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A Note from the Author!

We are a society of drugs.

Oh, sure, drugs are bad. But why do we have doctors, pharmacies, huge pharma corporations?

And, there are drugs for recreational use.

And changing sex.

And there are pills to make the weenie limp, or hard.

Let me tell you, it’s only a matter of time until they come up with a pill that makes you into the other sex for a while…or longer.

Pills for bigger breasts or dicks. Pills for more cum. Pills for morons to become geniuses, and…it’s only a matter of time.

So, because it’s coming, here’s a collection of stories that deal with drugs, and you’ll find that for every good there’s a bad, and for every bad there’s a good.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


OOPS!

A torrid tale of first time feminization

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hi, big boy,” she was a knock out. I mean, one look at her and your eyeballs turned to steam. Long legs, a flare of the hips then a dive into a tight waistline, then the fun started. World class breasts, and she wore them right. A high bra and low cleavage, I could see her large and erect nipples looking right at me.

“Like what you see?” she chuckled at me.

Her face was a gentle oval, her nose pert, which served to emphasize her juicy lips.

“Very much,” I managed to answer.

“Then stop gawking like a tourist and buy me a drink.”

I raised a couple of fingers to the bartender and he nodded. While we waited for him to get to us I asked, “What are you drinking?”

“Coke High.”

“Hey! That’s my drink!”

“Great minds think alike,” she murmured.

Joey the bartender sauntered over, we ordered two bourbon and Cokes, and traded names.

“Tina,” she said.

“Kirk.”

“Well, Kirk, what are you into?”

And that was the start. I gave her a capsule history, college, the army, a few jobs and now I finally owned my own company. 30 years old and I was the proud papa of a box company.

“A box company?”

Cardboard, packing supplies, tape, foam, the whole bit. And what do you do?”

“I help balance the scales.”

“Huh?”

I help people deal with trauma in their lives.”

“Oh, sort of like a therapist.”

“Yep. Just like. Tell me, have you ever done something bad to somebody?”

I almost sobered up and walked out. Good looking or not, I had a history.

She placed a cool hand on my arm. “Relax, be honest. Just tell me.”

I stared at her. I could see her caring, professional side coming out. She must be one hell of a therapist.

“I’ve done things I’m not proud of, I’ve done bad things to people, but I don’t talk about it.” I could feel myself shrinking back, withdrawing into myself.

She took her hand off my arm and sipped her drink. “Too bad. Sounds like you need to cleanse your soul.”

I changed the subject, thank God, and we kept chatting, had another drink, and things were feeling pretty good, then… “Huh.”

“What?”

“I don’t feel so good.”

The room tilted a bit and I stood up.

“Want to take a walk?”

“Yeah, I think I’d better.”

She linked her arm in mine, and that was good. I was starting to feel a bit woozy.

We walked out of the bar and into the parking lot. She guided me around the side and back where there were few cars.

“Is it getting better?”

“I think it’s worse. I don’t…I’ve never felt like this before…”

“That’s my van over there. Let’s sit down for a minute.”

I was staggering slightly now, and the world was turning about me. I was trying desperately to stay upright.

She led me to the van, opened the side panel and I sat on the lip. Behind me was an empty van. I looked up her, confused, in pain, and she pushed me. I fell on my back, the van door slid shut, and I closed my eyes.

Life became a kaleidoscope of whirling images.

Bouncing around in the back of the van. My head lolling, touching the floor, bouncing, but not caring because I felt like I was built of rubber.

The van door sliding open and Tina pulling on my arm, trying to get me turned around and on my feet.

Staggering a few feet to a door, Tina under my arm. The door opening.

Bright lights, slanted pictures on walls, the dull sound of far away music.

A chair. Sitting in a chair. Tina looking into my face.

“Do what I say. You have to do what I say.”

I had to…I had to…and it all started to come together. I had to do what Tina said.

I had to.

“Ohhh,” somebody groaned.

I was aware that I was laying on a bed.

“Ohhh!”

Oh, that was me. It was me that was groaning.

“Rise and shine, pretty girl.”

I opened my eyes. Or rather, my eyes opened. I wasn’t doing anything. The world was happening and I wasn’t involved.

The bed shook. Earthquake.

“Come on. Up and at ‘em.”

Another earthquake.

Oh, not earthquake. Somebody was kicking the bed I was on.

“Ohhh,” I groaned, then the pain set it.

My body was stiff, my joints all had super arthritis, my head had been filled with glue and the glue had dried.

I turned on my side, doubled up and tried to barf.

Laughter.

It sure as hell wasn’t me that was laughing.

I started to focus on the room.

A room. 8 by 12. Pink. White baseboards and molding.

“Come on, sit up.”

A figure came into focus. It was the girl I had been drinking with last…last night? My sense of time was totally skewed.

“When is it?” I croaked.

“There’s a glass of water on the table, and a couple of aspirin. Take your medicine and come on out.

She walked away, her round butt was still sexy, but I wasn’t feeling very sexy. I felt like I needed some aspirin. Like maybe a boxcar of it. I started to sit up, everything felt weird, I was off balance, my chest felt like somebody had tied a pair of pillows to it, and reached for the…

AAAIIIIIEEEE!

That wasn’t somebody else screaming, that was me. That was me looking at my hands.

I have spatulate hands, a little rough from ripping boxes and moving stuff in a warehouse.

These weren’t my hands. Well, they were, but they had long, red nails on them. Which made them look slender and feminine.

“What’s happening!” I yelled.

I stood up, suddenly shocked out of my hangover. My chest bounced. I looked at my chest. I had breasts! And my hair was long! It hung over my face. I brushed my long hair aside with my long, red-tipped fingers, and my hair actually got hung up in my long eyelashes!

I was now standing in the center of the room, turning, looking down at myself, trying to figure out how I had come to look like a woman.

I felt my face. My lips were slightly numb, but they felt…big. Huge, in fact.

I looked over my tits and examined my manhood. Oh, fuck! I still had it. But it was…not right. My normal 8 inch dick was now about an inch long, and my balls were tiny, little marbles.

“What the fuck…what the fuck…?” I was whimpering as I turned and examined myself.

Finally, I slowed down. I tried to think, but couldn’t, but I did see the water and the aspirin on the end table. I grabbed the little pellets and threw them down my throat, then tossed the water after them.

Fuck. What had happened to me? I remembered drinking, and feeling bad, then…images flittered through my mind. Being in the van, getting out, Tina telling me I had to do what she said.

Tina. She was in the next room, or at least she had told me to go in the next room.

But I was naked.

I looked around the room. No clothes. Okay. Birthday suit it was. I went to the door and opened it.

“Well, well, good morning, Miss Sunshine.”

She was sitting on a divan, back up against a wall. Next to her was a mousy girl whom I had never seen before. The girl had an okay face. Her lips were a little thin, but she had okay eyes, but she obviously didn’t take any pride in her appearance.

Her body was slender, almost a rail, with a bit of flare for hips, but a flat chest.

“What the fuck is going on?”

The girl I had never seen before jumped up and yelled, “No!”

Tina looked at her quizzically, “What?”

“That’s not him!”

Tina sat up and her face became very concerned. No more cheerful bantering, no more ‘how you doing good morning ain’t we got fun’ bullshit.

“What?”

“That’s not Kirk!”

“I’m Kirk,” I said, enraged, but confused.

“He’s not Kirk?” She stood up and faced the smaller girl.

“He’s the wrong one!”

“But you said Kirk would be at the bar!”

“He was! I followed him there!”

“What did you do to me?” I managed to gurgle out.

“Oh, fuck,” said Tina.

“What’d you do?” I blurted, and at the same time, the other girl turned to Tina and aid, “What did you do?”

Tina stood there for a long moment, then she grinned, then she began to chuckle, and finally…she laughed.

“Oh, God! this is good! I don’t believe it!”

Laugh, laugh, laugh.

Hah hah.

I was enraged, but didn’t know what to do, and my confusion was getting even larger.

Another Kirk? And they intended to do to him what they had done to me? What the fuck was going on and why?

At last Tina stopped laughing. She was shaking her head and chuckling.

I took a step towards her, my anger plain on my face, and looked into the barrel of a gun.

It wasn’t a big gun. And it was pink. Probably a .22, which wouldn’t stop me, but would certainly cause me to think, especially as it was pointed right at my nose.

“Okay, Captain Kirk,” Tina’s mouth made a little snarl. “Back up.”

I backed. She tracked me with the little pistol. The girl stared at her with big eyes.

“Sit down.”

I sat. She lowered the gun and kept it aimed, then she suddenly took a step to the left, turned and aimed the gun at the girl. “Now, you. Sit next to him.”

“Me?” But…”

Tina lifted the pistol and pointed it at her noise. Tina was closer than I had been, and her eyes crossed slightly, then she moved gingerly over next to me and sat down.

The gun momentarily off me, I was looking at my body, my arms, my legs. My little manhood. “What did you do to me?” I whispered.

Tina sat down on the edge of the divan and contemplated us.

“Well, kids, looks like we’ve got a problem. Correction. You’ve got the problem. I’ve got the gun so I don’t have a problem.”

“Who are you?” I asked the girl.

“Janice.”

“She’s Janice, you’re Kirk and I’m Tina. So what?”

“But what happened to me?” My head was swiveling back and forth between the two.

“You’re the wrong Kirk. I’m…I’m sorry. I never intended…”

I looked at Tina, who had a twisted grin on her face. “Okay, Captain Kirk, time to find out the facts of life. You raped her. Gave her a roofie and you and your friends abused her. She came to me and wanted a little revenge…”

“They ruined my life,” Janice whispered, her head down.”

“But why me?”

“Haven’t you been listening? Bonehead? Mistaken identity. Happens all the time. Happened to you this time.”

“But what did you do to me?”

Her grin got bigger.

“Vacation boobs. Saline injected into your chest and you’ve got nice, big boobs. We glued eyelashes on you, gave you hair extensions, long nails, and lipstick that lasts. Your lips have been plumped and stained. The color is designed to last at least a month, and it will probably be three months before it fades completely.”

“But…” now I was whispering, “What about…what about…”

“Your dick? That’s the best part. I gave you a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. It’s a chemical castrator. Good for three months. So you’ve got about three months before your little pecker can spit again.”

“But I’ll return to normal?”

“What’s normal?” She leaned over to a table. There was a little bowl of M&Ms there, and she popped a couple in her mouth.

“What am I supposed to do in the meantime?”

She shrugged. “What do I care? I’m done with you.”

“You…you do this to me, and…and…”

“Hey, I delivered Janice’s revenge. That’s what I was contracted to do, and that is what I did. I delivered, I’m done, don’t let the doorknob hit your ass on the way out.”

“What?” My eyes, already widened, opened even more.

“What what?” She snapped, her grin becoming tighter.

“You’re just going to kick me out like this?”

“What’s it to me? Now get, and take Miss Stupid with you.”

“Stupid?” Janice’s voice quavered.

Tina laughed.

“But…I need to cover myself…don’t you have some clothes?”

“Nope.”

“But…but…”

“That was part of the plan. We were going to take you to a bad part of town and set you free. Can you imagine what would have been done to you?” She was laughing again. She really was a jolly person.

“Now…GET UP!” She stiffened her arm and pointed the pistol at us.

We stood.

“And don’t try to find me. If I ever see you again I’ll shoot first and laugh later.”

I didn’t doubt that.

I turned towards the door, Janice was in front of me. A shocked expression on her face. The best plans of mouseys and men.

She moved to the door, turned the knob and exited.

I glanced back at Tina. She laughed yet again and made a ‘shooing’ motion with the barrel of the gun.

We were in an apartment house, and we didn’t have far to go to find a shabby section of town. We were there.

We descended the stairs slowly. She had on flats and made a little noise. I was bare-footed and made no noise.

We reached the bottom and she stopped and we looked at each other.

“I’m sorry.”

I opened and closed my mouth. My large, red lips were quivering. I was naked, looked like a girl, and…and I was in a section of town that would not be too friendly to people of my apparent persuasion.

“I can take you home.”

I nodded, becoming aware of how long my hair was.

Her car was on the other side of an alley, and she led me to it. It was a red Honda Prelude, and she slipped behind the wheel and keyed my door open. I got in.

She leaned around and reached into the backseat. She handed me a thin sweater. “Here.”

I took the sweater and had my first adventure with women’s clothes. The material was thin, my shoulders were too large. The sweater wouldn’t come together in the front and it looked like I was wearing something deliberately provocative, showing off my tits, as it were.

She started the car, glanced at me, and drove.

Shock was starting to lessen now, but tears were starting up. I’m not the kind of guy that cries, so it was a very unfamiliar feeling as the tears ducts pushed rain down my cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered again.

I nodded, but I couldn’t speak. I had gone to a bar for a drink, and now my life…my life was over.

“It’ll be okay,” she said, turning a corner.

I was sobbing louder now, and she suddenly pulled over. She reached across the console and hugged me.

I cried on her shoulder, my whole body shaking with emotion. Finally, I managed, “Why…why did you…why me?”

But I knew why. Mistaken identity. I was just an innocent passerby, collateral damage.

“I’m sorry,” she said, yet again.

Finally, not sobbed out, but at least the edge of the storm done, I sat back. Tears still streamed, but I was able to take note of the world.

“40th street,” I murmured.

Janice drove quickly, but she kept looking at me. She seemed about to say something several times, but the only thing that came out was a muted, “I’m sorry.”

We arrived at my place of business. It’s a small brick warehouse with a parking area in the back. I have a cot in the back of the warehouse from when I first got started, and I have a trailer nudged up against the building. It’s cheaper than an apartment and I get lots of silence.

I need lots of silence.

She stopped her car next to the big back roll door. Several pallets had been deposited there, I estimated I had been gone two days. I stepped out of the car.

“Wait!”

Janice stepped out of the car and came to me.

“What?”

“What are you going to do?”

“Go to work.” Tears starting up again. How was I going to handle customers looking like this?

“What do you do? What is this place?”

“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked. I turned and went to the trailer, holding her sweater closed over my chest. She was walking behind me.

I stepped up the two steps, opened the door and stepped into my trailer.

Gloomy from all the shades drawn. Comfortable for one guy, maybe even a couple. Right now all I wanted to do was take a shower, put on some clothes, and sit in the darkness.

Janice was behind me. I turned around and looked at her. I took off the sweater and handed it to her. I closed the door.

I showered, and was almost afraid to touch my boobs. Simple saline that would fade away, be absorbed by the body, I guessed, in a month or three.

My cock. Just a dangling string. It would start growing in three months.

Fuck.

I opened my small closet and took out clothes. Shorts. A tee shirt. I pulled on the shirt and realized something: my boobs hurt. Well, not my boobs, but the muscles, the skin, that supported them. So, what? I needed a bra?

I sat down at the table and tears came again. Outside the window I could see Janice’s red Prelude. She was in the front seat, hands on the wheel and head bowed. She was in a ‘crying’ posture.

Good. Let her cry.

I bent over my boobs and put on some tennis shoes. My boobs hit my knees and my hair hung down and obscured my vision. I managed the task, however, and sat up.

I ate. I was hungry from not eating for the two or whatever days they had me, but I wasn’t hungry from my depression. I settled for waffles and apple juice. I had to force myself to eat.

Then it was time to go to work.

I opened the door and stepped down to the ground, and my boobs bounced so hard I was reminded of the pain.

Janice sprang from the car and ran around to me. “Look! I’m sorry!”

“Okay,” I walked past her.

I opened the big roll up doors, and walked into the gloom.

The familiar smell of cardboard. I walked into the front office and unlocked the door. Hopefully I hadn’t lost too many customers.

I returned to the warehouse and she stepped in front of me. “You can’t do this.”

“What?”

“You can’t…I did this to you. Let me help you.”

“You can help by leaving me alone.

I went to the hand forks and rolled them out to the parking lot. I pulled the pallets in. It was hard, I was awkward because the big tits messed with my balance. I started lifting boxes onto shelves.

Janice stepped in and started lifting boxes.

I didn’t say anything. Tell the truth, I was so immersed in my misery I didn’t care.

Fifteen minutes the pallets were done, the boxes stacked, and I took the empty pallets outside to put them in a stack. When I placed one pallet  on the stack it rubbed against my boob. “OW!” I grabbed my boob and stood there, not knowing what to do.

“Let me look at that,” she pulled up my tee shirt. Fortunately, it was just a bare scratch.

“Let me get a first aid kit.” She ran into the warehouse.

I didn’t need a first aid kit. I didn’t need anything but to be left alone. I sat down on a chair next to the order table and put my head in my hands.

DING!

Oh, shit! I looked up. Somebody had entered the office. A customer.

“Hi, what can I do for you?”

“I need some foot square boxes. Cubes, I guess. For moving.”

“No problem. Have a seat and I’ll get them.”

She started back towards the warehouse, then stopped and turned back to the customer. “How many?”

“Twenty?”

She said something I couldn’t hear, then re-entered the warehouse and ran up to me. “Foot square boxes.”

I motioned towards a pallet.

She grabbed twenty and started back for the office. She stopped and asked, “How much do I charge?”

“Three bucks each.”

“Got it.”

She trotted into the office, placed them on the counter and said, “Do you need tape? A dolly?”

Inside my far away mind I registered this. She was bright. She had checked out the front room and knew what the business was about.

“Oh, tape. Glad you reminded me.”

She came and asked about the tape. Three rolls would be enough, and they were $6.98.

She returned to the office, completed the sale, then came back to me.

“Look, I’ll help you. Maybe we can figure something out so you can…” she didn’t finish. It was obvious what she was thinking. So I could look more manly.

But, whatever. I just sat there and stewed.

Three more customers. Then she ran across the street for hamburgers for lunch.

We sat at the work table and munched our burgers. I was hungry, and the burgers were good. And I found it really, really weird to pick up French fries with long, red fingernails.

I stared at my hands when I picked up my cup of Coke.

She ate across the table from me. Watching me. Not saying a word. It was like asking me about products and prices had worn out her ability to talk.

Finished. I crumpled everything into a bag and tossed it into the big trash can.

“How come?” I asked in a low voice. “How come you did this?”

She knew what I was talking about. “I had a boyfriend. I thought I loved him. He gave me a roofie and shared me with his friends. I…I wanted revenge.”

“And you got me, instead.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Is the revenge good?”

She was near frozen with that one. She stared at me, and, thank the Gods, didn’t say she was sorry. I didn’t think I could handle one more, ‘I’m sorry.’

“It…I think it was wrong.”

“So if you had managed to do this to your ex-boyfriend you wouldn’t be happy?”

“I don’t know. The way it turned out…I’m totally miserable.”

We sat for a while.

Another customer. Another one. Then she came back and sat down.

“”Why are you miserable?”

We entered into the conversation as if no customers had interrupted it.

“Because, I know this may not be believable, I’m not a mean person.”

“Fooled me.”

“Look,” she said. “They hurt me. I’m not just a woman scorned, I’m a woman that was laid out like a piece of meat. They did things to me. Yes, I’m guilty and I’m…I’m more sorry than I can tell you. But I still hate what they did to me.”

I didn’t say anything.

A few more customers and she locked the front door. She had seen the hours on the little sign in the window and knew I closed at five.

I stood up and walked out of the warehouse. She followed me. I rolled down the big door and locked it, then turned to my trailer. She was right behind me.

I walked into my trailer and sat at the table. She was outside, looking at the trailer, then she made up her mind. She went up the stairs, opened the door, and walked in.

“What?”

“We’re not done.”

I looked at her quizzically.

“I have totally fucked your life, and I need to do something. I need to make it right.”

I watched her. “So, what, you’re going to work for me?”

“Until you’re back to normal.”

“What about your own job?”

“I can get a job anytime. Believe it or not, I’ve got skills.”

“What kind of skills?”

“I’m a paralegal.”

“Oh.”

“Why don’t you sit down and watch TV. I need to go get some things. I’ll be back in about an hour.”

I looked up at the big screen TV that occupied the back wall of my trailer. I looked at her.

“Well, sit down, dammit!”

I heaved a sigh.

She turned around and walked out. I heard her car zoom out of the parking area. Good riddance.

And, yet, she had helped me.

Yes, she had totally fucked me up the ass, but…I needed help. I knew that.

I sat down in the recliner, picked up the remote and turned on the TV.

An hour later I heard her car zoom back into the lot. I looked out the window.

She got out of her car and trotted towards the trailer. She entered, without knocking, and placed a bag in front of me.

“I’ll figure out something other than burgers. But I had to go to my apartment, and I had to get a few things for you.”

For me?

I looked in the bag. Never Say Die Burgers. My favorite. I looked up at her with a bit of surprise in my eyes. “They’re my favorite.”

“They’re everybody’s favorite. I’ve got to get a couple of things.”

She ran out to the car, got some bags out of the bag, and hurried back in. She put the bags down on the couch and sat next to them. She watched me grunt and drool.

Never Say Die Burgers is on Silverlake, and they serve what are called ‘smash burgers.’ They smash two burgers flat, which causes a juicy, tasty burger, MUCH better than your normal burger.

“Is there another burger for me?”

I grabbed the bag and held it and shook my head ‘no.’

She actually giggled, and I handed the bag back to her. The very significant thing that had just happened was that we had shared a laugh. I was living in a body that was severely altered, my dick was limp as a dead noodle, but we had joked.

Huh!

She reached into the bag and extracted her own smash burger, shortly she was grunting like me, absorbing that delicious construction and washing it down with Pepsi.

And, we finished. Crumpled up our papers and threw them in the bag. Then we sat back and I belched.

So she belched.

Fuck.

I was miserable, altered, hated life, and we were having fun.

Well, not real fun. Looking at her after the belch, my mood rapidly sank down and I lived in sadness again.

She became solemn. “I messed you up bad, and all for stupid revenge. And…you are a nice guy.”

“I’ve done bad things.”

“Like what.”

I was in the army. Mid-east. I did some bad things.

“What were you in the army?”

“Sniper.”

She grew very silent. Then, “Shit.”

“Don’t worry.”

“I should. If anybody deserves to get sniped it is me.”

“I was thinking more of that twisted fuck who kidnapped me.”

“Tina.”

“Tina.”

“Well, don’t. She’s hooked up to some big criminals. That’s how I found her.”

“You hang around big criminals?”

“My boss represents them. Sometimes. And sometimes I meet people.” She shrugged.

“Huh!”

We were silent then for a while, just looking at each other. She really wasn’t a bad looking person. She just wasn’t made up, and, of course, she had no real chest.

“Okay, are you ready for your surprise?”

“Surprise?” I raised my eyebrows.

She smiled, reached into one of the bags on the couch, and took out an item. She held it up and grinned.

“No,” I whispered.


PART TWO

She was holding a bra. It was flimsy, the top sort of cut off, I think they call it a shelf bra. It was white, and the cups were big.

“What is this?” I asked, sounding rather stupid.

“Go on, tell me your muscles aren’t sore from carrying those mothers around.”

“They’re not.”

“They are, and if you don’t have support those boobs are going to ruin your muscles, and your skin will sag down and when your chest returns to normal…you will have stretch marks and saggy skin and everything.

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“Why not?”

“Only girls wear those.”

“Hell,” she laughed ruefully, “I don’t wear a bra.”

“You don’t…” I stopped myself.

“I don’t have a pair of super big mammary glands, like you do.”

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“I actually thought you might say that.”

She reached into another bag and pulled out…bourbon!

“Fuck.” On one hand I had a bad memory of the last time I had gotten drunk. but, what was she going to do? Make them bigger?

On the other hand, I was a pretty much crushed individual, and I wanted a drink. Badly.

She went to the sink and found a couple of glasses. She came back with a Coke High for me.

“How did you know I liked Coke and bourbon?” I asked as I sipped.

“What real man doesn’t.”

Real man. I liked that. I didn’t really look like a real man right then, and it was nice to be reminded of what I was.

We sipped, and she placed the bra to one side. Shortly, courtesy of the liquid lucidity of bourbon, we were chatting away.

We traded college stories. We talked about jobs we held. We actually found a lot of stuff in common.

She held up the bra. “Are you ready for a test run?”

“Oh, God.” But I was loosened up. I nodded and put my glass down.

She put the bra on me, adjusted the straps, and there I was. A girly upper body. Sure, my shoulders were still a little wide, but there are girls these days who lift weights and that sort of thing. So I was acceptable.

“Take your pants off.”

“What?”

“Drop your drawers, soldier,” she giggled.

I thought about it. I couldn’t even feel my little pecker bouncing around in my pants. I dropped.

She tossed me a pair of panties. White. High sides, a thong up the butt.

“Are you serious?”

“Try it. You’ll like it.”

I stepped into the panties and snugged them up. My reduced package fit in easily, and…it felt better.

And, I have to say it, the little string running up my butt was sort of exciting.

Janice nodded. “Nice. Here.”

She handed me a dress. An actual dress.

I held the thing and looked at her. She shrugged.

“You’ll be able to work without getting crazy stares.”

I figured out how to put it on.

“Oh, man. This is juicy,” Janice licked her lips.

“What? You’re getting turned on by this?”

“I…yes.”

I stared at her.

“Go look in a mirror.”

I went to the bathroom. It wasn’t a big bathroom, but I was able to see about 3/4s of myself in the mirror.

“Holy fuck!”

She came and stood next to me. “I used to work in a dress shop. I know sizes. But…”

“But what?”

“But I don’t wear make up…and I don’t know a lot about make up.”

“I’m not wearing make up!”

“Oh, yes. You are.”

“You can’t make me.”

“Don’t have to. Look at yourself again. Can you see the potential there? Your face is still a bit masculine, but with a little make up…you have to do it. If you’re going to fool your customers.”

Fool my customers. Crap. And I thought about it. If I went in looking like a drag queen, that would be bad. Versus a full make up job…I could pull it off.

“But you said you don’t know much about make up?”

“I know a little, and you’ve got the internet here, right?”

“So you’re going to take make up lessons on the internet and make me up. Like, right now.”

“Yep.”

We were facing each other now, and we were standing close together because the trailer encourages that. And the moment actually began to fill with an emotion. An attraction.

I quickly moved into the living room.

Janice went to the computer and asked for my password.

She was right. She did understand something about make up, must be in girl’s DNA, and what she didn’t understand she got off the net. Shortly she was cleansing my face, sorting through creams and powders, and changing my face.

It was sort of neat. Being pampered was enjoyable, feeling somebody doing intimate things to my face was a kink, and even though my dick was as good as dead, I could feel a budding closeness.

No. I didn’t want to kiss her. I didn’t want a girlfriend. But we were growing closer. Sitting there, breathing each others air, watching me turn into a woman…it was…cool.

“This is supposed to hide imperfections in your skin. It’s called Primer.”

I watched as little marks disappeared, as my skin became smoother.

“This is foundation.” She brushed it on my face. “It smooths color out, that sort of thing.”

She worked for a long minute, then gave a sigh of aggravation.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

She went to the sink and washed her hands, then came back and used her fingers on my skin. She was standing between my legs, my face close to her chest, and I looked up and studied her.

She had chocolate eyes. Dark chocolate. They were the kind of eyes that, in the right light, looked like black pools. And they had a cheerful gleam to them.

She rubbed her fingers against my skin, smoothed the foundation in, and, I swear, if I had had a working dick it would have been working. There is just something so…cool…about letting somebody work your face.

She became aware of how intently I was studying her, or perhaps of a growing emotion. “What?”

“Nothing.”

But she knew there was something, and she kept putting on the make up.

“This is concealer. We can hide those big bags under your eyes.”

“I don’t have big bags.”

“Huge sacks, black as night. Testifying to your evil essence.”

“Fuck you.”

She giggled, and I think she was thinking about how limp my dick was. She certainly didn’t have to worry about being raped by me.

“Okay, powder,” she was studying a page on the internet. Too little and it doesn’t work. Too much and it’ll look like you’ve been putting on pancake make up.”

“Pancake?”

“Used on TV. Heavy duty stuff to withstand hot, klieg lights.”

“Oh.”

We continued, and she put on bronzer to make me sunshine-y, then blush.

“Weird,” I said, at one point. “Why would anybody want to blush all the time?”

She chuckled. “You men don’t understand anything.”

“We don’t?”

“You lust after girls who blush. Now do you understand why we put it on?”

“We not including you?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

That seemed to lessen her cheer. I decided to avoid that subject.

We reached the eye shadow and eye liner and mascara stage, and it felt weird to have somebody working a pencil that close to my eyes. A little frightening, actually. Janice didn’t seem to pick up on that emotion, however.

“You have the most glorious lashes.” She remarked.

“Oh.”

Then she was putting on the coup de grace…lipstick.

“Tina stained my lips.”

“She did. But stain isn’t as bright as regular lipstick, and especially not gloss. We want your lips to pop out. Every man will want to—“

She stopped.

I asked. “Every man will want to what?”

She grew bright red. She whispered, “Kiss you.”

It was a bright moment, clearly outlined. I said, “No thanks.”

She blurted, “Every woman will want to kiss you.”

“Hah!”

She was done. She stopped her making up and looked me in the eyes. “You’re hot. It’s not just men…I know that’s not your thing…it’s women. Women love women.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

She laughed. “God, no. I’m just saying there’s a lot of women who will be attracted to you.”

There it was. A dramatic statement. I should have asked, if it was a normal situation and I hadn’t been forced into it, I would have asked…’are you attracted to me?’

I let the moment pass.

Done, we sat back and talked. Had another drink. Discussed girls and girly things.

“Do girls do this every day?”

“Most girls do.”

“But you don’t.”

“I’m a wall flower. I was always more interested in school, and reading, and…and I never got into the make up thing.

“Well, you’re certainly into it now.”

“I guess so.”

A short pause. A little awkward, but not much. We were getting used to each other.

“So now I’ll do you.”

“What?” It almost looked like she panicked.

“You just talked me through it, I’m probably going to have to learn it anyway, and what better way than to do it to somebody else, to see how everything works.”

She was silent.

“Chicken?”

“I just…I never liked all that goop on my face.”

“Sounds like you never gave it a chance.”

She didn’t say anything to that, and it sounded like I had hit it right on the head.

“It feels sort of neat.”

She said nothing.

“Come on, have another drink, and I’ll try my hand at making you up.”

Well, it took a drink, but she finally agreed. She sat on the kitchen chair and I stood between her legs, so very aware of my limpness, and began putting make up on her.

“This is cleaning.” I scrubbed her pores gently. “And this is primer.”

I told her what each item was for, and made a lot of mistakes, but between her advice, the internet, and even a little observation and common sense from me, she began to look like a girl.

I mean, she already looked like a girl, but now her face was becoming more colorful, more feminine, and…more sexy.

I was standing between her legs, leaning into her, trying to get the shadow on her eyes right, and she said, “How do you stand those big milk sacks?”

I realized that I was too close and I stepped back. “You should try some. It feels sort of sexy to bounce around a little.

“You’re kidding!” I think she was surprised that I would defend them.

“Hey, Tina gave me some vacation boobs, why not you? Eh?”

“Come on.”

“Hey, you’d look good with a nice, big set of tits on you.”

She blinked, but that conversation dried out.

But it felt like she was thinking about what I had said.

Big boobs aren’t necessary to make a woman look good. Heck, good looks are the product of a state of mind. But they certainly help.

Finally, I was done. “There you go.”

“You know,” she said, looking in the bathroom mirror. “Not half bad for a man.”

“I bet you say that to all the cross dressers.”

She giggled. “I can’t believe you said that.”

“What? Cross dresser?”

She stared at me. “This morning you looked ready to kill yourself. Now you’re joking about it, and saying…weird things.”

“I’m drunk,” I said.

“Not that drunk.”

“Oh, well, maybe I am.”

But I wasn’t. I was just having fun.

I woke up in my own bed, and realization washed over me, and when I rolled over my tits flopped a bit. Fuck.

Yet. Cool.

I got up, put on a bra, combed my hair, got dressed, then ate a little mush while waiting for Janice to arrive.

Janice. Beautiful Janice without boobs. I wondered what she would look like with big boobs. And if she fixed herself up.

Huh.

She arrived a half hour before work and I was startled to see her already sporting make up.

She breezed into the trailer, sat me down and started to work.

“You wore ‘goop’ today.”

“Shut up,” she said pleasantly.

“Are you hung over?”

“Just feeling good.”

I stepped out of the trailer and felt…good looking. Like I had just swallowed a pill that said ‘pride.’

I walked over to the warehouse and rolled up the door and went to work.

There was actually a bit of work to do. I had to make up for not being there for a couple of days. It went fast, dealing with stock, cleaning the front window, that sort of thing, because Janice was working with me.

I saw our reflection in the freshly cleaned window. Two girls. Good looking. One with big boobs.

I turned sideways and found myself admiring my shape.

Sure, I was a bit wide at the shoulders, but nothing unusual or offsetting.

Several customers came in, one asked where the owner was.

“He went on vacation,” I explained, stunned that I wasn’t recognized.

Then there were no customers for a while, we had an early lunch, then more customers, and I was being a woman all day long. I was wearing shorts and a tee, and my heavy chest was up and proud, and I checked my lipstick occasionally, and…and I was passing for a woman.

I was stunned to find how much I liked it.

“You have to wear a dress tomorrow.”

“Why?”

“So you can feel fresh air touching your under parts.”

“Huh.”

“Of course, we need to get rid of your hair.”

“What?”

“I have to tell you, freshly shaved legs feel sexy, and nylons feel even better.”

I didn’t say anything, but I was thinking.

That night I fixed dinner. Being a bachelor I knew how to cook, and I was pretty good. I served a tasty spaghetti and we each had a drink and we chuckled and talked about movies.

Then, later, we watched a Disney movie. Mulan. I liked all the swordplay, and the idea of a woman passing as a man…I didn’t expect it to get to me…but it did.

But the worst thing was an ad for, of all things, Lady and the Tramp. And you know which scene I refer to. The scene where the two dogs are eating spaghetti and they suck a noodle until their lips meet.

Man, that image was printed on my mind like the indentation a shoe stamped in concrete makes.

“What did you think?” asked Janice.

I was about to tell her I liked the martial arts, but I blurted, “Can a woman pass for a man?”

“Asks the man passing as a woman.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t have any choice.”

She frowned. Everybody thinks you have choice about everything, but she had proved that wrong. She changed the subject.

“So let’s practice our make up.”

So we did. We whiled away a couple of hours talking about colors and shadows and facial features and stuff, and we explored the effects of make up on our faces.

I was making her up, against standing between her legs, my big boobs almost shoved into her, and I said, “Why don’t you get some big boobs?”

“What?”

“You’ve got a good body, you just need a little up topside.”

“Little like you?”

“Well, I might be a bit much,” I spoke wryly. “But, you could get some vacation boobs, see what they look like. Then, choose what you want, make them permanent.”

“Would you like me better with bigger boobs?”

It was said innocently, but the undercurrents were tremendous.

I blithely said. “I like you fine.”

I was almost done, I was painting her lips. She was staring up at me. She wasn’t just resting her eyes on me, she was scrutinizing me, analyzing me.

“Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” she blurted.

I froze for an instant. Then I stepped back, screwed the base of the lipstick I was holding and put it aside.

“There, all done.”

She wouldn’t let me off so easily. “Why don’t you get permanent boobs?”

“Because I’m a man.”

“You could have fooled me,” but, oddly, she wasn’t speaking unkindly.

“What?” I said, not sure which way to go.

“I’ve seen you looking at yourself. You like what you see. I certainly like what I see.”

“You do?”

She didn’t answer, she just looked at me. I was aware that we were breathing harder.

“Kirk, I’m going to ask you something weird.”

Huh. What could be weirder than being a girl?

“What?”

“Can you…would you…”

“Would I what?”

“Can I see your…your package.”

I snorted. “You mean my tiny, weenie, little package.”

“Yes.”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t feel much down there. But sex isn’t in your package. Sex is in your mind. Sex is in your feelings. Your emotions.

For answer I unbuckled my shorts, dropped them, and pulled down my panties.

“Oh, my God.”

My dick looked even smaller. It was like a little pinkie. And my balls, I might as well not have had any.

“Can I touch?”

She was looking up at me avidly. There was an excitement in her gaze that was so powerful it was almost frightening.

“Sure,” and I found that I was out of breath, slightly hoarse, wondering what was happening.

She reached forward and took my penis in her hand. She moved forward and gazed at my crotch. With her other hand she felt for my nuts.

“I think by balls have gone up into the…the place where they are before they drop.”

“Probably,” she whispered. Then: “It’s so beautiful. It’s so…small.”

“Yeah.” Why was this so exciting?

“She looked up at me. “Can I…can I suck it?”

“Uh…” hard to breath, “Uh…yeah.” God, I WANTED her to suck it.

She leaned forward slowly and took me in her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around it. It didn’t get hard, it didn’t feel like I was going to orgasm, but it was incredibly exciting.

“Oh, Heysoos forked a dork,” I breathed.

Her eyes were focused on nothing, half closed, and her mouth worked around Mr. Happy.

For a long minute she sucked on me, and her hand went between my legs and stroked my buns, then I felt her finger sliding down between my crack.

Like I said, I did’t get hard, but, like I said, sex is in the mind. In my mind this was sexier than any squirt I had ever had.

“Fuck!” My knees were shaking. I could hardly stand.

Then she was on her feet and kissing me. I could taste my groin in her mouth, an earthy smell that did nothing but make me horny.

My boobs were pressed into her slender chest, and her hands groped them, felt them, hefted them, and searched out the nipples.

We broke for air, stunned by what we were doing.

“I knew that bra was right for you.”

“How can this be?” I responded.

Then we were back at it, sucking each other’s face, gobbling lips and feeling each other.

And, somewhere in there my hand found her snatch. I slipped a finger inside here and marveled at her wetness. I had had sex before, but this woman was gushing. I had never felt anything so erotic in my life.

I pushed her back across the table, then we were on the couch, kissing and feeling, and my hand began to work. I rubbed her clit, searched for her g-spot, and she began to pump her hips into me.

I kissed her breasts, was amazed at how much bigger her nipples were than mine, and, suddenly, she began to gasp and lurch.

“I’m cumming!”

Then, “Oh….oh…unhh!”
For a long minute she came. Most women are done in 10 seconds, but she went on and on. I kept rubbing her spot, and she was looking up at me, her face open and astonished.

Then she came down.

We lay there then, not moving, just thinking about what we had done.

“Oh, my God,” she finally whispered against my neck.

Moving cautiously, we untangled, straightened our clothing.

“Do you always cum like that?”

“No. Never.” She actually gave another shudder. She was still getting aftershocks.

She looked at me, “But you didn’t cum.”

“I can’t.”

“But it felt good?”

“I’ve never felt anything so incredible, but…three months.”

“Wow,” and her eyes were shining.

“What?”

“I…it’s…exciting.”

“Me not cumming?”

“Yes.”

“You’re weird, you know?” But I wasn’t speaking harshly. Heck, she was getting off on it…and so was I.

“There’s a lot to think about here.”

“Tell me about it.”

We stood up, awkward yet comfortable, and she poured us a couple of Coke Highs. We sat down at the table and stared at each other.

“What if you never came again?”

I answered, “I want to cum again, but…but this feeling I have right now. I’ve never felt so…complete. And I’m horny without all the mess of it all.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m horny, but in a relaxed, comfortable way. I’m not driven by my dick.”

“You feel like…that’s like…”

“What?”

“That’s like what a woman feels. Sometimes.”

“Men are driven, they have the testosterone, and sometimes we get…obnoxious.”

She grunted, and I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking of a boyfriend that had used her like candy at a party. Drugged her and thrown her to his friends.

“Guy was an asshole,” I said.

“Yes.” Then: “You’re not.”

“But what if it’s just the castration chemical in me? If I had my full load of testosterone…would you like me?”

“I’d always like you.”

But we were both wondering.

“We could let me get back to having hard ons, screw a few times, like with me all manly and everything, and if you don’t like it we could, you know…”

“Give you a month of the chemical again.”

God, that was an exciting thought, and we just stared at each other and let our minds wander.

Then: “There’s another way of having sex.”

“What do you mean?”

“We could get a strap on. Then…then I could have a penis, and you…”

“What about me?”

“We could use it on you.”

“On me?”

“Anal sex. Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms.”

I sat back and contemplated her. “And that would keep me…testosteroneless.”

“We could try.”

“What if we try and I don’t like it?”

“Then you don’t. Look, we know we like you this way, so we could always come back to this. But we can try things.”

I nodded slowly.

“We could.”

“Let’s look at dildos on the net.”

Suddenly we were both excited. I flipped on the computer and we began searching.

Man, there are a LOT of dildos in the world.

Short ones, tall ones, fat ones, skinny ones. Dog dildos, pig dildos and, scary, horse dildos. Red ones, pink ones, black ones. Dildos with small heads, glass dildos, vibrating dildos. Within a short time I felt like Cheech in the movie ‘Dusk to Dawn,’ talking about all the pussy in the world. But now we were talking about dick.

We finally ordered three. A regular sized one, a specialized one that was for ‘prostate massage,’ and a big one. Real big. But not as big as a horse.

“This is for you? I assume?”

She laughed. “Who knows, once you see how much I like a big dick…you’ll want it, too.”

Finally, done with make up and drinks and sex, we watched a little TV. Arms around each other. And thinking more than we were watching.

I woke up, and it was weird, but not so weird. My tits were big, my penis was small, and I had a lump of woman in my arms.

She awoke, saw me staring at her, and smiled.

“God,” she said, then she was on me, insatiable, grinding her hips onto my rather dickless crotch.

But I liked it. I know this is going to sound strange, but it was love without the messy sex. And it felt good. And I was horny all day. Working side by side with her I kept looking at her and grinning.

And she was grinning at me.

And after lunch she got down and nibbled on my teeny peeny again. Nibbled a lot.

Amazingly, it was hard, but…well, it couldn’t do anything. Anything but make Janice horny.

I laughed at her when she was done. She was scrunched over a little and grabbing her pud, right through her pants, and wanting to cum.

“Hold on, slick. Wait for tonight and I’ll get you off.”

She kissed me, near chewed my tonsils out, and whispered, “And you won’t cum. But you’ll wish you could. And I’ll keep you there, on the edge but unable, for months and months.”

“Maybe years,” I whispered into her ear.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “I’ve got to cum! Now!”

“Nope. Time to go to work.”

So we worked through the afternoon, an Amazon truck came by, overnight delivery, and we stared at each other in glee.

“This is going to be good.” She was standing over me, stroking the dick in her hand, slathering it with lube.

“I hope so,” I agreed, feeling a joyous excitement lancing through my chest.

“You want it missionary or doggy?”

Now that was an interesting choice. I finally said, “Doggy. The net says it’s easier for the man to come if he takes it doggy.”

“Okay, roll over, Rover.”

I got on all fours and looked over my shoulder at her. I quipped,

“Old Mother Hubbard

went to the cupboard

to get her poor doggy a bone

when she bent over

old rover took over

and gave her a bone of his…OWN!”

She had slapped a bunch of lube into my asshole and she laughed at my yelp.

“All right, Rover, you ready to experience the other side?”

I felt my big tits hanging down, my tiny, little ‘clitoris all erect, and I said, “Yep.”

She entered me slowly, and there was a moment of pain, but she was gentle, read me right, and took her time. Soon she was in me. I marveled at the feeling of a dick in my ass. It wasn’t a real dick, but I could feel the veins. More important, I could feel the warmth and caring of the woman on the other end of the dildo.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Feel good?”

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“Good.” She began to saw back and forth, and it felt like she was turning me inside out. I groaned loudly.

“That’s it, baby,” she crooned.

In and out. A wiggle here and there, the feel of that big thing going around and around as if it was trying to hollow me out.

“Fuck…fuck…”

“Yes.”

She held my hips, controlled me, owned me, used me.

Then I felt it start to build. It was weird, not like a normal orgasm, normal for a male, that is. Instead of a little click and the quick rocket ride, it was like a warmth that seeped into me, elevated me, inundated me.

I could feel Janice’s thrusts become different, like she was stirring energy inside my body, an ocean of energy. An ocean that built higher and higher, like the ocean was becoming a tsunami, and I felt like I was being lifted up to the top of the waves, then smashed down on the ocean floor, again and again, and I was crying and sobbing, and I didn’t even know how it had happened.

Then I was done. Exhausted. Lying on the bed, her lying on top of me. The dick in me, but the ocean gone. Gone but not forgotten, gone but desired again. And again. And again…for the rest of my life.

And I thought: Why would I want to go back to a puny, little male orgasm?

She did a push up, got off my back, pulled the dildo out of me, and it felt like she was leaving a monstrous cave in its wake. I wondered about the big dildo then.

I rolled over, and she laid down beside me. We lay there, staring at the roof of the trailer, awed and in wonder.

“Okay,” I said. “Okay.”

She just smiled.


EPILOGUE

Janice continued to work with me, and we got married.

We found that it was fun to experience male orgasms, so we would let the castration chemical wear off, have our jollies for a few weeks, then I would get a shot and everything would go limp, just the way we liked it.

She tried vacation boobs, and she liked them. We both have a monster set of jugs. And all of our monsters are permanent.

Oh, and as for Tina?

I bought a rifle, tracked her down and…had my revenge.

Heck, I’m a sniper.

And, like I told her way back in the beginning, I’ve done bad things.

But she had thought I was hiding a past as a bad guy who abused women. She didn’t know I was talking about war and being a sniper and feeling guilty about it.

I guess she didn’t really know who I was.

Just another case of mistaken identity.

END
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PART ONE

Jerry hated buying presents, his wife loved getting presents, and that was the only source of irritation between them.

Jenny wanted him to remember birthdays, anniversaries, the day they bought a dog, and all sorts of things that Jerry considered silly

Well, not silly. Birthdays and anniversaries and such were important, but in his mind they were not worth obsessing over.

So, with this little obstacle to their happiness put up with, they loved each other.

Except that this year Jerry had decided to get ahead of the game. He liked surprising his wife, and nothing would surprise her more than him remembering a day.

The day he had chosen was their anniversary. He had it firmly in mind, had managed not to mention it, or ask about it, and he was sure she was sure he didn’t even know their anniversary was coming up.

Thus, he planned and prepared and mapped out the coming anniversary.

First, he would wake up and not say a thing. She would stew. She would sulk. She would be so very sad.

Then, he would suggest taking a drive across town.

She would suspect then, and she would go along for the ride, hoping that maybe he had a surprise for her.

He would drive, and they would take a short walk along the beach.

Then, on the drive home, he would say he had to take a piss, and stop at a restaurant. He had chosen Charlie Coyote’s, as he had heard that it was a great place, had scouted it, and the management was incredibly helpful in planning the big surprise.

He would leave her in the car and trot into the restaurant to relieve himself.

She would sit in the hot car, and simmer, and he would snicker and laugh from the inside.

Then the owner of Charlie Coyote’s would use his phone to call his wife. ‘Oh, Mr. Jansen has slipped in a spill and hit his head on a table. He’s unconscious. We have called an ambulance coming and…are you anywhere nearby?’

She would come rushing in and he would be laying on the floor, surrounded by people. When she reached him he would sit up and hand her flowers and twenty of their friends would all jump out and scream ‘Surprise!’

Oh, yes. This was going to be the best surprise party in the world, and he would get her so bad, and she would never be able to complain again if he forgot a date.

So he had gotten together with Barbara, his wife’s best friend, and she had arranged everything, and the big day approached.

The surprise party was supposed to happen on a Saturday morning, and on Friday he and Barbara had a last meeting scheduled. A few last minute plans, so he took off work early and headed for Charlie Coyote’s.

Barbara was already waiting in the patio dining area, and he took a seat and grinned.

She grinned right back. “I never thought you had it in you, slick.”

“Sometimes I even impress myself,” he drawled.

Barbara was a good looking woman. As a matter of fact she had met Jenny when they were both contestants for a beauty contest. Actually, they had gotten drunk and ending up being disqualified, and there was the start of a wonderful friendship.

The waiter, Jose, arrived with drinks and chips with hot salsa and they toasted and sipped their tequila laced drinks.

“I want to thank you for helping. I never could have pulled this off if it wasn’t for you.”

“Por nada,” she chuckled. “Shall we go over a couple of things?”

They spent an hour going over parking, they needed to get a guest book, and various other things.

After an hour, and three drinks, they were ready to go.

“Woo,” Barbara said, staggering a bit when she got up. I should have taken it easy with the alcohol.”

“You need a ride? Or an Uber?”

“Oh, Lord, no. I’ll just walk in the parking lot for a moment.”

The complete gentleman, Jerry walked her out the back door.

Three big delivery trucks were at the back entrance and they were boxed in.

“We can get around this way,” said Jerry, and he led Barbara behind the trucks, then cut up the side of the last one to the parking lot.

They rounded the back of the truck. A swarthy Mexican stepped onto the truck lift, tripped, and dropped a package. It landed right in front of Jerry and Barbara and they jumped back. The package burst and they stared at the contents.

White powder.

“Oh, shit,” said Jerry, “We gotta get out of—“

“Don’t move.”

A man was standing to the left of them and he was holding some kind of assault rifle. It was short, had a big clip, the stock was a fold out and it looked very dangerous.

Jerry tried a smile, “Dropped some flour, eh? Don’t let Charlie see you.”

The man on the lift lowered the platform. The two started conversing in very rapid Spanish. The one with the gun watched Jerry and Barbara.

“Listen we didn’t see anything,” blurted Barbara.

Jerry groaned. To these men saying you didn’t see anything was like saying you just saw something.

The lift reached the ground

“Get on,” the man with gun said.

“We just—“

The man lifted the gun and aimed it.

Jerry stepped onto the lift. Barbara stepped on behind him. She was terrified, and growing more terrified, and she held onto his arm.

Jerry thought about leaping off the platform, running along the side of the truck, but Barbara had sort of anchored him. Besides, he couldn’t just leave her to the drug dealers

The man who had dropped the package of white powder hit the controls and the lift raised up.

“Get in,” said the man with the rifle.

Jerry and Barbara moved back a little bit.

“All the way to the end.”

They moved further into the darkness. The light of the open end became smaller and further away.

The man with the rifle watched them. He kept a hold of the gun with one hand and spoke into a phone with the other. He spoke very rapid Spanish. Jerry spoke none.

“Can you understand him?” Jerry whispered.

“No. But I think he’s talking to somebody important.”

Jerry didn’t look at her. Barbara was smart, but she wasn’t thinking now.

The lift suddenly lowered again, then it went up, with the gunman on it.

He stood in the opening for a minute, then somebody handed him a flashlight.

The guy who had dropped the package grabbed the cord and pulled the door down. Gloom filled the truck and the light disappeared.

They could still see a little bit, there were cracks in the corner, and the wood flooring was a bit sprung, but even if it had been pitch dark it would have done them no good. The man with the gun turned on the flashlight and kept it shining on them.

“Sit down.”

They sat.

The man sat, 20 feet away. The light kept them blinded, but they could see the gun barrel projecting into the cone of light.

“What are they going to do?”

Barbara was breathing very rapidly. She still had her arms around his arm and he could feel her breasts, and under her breasts the pounding of her heart.

“I don’t know.”

They heard the driver’s door in the cab in back of them open and close, then the truck lurched into motion.

Jerry and Barbara bounced a bit on the floor, and corners made them slide. The man with the gun, however, was like a rock. He didn’t move or shift, he just kept the rifle trained on them.

“Oh, God.” Barbara whimpered. “I’m scared!”

“It’s okay. Don’t worry,” Jerry tried to calm her down. “Just relax, they’ll drive us a few miles and then let us go.”

“But what if they don’t?

“Oh, they will.” Jerry tried to sound confident. “It’s bad business to kill Americans.” Then he wished he hadn’t said that. He wished he hadn’t said anything, because Barbara took it the wrong way. She heard the word ‘kill’ and her mind started to ricochet.

“You think they’ll kill us? But we haven’t done anything! I want to go home.”

The truck rattled and rolled down the road.

The truck didn’t go all that far. Onto a freeway, then up into the hills. The last part of the drive was over bumps and curves that made sore the butt and constantly knocked Jerry and Barbara together.

Barbara stopped crying, but she was obviously shaken. And who wouldn’t be?”

The man with the gun braced himself against a box and kept the flashlight and the rifle trained on the couple.

“What’s going to happen to us? Barbara whispered to Jerry.

“Don’t worry,” he put up a false front. “They’ll let us go. We just have to wait it out.”

He was aware of her breasts pressing against his arm. She had nice breasts, and the nipples were erect, and his dick became erect.

They were also thrown into contact by the bumping and swerving of the truck. More than once she reached for balance, rubbing her body against his, and twice she actually touched his cock.

The second time she stiffened and said, “Are you…is that you?”

“I’m sorry.”

She didn’t giggle, the situation was too tense for that, but she gave a funny sigh. “How can men be erect in a situation like this?”

“I’m just getting banged around sitting like this. He didn’t go into the fact that her breasts were pressed against him.”

“Well, I guess I should be glad that you can enjoy it.”

“I might have an erection, but I am definitely not enjoying it.”

She grunted. Waited a few minutes, and deliberately groped him. He stiffened, caught his breath, and now she gave a rueful laugh. “Men.”

At that moment the truck went into a dip and up, then geared down. It felt like they were on a driveway.

The truck stopped, there was some shouting in Spanish, and the very low grind of a motor.

“What’s that?”

“A gate, sounds like.”

The truck started up again, drove for three or four minutes, then turned sharp and stopped.

The man with the rifle didn’t move.

Sounds outside the truck. Voices in Spanish. Footsteps.

The back of the truck rolled up and sunlight assaulted their eyes.

The man with the rifle stood up, motioned to Jerry and Barbara to stand up, and walked them to the back of the truck.

The lift was up and the gunman got on, was lowered to the ground. He stood back and the lift went up again and brought Jerry and Barbara down.

They were at a large hacienda overlooking the Pacific Ocean. Jerry thought they might be off Kanan Dume Rd. He had heard motorcycles passing the truck a couple of times, and the view…

“It’s like that house on The Bachelor.” whispered Barbara.

And it was. The driveway was colored brick, there was an abundance of flowers, the fences were brick with iron spikes. The house was Spanish style, quite beautiful, with large windows, and inside they could see exquisite furniture.

“What your drug dollars buy,” muttered Jerry bitterly.

The front door opened and a man strode out. He wore a Hawaiian shirt, sandals, and shorts. He had a thick, gold necklace around his neck, and his mustache was bandito thick.

“Well, well,” the man grinned.

“Say, there seems to be some mistake here.”

The man with the necklace grunted, showing a twisted grin, and broke into a very fast Spanish conversation with the gunny.

Jerry tried to understand what the two men were talking about. They were talking about Barbara and him, that was obvious from the side glances, but what they were saying specifically he had no idea.

Barbara looked around. “It’s so beautiful.”

“Yes, it is,” said the man, turning away from the gunny and confronting them.

“”Do you think we can leave, uh…Mr? Senor? This has all been a mistake.”

“The mistake was when you saw the white powder. The mistake was in being somewhere you should be. And now you will be my guests.”

“But—“

“I suggest you not complain. Jose,” to the gunman, “Take them down to the cellar.”

He raised his voice. “Enrique! Pedro! Help Jose. If these two Norteamericanos try anything you would please to shoot them full of holes.” He grinned in a nasty manner. “I will speak to you later. Right now I have more important matters than a couple of nosy tourists.”

Two men, one grizzled and grey, the other a kid with nasty eyes, both of them carrying some kind of automatic weapons, came running.

“But…”

Jose pushed Jerry’s shoulder. Jerry spun, but Jose had stepped back a foot and was grinning down the barrel of his gun. “Please, senor. I not shoot any gringos for a day.”

Barbara gasped, and that was what decided Jerry. He couldn’t risk Barbara. He moved in the direction that the gun barrel pointed.

Jose, and Enrique and Pedro, moved them to a short walk on the side of the house, then down a shallow flight of stairs. Enrique moved ahead of them and opened a door of iron bars. Across a small landing was another door, this one of thick, ancient wood and rusty iron bands.

They descended into a cellar. It looked like it had once been a wine cellar, there were still some empty racks against one wall, but had been adapted to a jail cell.

They passed a small room in which was a pallet stacked with plastic bags. Like the one that had broken open on the parking lot of Charlie Coyote’s. They were directed into another small room.

“Sit,” said Jose, once again waving his rifle around.

There was a small brick ledge around the room, and it was just wide enough for them to sit on.

“What do you think they’ll do to us?”

“Don’t worry,” Jerry said. But he was worrying.

Jose sat on a chair across from them. Enrique and Pedro watched them with glittering eyes. Pedro, who was the younger, started asking Jose questions.

Jerry knew almost no Spanish. What he did know he had picked up as a kid in high school.

Puta. Whore. And the kid used that word.

Then he said ‘chi chi grande.’

Barbara whispered, “Are they talking about my tits?”

The men laughed, then Enrique, the older one said, “Si, senorita. Pedro is wish to suck on your big chi chi grandes.”

The men all thought that was hilarious.

“I don’t think your boss wants us messed with.”

The three men considered that, but Jose grinned, “Big boss probably do heemself.” More laughter.

They heard somebody coming down some stairs, then the boss entered the room. Jose stood up and the boss sat down. He considered them, frowning, pursing his lips, his eyes slightly lowered.

“So why did you mess with my shipment?”

“What? No! We walked out of the restaurant and one of your fellows dropped a sack of flour.”

The boss chuckled. “Flour.” he said something to the three men and they laughed.

He turned back to them. “Well, my fine, feathered friend, you have stepped in the poop this time.” He turned to the three men and gave rapid instructions.

“Wait a minute.” The man turned back. Pedro ran off.

“We don’t know anything. You can let us go. there is no proof of anything. There’s no need to let things get out of hand.”

The man grinned. These guys were grinning fools. “Well, senor, what are your names?”

“I’m Jerry and this is Barbara. We’ve got family and friends. We don’t want to be mixed up in any of this.”

“Want to or not, you are. My name is Angel, and you will be my guests tonight. Then you will take a little trip.”

“But we—“

Pedro rushed back into the cellar. He was carrying shiny handcuffs.

“I dislike having nosy touristas sticking their noses into my business, but we will treat you kindly. You will be well fed. Heck, I will even send down a bottle of whiskey. You Norteamericanos are fond of whiskey, correct?

“But what will happen after that?” Barbara blurted.

Angel tilted his head slightly. “You, senorita, will become acquainted with some of my men. You will be held at my hacienda in Mexico until you are of no more use. You will entertain my men, and then you will be disposed of.”

“You can’t…” Barbara gasped.

“You can’t…” Jerry started to rise up. Jose pointed the gun at him. Jerry froze.

“I can and will. And as for you, Mr. Jerry. You will become a mule. We will dress you up and send you across the border as a woman. Do you know how much powder chi chis can hold? Then you will be reunited with your lovely Barbara.”

They stared at him in horror, but he merely smiled.

“You can’t do this,” whispered Jerry.

“And who would stop me? Your stupid DEA? The Border Patrol? No. Mr. Jerry. It is time for you to find out how the real world works.”

With that Angel stepped back and Pedro stepped forward with the handcuffs.

Jerry bristled, but Angel said, “If he resists…shoot her.”

Jose nodded. His little pig eyes looked like he was more than ready to shoot Barbara.

Jerry had no choice. He put his hands through the bars between their room and the first room, the one with the pallet of white powder. Pedro snapped the cuffs on, checked them, and chuckled.

“Put Senorita Barbara on the other side. The lovers can face each other for their last day.”

Barbara was hustled out of the room and into the next cell, her hands were put through the bars and handcuffed.

Jerry and Barbara looked at each other.

Suddenly Pedro stepped behind Barbara, grabbed her hips, and pushed his groin up against her butt.

“Hey!” yelled Jerry.

Barbara’s eyes went wide, shock was on her face.

The drug dealers laughed, then Angel said something, something that sounded like, ‘later,’ and the men left the room.

Jerry and Barbara sat on the floor of their cells and looked at each other. They were two feet apart, yet together.

The silence was complete. They were deep enough under the house that they heard no wind. There was no sound from upstairs, not even feet walking. There was only…them.

“I am so scared,” Barbara said.

“Hey, it’s okay. I think he’s just jerking us.”

“Maybe, but…they’re going to take us to Mexico?”

“The border is pretty stiff. I doubt it. They’ll probably take us to San Diego and let us go.”

Silence while they contemplated their situation.

“They’re going to take me and…and use me.”

“Come on, now.”

“You don’t understand, Jerry. They’re going to fuck me.”

The way she said ‘fuck’ was downright bawdy. Jerry felt his cock stir.

“I don’t want a hundred men touching me, feeling my tits…fucking me.”

There was an excitement in her words.

He thought about his own possibilities. He didn’t have to think much, though, because Barbara put it in words.

“They’re going to make you run drugs, then…then…”

Then his life was done.

“Oh, God. What will Jenny think? What will she do? I’m not married, but you…what will Jenny do?”

It hit him then. He didn’t mind dying, but to never see Jenny again? To never speak to her? To never give her a message?”

His misery must have reflected in his eyes, because Barbara said, “Don’t worry. Like you say, they’re messing with us. They’ll set us free. Maybe San Diego. Maybe even in Mexico. But we’ll get back. You’ll see Jenny again. You’ll hold her in your arms. You’ll kiss her and love her.”

Barbara’s voice was choking, and she suddenly blurted. “I never realized how sad it is not to have someone.”

Jerry stared at her.

“At least you’ve got Jenny. If you have to go you’ll at least have your memories of her to take with you. I have nobody. I don’t have a man I love more than anything.”

“Hey, come on. You’ve got lots of memories.”

“What? That horny 19 year old who took my virginity on a blanket in an orchard? Or how about that drunk last week. He was black and I wanted him because I figured he had a big dick. Guess what? Not all blacks are super endowed.

Jerry said nothing. It sounded like Barbara was really hung up on sex. The bad thing was that when she used dirty words and described sex acts…it turned him on.

Imprisoned, looking at death…he still couldn’t help himself. But that’s men for you. Horny to the grave.

They sat, and their hands, being cuffed to the same bars, touched.

He was aware of her perfume, her warm flesh. He could see down her dress.

His dick beat harder.

He tried to look away.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing.”

“No…no. It’s something. Why did you look away.”

“It’s just…I don’t want to offend you.”

“We’re gonna die and you’re worried about offending me?”

“Well, uh…I can see down your dress.”

She was silent.

“I’m sorry. I know that’s stupid, but—“

“No. It’s not stupid. I wear dresses like this to make men look at me. It’s a compliment.”

“Well, thanks for being understanding.”

Another period of silence. Awkward, yet somehow companionable.

“Would you like to see more?”

He looked up at her. “What?”

She giggled, edged up to the bars and said, pull it down.”

“You’ve got to be…” he goggled at her. Yet his heart was leaping.

“Hey, last day on earth. Take a peek.”

Truth, he couldn’t have said no if his life depended on it, which is sort of a bad way to phrase it.

She was wearing a summer dress with a cross over upper half. The material was tight because she was big.

“Are you sure?” As his fingers pulled the material. he lowered his hands and her boob was revealed.

He stared at her bosoms, his cock was bonerific, and he licked his lips.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

“Are they better than Jenny’s?”

He stared at her.

“Okay. Bad question, but the situation…I’ve just exposed myself and you have to answer the question. Are my tits better than your wife’s?”

His dick was pounding inside his pants. Their faces were a foot apart, they could feel each other’s breath.

“I don’t want to be untrue to my wife.”

“So saying somebody’s boobs are better than hers is being untrue?”

“I don’t…”

“Come on. Honest answer. If I’m going to get fucked by a hundred drug dealers, fucked to death, then I deserve at least a little honesty.”

Jerry gulped. “I refuse to answer on the grounds that it may tend to incriminate me.”

“Well, I guess that’s not bad. After all, you wouldn’t invoke the fifth unless you’re guilty, right? So my tits must be better than your wife’s.”

He smiled, and looked at them.

“Would you like to touch them?”

He blinked and stared at her.

“Oh, fuck. I don’t know why…but I need this. I want to feel something before I die!”

Jerry was embarrassed, intrigued, curious.

“Come on. It’s not like Jenny would care. If she knew you were on your last legs she’d tell you to have a grope. Hell, if you could get that big, hard dick you’re sporting through the bars she’d tell you to.”

“Well, I don’t—“

She pressed against the bars and her tit poked through. It was big, and the nipple stood out.

“Fuck, Jerry. Cop and feel, and maybe even suck on them.”

Jerry was an honorable man. But given the situation even an honorable man can fail.

And, truth, maybe it wasn’t failing.

“Pull back,” he said, suddenly very intent.

She pulled back and he touched her breast with his hand.

She sighed, and it was like a great load went off her mind. “Feel the nipple.”

He did. It was stiff, erect, and wonderful.

She pushed forward again, pushed her tit through the bars. “Suck, you horny bitch.”

He lowered his head and kissed her nipple. He took it in his mouth. He sucked on it and ran his tongue around it.

“Oh, fuck, yea,” Barbara moaned. “God, I wish we could get a bed in here.”

Jerry suddenly laughed. He couldn’t help it. Her nipple popped out of his mouth.             

Then she was laughing.

For a moment they chuckled, then it was silent. But it was a sex-filled moment of silence. Jerry’s wanger was twanging like a cheap guitar in a honky tonk.

“Fuck,” he said.

She pulled back and said, “Feel me again, Jerry.”

He did.

He felt her tit, her nipple, and they stared at each other through the bars. they were breathing heavily, sexually excited, wanting what they couldn't have.

Barbara leaned forward, kept her tit back so he could fondle it, and put her face to the bars.

“Kiss me, Jerry.”

“Oh, God…”

“Kiss me, and if somehow I get out of this I’ll tell Jenny how your last kiss was for her. Now kiss me.”

He leaned forward, their faces grew closer, they were inches apart, their eyes hungry. Her eyes were glassy, glazed by the stimulation to her tit.

He touched his lips to her. For a long moment they just stood there, feeling flesh on flesh, then she moved her head a bit, their lips slithered on each other, her tongue slithered out and into his mouth.

He couldn’t help the groan that wheezed out of him. His cock was now against the bars. She lowered her hand and touched him.

She broke the kiss, spoke with their faces an inch apart, “That is a big one. You must have made Jenny very happy.”

She fumbled with his pants, undid his zipper and managed to get one hand in. She stroked him, her hand moving up and down, the head of his cock rubbing against his pants.

“I’d take it out, but they might come in.”

He humped her hand, unable to speak, totally overwhelmed. Their lips fused, their mouths chewed.

She said, “Can you get me off?”

He lowered his hands from her tits. He lifted her dress, pushed a hand into her panties.

He pussy was hot. Molten. It was moist. He moved a finger into her and she tilted her hips and pulled against his finger.

“More,” she said.

He inserted two fingers. It was awkward, his wrist was bent out of shape.

“More.”

Three fingers, and that was all he could do. He hooked them and scratched her itch. She groaned and kissed him harder. She stroked him, and their hands kept hitting one another, yet they couldn’t stop.

The dirty talk, their situation, they needed this.

“Can you cum?” she asked.

“Maybe.”

“I can cum. Do me harder.”

He did, pulling and squeezing and jamming.

She gasped and pressed up against the bars.

“He lowered his head and sucked on her nipple. It was very awkward now, and her stroking slowed and became jerks. She was climbing the mountain, almost over the top, and as he sucked hard on a nipple and crooked his fingers in her she finally popped.

“Fuck! Oh…yes!”

Then she was sagging against the bars, held up by the hand in her pussy. Breathing.

She tilted her head up and kissed him passionately. A soft, slow, gentle kiss.

His dick bonged wildly, wanted more stimulation, but she was done for the moment, and he would just have to live with the temporary frustration.

“Oh, God.” she whispered against his mouth. “That was good.”

He smiled, at least it had taken their minds off their situation for a while.

“Give me a minute to recover and I’ll do you.”

They stood apart, smiling at each other.

But he wasn’t to get his hand job. A door shut and footsteps descended the stairs.

“Oh, fuck!” Jerry managed to get her dress back up over her distended nipple, but she looked a bit disheveled. Her hair was messy and she had the look of a woman just fucked.

Unfortunately, when she tried to get his zipper up his cock popped out.

“Oh, fuck!”

A Mexican woman, quite sexy, looked into their cell.

She saw the ‘caught’ on their faces. She saw her hands trying to put his dick back in his pants. She laughed.

“Oh, you nasty people!” and she laughed.


PART Two

The woman laughed at his exposed dick. She was holding a tray of food, and she advanced into the cell. “Leave him out. I want to have some fun.”

The door opened and closed again, and another woman descended.

Both women were beautiful. Large breasts, the sultry latin look, and their cleavages were exposed by their low cut Mexican dresses.

“Look, Lupe. Senor Jerry have big dick, eh?”

Lupe giggled, paused to look at Jerry’s exposed member, then continued into Barbara’s cell.

The woman in Jerry’s cell, whose name was Estrellita, stared down at Jerry’s cock.

“Not bad for a Norteamericano.” She looked up at Jerry with a saucy grin. “Angel say we’re supposed to take good care of you. She placed the tray on a stool, picked up a taco and fed him. And while she held the taco her other hand went right for his cock.

“Unh!” Jerry’s eyes opened, his mouth opened to speak and Estrellita pushed the tip of the taco into his mouth.

He ate, and she stroked him. Not fast, not to get him off, just fast enough to keep him in a high state of excitement.

He swallowed, and she fed him more.

“I always wonder about Norteamericano cock. I heard they big, and you are big, but I’ve seen bigger.”

Lupe was feeding Barbara on the other side of the bars. “You suck bigger, that’s for sure.”

Estrellita laughed. “Si,” she said.

Jerry tried to look at Barbara, but Estrellita kept his attention, and Lupe kept Barbara occupied.

The tacos were quite delicious. Real tacos. Not Taco Bell tacos.

Still stroking him, Estrellita kissed his cheek.

The door opening and closing again.

Estrellita kept moving her hand.

Another woman appeared. And laughed. “If there’s a cock to be found…” she placed a bottle of bourbon on the floor next to the stool and left.

 Fifteen minutes later lunch was over, but the party had just begun.

Estrellita brought in a second stool. She had Jerry sit on that one and she sat on the first. She held the bottle of whiskey to his lips.

“Ack!” he sputtered. That first gulp was always raw. It slid down his throat and into his belly.

“What? Gringo can’t hold his liquor?”

Barbara was sitting on a stool in her cell, Lupe sitting next to her.

“He likes Coke with his bourbon.”

Estrellita’s eyes opened and she nodded. “Si. Can do.” She spoke in rapid Spanish to Lupe, and that woman jumped up and ran out of the cell. She was back in a minute with a six pack of cold Coke. She also had a couple of glasses with ice in them.

Estrellita began making the drinks. She poured half and half over the ice for Jerry. She didn’t make Barbara’s drink as strong, but nobody noticed.

“Senor Angel says you should have fun your last night on earth.”

She reached down and grabbed his cock again. Her hands were cold from holding a can of Coke.

Jerry drank, and it wasn’t bad. The bourbon was Maker’s Mark, and the Coke had real sugar in it.

On the other side of the bars Barbara sipped her drink.

The women held the glasses and kept feeding the prisoners.

“Can you help us get out of here?” Barbara asked at one point.

“Oh, no. Senor Angel say you go to Mexico. We get you drunk, make trip fun. You like to have fun.”

“You don’t understand. Senor Angel is a drug dealer. He’s going to kill us.”

“Eh. Maybe.”

“Don’t you care?”

Lupe held the glass still for a moment and said, “Senor Angel build big church in our village. All the children are fed now. Federales not come anymore. No more rape or killing. Senor Angel is good man.”

Jerry, feeling his suds a bit, blurted, “So it’s okay if we die so you can live.”

Estrellita stroked his cock harder. “You call this dying?”

Both Latin ladies giggled.

Jerry and Barbara had been at Charlie Coyote’s about four o’clock. The ride to the drug dealer’s home, with the sit down time in the back of the truck, the time he and Barbara had had to themselves, and dinner…Jerry did mental cogitations and estimated that it was past dinner. Evening.

Which did him not a bit of good.

Estrellita and Lupe fed them alcohol for hours. The level in the bottle went down, and Jerry got a bit riotous. Even though it was a life and death situation he couldn’t help but feel the liquor in his blood stream.

When they reached the end of the bottle Estrellita went upstairs. she returned a minute later.

Jose and Pedro were with her.

Jose undid Jerry’s cuffs, and redid them behind his back. Jerry was too drunk. He didn’t stand a chance. He was still a prisoner

Estrellita tucked his cock, which was bright red and dripping, back into his pants. He groaned.

She said, “See you later Missy Big Dick.” She and Lupe laughed, and they left the cellar.

Jerry, bleary-eyed, looked around.

Pedro went into Barbara’s cell and undid her cuffs. Then he redid them. But he didn’t bring Barbara out of the cell. There was a rope going through an eyebolt in the middle of the ceiling. Pedro threaded the rope through the eyebolt and down to her handcuffs.

“What’s going on?” asked Barbara. She was dazed.

Jose said, “Pedro, he young. He like a little fun.”

Pedro pulled on the rope and Barbara’s hands were jerked up. She stood on top toes, and the younger man took out a very sharp looking knife. He cut her clothes off.

Jose watched with a grin.

Barbara had a beautiful body. Jerry had felt her tits, and her pussy, and she was world class. Now this Mexican drug dealer held up a tit and sucked on it.

He looked at Jerry. “See you later, gringo.”

Barbara struggled, gasped, gave little screams, and Jerry felt his hands being lifted up behind his back.

“Leave her alone you sons of bitches!”

“Shut up, gringo.” Jose pushed him up the stairs, and the last thing Jerry heard was Barbara crying out for him.

Jerry was drunk, and he stumbled on the stairs. Jose kept him from falling, and they came out in a kitchen.

Jose walked him through the kitchen into a large dining room, then into a monstrous big living room. They climbed stairs at the far side of the room and went down a long hallway. Jose pushed him into a room at the end of the hall.

Estrellita and Lupe were there. They were sipping small drinks and chatting happily, and they looked at Jerry hungrily.

Estrellita stood up and came to Jerry. “It is Mr. Big Dick. How you doing, Mister Big Dick?”

“Barbara…that kid…Pedro…”

“That kid is my son.” Estrellita suddenly wasn’t so friendly. Then she smiled and was friendly again. “You don’t worry. Pedro good boy. He have big dick. Make your girlfriend very happy.

“Where you want him?” asked Jose.

“Chains on wall.”

On the side wall two chains were hanging, and Jose took Jerry there. He fastened one wrist to the end of a chain, then the other one. Jerry was stretched out.

Jose moved his face closer and whispered, “You be nice to Estrellita or I hit you.” He tapped the butt of the rifle against Jerry’s belly, then stepped back and grinned. “You be a nice man, gringo.”

Jerry stood. The alcohol was working in him, but he was sober enough to stand still.

The girls came to him, discussed him in Spanish. They seemed to be estimating something, and they moved their hands back and forth over his body, as if taking measurements.

“What’s going on?”

“What’s coming off.”

Lupe stepped forward and produced a knife. She sliced his clothes, all of his clothes, and pulled them off.

Jerry stood naked, his cock sticking out obscenely.

Estrellita went to an open suitcase on a side table and took out a spray can. She began spraying him. The spray covered his body and turned into foam. She pulled him away from the wall and sprayed his back. She got the stuff into his crack, onto his balls, even on his scalp.

Fifteen minutes later Jerry’s body started to feel the heat, and Estrellita and Lupe took warm wash clothes and began wiping his body. He stared, was stunned, and his hair came off. All his hair. In a minute the only hair left on his body was his eyebrows.

“Heysoos,” Jerry muttered, feeling the sensation of his skin without hair.

“Nice, eh?” asked Lupe.

Estrellita produced another wash clothe, and this one felt like it had been kept in the ice box. She wrapped it around his dick and waited.

“Hey! That’s cold!” but he was drunk so it really didn’t matter.

His dick shrunk and Estrellita quickly put a tube over his cock, a ring around his whole package, and padlocked them together.

Jerry’s dick was now caught in a chastity cage.

“Why are you doing this?” Jerry begged. His cock was already trying to get hard. It pushed against the plastic and was defeated.

“You can’t be a woman with a cock.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“Oh, Jerry, you are so silly. Much better to be a woman than a man.”

“It is not!”

“You don’t have to bother with silly things like this,” Estrellita shook his package. “And you get to look all pretty. We give you big boobs. You feel real pretty. You’ll see.”

The women brought out a large bra and two breast forms. they put the bra on him, then inserted the boobs.

“These very expensive tits,” Lupe squeezed one.

“Filled with cocaine,” agreed Estrellita.

The put a corselet around his torso and tightened it up. It made his tits look bigger, and his hips flared out in a most feminine manner.

“You can’t do this…” Jerry said. He wanted to cry out, but he was too drunk. He was also worried about Barbara.

“Can…can’t….eh?”

They pulled panties up his legs, then bent down and prepped and painted his toenails.

He looked down in shock at the little red nails.

Hey!” he blurted when they started working on his hands.

Jose stepped forward and held his gun and shook his head. Jerry was forced to just stand there while the women gave him bright red fake nails.

After his nails they rolled stockings up his naked legs and attached them to the garter snaps on the corselet.

All he lacked now was a dress, and they gave him one.

It was a bright, Mexican design. They wrapped it around him, buttoned up the back, and he suddenly looked like a female. From the neck down.

His boobs were big, his hips were round, his waist was thing. And his legs…ooh la la!

Estrellita cleansed his face, then Lupe applied primer. Working quickly but efficiently, they brushed his eyelid a smoky color, lengthened his lashes, and painted his lips a bright red.

“You pretty senorita,” Estrellita said at one point, patting his cheek. “Border guards stare at you so hard they no see drugs.”

Jerry thought about it. She was right. They would be so busy looking at his big tits they wouldn’t see the cocaine inside them. The material of the breast inserts would stop any dog from smelling it, and…he was going to walk across the border.

Finally, they glued a wig to his bald head. It was rich, luxurious hair, and it flowed down over his shoulders.

He could see himself in a half mirror across the room, and he realized they were doing a bang up job. He actually looked like a sexy woman.

Lupe pierced his ears and inserted a couple of big hoops through the lobes.

The women stood back and inspected him.

“He beautiful.”

“I fuck him.”

They both giggled.

Jose’s cell phone rang and he answered it, mumbled into it, then looked at the girls. “He ready?”

“He ready. We put shoes on him and he ready.”

They each took a foot and slipped cork sandals, three inch heels, onto his feet.

Jerry stood and braced, and realized he wasn’t going to fall. He felt taller though. The heels weren’t spikes, so he had just enough contact area to be balanced.

Suddenly Pedro and Enrique entered the room. Pedro whistled, a rude sound if ever there was one.

“Okay. Take him out to the truck.”

They unchained him and walked him out of the room. He was still drunk, and the heels gave him a little trouble, but they walked him down the stairs, then out the front door.

The same truck they had used to bring him to the house was in the driveway, the back was open.

He stepped onto the lift and was raised up. He entered, and was surprised. Somebody had put a couple of club chairs in the back of the truck. He was told to sit in one.

“Don’t want to mess your pretty dress, senorita.” Pedro sneered.

Jerry sat down. The three men stayed in the back with him and the door was rolled down. Jose sat in the other club chair, Enrique and Pedro sat on the floor. They all had flashlights and rifles.

“He sure pretty,” snickered Enrique.

“Leave him alone,” Jose said.

Jerry suddenly blurted, “Where’s Barbara.”

The men blinked, then Pedro spoke. “She like it. She go ahead with Angel. Angel want to…” he stopped talking, and he looked nervous.

Now Jerry really worried. Why hadn’t they brought Barbara out? He had thought they were going to hold her on one side of the border, a hostage, while he walked alone. If he was caught she would suffer, and that would inspire him to not get caught.

But where was she? What had happened?

“If you’ve harmed her in any way…”

“Shut up, gringo.”

Jerry shut, and the truck began to roll. He was comfortable in the chair, and he was still sloppy drunk, but…he rolled with the motion of the truck and wondered what was going to happen.

They seemed to drive back along the route they had taken on the way out. By the time they hit what Jerry presumed was the valley he was completely turned around. He couldn’t tell if they were heading south or north, though he knew they were supposed to be heading south.

The truck began to make stops, and Jerry figured out they were stoplights. He could hear the motors of other cars on the road.

The truck went up a ramp, and Jerry figured they were on the 101 south.

He closed his eyes and waited. If they were heading down the freeway they were probably going to Tijuana. Or they might make a turn and try for a lesser border crossing.

Which way? Hide in the crowds? Or bluff through a tired border station out in the boonies?

Suddenly Jose’s phone rang. He answered it, spoke Spanish, and frowned. the conversation went back and forth, then he hung up. To Enrique and Pedro he said. “Change of plans. One stop.”

The other two men didn’t look too happy about it, but Jerry was. Anything that interfered with their schedule might give him the opportunity to escape.

They came to a slow spot on the freeway, stop and go, then the truck veered to the right. It felt like they were going to…yes…they took an offramp and started wending through Hollywood.

Jerry listened, tried to hear something, anything, that would give him a clue as to what was happening.

The truck meandered for awhile, then bounced over a dip and into what Jerry assumed was a parking lot. It stopped.

Jerry could hear traffic, but it was not distinguishable from any other traffic.

Jose’s phone rang.

Again, a quick conversation, then Jose said, “We can’t leave him in the truck. You come with us, gringo.”

The door rolled up and the gunnies stood up. Jerry stood up, was shaky in his heels.

“Here,” Jose held out a black sack.

`The bag was put over Jerry’s head, carefully so as not to mess his make up. Two of the men grabbed his arms and guided him out to the lift. He almost fell when the lift jerked and descended, but they held him up.

He walked across pavement. Yes, it felt like a parking lot.

He couldn't see anything, but he felt like he entered a hallway. Just an impression of closeness.

And he felt like he passed a couple of people. Just a feeling, a sigh somewhere.

He walked across a rug, then onto what felt like wood parquet.

There was no sound.

“Down on your knees, gringo.”

His heart sinking, thinking they had changed their minds and were just going to execute him, Jerry got on his knees.

“Well, Jerry,” it was Angel’s voice. “It looks like you have come to the end of your journey.”

Jerry’s hair stood on end. He could imagine a gun pointing at the back of his head. He wondered if it was going to hurt.

“And as one journey ends, so another begins.”

Suddenly the sack was pulled off his head, bright lights blinded him, and a big cheer rose up!

“HAPPY ANNIVERSARY!”

Then he was lifted to his feet, to his high heels, and his handcuffs were undone.

He blinked, and started to make out shapes. People. Laughing, pointing at him, cheering.

What the…?

Barbara came out of the crowd and kissed him on the cheek.

Jenny appeared, grabbed his arm and kissed his other cheek. “Oh, we got you good, baby.”

Stunned, his heart shocked, he turned. He was on the parquet dance floor of Charlie Coyote’s. He was surrounded by his dearest friends.

They came to him, hugged him, laughed at him.

“You’re lookin’ good, Jere.” Sam Robinson said, slapping his back and putting a drink in his hand.

“You make a better woman than I do!” Sandy Otterson said, hugging him mightily.

Friend after friend shook his hand, hugged him, and Jenny watched and laughed.

“Nobody has ever been got so good in the history of getting,” she chortled. Her eyes were bright and loving.

“But…but how did you…”

“Barbara tried to keep what you were doing secret, but I found out, and I was so impressed that I decided to do you one better.”

Jerry looked at the supremely grinning Barbara. She was not naked and dangling from the rafters now. Now she was wearing a sexy dress, her face was radiant and beautiful.

“You…you were in on this…”

“They needed a pro, and I have been an actress you know. how’d I do?”

“Oh, God! You totally..” he turned to his wife, “But she…” he turned back to Barbara. “You…you kissed me!”

Barbara laughed. “I did a lot more than that.”

She elbowed Jenny. “He really is hung.”

“You know? You don’t care?”

“Heck, honey. I told her to. Part of the play. In fact, I told her to bring you back horny. Did she succeed?”

“But…I’m wearing a…”

Jenny laughed and fingered the gold key hanging on the chain around her neck.

“Oh, my God!”

Suddenly, Angel appeared.

“Jerry, have you met the owner of Charlie Coyote’s? This is Charlie Angel Coyote. When he found out what we were doing he volunteered his services, and then some.”

Angel shook Jerry’s hand.

“Then you aren’t…”

“A drug dealer? No, amigo. The only drug I sell is behind the bar over there, and that’s the way I wish to keep it.”

Behind Angel, looking excited and sheepish at the same time, were Jose, Enrique and Pedro.

“Oh, my God!”

The three men smiled and came forward and shook hands.

“These men work for me, when they are not enforcers for a drug kingpin.”

Barbara moved next to Pedro and tickled his ear. Suddenly Pedro looked young and embarrassed. “Please, senorita, you promise not tell my mother…”

Everybody laughed. The music started, and the party began in earnest.

Angel, Charlie Coyote, had locked the bar for this private party, and everybody danced and imbibed for a couple of hours. It was near four in the morning before things started to wind down.

Finally, the place was empty, and Jerry shook hands with Angel and his ‘gunnies,’ and said good bye.

Jenny drove and they headed over to the valley to their home. She drove because Jerry wore high heels and didn’t want to risk it. Besides, he had been doing lots of drinking, and on top of a day of lots of drinking, he was feeling pretty good.

“I can’t believe you did this,” he said for the umpteenth time. Then, “Whose idea was it to dress me up like a girl?”

“Barbara and I hatched that up. She thought it would be a hoot, and I went with it.”

“Well, wow.”

Jenny grew serious. “How long have we been married?”

“About ten years.”

“That’s right. Ten of the happiest years of my life. You’re a catch and a half, hubby mine.”

“You ain’t no flounder yourself, good lookin’.”

“But there’s one thing I always wondered about, thought about a lot, and…and I decided it was time to find out.”

“What?”

“You as a woman.”

He was silent.

“You know a lot of our friends…they dabble in feminization. I wondered how you would look as a woman, and the more I wondered the hotter I got. When Barbara made the joke I was all over it. I couldn’t wait to see you in a dress, make up, wearing high heels.”

“So…what now?”

“What now is waiting at home. And whether we do this again…that’s up to you. I have to tell you though, I have never seen anything so sexy in my life. My heart is about bursting, and my pussy, well…let’s just say I’m a wee bit wet.”

She turned up their street, then pulled into their driveway.

Jerry got out and stretched. It had been a long day. He had been kidnapped, fed liquor, feminized, and…and he liked it.

Oh, he couldn’t drink like this every day. But the thrill of wearing women’s clothes, even if just underwear…he was sold.

“Come on, honey, your big surprise is waiting inside.”

She took his hand and led him into the house. Surprisingly, he was getting better with his balance.

She led him down the hallway and into the bedroom. On the bed was laying…a strap on. Complete with a rather large dick.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. And I have a smaller dick if you want, but that one is modeled on yours, so…”

She held his hands and looked up at him. Her eyes were as happy as he had ever seen them.

“Would you like to make love? Would you like to experience the whole feminine thing?”

He sighed. He felt a sharp heat rising in his chest. He felt like he was about to burst.

“I…yes.”

“Then, honey, why don’t you climb on the bed. All fours, your butt facing me.”

He climbed onto the bed and assumed the prescribed position.

Jenny buckled the strap on on and suddenly had a large penis sprouting from her juncture.

She picked up a jar of lube and moved in behind him. She lifted his dress and placed it on his back. She pulled his panties down. His garter straps were tight and she felt the smooth sleekness of his legs. Then she scooped out some lube and placed it into his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined.

“You okay?”

“Oh, God! Yes. That feels good.”

She smiled and pressed the lube into him.

He groaned and pushed back with his ass.

She inserted a pair of fingers and began rimming him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

She went to three fingers, and he was in heaven. All he could feel was the intense sensation of being opened up.

Four fingers.

“You’re a natural, honey. You’re ready for this.”

“I guess,” he whimpered.

She pushed her hips forward and the cock smoothly entered him. He could feel the veins rippling along his anal canal. He could feel the big balls against his body, right above his own balls.

It was like nothing he had ever felt in his life. It was magic,  and a volcano, and pure love, and a lot more.

Jenny began to move in and out, long, slow strokes that kept raising his excitement to higher and higher levels.

“Now you know why I haven’t fucked you for a couple of weeks,” she murmured.

He grunted, then whispered, “I thought you were mad at me.”

“I was mad, all right. Madly in love.”

He moved his ass this way and that, and the sensations grew bigger.

She squeezed his nuts, and suddenly he felt like he had to pee.

“Oh, God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to pee!”

She laughed. “So go ahead.”

“But…”

“You won’t pee, it’s the sperm being forced out. I’m pressing on your prostate. You’re going to have a cum without an orgasm. Honey, you are going to be so horny after this…” she laughed some more and kept driving into him.

It came out of him in a long stream. It felt good, real good, like he had had an orgasm. But, of course, he hadn’t had one.

She pulled out and lay on him. Her plastic dong sticking between his thighs.

“You know, honey,” she nibbled on his ear, “it’s possible to have an orgasm this way. It’s called a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm, or something.”

He was exhausted, fucked, and totally happy. “I believe it.”

He turned to her and looked at the key on the chain around her neck.

“Would you like to unlock me and experience a little dicking for yourself?”

She smiled and fingered the key. “No. I don’t think so.”

He looked surprised.

“I really like you like this. I like you wearing dresses and underwear, your legs feel so sexy, and…I like the idea of you being horny and on call.”

“Oh, my God!” Jerry repeated for the Nth time that night.

“Of course, if you feel like it, you could use the strap on me.”

Jerry did.

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


Feminization was his Punishment!

She emasculated him, then feminized him!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“So you’re Josh Baker.”

Josh stared at the woman. She was five foot six and built. thin waist flaring hips, big boobs, and lips that looked like they could give a great suck. The eyes were a little mean, but he didn’t mind that. What he did mind was that she was too old for him. When he was younger he used to get off on MILFs. Loved them cougars. Zowie. But now he was in his twenties, and he wanted to take advantage of the young stuff before it was too late. One day he’d be old and those sweet, young things would be passing him by. He’d be too old.

“And who are you?”

“Jocelyn Rankin.”

Josh blinked and squinted. Of course. She had looked familiar, and now he knew why. “You’re Tammy’s mother! Good lord! Pleased to meet you.”

He indicated the other side of the booth.

Jocelyn slid in, a mature, wise woman with jaded eyes. And especially jaded in the case of Josh Baker.

“Obviously you know I’ve been going out with your daughter. She’s a fine woman. She’s really something.”

Jocelyn gave Josh the gimlet eyes.

He ran out of words under that stare.

She said, “I’d like you to move on.”

“Pardon me?”

“I’d like you to leave my daughter alone. I’d like you to move on to other pastures.”

He shook his head a bit and said, “I’m sorry. I don’t think I understand.”

“It’s simple. Dump her. Don’t see her again. I don’t care how you do it, but…scoot.”

“Ma’am, Mrs. Rankin, I love your daughter. We have plans.”

“Cancel your plans. No more plans. Go find somebody else. Somebody more your style.”

Josh was silent. The waitress came by and he smiled at her. “Whiskey for me. Would you like something?”

“Manhattan.”

“And a Manhattan.”

The waitress headed for the bar and Josh and Jocelyn stared at each other.

Josh broke the silence. “Perhaps you could enlighten me as to why you want to break us up?”

Jocelyn dug into her large purse. She lifted out a folder and slid it across the table towards him.

“Josie stands to inherit a sizable amount of money. Naturally, I am protective. Towards that end I have a private investigator look into any suitors.”

Josh opened the folder and stared at the contents. Pictures of him. All the way back to high school. And his girlfriends. Lots of girlfriends.

“You do not have a suitable history, Mr. Baker. You have illegitimate children, which children you refuse to take responsibility for. You have been arrested for battery, and how you managed to get out of jail time my PI was unable to ascertain. You are a drunk. You fuck anything that comes along. You have had a series of visits to hospitals to be cured of such things as Gonorrhea, Syphilis, and other STDs. You have paid women money for their services, gotten in fights with pimps, and…well, it’s all there.” She waved her hand towards the folder.

Josh perused the contents of the folder for a long minute. It was true, all too true. But it was ancient history.

He looked up at the older woman. “Nothing since I met Josie. Check your dates. I haven’t seen another woman, I haven’t been in trouble with the law. As far as my two illegitimate children…there is some confusion as to who the father is. I have asked for DNA tests, but both women have refused.”

“Be that as it may, I still must insist you move on.”

The drinks arrived and Josh lifted his and sipped. He replaced it on the little square napkin and said, “Nope.”

“I will tell my daughter all of this. I will show her your history.”

“She knows most of it. I’ve been honest with her. And before this turns into a major tiff, let me say that I don’t think she’s going to appreciate you trying to manipulate her life. With all respect, she has mentioned that she is…not happy…with the way you’ve inserted yourself into her life.”

Jocelyn’s legs were crossed over the knees and one foot bobbed. She was irritated.

I know people. I can get you a job in another state. A well paying job.”

Josh sighed and shook his head. In his mind love couldn’t be bought.

“I can have a couple of my people pay a visit and convince you.”

“Lady, you’ve read my file. You know that I’ve studied boxing. I’m a fighter. I do well in a fight. And in the event that I do not come out on top…when I am laying in the hospital and Josie visits me I will tell her everything.”

He leaned forward. “If she wants to dump me, then so be it. I love her and I’ll abide by her wishes. But for you to come along and try this crap…you should know better.”

Jocelyn was breathing hard now, squinting at Josh. Her eyes were fiery with rage. She was a rich bitch who was used to be obeyed, and the idea that this…this…peasant could sass her…it was almost too much to bear.

Abruptly she stood up, gathered in the folder, and stomped off. As well as she could in high heels.

Josh watched her straight back and round ass as she headed for the door. He let out air and tried to calm himself down. Heysoos. What a bitch.

Well, he had taken care of her. She wouldn’t be bothering him again. At least not until the wedding and he called her ‘mom.’

He sipped his drink, listened to the music, and tried to relax. He was totally unaware that when Jocelyn left the bar she had signaled to three men. Plan B was about to be put into action.

Josh sat and listened to the music for ten minutes. The band was good, and he figured he had a half hour before he met Josie, so why not enjoy.

Suddenly a girl tripped and fell…right on his table. Her hand knocked over his whiskey. “Oh, crap!” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m…I’m a little tipsy.”

Josh stood up and brushed some liquid off his pants. No big deal, and he grinned.

“Let me get you a new drink.”

“Hey, that’s okay.”

But the girl wasn’t about to be put off. She was a good looking thing wearing a skirt and a pearl snap skirt. Her legs were pretty good perched on her high heels.

“Smells like whiskey,” she looked up at him. “Just hold here for a second.”

He protested, but she was gone to the bar.

Josh sighed. Normally he would have tried to pick the girl up, but not since he met Josie. Josie was the one for him. He thought about just leaving, but that would be rude, and he did want to listen to a couple more songs. He sat down and waited.

Across the room the lead guitarist thought he was Van Halen, and he was doing a pretty good job of double tapping. The audience was yelling and hooting, and…the girl came back with his whiskey.

She placed it on the table, and sat down opposite him. She put her hand below the table and dropped a little packet. The packet had contained a white substance, a roofie, and it had been poured into Josh’s whiskey.

“Well, thanks, but you really didn’t have to.”

“Sure I did. You like the band?”

“Yeah, they’re pretty good.”

The girl raised her glass for a toast, and he clinked and drank. He didn’t taste any of the white powder.

He listened to the music for another fifteen, then glanced at his watch. “Been a pleasure,” he smiled at the girl. “And thanks for the drink.”

He stood up and almost fell down. Suddenly he was dizzy.

“What the fuck?”

She caught his arm and said, “You just drank too fast. I’ll walk you out.”

He nodded, and was trying to figure out what happened to his thinking process. Everything was moving slower, and he was thinking like he was a five inch turd in a four inch pipe.

The girl grabbed his arm and guided him towards the front door. He stumbled and tripped, and suddenly felt another pair of hands helping him walk.

“Let me help,” some big guy in a suit half lifted him up. And it was good, because he was about to collapse. His feet wobbled, his ankles felt like drunken worms, and his whole sense of balance was skewed. The world spun and dipped and he could barely hold on to consciousness. Then he couldn’t. The world spun away and he spun with it.

“Hey, baby. Do you love me?” The girl from the bar was named Lisa. She wasn’t wearing a skirt and a pearl snap shirt now. Now she was wearing a blue negligee that accentuated her charms. And her charms, played down in the bar so she could make contact, were abundant.

The negligee was see through blue, flimsy, and her breasts thrust out. The nipples were rigid and electric hot.

“What…who are…” Josh was laying on a sofa, holding his head, wondering what was happening.

Lisa lay next to him. She was on her side, and he was half under her. She took his hand and placed it on her breast. She moaned and closed her eyes slightly. “Oh, honey.” She grabbed his crotch. “You’re big. Take off your clothes.

“Dizzy, unaware, Josh started unbuttoning his shirt, even as he said, “I don’t want to!”

Lisa groaned inside. She had been working this jerk for ten minutes, and usually that was enough. She had them undressed and dick inserted and the film was in the can. But this guy…all he did was keep asking where his girlfriend was.

Suddenly she sat up, pushing Josh to the side. He was still on the couch and he was unbuttoning his shirt, then buttoning it…he couldn’t make up his mind, even though he was loaded with rohypnol.

“Jim, this guy is impossible.”

Jim was the big guy in the suit who had helped her get the mark out of the bar. Now he was in the shadows, behind a camera, and he was a little frustrated, too. What happened to the days when you just conked a guy on the head and took naked pictures and that was enough? Now everybody wanted a damn movie production. Camera, action, get your dick out and screw, bozo!

He rubbed his jaw with one hand. “Look, just get him nude. We can lose some of the sound, we can cut and splice. Just get a few suggestive poses. Get him naked, suck his dick and I’ll work around it.”

Lisa nodded. She turned to Josh, who was still buttoning and unbuttoning. She sighed. This guy must have really pissed somebody off.

“Stop stalling,” she whispered. She sat down next to him and unbuttoned his shirt. Even then he tried to push her hands away. “Don’t wanna.”

“Sure you do. Come on, honey, help me out here.”

She got his shirt off, then his pants. His shoes were already off, and now all she had to do was remove his pants. Still, the damned fool wouldn’t stop struggling.

Finally, in spite of his drugged resistance, she pulled his underwear off. He was a handsome fellow, his body was cut, very strong, like he was an athlete or something. What was nice was that his cock was  a big one. Glancing at the camera, she smiled, and went down on Josh.

Drugged, out of his mind, his resistance faded as her mouth engulfed him. He tried to sit up, but she pushed him back with a hand and gobbled him. She deep throated him, she turned her face so it looked natural, but was best presented to the camera.

Behind the camera Jim smiled. Lisa was sure a pro. He watched the images flash over the little flap monitor sticking out of the side of the camera.

Lisa held Josh’s balls in her hands, she lifted him, and he had to raise his hips to avoid pain. It looked like he was thrusting his cock into her mouth.

She put her hands under his buns then and lifted. She suckled his balls, and he groaned with the pleasure.

He wondered where Josie was. “Josie?” he asked of no one, of everyone.

Fuck, thought Lisa. She’s sucking his dick like it was the last one in the world and he still wants some bitch. This guy was really stuck on whoever this girl was. Lucky girl, but that made Lisa’s job all the harder.

From behind the camera Jim said, “Don’t worry about it. You’re looking good.”

Josh tried to sit up again. “Who’s that?”

Lisa pushed him down, she grabbed his cock and pulled it so he had to raise his hips. When he did she pushed a finger into his ass.

“Fuck!” wheezed Josh, looking around. “What the fuck!” But it looked like he was really trying to get his cock into her mouth.

“Fuck him now,” suggested Jim.

Lisa climbed on top of Josh. Smiling for the camera, looking wanton and sexy, she slid down his pole.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. He was big. She fell forward and caught herself with her hands on his chest.

“Oh,” muttered Jim. “Josie?”

Son of a bitch. Again with the name!

She began fucking him in earnest. He might be fuck stupid, but his body responded to her efforts. Finally, his body took over. He might not know what he was doing or want to fuck, but his body responded to stimulus. He grabbed her and flipped her over. Now he was on top, his legs between hers, and he started to drive his spike into her.

Suddenly Lisa was blinking and gasping. He was jamming that big dick into her with a power that shocked her.

Josh rammed an rammed.

Behind the camera Jim exulted. He heard Lisa mewling, but the shots were great! This guy was really fucking now, and there was going to be no doubt that he wanted this.

“Hey…hey…” Lisa cried, breathless, her pussy being pummeled by his power. “Sto…sto…stop!”

Jim chuckled. Now it looked a little like rape. Lisa was a genius!

Except that Lisa wasn’t so much a genius as she was getting turned on. Up till now it had just been a job. Get his dick in her, move around a bit, and get the compromising pics. But this guy wasn’t like other marks. He was fucking her so good she was responding. Her body was liking it, and suddenly she started to feel an orgasm coming.

Fuck! Fuck! She didn’t want an orgasm! She wanted to keep this guy a mark. An orgasm meant attachment. She couldn’t risk that.

But Josh kept pushing into her, and now he was grabbing her breasts, sucking them, and she felt the heat exploding within.

“FUCK!” she cried, and the orgasm exploded through her, rocked her, made her arch, all her muscles spasming and locking.

Josh started to spew then. He pushed his hips forward, held his head up and said, “Josie! I love you!”

Behind the camera Jim frowned. Man, this was good stuff, but…but it looked like Lisa was actually enjoying it. He suddenly felt a little jealous. He and Lisa were professional about it, he didn’t mind that she fucked marks because there was good money in it and she didn’t really like the dopes. But she had never gotten off like this before.

Suddenly he stood up and walked around the camera. He trotted across the room and pulled Josh off his girl. “You son of a bitch!”

Josh fell back and hit the floor. He punched his fist into the air above him, wondering what was going on. Boxer’s reflex. Keep fighting.

But there was no fight.

Jim helped Lisa off the couch and held her. “You all right, baby?”

“Heysoos,” she muttered, still a little dazed by what had happened. “We blackmailed a lot of guys, but that’s the first time…crap.”

Jim glared at Josh, who was rolling around, trying to figure out who had hit him, pawing his hands at the air. Man, he wanted to kick the shit out of this guy, fucking his girlfriend like that, but he had orders not to hurt the guy, not to leave any marks on him.

In the darkness the camera was still recording.

Jim heard somebody groaning. Poor guy, he thought, must have had a hard night. Then he realized it was him that was in pain.

He opened his eyes and the world smacked him with a headache. He didn’t move his head. That would hurt even more.

It was daylight, and he was sitting in his truck.

He moved his eyes, and even that hurt. His eyeballs felt like somebody had been using them for ping pong balls.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

Slowly, memories came to him. He began wondering how he had gotten in this mess.

He had met Josie’s mother, a real ball buster, and she had laid it on him. He groaned, thinking of the files on himself he had read. Geez, that woman must have really…he blinked.

Really what? Hated him? Yeah, probably. But she hated everybody. Good looking, but…fuck…what had happened afterwards?

He turned his head an inch, and was immediately sorry. Pain lanced between his ears and ricocheted through his skull. It felt like somebody had shot him and the bullet was still traveling through his head.

But he saw where he was parked. Right outside the bar. In the gravel  parking lot. Neon signs blinked in the morning from the windows of the bar. There were no other cars in the lot.

He moved his hand enough to roll down the window. Fresh air helped, and he tried to move. Fuck. Everything hurt. Not just his head. What had happened. What had happened?

He remembered talking to the mother, Jocelyn, and then…then he remembered drinking a whiskey. But he didn’t feel like he had been drunk…this was different. Drunkenness left him with the sweats.

He pulled on the handle of the door and leaned. the door opened, and he almost fell out, but he caught himself.

“Move,” he muttered to himself. Fighter’s instinct. Keep moving. You got hit a good one, now shake it off.

He moved a foot out of the car, tried to put weight on it, and fell.

Crap, he was on his hands and knees, and he started to barf.

But he had nothing to barf. He hadn’t eaten last night, and two drinks had left his system. All that was left was the residual effects of being roofied.

He heard gravel crunching, he turned his head to the side and looked.

A car bumper stopped in front of the open door. He tried to barf again, and he heard a door slam.

“Help,” he said. “Help.” But his voice was a whisper, and the cop wasn’t impressed.

The only help the cop gave him was to jail.

Technically, prisoners are not allowed to sleep all day. An exception was made in Josh’s case because he just lay on the floor and didn’t care if anybody kicked him.

For a while there was talk that he might need medical attention. But by dinner time he was able to get up and move around. Slowly, like an old man, but…it was deemed that he didn’t need a doctor.

He was starving. He was used to over eating because he worked so hard as a boxer in training. Dinner was a bland box of chicken nuggets. No sauce. French fries. No ketchup. Peas that looked like a rabbit had shat them out, and colored water.

Josh ate everything on his plate and was still starving.

Starving or not, he had to get out. He went to one of the guards and asked what was going to happen to him.

The guard was a bulky fellow, low browed, but Josh was polite, so he said, “You see the judge tomorrow.”

“Do you know what I’m charged with?”

“PI. Bug off.”

Josh bugged. He wasn’t about to get in an altercation with a guard. He asked one of the other prisoners what PI was and the fellow said, “Public Intoxication.”

Josh nodded, and found a bench to sit on. He sat and leaned against a wall. The tiles were cold on his back. The place had major air conditioning and he was freezing.

The evening passed. The effects of the drug wore off, but now he was sick, a normal reaction to a system being depressed by drugs. He started coughing, he held himself with his arms and shivered.

Lights out, and he fell into a series of fitful sleeps.

“How do you plead?”

“Not guilty, your honor.”

The judge was a young man, looked like he was barely out of law school, but he was actually in his thirties and simply had good genes.

“Okay, bailiff will set your trial date. Next case.”

Back in the jail Josh was finally given his one phone call. He had no relatives. He had a few friends, and he should have called them. Instead, he called the one person in the world he thought he could trust. Josie.

Ring ring.

“Hello?”

“Josie…”

“You son of a bitch! Don’t ever call me again!”

Click.

And that was his phone call.

He went back to his cell and wondered what the hell had happened.

But he knew what had happened.

He had finally figured out that he hadn’t been drunk, that he had been drugged. And Jocelyn had struck.

But what had she done?

Or, what had she had done?

Josh had no clue. All he could do was wait to get out.

A month later Josh stepped out of the jail. Free. With a big blot on his record, and a $200 fine and 10 hours of community service. And an impounded truck.

The truck had been towed for $500, held in the impound yard for $100 a day. It was a good truck, and he owned it outright, but he couldn’t afford the approximately $3500 to get his truck out of jail.

But, at least he was free.

He had no money, couldn’t make a phone call, so he started walking. He lived ten miles away, on the other side of the city. Normally ten miles would have been nothing. He did five miles of roadwork every day. But now he was weakened. Prison food, no exercise, he had wasted away.

He walked. He had to rest frequently, and it took him all day to cross town.

He lived in an upstairs apartment. He trudged up the stairs, let himself in, and fell on the couch.

He slept, and it was the first good sleep he had had in a month.

He awoke, and began eating real food.

Amazingly, in spite of the quality of jail food, he had gained twenty pounds. No way he was going to turn into a fat fuck, so after dinner he walked around the block, did some jumping jacks, then hit the heavy bag.

Fuck. It tired him out. He had been able to go ten round son the heavy bag, now he was exhausted at one.

Still, he forced himself on. He ate. He walked around the block. He punched the bag.

A couple of days later he was going three rounds, and trotting around the block.

A week later it was five rounds, and he was running around the block several times. And his weight was going down. Rolls of prison fat began to shrink.

A month later he was back in shape. Slim, trim, a rocket of a punch in his pocket, and he turned his attention to what had happened to him.

For a month he pondered. He got a job as a bouncer. He thought. He bought a cell phone. He cogitated.

He knew he had been given drugs. He knew who had given them to him. But how to get that person to tell Josie what she had done?

Yes, he loved Josie. He didn’t know if she loved him, he didn’t even know what the mother had done to make her…hate him.

But, first things first…he had to get Jocelyn to admit what she had done. At least to him.

And, he came up with a plan.

On a Monday morning he walked into Rankin Enterprises. Walked right across the tile floor, big ass lobby to the front desk. “I’d like to see Mrs. Rankin.”

The receptionist, polite, well made up, a pretty thing, asked, “Do you have an appointment?”

“I do not.”

“You’ll have to make an appointment. And to do that you’ll have to go through her personal secretary.”

“If you’ll tell her that it’s Josh Baker I think she’ll want to see me.”

The receptionist frowned. Josh was mild mannered. He looked strong, but…she had a feeling that this might be important. She hit a number on the phone. “There’s a Josh Baker here to see Mrs. Rankin. Uh huh. I understand.”

The secretary held the phone to her ear and looked up at Josh.

Josh knew the second secretary, Jocelyn’s personal secretary, was checking. Then he had a feeling. He looked up at the little round black ball that held security cameras and smiled.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk. She had a meeting with department heads coming up, and she was going through reports.

“Mrs. Rankin?”

“Yes, Shiela?” She didn’t look up from her paperwork.

“There’s a Josh Rankin who says you’ll want to see him.”

Jocelyn looked up, a wan but twisted smile came to her lips. She hadn’t thought about Josh for quite some time. Her daughter was moping a bit, but…what could he want?

Curious, and wanting to see the man she had totally fucked over, if only for the enjoyment of gloating, she said, “Send him in. Have Jim Carter come in first.”

Jim was her strong arm boy. Special security. Best to have a little muscle around when she talked to Josh. Better safe than sorry.

A minute later Jim entered the office.

“Please have a seat on the couch, Jim.”

Jim did.

Two minutes later Josh was shown into the office.

He walked slowly across the room. He sized Jocelyn up, but there wasn’t much to size. She just stared at him with a dead pan expression.  He checked out the rest of the office.

Big pots held ferns in the corners. Big window to the right. Nice view. To the left was a guy on a couch and…Josh stopped. He turned to the man.

“I know you.” but he didn’t know where from. But he knew him, and the memory wasn’t good.

Jim kept a straight face, but inside he was cursing. This guy shouldn’t remember a thing. They should have given him more drugs.

“What can I do for you, Josh?”

Josh, frowning, turned to Jocelyn. “I know you drugged me. I got arrested because of that. Turned my life upside down a wee bit. What I don’t know is what you told Josie.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He leaned on her desk with both fists. The man in the corner stood up. Josh knew he had to piss Jocelyn off. He had to make her blurt out the truth. He knew she was a woman who wouldn’t take kindly to insults.

“You are a coward,” he spoke politely, matter of factly. You ruin my life and you don’t even have the courage to gloat.”

Jocelyn’s face turned a bit red. “You can leave now.”

“You’re a coward. You’re afraid of me, and you’re afraid of the truth. You’re not a real human being.”

“Jim.”

“You fucking bitch.”

Jim was only a couple of feet away.

She held up her hand and Jim stopped. Her face was purple with rage. No peasant was going to talk to her like that.

She tapped a few keys on her computer, turned the monitor towards him, and watched him. A sneer was on her face. “We cleaned this up a bit, but this is the raw footage.”

Jim watched the scene on the computer play out. He watched himself struggling, trying to fend off the girl. He had no memory of this scene, so he knew they must have given him some powerful drugs.

He listened as the girl cursed him for being difficult. He heard Jim talking, but he still didn’t put the voice together with the man standing ready to evict him from the office.

He watched as she sucked him and fucked him. He saw himself flip her over, and yet call out Josie’s name.

The ‘movie’ ended, and he stared at her. “You framed me. You had me drugged and that girl did those things to me. I was totally unaware of what you did.”

Now Jocelyn was happy. Her rage abated and she crowed. “I told you to leave my daughter alone.”

“And the evidence has been in your computer this whole time.”

She laughed. “You’re an asshole. Get him out of here, Jim. And don’t be gentle.”

Jim smiled, took a step and swung.

To a trained boxer Jim’s movements were slow and uncoordinated. Josh stepped back, pushed the punch past and said, “I’m leaving. No need to fight. Please don’t attack me.”

Jim moved in and swung again.

Josh stepped aside, evaded the blow easily.

“If you try to punch me again I’m going to be forced to defend myself.” He stepped back with hands up and palms out.

Jim sneered, took another step and threw a punch.

Josh had been hit before. He had been hit good, knocked to the canvas, but this punch wasn’t strong enough to do that.

Still, Josh knew this would be recorded, so he had to make it look good. He was already on record as having tried to get out of the fight, of having stated that he would leave.

Jim swung, and Josh delayed just enough, then turned his head with the punch.

There was a little smacking sound, but no real impact. But Josh stepped sideways and brought a hand up to his jaw.

“Don’t hit me anymore.”

Jim’s face was mean, and a look of victory crossed his features. He swung.

Josh picked the punch off easily with a forearm, then he sank his weight, turned his hips, and buried one in Jim’s midsection.

“Hunnnnn!” Jim wheezed and went to his knees. His face turned white. It was a good punch.

Josh turned and walked out of the office.

He ran to the elevator. He knew he only had a bit of time before more security boys accosted him.

Inside the elevator he took the cell phone out of his pocket. He uploaded a file to the cloud, then put the phone back into his pocket.

The elevator door opened and four security guards were there. They had batons and stared at him. He dropped to his knees and put his hands behind his head.


PART TWO

One of the men stepped forward and put bracelets on Josh. He lifted the chain between the circlets on Josh’s wrists and Josh struggled to his feet.

The men got onto the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor.

“I want to be arrested,” said Josh. He was ignored.

The elevator door opened and Josh was pushed out. He was manhandled down the hall, past Mrs. Rankin’s private secretary, and into the office he had so recently escaped.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk, leaning back in her swivel, waiting. Her eyes were thin and she was not smiling. Upon seeing Josh, however, she did show her teeth. Like a wolf shows a bunny rabbit its teeth.

Jim stepped forward. He had recovered from the punch to the gut.

“Hold him,” he said.

Two men pulled his arms apart, spread him out.

Jim punched him in the gut. Josh was ready, however, and though he grunted, the slab muscles of his belly held up. He dropped to his knees and pretended to be hurt.

Jim laughed. “Motherfucker.”

“Enough.” Jocelyn’s voice cut across the room. She got up and came around the desk. One of the men pulled Josh’s head back and forced him to look at her.

“Well, Mr. Baker. Apparently you don’t take hints too well. So you’re going to get a severe reality adjustment. When I’m done with you my daughter will never want to see you again. Your friends won’t want to see you…and you want even want to see yourself. Where’s his phone.”

One of the security guards handed her the device. She opened it, found the audio recording.

“I thought you might try something like that.”

She handed the phone back to the security guard. “Remove the sim, reduce it to dust. Bury the dust.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

For a long moment she looked at Josh. “Good bye, ‘Mister’ Baker.”

She turned and returned to her desk. The guards pushed Josh out of the room. Outside the doors he was turned to the left. Not towards the common elevator, but towards Jocelyn’s private hoist. He was pushed onto the elevator and the elevator started to descend.

“What you’re doing is against the law.”

Nobody said anything. Stoic faces faced the door and waited as the floors passed.

“How can you guys live with yourselves?”

“Money,” said one.

“Shut up,” said another.

Ding! The elevator door opened.

Josh was led to a van. He stepped inside and was chained to a ceiling brace. He stood while the van went up a ramp, through a parking lot, and joined the city traffic.

Two of the four guards sat on the floor and watched him.

Jim had caught up to them and was in the passenger seat. A guard Josh hadn’t seen before drove.

Josh swayed from the rafter and was able to look over the shoulders of the driver and passenger.

The van drove east, past the bus terminal and headed out for the East Los Angeles industrial center. Miles and miles of warehouses. The van zigged here and zagged there, not in any attempt to confuse Josh, and pulled up to a gate.

The gate opened and the van drove past a guard booth.

There were a scattering of cars in the lot, and they drove past them to the end of the lot. They turned in behind the building and made their way past stacks of pallets. To the left was a rusty fence and rustier tracks.

They came to a back door and the van stopped.

Josh was helped out and through the door. To the right a big warehouse space opened. It was filled with stacks of boxes. Three forklifts buzzed through the maze. At the other side of the building was a roll door. A crowd of Mexicans were working around some tables. Josh had no idea what they were doing.

The guards moved him up a flight of stairs, down a short walk, and into a room. Through that room, and into a more secure room.

Josh looked around. A bed, iron, with a chain. A toilet with no privacy. A sink.

On the other side of the room was a kitchen counter and sink. There was a large TV screen in the upper corner, and in the middle of the wall was a safe. A big one, just the door showed.

He was put into a chair and left alone for the moment. The two guards stood apart from him and discussed whatever bully guards discuss when they weren’t being bullies. Jim was outside in the other room, talking on the phone.

Jim knew that if he could get loose he could take care of the guards. But his hands were still handcuffed behind him.

In looking around he realized that this office, and the outer office, were the administration offices for the original inhabitants of the warehouse. The safe must have held the payroll, and that’s why this room was more secure, the door heavy and sound proofed. The toilet and other amenities must have been added later.

Jim entered the room, sneered at Josh, and went to the two guards. “Chain him to the bed area.”

The guards turned Jim around and pushed him back towards the bed.

The bed was sturdy, and a thick chain went from a large eyebolt buried in the cement floor under the bed and extended for about eight feet.

The guards took one of Josh’s handcuffs off, put both links on one of Josh’s wrists, and padlocked the chain to the handcuff chain.

They stepped back and Jim moved in.

Jim moved a chair over and sat down. He laughed at Josh.

Josh said nothing. He sure wished he had another poke at the guy.

“Okay, Mr. Tough Guy. Like the lady says, you don’t take a gentle hint, we give you a bigger hint.”

He lit a cigarette, puffed smoke towards the ceiling, and said, “Settle in. You’re going to be here for a while, and when we’re done with you you’re not going to be a tough ‘guy’ any more.”

He snickered, looked down, then back up to Josh. “Any final words?”

“Fuck you?”

“No thanks. You’re the only person here who is going to get fucked.”

He stood up, a big grin on his weaselly face. “Your treatment starts in a half hour. I’ll see you in a few hours, and we’ll talk over old times. Heh.” Then he laughed louder, “Hah hah!”

He shook his head, flicked the cigarette away, and walked out of the room.

A half hour later two people entered the room. One was a girl, and he frowned and squinted. He knew her, but from where? Then he remembered, the girl on the film. She was dressed differently, but it was her.

“You,” he spoke bitterly.

Lisa felt guilty. She had never seen one of her marks again, and so had never felt guilty. But this guy had actually made her cum. She had a connection with him.

The guy with her was wearing a suit and carrying a black bag. He motioned to the two security guards. “I want to give him a shot. Face down on the bed.”

Josh prepared to fight, but he wasn’t given the chance. One of the security guards took out a taser and shot him. Just like that. Josh smelled flesh burning, he did the spastic dance and fell down. The two guards picked him up and put him face down on the bed.

“Take his clothes off.”

His clothes were ripped off him and thrown across the room. He felt a bee sting him in the buttocks, then the world started to get hazy. He felt like he was watching life through a fog.

He tried to struggle, but he might as well have been a swaddling babe.

“Turn him over.”

They flipped him easy, like a pancake, and he lay on his back and stared at the ceiling. The room spun and he would have puked, except he was sort of removed from his body and felt like he didn’t have a stomach.

“Okay,” said the man in the suit. “Now the fun starts.”

The man made little marks on Josh’s chest with a marker. The marks circled Josh’s pectoral muscles. He produced a long needled hypodermic and stuck it into the marks and pressed the plunger.

Josh wanted to struggle, but he was like a kitten in the grip of pit bulls.

Around and around the needle went, fluid was injected into Josh’s chest. Skin tightened and bulged, and he realized they were giving him tits.

He looked up at the girl, who was biting her lip worriedly as she filmed the procedure with a cell phone. “Cowards,” he spat at her.

She turned away, then turned back. She kept the cell video recording.

It took a half hour, but when the man was done Josh had a set of big boobs.

“How long do they last?” asked Lisa.

“A month, maybe two. Long enough for what Mrs. Rankin wants. He’s ready for you.”

Josh tried to struggle, but he realized, in a far away portion of his mind, that he had been given the drug again. He thought it might be Rohypnol, which explained a lot of things. Rohypnol didn’t effect men as much as it did women, so they were giving him extra big doses, and that was why he felt so sick after the drug left his system.

He watched, his arms trying to bat, to punch, and they simply turned him, moved him, slapped him.

Jim came in, a big grin on his face. “I want to see the fun.”

“Jim,” started Lisa, then she stopped. Protesting wouldn’t do anything.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Get busy then. Make him over.”

Lisa said to the guards, “Put him in that chair, Make it so he can’t move too much.”

The chair had arms, it was made of metal, and Josh was duc taped into the thing. He tried to move his mouth, but everything was so weird. He didn’t know if it was him moving, or some other him he was watching from afar.

Lisa opened up a little case and placed it on another chair. It was full of make up. She began cleaning his face.

“You know,” said Jim, smoking a cigarette, “this was all my idea.”

Lisa finished cleansing his pores and applied primer.

“Mrs. Rankin said you were acting a little too manly, and I said, ‘We can make him a woman.’”

Lisa was working quickly, biting back words. She had done a lot of dirty things in her life, but this had to be the dirtiest.

“So we’re going to transform you, then we’re going to fuck you. Then we’ll put it all on the net. You’ll be the laughing stock. You’ll never be a fighter again.” He laughed, and the two security guards even chuckled.

Josh sat on the chair, imprinting words on his mind, trying to make sure he would remember some of this later.

Debbie was past the foundation and adding color. She made his eyes dusky, lengthened his eyelashes and trimmed his eyebrows into sexy arches.

“He’s looking pretty good, Lisa,” Jim said. He was sitting backwards in a chair and watching, his arms folded and resting on the back of the chair.

Lisa said nothing. She felt like crying.

She pierced his ears, placed a wig on his head, and applied lipstick.

Josh had been transformed. He no longer looked like a fighter, now he looked like a woman.

“Okay,” Lisa said. “I’m done. Except for the clothes.”

“No clothes necessary,” said Jim. “Let him loose, put him on the bed.”

Josh was cut free and pushed to the bed. He lay back. He had relaxed his struggles, was in somewhat of a daze, but he saw the two security guards and Jim staring at him, and he told himself that he had to fight.

It wasn’t much of a fight.

One of the men held his arms and Lisa mounted him.

“He’s not very hard,” she said, staring down at Josh.

“We gave him a shot. He’s not going to be hard for a long time.”

“Really?” she sounded a little upset.

“So what,” he was irritated. “Do your thing.”

“That’s okay. Act like he is.”

Lisa went up and down, grabbed her breasts and moaned like she was enjoying it, but she was dying on the inside.

Jim took over the filming.

Lisa leaned down to Josh and whispered, “Fighting makes the drug work better. They’re going to fuck you, so don’t fight. You might just as well give in.”

From somewhere far away Josh heard himself say, “Coward.”

Lisa got off him and rushed away. She had one forearm up to her eyes and was crying.

“What the fuck?” groused Jim. “Well, we got enough of that. Either of you fellows want him?”

The security guards looked at each other. This wasn’t in their contract. They didn’t mind being bullies, but to fuck some helpless doofus?

“Well, then I guess it’s up to me…”

“No. I’ll do it.”

The three men turned to see Lisa standing in the doorway. She was still naked, but now she had a strap on around her hips. A cock stood out from her crotch.

Jim laughed. And he was relieved. His girl was pissed because the guy had made her cum. She was going to get back at him.

“Good girl,” he muttered. “Go get him.”

Lisa wasn’t so much interested in revenge as she was in protecting Josh. She had had enough, and she knew that if the guys fucked Josh they’d tear him up. At least she could be gentle.

She walked to the bed, making it look like she was really into it, and sat on Josh. She leaned down like she was kissing him, and whispered. “I’ll try to be gentle. I’m sorry.” She straightened up and turned to one of the security guards. “There’s some lube in my make up kit.”

Jim laughed, “Why be gentle?”

“You think I want to work hard? Besides, it’ll be better if I can make him enjoy it.”

Jim chuckled, motioned to the guard, and Lisa was handed her lube.

Lisa spread the gunk on Josh’s ass, she inserted it into his asshole and reamed him with a couple of fingers. She moved gently, and she tried to reassure Josh.

“It’s okay, baby. If you can relax it won’t hurt. It might even feel good.”

Under a kinder touch Josh started to relax. He even began to like the feel of her fingers circling his rim. He grunted in appreciation of her gentleness.

“Yeah, baby,” crooned Jim. “Make him love you.”

Lisa ignored her boyfriend who, in truth, would never be her boyfriend again. She had had enough.

She moved her hand back and forth, whispering sweet things into Josh’s ear. She stroked his thighs and told him it would be all right.

She put her strap on dick to his hole and slowly entered him.

Josh groaned. It did feel good. The drugs worked, her softness worked, and he grabbed up at her and gave light, little sobs.

Lisa fucked him slowly, lovingly, and the camera caught it all.

Jim frowned a bit, he wanted to the fuck to be a rough one. He wanted to tear this asshole a new one, if that made sense, but…he was getting good footage. As soon as they edited out Josh’s resistance, and incriminating comments that he had made, it would be perfect. He’d probably get a bonus for this.

Lisa held Josh and withheld tears. She fucked him, and he moved, and it felt good.

If only the circumstances had been different….

Josh moaned, and memories came back to him. Not all memories, but enough.

He had been kidnapped and made into a woman, then they had abused him.

No, a woman had taken him with a strap on. Lisa her name was. And Jim had held a camera on him.

One more bit of video for Josie to see. And how would he explain this one? Even if he could get to her, could get her to listen to him.

This time he didn’t feel as sick. This time he had not struggled as much. This time he had been expecting it.

And this time they hadn’t given him as much drugs. Probably because they were going to transform him and had to give him other drugs.

He rolled over, and his head hurt, but he was able to sit up.

He was still a woman. He had big tits, and he was wearing his own clothes.

He held his head, let the room spin, then struggled to the refrigerator.

At least they had had the courtesy to leave him in his apartment.

But why?

Why not get him arrested again?

Because they figured he’d be shamed, too shamed to complain, and they didn’t want him making complaints.

But they underestimated him.

He might be altered, he might be humiliated, but he was a fighter.

He opened the refrigerator and took out a can of Coke. He rolled it across his forehead, and when he lowered it he saw traces of make up.

Hell, they’d left all the make up on him.

Fine. He could deal with that.

He popped the top and drank the cold liquid. It was like putting out a fire in his head. He relaxed, staggered to the kitchen table and sat down.

He sipped, and considered his next actions. He had known they were going to do something to him, and while this was the worst, it wasn’t as bad as some things they could have done to him.

He finished the Coke, got another one. There was an old box of hot wings in the fridge and he took that out and began munching. He needed to rebuild a bit of strength, and he had to hurry. He was going to—

Knock knock.

He froze, looked at the front door. He hoped it wasn’t them come back for more. He was so damned weak.

The front door opened and a head stuck through. Josh blinked and gawked.

Lisa saw him, pushed through the door, closed it behind her. She put her back to the door. Tears were streaming from her eyes.

“I’m sorry.”

More tears.

“I left that bastard. What can I do? What do you want me to do.”

Josh just stared at her.

She crossed the room, stopped a few feet from him. “What they did…what I did…it was wrong.”

“Will you go to the police with me?”

She nodded. The tears were flowing down her cheeks, big splatters on the floor.

“I remember they gave me more shots at the end. What do they do?”

Gulping, her chest heaving, Lisa managed to say. Hormones. A lot of really strong hormones. And…and they…the last shot…” she couldn’t keep talking, broke down.

“Sit down,” said Josh.

She did. Before she fell down.

“What about the last shot?”

“It’s something called leuprolide acetate. You won’t be able to get an erection, you won’t…”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know. Not forever, but…long…”

Jim sighed, and felt his world trying to adjust.

They had castrated him, like they did convicted rapists and other sexual perverts.

Fuck. Maybe it wasn’t permanent, but…what if it was?

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry…”

Jim just stared out the window.

They walked up a series of shallow steps and into the federal building. Two girls. One good looking, the other a little thick, but with big boobs and long hair and red lips.

“May I help you?”

“We’d like to report a crime.”

“Yes, ma’am. What kind of a crime?” The fellow at the desk was a rookie, getting his feet wet.

“Kidnapping. Rape. Probably a lot of other things.”

The rookie blinked. He expected a wife beating, or a burglary.  Regular cop things. Kidnapping and rape was up there.

He picked up the phone.

Josh and Lisa sat in a Special Agent’s office and Lisa told the story. She didn’t lessen her part. She described how Mrs. Rankin had told Josh to dump her daughter, and the drugging and framing of Josh.

The Special Agent was a tall, skinny fellow, but he had the wise eyes of experience. He listened patiently and made notes. He kept an audio recorder running.

When Lisa was finished Josh took over. He told about recovering, about going to the Rankin offices and confronting Jocelyn. He told of punching Jim, and being taken prisoner by the security guards. He told of being taken to the warehouse, and Lisa took over again.

When they were done the Special Agent was silent for five full minutes. He looked about to speak a couple of times, but would then make notes, stare at them again.

Finally, he said, “Would you like something to eat? Drink? I need to bring this upstairs. I shouldn’t be long, maybe fifteen minutes, but…?

Josh accepted a Coke and he and Lisa sat in the office and looked out the high window.

“What do you think is going to happen?” asked Lisa.

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think they’ll do to me?”

He looked at her. “I’ll go to bat for you. You may have committed crimes, but you…you’re taking responsibility. You’re a witness. They’ll probably be okay with you.”

Okay with her. Whatever that meant. She might spend twenty years in jail, and she might walk out the front door.

The Special Agent returned with another agent.

“I’m Special Agent in Charge Zach Freeman.” He shook hands, then sat down opposite them. He sighed, then said, “That’s quite a story.”

Lisa started to object, to say it was all true, but Josh took her hand and squeezed it.

“Here’s my problem…you’ve got a witness, but you’ve also got a record. I know…I know…” he raised his hands as Josh opened his mouth. “That last charge might be bogus, but…you’ve still got a record. Mrs. Rankin, on the other hand, has influence, including powerful politicians. Before we could move on this we would need actual proof.”

Lisa snapped, “But I did it! I can prove—“

“Your word against theirs. And they’ll probably have a lot more people than you.”

It was a stalemate then. Until Josh said, “Can I borrow a cell phone?”

A cell phone was produced.

Josh tapped in his codes and accessed the cloud. He pulled up the audio recording he had made in Jocelyn’s office.

“I uploaded this on the run, the original would be deleted, but this should do…”

The agents listened to the recording, and, extra bonus, the audio recording had kept running even after he had uploaded, had uploaded everything after his phone had been taken from him. They heard Jocelyn commanding that the phone be rendered to dust.

Special Agent Zach Freeman looked up when it was done. Without taking eyes off Josh and Lisa he spoke to the Special Agent who had taken their initial statement. “I want a warrant for that computer, along with warrants contingent for Mrs. Jocelyn Rankin, this Jim fellow, and various security guards. I want their complete security system, without reservation. I want it in two hours. Keep this off normal lines. Speak to the judge yourself.”

The Special Agent ran from the room.

Four hours later a large team of FBI agents invaded Rankin Enterprises. The building secured, SAC Zach Freeman and Josh and Lisa entered the building. They were whisked up to Mrs. Rankin’s office.

Jocelyn sat on the couch, fuming, and when Josh and Lisa entered she jumped up. “My lawyers are going to sue—“ A Special Agent shoved her and she sat, looking very undignified.

She turned to the man next to her. It was Jim.

Josh looked at Jim, and Jim merely said, “Good luck with those boners.”

Josh turned to him. “Good luck picking up the soap for the rest of your life.”

Jim would have said more, he was the kind of guy who always had a snappy comeback, but a Special Agent stepped in front of him.

“It’s right here, Zach.”

Zach sat down behind the desk and looked at the computer screen that had been indicated. He watched, and listened, and smiled when Josh punched Jim in the gut.

Bonus, Mrs. Rankin had kept recording after Josh was brought back up the elevator. Proof was complete.

Zach turned to Mrs. Rankin. “Take her away. Him, too. Keep them isolated. Have you got the security guards, yet?”

“Chief?”

Zach turned back to the computer expert who had found the original files.

“You get out of my computer!” shrieked Jocelyn.

“There’s a lot more here.”

“I want a lawyer! You leave my personal computer alone! I’ve got rights!”

They dragged her out screaming.

Jim went quietly.

ONE YEAR LATER

Jocelyn didn’t look good. She had lost weight, she didn’t have expensive clothes or make up. She stood in front of the judge.

“Trafficking, racketeering, not to mention all the small stuff, like changing Mr. Baker’s sex against his will.” The judge didn’t sound like changing some one’s sex was ‘small stuff.’ “But before we get to all that, I understand the defendant’s daughter is here and has a statement to make?”

Josh and Lisa were sitting in the front row. He turned and saw Josie walk through the courtroom.

Josie had changed in the past year. She had been put in charge of a company that was dwindling, and had saved it. She had confidence in her gaze, but remorse as she glanced at Josh. She took her place in front of the judge.

“Your honor, my name is Josie Rankin and I’ve been put in charge of Rankin Enterprises.”

“Go ahead.”

“First, while I love my mother, I am not of the same mind as her.” She turned to where Jocelyn watched her. “Mother, I’ll visit you in prison, but what you’ve done…it’s disgusting.” Then she turned to Josh. “Josh, I’m more sorry than you can know. We won’t contest your suit, and I will spend the rest of my life in apology. I’m…I’m really sorry. I truly believe we were in love, but with everything that’s happened, I understand why you don’t want to be involved with me.”

She turned to the judge. “That’s it, your honor, except that, as bad as my mother is, I hope you’ll show some mercy. She will have no say in the company from here on, and…and…I’m sorry.”

The judge nodded, and pronounced sentence.


EPILOGUE

Josh lay on the low beach chair and sipped Golden Monkey. The white sands under the chair were like sugar, the blue waters ten yards further on stretched to forever.

Next to him Lisa adjusted her floppy sun hat and sunglasses. She said, “Let’s go try again.”

They stood up and, holding hands, crossed the beach to the huts.

The huts stretched to the sides, luxury apartments on a luxury beach on a luxury island.

They entered the room and Lisa took the bottle from his hand. She pressed her lips to his and began fondling his manhood.

His manhood didn’t rise.

“Are you sure you felt something?”

He nodded. “But I always feel things. I just don’t get hard.”

She pushed him back on the bed and sat on him, his limp cock under her buns. “It was supposed to last a year, and it’s been two years.”

“It might not come back.”

“But the hormones have worn off. You feel like you’re losing a bit of the feminine fat.”

Josh sighed, “You know, it isn’t bad. Being a woman.”

“I know. I just wish I could give you the big bang.”

“You do. And, speaking of which, let’s, uh…you know?”

Lisa smiled, got off him and went to her suitcase She got out the strap on and placed it around her hips. “You’re turning into a sex addict, you know.”

“Is that bad?”

“Nope, but I’d like you to wear the strap on a bit more.”

“I would, but you’re much better with a dick than I ever was.”

She laughed and fell on him. They kissed, and she felt his tits and fondled his cock and balls some more.

Nope. They weren’t rising to the occasion.

She had him go to all fours then and lubed him up. She placed her cock at his back door.

“God, I love this.”

“Good,” she pushed into him and he gasped.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She took her time, sawing into him. She made sure she pressed the dick down on his prostate.

“I’m going to drain you this time.”

“Oh, thank you. I get so horny…I need the relief.”

“It’s funny, because after you get drained you get even more horny for a few days.”

“It’s fun being horny,” he replied.

She reached around and felt his tits. “They seem to be larger.”

“Well, there’s something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What?” she drove into him, making him grunt with pleasure.

“About the hormones…” he was gasping as she twisted her hips and corkscrewed into his ass.

“What about the hormones?”

“I decided, since my cock isn’t coming back, that I might just as well keep taking the hormones, and…oh, fuck…I’m draining.

She reached down and felt his cock. Sure enough, a stream of semen was flowing out of his limp cock.

“God, I love it when you do this…” she thrust her hips at his ass and pressed harder on his prostate.

“And I love it when you…when you…”

“Fuck you.”

“Yes.”

And, holding the all fours position, the cum leaking out of him, his back arching a bit with the pleasure of being drained, he said, “So is it all right? About me still taking the hormones?”

“Absolutely,” she smiled. Then she lay on his back, felt him shiver out the last drops of his cum. “I love you.”

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


Too Big for Her Bra!

Husband faces role reversal and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Roger kept the big, huge grin off his face as he drove home. This was going to be the coolest thing he had ever done. Man, when this happened, it was going to be better than sex.

And it should be, for it was going to be nothing more than super cool enhanced sex.

He was on the freeway, his exit coming up soon, and he looked down at the little bottle on the passenger seat. Man, that had cost him a chunk of change, but it was going to be worth it. The pills inside were brand new, not even tested, but the fellow Roger got them from said he knew they worked, so…man, this was going to be great.

He slowed down for the exit and the pill bottle rolled across the seat.

He came to a light and had to wait, so he picked up the bottle and read the ingredients again.

Metoclopramide and domperidone. Two chemicals used to induce lactation in women. But these weren’t your common, every day household drugs. These were super enhanced. Instead of taking 3 to 6 months to work, they were guaranteed to work in one week. And they didn’t just make the boobs lactate…they caused a growth spurt so there would be extra milk!

Roger slapped the wheel and chuckled. The light turned and he followed cars through the intersection. A few blocks later he was turning into his neighborhood.

So, finally his wife would have big boobs. He had been after her for years to get implants, but she wasn’t interested. Which was odd because she was a PA, a Physician’s Assistant. She knew all the tricks, could get the surgery done for extra cheap, and yet she didn’t want bigger breasts.

“What’s wrong with these?” Amy would smile at Roger and hold up her boobs. And they were okay, but she was a slender girl and her boobs weren’t all that big. Maybe 34 C. Roger wanted her to have double Ds. Or Fs. Or, God, wouldn’t it be great if he could make her expand to Gs? or even Hs?

And the little bottle of pills rolling on the passenger seat would do it.

All he had to do was sneak a pill into her wine and, voila, instant boob!

Well, not quite instant, but a week or two would do it, so it might just as well be instant.

And she would even start lactating! That was a real bonus! He had always been a boob man, and now, to be able to help his wife be the woman he always wanted…it was a dream come true.

He turned on his street and cruised towards his house.

Roger and Amy lived at the end of the street in a split level. It was a nice house with a big backyard and a swimming pool. He pulled into the driveway, tucked the bottle of pills in his pocket and got out.

“Honey! I’m home!” He entered the kitchen and opened a high cupboard and slid the pills back so she wouldn’t see them.

“Back here!”

Roger went through the house and came out on the patio. There were a dozen women sitting n the patio.

“Hi, honey. This is LSS Women’s club. We’re having a little meeting.”

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Roger grinned and gave a wave. The ladies all gave him the once over, and they smiled and greeted him.

And Roger felt a slight creepy feeling.

He shrugged it off and said, “Go ahead, I’ll be in my office. Nice meeting everybody.”

A minute later he was sitting in his office pursuing his favorite sport: boobs.

He called up site after site and clicked on categories like ‘Big boobs, Lactating breasts, Megatits,’ and so on.

His desk faced the door so he could close all the windows with the click of a button if anybody came in.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and enjoyed the feeling of his cock throbbing as he checked out Ava and Julia and Lisa. Then he looked for Trueblonde. she had been around for years, but had the best lactation videos in the world.

And, over all was the nervous anticipation of knowing that he was going to help his wife have boobs like the girls on the net.

He thought about the pills in the cupboard and he felt downright giddy.

He imagined his wife suddenly growing bigger boobs. She would need new bras, and new clothes. And then to produce milk on top of that…heavenly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of soft voices and the shuffle of shoes and the click of heels. Sounded like the LSS whatever club was ending their meeting.

He closed the tit windows and pulled up some spreadsheets. He took another gulp of whiskey and smiled.

Oh, baby. You are going to be so proud when your big, old boobies come in.

The front door closed and he heard the click, click of his wife’s heels in the hall. She entered the room. “Hey, Roger,” she came around the corner of his desk and gave him a big smackeroo of a kiss. Then she looked at the screen, saw the spreadsheets and gave him a smile, “Always working. You’re such a good boy.”

“Well, got to keep the money coming in.”

She tilted her head and studied him. “You have got a smile on your face.”

“I do?”

She laughed. “You look like the cat that ate all the canaries. What’s going on?”

“Oh, nothing,” he lied. “I’m just having a really great time. You know, it’s like the world is just going the way I want it to.”

“Well, that’s wonderful!” She sat on his lap and kissed him some more. She could feel his dick poking up under her. “Uh oh. Somebody has a problem.”

“Nothing a little loving can’t handle.”

“Well, I don’t know. I’m a little scared that that big cock of yours is going to do bad things to my delicate, little pussy.

He laughed. “And I’m looking forward to it.”

“So how about I mix us a drink and we toast our good health and see what happens?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

He stood up, lifted her up, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him in a ferocious display of monkey love.

He walked her out to the den and tossed her on the couch. “Wait here, babe-a-roonie. “You want a little whiskey tonight?”

“Sure.”

Roger went into the kitchen and got out a pair of glasses. He put ice cubes in them. Cold would help dull any taste of the pills, although there wasn’t supposed to be any taste.

He poured a third of a glass of bourbon for Amy, and half a glass of bourbon for himself. He paused and listened for the sound of Amy’s footsteps. Nothing, so he grabbed the pills, opened the bottle and shook out one. He put the pills back and grabbed a spoon out of the drawer. He crushed the pill thoroughly. Made it into a powder, then put it into her glass. He added Coke, looked at it, sniffed it, and was pleased.

He carried the two glasses out and handed her hers.

They sat on the couch and sipped, and he watched the elixir pass her sexy, red lips and slide down her throat. They talked, and she did most of the talking. He was feeling so incredibly nervous. His wife was going to have big ‘uns. She was going to produce milk. She was going to have the most perfect boobs in the world.

And they were going to be everything he had ever dreamed about.

He smiled, controlled his nervousness, and sipped his drink.

Roger owned his own real estate business. He had a staff of 20 and it had made him an easy million the previous year. His agents all made a 100K on the average, and he made about 50K for each one. It was a good business, and he liked it. He especially liked that it gave him lots of time off.

The next day he told his staff that he had some important dealings to take care, and that they should be more self sufficient. In other words, do your work and don’t bug me.

The reason he did this was so he could spend more time at home.

The first couple of days nothing happened. He worked at the realty and took long lunches with Amy, but that was about it.

On the third day, which happened to be a Wednesday, she called and said she didn’t want to go out for lunch, she wan’t feeling well.

“What’s wrong, babe?”

“Nothing. I just feel sort of…squirmy. And my upper body feels a little sore.”

Roger exulted. Upper body. Which more than likely meant boobs. The pill was working. “Well, take it easy. I’ll come home early and make you some chicken noodle soup.”

“Okay, honey. Thank you.”

Roger hung up and was so elated he actually jumped up and clicked his heels. His secretary looked at him, but he just grinned at her.

He came home at three in the afternoon. Almost four hours earlier than usual.

Amy was sleeping. He peeked into the bedroom and listened to her soft breathing, her light snores, and grinned.

He tip toed out and headed for the computer. He spent a couple of hours tracking down boobs on the net. He salivated over Plenty Uptop, and he chuckled at Claudia Marie. He sighed. So much boob, so little time.

He heard Amy stirring, so he closed the windows that were open to boobs and pulled up his spreadsheet. Then he headed down the hallway.

Amy was laying in bed, her eyes open, and she focused on him. “I don’t feel so good,” she whispered.

He came in and sat next to her and rubbed her shoulder. “What’s going on?”

“My chest hurts and my throat is sore. My head feels all logy. I’ve se[t a; day and I just want to keep sleeping.”

He moved his hands over her flesh, wishing he could see under the covers, and said, “You don’t think it’s COVID, or that monkey pox thing, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t feel like anything…the symptoms…they don’t match any illness I’ve ever heard of.”

“Let me go make some chicken noodle soup. How about some Ginger ale, too?”

“Oh, thank you.”

Roger headed for the kitchen. He heated up a can of Campbells and poured a glass of ginger ale, then hurried back.

No hurry, she was asleep again.

He put the soup and soft drink on the side table and top toed out of the room.

Roger slept on the couch in the den. He was close to her, but didn’t want to disturb her. He woke up at seven and stretched, then went into the bedroom.

Amy was sleeping.

He wanted to turn her over, rip the covers off of her.

Did she have big boobs yet?

He wanted to see.

No way to see.

He called into the office and said he would be taking a couple of days off, and he had already warned them, so he didn’t anticipate any problems.

He tooled around the house all morning. He cut the front lawn, read a bit of Realtor Magazine.

He spent an hour on the computer. With Amy temporarily out of commission he was getting horny, so he played with himself and thought about jacking off.

Somehow, it seemed a bit bit sleazy, what with Amy passed out and in the middle of a pubertic growth spurt.

Maybe tomorrow, and he sighed.

Amy woke up and came down the hallway. She looked into the computer room and said, “Hi, honey.” Her eyes were red and she looked a bit pale. Her hair was all over the place. She was carrying the cold soup and flat ginger ale.

Roger entered the kitchen as she emptied the bowl and the glass. “I’m sorry. I went to sleep.”

“That’s okay, honey. You’ve just got some bug and you’ll get over it.”

“I’ve gotta call in. Could you fix me some more soup? And ginger ale? I promise I’ll eat.”

“No problem.”

She headed for her cell phone, which was in the den, and Roger fixed her lunch. He added a slice of cantelope and sliced open a croissant and added thick slices of butter. He walked into the den and Amy had passed out.

He frowned. This was a lot of sleeping.

He put her legs up and froze. Her gown was open and he could see her tits. Were they bigger? They looked bigger.

He turned his head this way and that, compared in his mind. Wanted to touch and feel, but—

“What are you looking at?”

He physically jerked in surprise. “Oh, nothing. Here’s your lunch.”

She was dazed and didn’t pursue the matter. She swung her feet back to the floor and dug in.

For a sick person she had a big appetite. She sucked the soup down like she was a sponge. She drank the ginger ale and ate the cantelope, and when she looked at Roger he just smiled. “Good appetite. I’ll get you some more.”

He brought her more soup. She was done with the croissant and looking out the window. And she was rubbing her chest.

“Are you okay?” he asked as he put the bowl and glass and a plate with more croissants on the coffee table in front of her.

“I am. I just…my breasts hurt. And I think they’re swollen. this is the weirdest flu I’ve ever had.”

“But it’s not COVID?”

“No. I feel dazed and confused, and sore, but I don’t have any of the symptoms. I’m so tired, though.

Of course you are, he thought. Your body is growing.

She ate the food, didn’t leave any, then just smiled at him and lay down on her side on the couch.

Now her boob was plainly visible. He took out a blanket and placed it over her, and got a good look at her tit.

It was bigger. It had to be. He smiled and tucked her in, and she smiled at him and closed her eyes.

Amy woke for dinner. Again, she was a little dazed, but she had an enormous appetite. Other symptoms, such as headaches, upset stomach, and so on, were absent. She did keep rubbing her chest, however, and she remarked on how sore her nipples were.

“God, it’s just like puberty in a way.”

She wasn’t wearing a bra and she refused to put one on. Her breasts hurt too much. All of which tended to obscure the fact. that they were noticeably larger.

Noticeable to Roger. To Amy they were just sagging unduly, and since she usually wore a bra this was understandable.

She stayed awake for a couple of hours and they cuddled on a couch and watched the news.

She kept yawning, and Roger had to withhold himself from feeling her tits. Now that it was happening, now that she was getting bigger boobs he wanted to touch them, handle them, kiss them.

By eight o’clock she was dozing. Roger picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. She partially awoke and smiled. “Thank you, honey. Thank you for taking care of me.”

The irony of that remark passed right over Roger’s head. But right about then anything and everything was passing him by. He was just obsessed with her growing breasts. He wanted to just sit down and stare at them. It would have been about as exciting as watching paint dry, but to him that was the whole thing.

She awoke the next morning at six o’clock, and now she noticed that her boobs were getting bigger. How could she not? They had gone from a C to a D in less than two days.

She frowned and hefted them. “Are my boobs getting bigger?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

Roger was quick to answer, “They’re just a little swollen. Nothing to be worried about.

He fed her, and kept feeding her. She ate a half a dozen eggs, four pancakes, and half a package of bacon. She ingested a half a pitcher of OJ.

Roger marveled. How could such a slender body hold that much?

When he walked her into the TV room he could feel her body heat. She was burning up. She was so hot that any perspiration would evaporate.

Yet she was happy. It was like the hormones that were raging through her body were acting like dope, but in a good way. She was sort of loosy goosy, lazy and dopey, and just feeling good.

She even laughed about how big her breasts were getting.

“I’m going to be bigger than Dolly Parton if this keeps up.”

Roger got an instant boner from that remark, and he wanted to make love in the worst way.

But he had to wait. She was so sleepy he knew she might go to sleep while he was screwing her.

The day passed, and Amy slept for two hour blocks, and ate like a pig, a pig with big tits, when she was awake.

Roger had to run to the grocery store and pick up more groceries. Lots more. Amy was eating them out of house and home.

A WEEK PASSED.

And on the seventh day the major changes had happened and Amy started to come to herself.

She awoke, it was a Monday and she realized: “Lord, I’ve been sleeping a lot.”

Roger smiled. “Some kind of weird sickness. You said you just wanted to sleep it off so I didn’t bother calling a doctor.”

“I’m a PA, and maybe I shouldn’t have been diagnosing myself.”

“Oh. Would you like something to eat?”

She was laying in bed, blinking a lot, yawning, too. But the yawning was more of the coming awake variety, not going to sleep.

“I’ve been eating like a pig, too.”

“You needed nourishment to fight off whatever bug you had.”

“You’re so good to me. I don’t deserve you.”

Roger grinned.

Amy started to sit up and stopped. She frowned, and looked at her breasts. “What?”

She sat up the rest of the way and looked down at her girls. They were big. Real big. It was like she had gone to bed with C cups and woken up with H cups. Triple H cups.

They were huge, swelling out and dropping out of sight.

“What the fuck?”

Roger played his part perfectly. “Oh, my gosh! What happened?”

“My boobs…” she put her hands under them and lifted them. She studied them, felt the big,  stiff nipples, and looked at Roger.

“Did you notice…”

“Honey! They’re so big! I was so concerned for you, and you slept most of the time anyway…how did this happen?” He was having a hard time not showing his glee. He actually bit his tongue to keep himself from smiling.

Amy struggled out of bed. She had to hold her boobs with her hands when she walked to the mirror.

“But how could this…they aren’t this big…what…”

Roger was right with her. “Did you take anything when you were at the hospital? Breasts don’t just grow like this…” His eyes were bright and he was giddy. His dick was pulsing and throbbing and pushing out against his pants.

He tried to control his dick, but that was impossible.

“I need to talk to somebody about this.”

“Gosh, yes.” He was worried, he didn’t want any medical person examining her. He was worried about the drugs still being in her system.

Holding her breasts with crossed forearms Amy walked out of the room. She found her phone and sat down at the breakfast table. She placed her boobs on the table and dialed the phone.

Henry Pilkins showed up a half hour later. He was her doctor and didn’t usually make house calls, but this sounded very strange. Amy had grown big breasts? That was something for the medical journals, though he initially doubted her words. After all…things like this didn’t happen. It was probably just a little swelling.

Roger opened the door for Henry and the doctor entered the house. He was a well built man with even features and wavy hair.

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom, down the hall.”

Henry carried his satchel down the hall and knocked on the side of the door. “Amy?”

“In here.”

The drapes were drawn and she had no lights.

“What’s happening.”

“This. Look at them.”

Henry peered, and…gasped. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t professional. I need some light.”

Roger had followed him and he flicked the light switch next to the door.

Henry stared in shock.

Amy was holding her tits with her hands and pointing them at him. Her boobs were as big as footballs, big fat, footballs. The nipples were as big as his thumbs. Her face was distraught and tears were leaking from her eyes.

Henry pulled her vanity chair over in front of her and started asking her questions. He took her temperature, her blood pressure, and listened to her body with his stethoscope. In between him listening to her heart  and looking in her eyes and ears she answered his questions.

“I fell sick a week ago. I slept a lot, then I ate a lot, but it’s all sort of hazy. I was really out of it.”

Henry done with the initial examination began to feel her breasts. He felt for lumps, or any oddities.

Roger stared from the door. He envied Henry being able to feel his wife’s breasts so freely. He wanted this medical charade to be over so he could take her to bed. He had wrapped an Ace bandage around his cock and looped between his legs and up to the back of his belt. He had the belt tightened an extra notch and his shirt hung down to cover the sag of his belt in the back. Nobody was going to notice how hard this made him.

The doctor didn’t feel anything out of the ordinary, and he finally took his hands off Amy’s boobs.

Roger sighed.

“We need to do some tests. When can you come to the hospital?”

“Right now.”

Roger linked. He didn’t want her to leave. He wanted to screw her. He wanted to convince her that big boobs were the blessing he knew they were, but…he had to stop this.

“Are you sure you should be moving around in your condition?”

“Honey. I know you’re concerned, but the hospital can give me tests and diagnose me. We can find out what happened. Don’t you want to find out?”

No! He already knew!

“Well, uh…”

The doctor took out his cell phone and made a call. “This is Dr. Henry Pilkins. I’d like an ambulance for transport at 4325 Parkinson Lane.”

He finished talking, smiled at Amy, then began making calls to the hospital. He wanted everything ready when Amy got there. She was one of their own, after all.

Roger listened in dismay. He turned to Amy. “Are you sure? I mean, I can care for you right here.”

He licked his lips and looked at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. You’ve been so good to me, but I have to do this. What if this is just the beginning of a serious condition?”

“I know…it’s just that…”

She patted his hand, then she leaned forward, and her monster boobs fell forth. “Ow!” She grimaced and put her arms under her boobs. “I just wanted a hug.”

Roger leaned forward quickly. He wanted a hug, too. A long one that led to multiple bouts of sex.

He held her, and tried not to appear desperate.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

“For what?” he asked, holding on to her, feeling her big breasts squashing against his chest.

“For everything. I can’t figure out what happened, but it’s not your fault, and now you get saddled with this…this…situation.”

“Hey, baby. We’re in this together. You know that.”

She cried and held to him, pressing her breasts ever harder, exciting him ever more, and said, “I don’t deserve you!”

The Doctor came back in the room. “The ambulance will be here in fifteen minutes. I told them no siren, and we’ll try to make this as easy as we can.

Amy let go of Roger and moved back. Roger cursed the doctor, he had been about to feel her boobs.

“Okay, let’s talk about some of the procedures we’re going to do.

“Uh, wait.”

Amy looked down at her breasts.

“What is it?” asked Roger.

She looked up in shock. “I’m lactating!”

But Roger had already seen that. He could see the little white dots on her nipples. Then the dots grew bigger, into beads, drops, and suddenly a spray of milk, just a little line of white, spurted from her right boob. Within a minute the left one was squirting.

Within five minutes she was gushing, holding a towel under her tits and crying.

A WEEK PASSED.

Amy suffered every conceivable medical test in the world. She was poked and prodded and turned on her belly and poked and prodded again. They took what seemed like gallons of blood out of her. She was hooked to machines, nurses came in constantly, and it seemed like every doctor and nurse in the hospital wanted to come by and commiserate.

Roger sat in a chair by her side the whole time.

He watched as the nurses filled bottle after bottle with her breast milk. It was a never ending gusher. Old Faithful, but on a larger scale.

Inside, he was pissed. They should have been home, with him balls deep in his now super endowed wife. Instead, he had to sit there and listen to the medical drivel as the idiots put forth theories and talked about arcane medications.

Hell. He knew what had happened. Of course, he couldn’t tell them. But…damn! He was horny!

So he sat in his little chair, slept in it, and his dick kept trying to rise up and be heard.

Huh! No chance of that!

He watched as the bottles were filled and taken away. To be disposed of. Wasted. Why didn’t they hand him a bottle? He’d show them what to do with fresh milk.

“Amy, all tests are negative.” Doctor Pilkins stood at the end of her bed, chart in hand and two interns at his elbows.

“What could have caused it?” Amy asked.

Roger sat up, hoping that she was going to be released.

“All we know is that for some reason you have high levels of estrogen, very high levels. It’s almost like you’ve been taking lactation drugs, and these caused growth and lactation.

Amy was feeling a bit emotional. She sniffed. “I’m a freak.”

“Nonsense, honey! you’re just well endowed.”

“Well, I might be, but, Henry, I need a consult. I’m going to want a breast reduction. And I need to dry up all this stupid milk.”

Roger felt panicky inside. Damn! He had just gotten her these big bazoombas and she was planning to get rid of them?

Henry pursed his lips, frowned. “Well, we can do that. We’ve got medicine that will stop your lactation, but I don’t want to do anything for a month or two. I know it will be difficult, but we need to make sure your body has stopped changing.”

Amy nodded. “That’s okay. I’ll just stay home and Roger can take care of me.”

Roger nodded, concealed his happiness at something finally working out his way.

“So when are we going to release me?”

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was hurting. His dick was tired of being tied down, and he wasn’t getting any sex.

Amy just wasn’t interested.

Amy just laid in bed, or watched TV, and sulked.

She was pleasant enough, she didn’t take her condition out on Roger. But she didn’t have any interest in sex.

But, time passes, and it was obvious that Roger was hurting.

“Honey, I know I haven’t been very forthcoming in the sex department, and I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” Roger lied. “You’ve got bigger things to worry a—sorry. Guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.

Amy giggled. After weeks of sadness and despair and feeling that her own body had betrayed her, she needed a chuckle. “That’s okay. But it’s about time we talked about your needs.”

“Oh, I have needs,” he blurted.

She laughed. “Tell me about it. You’ve always been a horn dog.”

She looked down at her boobs. She was wearing a super-szed bra. It had flaps so she could drain her milk whenever she wanted.

She hadn’t been pumping her milk, and that was causing the flow to go down.

Which was killing Roger. He wanted to suck. He wanted to taste some of that delicious nectar.

But this was his lucky day.

She looked up at him. “If you don’t mind the milky mess maybe we could do a little in and out right now?” She smiled.

In truth, she was feeling like an ugly cow, and she desperately wanted to be held and appreciated. Those hugs with Roger weren’t enough. She needed some pokey poke.

Roger grinned to bust his jaw. His eyes lit up like a little boy’s at Christmas. “Well, I guess we could…”

She laughed at the eager expression on his face. “Oh, my little horn dog. Come here.”

Roger crawled onto the bed. His cock was pulsing, and he felt her boobs. “Can I?”

“Of course, honey. What’s mine is yours.”

He kissed her boobs. He looked up. “Can I…would you mind…”

“You want to suck some milk?”

She felt a little strange, but…this was her Roger. He loved her. He helped her. And it was only milk.

She nodded and he bent his head and began suckling.

She liked his mouth on her, so hot, and it did help to drain the milk from her boobs. She moaned and held his head. The sensation of being suckled…she had never imagined. Her pussy started to heat up.

Roger squeezed her tits and moved his mouth back and forth between them. He sucked her milk like it was a milkshake. It was delicious, heady, and he couldn’t wait to put his penis in her. He moved one hand down to her vagina and began stroking the labia.

“Oh, Roger! I needed this…but I think I’m going to cum too soon!”

Roger redoubled his efforts. She didn’t usually cum fast, so he wanted her really primed when he put his peeny in her.

Suddenly he felt a wave of golden happiness wash over him. It felt so good, and it lasted for about thirty seconds, then he was done.

Meanwhile, his hand was working over time. He wasn’t going to be able to play the piano after this, but he couldn’t before, and who the fuck cared? He was about to get into his wife’s juicy pussy. While he sucked on her massive milk producing jugs. He had never been happier!

Or more turned on!

Amy was grunting now, and her hips were humping his fingers. He had two fingers inside her and was reaming her, penetrating her, and her hips began to lurch.

Quickly, Roger undid his pants and pulled out…it was soft!

“What the fuck?”

Amy opened her eyes, stared through her haze of lust…”Fuck me. Please, Roger…”

“My dick?”

Her hips were gyrating frantically.

“Yes, your dick. Put it in me.”

“But…it…it…” he looked down, into his pants, and saw a huge puddle of cum.

He had gotten so excited the cum had just leaked out of his dick!

No big O! No unbelievable, mind blowing, golden orgasm. He was done.

“It’s soft!” he exclaimed.

“Then use your fingers, but for goodness sake…do me!”

Stunned, his mind a blathering mess, Roger moved his fingers back to her vagina. He had never felt her so wet, and he inserted his fingers and began finger banging her.

It didn’t take long, Amy suddenly thrust her hips into the air, they spasmed, then she closed her hips, his hand trapped in her pussy. She rolled on her side, and he had to move with her. She kept jerking and jerking, and it was obvious that this was the biggest orgasm she had ever had in her life.


PART TWO

Poor Roger, Amy thought. Yet the thought made her giggle. It was so ironic. He had blown his load without the big eruption. No orgasm for him. And he wanted his orgasms so badly.

She was wearing a super duty, industrial strength bra. By the end of the day her back would be hurting, but that was okay. She had the morning to clean the house and do chores, and a couple of months from now she would be rid of the ghastly mountains on her chest.

She puttered through the kitchen, wiping down surfaces, working, and feeling more human than she had for weeks.

She moved a chair over to the fridge and climbed up and started wiping dust off the top. She was still wondering why her breasts had suddenly decided to start growing. Puberty was long past, so…why?

Her hair was dropping down in front of her eyes as she scrubbed a spot, and when she moved her head to get the hair out of her eyes she caught sight of a bit of white. It was in an upper cupboard, one of the ones she couldn’t reach. The door was slightly ajar and…what the heck was it?

She climbed off the chair and moved it to the other side of the fridge. She climbed up on the chair, then knelt on the counter and opened the cupboard all the way.

There was nothing. Then she felt behind the bar between the two doors and…a small bottle of pills fell over. It rolled off the shelf and she managed to catch it with one hand.

She got back on the floor and looked at the bottle. There was no label, and…she got the scary feeling that Roger was taking drugs.

But…no. He didn’t display any of the signs. He was of an even temperament, his eyes were always normal. So what could these pills be?”

She opened the top and looked inside. Pills. Could be anything. No distinguishing marks. just…pills.

She held them over the counter and emptied the bottle. A little piece of paper fell out.

Hey Roger,

get ready to suck!

So they were for Roger. But…what was the meaning…why…?

Roger was gone to work, so she couldn’t ask him. Besides, there was a bit of drawback to asking him. If he was addicted to something she wanted to know before she confronted him.

She got dressed, wore a coat that would hide her breasts a bit, and headed across town.

As a PA she knew, and had access to, all sorts of labs. She pulled up in front of a nondescript brick building. This wasn’t one of the big ones, but she knew the fellow inside, and he was the best.

She walked in and waited for him to notice her.

A WEEK PASSED.

It had been a strange week. Amy felt guilty about not asking Roger about the pills. They had always been honest with each other, and to have a secret like this…

Still, she managed to keep the secret, guilt or not, and she was anxiously awaiting the results of her lab man’s investigation.

She was sitting on a lounge chair in the backyard, sipping wine, and thinking.

Roger was at work, and they still hadn’t made love. Not because of any lack of desire, but because Amy had her period. Getting over the big sickness had been followed by a whammer slammer of a menstrual bleed.

And, she hated to admit it, but she felt so weird withholding from Roger about the pills, and making love with that kind of a secret was really holding her sex drive down.

So she was horny, and Roger hadn’t had sex since the great ‘leak’ his pecker had done, and—

Doot da da doo te doot doot.

She picked up her phone.

“Mrs. Wells?”

“This is she?”

“Hi, Mrs. Wells. This is Barry from Genius Labs. We’ve finished our examination of those pills you brought in. Can you tell me where you got them?”

“They’re not illegal drugs, are they? Like cocaine or something?”

“No. No. They’re not anything like that.”

“What are they?”

“Tell the truth, I’ve never seen anything like them. They are a curious blend of two main chemicals, metoclopramide and domperidone.”

Amy’s mind clicked. Her mouth started to open in shock. She was a PA and knew a lot about drugs.

On the phone Barry was still talking. “These chemicals are used to increase lactation. There are some additives, and—“

“What do they do if a woman takes them?”

“The additives enhance the procedure, or maybe I should say growth. If a human being takes them they will result in that person lactating. A lot. And there may be some breast growth, too.”

Barry said more, and Amy listened in a far off sort of way, but she knew. All the pieces clicked in her mind.

Roger wanted her to have bigger breasts. She thought he had given up on that idea, he hadn’t mentioned anything about it for a while, but now she knew he hadn’t given up.

Little things about his manner, his behavior. Watching over her. Things he said. The way he looked at her.

The way he almost attacked her boobs the previous week, asking to suck them, with the desperation of a man who ran out of water in the desert.

But, most of all, the note.

Get ready to suck.

Somebody had prepared those pills for Roger. And that meant that Roger had ordered those pills, and he had given her one, or more. Roger was why her breasts suddenly tripled in size.

Roger.

Women are considered the more vicious of the species. Hidden under the pink froth and dolls and polite ways, women could lay waste to the world.

If they wanted to.

Suddenly, Amy wanted to.

She had. been betrayed. He had made decisions for her body without talking to her. He had risked her life for his own horniness.

Amy went to the phone and picked it up. She tapped a number.

“Hello?”

Amy began to talk.

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger came home early on a Friday. He was tired of work, and he was getting a little impatient. Except for that one failed attempt at lovemaking he hadn’t been getting any. And this in spite of the fact that Amy had the biggest, most beautiful tits in the world. Smokin’ hot tits, and he wanted them.

Heck, her milk was starting to dry up, and he was afraid her boobs were going to shrink.

He was even thinking about giving her another pill.

“Hello?” he called when he walked into the house.

“Back here!”

He frowned. ‘Back here.’ It seemed like she was even a little cold to him the past week. After all he had done for her, taking care of her while her boobs grew, and seeing that her boobs grew in the first place. Well, he was going to have to have—

Roger stopped. There were a dozen ladies on the patio, sitting in a big circle. One of those stupid LSS women’s clubs things. He put on a smile.

“Hi, ladies.”

“Roger?” Amy was sitting at the far end of the circle of women. “Could you come here?” She was wearing a dress, and her boobs were positively enormous. For once it looked like she was showcasing them, instead of hiding them.

Puzzled, Roger walked amongst the ladies. He felt a little weird, vulnerable, as it were, but he approached his wife.

“Yeah, honey?”

She put a flat sort of smile on her face and held out her hand. In the palm was…the bottle of pills.

Panic ran through him, but he stifled it. “What’s that?”

“I think you know.”

“Well, I don’t.” He frowned, showing his displeasure.

“They were in the cupboards, and they are a designer drug. They increase breast size and cause lactation.”

Roger tried to ignore the eyes staring at him. He kept his attention on Amy.

“Increase breast…and lactation? They must have been what caused your…situation. But how could you have taken them? Did you want to take them?”

His excuse was well thought out, his defense a form of accusation.

Amy ignored his excellent script and said, “Roger, you betrayed me. You gave me a drug that caused me discomfort, maimed my normal shape, and put my life at risk. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“Hey! You’re not putting this on me! I didn’t do anything. If you decided you wanted big boobs and then changed your mind I can’t help it.”

The ladies sitting in a circle were leaning forward, almost predatorily. Amongst them were blondes and brunettes, redheads. All color of eyes. Different hair styles. But their eyes, the look in their eyes…that was the same. They accused.

He stepped back. “What is this? What are you trying to pull?”

“Admit it, Roger. Admit it and I will let you live. I will even let you live here.”

He scoffed. “You’ll let me live?”

“Your fingerprints were on the bottle. It won’t take much to find the person who made these. Admit it, Roger.”

Roger was caught, and he knew the jig was up. So…why not. “Of course I gave you a pill. You needed one. You weren’t even a woman with your flat chest. I needed to bring you around to yourself.”

There, let them smoke on that. He turned and started to walk back into the house.

PHHHT!

“Ow!” Roger felt a pain in his right buttock. He spun and put a hand down there. A dart! He had a fucking dart in his ass!”

He pulled it out and lifted it up.

The ladies were watching him.

“What did you…what did…” Roger slowly crumpled. When he fell one of the ladies put her shiny, black high heel out and his cheek landed on it.

Roger smiled. He was having a pleasant dream. Something with big boobs in it, but he wasn’t sure…he just—

He blinked his eyes open.

He was in his bedroom. Naked. He groaned and tried to sit up. He was so tired. And his chest hurt. Hurt bad. He rubbed his chest and his hand just rubbing over his nipples felt like somebody was trying to gouge them out with a knife.

He managed to sit up.

“Hello, Roger.” He turned his face to the right. His bleary, red-eyed face. A woman was sitting next to the head of the bed. She was a chunky matron type. Hair starting to grey, a little short, fierce green eyes staring at him.

“Who are you?” he stumbled over the words.

“My name is Matthilda. I had heard that the Ladies’ Sissy Society was administering punishment and I came to town to oversee that punishment.”

“What punishment?”

Roger swayed, but forced himself to stay awake.

“Tell me, Roger, if a person does something bad, should he get away with it? Maybe a pat on the shoulder and a ‘Gee, that’s okay.’ Should that happen?”

“I don’t understand?”

“I don’t suppose you would. so let me ask you this: Do you think the punishment should fit the crime?”

“I suppose.” He lurched to his feet. The bathroom was across the room. He needed to pee.

So if a person hits somebody they should be hit in the same fashion.”

He looked at her blearily as he crossed the room. He knew he was naked, but he was also dazed, and things like nudity seemed pretty small potatoes. they had done something to him.

“I suppose.” He yawned, stood in front of the toilet for a second, then gave up. He was too out of balance. He turned and sat down on the toilet. His dick hung between his legs, and it seemed awfully small.

Matthilda followed him, leaned against the door jamb. “And if somebody steals from you then you should take their money away. Let him know how it feels to be violated.”

Roger frowned. Yawned. There seemed to be layers to whatever this bitch was talking about.

“And if somebody murders somebody then society should level punishment by murdering him.”

Roger was wasted. He was swaying on the toilet seat. He heard his piss tinkling in the bowl, and he said, “Lady, what the fuck are you talking about?”

“Roger. What you have done is being done to you.”

“What are you talking about?” But he was falling. He hit the wall and slid down. He heard Matthilda calling for help, then he was back in his dream world, dreaming of big, mountainous boobs. Voluptuous volcano boobs that, when they erupted, erupted thick, sludgy milk. And the milk flowed over him, and he drank, and it was like drinking hundreds of milkshakes at the same time.

Roger awoke, and he was hungry. And his nipples felt like somebody was sticking pins into them. And his chest hurt.

He lay in bed and groaned and rubbed his chest.

His chest was swollen, and memories came to him. This is what had happened to Amy. This was what she had felt.

But why hadn’t she liked it? A woman was supposed to like big, healthy jugs! What was wrong with his wife?

He rolled over, and it felt like his chest shifted after him. He felt again, and realized he had mounds on his chest. Not big mounds, but…tits.

He opened his eyes.

A young girl was sitting in the vanity chair to one side, watching him.

“Who are you?”

The young girl lifted a little walkie talkie thing and spoke into it. “He’s awake.”

“What’s going on?”

He felt so slow in his thinking. If somebody had asked him what two and two was he would have taken a year to answer, and probably would have given the wrong answer.

Amy entered the room. Matthilda, he remembered her talking about crime and punishment or something, was right behind him. “Hello, Roger. Are you hungry?”

“I…what is happening?”

“We gave you the pills. Would you like something to eat?”

He felt the pain in his belly. He was empty. “Yeah.”

Matthilda was watching from the door and she turned and yelled down the hallway. “Yes!”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

The girl in the chair stood up and moved to the side. Amy sat down and said, “Why did you do it to me?”

“Because big boobs are beautiful, and every woman needs them.”

“In your mind, maybe. But in my mind I liked myself just the way I was.”

“But women aren’t really women unless they have big boobs.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“That’s a fact! Everything in society supports me! You look at advertisements. Movies. Clothes. A woman isn’t a real woman unless she has big, old honkers.

There was a sound from the doorway, it sounded suspiciously like a snort, then Matthilda cleared her throat. “Excuse me.”

Roger looked back at his wife. “I want you to let me go.”

“You’re free to go.You might even make it out of the house before you fall asleep. Remember, Roger, I’ve been through this. I know how you feel.”

Matthilda stepped to the side and another woman, this one a blonde with a happy smile, brought a tray in.

Roger began eating. He was thinking. He had to get away, but to get way he needed strength. There was no way he would let these biddies do this to him.

But, in spite of these thoughts, he fell asleep with a forkful of eggs laying in his mouth.

Amy gently took the fork out and placed it on the tray. She picked up the tray and walked towards the door. Matthilda put her hand on Amy’s arm. “Are you okay?”

Oddly, she was. “I am. I just…”

“Yes?”

“Now that justice is being served, real justice, without male judges and a rigged patriarchal system…I’m okay. But if I hadn’t agreed to this…if I had just sat there and taken it…I wouldn’t be okay.

Matthilda nodded. “Are you going to keep him?”

Amy sighed heavily. “I don’t know. At first you couldn’t have made me keep him. But now…now that he’s learning…I mean, when we get through with him he’s got nobody else. And I do love him. Well, maybe it’s ‘loved,’ but…I don’t know.”

“Take your time. Think it through. If you decide not to keep him we can take him, but we’d rather not. He’s not really deserving, you know.”

“I know. And it galls, but maybe it’s my duty to make sure he is deserving.”

Matthilda patted Amy’s cheek and motioned with movement of her head that she should pass.

On the bed Roger gave a light snore.

Roger awoke periodically. The first couple of times he was dazed and confused, after that he was just sort of loosy goosy happy.

And he was hungry. He had a fever, his body was burning up, but it wasn’t a fever of being sick. It was the fever of his body rebuilding.

He would eat, sometimes a lot, laze around, and pass out for a while.

He was not surprised or shocked, because he had seen Amy go through this same scenario.

When he finally came out of it he was surprised at the mountains on his chest. He went out to the patio and sat for hours and examined himself.

At one point Amy came out, handed him a drink, and sat with him.

“How you doing, Roger?”

“As well as a guy with tits can, I guess.”

She nodded. I should probably let you know that I sold your business.”

He looked at her. I’ve signed your name so many times…you can take me to court, but…” she shrugged.

“Also, I took everything out of our account and put it all in my account.

“What about the house and cars?”

“The house is under both names. If you want your half we can sell and split. You can have your choice of cars.”

The breath went out of him. He was like a blimp deflating. Everything just seemed to keep going…going…but she wasn’t done.

“If you decide you want to stay in the house there are a couple of conditions.”

He looked at her bleakly.

“First, everything goes under my name. Except one car. You can leave whenever you want.

“Second, you will not live like a man anymore.”

“What does that mean?”

She leaned forward. “It means that you’ve got tits. Your body is sort of slender. You tried to make me ‘more woman, so I’m just returning the favor. I’m going to make you a woman, more and more.”

“But what if I don’t want to be a woman?”

“I didn’t want to be a freak, but you decided for me. Now I’m deciding for you.”

Again, a long and soulful sigh, and then Roger said something that Amy didn’t expect.

“I love you.”

She stared at him. For the past month she had hated him so much, and now she had had her revenge, and now…he said that. It jerked some strings deep inside her and she found herself giving an involuntary gasp.

A WEEK PASSED.

What Amy had neglected to tell Roger was who she had sold the business to. He was surprised to find out that she had merely sold it to herself.

He wondered about the laws. And he wondered whether he could sue her and win alimony, or half of the property back.             

In spite of the fact that when you sue somebody nobody wins but the lawyer, he thought about it. Then discarded the thought.

Living day to day with a pair of big balloons on his chest was changing him.              Amy left him alone for the most part. she went to work and managed his company. She did well, but she wasn’t all that happy.

After all that had happened, to have him profess his love for her had messed with her head. She went to work just to have something to do. But there was a hollow place inside her.

She missed being a wife, having a husband, being part of a team. And deep inside she knew that having a company wasn’t much in the way of a substitute.

Roger started doing housework for the simple reason that he had nothing else to do. The ladies of the Ladies’ Sissy Society had gone home, the house was dirty, and he would finally just do the dishes. Do the laundry. Do whatever needed doing.

It was the only way to keep his mind off his situation.

As the weeks passed he began to enjoy the feel of his breasts. They became a part of him, and he liked how they swayed when he turned, how they jiggled if he walked too fast.

One day he opened his underwear drawer and found that his underwear had ben replaced. He was already wearing a bra, a good, sturdy bra, all the time. So wearing panties were no big deal.

One day found a bottle of Nair on the sink in his bathroom.

His bathroom. He no longer slept in the big bedroom, but down the hall.

He picked up the bottle of Nair and considered it, then used it.

It was a strange feeling to be hairless. One would think that hair is like like antennae, feeling things. But his skin felt a lot more without hair. As if the hair had been holding sensations away from his skin.

One day he found a pair of nylons and some high heels on his bed.

He tried them on and was amazed. He immediately fell in love with being higher and having sexy stems.

Of course he was clumsy, but as he watched Amy walk in the heels he figured out things. Place the feet on a line, let the heel click, let the hips move.

And different parts of apparel showed up over time. A night robe, a tummy shaper. A chemise.

He liked sleeping in his chemise. And he liked that his hair was getting longer and longer. He began his first attempts at styling.

Amy smiled at his efforts, and she offered some advice, and even showed him how to use curlers.

And he liked cleaning the house in his female clothes.

One day he went to Amy. “Uh, Amy?”

She was eating cereal getting ready for work.

“Can I go to work?”

She blinked.

“For you?”

“Go to work,” she mused, her mind trying to figure out new dynamics. “Why?”

“I like real estate. I know real estate. I can make you money.”

Amy thought about it.

Having him in the office. As a female he might not be so bad. And if he got out of control she. could always fire him. Hmmm.

She called him into the den one night and explained what he would have to do to be accepted as a realtor. She finished her demands and explanations with the advice, “You can always go to work for somebody else, but you’re still going to have to learn make up, and you’re going to have to get rid of your residual maleness and embrace your true femininity.”

“But…I have to do it your way? Isn’t there any other way? Isn’t my attitude sufficiently…female?”

“Clothes don’t make the female, Roger. Only having a pussy and using it make a female.”

Okay, she was exaggerating a bit, but it suited her purposes.

A WEEK PASSED.

And he agreed.

On a Friday she came home from work early. She had stopped off and bought a few things, and now she brought them back to the back bedroom.

“Roger?”

“Coming.”

He knew what was going to happen. He had accepted it. He was cultivating a more submissive frame of mind.

He walked into the room and waited.

Amy laid out clothes on the bed, make up at her vanity, and turned to him.

“Let’s get you sexy.”

Roger showered and used shampoo and conditioner. She helped him style his hair, putting him in larger curlers.

Fresh washed and smelling good, Roger put on the panties and the bra. They were much sexier than anything he had, and they felt wonderful against his sensitive skin.

Amy watched him, pursed her lips, and asked, “You don’t get erections any more.”

“No.”

“Probably the result of too much estrogen in your system.”

“Probably,” he agreed. He didn’t seem to have any emotion about that.

He put on nylons, pulled a skin tight dress over his frame. It was black and gold and went down to his knees. It was hard to walk in the tight dress, but then he wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

He slipped into the shiny, black heels. His red painted toes were visible through the open toed front of the shoes.

He was getting adept at doing his nails, and Amy had even let him do hers. Now he was wearing half inch long ovals. Quite sexy.

She began painting his face by first cleansing it. All trace of dirt left, and she primed him.

Amy was good, and she applied foundation, blush, and did his eyes.

He was quite aware that she was working right next to his eyes with a sharpened pencil.

She painted his lips a bright red, to match his nails, then she took the curls out of his hair and he was almost done.

“Ow!” he said as she pierced first one ear, then the other. She hung silver danglies from the lobes. A string of tiny circles, ovals and squares.

He looked at himself in the mirror and gasped. This was the first time he had ever seen himself as completely en femme, and he was stunned.

He looked like a woman. Not a man, not even a mannish woman. He had never had large hands, and he tried to control his gulping so nobody would notice his Adam’s apple.

“Okay, honey,” it was the first time she had called him that since she had found out about the pills, “Up on the bed while I get ready.”

He got on all fours and watched over his shoulder.

She put on a strap on, then snapped a big dick onto it.

He had felt the nervous sensation of butterflies in his belly for the last hour, now it felt like the butterflies were bats, and they were going crazy.

She smiled at him. Smiled like she used to.

“So when I give you an order at the office I want you to remember who’s in charge.”

She moved up behind him and started putting lube on his ass.

“I will,” he gulped, giving a little shiver.

“I know you will. Because if you don’t then I’m going to be fucking you again and again until you do remember.”

She put lube on her cock, then moved up and touched it to his asshole.

“Honey, I expect you to make me lots of money. And I expect you to keep the house clean and cook meals. Do you understand?”

He nodded, and she inserted her penis into him.

His mouth opened wide and he fell forward.

She went with him, driving her penis deep inside him.

He lay there and felt her sawing in and out of him. And…it was wonderful. The feel of her fucking him, the way she reached around him and grabbed his tits. She knew the women’s perspective, and she knew what a woman wanted.

He began groaning, and he pushed back up on his hands and knees and began moving his ass back towards her.

She smiled and tilted her hips and cork screwed him. She was feeling very sexually satisfied by this, and that was something she hadn’t expected. She thought she was going to have to do this and feel apart from it, but this feeling of power that was overwhelming her, it was very like sex. She even felt that, with a little practice, she might be able to orgasm.

Roger felt the big penis rubbing against his walls. He could feel the the veins twirling against his rim, making him hornier and hornier.

Suddenly he grunted, and froze, and a vast orgasm shook him. He began to shiver, and again he collapsed, and he experienced his first anal orgasm.

Amy was stunned. She had read of prostate orgasms, but to actually have her husband experience one…it made her think.

He didn’t need his dick. She could make sure his estrogen levels were always high, and his dick could be limp.

But…what about her? Was using a dildo on him enough for her?

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was doing well at work. He was also having fun with the secretarial side of his duties. As a boss he had understood them, but he he had never taken the joy in them that he was taking now.

And he enjoyed talking with the other secretaries.

Amy, on the other hand, enjoyed talking with the male sales people. She had a lot more in common with them than with secretaries.

That night they came home. They drove separate cars, but they pulled in about the same time.

Amy went in to look at spread sheets. Roger broke out the vacuum  and the duster and went to work.

Roger fixed dinner and they sat and ate in a companionable silence.

“You know, Roger…”

“Yes?”

“You can sleep in the big room again. If you want.”

“Oh, thank you.”

The truth was he was spending so much time in there now…he was asking for sex almost every night.

“But you’d better keep your regular room, too.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” she frowned. Studied him. “I know your dick doesn’t work, and I know you prefer anal sex. Unfortunately that doesn’t meet my demands.”

“I can use the dildo on you.”

“And you will. But there will be times when I want a real penis. There will be times when I want a real man to make me feel like a real woman.”

“Oh.”

He looked crestfallen.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “But don’t worry, honey. I’ll still always love you.”

Roger stopped sniffling and gave a troubled smile, and he said the thing that all well trained men must say. “Yes, dear.”

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


Forced Feminization

South of the Border!

Kidnapped and turned

from a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I love stories when men do dumb things and get their comeuppance.

This story is like that, but it goes little further.

In fact, it might be called a cautionary.

But, listen, don’t you think, in your little heart of hearts, that women should be in charge?

Don’t you think the world would be a kinder and gentler place if men knew their places?

Of course it would.

So read on, get to know Reggie and how a small misadventure changed his life.

And don’t blame Marsha. After all, she’s only doing what every woman wants to do.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Oh, baby! Lay down, I want to rump you.”

Reggie was drunk, as usual. Quite drunk.

And, he was south of the border, in Tijuana, to be exact.

And he was horny.

Lupe groaned and pushed the rude Norteamericano away for the eight time.

Her brother said be good to the gringos. They pay for the bar. Dance and sing, even a little kiss or two. It means a few bucks, which is a lot of pesos.

Reggie was a dirty blonde with a handsome face. He was little skinny, and short, and maybe that was what drove him to be so rude and direct.

“Rump me? What does that mean?” Lupe said, hoping to get him talking and stop using his hands.

“It means,” Reggie said, leaning close and whispering into the ear of the buxom, Latin beauty, that I want to put my weenie where the sun doesn’t shine.

For a moment Lupe didn’t fully understand, then she got it. Then she doubted that he really meant what he said. He probably just didn’t understand the language.

But when she looked at him, his avaricious face, the lust in his eyes, the big boner in his pants, she knew he knew exactly what he meant.

“Puta,” mumbled Lupe, getting up and evading his octopus hands. “I go bathroom.”

Reggie leaned after her, managed to place his hands on her rump, and he gave a howl.

“Yow!”

Then he slid out of the booth and followed her towards the restrooms.

They were in some dive called La Cucaracha. It was plank floors, cheap tequila and Mexican babes with le grand tetons, or whatever they called big tits on this side of the border.

The patrons of the bar chuckled as they watched Reggie stagger after Lupe.

The bartender watched with half lidded eyes. Better watch that gringo. He didn’t mind if the gringos did a little pawing, and if the girls made some money on the side, that was okay. But he didn’t want any of his girls beaten up.

Especially Lupe. His sister.

Lupe pushed past the bat wing doors and into the dirty hallway that led to the bathrooms.

She muttered a string of Spanish which loosely translated as, fucking, short-dicked gringo, son of a dog. Her sexy voice made a pretty sound out of a mean curse.

She was unaware of Reggie following her.

She went through the door that was hanging on by one hinge and looked into the mirror.

She saw a raven-haired Mexican beauty with dark eyes and a killer body.

She sighed in disgust. She was wasting herself on these estupido gringos. She should be in Hollywood, or maybe married to a rich, old rancher who liked to breed.

She put her little finger up to her eyebrows to smooth a loose hair…and the door burst open.

“Lupe! Baby! Where’d you go?”

Now, truth, Reggie wasn’t a bad sort. Normally, he was a polite fellow who treated people with courtesy, and even could be considered a gentleman.

He was married, but he was just flirting, right?

And he might steal a kiss and then go home and only feel guilty for a minute. Then he would buy his wife flowers and get over it.

But at that moment, chock full of tequila, in a foreign country, surrounded by the most luscious babes in his drunken universe, he was rude.

He lurched down the counter and grabbed Lupe.

“EEK!” Lupe tried to push away from him, but only ended up mashed against the wall. Reggie’s hands were grabbing her boobs, and, being a survivor in a rough country, she raised a knee.

“UNH!” Reggie grabbed his groin and feel against her.

He was off balance, she couldn’t get out, and his head lowered until he was face deep in her chest.

That was the moment that Ricardo, the bartending brother, burst through the bathroom door.

Ricardo took a look at the panic on his sister’s face, the way she was trapped against the wall, the way the Norteamericano was pushing his face into his sister’s cleavage.

“Fuck!” he muttered. But he wasn’t much for swearing. After that one word he pulled out a wicked, sharp stiletto and advanced on the pig from north of the border.

He grabbed Reggie by his long hair and pulled him back. He placed the knife point at the side of the pig’s neck, and—

“NO!” Lupe screamed.

Ricardo looked up. His eyes were gleaming with the lust for violence. This pig had manhandled his sister, and—

“You no kill heem!” Lupe shouted.

Ricardo wanted to stick his knife in the Americano’s neck in the worst way, but he paused.

Lupe took advantage of Ricardo’s momentary hesitation and grabbed his arm.

“No kill! No Federales! You no go to jail!”

“What I do with this son of a peeg?”

Lupe thought quickly.

If she took too long thinking Ricardo would get tired of waiting and plunge his knife into the drunken fool’s neck.

She could tell him to let him go, but Ricardo had that look in his eyes. He wasn’t going to let the Americano go.

So what could she say that would stop Ricardo’s knife, and at the same time sate his desire for violence?

“Pablo Perez! Give him to Pablo!”

For a moment Ricardo thought about it.

Pablo was the local drug dealer. He was cartel. He was known to have a mean streak wider than the Rio Grande. He would do far worse to the Norteamericano than Ricardo ever would, and then Ricardo wouldn’t have to deal with Federales.

He could keep his bar, get rich off the peegs who came south to get out of control and treat his country with such disrespect.

Lupe watched her brother, and worried, then sighed with relief when he simple flipped his knife over and bopped the idiot gringo on the head with the butt of the knife.

Reggie slid to the floor and went to sleep.

“Go work the bar,” Ricardo said, taking out his cell phone. He tapped a number and waited for a couple of rings.

Lupe stepped over the unconscious Reggie and went through the door to the dingy hallway. As the door closed she heard her brother say, “I wish speak to Señor Perez.”

The logistics of toting a body through the dark alleys of Tijuana not being of much interest, let’s just say that Reggie woke up in a back room somewhere.

At first he figured he had drunk too much and passed out.

He did have a hangover.

Then he looked at the room and wondered. It was a peeling bit of adobe with a dried beam roof. There was a shelf in one corner on which stood a statue of Jesus. It was pink, and he groaned and felt his head, and his arms hurt, and he thought of that old song.

I don’t care if it rains or freezes,

long as I got my plastic Jesus,

sittin’ on the dashboard of my car…

Then he wondered why his arms hurt. And why he felt like he was wrapped in some sort of blanket. And why his mouth felt like a donkey had taken a shit in it.

He tried to sit up, felt weight shifting on his chest, and that’s when things came together, and that’s when the panic set in.

He looked down at his chest. The weight he felt wasn’t a blanket. It was…flesh. Two mountains of chest, to be precise.

He was naked, his side suddenly shrieked with pain and he saw a badly stitched cut in his side.

He felt the stitches, they were fresh with little streaks of blood coming out of them.

His head was banging, and now he realized it wasn’t just alcohol, it was drugs. Somebody had drugged him.

And…the mountains were breasts. Tits. Chi chis.

His mind on vacation yet screaming, he put a hand up, and it hurt, and he felt his boobs.

They were big, real big. Real Chyna 2000s.

The boobs were so big they pushed out, and his nipples were pushed up and out.

He opened his mouth to scream, but nothing came out. His throat felt like he had been gargling cotton and razor blades. No way he was going to say anything.

It took a while, but he managed to stand up. He wavered, his hands holding his new tits. They were so big he had to hold them. They were so heavy they threatened to rip his flesh.

He walked across the room. His feet were bare. Somebody had stolen not just his clothes, but his shoes.

He came to the door, a simple plank affair that did little to stop the weather, and pushed it open.

He stepped into the doorway and looked out.

He was in a village. A shabby, scabby, little affair with two dirt roads that crossed, a fountain from which bubbled a bit of water, and eight or ten small building. Businesses. With adobe huts behind the buildings for the peasants to live in.

“Oh, fuck,” he croaked. He staggered across the square to the fountain. The sun was hot and beat down on him like a sledge hammer.

He ducked his head into the little trough of water. He drank, and wondered if he was going to get the shits.

But the shits were the least of his problems.

His breasts fell out of his hands and sagged down to the water. The water felt cool on his tits, and he grabbed them again to support them. God! They were heavy!

He straightened up, and saw an old woman staring at him.

She was the typical Mexican peasant, chubby, a slab face, once beautiful but used for breeding until she was a drudge.

He was in cartel land, he realized.

“Help,” he called to her, but his voice hadn’t fully recovered.

She reached into the pocket of her drab, peasant dress and pulled out an expensive iPhone.

She hit a number and started gabbling away.

Reggie turned, held his breasts, and sat on the edge of the fountain. He was fucked up. He needed nourishment, sleep, a way out of this land of banditos and tacos.

For a long minute he sat, naked and not caring that he was naked, then he stood up again.

He staggered towards the old woman, who watched him. As he got close she stepped into a doorway and the door slammed.

Now there were three other people in the square. Two kids in striped pajama type clothes and an old man.

“Help,” called Reggie, stumbling over the packed earth towards the trio.

The old man patted the kids on the back and they scurried away. He stepped forth to meet Reggie.

“Senor Reggie,” he smiled, showing the spaces where teeth used to be. “You come. I have burrito for you. I make myself. It good burrito. Real meat.”

He took Reggie’s hand and led him towards what looked like a closed cantina.

As they walked Reggie blurted out sentences. “I need help. Where am I? Can you call the police?”

The old man led Reggie into the shadows of the little bar. He sat him at a table that rocked on four legs, and brought him a beer.

Reggie guzzled it. It was warm, but he didn’t care.

And the old man brought him a burrito. With rice and salsa and slices of lemon.

A feast in this terrible place.

And it was delicious.

Reggie ate, swallowing before the thing was chewed, and slowly felt the strength come back into him.

The old man sat in a nearby chair and watched him. He smiled whenever Reggie looked a thin, and nodded companionably.

“Where am I?” Reggie asked.

The old man apparently didn’t speak English, for he shrugged and grinned happily.

“Great,” muttered Reggie. “A village of idiots.”

The old man just grinned.

Reggie finished his burrito, burped, finished his beer, and asked, “Can I have another beer?”

The old man understood that, and he brought out another beer. It was a bottle without labels, and Reggie wondered what brand it was, or if it was a brand at all. For all he knew the old man made this shit in a wheel barrow in his back yard.

Then Reggie heard the sound of a car. He looked out the door and saw a limousine circling the small courtyard. It stopped in front of the bar and sat for a long moment.

It was shiny, well polished, but had just gained the dust of the courtyard.

The driver’s door opened and a man got out. He was shaved headed, big mustached, wore jeans and alligator boots, and place a big sombrero on his head.

His eyes looked like he had killed the gator his boots were made out of.

He opened the rear door and a Mexican stepped out.

Not a thug, not a Pablo Villa wanna be. A Mexican. Proud in his heels, dapper in his tailored suit, his mustache trimmed to a pencil and his eyes as sharp as daggers.

He took three steps and entered the cantina.

His eyes lit on Reggie immediately, and he smiled. He looked Reggie up and down, and smiled more. Apparently he saw nothing off kilter about a naked gringo with tits drinking beer in a small village somewhere.

He walked towards the table, his two inch heeled boots make a clicking sound on the planks.

“Sit, please, Mr. Smithson.”

“You know me?”

The dapper man turned to the old man, who was suddenly on his feet and showing much respect. He rattled off some Spanish, and the old man darted off.

Then the man turned back to Reggie, smiled, and sat down, and waved a hand towards Reggie’s chair.

Reggie sat. “You know who I am?”

“But of course, Mr. Smithson.”

“Where am I?”

“A small village some thirty miles south and east of Tijuana.”

“But what happened? How did I get here. How—“

The man smiled and held his hands up to forestall Reggie’s burbling.

The old man arrived and placed two beers on the table. They were icy cold and the man nodded to the old man.

The old man bobbed his head and retreated. Out of hearing, but not out of service.

“First, Mr. Smithson—or, may I call you Reggie?—I am the man who saved your life.”

“You saved my life.” Reggie was completely blank. He was reduced to merely affirming what was said and not understanding it.

“Yes. The, uh, wound in your side. The doctor was already starting to take your kidney out, but I stopped him.”

“You…my kidney? I don’t—“

“Patience, Reggie. I will explain all.”

Reggie was forced to have patience as the man sipped his cold beer.

Reggie sipped his.

“Such a small delight,” said the man, eyeing the condensation on his beer.

He turned to Reggie. “My name is Don Pablo Perez. I am the leader of the cartel around here.”

“Car…” Reggie’s mouth hung slightly open. His brain simply wasn’t working.

“Yes. I deal in drugs. Mainly, I transport and distribute cocaine and other drugs. We cross the border, deal with people in big cities, and…it is a fairly profitable business.” He shrugged in modesty.

“But what am I doing here?”

“When I interrupted the doctor from slicing your kidneys out—and he was going to take both of them—it was not for altruistic purposes. I need something, you see.”

Reggie finally managed to keep his mouth shut.

“Transporting drugs across the border is risky business. There is a lot of loss. We have to deal with your American border patrols, your coast guard, we lose planes, trucks are captured, it is difficult. Then I see you.”

“Me?”

“I can always afford more planes and trucks, but I see you, laying on a table with your side split open, about to lose your kidneys and your life, and I think…there must be more to a man than that. There must be some way to make a profit without taking a life. Not that I particularly care about life. It is more a matter of expedience with me. You see?”

“I…I think so.”

“So instead of taking your kidneys and making fifty thousand or so, I give you your life, and make fifty thousand. I break even, you see, except that your kidneys are gone once, but you make me fifty thousand again and again. Six times fifty thousand is $300,000. Isn’t that much better than $50,000? And twelve times fifty thousand is $600,000. Better and better. Don’t you see?”

“I see, but I don’t understand. How could I make you $50,000?”

“With the cocaine in your breasts.”

Reggie slid to the floor. Unconscious.

Pablo did not bother reviving Reggie. He spoke to the old man and was shortly devouring a most delicious burrito.

Reggie slept, then had his eyes open and was dazed, and slowly came back to reality.

Cocaine in his boobs.

He stirred.

“Would you like another beer? Reggie? Yours seems to have gotten warm.”

Reggie moved. He struggled to sit up. He sat for a while, just…thinking. His thoughts didn’t make much sense, but…it was all he had.

Finally, he gripped the rickety chair and pulled himself up on it.

The old man watched him.

Pablo sat back and smoked a cheroot and watched him.

“Cocaine in my boobs.”

Pablo looked down at Reggie’s big hangers. “Each breast weighs about ten pounds. Twenty pounds, properly cut, is worth $50,000 easily. a cool mill on the streets.”

He looked up at Reggie, smiling, the smoke from his cheroot rising upward.

“But I can’t cross the border with these…these…they know I’m a man!”

“Ah, but you are a man in transition. You have come to Mexico for your first operation. You will say you are returning for more operations. Back and forth you go, and we will get richer and richer.”

“Me? Me getting richer?”

“Of course. If I pay you nothing you get tired, tell police, mucho trouble. But if I pay you, say, $5000 for each trip…” he smiled.

“But I don’t care about the money. I don’t want to be a drug mule. I need this…this cocaine out of me!”

Pablo placed a square of paper on the table. He kept his hand over it and stared, smiling thinly, at Reggie. He removed his hand and Reggie stared.

It wasn’t a piece of paper, it was a photograph. Marsha. his wife. unlocking the door to their house, unaware that she was being photographed.

Pablo waited.

Reggie stared.

Pablo said, “Ten trips. Fifty thousand. On the last trip I will have the doctor return your chest to what it was. Or perhaps you just stay home and have your own doctor return your chest to what it was. Whatever you wish. but…fifty thousand.”

His heart sinking, his mind blasted out of coherence, Reggie understood the deal, and he knew he was making the deal without even talking.

Reggie finished his beer, Pablo did small talk with the little, old man, who glowed as if he had been blessed, then they went out to the shiny limo.

They sat in the back seat, Reggie still naked, and the driver started up. He apparently knew where they were going because Pablo didn’t give him any directions.

Reggie looked out the tinted windows at the dry countryside. He stared at cactus and people driving mule carts.

“Why did you have me wake up in that place?” he asked.

Pablo nodded. “It is a matter of perspective, Reggie. If you had woken up in a nice, sterile hospital you would not have perspective. In the village, reduced to nakedness and filth, you knew how serious the matter is.

He turned to Pablo. He tried not to glare, but his insides were boiling over. He was terrified in a way, but there was hate in him, hate tempered only by his knowledge of how helpless he was.

“Waking up with monster boobs on my chest establishes all the perspective I would ever need.”

“Yes. Perhaps I am guilty of overkill. But it all turns out the same in the end. No?”

Agree? Disagree? Reggie just grunted and looked back out the window.

For the next few minutes Pablo lectured Reggie on border crossings, how to react to the guard’s inevitable questions, and other things concerning walking across the border with twenty pounds of cocaine on your chest..

“It is likely you will be under the investigation of one of my own people, but this we cannot guarantee.”

Then the car arrived at a large hacienda.

The people may live in shabby, little villages, but Pablo Perez lived the good life.

A two story main house, that sprawled over green grounds. A barn bigger than Texas, and the fields had large, fat and sassy cattle.

Pablo smiled. He was the king here, and he knew it.

Inside the barn was a late model RV, and three women were waiting for Reggie. Pablo’s driver drove right in and stopped in front of the RV. Pablo nodded and indicated Reggie should debark, and he did.

“You will come up to the house when the senoritas’ are finished with you.”

The three Mexican women, all buxom beauties with fiery eyes and sharp grins ushered him up a short flight of metal steps and into the RV.

Reggie stood in the middle of the room and the three women eyed him. They chuckled at his nakedness, and eyed his manhood appraisingly. They spoke so fast that Reggie couldn’t follow them. But it was obvious that they were discussing his dong.

Reggie was well endowed. His penis was eight inches when hard, and being naked it was mostly hard. Had been hard since he had woken up.

But it was not a tool to be ashamed of. Quite the contrary.

But, discussion of his pecker notwithstanding, the three women pushed him into a shower. One of them disrobed and stepped in with him.

Being washed by a beautiful Latin lady was up there on Reggie’s fantasies. When she moved her hands over him, soaping him, scrubbing him, rinsing him, he almost swooned.

She just laughed and chattered to the other two women, pushing him up against the tiled wall so he wouldn’t fall.

Out of the shower they dried him off, then they sprayed Nair on his body. They spread the goo out, smushing it into his pores, and it turned into a swirly gelatinous mess on his skin.

Then they leaned against a counter and smoked a cigarette between them.

“What’s going on?” asked Reggie, but they ignored him.

For fifteen minutes he stood, a monster with curls laid down and encased in the Nair, then he started to hop from one foot to the other.

“It’s hot! It’s…it’s caliente!”

The women put out their cigarette and pushed him back into the shower. This time the one woman didn’t accompany him. She had put her clothes on and was content to let him wash his hair off by himself.

He did. He had to. Washing the stuff off stopped the burn. But it left a weird sensation. It was like his skin was refreshed and galvanized all at the same time. It was like his hairs were all standing up, even though he had no more hairs.

Out of the shower they again dried him off. They especially loved to dry his cock, and they giggled all the while.

Then they were taking turns stroking him. Laughing, drying him, rubbing and rubbing.

It was inevitable, he groaned and gave a big squirt.

The girls laughed merrily, and two of them gave paper money to the third, who crowd and snapped her fingers.

“Fuck,” whimpered Reggie. He wondered how sex could feel so good in such dire circumstances.

All this time Reggie had been holding his breasts with a forearm, or his two hands. The women had laughed and worked around his discomfiture. Now they handed him a bra, and it was the right size. He would find that all the clothes they gave him were the right size. He had been measured correctly while unconscious.

He figured out how to do the bra, his mistakes causing much merriment.

They handed him panties, which he pulled on, and then a girdle.

The girdle was small, but the women lent a hand and pushed and bullied his flesh into it.

In a wall mirror he could see how his body was made more feminine. He didn’t just have big boobs, now he he had a small waist, and his hips were flared out.

They pulled a dress over his body, and not just any dress. It was a silky, shiny brown, shimmering with low cleavage and a high hem. He felt half naked with so much flesh exposed, and for the first time in his life he wondered how women could stand to wear such small and tight and revealing garments.

Had they no shame?

Yet, looking at the three women he realized that they were wearing similar outfits, and they weren’t bothered by them.

Clothed, he was sat down in a chair and they began to apply cosmetics.

One of the woman prepared and painted his toenails. A second woman began working on his hands, preparing his nails, fixing long fingernails to them, painting them a shiny red.

The third woman worked on his face, cleansing it with little sponges, putting on primer, then other things.

Reggie didn’t understand all the brushes and potions and things, even though he had watched his wife do her make up thousands of times. All he could do was sit and feel weird sensations.

And his cock started to rise up again.

Crap, he was now dressed, and that made him feel much more self conscious than when he had been nude.

The one doing his toes finished, and she started weaving extensions into his hair. She worked quickly, matching the color perfectly, and soon he was looking like a blonde with shimmering waves of hair about his shoulders.

They pierced his ears and gave him hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror. His heart was high in his chest and felt like it was going to stop.

He was becoming beautiful.

Finally, they put a thin necklace around his neck. A little, silver cross hung between his breasts. It would draw attention, but not of the religious kind.

Then, shoving tight high heels onto his feet, they lifted him up and stood around him and nodded.

He was a woman now. He looked like a woman, with big breasts, and…he suddenly realized that men were going to be staring at him.

Couldn’t they have made him a dumpy, little bitch?

No. Because border patrol would treat dumpy, little women like peasants, but they would be turned on, in awe of, and even scared by a beautiful woman.

One of the women picked up a cell phone and chattered into it.

The other two women came closer and frowned.

They were looking at his boner bump.

They had just gotten him off an hour before, but he was recovered. His big cock was trying to stand up, pushing the panties and the dress out, emphasized by his now tiny waist.

He snorted. Not much he could do about that. Oh, he supposed they could tie it to his leg, but the tip might be visible below the hem.

Then he had a bad thought: what if they…castrated him?

He began to sweat and shiver. Considering all that had been done to him he couldn’t be blamed.

The door opened and Don Pablo entered.

Reggie just stood there and Pablo walked around him.

Pablo liked what he saw, because he said things to the three senoritas and they giggled and thanked him.

He stopped in front of Reggie and smiled. “I would not have believed it an hour ago. But here you are.”

Reggie said nothing. He tried to control the glare in his eyes, but couldn’t.

Pablo laughed. “Stay angry. It makes your eyes flash.”

One of the women said something, and Pablo nodded and spoke rapid fire back to her.

The girls all laughed, then they left.

And a doctor entered the room.

He was an old man, wizened, a bit shrunken, and he didn’t waste time. He opened up a case and extracted a syringe.

“What’s he doing?” asked Reggie, feeling the fright build.

“Innoculation.”

“But I don’t have any disease.”

“You are mistaken, Señor Reggie. You are the victim of ‘boneritus,’ a strange malady that effects only men.

Reggie backed up against a wall.

“You’re not going to…it’s my dick! You can’t—“

“Hush, señor. Your manhood will be fine. It will only be limp for a while. When we have no more use for you…at that time it will begin to grow again. But right now, we need to, uh…handle it.”

Reggie wanted to fight. He would have settled for running out screaming, but he had no choice. He sat and the doctor gave him a shot.

“You will go limp in a few minutes,” stated Don Pablo. “At that time we will sew your penis between your legs.”

“No!”

“It is of small concern. Your penis will be sutured to your perineum. Your balls will be tucked up into the canal from which they dropped. You will have a perfectly smooth mons. Only a close examination will reveal that you aren’t a woman complete.

Again, no choice.

Pablo waited around and engaged in small talk with the doctor. He was a great one for small talk, but that was the secret of how he controlled the peasants in his state.

He treated them well, he saw to their children’s education, supported them in sickness, was free with his money. As a result the peasants loved him.

He was a real Democrat.

At fifteen minutes almost on the dot the doctor took Reggie into the next room, and Reggie saw where he had gained his cocaine breasts.

It was a small operating theater, complete with shiny instruments, machines that beeped, and everything quite state of the art.

Reggie lay down on the table and the doctor moved his legs apart and began to work. He made a small cut under the head of his penis, and a small cut in his perineum. He pulled Reggie’s dick back between his legs and sewed it to the perineum. During this procedure he kept pushing on Reggie’s testicles, and Reggie felt them snuggle up into his body.

The doctor grinned and nodded. He was quite pleased with his work.

“Amazing,” said Pablo. “You are neutered. Your mons looks smooth as a real woman’s. The doctor is tightening your ball sack so it just looks a little wrinkled down there, almost like actual labia. All you need is the slit. Are you sure you don’t want to consider a full change? I would be so interested I would foot the bill myself.”

Reggie shook his head. Little tears were forming in the corner of his eyes.

Pablo handed Reggie a handkerchief. Please, no tears. It it all temporary. A few months and you will be returned to normal, and you will be quite richer.

Reggie dabbed at his eyes and tried to control himself.

The doctor nodded. “I understand it is tough, but when your bank account swells you will feel differently. Rich men are willing to go through such inconveniences to get rich. Or even to get richer.” He thought about what he was saying. “Actually, I would say that rich men are even more willing to go through such as what you are doing to get richer. Money is its own opiate, you see.”

Reggie didn’t, but he understood the concept.

In a wrinkle of resentment he blurted, “So is Michelle Obama really a man?”

Pablo just laughed and squeezed Reggie’s hand.

Reggie was unnerved, for Pablo’s squeezing of the hand was like the man was reassuring a real female.


Part Two

Crossing the border was quite anticlimactic.

Reggie got on a plane in Ensenada, flew to Los Angeles, and sauntered through customs.

He was an American, he had no luggage, and the fact that his passport said male and he wasn’t…made no difference.

These days these crazy Americans changing sexes like they were changing hats.

He was met at John Wayne airport by a limo and taken into the shopping district just to the west and south of Los Angeles. He was driven into a large garage where a doctor was waiting. The doctor put him out, which he was grateful for, and he woke up with the same sized, big, beautiful tits.

But the cocaine was gone, and apparently there was some kind of harmless solution in its place.

The limousine then took him home.

Home. Oh, my God. Marsha!

“Can I use the phone?” asked Reggie.

“Sure,” answered the limo driver.

Reggie picked up the hand set and dialed his home number.

Ring…ring…ri—

“Hello?”

“Hello, Marsha.”

“Reggie! My God! Where are you? You were supposed to be home last week!”

“I, uh…had an accident. Are you okay?”

“Of course I’m okay! Why wouldn’t I be? But where have you been.”

Then Reggie began speaking the words that he never could have imagined in his previous life.

“Uh, honey?”

“Yes?”

“I was kidnapped.”

“You were…oh, my God! Have you called the police? Did you speak to the Federales? Or whatever they call the police down there?”

“It’s a bit more complicated than that.”

“How complicated? Reggie what is going on?”

“Are you sitting down?”

“No.”

“Please sit down.”

“Okay, I’m sitting.” But she wasn’t. She was just humoring Reggie to get to the bottom of his story.

“Just listen. Don’t say anything. Okay?”

“Okay! Reggie! Tell me what is happening?”

“They were going to take out my kidneys, both of them, and sell them on the black market.”

“No!” she was almost shrieking.

“But a fellow named Pablo, he’s with the cartel, he decided I would make a good drug mule.”

“What?” Marsha was feeling faint.

“So they gave me breasts, filled them with cocaine, and made me into a woman.”

Clunk. The sound of the phone hitting the floor. Marsha didn’t make a sound, being make of softer stuff.

“Marsha? Marsha?”

No answer.

“Oh, fuck! Hurry!” Reggie blurted at the driver.

Five minutes later they were pulling up in front of Reggie’s house. It was in Glendale, a small side street nudged up against some small hills. It was, ironically, Spanish style, with arches and bars on the windows.

He popped out of the limo and ran in his high heels, making clicking noises, up the walkway. The door was unlocked and he burst through the door.

Marsha was laying on the floor next to the couch. She was coming to, rubbing her head and looking around in a dazed fashion. She saw Reggie and promptly flopped back onto the floor.

They sat at the kitchen table. Reggie was drinking bourbon and Coke. Sipping and sighing. A normalcy in a world gone mad.

Marsha was sitting across from him, her hands around a vodka and Seven up.

Reggie had often accused her of having no taste, drinking the vile vodka concoction, but right now taste wasn’t the issue. Sanity was.

“I can’t…” she started for the seventh time, then shut up and sipped.

The vodka burned her throat, but that was preferable to facing the insanity of her husband transitioned.

And transitioned against his will so he could run drugs for the cartel.

Marsha was a beautiful woman. She had a perfect hourglass body, wavy, auburn hair, and wide, brown eyes. She was a little haughty, but sometimes beautiful women are. Right then she was just staring at her husband.

“I knew you shouldn’t be taking those business trips to Tijuana.”

“They made me money,” but he was prevaricating. He finally came clean. “Besides, it was a chance to booze it up.”

“Did you…did you buy women?”

He shook his head. “I just flirted. One of them was going to give me a blow job once, but I chickened out.

“Chickened out so you could become a woman.”

Reggie said nothing to that.

“Reggie! What am I supposed to tell the neighbors? How will this look?”

Reggie shook his head sadly. “I’m more worried about how I can get out of this alive.”

“So what am I supposed to do now?”

“I need help. I don’t know about make up and—“

“You want me to help you keep being a woman?” Her voice was a bit shrill.

“I don’t have much choice! What am I supposed to do? Go to the FBI? Don Pablo showed me your picture. Do you know what that means?”

She shook her head.

“It means I have to keep being a woman or they’ll kill you!”

That stopped her for a second, but she quickly regrouped. “What about witness protection?”

“Look, I hate to say it, but I don’t trust my government.”

“Why not?”

“Have you been watching the news?”

She hadn’t. She hated the news. All that talk about election interference and some orange man taking over the country, it was scary.

“The government controls the elections, the FBI, the CIA, all those people? They go after anybody who votes for Trump! They sell the country down the tubes and pocket all the money and…I don’t trust the government to do anything right.”

Normally, Marsha would have mounted an argument. She would have pointed out that she can drive a car and vote and wear pretty dresses, but she knew that talk of how good they had it under the government would just upset Reggie.

Reggie was (choke) a conservative!

“But you can’t go around as a woman?”

Reggie finished his drink, started making another one. He stood at the counter and spoke over his shoulder. “Why not? You do it.”

Marsha blinked. Then: “But I am a woman!”

“And now I am, too. Unless you’d rather I cut my tits off and get assassinated by the cartel.”

And his meaning was clear. If he got assassinated, then she would, too.

“But…but…”

He returned to the table and sat down. He sipped his drink.

“So when are you going back?”

“A couple of days. They’ll—“

DING!

He looked at his cell phone.

“Is that them?”

Reggie picked up the phone and gave her a significant look. He opened up the text app and read, “10:00 Southwest Thurs morning. Check your bank account.”

“Then you have to…what do they mean check your bank account?”

Reggie suspicioned, but he didn’t know for sure. He pulled up the B of A app and opened his account.

There it was, the latest entry. Deposit. $5,000.

Marsha stared at him with wide eyes. “They paid you?”

He nodded.

“They just gave you five thousand dollars?”

He kept nodding.

“Just for crossing the border?”

“Yep.”

She stopped nodding. She stared. But there was something different in her gaze.

Five thousand dollars?

On Thursday at 10 in the morning Reggie stepped onto a Southwest Airlines jet and found that he had been placed in first class. He sat down  in the luxurious chair and a smiling woman asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Rum and Coke,” he answered.

“Right away, sir. Oh, no need to buckle up, yet. I’ll let you know. Just get comfortable. Computer hook up is there, the TV pops up here, and the remote is right there. I’ll be right back.”

Reggie sat and was in shock.

He was used to trailing down the aisle behind humungous women with eight brats who used up all the overheads and kicked his seat the whole flight.

A beautiful woman sat down next to him and smiled.

He returned the smile, and even though he didn’t have the use of his dick, he was feeling pretty good down there.

Lust, apparently, is more mental than physical.

Speaking of which, when Marsha had found out that he couldn’t perform she had reacted in odd fashion. She actually laughed, then slapped a hand over her mouth. “You can’t…screw?”

“Nope.”

The look on her face. A little disappointment, which turned into…a smile.

“Oh, that’s too bad.”

But she could get off, and she had demanded that he get her off constantly. Morning, noon and night, she wanted his face down there, eating and slobbering and making her cum.

And, to top it off, when she was done she just walked out of the room and went shopping.

Heck, they had five thousand dollars in their account, so why not?

“But, honey! I don’t have. job anymore!”

“Why not?”

“I’ve been absent, I’m a woman, and…I’ll be leaving town every few days. The company isn’t going to go along with that.”

“Oh, pshaw. Of course they will. Just go explain—“

“That I’m a drug dealer?”

“Oh…” she frowned mightily.

So she had spent his time at home fucking his face and shopping, and he was left with serious thoughts.

But sitting on the plane in first class didn’t feel too serious.

The plane landed at Ensenada and he stepped onto the tarmac and a limo was waiting.

He was driven to Don Pablo Perez’s hacienda where he was greeted with open arms. Literally.

Pablo, looking dapper as ever, hugged him and kissed both cheeks, then linked arms and walked him into the big house.

“The doctor will be out shortly. I assume you had no troubles.”

“No dogs, no strip searches, everything was fine.”

He couldn’t keep a trace of bitterness out of his voice, but Don Pablo ignored it. “Let me pour you a drink. Tequila, from my own blue agave. We distill it the old way, then let it sit for a few years…”

He poured Reggie a tall glass, popped a wedge of lime on it, and placed it on the big dining room table.

Reggie sipped, and the stuff was smoky and curled his toes. He wasn’t going to need a permanent after this!

Pablo poured his own beverage and sat down at the head of the table, catty corner to Reggie.

“Madre de dios,” he murmured as the potent liquor coursed through his veins, “Every time I look at you…” he shook his head. “You are more woman than a woman.”

“Uh…thanks, I guess.”

Then Pablo began talking the small talk. Like he talked with the old man, and the doctor, and the three women and every peasant and Federale. And Reggie finally saw the charm.

“How is your wife?” And he really cared, and he listened.

“Were there any problems on the flight?” And it was obvious he was taking mental notes and would smooth any problems over by the next flight.

“Is the tequila to your liking?” And it was plain that if it wasn’t then Don Pablo would empty the barrels and rip up the agave plants.

It was almost impossible to visualize the incredibly polite and caring man as a drug king pin.

Three drinks down and Reggie was starting to relax. Really relax.

“You’re not how I imagined a…a…a drug person to be.”

Pablo chuckled. “I know. The stories. Tying people to cactuses and throwing rattlesnakes at them. Cutting throats and pulling the tongue out for a necktie. Removing the skin of any who displease me.”

“Then those are just stories? You have never done that?”

Pablo leaned forward, and perhaps it was because he was feeling the tequila a bit himself, he answered honestly.

“On my climb to power…yes. Certain things did happen. Not usually as glamorous as what you describe. But those are the realities of the drug world. But a simple pistol to the head is object lesson enough. No need to be cruel.”

He sat back. “Besides, now that I am at the top, now that I have proven myself, my best protection is to look out for those around me. If the Americanos cross the border I have a thousand peasant eyes to warn me. If the Mexican government decides to hire more military, the best applicants are sons of people I have supported. To be kind and polite…it is the best business.”

Reggie couldn’t argue with that.

Then the doctor came and replaced the fluid in his breasts with a solution of cocaine.

Reggie returned home, spent a couple of days recovering from the operations on his boobs, which, truth, were very inconsequential.

Then he flew to Mexico, in style, where he was charmed by Pablo Perez, and given a couple of days to recover, and…back and forth he went.

It began to take on a sameness, which he enjoyed. He wasn’t working, except for a little light duties around the house. Vacuuming, doing the dishes, the laundry, that sort of thing.

In Mexico he was treated like royalty, feted by a very important man, and his bank account grew.

Sort of. It grew a lot less than he would have liked because Marsha had developed a penchant for shopping. And she had rich tastes.

And life went on.

He had thought he would be released from ‘mule duty’ after a few trips, but his chest was able to handle the constant surgeries easily, and he continued for months. Trip after trip.

Then the unthinkable happened.

He received a message on his cell phone. ‘Southwest, 9:45 Friday.’

He put his phone aside and went to the bedroom. He was becoming adept at putting make up on, and he wanted to experiment with a new line of products.

As soon as he left the room Marsha picked up his phone. She stared at his message, bit her lip, then typed her own message into it.

An answer came, and she smiled, deleted the message and put the phone down.

On Friday Reggie stepped onto the airplane, walked into first class and stopped. And stared. And his mouth opened.

“Hi, honey!” Marsha was sitting in the seat next to his.

“What…what are you doing here?”

The stewardess floated nearby. “Please have a seat, Mrs. Smithson. Oh, isn’t that something. We have two Mrs. Smithson’s! Do you ladies know each other?”

“Yes,” said Marsha.

“No,” responded Reggie.

The stewardess gave them a puzzled look, then asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Margarita!” grinned Marsha.

“Uh…” said Reggie.

“She’ll have a Margarita, too.”

The stewardess smiled a bit uncertainly, but quickly moved to the gallery to prepare the drinks.

Reggie sat down. “What are you doing?”

“I decided to see what all the fun was about. You don’t mind, do you, dear?”

“Yes! these are dangerous people!”

“Nonsense! They’re paying you good money.”

“Honey, I—“

The stewardess arrived with the drinks. They took the drinks and Marsha sipped. Reggie started to talk, but Marsha shushed him and started fiddling with the TV set. It was a short flight, but she could watch the second half on the return trip.

Reggie hoped there would be a return trip.

Don Pablo Perez was smitten by Marsha. He greeted her with hugs and kisses, linked his arm with hers, and began the small talk.

Reggie actually felt a little forgotten.

That night they were treated to a five star meal, real Mexican food, not the Taco Bell crap, and Pablo did nothing but compliment Marsha.

She was beautiful. She was intelligent. She was good looking. She understood things so well. How did she keep her fabulous figure so fabulous. And on and on.

Then the doctor arrived and took Reggie out to the RV in the barn. while he was gone Marsha commenced with her own small talk.

She and Pablo were alone at the big dining table, sitting at a corner and sipping Pablo’s fantastic tequila.

Marsha was feeling the heat, her cheeks were flushed, and her breasts, and her groin, and she kept fanning her face with a hand.

“So what do you think of our little operation?” asked Don Pablo.

“It shows a lot of promise.”

“Promise?” he enquired politely, arching his trimmed eyebrows.

“How many people do you have like Reggie.”

Pablo frowned. He didn’t usually talk logistics with people, especially outsiders, and Marsha, in spite of her husband, was considered an outsider.

But there was something about this beautiful woman that he liked. there was something…kindred…about her.

“I have five people.”

“Why not a hundred?”

“A hundred?” he raised his eyebrows and his forehead gained horizontal lines. “And where would I get these people?”

“I assume you would like Americans, as they can travel the borders easier than, say, peasants.”

“You are correct.”

“And I would assume, also, that you don’t have a ready supply of American friends who might be partial to being mules.”

“Again correct.”

“I have many friends. Friends who struggle for money, and who might like a little work of the kind you propose. It would take me a while, but I feel sure I could supply you with mules.”

“You could. Mmm.” He studied her. “And what would you get out of it?”

“I would be in charge on the north side of the border. I would receive compensation from each trip made by my mules.”

He didn’t miss the fact that she said ‘my’ mules.

“These mules, you are not thinking of men, like your husband.”

“Oh, Lord, no. He makes a very fine woman, but the cost of transforming a hundred men into women…it would be much simpler to…let us say ‘augment’…real women.

Don Pablo poured more tequila and leaned forward and studied this beautiful and intriguing woman.

“So you would hire mules, take care of them on your side of the border. I just arrange plane flights and…and deposit, say, 5% in your bank account.”

“Seven per cent. And you know that’s a deal.”

“And what of your husband?”

“He will continue to work, but the $5000 a trip gets deposited in my account.”

Pablo nodded. “I think we may be able to work something out. Let me ‘crunch the numbers,’ as you say, and—“

“One other thing.”

“Oh?”

Marsha setback and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties. “I don’t trust anybody I haven't fucked.”

Pablo blinked, then he grinned. “Mrs. Smithson. You are a woman after my own heart.” He stood up and held out his hand. She took it and he led her upstairs.

There, in his over-sized bedroom he showed her his thick manhood and his large testicles.

She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t just talk the talk, and she slipped out of her clothes like they were greased.

She hopped onto his large bed and waited.

Don Pablo, always the classy one, disrobed, hung up his clothes, and joined her. Then he joined to her.

She groaned and felt him invade her, and it was exciting. So exciting.

He was a drug king pin. A leader of a cartel, and he was balls deep in here and that put him under her control.

“Mrs. Smithson,” he spoke smoothly, softly, and nuzzled her breasts. “Are you going to want me to exchange your breasts for…”

“Nah. I’ll keep what’s mine. And you’ll have plenty of women to work with. Will you fuck them all?”

“Most decidedly. If they wish.”

“Speaking for women everywhere…I can say that you’re about to be ears deep in wonderful, luscious, deep, velvety American pussy.”

With that statement Pablo began spewing his seed, and Marsha held on and accepted his gift.

In the RV in the barn the doctor was putting the cocaine into Reggie’s breasts.

“You what?”

“I had Don Pablo deposit your money into my account.” Marsha watched her husband. He was outraged, but, curiously, the outrage was tempered.

Then she realized what it was.

The shot they had given him to still his dick, it had stopped his testosterone and enhanced his estrogen. He was feeling the effects, much the way any woman would. He no longer had the male ‘fight’ in him. He was growing softer, and more malleable, and that was just the way she liked him.

“But how could you do that? That’s my money!”

“Honey, let’s face it. I’m in charge, and it is good business to consolidate the family’s finances in one account. An account to be controlled by myself.”

“But…but…”

The argument went on for hours, but it was already a done deal. Marsha had the reins, and she wasn’t about to relinquish them.

She advertised in the newspapers and on social media for women who want to make a bit extra money. When she found a woman she liked she came clean and described the operation, and the fact that the woman would have to get breast implants.

The women were quite happy to get bigger tits; it appears that men aren’t the only ones who love women  to have big boobs.

She also instituted lie detector exams after every trip.

If there was any doubt at all, on the part of the mule, they were sent back across the border where they….disappeared.

And Marsha made sure she small talked with everybody.

With the women she hired, with their husbands or boyfriends, with the neighbors, even with certain members of the police department.

Within three months Marsha had her hundred mules, and she was living in a mansion in Beverly Hills. Big swimming pool. A gigantic maze of a garden. A tennis court and basketball court combined. A half a dozen luxury automobiles.

Yes, Marsha Smithson had hit the jackpot, and it was going to pay and pay and pay! And, as for Reggie…

“I need more money,” Reggie complained to Marsha. She was sitting on the upstairs balcony, sipping tequila that Don Pablo had sent her.               She gave him a cold, calculating look. “I gave you money last month.

“But I need make up! And the dresses are so expensive. And I need new lingerie. And…”

“So you would like more money, eh?”

“Yes.” He was still bitter about her taking his $5000 a trip.

“Okay, but you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“What?”

“I need somebody to help with the overseeing of the ladies.”

“The mules, you mean.”

She shrugged.

“So I’ll pay you a thousand a week. No more drug runs for you. Instead you will serve as my secretary.’

“Your secretary?” he was aghast, but didn’t show it.

“Yes. I need help with the paperwork, and the new ladies need guidance, clothes, make up, instruction on how to conduct themselves away from home.”

Reggie said nothing.

“And I would like you to live in the small room under the stairs. That will put you closer to the office, and I need the space.”

He didn’t ask what she needed the space for. He had seen her going out on the town, and returning looking the worse for wear. Mussed. And…sexually satisfied.

He wanted to say something about her affairs, but he seemed to have lost his gumption.

He was horny, hornier than ever, but…he had no way to satisfy her, not with his dick, so she was going out and getting her own satisfaction.

He quickly estimated his choices.

Leave, and get nothing, and try to find work as a beautiful woman.

He couldn’t see himself working at MacDonaolds.

Go south of the border. Don Pablo would have something for him, but probably in a dirty dive like La Cucaracha. He would be expected to waggle his tits and fend off horny banditos.

He couldn’t go to the Feds. And he didn’t want to. Just because he was now a criminal didn’t make the government less of a criminal.

Though, to be honest, Marsha had her hooks into a lot of politicians these days, and the government was not as much of a threat to him as it had once been.

Or he could work for his wife.

It would be easy work, probably just a few phone calls and some shopping. With an occasional trip to Mexico to deliver messages to Don Pablo Perez.

What to do…what to do.

The choice was easy.

“Okay. I’ll work for you.”

There was a look of victory in Marsha’s eyes. “One thing,” she interjected softly.

“Yes?”

“I don’t like to make deals with people I haven’t fucked.”

“You want to make love?” he was confused. “But my dick…it’s not due to come back for another month?”

“I didn’t say you were going to do the fucking.”

She watched him carefully.

Reggie considered her words.

In fact, he knew that this day was coming.

She had hinted at it.

Don Pablo had come right out and said it. “At some point your wife will want to fuck you…like woman.”

At first he hadn’t understood what Pablo had meant, but then he had, and he really understood now.

Marsha led him to the bed, waited while he bent over and lowered his panties.

She stared at the head of his cock, poking out from beneath his buns. It was so cute. She remembered when he had had a nice, large cock, but the times…they had changed.

She was a determined woman, and she could be cruel, but she liked small talk much more.

And she liked being kind to the people beneath her.

She lubricated Reggie, then she slipped on her strap on—she used it a. lot on the men who took her out at night—and prepared to plunge into him.

Reggie gasped and his eyes became quite wide.

And the pleasure began.


Epilogue

“Reggie!”

Reggie stood up and rounded his desk. He walked across his small office and entered Marsha’s big office.

“Yes, dear?”

“It’s time. Your flight is in two hours.”

“I’ll leave right away.”

And he did.

He stepped into Uber and went to the airport and got on a flight to Ensenada.

He didn’t go to Mexico much these days, but this was a special occasion.

He was due for his six month shot.

Did he want his weenie to get big again?

Oh, he had memories, and sometimes fantasies, but he realized that those days were long gone.

Besides, Marsha took care of him in bed quite well, thank you.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…

[image: ]

Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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