles of female apparel. Or even dresses.

He sat at his desk, naked except for the chastity tube. He could see out the window here, and he watched Ann’s house.

One light was on. It was at the rear of the house, and suddenly it went out. She had just gone to sleep.

He should, too.

He stood up and headed for his bed…and the door opened. “Jack—oh!”

His mother stood in the doorway and stared at his groin. His crotch. His packaged pecker.

“Uh, mom.”

He hurriedly slipped into bed.

“What was that?” she blurted.

“Underwear.”

“That was not underwear! That was…something. Now tell me!”

She opened the door all the way and stepped into the room. Her arms were folded across her chest and she had that no nonsense look that mother’s get when they think their children are in danger.

He fluffed the pillow, sat half up and met her gaze.

“It’s called a chastity tube.”

“What’s it for. Oh, for chastity. Why are you wearing it?”

“Ann wanted me to wear it. She wants me to be chaste around her.”

He was skirting things here, and he didn’t talk about how she touched him, how she kissed him and sexually tortured him.

Joan crossed the room to his chair, turned it towards him and sat down. For a long moment she looked about to say something, but didn’t, then finally burst out, “Does it work?”

“Too well,” he admitted. “You don’t have to worry about me getting some poor young girl pregnant.”

She blinked. “But you’ll take it off if you get married.”

“I’ll take it off at the end of the summer.”

“Are you screwing Ann?” It was blunt. A mother’s worry.

“No. Not with this thing on.”

“But…I saw you kissing her on her patio.”

Jack couldn’t help it. He quipped. “And what part of the body is the patio? Exactly.”

For a moment Joan was flustered, then she started snickering.

“Okay,” she said. “I deserved that. And I shouldn’t even be talking about this. You’re of age. I can’t look over your shoulder and second guess you.”

“Thank you,” he answered.

She sat for a moment longer, then said, “Can I see it?”

Without hesitating Jack threw the sheets back and sat up. He spread his legs and Joan studied the thing.

“And that…does it hurt?”

“In the best way.”

“Well. I don’t think, if I was a man, I would want something like that locked onto me.”

“Good thing you’re not a man, then.”

She smiled, a wan, perfunctory smile, then got up. “Be careful, Jack.”

“I will.”

“Good night.” She left the room.

Jack lay back and sighed. His dingus was rockin’ and rollin,’ and it looked like it would do so all night long.

Well, so be it.

He closed his eyes.

His feet were wet. They were cold. Normally cold feet would have bothered him, but this cold made his feet awake, made him aware of his feet as he had never been.

But why were they wet and cold?

He looked down and saw that he was in a stream. Pebbles under his feet should have hurt, digging into his sole, but he was light and airy. His heart was soaring and the world felt so wonderful It was glowing, holding him like a baby, but he was all grown up. Sort of.

“It goes to the sea, you know.”

Jack turned. His whole body, not piece by piece, but just…his whole body turned without effort or muscular contraction.

The girl was next to him, and now he was aware enough to actually take note of the fine points of her.

She was slender and wore a thin dress that was almost transparent. He could see hints of her body through it.

He could see the dark patch of her crotch, the delicate Y from which life flows.

He could see her breasts, large for her thin frame, sloping down to points that thrust up.

Her face was thin, almost oval, except for the chin being slightly thinner. Her nose was sharp and her eyes were glistening emeralds.

Her eyes were laughing and concerned at the same time.

“What does?” he asked, feeling a bit obtuse, maybe even stupid.

“The ocean. It takes you want to go, and the ocean is where you want to be. Don’t you?”

“I…I don’t know. I don’t…what is this place?”

She was suddenly standing closer to him, and they were the same size. They were eye to eye, and Jack knew that he was only a couple of feet tall.

She placed a hand on his forearm, “You’ve got to hurry, Jack.”

“Why?”

“The ocean. It’s calling, and it hurts. Come on, Jack. We need you.”

“We?”

She turned and swept a hand along the bank of the river.

Women stood on the bank. Hiding behind thick roots, peering over boulders. Eyes in the foliage.

Jack stared, was stunned by the looks in the eyes of the beholders.

They were frightened, and they were beseeching. But…what did they…want…want…


Part One

“…want you to get up!”

Jack’s eyes opened. His mother was shaking his shoulder. She was smiling, but she was also insistence.

“Good Lord, Jack, do you always sleep so soundly?”

He sat up, and bent over.

“What is it?” she asked, suddenly alarmed.

“Nothing. I have to pee.”

She looked confused.

“With this thing on I can’t get my morning woodie. It hurts a little.”

“Oh, well,” she was confused, didn’t know what to do with this brash confession. “I’ve got breakfast ready,” she backed away. “It’s a little cold, but…”

Flustered, she left his room.

Jack only had to cross the hall to the bathroom, so he pulled a robe on and dashed, and sat—that was another thing, he always had to sit—and drained the lizard.

“Ahhh,” he groaned as the joy of relief spread through his aching groin.

Then his penis got a little less wild and wooly and he returned to his room to get dressed.

His mother had a plate of bacon and sausage for him, and she put it in the microwave. She stared at him as he sat down.

“I’m okay, mom.”

“How did it go yesterday?”

“It went fine. I’m more aware, I think I’m seeing things, and I feel like I can actually move. I feel like I’m breaking through.”

Actually, he hadn’t though of this, but the dream of the night before prompted him, made him speak with a confidence that he wasn’t sure he had.

“And you’re being careful?”

“Mom!”

Ding!

She hid her concern, though not the biting of her lip, and removed the plate from the microwave and placed it before him.

He slopped some syrup over the warm plate and started eating rapidly, just shoving food into his maw.

“What’s the hurry?”

“I overslept. I don’t want Ann to think I’m a lazy…”

He stopped. He was about to say ‘lazy slut,’ which as an unfiltered boy he might have said. But wearing the lingerie was affecting him, making him more careful of what he was saying, how he was acting.

He realized he was going to have to tell Ann about this.

Joan was sitting across from him and she suddenly reached across the table and placed her hand on his arm.

He stopped eating.

“I just…I’m worried.”

The old Jack would have chuckled and put her off. But the new Jack was more sensitive. He put his hand on hers. “Mother. I feel wonderful. I like what is happening. I’m discovering things about myself, things I never knew. You just have to trust me. Trust that I know what I’m doing, and that I’ll back off if anything starts to happen.

Still, his mother had that worried look plastered on her face.

He leaned forward and kissed her cheek.

That seemed to relax her. At least enough for her to let go.

He smiled and kept pushing the groceries down the gullet. He may be more gentle, but he ate like a piggy boy. And that was okay.

“Hey! I’m sorry I’m late!”

“No prob,” Ann smiled. She was wearing a halter top and her hair was up. She looked absolutely delicious in the hard but gloomy light of the basement.

“I’ve got some things you might want to know.” He sat down next to the writing table and faced her.

She put down her pen and closed the journal she used for cataloging the contents of the basement. “Oh?”

Jack told her about the way he was feeling.

She listened, and wondered if it was just his maturity showing through. But he seemed so earnest, and he did seem to be speaking with a slightly softer voice.

And his eyes were glittering.

He was happy.

Then, when she thought he was done, he told her about the dreams.

“Jack,” she said when he was done. “Are you sure you don’t want me to call in somebody who knows about this stuff?”

“No!” he seemed a bit alarmed by the thought. “Why would you want to do that?”

“Because I had a dream, too.”

“What?”

“It was sort of like yours. A girl with a thin but beautiful face. Big…you know…” she cupped her breasts.

He grinned, then sobered. “What happened?”

“I was standing in a stream, but it was cold. My feet felt like blocks of ice, and the girl was holding my wrists. She had a grip like bear traps. She held me and I couldn’t get free. And I was shivering. She wasn’t mean, or anything, but she kept saying, ‘Hurry up. Hurry. The ocean hurts.’ Jack, it was so very, very cold!”

Jack was frozen in thought.

She had had a dream. Like him. Real like him, but not so pleasant.

“What does it mean?” he asked.

“That’s why I want to bring somebody in. Somebody to help us understand what is happening. Jack, I don’t mind telling you that I woke up in a fright. I was still shivering, and my feet…they were so cold they hurt. I actually got up and ran hot water over them.

Jack waited for her to finish,, it looked like she wanted to say more, then he realized she was waiting for him to say it was okay to bring somebody in.

“But I really don’t want anybody else. I’ve agreed to go slow. I trust you. I seem to be feeling better about all this—“

“And the dreams?”

He didn’t know where it came from, but he blurted, “More beer.”

Ann couldn’t help a giggle escaping. “Jack! That’s not right!”

But the discussion, and all the seriousness of it, was over.

They worked on the basement all morning. They catalogued a box of TV guides and Archie comics.

Jack laughed at the mix. Archie and old TV sets. A more innocent time, for sure.

By lunch he was anxious. He wanted to try something, to touch a bra, to put it on, but Ann kept glancing at him out of the corner of his eye.

So he controlled himself, out waited her, and she broke right after lunch.

“Okay,” she sighed.

Jack grinned. “So what are we going to try?”

Ann heaved a sigh. “Panties and bra and…do you think you can put on a slip?”

He nodded automatically, his penis waggling furiously in the cage.

Slips have been around a while, usually as a shift, or some loose fitting garment to protect the girl from rough cloth. The one Ann had chosen was satiny smooth, probably from the sixties.

Jack put on his panties, and he felt the world getting lighter, easier to deal with.

He put on the bra and things changed. He tried to conceal the impact, but Ann was watching closely.

He gasped as colors became bright, but in a foggy sort of way. He felt his feet grow warm, like he was standing in the stream again.

His penis grew and pressed against the sides and end of the chastity cage, and it throbbed, but it didn’t wiggle and waggle. It just…pressed.

Ann watched it. She came over and felt it. She suppressed a frown. Somehow his reactions were different, but he seemed so happy, and so…inquisitive.

He moved around the basement touching things, feeling them, sniffing them.

He turned to her. “It’s wonderful,” he whispered. “Where’s the slip?”

He was more aware, more able to move. Whatever was happening, he was adapting.

She put the slip over his head and they both gave little tugs and it slid into place.

Ann started blinking. It was like he had little boobs inside the dress, inside the bra.

When it was just the bra he was flat, male flat. But with the slip on it looked like he actually had little lemon-sized boobs. And his nipples were big and hard. Bigger than they had been.

“Ooh,” Jack moaned, and he moved his hands up, over his waist, and felt himself.

Before he could reach the boobs, however, Ann moved in.

“Let me feel, Jack.”

She cupped his breasts, and, yes. He definitely had a small swelling over the pectorals. Not huge, but not male.

She stepped back.

He felt his breasts, and he smiled. “Am I here?” he asked.

“Yes, Jack.”

“But it’s so different, and the stream…” he frowned.

“What about the stream, Jack?”

It’s muddy. Something is stopping the stream from…from going…”

“To the ocean?”

He smiled, and his smile looked downright idiotic, but he nodded. Then he frowned. “How did you know? You’re not even there?”

“Are you, Jack?”

He paused, and nodded. “It’s beautiful.”

“Where are you, Jack?”

“In the stream, but I’m not moving. It’s getting muddier.

He described the world he was in. It was a mix of flat basement with a stream running through it. The basement was miles wide, and sunlight shone along the edges of the ceiling, all the way around. The clouds were light, fluffy and insubstantial.

“Nothing going to hang from them,” Jack described at one point.

Finally, Ann had it all written down.

Jack was functioning now. He wasn’t frozen. The slip had changed something, and she wondered what would happen if he put on more feminine finery.

But she wasn’t willing to find out. Right now she just wanted to know how well he could function.

“Jack, can you work?”

“Sure!” He smiled, and his lips looked softer, rounder,  as did his eyes.

“Get another box.”

Jack did. A box full of fireplace paraphernalia. Iron pokers, heavy screen and hopper, the cradle that holds the wood in the fireplace. It was heavy, but he lifted it easily, more easier than if he had lifted it with his male persona.

Was he shorter? Maybe by an inch?

She didn’t know, but it seemed like he was.

He placed the box by the writing table and began taking items out of it. They were dirty, soot encrusted, yet his hands remained clean.

At one point Ann touched the tip of the poker. It was dirty and left a smudge on her finger. Yet Jack had picked it up with his hand, and it had even touched his slip, but it had left no smudges on him!

When she was done describing the items in her book he trotted up the stairs with it. He almost pranced, gleefully.

She watched his ass move, and it was different. Rounder. And it seemed to shift and even jiggle differently than when he was just Jack.

She raised a hand and almost called out to him for two more beers.

But he was gone, so she didn’t.

She sat at her table and pondered the changes. Something was happening to Jack, and it seemed to be physical. That was ridiculous, though.

How could somebody change physically just from putting on a slip?

But she was observing the changes, so…

Jack placed a cold beer on the corner of her desk. He had moved silently, and she was deep in thought, and it startled her.

“Oh!”

“I heard you wanted a beer.”

“You heard?”

“Sure. I was at the top of the stairs and you called out.”

Her mouth started to open in surprise, so she took a quick sip to hide her reaction. She lowered the bottle. Carefully: “Jack, I never said anything.”

“But you thought it?”

She nodded.

“Oh, I guess that’s what I heard.”

She let it slide, but was secretly marveling.

He read my mind? That was something new.

That was the big shock, but the rest of the afternoon was little surprises.

Jack was more talkative. He was cheerful. He giggled a lot. He even pranced like…like a girl.

A happy girl.

And the boobs…wow!

Four o’clock arrived.

“Okay, Jack. Time to return to earth.”

She was half joking, and half realizing that this was a serious statement.

He was here…but where was he? Really?

Jack sighed, and it looked like he wanted to keep his feminine finery on, but he took off the slip, the panties and the bra, and handed them to Ann.

And he had no tits. The little boobs were gone.

And she could tell that he was back to being a nice, sort of conservative male.

Softer, more considerate, even moved a little more gently, but…no girlish mannerisms.

They headed out to the pool and jumped into the water.

Jack sighed and floated on his back. He was happy. His whole body was happy. Oddly, his penis wasn’t jumping around as much.

It had been super wiggly before he had put on the lingerie, but now…now it just sort of lay there. Like something had happened.

Happy.

But not moving so much.

Ann noticed it, too. She swam over to him and put a hand under his butt and supported his float. The other hand gripped his chastity tube. “You don’t look too excited. Did you exhaust yourself?”

He shook his head and considered his penis. His happy penis. It was like he had screwed, and cum, and now it was done.

“I don’t know. It feels good, but maybe wearing that stuff…maybe my penis was excited the whole time and I didn’t notice it.”

Ann thought about that. She hadn’t seen his penis the whole afternoon because he had on panties and slip. Well, that would change. She was going to have to check him periodically through the day.

She leaned over his groin and lapped at his penis. She engulfed his cage with her mouth, and she massaged his balls.

“Oh, that feels good,” he sighed.

His penis shifted a little, but only barely. It mostly just stayed sluggish and unexcited in the tube.

Food for thought.

Jack went home and napped. His mother noticed, but didn’t say anything. He was working, and she understood a hard day’s work might make somebody sleep.

But she also nibbled her lip, and while he slept, the sheets half off him, she studied the way his cock nestled in his cage.

It was a pretty penis. She hadn’t seen it since he was a baby boy, but it was like his father’s and she well remembered that hunk of meat.

Jack stirred and she started to back up, then she noticed that something was different.

His musculature.

he was think, but he had defined muscles. Now they weren’t so defined. And his chest…it looked a little…puffy.

Jack stirred again and she backed out of the room and closed his door gently.

As she walked downstairs to prepare dinner she considered him and his…adventures.

He seemed happy.

Heck, he was happy.

So why was she so worried.

And had he lost muscles by working? That made no sense at all!

As worried as Joan was, Jack ate dinner, then spent the evening with her. They watched TV, the Towering Inferno. They even made a bowl of popcorn and they shared it.

Joan kept glancing at him, and he seemed truly excited. He was calm, peaceful, and he was enjoying the movie. Eating popcorn. Sipping a Pepsi.

He was a beautiful boy. Well, a man. Some girl would be lucky.

But she had this sense of unease in the deep down psyche.

About ten Jack decided to go to bed. A little early for him, so she asked, “Going to play video games?”

“I don’t think so. I just need my beauty sleep.”

Beauty sleep? That was a feminine thing to say.

But she didn’t object when Jack sauntered upstairs and went into his bedroom.

If she only knew what, specifically, was bothering her.

He stood ankle deep in the stream. He felt…shorter. He felt like he had shrunk. He looked down.

The water was muddy. Not too muddy, but it hadn’t been muddy the day previous.

Suddenly an object nudge his leg, then floated by. He leaned over and picked it up, and dropped it.

It was a dead fish. Dead with gills that gasped but only ingested mud. Fins that shivered in the water, but couldn’t get through the mud fast enough to breath.

“The river can’t get to the ocean, Jack. So the fish are dying. When the fish die the fisherman won’t have enough to feed their families, and you know what that means.”

Jack turned. It was the woman. Small, slender, an Elf-like face.

She had been more human, or at least not elf-like, the night, or day, or whatever it was, before.

Now she was doll like, large breasts, wearing the flimsy shift.

He could see her breasts, standing up, not needing a bra.

She was strong, agile, but she wouldn’t be when the river died, and the fish died, and the people…but she wasn’t a people!

What was she?

“I’m a fairy, Jack.”

His mind went through corkscrews of thought.

Fairy…queer…no…old time fairy…like…fairy tales.

“Why am I here?” he asked. “And what does it mean if the fishermen can’t feed their families?”

The woman studied him. Then: “Are you here for a while, Jack? Do you have the time for me to explain?”

“Yes!” Then: “I took as nap earlier. I went to bed earlier. Tell me what is going on!”

“Very well, come with me, Jack.”

The woman/girl/elf/fairy/whatever took Jack’s hand and they crossed the stream and climbed the bank.

Jack was aware, as they walked, that his feet were not so warm today. But he felt strong and agile, like he could do somersaults, and he had never done a somersault in his life!

They entered the wood, following a tunnel through the greenery, branches for a cover, bushes for walls. The woman was light on her feet, and shortly Jack felt the dancing rhythm of her infecting his body.

She leaped over a root, and Jack leaped with her.

They ducked under a branch, and Jack found himself able to bend his knees deep and walk, lower than a crawl, under the foliage.

The tunnel/trail weaved this way and that. It led between boulders and over hummocks.

The world was rich with greenery, and Jack noticed that animals were accompanying them. Chipmunks chattering, skipping ahead on the branches then waiting.

Birds fluttering by to take up roost and peer at them with little, pebble eyes, their heads turning and craning and scrutinizing.

And once a fox. Lush, red fur, a pointy nose, a thick tail that swept the earth.

“They depend on you, Jack. For they depend on the river, too. They fish and they drink, and they need you to hurry up, Jack.”

Then they were walking through a village. But whereas the animals saw them and watched them and even danced along next to them, the people in the village didn’t see them, ignored them, and Jack and the woman entered into the village without fanfare.

The woman stopped at the well, which was the center point of the village.

Women came to the well, walked past within inches without giving an indication that they had seen Jack and the woman.

They dipped water, and looked disgusted into the bucket.

“It’s brown,” muttered one old granny type.

“It’s the curse,” muttered a man standing nearby.

“None of that now, Hiram. We don’t need any of your doom and gloom.”

“Tain’t doom and gloom to see the way of the world. The river’s turning brown, and now the well water…can’t catch a decent fish…it’s all going bad.”

The woman advanced on him, shook a bony finger under his nose. “You ain’t too old to get a whippin’, Hiram Pheller.”

That seemed to do the trick, for Hiram wandered off, giving only a small backward glance of reproach.

Then Jack noticed: the men were smaller than the women.

And where the women walked the men stepped aside.

Stepped aside as if for royalty, and the women walked in pairs and threes and ignored the men.

“What is happening?” muttered Jack.

“What is happening?” Jack simply didn’t understand. The changes in himself, the mystery of the river, the women in charge…what was this place?

“When the fish die the fishermen can’t feed their families, and they die. And then…You’ve got to hurry, Jack. We can’t do it without you.”

“Do what?”

“Stop them. Stop…stop…”

“Stop…stop…stop it….”

Jack sat up and looked around. It was middle of the night and the dream had awoken him.

He had been in another world, and yet…it was the same. But how he didn’t know.

And he was cold. The warmth he had felt before…no longer.

The feeling of desperation, fish dying, and a whole e co system with them.

He looked down at his chest. Boobs. Small. Just bumps. But…boobs.

But he didn’t feel bad about it. It was necessary.

He had to help the…the…

Who was he trying to help? Nothing made sense; everything was muddled.

For long minutes he sat there. He became of the clock ticking. He got up and closed the window. He got a blanket from the closet and wrapped himself in it.

He felt like he could never sleep again. Not after…but…but nothing had really happened?

Just the strange village with women in charge and the fishermen complaining and his feet were so cold.

And the bumps on his chest.

So why was he shivering? Why was he feeling like the world was coming to an end?

He looked at the clock again, and now it registered. Three.

He lay back and knew he would be awake till morning.

But he wasn’t.

He awoke in the village. The sound of smack…smack…smack…

Nobody there. Deserted, except for the sounds coming from one hut.

Smack…smack…smack…

The woman wasn’t there.

He looked down at his chest.

The little bumps were bigger. He was growing boobs in this dream.

And the real world, the world in which he had gone to sleep…that was the dream.

Now he was awake.

His body was slender but lithe. He felt energized, but empty. The way of the world was changing.

Smack…smack…smack…

He walked towards the hut. He was wearing a shift, like the woman, but the woman was gone.

She had had enough of the village, the village that presented a happy front, but the fish were dying and the well was brown, and he heard a voice.

“You tell everybody it’s the curse, but we know what the curse is, don’t we?”

Smack…smack…smack…

“It’s the men. The men, like you. The men who have refused their ownership and now destroy the world.”

Smack…smack…smack…

“You’ve got to learn. You’ve—“

Jack looked in the door of the hut.

The old fisherman who had spoken of curses was tied to a large X. His hands and feet were fastened to the beams, and the woman was whipping him.

But she stopped now that Jack was looking in.

“What do you want, Jack?”

“What are you doing?”

She stared at him, and she didn’t want to answer.

“This is the dream place, Jack. Go away. Your kind has done enough wrong.”

“Not until you tell me. What dream place? Why are you whipping him? What is my kind?”

“Men!” she spat.

She raised her arm, coiled the whip back and walked towards him. Her arm came forward and—

Crack!

The sound woke Jack up. It was morning, the sun was out and he felt…sort of refreshed.

But…not really. Something was wrong.

But what was that sound?

He pulled on his clothes and raced downstairs.

“Good morning, Jack. I hope I didn’t wake you up.”

“Wake me?”

“Yes. I was carrying the trash out and the door slammed. I let go of it and…” she shrugged. “Sorry.”

“No. I’m okay.”

Yet he was not really okay.

He was disjointed from the dream.

He had questions that circled in his head and raised up a fog.

Why was the village dying?

Then, fortunately his mother was looking the other way, he felt his chest.

He had boobs.

Not big, like in the dream, but…bigger than the lumps he had had yesterday.

He turned and scampered up the stairs.

He stood in the bathroom and looked at his chest.

Yes. He had real tits. Not huge, just about as big as baseballs, but…how?

Somehow he knew that the dreams had something to do with it. And he knew that wearing the female clothes had something to do with the dreams, and…and he felt a compulsion pushing him, pulling him, telling him to hurry and go next door.

He had to put on more clothes. More.

You’ve got to go all the way, Jack!

He blinked at the voice in his head. It didn’t sound feminine, but he knew it was the woman in the dream. Not the old woman with the whip, but the elf-like woman. The fairy.

But fairies are gay and he didn’t want to be a gay and did having tits on his chest make him gay?

He shook the errant thought off, went to his closet and took out a loose fighting flannel shirt. He had to cover up his boobs.

If his mother saw that he had tits she would go ape shit! She would call doctors no matter what! It would be the end of his experiments in another world with Ann.

He arranged the shirt so it hid his chest, and slumped a little.

He went down for breakfast.

Ann had a bowl of mush ready for him.

“Got to go shopping today, Jack. You don’t mind a little oatmeal, do you?”

“Oh, no.” He sliced a quarter cube of butter and poured a tidal wave of honey into the bowl. Nothing like a little oatmeal with your sugar.

He ate, and they talked, and while he was calm and kind on the outside, he felt the inside winding up, pushing him, telling him to get going.

But he didn’t want to alarm his mother.

Finally, she did the dishes and he headed for the door. As he went out he heard his mother say, “Don’t slouch, Jack.”

He straightened up, and was glad she didn’t see the perky, little tits pushing his shirt out.

Which left Ann as the problem.

What would Ann think of his dream? Of his…chest?

He was scared she would call it off. But when he entered the basement she was the one demanding that they go on.

He approached the writing table and she leaped to her feet and ran to him.

“Jack! Jack!” She hugged him, and he felt her big breasts pressing against him.

He hugged back, not understanding the franticness of her.

She held him, and he held her, and finally she whispered, “I saw the woman. The dream. Oh, Jack, I’m scared.”

He held her at arm’s length.

“Did you go to the village?”

“No… what village?”

He explained about the village and the fishermen, but he didn’t bother with the whipping he had viewed. He didn’t want to scare her, she might call it off if people were getting hurt.

In his mind he was thinking: that’s why the woman, the Fairy, wasn’t there last night, in the second dream. She was with Ann.

When he was done she asked, “What does it mean?”

“I don’t know, but we’re both dreaming, and that world seems more real than this one, and…and I think we have to keep going.”

Now he was scared. He was afraid she would disagree, but she didn’t.

“I think so, too. The woman…the woman…”

Ann was shaking now, and he held her again.

She slowly calmed down, then said, “The woman said we have to hurry. She said…Jack…she said we have to go all the way.”

She moved back from him slightly.

“She said you can’t help until you’ve gone all the way.”

“But what does that mean? All the way where?”

But in their heart of hearts they knew.

All the way as a woman. All the clothes. The make up. Jack had to be transformed all the way.

They stared at each other, on a precipice and not knowing how to get off it, except to jump.

Jump into womanhood. Into feminization. Beyond simple transvestitism.

“Okay, Jack,” Ann breathed. “I was afraid of this, and yet…I picked out some clothes.”

She tuned to the table and Jack saw a small pile of women’s clothes.

She handed him panties.

He stripped, and she gasped when she saw his chest.

“You’ve got…”

“I guess I’m going to need a bra,” he said wryly.

She handed him a bra, and her mind was dazed with what was happening.

Dreams they shared, his body changes.

He put on the bra and the world changed. It became faint and grainy, light and bright, and fuzzy.

The same, but more so. A reality that surpassed the one they were in.

She handed him the slip.

He put it on.

“I chose more modern clothes. I don’t know why. They’re still out of the box, but I felt they would be more appropriate.”

Jack put on a skirt and a blouse.

Now the world that was sneaking up on him, the ‘fairy world,’ for lack of a better name, was more real than the real world.

The same, but different. A desk became a rickety table. A box became a well bucket.

The clothes he put on morphed a bit, became older, and yet fit him better.

Perfectly.

Either they were cut expressly for him, or he was morphing to their dimensions.

She handed him a pair of high heels and he put them on.

She had to help him walk up the stairs, and her hands touched his body, his butt, his breasts.

Then they were on the ground floor.

“I’m upstairs, Jack.”

He went up the stairs, and she wanted to touch him, to feel him. She was being sucked into a reality she didn’t understand, and touching him reminded her of the ‘real’ world.

They reached the second floor and she couldn’t handle it anymore.

She held him. Then she kissed him. She needed not just the raw feel of his flesh, but the ethereal emotion of the kiss.

He was the anchor that she needed.

She felt his breasts, and they felt like they were growing even bigger. But that was crazy! But…but then everything was crazy.

She grabbed his butt and pulled him to her, and his chastity tube fell off.

Clack!

It hit the floor.

They both stepped back and stared down at it.

“But…how…”

Jack lifted up his skirt.

She pulled down his panties.

His cock was gone.

Disappeared.

What was left was a slit. Labia. Clitoris.

Pink and moist looking.

She stared at him in horror.

But all Jack could say was, “I think we’d better hurry.”

She couldn’t take her eyes off him, walked backwards as she pulled him into her room.

She sat him down at her vanity table.

Jack had never had make up on. But the things that were happening in him, he was quiet, patient…feminine like a sphinx as she prepared his face, painted it, shadowed it, rolled on lipstick.

And his breasts felt even bigger.

In the mirror he saw how they stood out.

How the nipples were stiff and rigid.

And…he had no penis.

What was alarming was that didn’t alarm him.

It was just…a natural thing. It was the way the world was.

She brushed his hair, and it was long and fine, gone from mail to female.

“Do my nails,” he said. Dull with wonder.

She did. She was moving fast now. Terrified in a way, but…compelled.

She had to do this!

It was the way of the world!

Finally, she was done, and there was no trace of Jack the man.

Jack was transformed. It wasn’t just the dress and the make up, it was his skin, his eyes, the essence of his soul.

It was his boobs and vagina.

It was his very being.

“What now?” Ann was almost begging.

“Now? Now you have to…whip me.”

He didn’t know why. The words just came out of him, poured from a vessel of flesh from a world where it just was the way it was.

“Tie me to the bed. Get something to use as a whip…”

She helped him onto the bed and he lay on his back. She used nylons from her drawers to fasten his arms and legs, and the nylons started to look like leather straps.

Ann stared in wonder.

Her bed was transforming. Changing from a luxurious four poster into a rude contraption of rough wood.

“The whip…a whip?” He begged.

She was staring at him, at the changing bed, at the room that now had plates on racks and now books. Only a couple of rough dresses and no walk in closet full of beautiful duds.

There was a whip on the dresser, coming into existence as the modern dresser became a roughed up, misshapen thing.

“Yes,” said Jack. “Hurry.”

She picked up the whip.

Part of her was aghast. She was a modern woman, educated, gentle.

And part of her was a muscular arm that scraped clothes on a washboard and tanned hides. Part of her churned butter and…and the whip felt good in her hand.

Balanced. Hefty. Nice.

She drew back her arm and swung it forward.

The whip whistled through the air, came down on Jack’s buttocks.

He screamed, and…

She cried out in terror…

Jack disappeared.

Ann stood, her mind shattered.

He was gone! The straps hung loose from the posters!

Where had he gone?

What had happened?

Then she slowly crumpled. Knees to the floor, hands to her face, and she sobbed.

The room was her modern room, new dresser off the assembly line. A table with all all the latest in make up. Clothes made with modern manufacturing methods.

Rugs. Pictures on the wall. Books. A big closet, and a big bathroom with a toilet that flushed!

But where was Jack?

She sobbed.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from
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