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A Note from the Author!

One of my favorite weapons in the war between the sexes is emasculation. And if you wish to emasculate some slob then you should consider feminization.

A look, a cutting word, and he’ll pursue you

You have become something to conquer, and the poor fellow doesn’t realize that in trying to conquer he has fallen at your feet.

But when you bring out feminization…that’s the big gun.

Make him wear panties…a bra…make up…and he will love you forever.

It’ll make him horny, and a horny man is no longer a thinking man, and he is your meat!

And remember…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminization and Masculation!

A Man changes into woman…

a woman changes into man!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I don’t want to go, that’s why!” Jed glared at his wife, Susan.

Susan, glaring just as hard, responded with, “You’re going anyway! And that’s it!”

The bone of contention was her company’s Halloween party. It was a yearly gathering, lots of fun (in her eyes), and he, as her husband, should support her and her company.

“I don’t have a costume, I’m not interested in a costume, I don’t want to. Period!”

“Then you will get no sex until you go, and if you don’t go this year, then it will be a year until you do get sex again!”

The problem was that Jed knew she meant it. One time she had laid down the law, said if he didn’t do something he wouldn’t get sex until his birthday. That was four months of misery. Four months of whacking off. Four months of missing out on his wife’s rather abundant charms. When he finally got back between her legs he was a sadder and wiser man.

Now he gulped and stared at her. “That’s not fair,” he whined. Already, just the threat, he had gone from being a proud man to a miserable whiner.

“Fair or not, that’s it!” Then she softened up a little. She knew she had won and she was just trying to make it a little more palatable. “Listen, honey,” she placed a hand on her leg. “You won’t have to do anything. I’ve got a great idea for costumes, one you’ll like, and I am going to get so horny…I am going to fuck you till your dick falls off. I will suck you until your balls shrivel. I will…you want to be a girl?” She grinned.

Jed sat up straighter. “What do you mean?”

“You always like wearing my underwear, it gets you so kinky and hard…how would you like me to fix you up as a woman? Big tits, sexy underwear…I even have a special latex type of suit that has a really real looking vagina.”

“Heysoos,” Jed breathed. “You really know how to manipulate me, don’t you?” He wasn’t whining now, and Susan grinned.

I talked to Barbara, she’s got a body suit, two body suits, actually, and she says we can wear them—I’ll be a man—to the company Halloween party. We’ll have to be careful, these are specially designed suits with the latest nanotechnology, but they actually want people to wear them and test them.”

“Nano what ology?”

“Nano. Very small particles that are being used in all the latest inventions. People are getting operations, illness are being cured, it’s a real breakthrough. So, Mr. I’ll never go to a party…what do you say now?”

Jed had a weakness. Crossdressing.

Oh, he wasn’t a diehard change your sex kind of guy. He had a dick and he liked to use it. But that dick seemed to get diamond drill hard when he slipped on a pair of panties, or pranced around in a bra with breast forms. Big breast forms.

“Well, I don’t know,” he mused. “I mean you promise as much sex as I want, but how do I know you mean it.”

Susan looked shocked. “Of course I mean it!”

“Yeah, you say that now, but…how do I really know?”

Her eyes narrowed.

He said, “Of course, if you really meant it…you could start proving it right now.”

“Oh, ho!” then a look of cleverness crossed her beautiful face. “How do I know if I give you a sample right now that you’ll still dress up for me?”

“Honey!” He protested. “You’ve got me! Now off with those clothes and let’s seal the deal.”

Susan smiled and unbuttoned a button. There were ten buttons down to her waistline, and she intended a ten button tease. “I don’t know. I think maybe I should make you extra horny by making you wait.”

He gulped. One button was enough to make him gulp.

She undid another button. “Of course, if I was properly lubricated then perhaps I would be properly amenable.

“Lubrication is my middle name,” Jed leaped from the kitchen chair and opened the liquor cabinet. “Wine or bourbon.”

“Oh, so many choices,” she unbuttoned another button and rubbed her neck. Sexily.

Jed almost dropped the glasses as he put ice in them, filled them with Coke and bourbon.

Another button. Another. Cleavage showed, then lots of cleavage.

They sat and sipped and she moved her hand onto his lap. In between buttons she played with his cock.

“Now, the suit is a full body suit. So all we have to do is dress you and then I can make up your face.”

His cock was pounding like a hammer on an anvil.

“I don’t believe we’ve ever made you up fully. Oh, a little lipstick here and there, when you’re drunk, but this would be the whole shebang.”

He was gulping and gasping as she unzipped him and began stroking his cock. She was open down to the last button. Her large breasts were visible and oh, so beautiful.

“Of course, it’s lucky you wear your hair long. We can…would you like to go to a beauty salon and have your hair done professionally?”

“I…I…” now he couldn’t swallow.

She stood up, pulled him to his feet, by his cock, and smiled, “You’ll be the belle of the ball, and we can do you up so well nobody will even know. We might even win a prize.”

She stood close to him and undid her last button and pulled her blouse apart.

He stared down into her valley, then dipped his head. She was wearing a shelf bra and her nipples were large and tantalizing. He took one in his mouth and sucked gently.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered. “Do nasty things to me.”

He did. He gripped her nipple with his teeth and started backing up. Her nipple stretched and she groaned.

He walked backwards through the foyer and down the hallway.

She groaned and kept up, held her tit with one hand and his dick with the other.

He pulled her nipple into the bedroom, then wrapped her in his arms. They kissed, their hot mouths working feverishly. He picked her up and laid her down and stripped her skirt and panties off.

She moaned as she grabbed her mons and shook it, then inserted a finger.

“Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!”

He inserted two fingers and hooked them to find her G-spot. He began pulling her pussy and rubbing her spot.

“Oh…oh…”

He climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. He took his hand out of her, put his hands on her wrists and pinned her.

She struggled, bit his nipple gently, and he moved around, didn’t use his hands, but managed to get the tip of his cock into her slit.

She grunted, and arched, and he slid into her.

They lay for a moment, unmoving, her pinioned to the mattress, him with his cock inserted to the base.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, and she began moving her hips.

She ground up at him, and he screwed down into her. It was delicious, and the sensations rippled through them.

He began to fuck her in earnest then. For a long minute he writhed and twisted and pounded his spike into her, then he stopped. He didn’t move, their faces were inches apart, their breaths mingled, and he said, “And what would you do if I was the woman and you were the man.”

She was heavy lidded, in the midst of intense sexual heat, but she said. “Get out of me and I’ll show you.

Oh, he didn’t want to get out of her. He wanted to stay in her forever, but he forced himself to draw back and his iron hard dick slipped out of her.

She wiggled out from under him, twisted so she was on top, and said, “Lift your legs.” Her voice was guttural, unrecognizable as a proper business owner.

He lifted them, and she was between them. She grabbed his ankles and pushed them back.

His eyes widened as she moved forward. Still between his legs, but her legs just at the sides of his hips, she sat on his erection. Sinking to the base, she was now in the male dominate position, what was commonly called the Amazon position, and he was being fucked like a bitch.

“Oh, God!” He moaned, suddenly the victim of the fuck.

Grinning, she began to pound on him. She was moving like a man, and he was caught like a woman. All he could do was lay there, ankles pushed up near to his head, and take it.

And it was one of the sexiest things he had ever experienced. He could imagine himself a woman, wearing the bra, big tits, taking a big dick inside his pussy.

“How you like it now, bitch!” She crooned. “You still want to be the woman?”

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed, thoughts shattering and having only smutty concepts banging away inside his head. He was submitting, he was being submitted, and there was nothing he could do about it. She had her weight on his legs and he was so bent he couldn’t use his muscles. He couldn’t escape her savage fucking.

Not that he wanted to. He wanted to submit. He wanted to give himself up. But he was surprised when she came first.

“FUUU!” She was standing, and her hips started jerking, then she collapsed on him and he could feel her deep muscles locking up, squeezing his cock, getting every ounce of squirt out of her orgasm.

She rolled off him and he managed to straighten his legs. He was a little sore in the hips from being contorted.

“I didn’t cum,” he said.

She laughed and rolled onto her side and grabbed his wet cock. “That’s the way I like my men. Hard and horny. How long should I keep you this way?”

“Oh, honey! You can’t leave me this way!”

She stroked him slowly, kissed his mouth lightly, and snuggled against him. “I’m going to give you a taste before I let you squirt,” she said.

She stroked him, long and lazy, and kissed him, hot and passionate, and stopped before he could cum.

Again and again, and she made him beg. For an hour she did this to him, reducing him to jelly. Then she finally let him squirt.

As he lay there, exhausted, sated, dazed with love and stupid from sex, she whispered. “I’m going to make you into the sexiest woman that ever lived. What do you think of that?”

All he could do was smile.

Barbara was a buxom woman. A little thin in the hips, but large in the bosom. She had a narrow face and wore glasses. Sexy but a nerd was how Jed always thought of her.

“Now listen, you two. This is state of the art nanotechnology. They have a power source, but I have not connected it. Don’t you guys connect it.”

“What would happen if we did?” asked Susan.

“The nanotechnology works on a cellular level. Your flesh would actually be changed, everything in you would start adapting. Believe me, we haven’t done near enough testing on this, so…don’t ‘cross the streams.’”

They laughed at the line from Ghostbusters.

Jed looked at his suit. It was laid out on the dining room table. It had large breasts, an actual vagina, and the ‘skin’ was paper thin.

“So what is the market going to be for these things?”

Barbara grinned, “It’s unlimited. Once we get to the point where we can change somebody, and then change them back safely, all of society will want them. Every man can experience being a woman, and every woman can be a man.

“Can you imagine me with…I want one with a really big dick.”

Barbara chuckled. “Wait until you see the dick I selected for you.”

Susan, clapped her hands in glee.

“But, remember, whatever you do, don’t mess with the power source. We don’t know if we can change you back, so the whole purpose here is just to see to how comfortable the suits are, especially for long term wear.

As it was getting late and the party would be starting soon, Barbara helped them get dressed.

Jed had used Nair to remove all his hair and he coated his body with talcum powder. He slipped his feet into the suit, then wiggled until the bottom was up. The back of the suit hung down from his front and Susan and Barbara pulled the material up and helped him get his arms into it. They pulled the stretchy material back and the large breasts came up and fitted to his chest.

“This is very comfortable,” he said. “It’s almost like I’m not wearing anything.”

Barbara pushed the fake skin together almost like it was velcro, on his back. “These two leads are the power source. I can’t tuck them under the ski, so they’ll just be exposed. Just don’t put them together, okay?”

Jed and Susan nodded and looked at Jed in awe.

Jed was slender, and the suit gave him a few curves that he lacked. Feminine curves. His breasts hung down like real tits. The nipples were large and erect.

“Holy moley, Batman,” he muttered. He flipped his long hair out and shook his arms and…he wore the suit like it was his own skin.

The girls laughed as he played with his tits and felt the fake vagina. His own cock was tucked into a little tube and held down. It was like a chastity tube, and created the same feelings of horniness that such a device would cause. His penis kept trying to get hard, but it couldn’t. He could actually put his fingers up the vagina and eel his cock under the skin.

“Okay, now me,” said Susan.

Barbara laid her suit out on the dining table and they stared at it. It had padding to make the shoulders wider and the chest bigger. The hips were square and the dick…it was a full nine inches long. It was hard, but hung down.

“Oh, baby,” Susan licked her lips. “Do you think I could trade this in for my husband?”

“Hey!” blurted Jed and the girls laughed.

Susan was slathered with talcum powder and stepped into the legs. Shortly they were pulling the top up, her arms slipped into the sleeves, and Barbara put the back together.

Jed and Susan looked at each other and giggled. He had a female body, she had a male body. He had a vagina and she had a cock and two of the biggest balls they had ever seen.

“Forgive me for asking, but did you guys fuck before putting these suits on?”

They shook their heads. “We were so excited about this that we didn’t think about it.”

“Hah! You’ll be horny all night then. Poor babies.”

“What about going to the bathroom?”

“No problem. Your cock tube leads to the vagina. You just have to sit and pee. And your cock leads back up to your pussy,” she said to Susan. “Just push your cock back a little to make sure there is a good connection, and pee standing up.”

“Oh, baby! I’m going to be writing my name in the snow tonight!”

They all snickered.

“What about, uh…number two?”

“Just wipe thoroughly. The fake skin is like real skin, so as long as you practice proper hygiene you should be fine.”

Susan stepped forward and pressed her naked, male body against his naked female body. Breasts pressed against chest and dick was pressed against pussy. “Shall we dance?”

 A short time later Barbara left and the two were left to finish getting themselves ready. Susan led Jed to the back bedroom and put him at her vanity table. She began cleaning his pores and priming him.

“This is amazing,” he said.

“And horny,” she agreed. “Man I would love to connect the power sources. Barbara said we would be able to fuck just like we were really these sexes.”

“We’re going to have to volunteer to help with the testing of these things.”

“I’ll say.” She was finished with his foundation and she began to add color to his face.

Jed stared at the mirror, watching his facer transform. He was amazed when she brushed color on his eyes. His eyes took on a sultry look and he said, “So that’s what I’d look like as a woman.”

“Yep.” Her face was in front of his and her tongue was at the corner of her mouth as she concentrated on the transformation.

“Are you going to wear make up?”

She stopped and looked at him. “I don’t know. Maybe a little. I feel bald without it, but I am the man.”

“What about high heels?”

They were the same height and she usually didn’t wear heels because it made her look taller then him.

“Wow? The sky’s the limit, yes?”

“Don’t see why not.”

“I’ll put you in two inchers, you should be able to walk in those, but I can wear the big girl spikes. I will dwarf you and you’ll be my little bitch.”

His cock was really pounding now. The more she made him up, the longer they were in these costumes, the more his dick wanted to get out and grow.

She painted his lips red, then stopped, turning his face from side to side and inspected it, then grinned. “Tell me, little girl, have you ever sucked a man’s cock?”

His eyes went wide. “I don’t believe I have.”

“Then, my little slut, it’s time you learned.” She stood up and faced him.

He was sitting, and her cock was right in his face. It was big and thick, but hanging. He stared at it, was fascinated.

She put her hands on the back of his head and gently pulled his face forward.

Jed reached up and raised the big tube of fake meat.

She stared as his red lips came closer, closer, and then he opened them.

She slid her cock into his mouth a couple of inches, and he gagged.

She laughed. “Come on, honey. You want me to deep throat you all the time.”

“I’m not this big!” he gargled around the big dick.

“Well, take your time then, but I expect to be fucking your tonsils.”

Jed tried to relax his throat. It was hard, but he managed to get about three inches into his mouth. Finally, he backed off, gasping. “That’s crazy!”

“You did good, honey. And, who knows, one of these days maybe I’ll be unloading a big, thick load of gism down your girly throat.”

“Now it’s your turn,” he said.

He stood up and pushed her back to the bed, then he lay down and spread his legs.

She placed a hand on each of his thighs and began eating his pussy. It was extremely lifelike, and she searched out the labia and the clitoris and even stuck a finger up his hole.

He laughed. “I can’t feel much, but…my mind thinks it can.”

She got to her feet. She moved forward and held her big cock towards his slit.

“Heysoos!” he blurted.

She managed to put the tip of her big member into his artificial cunt. They held their positions for a minute. They couldn’t feel much, but the idea was there and they laughed and laughed and their eyes were bright with lust and an anticipation that would likely never come true.

Finally, she stepped back. He grabbed her by the cock and kissed it. “If only,” he whispered, looking up at her.

She nodded. “If only.”

After the make up Jed had to get into panties and bra.

The panties just went right up, but he had trouble fitting his big chonkers into the bra. “How do women do it?” he muttered.

Susan showed him how to fasten the bra in front, slide it around his waist, then pull the cups up to encase his large boobs.

“Hey!” he observed, “This actually feels good. Even though these are fake boobs they were pulling on me.”

“Like a saddle on a horse,” quipped Susan. “Give it a few years, it won’t be so cool.”

“Okay, what now?”

“Corset, nylons, and…oh, we have to paint your nails.”

“Paint my…nails?”

“Yep. All twenty of them. Sit down.”

He sat, and she prepped his toes. She sanded and clipped and finally began stroking red polish onto them. Three coats, then lacquer, and each toe looked like a little pool of blood.

Then his hands, but she didn’t just paint them. She glued long fingernails on to them. His nails were an inch long and a delicate oval, and she painted them the same red.

“Good lard! These look like claws!”

She smiled. “Meow!”

“How will I do anything? I don’t think I can even pop a top with these!”

She cleared her throat. “You look around for a big, strong man to help you, you frail, helpless, little girl.”

He actually looked a little aghast. The idea of going from self-sufficient man to a helpless little girl who had to have help to do anything…it was daunting.

She laughed. “Don’t worry, sweet cheeks, I’ll take care of you.”

He just got sadder and sadder, and she laughed harder and harder.

The first thing he needed help with was the corset. His fingernails couldn’t even pull the stiff material up, and he even had trouble attached the clasps. Finally, he was laying on his belly and Susan pulled the ties.

“It’s hard to breath,” he admitted.

“Women used to pass out wearing these, Mr. Big, Strong Man.”

Heysoos,” he whispered harshly as she yanked on strings.

Then he couldn’t even bend enough to pull on the nylons.

“Look at it this way,” Susan said as she unrolled the nylons up his legs and fastened them to the straps, “In olden times women had maids just to help them get dressed.”

“So are you my maid now?” he grinned.
She made a moue, “I’m your man servant, at least for tonight.”

“Did ladies of old fuck their man servants?”

“As often as they could. Go on, slide your cock out and fuck me.”

The look that crossed his face made her laugh.

“It’s torture to be a woman,” he said in a low voice.

“Sometimes,” she agreed, “until you find a man you can push around. Then it’s all worth it.”

He looked at her and thought she was laughing, but…she wasn’t.

“You want to wear panties?

He blinked. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because you’re wearing the suit, those are like body sized panties.”

“What if somebody looks up under my dress.”

“You haven’t seen your dress yet.”

“I’ll do what you think I should do. After all, you understand all this stuff, I don’t.”

She nodded. “No panties then.

She helped him put on a flaring underdress.

“This is built for the costume. In olden times women might wear several under dresses.

He looked down at the billowing skirt.

She helped him into the dress proper. He was ow wearing a satin affair that took up a lot of room. What was cool was that his legs felt bare, even with the nano suit on, especially with the nylons on and he liked that feeling.

That brought them to the bodice.

“Is that another corset?”

“Nope. The corset closes around your waist. The bodice does that, but it presents your tits.”

“What?”

She helped him into the bodice. It was a dark satin color, very shimmery.

The corset is actually underwear, the bodice can be underwear or overwear. I’ve used the corset to push your tits up, the bodice will barely cover them. I tell ya, the men are going to be drooling over your charms.

He realized that the bodice could be tightened, but she didn’t tighten it. She just covered the corset, and the lip of the bodice just barely covered his nipples. And his tits, the tits given him by the nano suit, looked HUGE!

He suddenly started turning red. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

“What? You don’t like having big bazookas? Why not? You like it when I have my tits showing. You salivate all over the place when my boobs are pushed up and bulging.”

“Well, uh…I didn’t know that…this is…uh…”

Susan just laughed.

DING DONG!

They looked at each other. Then a voice drifted back to them. “How are you guys doing?”

Barbara.

“Back here, girlfriend,” Susan called.

Barbara entered the bedroom and stopped. “Where’d Jed go? Who’s this beautiful creature?”

“That’s Jed.”

“Oh, my God! I thought you had gotten rid of him, maybe wanted to go Lesbian.”

They all chuckled.

“So how’s the dick, dickless?”

That put a dopey look on Jed’s face and the girls chortled.

“Look, this is research and discovery, so…don’t mind me…I’m going to get under the hood.”

Jed looked a little uncomfortable, but Susan just grinned and said, “Knock yourself out. I do.”

Barbara had Jed sit down and she lifted his dress and had him hold it up. He could feel her feeling his legs, feeling where the fake skin ended and his own began. She made murmurs of approval every once in a while.

She began feeling his private parts.

“Hey!” he said.

“Easy, girl. It’s in the name of science.”

So he felt her fumbling around his vagina, into his vagina, feeling for the tube that held his cock. Then she ran her hands under his buns. “Sit up a bit.” She actually touched his asshole and he quivered.

Finally, she lowered his dress and began examining him topside. She felt his tits, checked what she called the suit’s seams, and looked at the way the suit settled on him. Finally, she was done. And Jed, having had a strange woman feel his whole body, even though it was through a nano suit, was even hornier. His cock was pushing against the little tube maniacally.

“Excellent. Suit fits like it was made for him, which it sort of is. Do you need some help with his hair or anything?”

“I need to pierce his ears, and…yes. His hair.”

“Okay, let’s finish this puppy up and get you guys going.

“I don’t think I want my ears pierced.”

“Sure you do. It’s the whole experience, right? And the holes will heal up when we take the earrings out of them.

Jed sighed and gave a nod. “All right.”

Barbara started brushing his hair, spraying a little water on it as she made it long and wavy.

Susan pierced his ears and put a couple of diamond strings on them. “Beautiful, but…his hair seems awfully long.”

Barbara tilted her head. “This is what I’m styling.”

“But I could swear his hair only came down to here,” she touched a place on his neck.

“Well, it’s almost down to his shoulders, so you must be mistaken.

That, of course, was the first sign that something was not working as prescribed. Nobody caught it, though, and the girls kept working on Jed.

“Okay, I think he’s done. How about you?”

“I’m easy. Why don’t you guys have a drink, make me one, and I’ll be out in a minute.

Jed and Barbara walked down the hallway. Barbara giggled. “You sure take up a lot of room with that dress.”

“Tell me about it. You want wine or bourbon?”

“Bourbon is good.”

“On the rocks? Straight? Coke?”

“Coke.”

Jed made the drinks, and it was bizarre doing this simple little task with his long fingernails.

“Can you open the bottle?”

Barbara did.

“And can you pop the…Oh, I figured it out.” Jed stuck the end of a can opener under the pop top and opened his first can as a woman.

“Very good,” applauded Barbara. “Pretty tough being a woman, eh?”

“It’s sure different. Some of this stuff I don’t understand why you do it.”

“So we can catch men to work for us.”

“Yeah, Susan was mentioning that. But I notice that you’re not married.”

“I haven’t found a man that can follow directions.”

They smiled and sipped.

“Almost done!” yelled Susan from the back room.

Jed and Barbara sat and chatted for a while, some of the talk was about nano technology, and some of it was about men and women, they way they acted, thought, and so on.

Finally they heard click, click, click coming down the hallway. Susan stepped into the room and Jed stared.

She was wearing slacks, long enough to hide her high heels. She had bound her breasts and her chest was flat. She had done her hair in a French fashion that made it look shorter than it was. She had just the bare trace of make up on. A little pink lipstick, a bit of eyeliner, and that was about all.

“Girlfriend! Wonderful!” Barbara gushed.

Susan turned to Jed.

“I hate to say it, but you make me nervous.”

“Nervous?” curiosity flitted across your face.

“You’re too…manly. You make me feel like…you’re a man and I’m…it’s making me weird, that’s all.”

She linked her arm with his, with her heels she was two inches taller. “You’ll get over it…’woman.’”

He tried to go with it. “Okay…’man.’”

Barbara marveled, and laughed, and finally said, “Sip your bourbon. There’s a party going on.”


PART TWO

It was difficult getting Jed into the car without messing up his costume. Finally he slid into the backseat.

Susan laughed and slid behind the steering wheel. “A carriage to the ball,” she said.

They rolled through the streets, Jed back seat driving like crazy, and Susan ignoring him and doing what she wanted. They were having a great time.

They rolled up to the company and she parked in the back of the parking lot.

“Why aren’t you parking in your space?”

“We’re in your car, but if I parked in my space some people might know who I am.”

“They’ll recognize you.”

“Yes, but they won’t recognize you.”

“What?”

“Sure. Let’s do our own thing until the contest is over. There’s some business I want to talk with people, anyway. I’ll bet you win.”

“But isn’t that going to be suspicious? If I win? Being your husband and all?”

“I’m not judging, so what do I care.”

Susan watched him saunter across the parking lot. She had given him a crash course on how to walk like a woman, and he wasn’t doing a half bad job.

When he disappeared through the side door she got out, walked around the parking lot and came in from the reception area.

The party was going great guns when she entered the big room. There were a couple of werewolves by the water cooler, though they weren’t drinking water. Heh. A Batman who looked like her Chief of Operations was dancing with Robin, who looked like his wife. A couple of fellows came as themselves but wearing Zorro masks. So much for their Christmas bonus.

She moved across the room, through cops and robbers and Indian chiefs and squaws and she was quickly recognized. Her people touched her arm, said she looked wonderful, and she found the punch bowl.

There were actually two punch bowls. One had punch for the teetotalers, of which there were a few. The other bowl had bourbon in it. Pure bourbon, if you were brave. A line of cold Cokes next to it if you weren’t.

Susan ladled out some bourbon and added Coke and sipped.

“You would ruin that bourbon with Coke?”

She turned to face Billy Hardin. ‘Hard on,’ they called him, and he lived up to his name. Quite a few of the secretaries had sampled him, and he was not found wanting.

“Some people would say I’m ruining Coke with bourbon.”

“Heresy!” he howled. He wore a monk’s outfit. He had a strap on on underneath the brown robe. Or, knowing Billy, it might be the real thing.

Susan looked down at his projection and said, “I hope that’s not real.”

“You’ll have to find out, and if you go groping me I’ll scream sexual harassment.”

Susan laughed, and her stomach grumbled. Loud. And she felt a slight quiver of pain shoot through her pubic area. She grunted, her eyes unfocused, then she recovered. She shouldn’t have bound her breasts so tight.

She grabbed Billy’s cock. Yep, it was real. He groaned and his eyes rolled a bit.

Susan laughed. “Ha! It’s real!”

He said, “That’s it. Sexual harassment. I’ll own this company before I’m done with you.”

“She leaned forward and whispered in his ear. “Rape.”

He laughed and held his hands up. “You win.”

“Not yet. But give me a few more drinks and maybe we’ll see who gets raped.”

The pain shot through her, and she felt sick, but…it wasn’t bad. It was coming in waves. If it just held off for a while she could enjoy the party.

Across the room Jed was looking for the booze table. He felt a squeamish sort of pain in his balls and he wanted a drink. He was so fucking bound up…all he needed was a drink.

“Hey, beautiful, need a date?”

Jed recognized Dick Needles. In charge of the warehouse, and sometimes called, ‘Needless Dick,’ or ‘Needa Dick,’ Or several other things.

Dick didn’t recognize Jed. But Jed didn’t think anybody would recognize him. He rarely came to these shindigs, and he didn’t like to socialize much anyway, and with all this make up on his face, and his tits looking real…heck, Needa Dick hadn’t recognized him, and even thought he was really a girl.

The feeling of embarrassment dropped away. He was safe. He was anonymous. He could do whatever he wanted without fear of repercussion.

“I only date men with huge cocks.” He kept a straight face and spoke in a high voice. Then he felt guilty. Dick’s face fell and he looked totally miserable.

So, overcoming good sense, Jed linked his arm in Dick’s and said, “Like yours.”

Needa Dick immediately perked up.

Jed said, “Now, to tell you the truth, I don’t want a date, but I sure could use a drink. Where’s the refreshments.”

“Oh, hell,” Needa Dick said, suddenly all proud and peacocky, “I’ll go get you one.”

Jed watched as Dick braved the crowd and headed across the room. Crap, this might work out. If he could control these over sexed maniac manimals then maybe…maybe he could have a good time. Besides, there wasn’t much chance of him winning the costume contest, and he could head out before the contest winners were announced, anyway.

Suddenly he felt that pain again. His balls started to ache, his chest hurt, and he moved over next to a wall and leaned against it. He was dizzy, but he managed to stay upright, and he never got to the point of puking.

Damn. He was going to have to get Susan to loosen this stupid corset!

Then a fellow named George introduced himself, and Dick showed up with a drink, and other men were checking him out. He fought off the waves of sickness and managed to have a good time. The waves of sickness only lasted seconds, and then he felt really good. And the booze helped.

The party was a blast. A couple of hundred people in costumes, lots of alcohol, couple were seen heading upstairs, into closets, even into the parking lot for a romp among the bushes.

Susan drank too much, and she knew it, but the constant waves of pain made her grab the liquor like it was medicine. And, who knows, maybe it was. Maybe the alcohol reduced the symptoms she was suffering.

And, sick or drunk or whatever, she talked to all her people and made the rounds. She passed Jed and smiled, and even chatted for a moment like they were strangers. After a couple of hours she was fairly well blotto. People faded in and out. The party got more ribald, and Billy showed up again. His dick was even harder, and there were little wet stains were he had leaked through his costume.

As he came up to her she felt a big wave of nausea surge through her. She grabbed the edge of a table and Billy grabbed her arm. “You all right?”

“Right as fucking rain,” she muttered.

“You want me to take you upstairs? So you can rest in your office?”

“No.”

But Billy ‘Hard on’ was already moving her towards the stairs. He held her elbow and they walked up the steps.

“I don’t know…what will people think?” She giggled as the nausea left her.

“They’ll think that Billy Hard On is helping a friend to the men’s room.”

“Oh, that’s right. I’m a man.”

“Me, too,” said Billy, with a leer.

That was when Susan got it. She peered closely at his face, and she could almost smell it.

Billy Hard On was bi.

And…he wanted to fuck the boss.

But the boss didn’t want to fuck him.

Or, wait a minute…maybe she did.

They staggered down the hallway and into Susan’s office. Billy locked the door and walked her to the couch.

She was on a high now, feeling good between the waves of sickness, and she spun him around and pushed him over her desk.

He grunted and his hands went out. She noticed that he was wearing clear polish on his nails.

“I don’t want you fucking me,” she said. “That wouldn’t be proper, me being a boss and all, but I certainly don’t mind fucking you.”

Billy might be bi, but he was in the mood for fucking, not being fucked. He tried to straighten up, to push off the desk, but he hadn’t counted on Susan’s strength.

Susan felt very strong. Like all those fake muscles in the nano suit were real. She lifted his robe and saw that he wasn’t wearing underwear.

“Came prepared, eh?” she muttered, unzipping her fly.

“Hey!” Billy gurgled.

“Hay is for horses, bitch,” Susan said, rather gleefully.

Her cock popped out. That was really strange. Her cock was hard, but it just hung there. Now it was standing out, like a real dick, and she thought she could even feel it. She feel it pulsing, throbbing, and it bobbed up and down.

Damn, this nano thing is cool, she thought.

Billy tried to move again, but Susan kicked his feet to the sides and moved in.

And stopped.

Billy Hard On was wearing a butt plug.

“Are you shitting me?” Susan snickered.

“Let me—“

“Shut up,” she said, pushing his back so he fell forward again. With her other hand she pulled the butt plug out. It actually popped when it came out, and she tossed it to the side.

“Leave me—“

Susan pushed her nano cock into him and he gasped. And she felt the cock like it was actually part of her. Man, this was good. It felt real. She could even feel her balls slapping around down there.

“Fuck!” whimpered Billy, then he gave up and went with it. After all, this was not the first time he had ever experienced a little anal. He pushed his butt back and moved it in a circular motion.

Susan laughed and slapped his ass, and fucked him harder. Man, this dick was hard! And it was so stiff! She wondered why it was no long hanging limp, then she forgot about it. The feeling of her cock being inside Billy’s ass was just too much.

She sawed it in and out, felt the nerves slithering along the veins. Man, this was better than female sex. With female sex you laid there and took it, you submitted. But with this nano dick she was a King Kong. She was large and in charge. And poor Billy Hard On finally took a little of what he had been putting out.

Of course, tell the truth, Billy didn’t really dislike it.

Downstairs Jed was lost. He had men on all sides of him, and they were laughing and he felt like he should be laughing, because he was a man, after all, but…he was dizzy, and nauseous, and these strange pains rippled through him.

Needa Dick seemed to be a ring leader. Truth was, Dick had first dibs, and somehow all the drunks recognized this, and they followed Dick and Jed outside.

The parking lot stretched out and to the side was the dumpster. Everything was clean for the party, and five men accompanied Dick and Jed to the dumpster area. Behind the dumpster was a small area for eating. Billy helped Jed sit on the picnic table. He pushed him gently onto his back and began fiddling with his dress.

“No…no…” mumbled Jed, but the men just chuckled and talked about how hot he was. Suddenly his chest was in the open air, and it felt cool, and then somebody was sucking on his nipples.

The odd thing was that he thought he could feel his nipples. Turgid and erect, and men on either side of him sucking them.

Then his dress was being pulled off. His corset, being too difficult to remove, was left on him.

Man, what a pussy,” somebody said in the darkness.

He felt a mouth sucking on his cock…no…not his cock…but that

was where his cock was supposed to— “UNH!

He felt a sharp pain and it felt like something was inside him, actually inside him, and moving up and down, and…the sudden pain aside, it felt good!

He groaned and pushed his hips towards the good feeling.

“Wow!” Somebody blurted.

Then his body was pulled backwards, and his head suddenly hung back over the edge of the table. A long shaft pushed at his red lips and he opened his mouth.

Balls slapped against his ass, the incredible feeling of somebody moving something inside him grew and grew.

But he didn’t have a pussy!

He didn’t! So what was…

“Oh…fuck!”

He felt something squirting inside him, splashing his innards with fluid.

Hands groped his breasts, and he could feel everything.

One dick pulled out and another went in.

That was okay with him…

“Fu-u-uck!” Susan groaned as she filled Billy Hard On with sperm. And she knew, in the midst of earth shattering pleasure, that something was wrong.

She had cum. She had a dick that felt everything, and she had just squirted into a man’s ass.

That was definitely more than Barbara had promised with the nano suit.

She pulled her dripping dick out of the monk’s ass and stuffed it back in her pants. She zipped up as Billy managed to stand up. He turned to her, a shocked look on his face. “You…you’re a man!”

“Tell anybody and I’ll fuck you again,” she threatened.

Billy wouldn’t tell anybody. He was bi, but he didn’t want people to know it. He didn’t want anybody to know how much he liked taking it up the ass.

Susan was suddenly sober. She walked out of her office and left Billy to fend for himself. She walked down the stairs and looked for Jed.

Jed was nowhere. She circled the room, looked in other rooms, checked private offices and the bathrooms.

Then she heard two men: “She’s fucking hot, and she’s taking everybody on!”

She grabbed one of the men, he was a worker from the warehouse, and snarled, “Where?”

The man recognized her, but he was too cowed by her attitude to do anything but answer honestly.

“Out…out back.” He thumbed towards the parking lot.

Susan headed for the back door. In the midst of the drunken revelry people felt her coming and stepped out of the way.

She exited the building and stood in the parking lot and looked around.

She saw the group of men on the other side of the dumpster right away. She began running towards them.

There were about 12 men, and they were laughing and chuckling. Some of them had their cocks out and were stroking them.

Susan charged into the middle of them, pushed them back, hit at them.

“What the fuck is going on! What are you…JED!”

Jed lay on the picnic bench, his legs spread, his pussy dripping with cum. His eyes were dazed, but he looked happy.

The men weren’t sure what to do and Susan spun on them. “Get the fuck out of here! Clean out your desks! You’re all fired!”

The men moved back, were confused, but the voice of authority had spoken.

As Susan turned back to the laid out Jed she heard somebody say, “But she was enjoying it!”

Susan cradled his head and sobbed. What the hell had happened? Her pussy had turned into a dick! And Jed’s dick…where was it?”

After a minute she made Jed sit up. He was dazed and didn’t look hurt, but…but all those men…didn’t Jed know that men could…men would…but then she realized that he didn’t. Jed was a man, and no man really understands what he is capable of.

She gathered his torn dress and held it around his waist. She helped him stand up.

“Hey, Susan. What’s going on?”

Did he even know that he had been fucked? Gang banged? He looked so dazed and out of it.

She led him across the parking lot to their car. She helped him into the front seat and ran around to her side.

Men didn't need purses, they carried keys in their pockets, so she grabbed her keys and started the car up. In seconds they were zooming out of the parking lot.

“I didn’t know whether I should go to the hospital or not. He’s not hurt, but…Barbara, you should have seen all those men!”

“No, it’s good you called me. Take me back and let me see him. I’m going to need to see you, too.”

Susan, still wearing a man’s clothes, but no high heels, walked Barbara back to the bedroom.

Jed was sleeping soundly in the bed. He had a smile on his face and, if Barbara was to bet, he was having good dreams.

She checked the ankles and wrists where the costume became hands and feet. There was no seam. There was no line where skin became nano.

She looked at his vagina. Susan had cleaned it out, but it was puffy and red. It had been over used.

She examined his breasts, and frowned when she pulled on the nipples and the nano suit didn’t stretch out. It was like these big, erect nipples were actually Jed’s.

She looked at the neck, no sign of seam. She looked at the back and the place where she had pressed the nano suit together in the back was smooth. It was just like skin. Real skin.

But how could that be?

She finally looked for the power source, the little cord and connector on the back. The suit was self powered, motion creating energy to effect change. The power cord was gone, as if it had never been.

Barbara backed away, frowning. She turned to Susan. “Now you.”

Susan stripped and Barbara examined her thoroughly. Barbara’s breasts were gone and she had a flat chest. There was no sign of her pussy, only a big dick and balls that reacted like a real dick and balls when Barbara examined them, hefted them, pressed on them fondled them.

No seams. No power cord. No difference between the suit and the flesh.

“Barbara, what’s happened?”

They walked back to the kitchen and Barbara picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. “The suit activated itself. I don’t know how or why. I’m calling…Hello, Rod. We’ve got a problem. Uh huh. The suit I checked out for field testing. It activated.”

Barbara talked for a while longer, then hung up the phone. “I don’t know what happened, Susan, but we’ll get to the bottom of this.”

“But what will we do? I’m a man! And Jed’s a woman! How can that be? What can we do about it.”

“Look, I don’t have answers, but the guys who built the suit are on the way, and they can answer your questions.”

They sat down at the kitchen table and waited, and within half an hour cars began to arrive.

Men in lab suits showed up.

Executives showed up. Lawyers showed up.

Jed slumbered peacefully while they assaulted him with stethoscopes and leads and examined his body.

Susan watched, insisted on being in the bedroom, and tears began to seep from her eyes. Barbara stayed by her side, and when the company lawyer tried to get Susan to sign a release form Barbara told him where to go, and he better hurry.

Jed, of course, slumbered peacefully through the circus.

Jed woke up and was relaxed, happy, and confused. The morning sunshine was glowing through the window. The nanosuit company men had left just minutes before.

He stretched and looked down at his chest. “What’s this?” He had tits. “Oh, yeah.” He remembered the suit.

Susan was there, sitting on the bed, then hugging him, then sitting on the bed and holding his hand.

“Don’t you think we better get out of this costumes?” he suggested.

Susan began crying, and Barbara, hearing them talk, and then listening from the hallway, came into the room.

“Good morning, Jed.”

“Hey! Hi, Barbara. What’s going on? Is something wrong? Did you want your nano suits? They really worked well.” Then he frowned. Memories were nibbling at him and he remembered a crowd of men and something happening.

“About that, uh, there’s something you should know.”

A half hour later Barbara left. And she left Jed with an open mouth and totally stunned psyche. Susan walked her out to her car, they hugged, and Barbara promised to keep her appraised of everything the company did.

Then Barbara drove away and Susan went back into the house.

Jed was standing in his closet and staring at his man clothes. He had put on a shirt and found that it didn’t fit too well. It hung on him, and his tits pushed the chest out until the buttons threatened to pop.

He turned to Susan. “I can’t wear man clothes any more.”

“And I can’t wear woman clothes,” she agreed.

They stared at each other for a long couple of seconds, then hugged.

After a couple of minutes they separated and looked at the closets.

“I’ll help you get dressed,” Susan said.

“No corset this time,” Jed remarked.

“No corset.”

She helped him into culottes and a blouse. Her bras fit well and his chest thrust forward.

He looked at his smooth legs. They were not just shaved male legs, they were smooth, sexy female legs.

“Shoes?” He asked.

She handed him a pair of athletic sneakers. “High heels are only for dressing up and going out, or working.”

He nodded and bent over to tie his shoes. His breasts got in the way and he had to shift his body to get his boobs past his knees.

“Damn,” he said. “I’m stacked.”

She nodded. And she was sad. She had lost the symbol of her femininity. Her breasts were nothing but a memory.

“But they think they can return us to our regular bodies?”

“So they said. But we have to wait until this change finishes.”

“And that might take months.”

“Maybe as much as a year.”

“So we’re going to be like this for a year.”

“Probably.”

They sat on the bed and were lost in their own thoughts.

“After a while Jed said, “What will we do?”

“Life as usual,” said Susan. “I still have a company to run, and I can run it as a man. You still have your internet business, doesn’t matter what sex you are.”

He nodded. “You know, I always was fascinated by the idea of being a woman. I did a little crossdressing. I…” He trailed off.

“And now you got your wish. If wish it was.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I suppose under the hot desire is a deep thought. So I must have wanted this. One way or another…I’m me. Man or woman…I’m me.”

Susan leaned on him and he put his arm around her. Then he laughed.

“What?”

“I’m consoling you, like a man consoles a woman. But you’re the man, you should be consoling me.”

Susan sniffed and chuckled, wiggled out from under Jed’s arm and put her arm around him. With her male body and his female body it worked out a little better. He leaned against her, and it felt right.

“So life goes on. You run your business, and I do my writing.”

“I guess.”

“So what about sex?”

She looked at him. “What?”

“I was horny as a man, I’m still horny. I have memories of something happening last night, but I was pretty drunk…and…I’m still horny.”

“What do you want me to do about it?”

“You’re the man, aren’t you?”

He was looking up at her, his eyes open, a little scared, a little excited.

“So what do you want me to do?”

“I want you to show me how my pussy works. I want to feel your dick. I don’t want a party where I’m drink and fucked up…I want to feel my lover take me and show me heaven.”

She stared at him, then, like something was breaking deep down inside her throat, she sighed.

She leaned and turned and took him in her arms. It was awkward because she hadn’t done anything like this, but it was also instinctive and quickly learned.

She kissed him. She was stronger, her chest wider, her arms thick with muscle. She held him and bent him back and nuzzled his throat.

“Oh,” he said.

She undid his blouse and kissed his breasts. She reached behind him and undid his bra. She kissed his nippled and he held to her head and near swooned with the excitement.

Susan turned over and undid his culottes and pulled them down, then his panties.

Jed fumbled with her pants, but gave up. His fingernails weren’t able to do that simple maneuver.

She took her pants off, too her shirt off.

He felt her chest and marveled at how strong it was. He tickled her nipples, kissed them, and said, “They’re so much smaller now.”

“And they’re not as sensitive.”

“Mine are.”

She grinned and sucked on his nipples. He groaned.

She put her hand down to his pussy and grabbed it. She held his mons and lifted and Jed gasped and arched.

“How about a little finger banging?” she asked. She inserted her finger into his vagina and began hooking over the G spot.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. He had never felt anything so intense in his life.

She jacked him several times, until he was gasping and his eyes rolling in the sockets. Then she pushed him back and spread his legs.

He looked down as she climbed up between his legs and saw her huge cock.

“Can I take that?” He asked in a low, frightened voice.

“Babies come out of holes, this dick going in should be nothing.”

But it was more than nothing. It was something, a big something.

Jed cried out as his flesh opened up to accept the monster dong, then he held on for dear life.

Susan fucked him. Slowly at first, but picking up speed. After all, he wasn’t hurting, he was begging for more.

“Oh, God! Yes!” He pushed his hips up and accepted her big cock.

She screwed down on him, right to her big balls. She twisted and pulled out and he nearly died from the pleasure.

“Fuck, yes!”

In she went, nine inches plummeting, scoring his innards, then pulling out.

He held on and cried, and arched, and twisted, and figured out how to fuck.

Finally, they began to climb the mountain. Susan held back as much as she could. It was actually easier than she thought it would be because she didn’t really know how to fuck like a man.

She began to squirt, her cock just wiggled inside of Jed and sperm shot out and it felt glorious. In one way it wasn’t as good as a female cum. It was hard and fast, more intense. But in other ways it was as good, and maybe even better.

Jed felt her let loose inside of him, and he raised his hips and took in the moment, felt the splashing of fluid. He had been fucked, and it was good, and then he began to cum.

His hips rose, his back arched, he cried out, and it was like he was being pulled into an exploding ocean. It was better than a male cum, and yet, there were things about it that weren’t as good. It was bigger, wider, swallowed him.

Drained, exhausted, they lay in each other’s arms and thought about what they had just done.

They had changed bodies and fucked, and it had blown their minds.

And Jed said, “You know, at the end of a year?”

“Yes?”

“We don’t have to change back.”

Susan smiled.

END
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PART ONE

“Damned party,” Harry muttered. “Meet a bunch of idiots, put up with their idiocy. I’d rather  stay home and drink beer and…”

Harry kept muttering, and Louise knew that wasn’t a good sign. When Harry started talking to himself he was on the edge of being not nice.

“Honey, it’s okay It’s just a neighborhood mixer, welcome us to the neighborhood, that sort of thing.”

Harry spun and glared at his wife. His eyes were fixed and glittering with anger. His lip was curled back and he looked like he was ready to fight.

Louise moved back and took in her breath.

Harry grabbed her arm, “Where you going?”

“Honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything.”

“A neighborhood mixer, eh? And how did we get invited to that stupidity?”

“Please, honey,” she tried to twist out from under his strong grip. She was afraid she would have bruises where his fingers tightened on her flesh. “I was just talking to Helen Swanson and she said it was what they did, have a mixer. Can’t you—“

He shook her. “I don’t like mixers!”

Louise was desperate now. Her voice went up a bit as she went into a sort of begging mode. “You don’t have to go. I’ll just tell them you’re a little tired and—“

“Make me look weak, eh? Great. Get dressed.” He flung her arm towards her and she almost fell down.

She rubbed her arm and looked at it. Yes, she was going to have bruises.

Harry walked into his closet and picked out slacks and a shirt. He was muttering the whole while.

When Louise first married Harry he was a charmer. He treated her like she was a princess, and she loved him.

But over time he changed. He stopped being so affectionate. He started muttering a lot. He said mean things to her.

Cow. He liked to refer to her as a cow.

And bitch. Bitch was one of his favorite words for her.

He didn’t say such words loudly, just loud enough for her to hear, just loud enough to hurt her feelings and make her unsure of herself.

Not saying a word, afraid to draw attention to herself, Louise got dressed. She put on the corset and pulled it tight. She hated the thing, but Harry wanted her to wear it. He said her belly looked like she was fat and ugly if she didn’t wear it.

She rolled on nylons, and listened to him in the closet.

“Stupid cow. Always embarrassing me.”

Little tears welled in her eyes, but she continued getting dressed. She tried to adjust the corset so her tits didn’t look so big. She hated how tight the feeling was. It actually hurt after a while, but if she didn’t have her boobs bulging Harry would get mad. A couple of times he had actually slapped her tits. With his bare hands. And called her a fat cow.

She stepped into her dress. She felt ridiculous, showing off that much flesh. She wanted to just wear a summer dress, feel free and not be so bound up, but Harry…

Harry walked out of the closet. He glanced at her, and his eyes were pig mean.

“Aren’t you ready, yet?”

“Almost, honey. Just a couple of more minutes.”

Harry sneered. “Make me late. They throw us a damned party and you make us late. Disrespectful.”

Louise sat down and quickly put on her make up. Bright, red lipstick. Blush. False eyelashes.

Why Harry made her wear extra mascara and thick eyelashes she had no idea, and she hated it, but what was she supposed to do?

If she refused he’d squeeze her arms, and insult her. Once he had even slapped her. Knocked her to the bed.

Oh, he was sorry, said he’d never do it again, but she had a feeling he would. He was just turning into that kind of man.

The mixer was three houses over, and they walked it quickly. It was a beautiful morning, but Harry muttered the whole way, and he held her hand too tight.

“Please, Harry, I can’t walk fast in these heels.”

He slowed down, but he didn’t like it. He muttered something about her being a bitch, then they were walking up the walk.

“Louise! Harry! Welcome to the neighborhood!” Nancy Cardigan gave  Louise an air hug and shook hands with Harry, and suddenly Harry was on best behavior.

“Hey, great of you to have us, Wonderful house you have here.”

Nancy’s husband, Jim, took Harry in hand, got him a drink and introduced him to the other neighbors. And Harry was charming.

Nancy didn’t seem to notice that Louise looked a bit overly made up, or that her tits were bulging  over the corset. She did notice, however, the red marks in the shape of a hand on her upper arm. She had quick eyes, and she frowned, but didn’t say anything.

It was a wonderful neighborhood. Everybody took care of their houses, everybody knew each other, if somebody needed a refrigerator moved, or a little help painting a room, there were plenty of people to help.

Louise loved the neighborhood, it was a step up from their old area.

In the kitchen Nancy introduced her to other ladies, who glanced at her arm and said nothing, and who greeted her warmly. Shortly she had a wine spritzer in her hand and was being treated like she was part of the family.

Out back Harry chatted with Jim and other husbands. Talk of who did what for a living turned into chuckles and jokes, and the party was going along quite well.

At one point Harry came in to get another bourbon and Coke. He frowned when he saw the wine glass in Louise’s hand. He pulled her a side.

“What are you drinking?”

“I’m sorry, Harry, it’s just a wine spritzer.”

He was squeezing her arm, hard, and she tried to push his hand away. Little tears were creeping out of her eyes.

“You know I don’t want you drinking!” he hissed, then he grinned and changed his whole demeanor. “It’s a wonderful party, honey, I’m so glad we came…”

He had caught a glimpse of Nancy in the mirror. She was frowning behind him.

He massaged Louise’s arm briefly. She was going to have a second set of marks.

“Well, I’m going to head back outside.”

He smiled at Nancy as he passed her.

Nancy wasn’t smiling.

Nancy put her arm around Louise’s waist and walked her into the back.

Louise glanced over her shoulder, afraid that Harry wouldn’t approve, but he was gone.

Nancy took Louise into her bedroom and sat her down. She put make up on Louise’s arm, hid the marks, all without saying a word.

“That was an accident,” she explained. “I was falling and he caught me.”

Nancy didn’t say anything. She capped the little bottle of make up and sat on the edge of her vanity table.

“How often does he beat you?”

Louise began to cry.

Nancy waited. She handed Louise a tissue and Louise dabbed at her eyes and managed to stop crying.

Then Nancy reached into her jewelry box and took out a pair of earrings.

“You’ll have to wear these all the time for a month, and then be careful. Some men take a little longer. I would say two months if you want to be sure, and even three months if you want to be positive.”

“What are you…thank you, but…”

“These earrings are made of rare metals, and they enhance your brain waves.”

“Brain waves?”

“I know, sounds ridiculous, but it’s true. You’ll notice that a lot of women wear them in the neighborhood. You’ll be able to control any man while wearing these. They just increase your mental power until it is significantly greater than men’s.”

“But I…I…”

Nancy shushed her. “Eventually you’ll be able to make men do whatever you want to, but it starts with sex. If you make your man erect, or limp, he will quickly come to look upon you as his only hope for an erection and an orgasm. At that point he will become quite compliant. But don’t take them off, and if you wish to control men other than your husband then certainly don’t take them off. Your husband will become trained to respond to you even without the earrings; your mind will be that strong. And eventually other men will respond to you the same way. But it takes time, and patience, and you have to learn some tricks.”

“I can stop him from…from…”

“You can. And it’ll be fun. And don’t worry if you experience a couple of mean streaks. Women who have been battered often turn into temporary bullies. But you’ll get over it. Once your man starts acting a little more human everything will turn out all right.”

Nancy kept talking for an hour. She explained all sorts of things about how to overtly, or covertly, control men.

Louise was a bit surprised by all that she was being told, but she didn’t stand up and walk out because Nancy was treating her so kindly.

So what if this idea of having a stronger brain than a man was silly?

After an hour the two women walked back into the front of house, arm in arm, now great friends.

The party was winding down now, and it was time to go. Louise knew, when Harry saw her, that he was pissed. He hadn’t wanted to come to the party, he wanted to go home, and it was all her fault.

Nancy saw his anger, too, and she whispered, “Remember how to use your hands, it’ll be fine. Try it now. Give him a boner.

Harry was trying to hide his glare, and Louise made a fist and stuck out her finger. She did this while keeping her hand low, but the effect was like a shout in a church.

Harry’s eyes bulged and so did his pants.

He looked down.

“Not so hard,” Nancy whispered with a giggle.

Louise was a quick study. All the things Nancy had been telling her…and she started raising and lowering her finger.

Harry groaned, then clamped his lips shut. Sweat burst out on his forehead. His pants were doing a rhumba.

A couple of the women noticed, and they turned away and hid smirks.

The men noticed, and they had no expression on their faces. Of course, they were already well trained.

“Okay, honey, I’ll come over in a couple of days to see how you’re doing. But you can always give me a call, or any of the ladies, if you need advice.”

Nancy air kissed and hugged Louise.

Several other women similarly bid her good bye, and she noticed that almost all of them were wearing earrings similar to hers.

Harry and Louise walked out of the house, Harry a little stunned by what was happening in his pants, Louise glad that he wasn’t grabbing her arm and squeezing.

“That was a nice party,” she said, linking her arm in his.

Harry lurched a bit in walking, she was still making him hard, soft, hard, soft.

Louise pointed her finger more rigidly and he groaned.

“What’s the matter, Harry?”

“Uh, nothing.” He tripped as his dick pushed against his zipper.

“You’re acting funny.”

“No…no…” he gulped.

Nancy had given Louise a whole bunch of finger positions to help her control Harry. Eventually she wouldn’t need her fingers, but having an idea of what she wanted to happen to Harry in her mind, re-enforced by her fingers, and she was having great affect.

She began crooking her finger gently, and Harry felt like her finger was gently stroking the underside of his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

Louise was sure that Nancy had been telling her the truth now. The way Harry was lurching and weaving, the bulge in his pants, he was experiencing whatever she wanted.

And she was wanting a lot.

After being struck by him, putting up with his hands on her arm. The way he pushed her around, she wanted a little back.

She squeezed her fist and Harry felt his balls tighten up and semen rose up in his shaft. She relaxed her hand before he could squirt, though, and he moaned.

They entered the house and Harry put a hand on a wall and just leaned against it.

Louise left him holding the wall up and headed for the back bedroom. She slipped out of her dress, the corset, and scrubbed her face. She then put on a summer dress and a light bit of make up.

Harry walked into the room.

“Hey, I want you in that corset.”

She swiveled around on her vanity chair and looked at him. “Why?”

“Because I’m horny. Time to fuck, baby.”

“I’m not in the mood.”

Harry blinked and his eyes narrowed. “I don’t think you understand…”

Louise stood up and glared at him. The first time in her life that she had ever stood up to Harry. “I said I’m not in the mood, and I don’t care how hard you are.”

Harry snarled and took a step towards Louise. His hand was out to grab her arm, and she put her hands behind herself and made a fist. She squeezed the fist with her other hand.

Harry felt to his knees. It felt like his balls were exploding. He had never felt so much pain, and he put his hands on the floor and breathed like a dog, gasping.

“What’s the matter, Harry?”

“Something’s wrong.”

“I’ll say. What’s wrong is that a man should never hit a woman.”

“I wasn’t going to…I wasn’t…”

She squeezed her fist harder.

Harry collapsed. He lay on the floor and groaned, and he started to ripple. He was going to puke, and Louise backed off very slightly.

She let go of her fist, opened her hand, and Harry stopped feeling pain. He blinked and got up on his hands and knees. He shook his head and looked around. What the fuck?

Louise crooked her finger, and he felt the underside of his cock being stroked.

“What’s going on?” he cried.

Louise circled a finger and he felt that finger going around the head of his cock. Now his penis was in full erection.

“Stand up, Harry.”

Harry stood up, not because she told him to, but because he felt a little silly on all fours in front of her.

“What is happening?” Tears were leaking out of his eyes.

“It’s the apocalypse, Harry.”

She made a circle of her lips and blew.

Harry fell back and landed on the bed. He was suddenly receiving the best blow job he had ever gotten in his life.

Louise opened and closed her hands and he felt her gentle fingers stroking his testicles.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want. Now you just stay here and enjoy yourself. I’m going to go read a book.”

She walked out of the room and Harry lay on the bed. He felt lips on his cock and his balls were massaged by invisible hands.

“Wait!” he called out.

Louise glanced back at him, a slight smile on her face.

“I need to get off!”

She tilted her head, “You do? Hunh. Well, if you can, go ahead. But don’t touch yourself.”

She walked out and Harry was actually sobbing with frustration. He wanted to grab his cock and stroke himself off, but she had told him he couldn’t touch himself.

The blow job he was receiving wasn’t enough to get him off, the sensations of his balls being massaged wasn’t enough, and all he could do was lay there on the bed and suffer.

Louise went into the living room and picked up a magazine. Then she put it down and frowned. She read fashion magazines because Harry wanted her to. What she really wanted to do was watch Seinfeld and eat chocolates.

Chocolates. Hmmm. Harry could go get her chocolates. but….no, better give him a good lesson first.

She turned on the TV, and the funny thing was that she could sort of feel, like a wispy shadow, Harry’s frustration. It made her smile.

In the bedroom Harry struggled with his zipper. It was hard to do anything with the constant stimulation, but he managed to pull his zipper down, then he wiggled out of his pants. He lay on the bed and groaned. His cock was iron hard and his balls were getting extra sensitive. But he couldn’t touch himself. And Louise seemed to have done something that wouldn’t let him cum.

He lay on the bed, his hips fucking slowly but manically. He reached up and grabbed his nipples. He could touch those, and maybe he could get himself off that way. Oddly, he wasn’t thinking of his wife. He was too caught up in his own reproductive apparatus. He just wanted to cum, and there was no room for any other thought in his universe. So he pulled his nipples, even reached around and poked a finger up his asshole. He was desperate. He had to cum. He had to—

“Oh, my God!”

Harry looked to the side. Louise was leaning against the door, grinning.

“I have never seen you so horny and hard. How’s it feel?”

“I…I need to…cum…”

“I’ll bet you do. But…too bad, so sad. Men who abuse their wives don’t get to cum.”

Harry’s mind wasn’t fully functioning. Or, rather, it was fully functioning on his cock, which didn’t leave much room for other thoughts.

“Please…please…please…” he stuttered. He didn’t understand it, but she was doing this to him. She was making him hard, blowing his cock, sucking it without touching it, and… “Get….me off!”

Louise sauntered into the room and sat down next to him.

“Harry, you’re a bully. I could go on for days on how badly you’re treated me. Which means that I don’t really feel like giving you pleasure.”

Of course she was giving him pleasure, more pleasure than he could stand, but that was beside the point.

“But…I love…you!”

“Sure. You love to squeeze my arm, and you hit me and knocked me down. Well, onto the bed. But I would have fallen to the floor if I hadn’t happened to hit the bed.”

“But I didn’t…mean to…”

His hips were rising and falling and his muscles were trying to push the cum out of his balls.

“Harry, freeze.”

Harry froze. His mind was subject to her stronger mind, and he lay there, his cock pounding in the air, his semen boiling in his balls, and he couldn’t move.

Louise reached out and grabbed his cock. She took the blow job off him and stopped massaging his nuts. “Does this feel better?” She stroked him.

He grunted and tried to squirt.

“Or this?” She let go of his cock and gave him the phantom blow job.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

He couldn’t move, but she could see his muscles tightening, trying to move.

“Or does it matter?” She bit her nail and considered his red, straining face. “Is it six of one half a dozen of the other?”

“I…I…”

Suddenly she stood up and wiggled out of her dress. She pulled her panties down and got on top of him.

“Okay, Harry, you need a fuck, and, well, seeing you having so much fun, I guess I need one, too. But don’t you dare cum.”

She smiled and closed her eyes as she slid down his pole.

Harry grunted with the sheer heaven of having his cock fucked. He felt her soft tissue slide over his veins and then she was impaled, squashing his balls with her butt.

He started to cry.

“Oh, is it that good?”

He nodded, and hated himself. If only he could…if only…

Louise went up and down on him. She could feel his frustration, she could feel the tension in his balls as he tried to squirt. It was a mental connection, and the more she felt his frustration the hornier it made him. It was a contact high, but only she could cum.

Suddenly she began turning on him.

He felt his dick being twisted, then she was facing away from him, and she had the perfect position to spank his balls.

“No!” he squeaked, divining her intention.

SMACK!

He lurched, the pleasure transmuted into a weird sort of pleasure pain.

“Oh!” Louise grunted. She turned her head and smiled at him. “That felt good!”

SMACK!

He lurched again, driving his cock into her depths.

She bucked and put her hands down as the sensation of sheer pleasure drove through her. “Oh, yeah!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She spanked his balls, and every smack caused him to lift up and shove his dick into her.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

He writhed and twisted and humped up, and Louise began to cum.

“Oh, shit!” She wailed. She put her hands on his knees and stopped herself from falling over. The orgasm wormed up through her pussy and spread out through her body. It was like a sheet of hot lightening pulled through her.             

Harry felt her pleasure. He felt how her mind just sort of whited out and her body pulsed.

For a second he thought he might be able to cum. He tried, he groaned, he thrust up, but…the semen just…stopped. It only went so far, to the trigger point, then it stopped.

Louise lay there for a minute, then she fell to the side, fell off him.

“That was good, Harry. Thank you.”

“Please…” His teeth were actually chattering.

“Yes, it pleased me. But you’ll have to please me a lot more before I’m willing for you to have an orgasm.”

Tears slid down his cheeks. His hips humped the air slowly. His balls were swollen form his spanking and his dick was big and purple.

Louise sat down next to him again.

“Wow, and I don’t even have a mess to clean up. What an unexpected bonus.”

She put her hand over his cock and began stroking it. “Now, Harry, I’m going to leave you alone for a while. I want to go to the store and do some shopping. You’ll be all right all alone, won’t you?”

His eyes begged for release, but she ignored them.

“But, the question is…what little gift do I want to leave you?”

Harry twisted his hips and tried to grab his cock.

“Oh, stop that, you silly,” Louise giggled and slapped his hand. Then she said, “I know, I’ll give you an invisible pussy to fuck. It’s on the bed, underneath you. Now turn around and fuck, but no cumming.”

With a strangled sound Harry found himself turning over. He began driving his purple cock into the mattress. His mind was filled with images of women underneath him. From far away he heard Louise say, “Excellent. Okay, you have fun, Harry. And I’ll see you in a while.”

Dimly, he heard Louise get dressed, then she walked out of the room.

How long is long?

For Harry it was long indeed.

When you have a distasteful job to do it seems to last forever.

When you are engaged in something pleasant time flies and you are done before you know it.

Harry liked fucking. He loved the feeling of plumbing his cock into a pussy. When he was fucking time seemed to pass too fast.

Except that now he wanted to cum, and he couldn’t and it was becoming unpleasant. So time that should have zipped by suddenly stretched out.

His hips went up and down.

His cock pressed into the mattress, like he was fucking a hole, but like he couldn’t get all the way in.

It was quintessential frustration to the Nth degree, and there was nothing he could do about it.

His body was on automatic, his nerves were crescendoing, his cock wanted to cum in the worst possible way.

He bounced up and down, trying to get some leverage, some traction, something.

He imagined himself inside Louise, but no matter how perfectly he visualized her he couldn’t get his cock into her hole.

He fucked and fucked, until his body was sore and his dick was dribbling pre-cum.

But he always felt like he was so very, very close.

Louise drove to the grocery store. Next to it was a dress shop and she stopped there and tried on some clothes.

She was free. Harry could no longer command her, tell her what to wear.

She was emancipated.

She tried on bras that were a bit more sedate than what Harry wanted, but which were comfortable for her.

She bought panties and a couple of dresses, summer dresses that would be comfortable to wear.

Then she had a thought.

Harry.

He wanted her to wear what he wanted, and the hell with her own likes and dislikes. What if she took the same attitude towards him?

She smiled, and went back through the racks.

Harry was exhausted, and energized, and couldn’t stop.

His body was sore but lust kept it going.

His crotch went up and down and his pecker smushed against the mattress until it hurt.

Where was Louise? Why hadn’t she returned.

Harry was a pretty self reliant guy, but now he was desperate for his wife to return, to release him from this terrible torment.

His cock felt like it was swelling up, and he worried that it might suddenly break, explode, start to bleed.

His balls, thoroughly spanked, were slapping against the mattress and each slap brought a groan from him.

His arms were tired, and he tried different positions, but everything was dictated by the humping urge.

Finally, he heard the front door slam.

“Louise!” he called out, his voice a croak. “Please, Louise!”

Then the door opened and closed again, and again.

Dimly, he realized that she must be bringing bags into the kitchen.

But how much shopping could she have done? Food for two wasn’t that many bags!

Then the door closed for the last time, and he heard her heels clicking in the hallway.

“Hello, honey. How’s it hanging?” She giggled and put several bags on the floor.

His hips drove down and came up, “Please, stop…”

“Stop.”

Harry’s body was so used to humping that he actually went up and down a few more times, but he finally managed to stop and just lay there.

“Turn over, honey.”

He could hardly move he was so sore, but he managed to roll on his side and raise his head slightly.

“My, you look tired. Did you have a good fuck?”

“I didn’t cum,” he cried.

“You silly boy, fucking isn’t just about cumming! Oh, it’s important, I grant you that, but fucking is the act of going in and out…and cumming is just sort of an after thought.

“But…”

“So you don’t really need to cum.”

“Louise, can’t you…can’t you…”

But he didn’t know what. Can’t you stop? Can’t you let me cum? Can’t you let me go?

“Now, honey, I bought some clothes. It was a lot of money, but I just used your credit card. That’s okay, right?”

“My credit—“

She raised a finger and he felt his boner start to rise up.

“It’s all right!” he yelled.

She smiled and lowered her finger and he almost sobbed with relief.

He liked to fuck. When he was a young man he fucked anything and everything. But now…now he just wanted a squirt. One, simple, little squirt. That’s all he wanted.

“Excellent, honey. Now here are some of the clothes I bought.

She reached into her bags and pulled out underwear that was a little too conservative for the horny Harry. She held them up and he grinned in a sickly fashion and told her how much he loved her new clothes.

Then she reached into some other bags and began pulling out other clothes.

“And these are for you. I know you like sexy underwear, so I got you some for yourself.

Bras that were high and tight and uncomfortable. Thongs that would press up against his crack. Dresses that were too small. And corsets.

Harry’s eyes bugged out.

“What are…what are…”

“I know you love a good corset, and so it’s time you experienced the awe and wonder for yourself.

“But I don’t want to wear a—“

Louise raised her finger and Harry shut with a gulp.

“Please…”

She sighed. She lowered her finger and Harry dwindled in the package. “Well, okay. It’s time for dinner.”

Then she waggled her finger back and forth and warned Harry, “But if you abuse me in any way your dick will blow up!”

“No! No!” he almost shrieked. “I’ll be good! Don’t…please don’t!”

His dick was banging back and forth, hitting one thigh, then the other.

Louise smiled and stopped waggling, and his dick slowly shrank.

“All right, Harry. Put on the clothes in that bag while I go fix dinner. Okay.”

Louise walked out of the room and headed for the kitchen. Harry looked into the bag. His eyes opened, he felt faint, and he took out the clothes.

Oh, no!


PART TWO

Harry walked into the kitchen. He was naked. In one hand was a bra, in the other was a dress. “I can’t do this,” he announced.

Louise raised her finger.

SPROING!

Harry snarled and took a step towards Louise. He had had enough. she had left him alone for five minutes and he had recovered some of his naturally mean personality.

Louise was surprised, but only for a second. Nancy had trained her in her response. She closed a fist and grabbed it with her other hand.

It was like the muscles went out of Harry’s legs. He fell to his knees and grabbed his groin. His balls were being squeezed and the pain obliterated thought and meanness.

Louise sat down at the kitchen table. She was still squeezing her fist, and she slowly, very slowly, let up on the pressure.

“Oh, fuck,” wheezed Harry. “Stop it.”

Conversationally, Louise said, “Like you stopped squeezing my arm when it hurt? Like that time you hit me? Stop it like that?”

She squeezed again and Harry fell to the floor holding his package. He had never felt such pain in his life. And it didn’t go away. And it wouldn’t go away until Louise let go of her fist.

“Harry, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. We can do this with pain, and I could force you to do what I wanted, or we can do this with pleasure. You like pleasure, don’t you?”

She raised a finger and his cock raised up with it. He nodded.

“Or do you like pain?”

She grabbed her finger and pulled on it.

“AHHH!” The pain was out of his balls, but it felt like his dick was going to be ripped off his body.

Louise dropped her finger and let go of it.

“Now then, Harry. You like to see me all prettied up, and sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. So I suggest you go put those clothes on like I told you, or…” she glared at him.

Harry was beaten, and he knew it. He crawled backwards out of the kitchen, waving her away, nodding his head, gulping.

“You’re fine, Harry. Now get up and go change.”

The pain left and Harry was stunned by being pain free. “What?”

He stood up. He was still shaky, but…no pain.

He looked at his manhood. He felt his balls. She had stopped doing whatever she had been doing.

“Go,” she said.

Harry turned and scampered down the hallway.

Louise was making lamb chops and mashed potatoes. She pounded the little chops, mashed the potatoes, and forgot about Harry.

She was sitting at the table and sipping tea, waiting for the chops to finish, when…

DING DONG!

She blinked and stood up. She walked to the foyer and opened the door and her jaw dropped.

There was Nancy, and she was holding Harry by the ear.

“Lose something?” Nancy grinned.

“Good Lord! Harry?”

“I was walking by and I saw him coming out the side window. That not being the normal way of entering or exiting a building, I figured he was lost, yes?”

Harry stood on the front porch and shivered. He was wearing shorts and a tee shirt. He stared at the ground miserably.

“Come in.”

Louise led the way into the kitchen.

Nancy said, “Harry. Go stand in a corner.” Harry dutifully walked to where the pantry met the kitchen door and stood. Nancy turned to Louise. “Do you mind if I give him sexual commands?”

Louise shook her, then nodded. “Of course.” She was too stunned by what was happening and didn’t really track what was happening.

Nancy didn’t seem to do anything, but Harry suddenly grunted and fell into the corner. Then he was breathing hard and braced upright.

Louise and Nancy sat the table, then Louise remembered her manners. “Would you like some coffee?”

“Oh, thank you, no. I just wanted to stop by and return your property to you.”

“Oh, well. Thank you.”

“Think nothing of it. When a woman comes into her own her man is frequently a bother. He runs, he complains, he’ll just chip away at you. That’s why myself and a few of the girls will be dropping by, walking past…we’re just making sure Harry doesn’t get away with anything.”

“Again, I thank you. I had no idea he’d crawl out a window.”

“He’ll do a lot worse if we let him get away with it. Harry, you can’t hear this. When Jennie Sprague first put on the earrings her husband ran away. He actually lived in the woods for six months before we could track him down.”

“You tracked…can Harry really not hear us?”

“Not a word. And, yes. Right now you’re experiencing the first phases of your new abilities. As your mind gets stronger you will find new abilities. Girls who have been here over a year are now able to find their men just by thinking of them. And the strongest of us can make any man come to us obediently. Would you like a demonstration?”

“Yes.”

Nancy turned to Harry. She focused, and Harry suddenly straightened up, stiff as a board.

“Come to me, Harry. You can hear me again, so come to me.”

Harry levitated six inches off the ground. He turned, and his eyes were wild with panic. The rules of the universe had just been canceled and he was not liking it.

Nancy made a motion with her hand and Harry turned horizontal in the air. She floated him over and blinked. Harry’s clothes disappeared and his penis pointed straight up.

“Harry, the more you cum the more you can’t cum.”

Harry’s eyes opened wide and his cock started to surge. It stiffened and throbbed and his hips pumped.

“He thinks he’s cumming right now. And the more he thinks he’s cumming the less he can cum.”

“But doesn’t that give him some sort of release? Isn’t it an orgasm?”

“Oh, no. He just thinks he’s cumming, and the more he thinks he cums the more he needs to cum. When I finally take this off him he’ll be hard for a week. If I let him. Would you like to take over the compulsion?”

“Why…yes!” Louise’s eyes lit up.

“Okay, now you’re not going to need hand motions for this, but you are going to have to really concentrate. First, let’s put him on his feet—I’ll hold him and you guide him—that’s right. Excellent.”

Harry turned upright and lowered to the ground.

“Now then, let’s give him a break on the boners.”

Louise made a hand motion and his cock slumped down. He gave an audible sigh of relief.

“Okay. Thus far I’ve been doing the heavy lifting. This time I want you to lift him, and I’ll just guide him, make sure you don’t throw him through the roof or something.”

Harry’s eyes went wide. Through the roof?

Louise and Nancy spent the afternoon learning different methods of controlling Harry. Giving him boners was easy and very effective. And Louise even got pretty good at lifting him up and turning him around. But putting a subtle compulsion on him was difficult. It took her an hour before she could put a compulsion around the house so he wouldn’t wander away, and then she had to back it up with a compulsion to boner up until he couldn’t move.

Nancy seemed quite pleased with her progressive, however.

“That’s a great start. You’ve got a lot of power, so make sure you let it go to your head.”

They giggled.

Then Louise grew serious. “Do I have to worry about hurting him?”

Nancy studied Harry for a moment, then said, “Not really. Oh, if you threw him through a roof, or commanded him to actually pull his weenie off, that might be bad, but when you use simple commands, tell him to stay hard and not cum for a week, that actually is healthy for him. And what is healthy for him is healthy for you.”

Louise tilted her head slightly in question. “Why is it healthy?”

“Because all that sexual energy comes back to you.”

“It does?”

“Oh, yes. You want to keep him sexed up as much as you can. You can let him relax when he goes to work, or has something to do that requires intelligence and focus, but other than that whenever he is horny the energy will leech right to you. Have you fucked him since you took control?”

“I…yes.”

“And how did you feel afterward.”

Louise couldn’t help herself. “I felt wonderful. Refreshed.”

“And did you let him cum?”

“Oh, no.”

“So you wound up with his energy. If you had let him cum he’d probably steal some of your energy.”

Louise looked at Harry, who was back standing in a corner.

“Is it possible to…you know…deplete him?”

“Not so far as we’ve discovered. Men give up their energy, but they are really sort of inexhaustible. Every time you spank their balls, or put something up their butt, they regenerate. That’s why it’s so important to keep them horny. Sex is the fountain of youth. But which way the energy goes…that’s the key. Well, I should be going, any thing else I can help you with?”

Louise shook her head. “Thank you. You’re teaching me so much.”

“Women of the world have to stick together.”

They hugged and Nancy headed for home.

Louise turned to Harry.

“Turn around, Harry.”

Harry turned. His eyes were haunted. His face drawn.

“So now we know. Lots of cums for me, lots of horniness for you.”

“Louise, this isn’t fair. You can’t enslave me and make me into…into a…a sex battery!”

“Why not?”

“It’s not…human! It’s cruel!”

“And how were you using me?”

“I loved you! I love you. I wasn’t using you!”

“You fucked me whether I wanted to or not. You made me wear clothes I didn’t like. You got physical with me. That’s not using me?”

“But the way I act…all men act that way!

“All men beat their wives?”

“No! No…but…”

“Shut.”

Harry’s jaw slapped shut so hard his teeth clicked.

“Now then, if you step outside this house without permission your penis will cum without cumming. It will do that until you return to the house.

“I told you to get dressed, and you refused, choosing instead to run away, to embarrass me. I suggest you get dressed before I forget myself.”

Harry wanted to say something, but he couldn’t.

Louise turned him around and made a ‘patting his ass’ motion. He lurched down the hallway, led by his erect dick.

An hour later he still hadn’t come out of the bedroom. Louise frowned and headed down the hallway.

Harry was getting dressed, and getting undressed, and getting dressed, and so on.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m getting dressed,” he pouted.

“And then you take your panties and bra off. Why?”

“Because they give me a boner and I don’t want one.”

Louise started to laugh.

Harry just glared at her.

Louise decided to test her powers. She moved her hands as if she was putting on panties. Harry’s eyes opened and he duplicated what her hands were doing in small circles with his body. He pulled on panties.

She pretended to put on a bra, fastened it behind herself.

Harry put on the bra, and screeched in pain when he fastened the bra He wasn’t as flexible as a woman.

Then Louise got an idea. Her corset was laying on the floor, and she  made him pick it up. He got into the corset, and then his eyes panicked as she made him pull the ties. His arms felt like they were going to fall out of the sockets, but she had him pull the corset tight.

“Go get the breast forms in the trunk of the car.”

“But I’d have to go outside…”

“Direct orders will bypass the compulsions I put on you.”

“But everybody will see me?”

“Go.”

Harry walked down the hallway, cringing inside. He picked up the car keys and went out to the car.

“Hey, Harry!” It was Jim, and he greeted Harry quite cheerfully.

“Uh…”

Louise was watching from inside the door, and she breathed, “Greet him.”

“Hi, Jim.” And then Harry clapped a hand over his mouth in shock.

Jim continued on, and Harry got the breast forms out of the trunk and brought them in.

“Put them in your cups.”

Harry did so, and suddenly he had a female body. He stared at himself in the foyer mirror.

“Not bad, sweetie.” Louise smirked. “Now, go put that black dress on.”

Harry tried not to walk down the hallway, but he couldn’t stop himself. A minute later he was coming back down the hallway, pulling the black dress down over his frame.

Louise nodded. “You forgot the heels.”

Cursing under his breath, Harry went back to the bedroom and found a pair of high heels in one of the bags. He put them on and found that it was difficult to walk, and even to just stand.

“Somebody needs to practice,” Louise said.

“Honey…I think we need to…to—“

Louise made walking motions with her fingers and he started walking up and down the hallway.

Louise walked into the kitchen. She was feeling pretty good. No more meanness from her hubbie, and…oh crap! She had burnt the lamb chops and the potatoes! She had been so busy with Nancy, and then working with Harry, that she had turned the stove on low, and everything had dried out.

She sighed, then, “Harry!”

Harry tottered into the kitchen.

“I burnt the dinner. Go get Chinese.”

“Like…like this?”

She shook her head as if mystified that he would even ask. “Hello? How else?”

“But I can’t change into man clothes? Just for a little while?”

“Harry, Harry. Haven’t you been following this program?”

“But…”

“From here on out you’re going to be erect at all hours. You will be waiting on me hand and foot. Your whole purpose in life is to provide me with sexual energy. Get it?”

“But…”

“Go.”

Harry went.

A MONTH LATER…

Louise awoke and stretched luxuriously.

Harry lay next to her, stiff like a board, and his cock stiff like a spike. He had slept very little as Louise had left phantom lips on his cock all night long.

Yes, he had slept a little, but he felt drained. Exhausted.

Louise, on the other hand, was fresh, charged up, ready to go. She had slept a sound sleep, and the whole time Harry’s sexual energies had fed directly into her.

“Mmmm,” she sighed. She turned to him.

“How you doing, Harry?”

“I need to sleep. I need to get off. I…I…”

“Oh, gosh. You are such a pill, Harry. Boner up.”

He was already hard, but her command made him even harder.

She climbed on to him and slipped down his shaft.

Harry groaned, as did Louise.

Funny, she had never liked it much when Harry had rolled her over in the morning, but now that she was doing the rolling everything was okay.

She rode him for several minutes, had a cum, then climbed off.

“All right, Harry. You can have a ten minute limp dick break. Fix my breakfast and get dressed.

Groaning with tiredness, Harry got out of bed. He trotted to the kitchen—ten minutes wasn’t much—and made oatmeal with raisins, sliced an orange, and poured tea.

Louise sauntered down the hallway. She was wearing a sexy chemise. Once upon a time she hadn’t liked chemises, but that was before she realized how much they turned Harry on. And Harry turned on fed her all sorts of sexual energy.

An hour later, fed and fucked, Louise told Harry to clean the house.

Harry was starting to get dressed because he thought he was going to go with her. Finding out that he was going to be the maid for the day he hung his head…and put on his maid uniform.

All that morning Harry worked on the house. He wore his mesh stockings and wielded his duster and worked the vacuum. He was getting quite good at maneuvering in high heels.

And he wondered where Louise had gone.

Louise was at a meeting of the Ladies’ Club. She had had the earrings for one month, and the ladies always held a little brunch for such events.

She had been to several of these little get togethers and found them quite pleasant. The girls were always sharing little hints on how to use the earrings, how to best guide the men.

After a bit of wine and crackers Louise was sitting at a small table with Nancy and a third girl, Tina.

“Did you try it?” Nancy asked.

Louise wondered what Tina might have tried.

Tina nodded. “It was incredible. I have never experienced so much energy.”

“I told you.”

“What did you tell her?” asked Louise.

Nancy sat back, a twisted grin on her face. “Do you sometimes feel a little…stifled? Stiff? A bit out of sorts?”

“I don’t—“

“Like your pussy has a cold?”

Louise blinked. “Say what?”

Nancy and Tina giggled, and Nancy explained. “After your husband has learned his place he’s no longer exciting. He supports you, he works for you, but he’s just a slave.”

“Well…” Louise pondered that, and realized it was the truth.

“So you need a new source of energy. Yes, keep the old hubbie. He may not be exciting, but he supplies you with sexual energy. But get somebody new. Somebody young and vibrant.”

“You mean like…cheat?”

“Harry won’t mind. He’s sotted now. He does what you want, and if you want a little alien cock he’ll understand.”

“Heck, he’ll even turn down the bed for you,” smirked Tina.

“And you’ll get all sorts of new sexual energy. It’ll be like you got tired of meatloaf and decided to have a steak dinner.”

The girls liked that analogy and they bumped knuckles and laughed.

Louise walked away from that brunch considering cuckolding her hubbie. Truth, she was tired of his mindless following of directions. It would be nice to talk to somebody with a mind, and the idea of having somebody pleasure her, instead of just laying there while she pleasured herself…it was a nice idea.

She went home and brought the idea up. “Harry, come here.”

Harry presented himself. He was dressed like a maid, held a duster, his hair was getting long, and he was wearing make up.

He was a wonderful maid…but not much of a man.

“Harry, I’ve decided to take on a lover.”

Harry didn’t say anything. His eyes sort of wiggled a bit in their sockets, but he was quiet.

This irritated Louise, and she asked, “What do you think of that?”

“Well, uh…if that’s what you need.”

She frowned. As far as she was concerned it was a done deal. Harry just didn’t have any gumption, and she needed a man with gumption.

She snapped out, “I want you to start taking hormones.”

“Oh.”

She made his cock bounce, and he accepted the idea. When he felt his weenie waggle he accepted anything and everything.

“Okay. This Saturday night. You’ll stay in the closet and I’ll bring somebody home.

All that week Louise thought about what she was going to do.

Yes, she had marriage vows, but Harry had more or less broken those when he had turned mean. Now she was going to break them.

Was that bad?

She didn’t know.

She just knew that Harry didn’t count for much these days. He wasn’t exciting, he was boring, he was like…furniture.

She needed something more than furniture.

She talked to Nancy, and some of the other girls. But they were all screwing whoever they wanted, and they were quite happy doing so. So cheating on their husbands wasn’t any big deal to them.

On Friday night she went to a bar with the girls and they discussed Louise’s upcoming infidelity.

“Look, what’s so sacred about a hole?” Tina asked.

“Men cheat all the time, so shouldn’t women be allowed to?” Nancy put in.

“I’ve had a half a dozen lovers,” explained Jenny, “and every one has taught me something.”

But the real point made was when Nancy said, “He beat you, didn’t he?” And that seemed to sum everything up.

And Louise thought, With her mind more powerful, with Harry nothing more than a footstool, did he really have any claim to her pussy?

The answer was no.

Harry was now her servant, and that was all. Sexual energy not withstanding, there was no reason she should withhold herself from pleasure and new sources of energy.

On Saturday night she returned to the bar, and now she was on the hunt.

Harry was at home, dressed up and sitting in a chair in a closet.

Louise didn’t even get to order a drink before a young man, definitely younger than her, asked to buy her a drink.

She smiled and accepted, and the game was on.

They talked, and though the young man wasn’t as experienced as her, he at least provided free thought, as opposed to Harry’s rather dull regimen of  always asking whether she was pleased.

They drank, and she enjoyed the repartee. Childish, but refreshing.

They danced, and Louise started feeling good. Between the drinks and being held by a man who was more than a simple slave, she was enjoying the feeling of his body holding hers.

She gave him a boner. She kept him hard all night, and she pressed her body against his and grinned up at him.

He, no doubt, thought he was getting lucky.

But it was her who was getting lucky.

They walked out into the night, arms around each other, and she asked, “Would you like to come over to my place?”

“Sure,” he answered, and they walked to her car.

He wanted to drive, but she wasn’t about to let a man take a dominant role. She slipped off her high heels and he sat in the passenger seat and studied her.

“You’re quite beautiful, you know.”

She smiled at him.

“You just have an energy about you. You’re intoxicating.”

All the way home he complimented her, and she rewarded him with the biggest erection he had ever had.

She led him into the bedroom. She heard not a sound from the closet, but she could feel Harry sitting amongst the dresses. He was wearing a tight dress, nylons, and full make up. His hair was long, his nails were immaculate, and his lips were red.

He watched through a slight crack in the door as the man laid his wife on his bed.

Louise let him undress her. She arched her back when he cupped her breasts and sucked on her nipples. She spread her legs when he reached down and cupped her mons.

He undressed and laid down next to her.

In the closet Harry made a squeaking sound, but he wasn’t heard.

The man made slow, sweet love to her. He nuzzled and kissed, groped and massaged and did cunnilingus.

Louise was in heaven. He had fresh, youthful energy, and she tapped into it, took it, gloried in it.

He slid between her legs and penetrated her.

In the closet Harry was sobbing silently.

Louise arched her hips up and absorbed his big cock. She felt that glorious shaft sliding along her vaginal walls, and she felt when he was close.

She used her superior intellect to hold him off for a while.

He lurched hungrily and tried to squirt, he delved deep into her. He tasted her tits and held her body and kept trying to go over the edge, to have a glorious orgasm.

For an hour Louise drank in the young man’s wonderful energy, then she knew: she could keep him on edge forever. She could make him like Harry.

But he was a kind soul. He didn’t abuse her, he cared, so she allowed him his well earned cum.

He felt the switch click deep in his testicles. He felt the shaft throbbing and pulsing as semen surged up.

“I’m going to cum!” he blurted.

“Do it!” Louise hugged him.

His cock erupted deep inside her. Sperm splashed inside her. His cock kept writhing and pulsing and spraying her with baby batter.

Then he was done, and she was done. She hadn’t cum, interestingly enough. She had just enjoyed, and not cared. She had drunk his spiritual essence, and so didn’t care about his physical essence.

“You want a ride home?” she asked.

“I’ll Uber,” he responded. He kissed her deeply. “Thank you. Thank you.”

Then he was out the door.

Louise lay on the bed and sighed and relaxed.

It had been as good as Nancy and Tina and the other ladies had said. It was fresh, no strings attached, and though she had a constant source of sexual energy from Harry, the young man’s energy had been a breath of fresh air. Incredibly fresh air.

“Harry,” she whispered into the gloom of the bedroom.

She heard the chair shoved to the side, then the door opened. “Yes?”

“I need you to clean me out.”

“Yes, dear.” He moved towards the bathroom.

“Not a washrag, dear. I want something softer.”

He was quiet, waiting.

“I want your tongue.”

He crawled between her legs and started lapping. His erection was massive. He hadn’t cum for a month, and all that sexual energy was overflowing, and it flowed right into her.

And now she came, and came, and came.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


The Female Side of a Man!

Feminization as a cure for emasculation!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I don’t think you should go tomorrow.”

“What? Why? I always go!”

“I just have a feeling.”

Jason stared at Judy. She was a knock out. Classic 36 x 24 x 36. DDs. Her hair was auburn, her eyes were green, her lips were the key to heaven.

And she wasn’t dumb. But she did have a fascination for intuition, for feelings. That’s not bad, but sometimes she was a little overbearing. This felt like one of those times. Before she could predict doom and disaster for her number one hubby, that hubby blurted. “I’ve been training for months for this. My body weight is down, fat content is maxed, I’m not going to put it off for a feeling.”

Judy closed her mouth and looked hurt. Jason immediately lightened up. “Honey, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to come across hard, but…you know how much work I’ve put in. I might actually place this time.”

Her eyes softened, and Jason knew his apology had worked. He sat down next to her. “And you know I respect your female intuition, but if I’m careful….I’m going to be all right.”

She hugged him. “I’m sorry, I just…feel things.”

“I know. And I’ll be careful.

She leaned her head back and looked at him, and it was his perfect opportunity. He leaned down and placed his lips on hers. Her lips were soft, moist, and her breath sweet and cool. She kissed him back ardently.

His hand moved to he breast and touched it softly, rubbed the nipple, and she breathed deeply.

He stood up, picked her up. “Come on, baby. A fuck for luck.”

She laughed into his neck and held on as he walked her down the hallway to the bedroom.

He laid her on the bed and lay down next to her. Face to face they undressed each other. Lifting a hip or a shoulder, shooting an arm or leg out, to facilitate their striptease.

“Mmm,” he mouth her breast, sucked on the whole areola, then focused his teeth on the nipple. He held here nipple firmly with his incisors and lifted his head up.

She groaned, arched her back, and. put her hands to his head.

They kissed again, and now he put his hand to her mons. He cupped her pussy and lifted, and again was rewarded with a groan.

“Are you going to tease me all night?” she complained, putting her hands between his legs and cupping his balls.

“Maybe,” but he moved his knees between her legs and nudged them apart. “Maybe not.”

“Bastard,” she cooed, then she gasped as he slid his penis into her. They lay for a moment, not moving, then they began to do the horizontal bop. Up and down, matching and meshing and lost in wonder. They weren’t thinking now, they were focusing on each other.

He tilted his hips and broke the rhythm with a jab.

“What are you doing to me?” she cried out.

“Anything you want.”

“Then do it again.” She tilted her own hips, she bit his lip and pulled. Her fingers twisted his nipples gently.

“Fuck,” he wheezed.

“You better not make me cum,” she warned, inviting the orgasm.

“I’ll try not to.” He reached down and began rubbing her clitoris with two fingers.

She grunted, reached for his ass and cupped his buns and pulled him into her.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Whenever you are,” she moaned.

He began to drive into her then. He pushed his cock hard, pulled it out until just the head was inside her, then pushed again. Hard. Harder.

She felt that warm feeling begin to creep through her pubic area. She felt the trigger clicking. She felt an ocean laying just under her, floating her, and then waves began to crash over her. She cried out, held to him for dear life, and the tsunami burst over her.

“Oh…oh…OH!”

For a long minute she was locked, spasming, her eyes rolled back in her head.

He drilled her deep and held on. He didn’t move for fear she would throw him out with a sudden spasm.

Then she began to come down. She relaxed, her muscles stopped seizing, and she went limp under him.

They lay, breathing hard, and she said, “Five…”

That was his signal. He began to ram and jam. Not for her, but for him. He had done his duty and it was time to get his reward.

“Four…”

He bucked fiercely, not worrying about hurting her. She was built tough and she liked this.

“Three…”

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck!” Straining, making his cock slam and searching for that trigger.

“Two…”

“Yes!” He yelled, and sperm shot up his shaft, white hot heat blinded him and he stopped seeing the world and only felt the daze of coming.

She laughed and held on to him, let him fill her with seed. “You just made it, baby.”

“God! That was close! You should try counting from ten.”

“I should count from three. You’re cumming way too often these days.

“I’m balls deep in the most beautiful woman in the world and you want to deny me.”

“”You have to admit, when I stop you when you’re so close it’s fun.”

“For you…”

“And for you!” She kissed him a splat.

He laughed. “Okay. As long as it’s not too often.

She snuggled into his arms then. They held each other and drifted off to sleep.

Jason dreamed of the race. The Ironman. A brutal test of spirit consisting of a 2.4 mile swim, a 112 mile bike ride and 26.2 mile run. 140.6 miles of torment and torture. And more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking a barrel of monkeys.

He dreamed that he was running and everybody was biking past him. “Hey! Wait up!” he yelled. But the other contestants just laughed and kept zooming by him.

He kept slogging, his breath was coming in gasps, his legs felt like broken twigs, and they kept riding past him.

“Hurry, Jason.”

“Run harder, Jason.”

“You’ll never catch up.

And he pounded on his face with a fist while he ran, and cursed himself, and the racers kept going past, as regular as clockwork. As regular as a clock. Ding ding. A clock. Ding ding. A—

“Jason! It’s time!” Judy was shaking him.

Jason opened his eyes and jerked upright.

Race day!

He grinned and got out of bed.

“Big bowl of mush. Half a dozen sausages. Gatorade.”

“You got it, coach.”

On race day he always called Judy Coach. She was responsible for making his meals, paperwork at check in, and cheering like a son of a bitch every time he swam, biked or ran past her.

He took a quick shower. Cold, and the blood started pumping. It was better than a work out, and didn’t waste his muscles.

He dressed in a swim suit with a hoodie. He wasn’t worried about his legs staying warm before race, but he wanted to rest and keep his upper body warm.

He ate his meal, and a banana, and went out to the van.

His bike was packed. His changes of clothes packed. He had spare parts for the bike, extra running shoes, various types of food.

He got into the van and Judy started up the motor. They didn’t talk, they knew the plan. She drove and he rested. He lowered his seat and laid back and practiced deep breathing exercises.

They drove for an hour and arrived at the race site. Sometimes they had to drive for hours, even days, but this time the race was on their doorstep. A good advantage.

Judy pulled into the contestant parking lot and parked the van. She got out and left him resting.

Jason was drifting, his dreams were now happier, and he was smiling in his near sleep. Then the passenger door opened.

“Fifteen minutes. You need the restroom?”

He shook his head, got out and peed in the bushes. Contestants were not fastidious about where they peed, and sometimes even pooed.

They walked across the parking lot and she pinned his number on him.

“Seventy-six,” he said. “That’s my lucky number.” Judy laughed. He said that for every number.

“Okay, keep calm, your strength is in the running and biking. Don’t worry if people are ahead of you. Your bike will be ready. Your change of clothes will be hanging in the tent.”

He nodded, jumped up and down on his toes for a minute, then hugged her and kissed her.

“Go, Jason, go.” That was something she always said, too.

He stepped onto the contestant’s area and walked down to the beach. Soon he was lost to her sight, surrounded by a couple hundred other contestants.

She looked at her watch. She had already synched it to the official time keeper’s watch, and he had five minutes until he began the 140 mile jaunt.

She waited until she heard the gun and the herd of iron men sprinted down to the water. Splashes arose and men leaped for the extra foot or even inch, as if they would translate to a gained inch or foot at the end of the race.

The race begun, she headed for the van. She had to get his bike in the racks and his change of clothes into the changing tent. She also had to have full water bottles on his bike and nutrition in his vest. He would be drinking lots of electrolytes, and she had to have those available for him. He would burn over 7,000 calories, and that was a tremendous drain on the body.

A half hour later she had everything in place, she went to the end of the course to watch the swimmers come out of the water.

The world class athletes came out first. They came out on the run, as if 2.4 miles of swimming was rubber ducky time. Then, after that first batch, the nearly world class athletes struggled out of the water. This was Jason’s bunch, and him not being the strongest swimmer he came out near the tail end of this group. As he did this time.

She ran in front of him, and he gathered energy, overcame the shivers, and caught up to her. She screamed his name and he glanced up, left the intense world of competition for a second, and her yelling gave him a jolt of energy. It reminded him that there was a world, and that there were people that loved him. Suddenly he wasn’t just a lone person slogging, now he had a team, and his speed picked up.

She couldn’t enter the changing tent, that was reserved for athletes, and if your coach fell down on the job that was tough. She was waiting for him at the far end of the long tent, however. He had changed into cycling shorts and a tee shirt. He was wearing his vest with the bars in it and he moved to the sideline and kissed her quickly. The crowd cheered and he broke into a trot and entered the bike racks.

She looked at her watch. Damn. He was doing good. He was three and a half minutes ahead of his best time. She felt a thrill for him, and when he rolled the bike out of the rack area yelled “Three plus!”

If he had been behind she would have yelled a number and minus.

He didn’t look at her now. He was standing on his pedals and intense, but his grin showed he heard her.

She watched him pick up speed and she ran for a bus.

The bike route on this iron man went back and forth, ending near high cliffs next to the ocean. A couple of buses took coaches to various places on the loops where they could cheer their people on. Eventually the bike ride would end up back at the starting line, over the cliffs, and the run would commence. Judy expected Jason to finish the bike race in five hours. Or less. He had been training extra hard, so probably less.

Time passed and Judy helped out here and there. Coaches were always appreciated as volunteers. They passed out water, ran errands, even helped other athletes. Yes, it was a race between people, but it was also a very special community

She watched Jason pass by on the loops. He was trucking, pulling ahead, even catching up to a couple of the normally faster triathletes. She knew he had eaten his snacks, and she was prepared for him to eat more when he made the transition to the run.

She took the bus back to the staging area. He would enter the bike area and put his bike in the racks, run down to the changing area, and when he came out Judy had to be ready. Thus, when the pack he was part of came in she was waiting at the entrance to the bike area, holding bags of food, electrolyte drinks. Ready for anything he might need.

She watched bike after bike come around the final turn. It had rained and they were slowed. Water splashed, a couple of bikes slid onto their sides, but the bikers jumped up, got back on their bikes and kept going.

Finally, four and a half hours, an incredible time, she saw Jason. He was peddling fast, focused on the road. He came to the last turn, only fifty yards away, and his tires slid out. His bike went sideways, and because he was moving fast, it slid off the road, across a short patch of gravel and mud, and over the edge of the cliff. Jason went with it.

Judy screamed, and fainted.

Jason dreamed he was on a cloud. Just laying on a cloud, looking up at the bright sun. His eyes hurt from the glow and he turned his head to the side.

“He’s coming around, doctor.”

“Mr. Somerville?? Jason?”

Damn! He was so comfortable on his cloud. Why were people touching him, shaking him. Didn’t they know how comfortable he was?

“Jason?” Oh, that was Judy. It was probably time for a race. Or time to train. Funny, he couldn’t remember whether he was supposed to train or race. Oh, well. He better just wake up and do whichever.

Jason opened his eyes.

Judy’s face was above and to the side. “Hi, honey…” his voice croaked. He needed some water.

Judy bent down and placed her head next to his and began to cry.

Jason was confused. What was wrong with Judy. “Honey? Judy? What’s wrong? Are you all right?”

“Mrs. Somerville, let me in, please.”

Judy sobbed but moved back. A man was behind her and he moved in. He was wearing a white coat like a doctor. And a stethoscope. The doctor placed the stethoscope on Jason’s chest.

“Cold,” he croaked.

“Sorry, Mr. Somerville,” the doctor listened to him.

“What’s wrong with my wife? Is she okay?”

“I’m fine, Jason. I just…” then she was sobbing again.

Jason moved his head and swallowed.

“Nurse. A little water.”

The doctor moved back and a nurse lifted his head and stuck a straw into his mouth. He sipped, and his throat started to feel better. His voice returned to something like normal.

“What happened? Why am I here? Judy?”

“You had an accident, Jason,” Judy was trying to control her crying.

Jason looked at her, then he looked at the doctor. He wasn’t crying and maybe Jason could get some answers from him.

“What happened, Doc. “What kind of accident?”

The doctor pursed his lips, he was watching Jason closely. He pursed his lips, then began talking.

“I’m Doctor Haspen, Jason. You had a rather bad accident on your bicycle. Do you remember being in an Ironman competition?”

“Oh, yeah…I was riding my bike…how’d I do on the run part of the race?”

Judy gave a sudden choking sob.

“At the end of the race you were going around a curve. The bike tires slipped and you had a fall.”

Jason was confused. “But…yeah?”

“You slid across the road, under a guard rail and over a cliff.”

Jason blinked. He had images happening somewhere in his skull, but it still didn’t make much sense.

“You fell approximately forty feet and landed on your bicycle and some rocks. The rocks, talus, really, cushioned your fall somewhat, but your hips were crushed and your penis was severed.”

Jason’s mouth opened.

“Nurse?” The doctor looked up at the nurse and she fiddled with his IV. Suddenly he felt a rush of warm. He smiled. “Cut off my penis, eh?”

“Yes. Falling on the bike that was fairly smashed, there were sharp edges, and your penis was severed.

“Wow, that’s pretty serious. Why didn’t I die?”

“You were lucky.”

“I get my dick cut off and I’m lucky.”

Judy sobbing harder.

He started laughing. The warm feeling was escalating. He suddenly realized that the nurse was sedating him through the IV. And that was funny.

“So what do I have down there?”

“You still have your testicles. You’re still a healthy man.”

“Healthy, as long as I don’t try to screw anything.”

“It’s not that bad, Mr. Somerville. You’ll find life bearable. A little counseling, eventually you’ll even be able to resume your Ironman training.”

“Hunh! Do they have a dickless category?” He was laughing harder and harder, and the doctor made a motion to the nurse. The world turned white and he was back on that cloud.

No cloud, but he didn’t feel bad. He just grew aware that he was awake, that he was not unconscious or sleeping. He opened his eyes and looked around. He was in the hospital, the room was white. There was a TV in the corner above him and Judy was sleeping in a chair next to him.

He lay silently, absorbing. He didn’t remember much about the accident, which was fine. He was allergic to pain.

He did remember the doctor telling him he had no dick. Funny, maybe he would have preferred the pain of the accident.

No penis. No cock. Castrated. No, wait, not castrated. That would be the balls. So he was a near miss when it came to castration.

He turned his head and watched his wife sleep. She was so beautiful. And he would never again have the pleasure of sinking his rod into her. Maybe they could get semen samples out of his balls, that would do for kids, but no more of that late night, early morning, whenever the whim struck pleasure.

He felt a loss deep inside. How was he supposed to deal with that? How was she supposed to be married?

A nurse entered the room. She was walking quietly, but when she saw Jason was awake she smiled. “Good morning, Mr. Somerville.”

Judy stirred but didn’t wake up.

“Let me check your readings, the doctor will be in shortly now that you’re awake.”

She fiddled with the boxes that went beep boop and pushed lines across a screen.

“Pulse okay, blood pressure. You’re right as rain, Mr. Somerville.”

He said nothing. Right as rain, as long as he didn’t try to fuck anything.

“I’ll tell the doctor and he’’ll be in shortly.”

She left the room just as Judy opened her eyes.

Like a shot she was half on the bed, holding his hand, touching his face, her eyes big, her pupils dilated like she was staring for a thousand yards. “Jason. Jason.”

She was crying again, but that was okay. At least he could touch her, feel her. He managed to put his arm around here.

They cuddled like that, not even trying to speak for the moment.

How am I going to make love to you? he wondered. And the thought crossed his mind that he should divorce her, set her free.

She whispered, “I love you.” She kissed his cheek and drew back a few inches. They gazed at each other.

“So I lost my cock.”

She sniffled but said, “That doesn’t matter.”

Bullshit! his mind screamed.

“Not as long as you’re alive and we have each other.”

“But I can’t make love to you.”

She could feel him trying to withdraw, to sink into his own private world of hurt.

She put her hands on his face and made him look at her. “I love you. The dick was icing. Don’t even try to think otherwise.”

Easy for you to say, he thought.

The doctor walked, followed by the nurse.

“Good morning again, Mr. Somerville.” He had a careful smile on his face. “Let’s discuss your accident.”

Jason watched him. It was obvious the doctor was trying to get into the grisly news and avoid the emotional news.

“Okay.”

The doctor slid some X rays into a light screen and turned on the light.

Jason’s hips didn’t look very big, and they were criss crossed with black squiggly marks.

“The bad news is that these breaks can’t be just screwed back together. You will recover fully, your hips will be fine, but it will be six months to walking, and a year to training. And you should probably take the second year easy on the training. I know how zealous Ironmen can be, and…you want to let your hips fully heal.

Jason blurted, “And what about my dick?”

Again, the doctor took a very careful attitude.

“Falling on the talus saved your life, but your bike was under you. It was fair mangled, the seat pole rammed up through the seat and severed your penis cleanly. If it had been a medical operation it would be called a penectomy. It was clean, no jagged edges. The penis itself was mangled beyond repair. The base of the penis was a smooth slice.”

“So, let’s get down to it. No more love life.”

The doctor blinked.

“Love is not all about sex. I will be recommending counseling for you, and you will find that my words aren’t just a sop. Please look at your wife.”

Jason did. Judy held his hand, her eyes were wet, but filled with hope, and…joy.

“You’re alive, Jason. You can even race again. I’m still your coach. We’ll train you, and…and it will all work out.

“When I can’t be a man,” Jason said.

“You’ll always be a man,” she glared at him.

The doctor took control of the conversation again, but Jason was only listening with half an ear.

He was no longer a man.

Jason spent two weeks in the hospital, and he learned a different lifestyle.

First, he couldn’t go to the bathroom. He couldn’t even work a bedpan by himself. It always took a nurse or Judy.

After three days he was taking only a couple of drugs. And only one for the pain, and he didn’t take that very often.

But without the drugs he was face to face with his depression.

He had no penis. He had a stump, but even that was pretty short.

He would never write his name in the snow again. Now he had to sit to pee. Like a woman.

Judy never left the room. When the lights were out she crawled up and slept with him. Held him. Whispered to him.

He cried. He couldn’t not cry. The tears just rolled out and streamed down his cheeks. When he did cry Judy was quiet. She just held him and waited.

She didn’t offer sappy sounding advice on how he was doing so well. The nurses did, but she didn’t bother sugar coating, and for that he was glad.

But under it all he was sad.

He remembered the last time they had made love, the night before the race. He remembered her scent, the touch of her hair on his skin, the way they had worked together for their supreme joy. And she had joked about never letting him cum. God, the thought had come true.

Then he was back in the hospital, taking medicine, eating jello and soupy mashed potatoes.

True to his word, the doctor performed no operations. Nothing was really out of place, everything was just…splintered. He just had to give it time for the bones to grow back together.

At one point the doctor told him his excellent physical condition had saved him from being a cripple in a wheel chair.

Lucky him.

After a week they put him in a cast and arranged for transportation home.

It was while they were putting the cast on his hips that he felt the horny sensations of a hard on…without the hard on.

They were handling his junk, wrapping his hips with gauze in preparation for the plaster, and…he felt horny.

For a moment he felt the ‘ghost’ sensation of having a penis, but he knew it was a ghost, and he ignored it, except…he was horny.

Once his hips were in plaster they rolled him back to his room. One more day and they would send him home, they just wanted to make sure the cast was good to go.

He lay in the hospital bed and felt like his dick was iron. His non-existent dick.

He wanted to move his hips, to fuck, and the tears began to surge.

“Honey? What’s wrong?”

“I’m horny!”

She chuckled. “I was afraid you were hurting.”

“Believe me, this is hurting of a whole new order.”

“Well, don’t worry. It’ll pass.”

The problem was, he didn’t want it to pass. He wanted to feel it. He wanted his dick hard again.

Later that day the therapist, Dr. Shiela Hopkins, paid him a visit.  She liked to drop by at mealtime, which allowed Judy time to go get some dinner. They had talked extensively over the week, and she was going to visit him at home. Now Jason had a question for her.

“Doc, I’m getting all these feelings. Like I’m horny. And I’ve got a ghost dick.”

She nodded, made notes on her clipboard, and said, “To be expected. Do you want me to prescribe anything?”

“A pill for a dick that doesn’t exist?”

“A pill to relax you? To help make this all bearable?”

He shook his head, then: “But about this testosterone thing.”

“Yes?”

“I’ve got testicles, they keep producing semen, and that makes me horny. Is there a way to reduce the amount of testosterone in me?”

She sighed and made a moue.

“Your body is a complex machine. Reducing testosterone might help you in certain areas, but it can cause problems in other areas. Besides, your body will adjust production of testosterone naturally. Your body is no dummy,” she smiled, “and it will figure out how much of what you need in your system.”

Jason thought about that for a minute, then he asked, “What about something to not take the testosterone away, but to…uh, counter balance it. Does that make sense?

“It does, but…” She sighed. “Look, Jason, I could give you estrogen. That’s the female equivalent of testosterone, in a manner of speaking. That might settle your testosterone, but estrogen is used for sex change operations, hormone therapy, gender transitioning. Do you understand?”

“So if I want to get rid of these ghostly, manly feelings I would have to be willing to…change into a woman.”

“Not completely, but there would be certain results. You would grow breasts. Your body will produce and redistribute fat. Your hips would become rounder. Your face would become more feminine looking. Mind you, this wouldn’t be a problem if you had a history of desiring to be a woman, but it is not something a manly man should charge into. Estrogen is not a simple step to be taken on a whim.”

Jason nodded. “Well, I was just thinking.”

“And there’s nothing wrong with that. But I would want you to think a lot harder before I prescribed a course of estrogen.”

Jason nodded, and the conversation moved on to other matters. Still, Jason had this horny edge in him that wouldn’t seem to subside. He would put off thinking about estrogen as a cure for too much testosterone, but not for long. Being a near world class athlete and in the prime of life, his ghost penis wouldn’t let him. As the days passed he would get hornier and hornier. He would be so filled with unspendable sexual juices that he wanted to scream.


PART TWO

Jason lay in bed and itched. And couldn’t scratch. He had a long handled back scratcher, but that didn’t reach the deep itches inside his cast.

“Rub a dub time.” Judy entered their bedroom. She had a wet wash cloth and she rubbed his chest briefly, then his legs and arms. Then she helped him pull himself up on the pulley and she began rubbing his back.

He liked it, but he felt useless. He sighed.

“Feeling sorry for yourself?”

He sighed again. She knew him too well.

“As your coach I am prescribing a spanking. Roll over and I will administer.”

“No can do.”

“I’ll put it on the list. I think you have a hundred spankings coming now.”

“Please stop it.”

“Stop what?”

“Stop being cheerful. Stop acting like everything is okay.”

“Nope,” she chirped.

He let himself down slowly. She washed his face.

He lay there and took it.

And hated it.

She sat on the edge of the bed and said, “We both know you’re being ridiculous, so tell me what’s really bugging you.”

“I’m horny.”

“Me too.” She met his gaze levelly. No give, no take.

He sighed and looked out the window.

She fluffed his pillow and said, “Any special request for dinner?”

Poison, he thought.

“Tofu and asparagus it is then.”

He looked up at her, his eyes showing his misery no matter how hard he tried to hide it.

“Dr. Hopkins is coming by in an hour.”

“Okay.”

She nodded, contemplated him, chewed her lip, and left.

Jason had been out of the hospital for a month now. Five months to walk, a year to any kind of real exercise.

Truth, though he was grumpy and had the occasional errant thought, he was doing well. Except…for the horniness. That was one thing he just couldn’t handle. His balls were putting out the testosterone and every ounce of that chemical drove him deeper and deeper into despair. His testosterone just kept reminding him of what he could no longer do, and that hurt.

When Dr. Hopkins, Shiela, showed up for his afternoon session he was ready.

“I want you to prescribe some estrogen.”

Shiela made notes, she didn’t answer for a second, then asked if Judy could come in for a minute.

“Why?”

“This is serious and she’s part of your life. There will be changes and she has to know what they might be.”

He nodded, and Shiela called Judy into the room. Jason would always remember that conversation. He was laying in bed, they were sitting in chairs like they were having a coffee klatch, and his life changed.

“Estrogen promotes bone growth, especially the proper closure of epiphyseal growth plates.”

“Oh, yeah. The plates. I forgot about those.”

“Don’t be a smart ass just because you’re ignorant,” murmured Judy with a smile.

Shiela grinned. “The end part of a long bone. Admitted, the hips aren’t long bones, but they are big bones, and they qualify in this instance.

“So shoot the juice, boss. Shoot me up.”

“Before I feed your habit, Mr. Drug Addict,” Shiela’s voice was as dry as sandpaper. “You should know that while your sexual drive will be reduced, you will encounter side effects. For instance, your body will have a different percentage of body fat. Certain feminine characteristics will manifest. You may grow breasts. You will not suffer as much ‘horniness,’ but you will still suffer some. But even that will be more feminine.”

“Like?” he was growing curious.

“Hot flashes. Moodiness. Things like that. You may also have a rash of pimples.”

He snorted. “Zits, at my age. I think I can handle that.”

They continued talking, and Judy was strangely quiet. She only asked a couple of questions, and she watched Jason closely.

That night, after dinner, him watching TV and her reading, she suddenly asked, “Jason?”

“Yes?”

“Are you sure you want to go ahead with this estrogen thing?”

“I do, unless you have serious objections. I mean, this ghost dick and all the horniness…I can’t take it. It’s like the ultimate itch that can never be scratched.

She nodded.

“So what are your objections? Or, uh…”

“What?” she asked.

“Are you afraid I’ll turn into some kind of hairy-chested woman?”

She actually chuckled. Then she grew a bit sober. “I’m going to tell you something weird, a deep down secret I have never told anybody.”

“Oh?” he raised his eyebrows.

“The idea of you as a woman, of me having a girlfriend instead of a boyfriend…”

“Yeah?”

It is not abhorrent.”

“It’s not?”

“I’ve never had a feeling for Lesbians. Not one way or another. Somebody wants to be gay or Lesbian, or whatever…that’s their affair. But this…the idea of you having a chest. Of your hair long and wavy…I can actually see you in a bra.”

He was thunderstruck. He blinked and tried to absorb it. “I might not actually grow breasts,” he said.

“Oh, hell. Implants R Us here we come.” She was obviously joking, and they both chuckled.

And there it was.

Jason started taking a light dose of estrogen three days later, and right from the start he felt the effects. Nothing big, nothing serious, just light shadings of emotions, and a reduction in the hell of sexual desire.

Two days after he started taking the drug Judy commented on it. “You seem much more relaxed.”

“I feel relaxed. And it’s funny, taking that edge off makes everything better. It’s like that horniness was getting in the way of everything. My appetite, my senses. Everything just seems brighter.” He grinned. “Have you been looking at a brighter more vivid world than I have all these years?”

“Well, they do say that women are the more intelligent of the species.”

“I believe that quote is that women are the more vicious of the species.”

“Same thing,” she rejoined cheerfully.

He cast a dour look at her, and they laughed.

The introduction of estrogen to his system seemed to work wonders. Possibly because his estrogen was trying to adapt to his new circumstances, but he began to feel the physical effects right way.

Within a month he felt his pectorals and realized there was a puffiness to his chest that had not been there previously.

“Titties, honey,” Judy laughed.

“Are my muscles changing?” He lifted an arm and posed his biceps.

“Probably. Fat in the booby is going to be fat elsewhere, but I wouldn’t worry about it.”

“Why not?”

“Because your fat content was so low, and your body was in such top notch condition, you’ll have plenty of room for your body to adapt.

Three months and they changed his cast. They made it shorter, and they X-rayed him, and Dr. Haspen was delighted. “That estrogen seems to have done the trick. I haven’t seen healing like this ever. Tell Dr. Hopkins to do a paper. The Effects of Estrogen on Bone Repair.”

“So I won’t have to do the whole six months in bed bit?”

“Hah. My patient has recovered enough to make jokes.”

Jason looked discouraged, but Haspen made light of it. “An injury like this…many people would be in bed for nine months. A year, even. So just keep a stiff upper lip and be happy.”

Jason was antsy. Three more months had passed, excruciatingly slowly, but…he was due to have his hips checked and get the okay to walk.

And, he had boobs.

Not big, but they did stand out in his tee shirt.

Judy took them in stride, even pinched his nipple a couple of times.

He was embarrassed. He kept looking down and sighing. How was he going to run with a big, old pair of titties on his chest?

Women do it all the time,” Judy pointed out. “You can get a sports bra, nobody will notice a thing under your vest.”

But he noticed, and couldn’t stop noticing.

They headed for the hospital, and the cast was cut off. Dr. Haspen stepped back and said, “Get up.”

Jason was ready. But he was also weak. And he was sore. He had not using walking muscles for six months. He struggled out of bed, Judy helped him, and he stood up and wavered.

“I can prescribe a walker for you, but a couple of canes will do. What do you think?”

“Canes?” Jason was aghast. He had envisioned himself as leaping out of bed and doing a soft shoe across the floor. To find out that he was still some what of an invalid was a bitter pill.

The nurse smiled reassuringly and handed him a pair of canes. Step by step he walked across the hospital room. Cheers and handclaps as he stopped and turned around, and he found himself grinning. At last, to be in motion after all this time, it was like a big super helping of freedom.

“All right, let’s let this hypochondriac sign his papers and quit our hallowed halls.”

“Thanks, Doc.” Jason said, and Judy just hugged him and grinned at the doctor.

Jason was on the move. As a man who had dedicated his life to motion, in the water, on wheels or just beating feet, he was ready. He walked around the house. For a day, proud like a puppy with a new dish. The next day he was out in the yard, then walking down the block and talking to neighbors.

Judy worried and called the doctor, who told her he was fine and just stand back and let him be.

By the end of the week she almost couldn’t keep up with him. He was using one cane, and that not much. He kept going around the block, resting, going around the block, all day long.

That night, walking around the house with no cane, he hopped into the shower. Water sluiced down and he felt happier than he had in a long time.

No. He couldn’t have sex, but he was a man in motion again.

He stepped out of the shower, dried himself off and headed for fresh underwear. He opened his dresser drawer and looked in and…froze.

“What’s this?”

Judy was sitting on bed reading a magazine.

“What’s that?”

He held up a bra.

“It’s your new bra.”

“I don’t…I shouldn’t…I want to work my fat off.”

“Honey, your boobs are getting bigger and bigger.”

“I can have them removed.”

She placed the magazine down and stared at him. “What if I don’t want you to?”

“You want me to be a freak? A man with boobs?”

“You turn me on.”

That was his moment to stare. He had been so obsessed with his own sexual problems that he had never considered what Judy was going through.

“I guess it’s time to talk,” he said.

“About what?”

“About your needs.”

She pursed her lips and her eyes narrowed. “I don’t have any needs.”

“Bull pucky. I happen to know for a fact that you were—are—a lusty wench with sexual desires.”

“Not your problem.”

“Don’t make me come over there and give you a spanking.”

Judy was smart enough not to require that, but she was a little embarrassed when she said, “I have a vibrator.”

“What?”

“You don’t understand English? I have a vibrator, and I use it. Sometimes a lot.”

Jason was flabbergasted. And he felt selfish. And a little behind the times. “How often do you use it?”

“Five times a day Except Sunday. Seven times on Sunday. Oh, and then there are the holidays when I—“

“Seriously.”

“Oh, I don’t know. Whenever I feel in the mood. Every few days probably. You should try it.”

“What?”

“Just because your weenie has taken a leave of absence doesn’t mean you don’t have sexual organs. You have something called a perineum, which upon massage might give an orgasm.”

“What?”

“And then there are prostate orgasms, I don’t know if those are different from anal orgasms.”

He was dumbstruck hearing her relay all this information.

“What? You don’t want to even try to have some kind of sex?”

“But…but I’m on estrogen!”

“So what? Male orgasms, female orgasms, who cares what kind of big O you have?”

“You’ve been giving this a lot of thought, haven’t you?”

“Tons of thought. While you were feeling sorry for yourself in the hospital I was ransacking the net. There are so many ways of re-wiring you it is ridiculous. Want me to put the vibrator up your ass? Have a little fun.”

His voice sounded strangled as he answered in the negative.

“But you’ll think about it?”

He nodded. He couldn’t help but think about it.

The problem was that he had been born a man, raised a man, and everything in him was shrieking in protest.

Then he realized…I have boobs.

“Can you show me how to put this thing on?”

By eight months Jason was jogging. Not long, not running, being careful, worrying over little pain. But…he was moving. And he found out something interesting. While a sports bra worked wonders for his bouncing tits…woman’s panties worked wonders for his package. What was left of his package.

Woman’s panties, at least the ones that Judy suggested he try, were stretchy, and his balls didn’t bounce, and…it felt better.

Certainly better than a jockstrap.

One evening he came home from a jog around the local high school football field. He had stayed on the grass, wore the cushiest shoes he could find, and his sports bra kept him from bouncing in the chest area.

He was getting bigger in the chest area. Estrogen in a male usually results in small boobs, but for whatever reason, his boobs were getting quite sizable. He was up to a C cup, and that was packed.

Anyway, he arrived home and was surprised to see a couple of cars in the driveway. He was more surprised when he entered the house and found Debbie Shoemaker and Nancy Haskins sitting in the living room. Both women were triathletes. Debby was president of the local ladies’ triathlete association. He knew them both well.

“Hey! How are you?”

They grinned and hugged him and it was old home week. They talked about iron men and iron women. They talked about races, and they talked about training.

“Which brings us to why we’re really here,” Debby said.

Jason had been enjoying himself so much he hadn’t wondered.

“Jason, the Try Ladies,” that was the short name for their organization, “want to expand their training.”

“We get world class athletes to come talk to us at least once a month, but people in hard training don’t have the time. We need somebody who is world class to volunteer their time.”

“How about Johnny Benson. He’s—“

“We want you.”

Jason shut right the heck up and stared at the two women.

Nancy cut in. “You were close to world class before your accident. Judy says your time might have bumped you up, until you…went over.”

“But I’m not even training!” he protested.

“Nope. But you know about training. You can coach us. And Judy says you’re already starting to run again.”

Jason glanced at his wife. Judy had a smug look on her face. “You did this.”

“Guilty.”

“Jason. You are perfect for us. I’m going to be indelicate here. You can tell me to shut up if you want, but everybody knows about your situation, you know what it’s like to run with pillows on your chest.”

Jason’s mouth opened a bit.

“Most important, you can adapt men’s training methods to women. You understand things that no male coach will ever understand. Have I gone too far?”

“Of course,” muttered Jason.

“Nope,” Judy chirped cheerfully.

“So, look. We don’t expect a decision right away, and we know you have your own schedule, your own training. But will you consider coming by and talking to the girls? One night seminar? Answer some questions?”

“He will,” stated Judy.

Jason glared at her, but she ignored him.

A little while later, a date made, the two women left.

Jason turned to Judy. “Okay, bitch. It’s time to talk.”

“That’s Miss Bitch to you. Or Mrs. Bitch. And if you want to talk about how I am fulfilling my role as coach you certainly may. If you want to talk about how I am getting you back in the saddle, bring it on. If you want to talk about how good it would be for you to immerse yourself in a group of diehard triathletes…” She was right in his face.

He backed off. He mumbled something about ‘thinkin about it,’ then went out to run around the block.

And he actually ran this time. He forgot about the aches and pains and imagined problems with his body and ran. He was thinking.

She was right. But it hurt. But it hurt more to isolate himself.

He returned home sober and amenable.

“You all know Jason Somerville, and he has agreed to share his wisdom with us tonight.”

Jason looked out at the ten athletes. Oddly, he felt at home. Yes, he was a guy, but they were athletes, and they were looking up to him.

He gave a short talk about regularity in training, and having the discipline even when you didn’t want to, and then asked if there were any questions.

There were.

“Do you find training harder with estrogen in your body?”

That took him aback, and he glanced at Judy, who had a very bland expression on her face.

Okay. Every really knew everything about him and his condition. Nothing to do but answer honestly.

“It’s different. My hips are fatter and I find it changed my gait. The main thing is my mental attitude is softer.”

“How softer?”

He did his best to answer the question, and was free in admitting when he didn’t know something.

“What about sprints for training?”

“Do you prefer the Shimano derailleur?”

“Have you done any swimming in your…with your new attributes.”

He had to chuckle at that, and he admitted that he hadn’t.

All in all, it was a fascinating meeting, and in the end he agreed to meet with the girls on the following Saturday and go over training routines and how they might be improved. They would then do a work out, he was invited, and…and he was in high spirits when he and Judy returned home.

She, however, had something on her mind.

“I want to talk about anal sex.”

He didn’t want to talk about it. But, he had to.

Anal sex was turning into the elephant in the room.

Sometimes he heard her in the bedroom, groaning as she had an orgasm. Sometimes he looked at her and noted that she was relaxed and loosy goosy, all signs of having had a big O.

He wanted a big O.

But he was still too much the man, in spite of his widening hips and his burgeoning tits, to consider anal sex.

So they talked, and both ended up frustrated.

That weekend he rode his bike, first time since his accident, down to the local high school where they would start their training.

The girls warmed up on the track when they weren’t talking to him. They rode bikes, they ran, and they talked about how much of which activity they should engage in. Long term, and right before a race.

At the end of two hours they called a break. They were going to do a five mile run on the track, then a twenty mile bike ride, and end at Nancy’s house, which had a swimming pool. Not so much for training, but just to sit and chat and discuss the things they had gone over with Jason.

As they sat in a group on the lawn Nancy turned to Jason and asked, “Do you wear a regular bra when you‘re not training?”

Jason turned a few shades of red.

“He’s too manly for that,” quipped Judy, which caused a few giggles.

“You know,” said Nancy. “If you let your hair out and wore a regular bra you could pass for female.”

On the inside Jason was stunned. Speechless. On the outside he blathered a bit. “Well, I don’t know…I just…”

“Go on. shake your hair out.”

Jason had long hair, but he put it under his ball cap, or wore a pony tail. He shook his head, but when the girls started ganging up on him, and two of them grabbed his hat and undid his ponytail, he had no choice.

“Wow,” said Nancy, running her hands through his hair and brushing it out over his shoulders. “You’ve got sexy locks.”

Jason mumbled, but it also felt good to have his hair out. He was so mentally rigid about his looks now that he was a half and half man that…it felt good.

“You should see him with make up on,” said Judy.

the girls gasped.

Jason gawped at Judy. He had never worn make up. The look on her face, though, he suddenly realized he was about to get the works.

“Let’s see!”

“Come on!”

“Who’s got some lipstick!”

Jason avoided the situation for a moment, but Debby finally said, “Jason. You’re one of us now. And if you let us do this, if you let us make you more female for this little training session, we will buy you a steak dinner. Right girls?”

Jason was stuck.

Judy moved to him and grabbed his arm. “He says yes.”

And so Jason was caught. And he realized that Judy had done this, maybe not arranged it, but guided it and made it happen.

The girls gathered around. First they came up with a bra, a real bra that would allow his tits to thrust out.

He thought about it. He was going to ride the bike, and they wouldn’t get in the way, he hoped. And he was going to run, and if he had to change back, they would understand.

They pulled his shirt off and undid his sports bra. A few seconds later they were attaching the clasps on the back and Jason had his first, real, gone to town bra. He looked down in wonder. They stuck out a mile. At least to his senses. He felt gigantic, but the girls just accepted his size as normal.

They brushed his hair, used hair spray, and his face was shortly framed.

They didn’t have access to a full make up kit, but they put foundation on him and started coloring his eyes and blushing his cheeks.

Jason honestly didn’t have any idea what he looked like. But the girls all seemed impressed, so he just stood there and took it.

Finally, they stood in a group around Jason and Judy took a few pictures. She showed one to Jason and he was stunned. He was slightly larger than the girls, but definitely didn’t look like a man. His hips were rounder, his chest was…female. His hair draped around his face and his lips were plump and bright red.

“Good lord,” he whispered.

“Oh, yes,” Judy whispered back to him. “I’m going to need my vibrator tonight. And you know what?”

“What?”

“I’m going to make you watch.”

He stared at her, but she just laughed and went “la dee da.”

They began the run, and Jason took it easy. He knew his limitations, and that he still had three months of rehab before he got the full green light for training. Time again girls passed him and he just chugged along, stopping every once in a while to stretch. They ran five miles to his one, but he was happy.

The bike part of their training began and Jason was shocked to find that he could keep up with the girls. And it didn’t even look like they were slowing down for him.

Some of them pulled up next to him and they discussed speeds and gears and hills and straights.

Finally, though he had only done ten miles, he called it quits. He pulled off and let Judy give him a ride to Nancy’s house.

“How you doing, champ?”

“I feel good,” he admitted.

“You look good,” Judy said.

He looked at her. A woman on the outside. A confused person on the inside. He blurted, “I understand trans people now.”

It was an interesting statement, and they talked a little bit about it. He didn’t want to be a trans person, but…he had little choice it seemed. The estrogen was helping his rehab, and…he admitted that he liked wearing women’s things and being made up.

When they pulled up to Nancy’s house Judy put the car in park and turned to him. “You know, that’s about the manliest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

He stared at her.

“To take responsibility for whatever happens. To adapt to circumstance. You’re the most man I have ever met.”

“Even without a dick.”

And she said, “I’m going to fuck you tonight.”

He was silent.

“I’ve had enough of your evasions. I know this is good for you and that you will like it. So…tonight you lose your cherry.”

She got out of the van and walked towards Nancy’s house.

Jason stared after her for a long minute, then hurried after her.

They gave Jason a choice of a restaurant or a barbecue, and he chose barbecue. Being a triathlete was expensive, and, besides, he liked barbecue.

So he sat around and talked with the girls. They all had beer, a welcome reward after the long hours of training, and smelled the steaks cooking, and Jason was the hit of the party.

More questions about men’s training versus women’s training, how to adapt schedules, the best type of footgear, how long shoes were supposed to last, and so on.

And all the time he kept glancing at Judy.

Judy, with the Mona Lisa smile on her face.

Judy, who pursed her lips and crinkled her eyes in a smile as she thought about what she was going to do to him.

Judy, who he loved more than life.

“So how do you like being coach for the ladies?”

They were driving home. He was still in make up and wearing the sexy bra.

“It’s fun. Of course a couple of months from now I’m going to be doing my own training.”
“They all understand that.”

They arrived at home and as soon as they were in the kitchen Judy started taking clothes off. She watched him, a wry smile on her face, and left a trail of clothes to the bedroom.

“You’re really looking forward to this,” he said.

“I’m looking forward to feeling your arms around me. I’m looking forward to blowing your mind. Yes. I am.”

He couldn’t help himself, he began taking his own clothes off.

They hadn’t of course, made love since his accident. They had had minimal contact. They hugged, and they brushed against each other, but now it was different. Judy had decided, and they ended up on bed, hugging and kissing.

It was a delight for Jason. He had missed the touch of flesh, he wanted it badly. No, he didn’t have a boner, never would have one, but the touch of flesh did tend to make him horny. He had balls, he had testosterone…he had needs which could not be sated.

“I want you to use this on me, first,” she said. She handed him a strap on.

He looked down at his balls. The pubic area right above them was slightly raised, a stubby stump with a urethral home in the center. He stepped into the strap on and buckled it. His fake cock stood out and reminded him of what it was like to have a dick.

She gave him head, looking up at him and amused.

He accepted it, and even grinned. A useless act that yet set the stage.

She laid back on the bed and opened her legs and, for the first time in nearly nine months, he kissed her. Down there. Where it counted.

She gasped, and he began to do the things he loved, but which he had denied himself.

And he was horny. Not as horny as he once as, but definitely horny.

He licked her libia and sucked her clit, then moved up to her breasts.

“Finger fuck me, will you?”

He would, and he slipped two fingers into her pussy. She immediately began to moan. “Oh, fuck! I had forgotten.”

“But you have the vibrator!”

“But I want you. And even if it’s you and plastic, I still want you.”

He duplicated all the actions he used to be capable of. He fingered her, then moved his cock up to her hole. He slipped the cock in as he drew his fingers out. The replacement was perfect and he began sliding into her slit.

“Oh…oh…” she cried out, hugging him fiercely. “Yes!”

He began to slide in and out, wiggling his hips, and that unusual action made his hips feel good.

He was apart from her in a way, and yet intensely part of the act. He watched as her eyes rolled. He kissed her and she latched on to his lips hungrily, sucking at his mouth.

Harder and faster he went, and she began to come apart. Her hips started lurching and spasming, then the wave broke over her. She gasped and cried out and her back arched and held.

He sunk the cock deep, held it, wiggled his pubic against her, and she looked like she was going over a waterfall again and again.

Finally, she sagged back. Fucked out and happy.

“Oh, man,” she sighed. “That was better than before.”

That was quite the statement, but he said nothing to it.

She pushed him off her and rolled onto her side. She grinned. “Are you ready?”

He nodded.

She unbuckled his strap on and put it on her own hips. Now she was standing up and he was the one laying down.

“Suck my cock, little girl,” she giggled.

It didn’t bother him. He realized that the afternoon with the lady triathletes had changed him. He lowered his head and took her cock in his mouth.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

He looked up at her and she laughed. “Well, it looks like it feels so good.”

He laughed, splurting a bit over his mouthful of plastic.

She drew back and pushed him. “Lay on your back,” she said.

He lay, sideways on the bed, and she lubed up the fake cock and  stepped up to him.

Normally, if he had had a dick, he or she would have had to lift it up out of the way. Now he only had balls, so she lifted them and placed her cock to his hole.

“Oh, geez,” he worried. Then his worries ended. She pushed the cock smoothly into his anal cavity.

He grunted and tried to scoot back on the bed, but it was all reflex. His eyes opened and he said, “It doesn’t hurt!”

“Told you,” she said, as she held her position and let him get used to it.

He wiggled his butt experimentally, and it still didn’t hurt, so he looked at her, and in that look was surprise and acceptance.

“Okay, baby,” she muttered, and she began to fuck him.

Long, slow strokes. Wiggles of the hips, he could feel her cock deep inside him.

Shortly she was holding his rounded hips and jamming her cock into him.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and he could feel his mental attitudes adjusting, accepting, submitting.

For a long few minutes she fucked him. They didn’t kiss or feel tits, they just fucked, and enjoyed the sensation of his hole being made wider.

Then he felt an odd sensation. “I feel like I have to go to the bathroom.”

“That’s your prostate. It wants to get rid of semen. Go ahead and pee.”

For a moment he didn’t understand, the sensations were alien, then it happened. It just…gave way. He felt cum oozing out of his urethral in his stump.

It oozed for a long time, he had a lot of sperm stored up, and it felt good. Not like a cum, but it made him feel loosy goosy, like everything was all right.

Finally, the flow stopped and he sagged back. “That’s it,” he said. He was acting all dreamy.

Judy pulled her cock out of him. She wiped it off and put it away and lay down next to him. For the first time in months they were sated, at home in each others arms.

“I’ll fuck you every month. You’ll be feeling real horny after I do that, after all, it’s not like you’re getting a male orgasm. But you’ll be able to stand it because now you know there’s hope at the end of the tunnel.”

“I do that,” he agreed. “But what about you? Once a month seems a little long between.”

“Oh, don’t worry about me. I figure you can use the strap on seven or eight times a month on me.”

“Wait a minute! Why don’t I get fucked as much as you?”

“Don’t you remember the last time we fucked and you had a dick?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“I told you then, wouldn’t it be cool if I tease you and never let you cum. Well, lover, this is as close as I can get to that.”

Jason laid back and blinked and thought about it,   then he said the only thing he could under the circumstances.

“Fuck!”

END
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PART ONE

Jeff was helped out of the car by the matrons. He was wearing prison orange and his hands were cuffed. He stood for a moment, swaying ever so slightly, and looking around.

He was in the country. Through the gate he could see a long drive winding through a grove of oak trees. The wall to the sides of the gate stretched into the distance.

The two women, both beefy and strong and big breasted, took his arms and walked him to the gate. One of them pressed a button and a voice came out of a speaker.

“Who is it?”

“We’re delivering Jeff Brunson, ma’am.”

A second later a buzzer sounded and the iron gate swung back.

“Who am I?” asked Jeff. He had figured out that his name was Jeff because the guards had named him. But…who was he? Who was Jeff Brunson?

“Let’s go,” said the guard on the right.

Jeff went with them. He had to. He was a slender man. He had a narrow face with a round chin and dark, brown eyes. His hair was lank and long.

“But who am I?”

“You’re Jeff Brunson,” responded the woman on the left.

They followed the drive around the trees.

Jeff looked behind him. Through the gate the prison car sat in the road.

“Why don’t we take the car?”

The guard on the right snickered. “Can you believe this guy? After what he did he wants a free ride.”

The guard on the left merely said, “Lady Ishtar doesn’t like vehicles on her property.”

The drive circled back and forth, It wended through grounds that were more like a fancy meadow than a property. In the distance they could see fountains and hedges, and one place looked like a massive maze.

“But I don’t understand! Why am I here? Who am I? I don’t remember being here before…I don’t remember being anywhere before.”

“Sorry, Jeff,” said the guard on the left. “It’s a need to know basis, and you don’t need to know.”

“I don’t understand why you coddle these guys.”

“I don’t understand why you want to bully them. I mean, what’s the point? He doesn’t know why you’re treating him this way.”

“Then why whip him?”

“Wouldn’t make much sense to whip him before, he’d just forget it. This way he’ll remember.”

The guard on the right snorted in disdain. “He’ll remember eventually, anyway.”

“Maybe.”

Jeff wondered what he was supposed to remember.

They left the trees and a hundred yards ahead was a large mansion. It had three stories, columns, gables, and was in primo condition.

Jeff stumbled over a stone and was jerked erect by the guard on the right, and kept from falling by the guard on the left.

“Come on,” grunted the mean guard.

Jeff stared at the house as they approached it. It had large bushes in front of it. The windows were sparkly clean. The grounds were immaculately raked.

They crossed a circle driveway and ascended to the porch. There was a small table and chairs to the right. To the left was a pillory. The pillory looked more like decoration.

The good guard raised her hand to knock and the door opened.

The lady was about forty and quite beautiful. She had long reddish-auburn hair. Her mouth was a perfect M shape and sexy red. Her eyes were brown, but sad. Her body was a spectacular set of curves. She was wearing a burgundy, satin robe with a cami. High heels made her five foot ten, which put her an inch above Jeff.

Jeff felt something in his groin, but…but…what was he supposed to feel? He didn’t get a boner, but he got a sensation that should have translated into a boner. What was wrong with him?

“Bring him through to the back yard.”

The guards led him through the large double doors and across a large front room. The furniture was sumptuous and the artwork on the walls could have been painted by old masters.

Jeff almost tripped on the thick carpet, but kept going.

Into a smaller back room, a more private room with a couple of couches at one end and a billiard table at the other end. The back wall was several sets of windows, and he could see a vast lawn, then a thick forest.

“Out here,” the woman said.

They led Jeff down some steps and to the left. Behind a garage was a bare patch of earth. Here was another pillory. This one looked worn. The paint was rubbed off around the hand holes and neck hole. The lock was large and very businesslike.

“Okay, Jeff, put your hands through the holes.”

“Wait!” he said, suddenly becoming alarmed at the sight of the stocks.

The guards didn’t play around. They were stronger than him, and they slapped his hands and neck down and lowered the top bar.

Click. The padlock was closed.

“What is this? What are you doing?” Jeff’s voice was shrill.

“You want to do it?” asked the mean guard.

“I’d better. I don’t want you getting carried away.”

“I’ll be in the house,” the beautiful woman said, and she turned back and went to the rear stairs.

Jeff was restive. He struggled, knew he would never get out, and started complaining.

“What is going on? You won’t tell me who I am/, and now you’ve put me in this thing, and …what are you doing?”

The good guard unbuttoned her blue tunic and handed it to the mean guard. She was wearing a Sam Browne Bra, and she uncoiled a whip.

“Wait! Wait! Why are you doing this?”

“Jeffrey Brunson, in accordance with your sentencing of October 10th I am administering the punishment in the manner in which it was prescribed.”

WISSS…CRACK!

Sam screamed. The whip cut through his orange jumpsuit and his back streaked with red.

WISSS…CRACK!

The whip sliced through the air and skin. The sound of the whipping reached the far trees and echoed slightly.

WISSS…CRACK!

Sam screamed and cried and struggled.

The good guard did not take it easy on him. This was no slap and tickle whipping such as a dominatrix might give, this was the real thing. It was designed to cow the most rebellious slave.             

WISSS…CRACK!

On and on it went. Blood caked the back of the jump suit. It splattered over the stocks and into Jeff’s hair. He was sobbing and struggling, and, finally, he passed out.

“Okay. He’s out.”

The good guard coiled the whip, using a bit of Jeff’s tattered jumpsuit to wipe off the blood and bits of skin. “I hate doing that.”

“It’s a good work out though, yes?”

The good guard sighed and nodded.

“Okay. One thing left to do, then we can leave.”

They quickly and efficiently rubbed salt onto Jeff’s back. When he came to the pain would be magnified.

Cruel?

Not if one knew what Jeff had done.

The lady of the house appeared as the good cop buttoned up her tunic.

“All done?” She looked at Jeff hanging limp in the stocks.

“All done. Here’s his remote.” The bad guard handed the lady a remote with a red button on it. “If he starts to remember just give him a shock. Then call and we’ll recalibrate his medicine.”

“Very well.”

The two guards walked back through the house and back up the front drive.

The lady sat on a bench to one side of the pillory and watched Jeff. She sighed heavily. It would be some time before he came to.

She stood up and walked to him.

He was out, hanging limp in the wooden pillory.

The woman stood for a long moment, then walked behind him. His legs were bent, but slightly spread. She took a step back and faced him. His back was bleeding. His butt was striped and the red had caked.

She took a step forward and swung her foot up between his legs.

She hit him precisely in the balls with the instep of her foot. She felt the testicles smushing under the impact, but he didn’t feel it. She wondered if he would feel it when he woke up.

She thought about kicking him some more, but decided not to. She had thought it would feel good to abuse him. And there was a piece of her that liked it.

But there was a piece of her that didn’t like it.

He had been punished. Enough was enough. It was time to start rebuilding him into something that would benefit society.

Jeff became aware that he was hanging limply, supported by…oh, yes. Stocks. He was in a pillory. And he had been whipped, and his back…oh, God! His back!

He began to scream as he felt the salt that had been rubbed into his wounds.  He regained his footing and gave up screaming. It was beyond screaming. He just stood there and felt the pain multiply.

There was nothing he could do but suffer.

To the side Lady Ishtar watched. Her lips were pursed in thought, her eyes were contemplative. Yes, it was enjoyable, but…but there wasn’t a point to it. Pain for pain’s sake, and he didn’t even know why.

Should she tell him?

The authorities had said not to, that his punishment would be that much more effective if he didn’t know why he was being punished.

The sounds of his pain and despair waned slowly. An hour later he was just standing, feeling pain, but the major effects were done.

Lady Ishtar stood up and came around to the front of the stocks. She lifted his head by the hair and stared into his face.

“Please…please…let me go. Stop this.”

Lady Ishtar moved her head up and down. She could see it now. She could the value and effectiveness of this method. And if this worked, then phase two should work.

She inserted the key into the lock and opened it. She lifted the board and Jeff pushed up and out and collapsed on the ground.

He was sobbing at her feet, his every motion a new spike of pain.

Lady Ishtar walked to the bench she had been sitting on and picked up a small tube. She returned to Jeff, squirted a glop of the tube onto her hand and rubbed her hands together.

She knelt next to him and began rubbing her hands over his tortured flesh.

He screamed and flattened out on the ground, then the pain of her touch became a gentle caress as the medicine in the tube did its work.

He lay there, groaning, putting up with jolts of pain and then relief.

She smoothed the substance over his back, over his butt, then stood up.

He lay crying, but now crying in relief.

She looked at her hands in disgust. They were covered with a mix of  the slimy substance and his blood. She went to a garden hose and washed her hands. She was careful not to get anything on her clothes.

Jeff turned his head and watched her. The tears thick on his face, he asked, “Please, who am I? Why is this being done to me?”

Lady Ishtar regarded him cooly. “Come into the house. And take off those rags.” She walked to the rear entrance of the house and climbed the short steps.

Jeff looked down at his clothes. He didn’t even remember putting them on. He had awoken in the car on the way here with them on. Now they were cut to rags.

He moved slowly and managed to extricate himself from the shreds of threads. He wasn’t wearing underwear and he didn’t know what to do about that. Stumbling, he made his way to the back of the house and climbed the steps. Each step was a year of torment, but he reached the top of the stairs and entered the house.

Lady Ishtar was waiting for him. She said, “Clothes won’t do you any good until you heal. Follow me.”

She walked into the big room and he hurried to keep up with her. She moved quickly, briskly, and he had to force his body to move.

There were stairs at each side of the back of the room. They curved around the contours of the room and ended in a landing at the top of the stairs. In the middle of the landing was a large door which lead down a long hallway.

Jeff followed Lady Ishtar, and as he walked his strength return a bit.

At the end of the hall, at the very back of the house, she turned into a room.

“This is your room,” she said.

It was wonderful. A soft mattress on a poster bed. There was a walk in closet which was empty except for a couple of chemises on hangers. At the back of the closet was a dresser and she opened it. “Your underwear is in here. You uniform will consist of these items.”

She pointed at a poster above the dresser. There were pictures with labels: panties, bra, nylons, chemise, heels.

Five items. Girl items. No male pants or underwear.

“You needn’t worry about clothing for three days. By that time your backside will be healed up and you will be expected to be properly dressed at all times. You will be whipped if you are not properly clothed.”

His eyes widened. Whipped? Again? He shuddered.

She pointed to a small side table next to the bed. On it was a small red book. ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette: A Manual of Politeness from a Gentler Time,’ by Florence Hartley. “You will be expected to read a chapter every night. You will be tested, and if your performance is lacking you will be whipped.”

She watched him as he absorbed these instructions. Then, “Do you have any questions?”

His face was a study in misery. He started to shake his head, then stopped. He did have questions.

“Please…why are you doing this to me?”

“You did it to yourself. Anything else?”

Again, a slight pause as he made his mind work, then, “Who am I?”

Lady Ishtar sniffed, then turned to leave the room.

“Please tell me,” he begged.

She turned back to him. “You may rest until dinner. When the bell rings you are summoned.” And she was gone.

He stood in the middle of the room, not knowing what was happening, wondering what he had done to deserve this.

There was a double window at the end of the room, and he looked out the window. The forest was out there, over the manicured lawn. He sniffed, wiped his eyes, and wondered if he should risk running away into the forest.

The front lawn had been massive, and the back lawn was equally as massive, and the tree tops seemed to have no end.

Where would he run to?

These people, this lady, she knew who he was. He knew that. He knew that if he was to have answers then he better do what she said.

He walked to the bed and touched the mattress. It was soft.

He lay down, face down, knowing that his ripped flesh could not endure even the touch of a sheet. He closed his eyes and wondered: who am I? What is happening to me? Who am I?

He went to sleep.

He awoke with the memory of a soft bell dinging in his mind. How odd. It was like he hadn’t heard it with his ears, but directly with his mind.

She must have called him.

He slid off the bed, careful not to let his backside touch anything. The medicine she had put on him was working well. He had only a remembrance of pain, and that only if he touched his wounds.

He looked down at himself. He was filthy. But the strangest thing was his cock. It just hung there.             

He didn’t remember who he was, but he did know that he always woke up with what was called a ‘woody.’

But now he had no woody. What was wrong with him?

He walked out to the hallway and saw a bathroom opposite his room. He walked in and used the toilet. He stared at himself in a mirror.

His face was streaked with dirt and tears. His hair was wild.

He didn’t know how much time he had, but he took a moment to wipe unwhipped parts of his body and his face.

He washed his testicles and penis, again wondering why he was so soft, and he wondered why his balls hurt so much. It felt like he had been kicked in the balls. But he didn’t remember the guards kicking him in the balls.

He walked out of the bathroom and down the long hallway, now moving more briskly. He reached the stairs, went down, and looked into the room behind the big room.

“In here,” Lady Ishtar called from a room to the side.

Jeff walked into a large kitchen.

Lady Ishtar was sitting at a table and sipping tea. She was wearing the same style robe, but a different color, a plum color, or mauve, or whatever.

She didn’t look up from the newspaper she was reading.

“Make yourself dinner.”

He stared at her, and she ignored him.

He examined the kitchen. It was large with modern appliances. The surfaces were clean. The lighting was good and there was a big window that looked out on the back lawn. If he stood on tiptoes he could look down on the pillory.

The pillory. He shivered.

“Well?”

He turned to find her inspecting him. “Well what?” he asked.

“Do you not know how to feed yourself?”

He moved to the refrigerator and opened it. The refrigerator was filled with food.

But he wasn’t much of a cook. He didn’t know who he was, but he knew that whoever he was he didn’t know how to cook.

Lady Ishtar watched Jeff and realized he was clueless. But, then, what did she expect?

She sighed and stood up. She walked to the refrigerator and pointed at eggs and bacon. “We’ll start with breakfast. Two eggs, three slices of bacon, use the pans already on the stove.

Jeff actually felt a surge of gratitude. Now he knew what to do.

He cracked two eggs into one pan, and laid three strips of bacon in the other pan.

“Medium heat. Once you know how the bacon and eggs respond you can adjust the heat. Get two pieces of bread and put them in the toaster.”

Jeff did as directed. Shortly he was eating runny eggs and scorched bacon. the toast was spongy and the butter didn’t melt.

“Terrible,” she said with no expression. “Clean the dishes, then try again. You may cook my breakfast.”

He ate, cleaned, and proceeded to prepare another breakfast. This one turned out a slightly better, but she threw it in the garbage without comment.

“What was wrong?” he asked.

She didn’t answer, merely beckoned that he should follow her.

They walked outside and into the garage.

“It is your duty to keep the premises clean. Today is lawn day, and laundry day. I already did the laundry, I can’t wait for you. The lawn mower is over in the corner. Use the grass catcher and dump it in the pile to the side of the garage. All lawns must be done tonight.”

She walked out.

Jeff stared at the corner and his eyes found the lawn mower. It was a push mower, and he pulled it out of the corner. He hooked the grass catcher to it and began going around the house.

The sun was setting and he had a few hours of pushing before the lawn would be completed.

Oddly, this he didn’t question. He wondered who he was; he wondered who the lady was, but he followed her directions without equivocation.

The sun touched the horizon, the shadows grew long, and he pushed and pushed and pushed.

He emptied the catcher.

He pushed.

His back hurt, his feet had poor grip as the lawn became slick with dew, still, he continued without thought.

“Why am I doing this?” he wondered, but without rebellion. He just wondered.

The sun disappeared below the tree line. The clouds were deadly orange and grey, he had half a lawn to go.

Full dark, a sliver of moon starting to come up. He pushed, he emptied, he pushed.

There was catharsis in his motions. Everything felt right when he pushed the old mower.

When he stopped for more than a minute, when he rested too long, he didn’t feel right.

It was close to midnight when he finally stopped.

He put the mower away and went to the front door. It was locked. He rounded the house to the back door and stopped when he saw a sign on the door.

Wash thoroughly with the garden hose.

He gave a sigh and walked down to the lawn. He found the hose and turned it on. The water was cold, took his breath away, yet, again, he didn’t question. He simply followed instructions.

He rinsed, and rubbed his flesh with his hands.

He let the water run over his back, but did not touch. The touch of the cold water on his back he could stand, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to rub a towel or anything on his back until it was more healed.

Three days, he thought.

He awoke at the sound of the bell. His lawn mowing muscles were sore, but his backside felt better. He looked at the closet and wished for clothes, even the clothes the lady had indicated, but he knew he had to wait two more days.

He padded over to the bathroom and cleaned himself as best he could, then he ran down the hallway, the steps, and into the kitchen.

Lady Ishtar was sitting at the table, sipping her tea. She didn’t look up.

Jeff opened the refrigerator door and took out the bacon and eggs.

“Waffles and sausage today,” said Lady Ishtar without looking up.

Jeff put the bacon and eggs back and found the sausages and waffles. He put butter in the pan and started the sausages. He popped the waffles into the toaster, and got out the butter and syrup.

A few minutes later the meal was done and he sat down at the table with a plate in front of him.

Lady Ishtar reached over and slid the plate to herself. She watched him as she began eating.

Jeff was confused. He thought the meal was supposed to be for him. Obviously, it wasn’t, and he figured out that he was going to have to make another meal. And after this he should figure on cooking for two.

Realizing this, he stood up and set about preparing the second meal.

Lady Ishtar’s eyes followed him, and she seemed pleased. But she still had a dissatisfied look on her face.

After he had cleaned up she took him to the hallway and opened a door.

“You will vacuum every rug. You will polish all wood. You will dust every surface.” She pointed at the cleaning supplies in the closet.

Jeff nodded. Oddly, he had the thought that he didn’t want to do this, but the thought couldn’t completely manifest, and he began his duties.

He vacuumed every rug, and there were a lot of them in the three story house. Smaller rugs he had to take out and beat.

He polished all the wood, the furniture, the jambs, even the floors showing at the edge of the rugs.

He dusted, paying close attention to the high chandeliers, getting dust and cobwebs.

When he was done, Lady Ishtar met with him in the kitchen. “After this, do the dusting first, the wood second, and the vacuuming last. Top to bottom.

He nodded.

“Every day you will clean the bathrooms,” she said. “Usually you will do them first, but today you may do them after dinner.”

She stood over him and instructed him on how to fix dinner. She watched as he peeled potatoes, made salads, and did all the little things necessary to a proper meal.

They ate, and he cleaned, then he did the bathrooms. There were ten of them in the house, and though most of them weren’t being used, he had to clean all of them as if they were.

And he still didn’t object.

He went to his room tired. His back was healing nicely, but he still had to sleep on his belly.

What bothered him the most was the fact that his penis was always slack. It had been two days and it hadn’t risen up once.

Yet, though he had no memories, he knew it was normally awake all the time. He remembered that he walked through life with a bulge in his pants.

Yet now there was no bulge.

But he was feeling horny. Being naked all the time, feeling his dick dangle as he cleaned, he felt a subtle excitement, an excitement that should have flared into a full hard on.

But the excitement was contained without benefit of an erection.

The next day he awoke when the bell rang.

He was still tired, but he was almost recovered from the terrible beating he had suffered.

He quickly performed his ablutions and ran to the kitchen. Lady Ishtar was waiting for him.

“Today you will learn how to make an omelette.” She showed him how to cook, preparing the eggs, dicing the bits of veggies and such that went into a good omelette, and washing as he performed the same actions on the other side of the stove. She made hers and he made his. Her was delicious and his was…adequate.

They sat and ate, and she said, “Today you will clean the outside of the house. That includes all windows, ledges, the porch and…” she continued with a long list of items.”

He nodded, and when she was done he asked, “Why do I do this.”

She stopped and stared at him. Was this rebellion? Was he revolting so soon?”

But looking at his face she realized that he was merely extrapolating his thoughts concerning who he was.

Who was he? Why was he doing this? And, if his handlers had prepared him properly, his next question would be as to who she was.

She waited.

He was frozen. He knew he was supposed to wash the dishes now. But…but there was something he needed to know…

He knew she wouldn’t tell him who he was, or why he was doing all these things for her, but…maybe…

“Who are you?”

She watched him, satisfied, and yet perturbed.

She had asked for this, she had requested him, yet things were happening to her.

She knew she could say anything she wanted. He was implanted. He had to do what she said. She had completed and total power over him.

A two edged sword if ever there was one.

She cleared her throat.

He watched, a puppy dog expression in his eyes, hoping to be answered.

But did he deserve an answer? After what he had done?

She thought not.

She moved her chair into the center of the kitchen. She lifted her silk slip and let her cami lapels open to the sides.

Her breasts were large and succulent. The nipples were risen, stiff, and her breasts were flushed.

Her pussy was open, the labia large flaps, the clitoris erect at the top of here slit.

That she would let him do this…it was degrading, yet she knew she had to do this. She had to let him know, even if he didn’t know. She had to excite him, knowing that it would cause him great horniness…and absolutely no relief.

An uncommon torture designed to remind him of what he was, a man, and what he was no longer…a man.

She spread her legs and said one word. “Eat.”

He was compelled. He knew this was something that he loved, but being made to do it and it lost allure.

He was on his knees, staring at her face, wanting to refuse, yet…he couldn’t. This was his job. This was what he was here for.

He didn’t know who he was, he didn’t know why he was so compelled, but he scooted his head between her creamy thighs and attacked her vagina.

It was delicious, having his face ensconced in the perfect aroma of her womanhood.

And it was the ultimate torment, for his dick wouldn’t rise up. He became more and more excited, he wanted something, but had not the tool to accomplish it.

Lady Ishtar sighed and leaned her head back. She held his head in place and made him grind his face into her fount.

She felt his lips slithering up the edges of her labia. She gasped when he sucked on her clitoris.

For long minutes he ate, and she finally raised his head, stared into his eyes, then pulled him to her breasts.

He suckled, and the joy he felt was absolutely indescribable.

He knew that this was what he was supposed to do.

He didn’t know why, and that bothered him, but his joy overwhelmed any slight question.

She pushed him down to her groin again. “Get me off.”

Eagerly, in spite of having no male impetus, he sucked and licked and finally used his fingers.

She groaned. It had been so long…she needed this. This would end all questions and put him in his place.

The orgasm came slowly. She was out of practice. But it came. It was like a rising wave, or maybe a rising tide, and it lifted her up, made her arch her back, and she fucked his face.

He held nothing back, save his useless dick, and he felt when the explosion took her and carried her away. He kept eating, waiting for it to end.

Lady Ishtar sighed heavily and came back to planet earth, and then she made a terrible mistake.

“I am Lady Ishtar. You may call me Ishy.”

She was not supposed to give him her name, not for a year. And then proper decorum must be observed. He should called her ‘Lady Ishtar.’

But she had broken the rules.

Not that it mattered to the rule givers. Jeff was out of their hands and into hers.

But it would matter to her. Barriers carefully implanted should not be frivolously broken.

But she had broken it.

Whim to the bits and shards of one of the hardest orgasms she had ever experienced, she had broken the rules.


PART TWO

Jeff fell into a regular rhythm. He awoke and put his clothes on.

He pulled on his panties. They were tight, more like a gaff, and his cock and balls were pulled back between his legs.

He put on his bra and adjusted the straps carefully.

He put on nylons and slipped into high heels.

Finally, he slipped into his chemise.

That was his uniform, and he liked it, once he got used to it.

He like being taller in the heels, and it was exciting to walk and listen to the tapping sound his heels made.

The chemise rubbed his flesh, and that gave him warm thoughts.

There were several things that bothered him, however.

First, he didn’t know who he was, or why he was here. Yet there was a comfort in his mind as he followed his instructions and went through day to day chores.

Second, his body was changing. It was getting ‘plump.’ His ass was turning round and his chest was swelling. In fact, his bra, originally A cups, had filled out and been replaced with B cups.

Third, his balls and his dick were getting smaller.

When he woke up, before he pulled on the gaff, he studied his reducing manhood. Why were they shrinking? Why was his dick never erect?

It used to be. He didn’t remember this, but he somehow knew it. His dick used to be a stiff bar, eight inches long and never quenched, no matter how many pussies he put it in.

So what happened?

And why, with his dick limp, was he so horny, so frustrated?

But, there being no answers, and only solace in performing his duties and waiting on Ishy, he would hurry down to the kitchen.

In the kitchen he would fix breakfast. After breakfast he would be grilled on the book he read religiously every night.

“When should a lady ask a question? When should a lady object to company? How should a lady conduct herself in mixed company?”

Each chapter seemed to result in a thousand questions, and Jeff was often late in getting started with his duties.

Ishy was rarely satisfied in asking him questions. She insisted on grilling him until he made a mistake, at which point she would scoot her chair out to the center of the kitchen and demand he get her off. This, he didn’t mind.

There seemed to be something in him that was ultimately satisfied when he was on his knees and servicing her. As if his purpose for being was satisfied by her orgasms.

It was three months before he brought up the fact of his shrinking testicles.

“Ishy? May I ask a question?”

“Of course, Jeff.” She leveled a look at him that revealed a certain cold heartedness that he didn’t understand.

“My manhood is getting smaller. My balls used to be big and hard, like golf balls. Now they are the size of prunes, and they feel soft. And my penis, it never gets hard, and I think it is getting smaller, too.

Ishy nodded thoughtfully. Should she tell him?

Technically, no. But there was that within her that rejoiced in watching how her words impacted on him.

“You have a time release capsule of estrogen in your body.”

He blinked and didn’t understand.

“Men need testosterone. You don’t.”

“I don’t? Why?”

“Because you’re no longer going to be a man.”

This puzzled him greatly, but she said nothing more.

But the next day she began teaching him about make up.

He listened intently as she described methods of cleansing his flesh, how to apply primer, blush, foundation, and all the other potions designed to bring out a woman’s natural beauty. From that day on he was commanded to always be in make up.

He pushed the lawn mower in heels and bright lipstick.

He watched his face in the reflection of windows he cleaned.

He was amazed, but somehow glad, when his B cups were replaced by C cups.

Ishy never took him out to the pillory. She threatened to, but didn’t. The thought of physical punishment was…unsettling.

She did find fault with him. Constantly. The windows, though perfect, were imagined with a streak. The lines in the lawn were thought to be crooked. His eyes needed more make up, or less.

Jeff took it and never thought to complain.

Except it was driving him crazy that he didn’t know who he was and why he was here.

He figured out that he was being punished. It was a gentle thought, unavoidable as time passed and he worked ceaselessly.

But why? What had he done?

On occasion he asked, but Ishy would just purse her lips in study, frown at him, then walk away.

At six months he had the thought that he was a slave, and that’s when the dreams began. The dreams were always the same. He was running.

Just a running dream. Common. But he wondered what he was running from? Or running to?

But whatever his destination, or origination, he was wearing his uniform, and his breasts were huge.

Sometimes he woke up tired. On those days he struggled through his chores.

Ishy noticed and asked him, “Why are you tired, Jeff?”

“Dreams, Ishy.”

“Dreams of what?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know my name, I don’t know why I’m here, and now I don’t know what my dreams are.”

Ishy smiled a bitter smile. “Perhaps some day you’ll know.”

At nine months his balls were the size of raisins. His penis was an inch long, if that. His boobs were sizable.

He no longer had a male body; he was female. His hips were soft and round and his chest was a D cup, and soon to be double D. The fat in his face had redistributed and he no longer looked male in that area.

He no longer had facial hair, and what hair he did have was very thin and light.

He was commanded to keep his body shaved.

Once a week he was given time to shave. He would sit in the bathroom and use a razor, and it took time.

Yet, he was changing.

Duties he had once objected to (though never in reality) now became pleasurable. He actually enjoyed sitting and scraping the light hair off his flesh. He began to take a deep pride in his make up, and he often pirouetted in front of the mirror and studied his femininity.

These changes were reflected by Ishy.

Her frowns became less, the unhappiness was gone from her eyes, and she was puzzled.

What was happening to her?

She had gone from punishing Jeff by making him eat her, to enjoying his ministrations.

And she liked watching him from a distance. He was walking more and more female every day. He even talked like a girl, and his motions were adapting to his new body.

He didn’t remember, but there was something in him, a cultural remembrance, perhaps, that told him to cross his legs at the thighs, that bid him how to toss his hair with a flip of his head.

Even his voice was rising, become more tenor and less bass.

Once, he giggled.

Not guffawed, or chuckled or chortled.

What made this even more unreal was the fact that he had nothing to laugh at. But being female was changing his psyche.

“Here!”

He was in his dream. He ran in high heels, his chemise flowing a bit behind him, his feet making hurried clicking noises.

I don’t want to sweat, that would be bad for my make up!

But he couldn’t stop running. And that voice, he had never heard that voice before.

“Up here! Catch me!”

He ran harder, gasping for breath, now agile on his high heels.

He imagined himself a panther, a female panther, sprinting through the jungle, trying to catch prey.

But what was the prey? Who was the prey?

“Come on! I’m just ahead…”

He awoke in a sweat.

The sweat of running in a dream translated to a waking sweat.

He was gasping for breath, his heart was pounding. He put a hand on his heart, his chest, and felt his breasts.

It was dark in his room, a couple of hours before dawn. He needed to rest.

But he couldn’t rest.

He got up and went to the door to his room.

He never awoke in the night. He slept through, seeking the absolution of doing his chores.

He understood, looking down that dark hall, that he was seeking absolution…but for what?

What had he done?

He wondered if the answer was in his dreams.

Now he didn’t just not know who he was, he didn’t know who was ahead of him in the dream.

Were they running from him?

From him? A gentle soul who would never hurt anybody.

He walked down the hall and stared out at the big room.

Pictures on the walls. Little photos on the tables. Photos he had dusted and cleaned the glass on.

He walked down the stairs.

He walked around the room and stared at the paintings.

Old masters.

He walked to a small table at the end of a couch.

He rarely came into this room, except to clean.

On the table was a photo in a leaning frame.

A beautiful girl. The joy of light in her eyes. The sun kissing her blonde hair. She was on a swing, and he knew where the swing was. It was in the front yard, hanging from an oak.

He walked to the front door and stepped out on the porch.

The night was cool and his flesh goose bumped. Light clouds wreathed the moon and he perceived shadows.

The shadow of the house, of the endless array of oaks. The pillory that was never used was a dark stain upon the house.

He walked down the steps and out to the tree. The swing was hanging, the ropes frayed. It hadn’t been used for a long time, yet the ropes were still usable.

The plank the ropes were knotted through was motionless.

He turned and sat, and felt the scars of his whipping.

Tears slowly came to his eyes.

He didn’t know who he was, what he had done, or even why he was crying.

He didn’t know why he was dreaming, but the world was coming undone for him.

“Why are you out here.”

Ishy’s voice was like a whip, and Jeff felt a sudden surge of fear.

She stood in the shadows, wearing her usual ensemble of slip and short robe. The colors were grey, which made them dark and ominous in the gloom of the night.

“I…dreamed. I…I’m sorry.” He stood up, abashed, fearful to the point of being terrified.

Ishy moved closer to him. “Go to the backyard. Take a position in the stocks and wait for me.”

Jeff hurried around the house. He placed his wrists and neck on the lower plank and carefully lowered the top plank.

Ishy came out of the darkness. She had followed him, but at a slow pace.

She wondered at herself, at what she was going to do. He was going to remember things soon, and she wanted a last chance to discipline him, to punish him, to make him pay.

She clicked the lock on the stocks and picked up the whip coiled on a peg on the side of the stocks.

She stepped back, and Jeff shivered.

He could have run. He could have refused. But he couldn’t. He knew now that he obeyed because he was implanted. He must obey. His mind might shriek and terror might be in his heart, but he had to follow directions. That was his sentence.

WISSS…CRACK!

Jeff screamed in the night.

He was alone, no idea who he was, nobody to help him.

WISSS…CRACK!

Terror was his middle name. But it was the terror of never recalling who he was. Even if he had to face what he had done, the idea of never knowing who he was…that was worse.

WISSS…CRACK!

Yet that last stroke, it had taken it’s time. Five seconds between the first and second stroke. Thirty seconds before the third stroke.

His skin hadn’t even been cut.

Yet the damage to his heart was worse.

He heard Ishy moving behind him, then the lock clicked open. The board was opened and he retracted his limbs and head.

“Ishy?” he asked of the night, trembling.

She touched him. Turned him around. Her hands wiped away his tears, and then she was holding him. Hugging him.

“No more,” she said. “No more.”

For five minutes she held him. She held him like a bear trap, but the trap was made out of velvet.

She stepped back. She whispered, “Go to bed.”

He stumbled away from her. He made it to the back door, turned and looked at her.

She stood in shade of the tree, her head bowed, and it looked like her shoulders were shaking.

Jeff was too scared to go back and find out. He entered the house and ran for his room.

Dreams. A hint of a shadow world that holds the truth of a man. Or a woman.

Are you bad? The dreams will be bad.

Are you good? The dreams will reflect that.

Male or female, the dreams regurgitate the whimsies of your life.

Young or old, feeble or emboldened, your dreams reflect this.

Victim or…victim. For who is not a victim? Who does not fight the faces in his life, or love them?

In the eleventh month of his sentence Jeff dreamed regularly. He was a woman running.

Away from a monster?

Towards a great reward?

He didn’t know.

He experienced great terror, and shimmying delight, and didn’t know.

He was a woman now. His skin was soft and his features reflected a loving heart.

He didn’t know how or why, for it was more than hormones. It was as if some inner being had been released, or reshaped, or something.

Every day he did his chores. He floated through the house, a personification of femininity. He whispered demure answers to Ishy.

He wondered who he was.

One day he was in the big room. He polished wood. Spraying substance on grain and polishing with a rag. He loved the smell, and he loved how the wood gleamed when he was done.

He came to the small table with the photograph of the young girl.

He picked up the picture, his delicate, red tipped fingernails holding the wood. He stared through long lashed eyes at the happiness of the young girl.

The light catching her life, revealing her sacredness. For what child is not sacred? Innocent before the dirty world gets its grubby mitts on her?

He sat down, and his eyes took in every feature of her. The summer dress, the way her mouth was open in delight. Most of all, the light in her eyes.

Who was she? Why was she here? Sitting on a small table in a large house?

And who was he, that she would reach through the photo and touch him?

A tear splattered on the glass, landing on her forehead.

Another tear, another. Then he was in full flood. Desperately he wiped his tears off the photo, but there always seemed to be more.

“Jeff?”

Ishy was at the bottom of the stairs.

Jeff stood up, sobbing, and walked to Ishy. He put his arms around her, and she instinctively held him. He held the picture in one hand, and he cried. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

She brushed his face back and whispered. “Why, Jeff? Why are you sorry?”

“I don’t know! And it makes me even sorrier. If I could only remember…if I only understood, but…” and he bawled, awash in misery and not knowing why.

Finally, Ishy told him to go upstairs and clean up, to read the book the rest of the day.

He nodded and broke away from her. He was still sobbing and his shoulders shook and his breasts quivered.

Ishy watched him mount the stairs and disappear into the long hallway.

She went into her office and picked up her cell phone and tapped a number.

“Administration services, may I help you?”

“This is Ishtar. He’s remembering.”

“Please hold.”

Lady Ishtar held, and shortly a voice was on the line.

“Good day, Lady Ishtar. Jeff is remembering?”

“He’s having dreams, his emotions are full.”

“Very good. Right on schedule. Have you had to use the remote?”

“No. Jeff has behaved perfectly.”

“And he has read the book?”

“Read it and committed the lessons to memory.”

“Very well, with your agreement we will end implant at midnight tonight. Please advise if all things don’t go well.”

“I will. And…”

“Yes?”

“Thank you.”

Jeff went to bed after dinner. He was restless and didn’t understand. Sleep was slow in coming. At eleven o’clock he finally dropped off.

He was instantly in the dream. He was running.

“Right here! Catch me!”

Jeff felt different. He felt freer. He ran faster, and he saw a shape running away from him in the grey.

“Wait!” he yelled. He was gasping for breath, his legs burned, but he was catching her. “Wait!”

“Wait for what?” the woman threw over her shoulder.

“Wait! I just wanted to talk to you!”

He was catching up to her. He could see her…running…her dress flowing behind her.

“That’s what you said last time.”

Jeff stopped. “Last time?” Wrinkles creased his forehead. “What last time?”

The girl stopped, walked back to him. “Last time. Don’t you remember?”

“I don’t! I don’t remember.”

She was close now, and he realized who she was. She was the girl in the photo. The girl from whose eyes light sparkled. The girl upon whose face was writ joy.

“Then you should. You did a bad thing.”

Now Jeff was frozen. He had done something bad? But what?

“Don’t you remember?”

“I don’t…” but things were happening in his mind. “I…you’re the girl in the picture.”

“And now I’m the girl in your memory. You don’t remember catching me while I was jogging?”

“I don’t!”

But he did. Images were coursing through his mind. A road with no cars. A night like this one, a moon that shown down and illuminated his depredations.

“Of course you do. Look now. Remember.”

And he did. He remembered dragging her into the brush and hitting her and…and doing things…and he began to sob. “I did that to you?”

The girl watched him, yet she didn’t judge him. Ghosts don’t judge real people, and perhaps that is a tragedy.

“I did all those things!” He fell to his knees, his hands went to his face and he sobbed with all his might.

“Why! Why did I do that?”

Yet the girl was silent. And her silence gave vent to further recriminations on his part.

He was Jeff Brunson, and on a dark night of a year he had savaged a woman. And he had been caught, and this was the terrible truth of him.

He was a rapist. A murderer. And the memory of himself was probably the worst punishment he could ever experience. It was worse than any amount of whippings.

And now he understood why he was deprived of his manhood, and why he had been made into a woman.

Only as a woman could he understand the terrible things he had done.

Only as a woman.

In his dream he cried, and he cried the rest of the night into day.

He dressed, and wished to be dead. Yet he couldn’t die, he had chores to do.

He went to the kitchen, sniffling and trying not to cry.

Ishy knew that he had remembered. The haunted look in his eyes. The way he implored, “I’m sorry! I’m sorry.”

The tears that would never end.

She stood and held him, and he cried all over her cami, his water leaking down his face and dripping onto her chest, between her ample boobs.

She held him, then she moved him out to the small room, and down to the back yard.

“Into the pillory,” she said in low tones.

He could refuse now. The implant was no longer functioning. He could walk away…but he couldn’t.

He went to the pillory and positioned himself in it. He lowered the top bar and was trapped.

Not by wood, but by his own guilt.

Click, went the lock.

Ishy went around and stood in front of him.

He stared at her through water soaked eyes.

“Oh, Jeff,” she shook her head. “Dear Jeff. It’s worse now that you’ve remembered, isn’t it.”

He nodded, gulping, the tears streaming.

“And yet you must stay and take your punishment.”

“I must,” he agreed. He could never make up to Ishy’s daughter what he had done to her, but at least Ishy would get some relief.

Ishy leaned down and kissed him gently on the lips. She smiled, and brushed a fleck of lipstick off the corner of his mouth.

“Then I will punish you. I will spend a lifetime punishing you. And you will grow to love your punishment.

She opened her robe and lifted her cami. She was wearing a strap on and it lifted up like a real dick.

“You will spend your life replacing my daughter, and I will give you what my daughter can no longer experience. I will treat you like the woman she might have become.

He nodded, his tears splattering on the ground.

Ishy moved behind him. She applied lube to him, and he groaned.

The final step in him not being a man. The transition to completeness as a woman.

Ishy moved forward and slid her plastic penis into him.

“There you go, honey, an end to your guilt, if you can take it.”

“I can…I can…” he sobbed. “I must.”

“Today I fuck you, and tomorrow and tomorrow, and someday I will wear your testicles as earrings. And perhaps, next lifetime, you won’t be as you were this lifetime.”

And Lady Ishtar used her penis on him.

Some day he would get over his feeling of guilt.

Some day she would get over the loss of her daughter.

But until then, they needed this commingling. They needed to come together.

They needed each other.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


I Been Feminized!

A delicate story of feminization,

emasculation and castration!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Imagine waking up to find out that you’ve been changed!

Imagine having to learn how to be a girl! Your life is uprooted! The shame…the embarrassment.

Well, it ain’t that bad. I’ve been a girl a long time now, and I find it’s sort of fun! In fact, tonight at midnight I’m going to rub a lamp and change…THE WHOLE WORLD!

I mean, why not?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Hey, babe!” Tom entered the house, put his keys in the bowl, and gave his wife a kiss.

It was a good kiss, a soft splat that created heat and moisture and…and Ann knew Tom had been cheating.

How do women know such things?

Not by the faint whiff of some mysterious perfume. Not by lipstick on the collar or even whether their dick is hard.

Women know when men have been cheating because they have an undeniable and always accurate sixth sense.

“Hey, hon. How was work?” Ann’s heart broke into little pieces, and if she was a lesser person she would have broken into tears and accused Tom and they would have had a donnybrook right then and there.

But she was not a lesser person. She kissed him, held nothing back, and smiled, and scrutinized him minutely for signs of his affair.

He was tidy. His zipper was up. His buttons were in the right holes, his tie was tied…everything was fine.

But she knew.

He didn’t know she knew, of course, for men can be dumb creatures, especially when they are cheating, holding information inside, thinking they are clever, and unaware that their wives have a female intuition which makes all things easy to know.

Ann fixed dinner, they chatted, had a drink, then Ann told him she had to go see Greta, her best friend.

“Poor Greta,” Ann said. “I think she’s having male problems.”

“Male problems? With her looks? Ha!”

Ann kissed him, looked him in the eyes, willed him to come clean with her. Mistakes could happen, she could be forgiving, but Tom just turned away and went about his business.

And Ann went to see her best friend.

“Oh, Greta!” Ann wailed. “He’s cheating on me!”

“How can you be sure?” Greta asked.

“I just know!”

That was enough for Greta. She commiserated, held her friend’s hand, and…plotted.

“We need proof,” Greta mentioned.

“I just want to be done with him.”

“I know, and you will be, but you need proof so you can stay in the house, get alimony, drive his car, and everything else.”

Ann didn’t care too much about those things, but she heeded Greta’s advice. Besides, those who just know things always want to prove the intuition.

The next day Greta followed Tom to work. Tom only knew her in passing, she wore sunglasses and a scarf, so she was pretty sure she could spy on him.

Of course she wasn’t going to spy on him all day. She knew better than to waste her time.

When Tom parked his car and went into the building, Greta pulled up next to his car, got out of hers, and opened his car with a key Ann had given her. She placed her cell phone under the seat, closed the door, locked it, and went to Ann’s house.

At Ann’s house the two women sipped wine spritzers and watched Ann’s phone. They had hooked up the ‘Find My Phone’ feature, and if tom took off during the day they could find him easily.

“Do you think he’s going to cheat today?”

“Maybe. Maybe not,” Greta answered, “But we can do this for a week or two, and if it doesn’t work then he’s cheating in the workplace.”

“But what do we do then?”

“You go in after he’s gone home for the day. You tell anybody who asks that he forgot something, and you plant a camera.”

Ann stared at her friend.

“But I don’t think we’ll have to go that far.”

They didn’t.

That day, at precisely eleven o’clock, Greta’s phone started moving, which meant that Tom’s car was moving, which meant that the cheater was on the move.

“Here he goes,” muttered Greta.

Ann picked up her phone and they headed out the door.

Greta drove, Tom wouldn’t recognize her car, and she followed the app to a restaurant in front of a motel. Ann saw Tom’s car in the parking lot.

Greta parked across the street. She was in her sunglasses and scarf mode, and Ann sank down in the seat and waited.

“I can’t believe it,” Ann was close to sobbing. She was hoping this wasn’t…but it was, for suddenly Greta said. “You can look.”

Ann popped up and looked past her friend.

Tom and a woman were walking across the parking lot. They were next to each other, and talking, and not looking back.

The woman was about five foot six, and she was a looker. From the rear her ass was round, rotund, a bubble of delight. When she turned sideways and touched Tom on the arm Ann could see her large breasts.

Tom seemed to be laughing, and he led the way up stairs. They went to room number seven and Tom opened the door and the woman, showing appreciation, entered the room. Tom glanced around, then entered after her. He closed the door, and that was that.

“Oh, my god! What am I going to do?”

“Well, we’ve got proof.” Greta had been taking pictures with Ann’s phone. “Let me go get my phone.”

A minute later Greta was back, her phone in hand. “Send me the pics. You don’t want them on your phone.”

Ann did, and Greta started up the car. She drove slowly down the street, listened to her friend cry, and she said, “Whatever we do, get your crying out this afternoon. We can’t let Tom know that you know anything, and if he sees you on a crying jag,” she raised her shoulders dismissively.

They drove to a restaurant, Charley Coyote’s, and took a table out on the patio.

Ann had a couple of drinks, drowned her sorrows proper, then Greta ordered lunch.

“We need to fill your belly, make sure you’re sober. And we need to plan.”

Ann nodded, and shifted to plain, old Coke.

“Okay. What do we do,” mused Greta.

“Who is the woman?”

“Doesn’t matter,” answered Greta. “Even if it’s her fault, it’s really Tom’s fault.”

Ann nodded.

“I just wish I could do something to make him know how much he has hurt me.”

“Chopping his dick off?”

Ann gave a rueful laugh.

“No. But if I could just chop it off a little. Make him understand.”

“You know, there might be something…”

“What?”

“But if we do it, we’re going to have to go whole hog. We can’t just half castrate a man.”

“Castration? But I thought…”

“You’re okay. This will just be a severe emasculation. And it will even be fun.”

Ann tilted her head in query.

Greta was grinning now. She took a glug from her wine, then pushed the glass aside. She leaned forward and assumed a conspiratorial attitude.

“Now listen, I know a doctor, and I’ve got a couple of friends, and they might want to have a little fun, especially if there is a lesson in it. Also, it might cost a little, but you’re going to have a hefty divorce settlement, right?”

Ann, for the first time, smiled. “I can take it out of Tom’s account. He’ll get the bill a month later, and by then it will be too late. What do you have in mind?

“Well, first we have to…” and Greta outlined the big plan.

Tom whistled as he walked up the walk. Life was fine. Work was great. Then he stopped whistling and frowned. The only fly in the ointment was Ann. She seemed on edge the last few weeks. He loved his wife, and didn’t want to see her unhappy. If only she would talk to him.

But she was close mouthed and just…unhappy.

He sighed, opened the door and called out, “Honey! I’m home!”

“I’m getting ready,” came the answer.

Getting ready? Tom sauntered back to the bedroom.

Ann was dressed up and sitting at her vanity table.

“Where are you going?”

A pinched look on her face. “We. We’re going to Charley Coyote’s to celebrate Greta’s birthday.”

“Oh, I forgot. Who is Greta?”

“You’ve met her a couple of times.” Ann was a bit silent, almost grumpy. Tom sighed and backed off. It was the weekend, and if he was going to have to do things he better juice up. He entered the kitchen and poured a bourbon and Coke.

“You want a drink?” he yelled.

No answer.

“Damn,” he muttered.

Then Ann entered the kitchen. “You don’t have to go if you don’t want to.”

He smiled. “Damn, lady, you sure look good.” They hadn’t had sex for a couple of weeks and he was hurting. The front of his pants made a little tent.

She smiled, but only to the eyes. “This is going to be more of a girl thing, so why don’t you stay home and watch a game or something.”

“Well, actually, that sounds great. It’s been a long week…”

Yeah. Fucking your little tart at the motel!

“…and I could use a little drink your fill time.”

So it was settled. Tom took his drink into the entertainment room and turned on ESPN. In short order he was gripped by the sight of millionaires floating through the air and busting backboards.

A half hour later Ann entered the room. “I fixed you a drink, honey. Have a good night.”

She placed the drink on the end table, didn’t offer to kiss him, and was out the door.

Tom sighed. What was wrong with that woman?

But, a drink is a drink, so he picked up the fresh bourbon and Coke and drank it.

And ingested all those funky, little white crystals that were called flunitrazepam. Roofies.

A half hour later Tom was out of it. His mind was thinking, but it was like he was a half mile out and just watching those thoughts.

His head lolled on his shoulder and he felt hot.

He stood up, almost fell, and thought about going to bed.

But he didn’t have the strength for that. He sat back down, lowered his head, and listened to the buzz of the eternal TV.

People walking around him. He could see their legs from his downcast peripheral vision.

Girl’s legs. Nice legs. A couple of heels, a few athletic shoes.

“Up we go,” a voice said, and hands inserted under his armpits and lifted him.

He came up easily. While he didn’t have much gumption for self motivation, he seemed to have energy for following orders.

“To the front door, Tom. Let’s go.”

Two women, one on either side of him, supported him and helped him to the front door.

“Over the threshold.”

He lifted his feet and stepped, and tried to see the women who were guiding him.

He had never seen them before. At least, he didn’t think he had. They all wore dark glasses and scarves. They had on lots of make up, which changed the shadows and shapes of their faces.

“Heh. You ninjas.’ His voice felt so awkward, so alone in the night.

Down the walkway they took him, then he was facing a panel van. It was white, and the door was open, and they moved him into the thing.

Once he was in the vehicle the door slid shut and the van backed into the street.

“Where…where…?” Tom muttered into the darkness.

“Shush, Tom. You’ll find out.”

Tom sat, cross legged on the floor, and swayed as the van went around corners. The van wasn’t moving fast, and the two girls on either side of him made sure he didn’t fall over.

They drove for a half hour, and Tom drifted in and out of awareness. He was always awake, but there is a difference between awake and aware.

Finally, they drove down a dark street. The van stopped for a moment, doors opened and closed, and they drove over a potholed yard. Then the van stopped.

“Here we are, Tom. We’re there.”

The door slid open and Tom was helped out. He stood, wavering in the darkness, and realized that he was standing in front of a warehouse.

Not that he cared. He was just way back in his mind watching.

The women walked him into the warehouse and sat him down in a chair.

His body was tired, but he was awake, wondering vaguely what was going on.

“How is he?”

“Give him another pill. He seems a little restless.”

“Take this, Tom.” A hand with long, slender, red tipped fingers pushed a pill into his mouth.

He swallowed without being told. It was all automatic.

“Okay, ladies, are you ready to go to work?”

Small cheers. Tom saw slices of smiles through the heavy make up.               Though Tom had the feeling that he knew some of these women, he couldn’t make connections.

“Okay, Tom. You have to do what we tell you, and we’re telling you you have to have a good time. Do everything we say and you’ll just feel happier and happier. Okay?”

“Happy, okay,” his voice slurred a little bit, but he was happy that he could say what he had said.

“Now, Tom, you’ve had the desire to be a woman for a long time. You contacted us, a very secret organization…” somebody snickered and somebody else shushed, “…to help you make your dream come true. Got that?”

“Unh…”

“Tell me about your secret dream, Tom.”

“I want to be a girl.”

“And who are we?”

“You’re a super shecret organizashun.”

“You don’t even know who we are.”

“No,” he shook his head slowly, sad that he didn’t know any of the people who were standing around him.

“Good, Tom. Take off your clothes.”

Tom stood up and took his shirt off. Red tipped hands took his shirts.

He took off his pants, and had trouble getting them over his shoes.

“Sit down and take off your shoes, Tom.”

Tom sat, removed shoes and socks—it was so much easier that way—then removed his pants.

He stood, naked, and his cock was standing up. Apparently being drugged didn’t depress all body reactions.

“Hey, he’s got a nice one.”

“Too bad he used it on the wrong woman.”

Tom frowned. Something was wrong with that statement, but he sure didn’t know what.

“Hold still, Tom. We’re going to put some Nair on you.”

Tom remained motionless, even when the slimy stuff was wiped over his body. He felt hands in gloves smoothing the goop on him, then smushing it into his groin. Finally, somebody put goggles on his eyes and his hair was covered with Nair.

Minutes passed. Long minutes that passed rather fast. Then hands started washing him off. He stood in the center of the warehouse and wash clothes ran over him. Soap and water, and his limbs were revealed as hairless.

“Over here, Tom. Lay down on this table.”

The table was shiny. It was a doctor’s table. Or a patient’s table,. Or something. The surface was cold, but Tom just lay on it and waited.

Faces above him. A circle of faces, then hands were touching his pectoral muscles.

Tom wasn’t a large man, and the hands pushed his pectorals this way and that, then a needle was inserted, pressure in his chest. Another needle and more pressure. Another needle.

The pricks in his flesh seemed to circle first one pectoral, then the other. Then there were more pricks, and somebody was murmuring something about ‘evening them out.’

Evening what out?

What was going on?

But Tom didn’t have enough awareness to frame his questions.

“Okay, he’s officially stacked now.”

Tom stood up. A circle of a half a dozen women, unrecognizable women, stared at him.

He looked down, he had tits. Breasts. Big uns.

Why? Something bothered him, but it was a little bother and a long way a way.

“Do we have a bra big enough for those?”

“I’ll give him my bra if I have to.”

“Heck, he might even be bigger than you!”

“Well…he’ll have to go shopping.”

Assorted jibes and giggles rose up.

“Come along Tom.”

Tom was led to a vanity table and his shoulders were pushed on. He sat and stared at himself in a mirror. There were circular bulbs around the mirror and his face was brightly illuminated. His face with no head of hair.

“Okay, girls.”

Hands pulled his own hands out to the sides of the vanity table.

Hands pulled his feet out.

Hands trimmed his nails, sanded them, worked the cuticles.

Tom watched himself in the mirror without interest. He knew he should be interested, something was happening, but he just couldn’t summon the interest.

Hands plucked his eyebrows, made pretty, little arches of them.

Sponges scrubbed across his face, and the sponges turned dark.

Primer was applied, and his face turned white.

He glanced down at his fingernails. The women were putting long, fake fingernails on his digits, then painting them a bright red. He started to move one hand, to lift it up and look at it, but one of the women said, “Don’t move your hands, Tom.”

Tom didn’t. But though he was drugged and didn’t care, it seemed like there was a faint shriek happening somewhere behind him, or maybe just in the back of his head.

The mirror was obscured as somebody sat on the vanity table and began coloring his eyes, mascaraing them, outlining them.

Behind him a woman pulled a wig over his head, glued it to his flesh. As the woman working on his eyes shifted around he could see his long, dark locks.

“Put the plumper on his lips first,” someone commented.

A small applicator brushed across his lips, then they began to burn. Not bad, but…burn.

Then his lips were coated with lipstick. Or, he thought he heard someone say ‘lipstain.’ Beause it lasts longer.

Finally, his make up was done, and he didn’t recognize the person in the mirror. Except that he knew it was him. But he was…different.

“He’s still got a hard on.”

“Not for long.”

He was lifted out of the chair and a brassiere was fitted around his chest. Good. The new tits on his chest were sagging a little and causing a little pain.

Panties.

“They don’t fit. Give him the shot now.”

“Okay, stand back.

Tom stood in a silent daze and felt the needle being injected into his groin area.

“How long?”

“Fifteen minutes. Maybe less.”

“It only seemed like a second to Tom, but it was probably a few minutes, and a voice said, “There he goes.”

A face filled Tom’s vision. Unrecognizable face.

“You won’t get erections for a year, Tom. Small price to pay, considering where you’ve been putting that thing.”

Tom wished he knew who had said that to him, but the faces, with all the make up and dark glasses and similar lipstick, were all the same.

“Okay. Let’s see how those panties fit now.”

They fit fine. His penis was now as big as a pinkie, and about as stiff as a drunken worm. The women shoved it into his panties, pulled it down between his legs, and taped it in that position.

Giggles. “He’s not going to have a boner bump now.”

More giggles.

“Okay, Tom, we’re putting nylons on you.”

Several sets of hands rolling the stockings up his legs, then snapped garter straps to them.

“Good thing he’s so slender.”

“Makes his boobs look even bigger.”

As if they aren’t big enough already.”

Somebody pinched his cheek and called him cute.

A dress was put on him. It was pulled up and he was told to wiggle as hands pulled it up over his rump.

“Jeez! Look at him! He’s sexier than I am?”

“And that cleavage. Ooh la la!”

Laughter.

Tom caught a glimpse of himself in the vanity mirror. Yes. He had a female form. Round rump, tight waist, big boobs. Really big boobs.

“Aw, look. He’s starting to cry.”

“Big baby.”

“Dont’ cry, Tom.”

Tom, still under the drug, stopped crying.

“Okay, girls, last thing. Who’s got his heels?”

They held him up and slipped open toes, sling back, patent leather classics onto his feet.

Tom stared down, looked over his boobs, at the shoes.

He felt funny. What was he doing?”

“Let’s take him home.”

Tom was walked out of the warehouse and to the van. The women had to help him, to hold him up, because he couldn’t walk in high heels. Even with commands enforced by drugs, he wobbled and staggered.

“Wow. He really is beautiful.”

“Too bad he’s such a cheater.”

Tom blinked. What? There was something here he should remember. Cheater? But the words faded into the short time scheme of his awareness.

The van drove through town, and this time Tom was allowed a seat. He sat and looked out the window and wondered what was going on. The drugs were starting to wear off, but he was having such a hard time thinking.

The van arrived at his house and Tom was helped out of the van. He stood in the dawn and looked around, and realized that Ann was getting into the van. In fact, she had several suitcases, and the suitcases were being loaded onto the van.

“Where…where?” Tom mumbled.

But everybody ignored him.

He turned and stared at the van. “Why?”

Then Ann came up to him, slapped him in the face, hard, and said, “Remember that, you damned cheater!”

Then she got into the van and the van backed out and zipped down the street.

Tom stumbled down the driveway and looked after it. He was so confused. All those women. Cheater? And Ann…Ann…

He began to shed big tears in the dawn.

The women had timed the drugs well. Within fifteen minutes of coming home Tom was starting to figure things out.

He had been kidnapped and feminized.

But he was Tom, and he was a lawyer, and…Ann had left him.

But he didn’t know why!

He came to himself and found himself staggering around his house.

He was tired. Tired but wired, and he sat in the living room and watched the sun rise.

Orange light lit up his face, and he could see his reflection in the big picture window.

A beautiful woman. Long, dark hair. Perfectly made up face.

And his body was to die for. Svelte but abundant where it counted. Whatever the women did, they were good at it.

Time passed. He got up and went to the bathroom. There was a smell, and he thought it might be the drugs being exuded from his pores.

He took a sponge to parts of his body he could reach, then went to the kitchen.

He needed food.

He drank Coke and fixed a mess of sausages and tater tots. The food settled his stomach, helped him recover more, and he found that he was crying a lot. His make up was running, and he needed help.

But who would help him? He didn’t know any women outside his wife, and her friends were probably in on it, or at least knew what she had had done to him.

Then he had a thought. He picked up the phone.

“Hello?” came a sleepy voice on the other end of the line.

“I’m sorry to call you this early, but…” his voice sounded strange to him.

“Are you all right?”

“No. I’ve had an accident and…I need help.”

“Can you come over or should I come to you?”

“I think you need to come to me…they…they glued the shoes to my feet.”

What a strange remark, and the woman on the other end of the line was puzzled, but she was also efficient. “Just stay where you are, I’ll be over as soon as I can get an Uber.

Tom hung up the phone and went back into the living room. the sun was now much brighter than orange, and he watched it and tried not to cry.

Her name was Shyla Bright, and she hung up, called an Uber, and got dressed. Five minutes later she was sitting in the back of a Prius, being transported to Tom’s house.

Tom sat in the living room, didn’t look around, felt the last effects of the drugs. His mind was working okay now, but his body was sluggish.

“Tom?”

“In here.”

Shyla entered the room and gasped. She was a good looking woman, a beautiful woman, and she stared at the new Tom.

“What…did you…what…”

Tom said, “I think my wife thought I was cheating. She had a bunch of her friends do this to me. I’ve got real tits now, and…I’m supposed to be limp. And…I’ve got tits.

Shyla came in front of him, she reached down and lifted his head.

Tom had big smears of mascara on his cheeks. His eyes were big and wet. A more miserable human being Shyla had never seen. And she had seen a lot of them.

“Oh…my, Lord… come with me.”

The layout of the house was easily diagnosed, and she led him down the hallway towards a back bathroom.

Tom continued rambling. “Of course I don’t know, but somebody said…they called me a cheater, and for this to be done…she had to have known…she left me…I’ve got tits.”

“Okay, Tom. I want you to relax. Take it easy, and I’m going to examine you. That means we’re going to undress you and I’m going to make sure you don’t need a doctor.”

“You don’t have to worry,” he said bitterly. “They gave me a shot, made my dick go down. They said I’ll be limp for a year.”

“Oh, okay. Let me help you with this…”

Moving slowly, Shyla undressed Tom. She examined him all over. He had bruising in circles around his pectorals, and his cock truly was limp—she picked it up and shook it at one point—but other than that he was fine.

“What am I going to do?” he asked.

“Don’t worry. I’ll help you.”

“Help me what?”

Shyla thought fast.

“I’ll help you adjust to this new body of yours. It looks like you’re going to have to learn how to be a woman for a while, and…and I’ll call the marshal’s service.

The marshal’s? He looked up at her, his eyes innocent and hurt at the same time.

A half an hour later two stocky men showed up. They wore blue wind breakers and carried Glocks in their side holsters. Their faces were blunt and it was plain that there wasn’t any nonsense about them.

One of them talked, the other checked the house, and even the immediate neighborhood.

Tom explained what had happened. When he was done the marshal he was talking to shook his head. “This is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen. And I’ve seen some weird shit.”

“What am I going to do?” asked Tom.

“Well, first off, this should not affect the WitSec. Shyla is still under our department, and we need to finish the proceedings.”

“But…but I’m a woman now!”

The marshal nodded. “Don’t worry. We’ll go have a talk with your boss. Transitioning is not unheard of, and the people in your company will just have to accept the fact that you’ve transitioned.”

“But I didn’t transition?”

“”Okay, but whether you like it or not, you’ve been transitioned, and you’re going to have to get on with your life.”

Tom wasn’t happy, but what could he say? Or do?

The marshal picked up his phone and started making calls.

The other marshal came in and stared at Tom. He shook his head.

“What?” asked Tom.

“At least they made you beautiful.”

Tom snorted. He’d rather be ugly than be a girl, but it didn’t appear that he had that option.

The second marshal quietly observed, “You know, this might be better in the long run.”

“He’s been abused,” stated Shyla. “How’s that better?”

“We can move you into this house. Better security. More comfort. Not just for you, but for us.”

“But what if my husband finds me?”

“We can give you better security in this house than we could in a motel.

Shyla bit her lip, then she turned to Tom. “Come on, honey, let’s go take inventory. We’ll see what your wife left, then we can go shopping for you.”

She held out her hand and Tom reached out and took it.

Warmth in a world gone cold.

He clutched her hand and followed her to his bedroom.


PART TWO

Shyla moved in that very same day. The marshal’s took her back to the motel and gathered up her belongings and returned within two hours.

Tom was alone for that two hours, and it was the bleakest two hours of his life. He sat in the backyard and stared at the foliage and wondered whether he should go shoot himself.

There was no way he could hide what had been done to him. His hair was glued on, his nails were glued on, his make up was permanent. He couldn’t hide his tits, and…his cock was Mr. Limpit. He could feel it, but there was no way it was going to get hard.

For a guy who liked his dick…this was all pretty difficult.

But, two hours later Shyla moved in, as did the two marshals and life resumed. Sort of.

Tom slept in the main bedroom, and he had his own bathroom. He also had the swimming pool outside, but he wasn’t feeling like swimming. He had no idea what to do about his wig, or how to care for it.

Fortunately, Shyla took control.

While the marshals sat around and discussed basketball players and statistics, Shyla explained how to care for a wig, and explained that hair grew fast so just go with it and within a month or two things would be a different.

Then she gave him a lesson on make up, and they discussed clothes.

At first, Tom found it difficult. He had never been interested in such things as fashion and cosmetics, but now that he was under the gun, so to speak, he found that he had to be interested.

“Nylons last longer if you wash them by hand. This is true for all lingerie. just a quick wash, then leave them hanging up.”

Tom nodded and held a nylon. It felt smooth, slick, and he felt his own nylons. “This is so weird.”

“I know. But you’ll get used to it. Now as to whether you should wear panty hose or nylons that have to be held up with garters, the reasoning is that…” she continued, almost like a professor lecturing a student.

After an hour of this Tom blurted, “Why are you doing this?”

She heaved a sighed, which caused her chest to rise and fall admirably, and said, “You’ve been a big help to me. You know what my husband was like. But you’re helping me find a new life. Actually, I’m enjoying this. I’m helping you find a new life, and it’s sort of like having a younger sister.”

Tom snorted.

“Younger sister. Hunh! I’m the man who isn’t. and…” he fixed his eyes on her, “the weirdest thing is that we’re talking about sexy things, and my penis…my penis…”

“But those women told you you would get it back.”

“But…a year?”

“You went all the way to puberty and didn’t care about your dick. What’s a year?”

“A long time.”

She smiled. “Make the most of it. After a year you’ll go back to being the same old boorish male with no consideration for the finer things in life.”

He grunted. He wasn’t convinced.

Her kind words, however, were reassuring in a way.

The next day they went shopping, and this was a terrifying experience.

To the mall, dress shops, lingerie shops, cosmetic shops, jewelry shops.

Shyla ran interference for him, hinted that when he did speak he should speak in a higher voice, and gave him hints about how to walk in high heels.

They accumulated bags, and had to make a trip out to the car and back.

They ate lunch at a corner in the food mall, and Shyla explained about the different things women did when they ate. Taking small bites, not messing up the lipstick, not eating too much.

Then, more shopping.

By the end of the day Tom was exhausted.

The high heels he had been put into had been glued onto his feet. The marshals could get them loose, but it would take a day for them to get the solvent.

So Tom had been forced to walk in high heels, and his calves ached like the devil and his feet felt like somebody had pounded on them with a sledge hammer.

He entered the house, dropped bags, and went into his room and collapsed on the bed.

In a way, he was empty. He had cried, he had obsessed, he had been taken into public and forced to buy feminine clothes and accoutrements, and there was just nothing left in him right then.

Shyla entered the room and sat on the bed. She rubbed his back gently. “I know it’s tough, Tom. But everything gets better. Think about it like this: If you wake up feeling good, the day can only get worse. But if you wake up feeling grumpy, it can only get better.”

Her hands smoothed over his shoulders, brushed his hair and straightened it out.

Tom had thought he was empty, but he wasn’t. He began to cry.

Shyla turned him over and he cried in her arms. He cried and cried and cried. He had lost his wife, and he didn’t really understand why. His life had been totally turned upside down, and he hadn’t done anything to deserve it.

He cried, and she held him, and soothed him, and…he cried himself to sleep.

An hour later he woke up. The room was dark, for it was dusk.

He got up, felt oddly refreshed. Shattered and destroyed, but refreshed.

And he realized that from this point he had nowhere to go but up. Shyla was right. And he better get on with it.

He washed briefly, then walked out of the bedroom.

The marshal’s names were Fred and Donny. They greeted him, and he saw no condemnation in their eyes, or judgement. Nothing but a greeting. And they understood what he was going through. they must have heard him crying, but…could he be blamed.

“You’re just in time for Goop,” said Shyla, giving him a hug.

“What’s Goop?”

“Come on, I’ll show you.”

Goop was a mix of hamburger, Cream of Chicken soup, onions, celery, and a few spices. It was easy to make, served a lot of people, and delicious.

The two marshals and Shyla and Tom sat at the dining table and talked. Well, Shyla and the marshals talked. Tom sat and listened. And thought.

“Who was better, Shaq or The Bird.”

Tom realized he had been brooding when he heard the question, and he blurted, “The Bird.”

He was welcome in the argument, and the men hashed it out vigorously.

Shyla smiled.

The next day Shyla helped him get ready for work. She helped him into lingerie, helped him select a dress, fixed his make up, and even tucked his limp weenie into his panties and taped it in place.

She looked up when she was done and saw the expression on his face. “What?”

“Nothing.”

“No lies between girl friends,” she spoke wryly, making him accept the situation. “Now, what?”

“It’s crude.”

“I’ve just handled your cock. What?”

“Well,” oddly, he wasn’t embarrassed, “I was just thinking that the last time I saw a woman’s head, like I just saw yours, was when she was giving me a blow job.”

Shyla stared at him, and he was afraid she had taken offense, then she grinned. “See? You’re already horny for blow jobs.”

He managed to widen his lips a little. “Isn’t that weird? I’m actually feeling horny.”

“Sex is in the mind, honey. It’s your mind that’s got a hard on.”

He chuckled, finally.

Over the last day the Marshal’s had handled his work.

He walked into the office and people tried not to stare at him. Women glimpsed, their faces froze, and they continued typing. Some of the lawyers at the drinking fountain actually managed to greet him.

He waved a hand, was too scared to talk, and went into his office.

Alan Baxter, the boss, entered his office. “Hey, Tom. I just wanted to tell you that every one understands. Any problems you come straight to me, got it.”

Tom nodded, and managed to haltingly whisper, “Th…thanks.”

“Now, is there any case you’ve got that needs extra attention, or even for you to recuse yourself?”

Tom shook his head.

“What about the Shyla Morgan situation?”

“Not a problem. The marshals actually moved her into my house. Better security.”

Alan nodded. “Unorthodox, but it makes sense. Well, you let me know if there is anything you need.”

“I will.”

That broke the ice for Tom. He had regained his power of speech, a very necessary thing for a lawyer, and he went to work.

All that day he interacted with fellow employees, and it wasn’t difficult. Get past the double takes, the hidden thoughts that weren’t so hidden, and it could have been fun.

During lunch some of the girls came into his office and talked to him. He was somewhat shocked when he was complimented on his looks.

“You’ve got such wonderful skin,” burbled Shelly from Receiving.

“And his hair is going to be perfect when it comes in.”

And the day passed.

Tom was still hurting, but life was taking over. He was starting on the road to recovery.

“How’d it go?” Shyla asked at dinner.

The two marshals looked up from cutting their pork chops.

“I survived.”

“Speak softer, higher tone.”

“I survived.”

One of the marshals, Donny, grinned. “You’re a natural.”

Which embarrassed Tom, but…so what?

“Okay, then, tonight we’re going to have a fashion show.”

“A fashion who?”

“You did well. Good. But you’ve got a lot to learn. Doing well as a man is nowhere near doing well as a woman.”

The two marshals were listening.

“So we’re going to go through all the stuff you bought yesterday, and you’re going to show them to our captive audience.”

The marshals looked at each other and shrugged.

So after dinner Shyla helped Tom change, and he showed outfit after outfit to the two marshals.

They often complimented, but what Shyla said, when they were changing in the bedroom, was fascinating.

“Fred was just talking. He doesn’t like that outfit.”

“He was? He sounded sincere to me.”

“Sounded, but wasn’t. He’s a polite man, but not forthcoming.”

Tom walked another outfit past the two marshals. Fred seemed happier this time, and Donny actually whistled.

Tom was terribly embarrassed. “These are guys whistling at me.”

“These are guys appreciating you as a female. Tell me, would you rather be appreciated for a babe? Or looked down upon as a skank?”

Tom blinked. “That certainly twists my mind.”

“Good. Hopefully it will twist you from being a stodgy, old male into a breath taking female.”

Tom was zipped up and showed off another outfit.

He was just getting ready to step into the front room when…DING DONG!             

He panicked. He was dressed like a woman. He was going to have to answer the door. He was going to be seen by—

Shyla giggled. “Stop worrying. The marshals will get it.”

Donny answered the door and came out of the foyer with a thick letter. He handed it to Tom.

Tom wielded his fingernails and slit the envelope open. He looked at his nails, which had bugged him all day, and said, “There’s a use for these.”

“What’s in the letter?”

Tom read, and his face dropped, dropped, dropped.

Shyla touched his arm. “Bad news?”

“My wife. Ann. She’s suing. She wants the house, the car, alimony.”

Fred muttered, “Women. They’ll take your left nut if they—“ He looked around and realized he was being inappropriate. “Sorry.”

“No prob,” whispered Tom.

“So where does this put you?”

Tom actually smiled. “She screwed up. She walked out, she abandoned me, and I know every judge in the county.”

“So does the marshal’s service,” murmured Fred, probably trying to make up for his earlier remark.

Tom’s smile went away. “Still, I’d rather this whole thing never happened.”

There were nods around.

Time passes. A month passed.

Shyla began sleeping in Tom’s bedroom.

First it happened because they got a little too drunk and just passed out on the bed.

The marshals, professionals that they were, didn’t seem to notice.

Tom woke up, then Shyla woke up, and they had dry mouth and dizzy heads.

Yet, giggling, they made breakfast and kept chuckling whenever they looked at each other.

“Maybe I better sleep with you more often.”

“Maybe you better,” he agreed.

That was on a Saturday morning. That day they went out for shoes, Tom was getting used to high heels and he needed some more and better ones. Afterwards they stopped for a quick lunch.

Two guys came up and tried to pick them up.

“Sorry, guys,” said Shyla, stepping in for a tongue locked Tom, “but we’re lesbians.”

The guys laughed, and one said, “Well, can you make out for us a little?”

Shyla laughed, leaned over to Tom and took his mouth for a ride.

The guys were appreciative and left.

“That’s one of the things I miss most about being married. I miss being able to just make out, to kiss, to…” he trailed off.

“Honey, you can take advantage of my mouth whenever you want to,” Shyla drawled.

That night, after dinner, they were watching a movie. After the movie Tom decided to turn in, and Shyla, ignoring the raised eyebrows of the marshals, held his hand and walked him down the hallway.

Inside his bedroom they kissed. Long and passionate. Their mouths, searching out nooks and crannies, were moist and warm.

Shyla ended up sleeping in Tom’s bed again.

And did so every night after that.

They lay, and cuddled. Were entwined. They felt each others hearts pounding.

Shyla examined his dick minutely. “It’s so soft.”

“It’s like a worm on downers.”

“It’s cute.”

“Will you say that when I get it back?”

“Do you wonder, sometimes, whether it will come back?”

“Every day. It’s a constant fear. Yet, in a way…I sort of like it.”

“You do? Why?”

“Because there’ no sexual pressure. I don’t have to perform. When I sleep with you its better than when I slept with my wife. We’d fuck till dawn, but…it’s better.”

Shyla went up on an elbow. She played with his dick, gave it a little suck, which made him sigh, but that was about all.

He bent to her and began sucking on her breasts. Then he was fingering her, and finally he was down there, eating, slurping, making rude sounds that she loved, and which turned her on.

She began to think about cuming. And she thought about it more and more.

He worked her body, polished it with his hands. He plumbed her plumbing with his tongue. He felt every square inch of her.

The cum got closer, and closer, and she didn’t say anything. She didn’t want to jinx the moment.

It hit, a big, warm wave of oneness with the universe. It went on and on, more than a normal ‘dick inspired’ orgasm.

Finally, she went limp, lay there, staring at the ceiling.

“Oh, my forkin’ Lord.”

“I did all right?”

“Oh, baby. You did.”

They lay there in the silence for long minutes. Then she said, “I can do that to you.”

“What?”

“Make you cum.”

He looked at her. “Not for a year.”

“There’s other ways of making love.”

He said nothing.

“We need to get a strap on, for me, but there’s no reason we can’t use it on you.”

Tom stared at her face.

She kissed him. She said, “Why do you think gays like anal sex?”

“I’ll feel gay.”

“You’ll feel gay if you’re gay. You don’t feel like a gay to me.”

Tom was thoughtful for a long moment, then Shyla said, “I read that anal sex was quite common in Roman times. It was considered okay to be the one doing the fucking, not so honorable for the guy on the bottom. Considering your situation, it doesn’t matter. Are you still horny?”

He nodded.

“Then we should consider this. There’s nothing wrong with getting a little relief, and, judging from history, you’ll probably like it.”

A very long moment after that Tom said, “Okay.”

Shyla kissed him. “I want to do this for you. I’ll see to get the strap on.”

Tom had to go to the courthouse occasionally, and he kept track of the filings, so he knew when Ann got a date for the divorce hearing. Thus far he hadn’t responded. And he didn’t intend to.

He would look at the legal documents he had received, and he had received telephone calls from her lawyer, but he refused to talk, simply said, “See you in court.”

He did, however, set a private investigator on the trail of the women who had transitioned him.

They had thought they were clever, that they could do bad things and stay hidden. They were ill informed and over confident.

Tom found the warehouse, found the landlord of the warehouse, found who the renters were, went through layers of subterfuge, and it was easy.

Tom wound up with a folder with the details of the six women who had kidnapped and feminized him.

He sat through many a night, sucked many a glass of whiskey, and pondered what to do about the women.

He still didn’t know why they had called him a cheater.

Months passed, and legal proceedings take a long time to come to fruition.

Tom kept dropping by the courthouse, and he noticed a man watching him. The man was five foot ten, had narrow features and slicked back hair. He sometimes wore sunglasses, and he frequently read a newspaper, seeming to cover his face with it.

Tom walked out of the courthouse and the man sauntered after him.

Around the block, looking in windows, seeing the reflection of the man trying to be inobvious.

He was definitely following Tom.

Tom went into the courthouse again, acting like he had forgotten something. He went to the cafeteria and sat at a far table.

The man sashayed in, looked around, spotted him, and sat behind a rubber tree at the other end of the room.

Tom dialed a number and waited.

“Donny here.”

“Hey, Donny, this is Tom. Somebody is following me.”

Tom could almost feel the grin coming through the phone lines.

“Describe him.”

“Dark suit, five ten, slender but not skinny. Wide shoulders, mean face.”

Tom went on and on, as a lawyer he was used to detailed descriptions, and he heard the scratchings of a pencil through the phone as Donny made notes.

“Can you stall for an hour? Then come on home?”

“Sure.”

Tom hung up, then began reading a book on his phone.

His shadow, whoever he was, wouldn’t know whether Tom was reading legal briefs or novels, and Tom didn’t care.

An hour later Tom shut his phone, stood up and stretched.

He walked out of the courthouse, and was aware that men were checking him out. Looking at his fanny. His boobs. His made up face.

He kept his smile on the inside. He was used to it now, and he even thought that men were sometimes foolish.

What did the shape of a woman’s ass tell you about her personality?

Nothing. But it told the woman something about the man.

Tom headed for his car and drove home. He made a quick call to make sure they were ready, then turned up his street and into his driveway.

But the man didn’t follow him.

There were four more marshals in the house, and men on phones indicated there were three cars on the streets with more marshals. But the fox had escaped the trap.

Shyla was scared, and Tom took her into the bedroom and they had a long talk.

“You think it was him?”

“Pretty sure, but you have nothing to worry about.”

“You’ve never seen how mean he can be.”

“You’ve got eighteen US marshals and me.” He grinned.

“You!” she chuckled.

“Hey!” he protested humorously, “I’ve still got a little male muscle left.”

She leaned forward and kissed him. “I don’t think I want your male muscle.”

Tom held her, and whispered. “My boobs are getting smaller again. Do you want me to get more shots?”

“How about full on implants?”

Tom nodded. Then, “What about my dick? It’s going to come back one of these days.”

She backed away from him, bit her lip. “We’ll handle that when the time comes.”

“You don’t want me with a dick?”

“I do! But…there’s a part of me that’s scared you’ll turn into a hairy chested child.”

“I would never abuse you.”

She said nothing. But she was worried.

“I’ve learned since Ann dumped me.”

“I don’t think she dumped you because you were a brute.”

“Maybe not. But being a woman…I’m a softer person.”

“Well, you’ll recover your penis, and then we’ll make up our minds.”

Tom nodded, and they kissed again.

Midnight is the quiet time. Midnight is when the day changes. Midnight is when the sneaks come out.

Tom was sleeping, Shyla was sleeping with him. Their limbs were entwined. They breathed each others air.

Fred and Donny were asleep in the spare bedroom. A third agent had been called in, but he was slumbering  in the front room. He wasn’t very good at night watch.

Click.

The garage door opened. A shape slunk through the kitchen.

The man in the front room stirred, but didn’t awake.

The shadow slunk closer, raised a hand, dropped it.

CLUNK!

The night watch man was going to be slumbering for a few extra hours.

In the bedroom Tom awakened. Something in the night. Hairs shivering on the back of his neck. His eyes were wide open and he knew something was wrong.

The shadow man slithered down the hallway, listening at the door behind which the marshals slept.

Tom stood up and walked softly to the door. He listened.

He was unaware that at the exact same moment the shadow was listening on the other side of the door.

Tom turned and opened his mouth. He was going to wake Shyla. The motion of the door opening stopped him.

He turned and the shadow moved into the room. He was holding a knife in his hand.

Tom tackled, wrapped his arms around the shadow. The knife went back and forth. Tom felt a few cuts and he tried desperately to contain the attack.

“TOM!”

The sound of feet in the hallway.

Suddenly the light went on and two US marshals were pointing their guns at the shadow.

“You did good, Tom,” Fred said as the paramedics taped up his arms.”

“I took a couple for the team.”

“Yep. Better you than me,” Donny quipped.

Shyla was sitting next to Tom.

The shadow sat on the floor, his wrists handcuffed behind him. If looks could kill…

Shyla looked at the shadow. “Why didn’t you just go away?”

“You’re mine, you bitch.”

“And if you can’t have her then nobody else can have her. Right?”

The shadow, whose name was Ernie Morgan, glared at the marshal.

Donny smiled, “Well, now you got problems. With the charges testified to by Shyla for your racketeering, and your current little escapade, you should be in jail for a good, long time.”

“Ah…fuck you.”

At that moment more marshals entered the room. They bundled up the gangster and walked him out of the room.

“So that’s it,” said Shyla.

Fred knew what she was referring to. “By tomorrow noon we’ll have new assignments. We’ll be watching over some other witness in the program.”

“I won’t see you again.”

“Don’t say never, but…no.”

“Well, thanks.”

He grinned. “My job, missy.” Then he turned to Tom. “Good luck, man, or ma’am, or whichever you prefer.”

Tom shook hands, was aware of his long nails in the other man’s hand. “Thanks.”

Tom was okay, only a couple of surface slices, but he spent the day ‘recovering.’

Shyla happily helped him.

They talked, they drank, they ate, and the evening came.

“Okay, Tom. Are you ready to fuck?”

“Who’s first?”

“Up to you.”

They were in the bedroom and Tom was holding the strap on. He stood up and put it on.

“Let me use it first, then, if I’m still brave…”

Shyla was in a gown, no lingerie beyond that, and she lay on the bed.

“How does it feel to have a hard on again?” she teased.

“Weird. Good. Weird.”

They laughed, and Tom moved onto the bed and took her in his arms.

Making love with a dildo is far different than with a dick.

A dildo is unforgiving, even the softer latex kind.

Sometimes the sensations are better, sometimes worse. You have to find the tool that suits you.

Shyla knew what she was doing when she picked out a dildo for Tom. It was just hard enough, just flexible enough, and it had little nubs on the shaft.

Tom warmed Shyla up. He kissed her everywhere, fingered her, and she was moist when he finally put the tip to her pussy.

He slid in, and Shyla gasped.

He took his time. He was female gentle, and Shyla quickly relaxed.

“Oh, Tom…” he was balls deep in her, and moving so softly, and she groaned as he made love to her.

For Tom it was otherworldly. He had a dick, but couldn’t feel it. In a way he was scared of wielding it. He wanted to feel, to judge, to adjust his motions to the moment.

She ended up being hungrier than him. She turned him over and rode the dildo. She grasped his boobs and tilted her hips and drove up and down.

And she came. A good, hard, insistent cum that ravaged her body and turned her inside out.

They lay there, him playing with her breasts, and her just recovering.

She looked at him. “Well?”

“A very deep subject.”

She took off the strap on off him and put it around her own waist.

Tom scooted back on the bed.

“Turn over. All fours.” Her voice, though she had just cum, was a sexy growl.

Tom turned on all fours and Shyla rubbed lubricant into him.

Tom sighed. He wasn’t scared so much as nervous.

She rimmed him with lubricant, pushed gobs of the s tuff into him.

“I’m going to be pooping lube tomorrow.”

“Good.”

Then she put the tip of the dildo to his butt. She gently moved forward. “Relax, honey.”

He tried his best, but it took a while. He kept feeling little squirts of sharp pain, and she would caution him to relax, and they kept going and going, and eventually the tip of her cock was in him.

He sighed, and that was the sign. She gently pushed into him.

He felt the nubs on the dildo rubbing against his anal nerves, and it was like somebody had electrified his ass. It felt good. It felt so good it was scary. but in that moment he stopped resisting.

Shyla moved in and out. She reached around and cupped his breasts. He could feel the plastic balls moving up against his own balls.

For long minutes they screwed. At one point he felt like peeing, and the sensation whelmed over him. Then he was done peeing, and he said, “I think I’m done.”

Shyla pulled out of him and noticed the cum under his slack penis.

“You came.”

“I did?”

“All over the place.”

“Wow!”

“You’ve been officially relieved. Of course it will only last a day or two, then you’ll be hornier than ever.”

“Then you’ll have to screw me again.”

“Oh, no. I’m going to make you beg.”

Shyla put a towel over the wet spot and they went to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Ann and Greta stood on one side of the court. Tom and his lawyer and Shyla stood on the other side.

The judge recognized Tom immediately. He didn’t say anything, but he knew Tom.

Ann got up and made her case. She wanted property, cars, alimony, and a slice out of Tom’s ass. For proof she presented pictures of Tom walking Shyla to a motel room door. Number seven.

The judge studied the photos. “Tom?”

Tom and his lawyer stepped up to the bench. “We’d like to request an in chambers conference, your honor.”

The judge frowned, but so ordered. As the lawyers filed into the judge’s chambers Greta could be heard saying, “Where are they going?”

“Okay, gentlemen. Make it good.”

Tom’s lawyer stepped up. His points were clear and succinct.

“Your honor. The woman in that photo is Shyla Morgan, who is present in court today. She is in the witness protection program, and Tom was assisting her in her efforts to enter the community. He was liaising with the US marshals over such things as residence, licenses, work programs, and so on.

“Because she is in the witness protection program we ask the courts understanding in dismissing this case, without the possibility of bringing it up again.

“Tom’s wife jumped to a conclusion, has no real evidence, compromised a federal program, and had her friends kidnap Tom and feminize him. She then abandoned him, and has made no effort at communication this entire time.”

The judge was leaning forward no, and he wasn’t looking too friendly.

There was more, a lot of little bits and pieces. There were affidavits from two US marshal’s who thanked Tom for his help in assisting their client, and then in helping in the arrest of Ernie Morgan, a notorious criminal.

And there were six files describing the maiming of Tom for the purposes of feminization.

Finally, the behind the scenes conference was at an end, and the men, and one woman, marched back into the court room.

The judge sat up straight. “It is the finding of this court that Thomas Bensen is guilty of all charges.”

Ann and Greta sat up straight and grinned.

“It is decided that Ann Bensen will be awarded the sum of $1.”

Ann and Greta’s faces fell…fell…fell.

“Furthermore, bailiff, please take those two women into custody. And we will be issuing warrants for five other women.”

The deputies moved forward and surrounded Ann and Greta.

Ann was stunned, and she was moved along without incident.

Greta, on the other hand, was outraged. “What happened? What is this? What did you do?”

But nobody would tell her.

END
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I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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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.
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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!
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Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc3MV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MM.jpg
farace Mansﬁeld






OEBPS/image_rsrc3MT.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MU.jpg
Five

Sizzling

Stories!

Five

Sizzling

Stories!

Five
Sizzling

Stories!

Go to Amazon:
The Castration
Chronicles!






OEBPS/image_rsrc3MP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MY.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MW.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc3MN.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





