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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You’re not serious,” Shirley stared at her husband. Her blue eyes disbelieved, her sexy voice actually cracked, and her mind was boggled. 
 
    “”Sure I am,” Tony grinned. “It’s gonna be a kick. 
 
    “But there’s other things you can do! You wear a chastity tube! Get a better one!” 
 
    “Those things are a joke. Unless you get a piercing anybody can get out of them.” 
 
    “Get a piercing then.” 
 
    “Put a hole in a perfectly good cock? Ha!” 
 
    “You can take drugs, make yourself limp!” 
 
    “Put drugs in this precious body? Ha!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Honey, I want to try this out. If we don’t like it we can undo it.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    Tony cogitated briefly. How long. He wanted to experience the ultimate horniness, so how long before he was maxed out and ready to get back to normal? 
 
    “Oh, a month. Yeah. A month ought to do it.” 
 
    “And then I put you back to normal and we go back to being husband and wife and we have sex and everything. Right?” 
 
    “Right as rain, Sweet cheeks.” 
 
    Shirley didn’t like being called ‘sweet cheeks,’ but right now she was more concerned with his proposal. “Where did you ever get this idea?” 
 
    “The old Altairboy site. Some nurse did it to her husband. It was a long time ago, but I haven’t been happy about chastity tubes, so I thought…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Okay. I want to see what was done. If I’m going to do it I want to make sure I get it right.” 
 
    “Ah, come on. You know how to do it.” 
 
    “Why can’t I see it?” 
 
    “Well, it was a letter, and the Altairboy site isn’t there any longer.” 
 
    Shirley shook her head. “But it was a nurse that did this, that, what…wrote a letter about it?” 
 
    “Yeah. Some nurse. Wrote a couple of letters.” 
 
    Shirley shook her head again. She couldn’t believe her husband would want this. 
 
    “And you want me to do this so you can be horny. And that’s all.” 
 
    “Yeah. Hey! It’ll be fun. You can tease me, get me all horny, at the end of the month we’ll cut me free and zippity do dah, we’ll have the hottest sex in the world. 
 
    Shirley gave a big sigh. “Okay. I’m going to do some research on this, and you better think long and hard before we go through with this. You better make sure it’s what you want.” 
 
    “I’m sure.” At the look on her face he blurted, “But I’ll think on it. Listen, we got a three day weekend coming up next week. So let’s put that as the start date. If we get all the research and thinking done.” 
 
    Shirley nodded, bit her lip, and wondered if Tony was really all there. 
 
    The deal made, Shirley went in and started dinner. 
 
    Tony stayed out by the pool and sipped a bourbon and Coke.  
 
    Truth, if he hadn’t had a couple of drinks in him he wouldn’t have asked Shirley to fix him up. 
 
    But he always liked being horny, and he had a fetish for cock cages, and this was better than a cock cage, and…what the heck. He was drunk. 
 
    He lay back on the lounge chair and let his imagination run wild. 
 
    He would get horny. She would tease him. Day after day he would be hard and dripping. Well, sort of hard. He’d be able to get erections, that was the point, but they wouldn’t be usable. His cock would be pointed down and unable to rise up. For one month. 
 
    Man, he was going to be deliciously horny, and— 
 
    “What about me?” Shirley stood at the sliding door. 
 
    “What about you?” He turned his head and looked over his shoulder at her. 
 
    “If you’re locked up then how do I get my jollies?” 
 
    “Hey, you don’t want it as much as I do, so you can last a month easy.” 
 
    “A month without sex? I think not!” She sounded a little outraged. 
 
    “Okay…okay. I’ll tell you what, you can order a bunch of dildos. Get a strap on and I’ll use that on you. That will make me even hornier!” 
 
    Shirley smiled on the inside, but was careful not to let Tony see. 
 
    “So I can buy a few dildos. You’ve never wanted me to use a dildo before! You always wanted me to only have your dick in me.” 
 
    “And I still do. Heck, before you could always unlock me. But it won’t be a simple matter of lock and unlock this time, so I’m willing to make a sacrifice.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Just say okay! You‘ll love it! I’ll be horny and drooling all over you, and you can vibrate yourself off a couple of times…you’ll love it. 
 
    Shirley knew she had got about all she could, and that was more than she expected. She was already thinking about dildos she wanted to buy. 
 
    There was that porn star, they had made a dildo in the shape of his big member. She could get his cock. And then there was a horse dick. Man, that was a giant dong if ever there was one. And it would be nice to have a glass one, she had always wondered what a big hunk of smooth, oily glass would feel like up her pussy. And she could get a weird shaped one, maybe with ripples or bumps or something. 
 
    The truth was she was always curious about how different cocks would feel in her pussy. She hadn’t been very experienced when she got married, and her imagination was vivid…yes. This might work out. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. She went back into the kitchen and left Tony to his horny daydreams. 
 
    On the lounge chair,  Tony thought about what kind of underwear he should wear. Certain types were supposed to be aggravating, and others might enhance his experience…he sighed. He had a lot to think about, and he only had a week to think about it. 
 
    In the house Shirley was about to peel a cucumber, and she found herself holding it up and just staring at it.  
 
    The cucumber was shaped just like a big, fat cock. 
 
    Could she handle a dick this big? 
 
    The put her mouth over the top experimentally. She slid the cucumber into her mouth.  
 
    Yep. She could do it. 
 
      
 
    The next week passed rather slowly for the simple reason that they were thinking about Tony’s plan. Tony, if course, daydreamed. Shirley, however, went to the internet. 
 
    Altairboy. Hmm. There were signs of it on the net, but it was gone. Apparently it had been the go to site for chastity fetishists for years, and it was nothing but personal stories. Tons of personal stories. 
 
    She hadn’t thought there were that many guys, or girls for that matter, who cared about locking some poor schmuck’s cock up. She had thought Tony was one in a million. A bit bothersome, but livable. 
 
    But, Altairboy inaccessible, she did a lot of surfing. And now that she was actually looking into it, some of the stories were interesting. And she was surprised at how many women said it was a great thing. 
 
    It was a great thing being deprived of their man’s meat? Weird. 
 
    So half a week passed and she was getting a headful of spankings and maids and clean houses. Hmm. That didn’t sound so bad. 
 
    But a lot of the stuff she was reading, it sounded like some of the people who did this kind of thing were mean, or the men trying to act like they were women on the internet, or that sort of thing. 
 
    On Wednesday, a bit frustrated, she went to lunch with her bestie, Marsha. 
 
      
 
    “He wants to do what?” 
 
    They were sitting in Charley Coyote’s, a salad and two drinks to the wind. If it wasn’t for the drinks Shirley never would have been able to talk about it. She waved to the waiter for another drink and explained the procedure again. 
 
    Marsha’s mouth hung open, and she closed it, then she said, “That is weird.” 
 
    “Let me tell you.” 
 
    “But I would jump on it in a minute. Just think, to have your own man slave to wait on you.” 
 
    “But you couldn’t fuck him any time you wanted!” 
 
    Marsha waved a hand in dismissal. “Fuck Schmuck. Dicks are a dime a dozen. What I’m interested in is…what’s the name of that site?” 
 
    “Altairboy.” 
 
    Marsha had her laptop in the car and she excused herself, went and got it and opened it up on the table. 
 
    “But it doesn’t exist anymore,” Shirley protested. 
 
    Marsha grinned. “Haven’t you heard? Art is immortal. And if art isn’t, the internet certainly is.” 
 
    She opened something called the wayback machine, some kind of internet archive. She did a search and…bingo! 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” 
 
    They pulled their chairs closer together and huddled over the machine. 
 
    They found the nurse’s letter within a minute, and they read it slowly, and looked up at each other with open eyes. 
 
    Shirley, who was a nurse, said, “That’s easy. Just like Tony described.” 
 
    “Heck, I could do it, and I’m no nurse.” 
 
    “And the way she talks about him, how she just bends him to her will, and…she doesn’t want to go back.” 
 
    “And what could he do? Call a cop and say ‘Gee, officer, I seem to have fallen on a suture needle?” 
 
    They started to chuckle, then to laugh outright. Other patrons glancing at them and they shushed each other and went back to perusing the now defunct, but always there, Altairboy website. 
 
    After a half hour Shirley sat back and said, “I’m starting to think I might like this. I was so fed up with the crap on the net. But this is real people, and it’s easy to see who the sincere ones are, and which aren’t.” 
 
    “It makes me want to do Jim, but he has never expressed any interest in locking up his cock.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I get Tony going and you can borrow him.” 
 
    Marsha giggled and said, “I’d make him clean my house naked, and you wouldn’t care because, heck, what’s he going to do to me?” 
 
    Shirley grinned. “You could have him fuck you with a strap on and I still wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    “Just remember you said that, girlfriend. When are you going to do him?” 
 
    “This Friday night.” 
 
    Marsha sat back, “I wish I could see it.” 
 
    “I’m sure you will, some day, once I have him under my thumb.” 
 
    They giggled and ordered another drink. 
 
      
 
    “You’re sure you want to do this?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “It’s not like I can just take the sutures out. And there’s a week healing time even if I did.” 
 
    He shrugged. “There’s a week healing time when you put them in. So…” 
 
    Shirley poured a couple of drinks, inside, she couldn’t wait to get this started. But she was a caring woman, so she gave him one last chance. 
 
    “Last chance to back out.” 
 
    “Duly noted. When do we start.” 
 
    Shirley handed him the drinks. “We don’t have anesthetic—“ 
 
    “But you’ll be using a topical numbing agent, right?” 
 
    “Yes, I will, but just in case…have a couple of drinks, let’s fuck,  and I’ll do it.” 
 
    Tony grinned and tossed down the mouthwash.  
 
    They headed for the bedroom and left a trail of clothes. Tony was hard as a rock. The idea of what they were about to do… 
 
    She was wet as a sponge, and she didn’t know exactly why. But she had spent the last couple of days pouring over the Altairboy website, and she had a lot of good ideas, and…she was wet. 
 
    “Okay, Stud.” she pushed him back on the bed. “You better do me good if I’m going to have to wait a month.” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he was so excited at the thought of what was going to happen to him, and he grabbed her and flipped her over and pressed his body onto hers. 
 
    A lo-o-ong juicy kiss later he slid down her body and suckled her breasts. 
 
    She cradled his head and enjoyed the feeling of her nipples being stretched out and tongue lashed. 
 
    His hand went down to her pussy and began stroking the slit. Up and down, soft fingers that excited her and made her even wetter. 
 
    She pushed his head down and thrust her hips up and his mouth began to gobble her. 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” she whispered. 
 
    He listened, but didn’t answer, his mouth was much too busy. 
 
    He lapped at her labia and began to suck on her clitoris. Shortly she was humping his face madly, wishing he would put that big cock of his to work. 
 
    Reading her mind, he slithered up and jammed his peeny to the balls. 
 
    “Take that, bitch!” he crowed. 
 
    She laughed and said, “Is it in, yet?” 
 
    They humped and pumped and bumped and the world went away. There was nothing but them, a man and a woman in love, doing what men and women were designed to do from day one. 
 
    His long schlong slid through her canal, his veins exciting her nerves as they rippled over them. 
 
    She grabbed his ass and whispered in his ear. “Get that sperm out, get it all  out, you’re not going to get to do this again.” 
 
    That did it. With a grunt that was almost a howl he unleashed his seed. The golden trigger sprung and semen gushed up his cock and into her. She held on as he slammed into her. 
 
    Done. 
 
    She hadn’t cum, but this wasn’t about her. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yep. 
 
     
 
    Tony lay on the bed in the guest room. His legs were spread wide and his arms were behind his head. He watched Shirley as she walked into the room. She wasn’t naked now, but wearing her work duds. A white nurse’s uniform. 
 
    “You really emptied me out, babe.” 
 
    “Last time for a while,” she smiled. 
 
    She set up her instruments and sat in a chair next to the bed. 
 
    Tony, dog that he was, had put ‘Walk on the Wild Side’ on the sound system and began humming along. 
 
      
 
    She says, "Hey, babe 
 
    Take a walk on the wild side" 
 
    Said, "Hey, honey 
 
    Take a walk on the wild side" 
 
      
 
    She measured the distance between the base of his cock and his asshole, then rubbed the spot to make sure it was the perineum. Yep. “I hope you like this,” She swabbed a numbing agent on the skin.  
 
    “Ooh, cold.” 
 
    “She waited a minute, then touched the spot. “Can you feel this?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She lifted his penis and swabbed that, too. In quick snap time the area underneath the head was numb. 
 
    “Okay, numb nuts,” she quipped. “Are you ready for this.” 
 
    He grinned. “Yep.” 
 
    She pressed the two cuts together and began to sew. It didn’t take long, just a few minutes, and she was done. A dime large area was firmly connected. There was surprisingly little blood. His penis wouldn’t rise up from the perineum  until it was separated by her. 
 
    His cock was pulled down over his balls, one ball on each side of the shaft, and connected to his own skin at the perineum. The balls looked like they were going to slip right back up into his body cavity from which they had descended when he  developed. She had made sure the cock was pulled tight, so even when he was soft he would be stretched a bit, and when he was hard it would stay firmly down, pointing between his legs and back. 
 
    She covered his groin with adhesive bandages. “I’m glad you shaved. This is liable to sting when you pull it off.” 
 
    “How long should I stay bandaged up?” 
 
    “A couple of days. Three would probably be enough.” 
 
    She put away her instruments then held out a hand to help him up. 
 
    He moved gingerly. Not because it hurt, it didn’t, but because it felt awkward. 
 
    He looked down. His groin was featureless. Smooth, like a woman’s. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Okay.” she grinned. “See you in a month.” 
 
    He looked up at her with the most inscrutable look, and she left the room.  
 
    They had agreed that she wouldn’t try to get him horny for the first few day, so she didn’t do anything for the whole weekend. She even dressed to cover up and avoided letting him see her naked. She didn’t wear any make up, and she was circumspect in her attitude. 
 
    He, of course, even without stimulus, was going crazy. 
 
    The first day was fine. He had been drained, his cock didn’t want to get hard. 
 
    He made sure he peed before he went to bed—that was weird because he had to sit down like a woman—and he even set the alarm so he could get up and pee at four in the morning. He didn’t want to be suffering ‘morning wood’ while he was healing. 
 
    The second day he itched down there. 
 
    “It’s healing,” responded Shirley. 
 
    “Well, it’s itchy.” 
 
    “Probably be for a couple of days. Have a drink and take your mind off it.” 
 
    So he did. But by the third day alcohol was no longer enough to keep his mind off his itching groin. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered. “I didn’t know it was going to be like this!” 
 
    “Oh, honey. It’s all right,” Shirley soothed him. “Bandages come off tomorrow and you can jack o—oh, I’m sorry. You can’t jack off.” 
 
    He looked all grumpy at that, but she just laughed. 
 
    He had prepared himself for the itching, the delicious horniness, and just about everything else he could think of. He was going through it, and it was worse than he thought, but one thing he hadn’t prepared for was… 
 
    “Unh…unh…unh…” 
 
    Fourth day, and he awoke to the sounds of his wife pleasuring herself. The whine of the vibrator was loud and his eyes flickered open and he turned to her. “What…what are you—“ 
 
    “YES!” she cried. Her hips rose and fell, locked up, her eyes rolled back and her body froze. 
 
    He stared. She had been dressing conservatively, but now she was nekkid, and he blinked at the sight of the dildo pressed into her pussy and the sound of the vibrator on her clit. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she wheezed. She sagged down on the mattress and turned off the vibrator. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he whined. He could feel his cock trying to get hard. 
 
    She just rolled out of bed and began putting her toys away. 
 
    “Hi, honey. Welcome to a new day.” 
 
    “Did you have to do that right next to me?” 
 
    “Oh, didn’t you enjoy that? It felt wonderful to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you know my situation. I’m recovering.” 
 
    “Oh, heck. You’re recovered. You want me to rip those bandages off?” 
 
    “I’ll do that myself,” he groused. 
 
    “Suit yourself.” She climbed onto the bed, placed her knees on each side of his belly and leaned over him. After a few days without, trying not to think of sex, this woke up his nerve centers with a shock. 
 
    Her breasts grazed his chest, her hair hung on him. She poised above him, her lips just an inch above his. “Are you horny yet?” 
 
    “Don’t,” he said. 
 
    She kissed him for an answer. 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He loved her, and he loved kissing her, he hugged her, felt her body against his, and their lips were as fused. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said, breaking it. 
 
    She sat up on him. She sat like she would sit if she was going to sit on his cock. She reached down and flicked his nipples. 
 
    “Hey!” he groaned, arching his chest a bit. 
 
    Shirley had had no interest in feminizing him, but all those letters on Altairboy, the idea…she couldn’t resist teasing him. 
 
    “You know, I was talking to Doctor Haas the other day.” She rubbed his nipples, made them into little balls, pulled on them, brushed her palm across them. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “And Doctor Haas and I were joking and I asked him if he could put titties on a man.” 
 
    Tony froze. He stared at her. Aghast. 
 
    “He said he could. He could just inject some stuff and give you boobies. Instant boobies. ‘Vacation boobs’ he called it. And he said, ‘Why? Does your husband feel like a little fun?” 
 
    “We all laughed, but I think he was serious.” 
 
    She rubbed his nipples, pressed her lips to his again, and whispered, “Do you think he was serious?” 
 
    “Shirley!” he protested. 
 
    “Because if you think he is…I could ask him…” 
 
    “Shirley!” More firmly. 
 
    “After all, now that you have a woman’s crotch, maybe you need a woman’s chest.” 
 
    He twisted and managed to get her off his body. 
 
    She got off the bed and laughed. 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    She sashayed to the bathroom, her buns swaying, and he heard the shower start up. 
 
    Tony lay there, and his cock tried to get hard, and did get hard, but it was a limited hard. Limited by bandages and sutures and being bent to point backwards between his legs. 
 
    He couldn’t believe what Shirley had just said. 
 
    Tits? On him? He was a man! Sure, he had a fetish, but…tits? 
 
    While the shower droned he sat up on the edge of the bed and examined his bandages. They were firmly in place, but ready to go. He had a smooth front, and…and he wasn’t going to have a visible boner for a month. For the first time he started thinking about it. Well, he had thought about it before, about being deliciously horny, but now he was really thinking about it. The bill had to be paid, and it was at the door, and…he couldn’t get an erection, and he couldn’t just slip Mr. Happy out of a tube and whack away. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    The shower turned off and he began to peel the bandage off his groin. 
 
    Shirley came out of the shower, dried herself off and watched from the bathroom doorway. 
 
    He lifted an edge, got a grip, and started pulling. 
 
    “Ow!” He whined. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    But it came up, slow and actually easily. He watched the skin stretch out. His balls, though the skin was lax, had, indeed, ascended into the little pocket from which they had dropped. Then the soft, flexible skin of his penis began to stretch out. 
 
    “Oh!” he gasped. 
 
    “I guess it’s a good thing you didn’t rip fast. That looks painful.” She wasn’t joking. 
 
    But he did it. It took a while, but his cock was freed, for all the good it did it, and the bandages were totally off. 
 
    He put the bandage on the bed next to him and looked down at his penis. 
 
    It was half hard. And it was pulled tight and looked like a female pud. It was just a smooth slope that curved under him and looked incredibly female. There was no slit, of course, but it was shaped exactly like a woman’s mons. 
 
    He touched it, and it was soft, like a woman’s flesh. 
 
    His cock throbbed and, now that the pain was gone, tried to get hard. 
 
    “Oh, shit!” he gulped as the boner bubbled within, but all that happened was that his dick felt pulled down, and couldn’t rise. 
 
    Shirley started to giggle. 
 
    “What?” he looked up at her with wide eyes. 
 
    “That is so fucking cute!” 
 
    “Cute? What?” He was having trouble dealing with his situation. 
 
    Shirley came and sat on the bed next to him. She pulled his face to her and kissed him. A juicy kiss. A kiss before bed…and fucking. 
 
    But there was not going to be any fucking this time. 
 
    His groin pulsed and while it didn’t hurt, it made him want to bend over and grab himself, like he would if he had been kicked in the balls. 
 
    Shirley pulled away. She was smiling about as wide as he had ever seen. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is making me horny. In fact, I am so wet a duck could swim behind me.” 
 
    He frowned. “This is no laughing matter.” 
 
    She, of course, laughed. “Of course it is! It’s exactly what you wanted! You are trapped, and we are going to make you so fucking horny!” 
 
    She kissed him again, and she pushed him back on the bed, and she sat like a man on a woman, loving him, pressing her hand against his groin, feeling his smooth surface. 
 
    “God! You don’t even have any balls! They’ve gone up into you.” 
 
    “Should I be worried?” He was worried. 
 
    “Nah. They’ll come down again, if I ever make you back into a man.” 
 
    He missed the unstated ‘if’ in her statement. 
 
    She kissed him again, and felt his mons, and kissed his nipples and thought about what it would be like if he had mammary glands. 
 
    Finally, he managed to sit up. “I need to get up.” 
 
    “Oh!” she pouted, “Doesn’t big, strong man want to make out any more?” 
 
    “Hardee har har,” he grumbled, getting up and looking at the bathroom. 
 
    But just looking for a moment. It was strange standing up. Standing up pulled on his groin, and his dick was stretched so tight…he pooched over a bit to relieve the pressure. 
 
    Shirley giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The way you’re walking!” 
 
    “What’s wrong with the way I’m walking,” he frowned. 
 
    “You’re sort of bent over a little. It makes your ass stand out. Makes it look like you have a cute, little, feminine bubble butt. 
 
    He stopped and looked at the mirror. 
 
    Crap. She was right. He looked the way a woman would on high heels. Butt pushed back and up. 
 
    “I’ll be all right once this stupid boner goes away.” 
 
    “What boner?” 
 
    He turned to her with an open mouth, but shut it. He was grown up enough to realize that this was all him, and that he was just going through the beginning phases of a month of super excitation. 
 
    He stepped into the shower and began washing. He took his time, soaping thoroughly, and when he rubbed the bar of soap over his nipples it caused his groin to shoot with excitement. His dick grew a little harder and he bent at the waist and groaned. 
 
    He forced himself to straighten up. 
 
    He looked down at his package again. Or, rather, the place where he had once had a package. 
 
    It was like a woman’s. Funny, he had just thought about being confined. He hadn’t planned on the feminine appearance of his crotch. 
 
    He soaped up good and washed his cock and the saggy skin that had once held his balls. It felt so weird to touch his ball sac and find it empty. Nothing but shriveled skin. 
 
    He pushed a finger between his cock and his body, and that felt weird. But, oh, well. 
 
    Finally, he rinsed off. He stepped out of the shower and dried off. He pulled the towel between his legs and blinked. 
 
    The head of his penis was right below his asshole, and it was sensitive. The feel of the towel rubbing on his head almost made him faint. He rubbed some more, and it was incredible, and he found himself pooching over more and more as his cock got more and more excited. 
 
    Yet he couldn’t cum. Shirley had sewn it up perfectly, he couldn’t get to the soft under part. He could get his fingers around the head, but he couldn’t get off. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    He straightened up and blushed. 
 
    “I’m just examining myself.” 
 
    “It looked like you were trying to jack off the head of your cock. Here, turn and bend, let me see.” 
 
    He turned and bent and she leaned down and examined him. 
 
    “That’s so cute. The head of your cock actually looks like a clitoris.” 
 
    “Come on!” He whined. “It does not!” 
 
    “Of course it does! And that’s okay. I like a man with a clitoris.” She slapped his ass and went back into the bedroom. 
 
    Tony straightened up, endured the sudden pulling on his cock and followed her.  
 
    When she was at the bed she turned around and held up panties. “Time to get dressed, honey.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Tony stared at the panties. “What?” 
 
    “Well, you didn’t think you were going to wear man panties, uh, tighty whiteys, did you?” 
 
    “It’s what I usually wear.” 
 
    “It’s what you used to wear when you had a package. You don’t have a package now, so you don’t need underwear designed with a pouch.” 
 
    There wasn’t much he could say to that. 
 
    “Come on, now. You know I’m right, and the material is going to feel sexy. You’ve never worn panties and you’re going to like it.” 
 
    She kept working him, and finally he gave in. A bit of curiosity, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. “This isn’t too bad.” 
 
    “Told you.” 
 
    The panties were snug, stretchy, and he felt…good. 
 
    “Okay, now the bra…” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    She giggled. “Okay, I’ll back off on the bra, but you have to wear nylons.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    “Come on! Let’s have some fun. You wear some panties and I’ll get down behind you and try to lick your little clitoris.” 
 
    He blinked. He hadn’t been able to get himself off, but maybe she could. She was good at blow jobs, and maybe… 
 
    She sat him on the edge of the bed and unrolled a nylon up his leg. He did the second one. 
 
    “Wow! Nice stems! You sure you don’t want to try the bra?” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    He finished dressing, but it was weird. With his legs encased in nylon his pants didn’t feel right. Everything slithered, and was sexy, but…he wished his pants were either skin tight, or no pants at all. 
 
    Thinking this, walking down the hall, he suddenly realized something. 
 
    “Fuck,” he blurted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “These panties rub the head of my dick.” 
 
    And it was true. The material was tight at the bottom and it stretched across the head of his penis and every step he took the material slithered very slightly across his little skull. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “It makes me want to get hard. Hell, it’s making me hard.” 
 
    “Good. You wanted to be horny.” She went into the kitchen and he stood for a second, then followed her. 
 
    “How about some bacon and eggs?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, trying to adjust the material of his panties. 
 
    She watched him and kept a grin in. 
 
    He turned and walked back down the hallway, and it was obvious what he was trying to do; he was trying to squeeze his thighs so his head wouldn’t rub so much. 
 
    He took a few trips up and down the hallway, and each time it was better. He was pooching out, creating that feminine, little bubble butt, and squeezing his thighs made his ass sway like a woman’s. 
 
    She smirked, then coughed to hide her smile. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing. Eggs are ready.” 
 
    He sat down, gingerly, and she placed a plate in front of him. 
 
    They ate, and he was silent, mentally adjusting himself, getting used to his unique set of frustrations. 
 
    “Want to go to a garage sale?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure.” 
 
    “Better let me drive. You look a little distracted.” 
 
    He started to object, but then shrugged. He was distracted. 
 
      
 
    They cruised through town, searching for the corner signs that announced yard sales. As she went over a dip in the road he groaned. 
 
    “What is it now?” 
 
    “Just sitting, bouncing, it irritates my cock head.” 
 
    “How about the brakes?” She slowed down fast. “Or speeding up?” She pressed the accelerator. She was amazed when he adjust his seating position and said, “Come on.” 
 
    “It really does!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “I told you it does!” 
 
    They found a yard sale and walked around the tables and into a garage, examining the bric a brac. Every step Tony took brought a look in his eyes. She couldn’t believe how turned on he was getting. 
 
    Oh, he was fighting it, but…he was getting turned on by sitting, by walking, by doing anything! 
 
    She found herself constantly giggling and glancing at him. And she found herself becoming more and more moist down there. 
 
      
 
    They returned home and Tony decided to take a nap. Heck, he wanted to just lie down and forget about the way his cock was being constantly rubbed. 
 
    Shirley couldn’t wait to call Marsha. 
 
    “I can’t believe how horny this is making him! It’s day one and anything he does rubs his penis. And he’s cute! Walking funny sexy, more like a woman than a man. 
 
    “You better feminize him,” Marsha warned. “You read all those letters. By the way, when can he clean my house?” 
 
    They both giggled, and Shirley had to make sure she kept her laughter down. He didn’t want Tony to hear her and start listening. What the poor boy didn’t know was really going to hurt him. And she placed a hand over her mouth and stifled herself. 
 
     
 
    The next day was worse. For Tony. For Shirley it was better. 
 
    He tried wearing tights, but they rubbed his cock even more. 
 
    He tried different underwear, nothing relieved the constant penile chafing in his panties. 
 
    And, to top it off, Shirley started making herself look sexy. She wore a tight dress, a criss cross top that showed plenty of her ample cleavage. She wore heels to make her calves pop. 
 
    Tony knew what she was doing, but what could he do about it? He had asked for this. 
 
    “Honey,” he asked at one point. “We may have to cut this experiment short.” 
 
    “Not on your fucking life! I just ordered a half a dozen dildos! If I have to use those then you have to finish what you started. 
 
    He groaned, and he didn’t quite see the loose logic there, but he nodded. This was what he wanted. 
 
    That afternoon they had a tennis date with Jim and Marsha. Tony wanted to skip, but Shirley was having none of that. “You aren’t going to ruin my time just because you can’t handle a little dick rubbing!” 
 
    So he agreed, but when they went to get dressed Shirley had a surprise for him. 
 
    “Honey? Where’s my white shorts?” 
 
    She tossed him a pair of her shorts. 
 
    “No, I mean mine.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “What do you mean why?” 
 
    “I mean, hubby dear, that your shorts have too much pouch. And the material is really going to rub your little peeny head. You’d better wear mine.” 
 
    He doubted, and he felt weird, but he pulled on the shorts. They ended up being a good fit. They were snug, but the downside was that they rubbed his cock head even more. 
 
    “Oh, crap! Are you sure we can’t cancel?” 
 
    “No chance. But I have a solution for your poor, little weenie.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She had him take down his shorts and panties and she placed a feminine pad in the crotch. 
 
    “I can’t wear that!” 
 
    “It will stop the rubbing. At least, most of it.” 
 
    He was shocked to find out that she was right. Oh, there was still a bit of rubbing, and his cock still tried to erect all the way, but…he was okay. 
 
    Later that day, on the tennis court, Shirley was shocked by how feminine his lower half looked. There was no manly bulge. And he was pooching his butt out, and trying to move with squeezed together thighs. 
 
    Jim didn’t seem to notice, but when they took a break Marsha cornered her by the drinking fountain. “Do you know how sexy that is?” 
 
    “I do,” Shirley smirked. She explained how every single move turned him on. 
 
    Marsha laughed, and focused on Tony’s sexy, little butt. She turned back to her friend. “It’s time for a little dinner. Are you game?” 
 
    Shirley eyed her friend. She knew she had something up her sleeve, but she didn’t know what. “What are you up to?” 
 
    “Nothing. Scout’s honor. I am just so fascinated, and I want to observe him. 
 
    “So where?” 
 
    “Charlie Coyote’s. A little dinner and drink, maybe some dancing—“ 
 
    “Oh, ho! You want to feel his body pressing up against yours!” 
 
    Marsha looked chagrined, but she wasn’t prepared for Shirley’s confidence.  
 
    “Girlfriend, okay by me. And if you want to dance with Danny Dickless, maybe get your hand in his panties, that’s fine with me.” 
 
    And so it was set. 
 
      
 
    Jim and Marsha picked them up at seven and Tony sat in the passenger seat while the girls piled into the back. 
 
    “How’s it going, dude?” asked Jim. 
 
    “Not bad,” answered Tony, wishing Jim would take the corners and bumps a little slower. He instinctively went to adjust his manhood, but there was nothing to adjust. 
 
    In the back the girls were chatting, but they were also giving each other the eye and giggling. 
 
    “Looks, like the girls needed a night out,” observed Jim. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Jim glanced at his friend. Tony seemed a little subdued this evening. 
 
      
 
    The dinner was excellent. The boys had prime rib and the girls opted for salads. And they began drinking. 
 
    Talk went this way and that, and more drinks were imbibed, and finally Marsha said, “Let’s dance!” 
 
    But Jim complained of a pulled muscle, and Shirley just smirked and said, “Go dance with her, Tony.” 
 
    Tony wanted not to, but Shirley kept pushing, and Marsha did her part with a little guilt and shame, and Tony escorted Marsha into the nightclub half of Charlie Coyote’s. 
 
    When they were gone Jim turned to Shirley. “If you get starved I’m available.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Marsha told me of Tony’s situation. And I’m available if you need a little relief. 
 
    Now this was an interesting idea. She had never thought of Jim that way, but now that he had brought it up…but she had too much respect for Marsha to go around trying to steal her husband. Interestingly, she didn’t think about herself being married. She just didn’t. 
 
    “What about Marsha?” 
 
    “When she told me about Tony I made the remark that I would love to satisfy you if he couldn’t. I was sort of joking, but Marsha said it was okay with her.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Swear,” he raised a hand. 
 
    Truth, Shirley loved the attention and the idea. She leaned across the table and trailed her fingers over his thigh under the table. She was inches away from him, her red lips glistening, and she said, “Tell me more.” 
 
    Inside the nightclub Tony held Marsha, and it was killing him. The music was slow and she was holding him and pressing her body against him, and his butt was pooching further and further back. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Tony? Don’t you like me?” 
 
    “Of course I do!” 
 
    “Then hold me like a man! Most men would want to press up against me. I have some mighty fine titties, if you hadn’t noticed.” 
 
    He gulped. “I noticed. 
 
    He held her tighter, and her breasts were pressed against him and she snuggled her head into his neck and whispered into his ear. “You’re dancing like you’re afraid your hard on will offend me. You know that I’m a cock teaser, so push your groin against me and let’s dance a little dry hump.” 
 
    Tony turned brilliant red, not that Marsha would notice in the dim lighting of the club. He pressed his crotch forward, wishing his dick would spring out, but he immediately drew back, his cock was getting so damned hard. 
 
    Marsha stopped dancing and looked up at him. “Tony? Don’t you like me?” 
 
    “Of course I do!” 
 
    “Then what’s all this shy and embarrassed stuff! Honestly, you’re acting like a girl!” 
 
    That did it. That tweaked him. He was going to have to say something. 
 
    “It’s not…it’s just that…I’ve got a sort of a chastity device on.” 
 
    “You do? Oh, my God! I always wanted to see one of those!” 
 
    “Well, it’s not that kind of a device.” He was slowly dying of humiliation. 
 
    “Come on!” She dragged him across the floor to the rear entrance to the building. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “No! I want to see this!” 
 
    “Wait…wait!” 
 
    “What?” They were in the hallway leading to the back door. They were just around the corner. They were the only ones there and could see if anybody came down the hallway. 
 
    “I told you. It’s not…not…” 
 
    “Well, what is it?” 
 
    “I, uh…I had Shirley sew my penis down.” 
 
    “What?” Marsha looked shocked, but she was laughing on the inside. Looking around the corner, seeing they were alone, she suddenly squirted a hand between his belt and skin and ran it down to his crotch. It was too fast and her hand felt his smooth skin before he could react. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She searched for his cock. 
 
    He tried to grab her wrist and pull her hand out. “Please!” 
 
    “Oh, my God! You’ve got no penis!” 
 
    “No, it’s there! It’s just…sewn down so it can’t get erect. Well, it’s sort of erect, but it can’t stand up.” 
 
    She kissed him then. She couldn’t stand it any longer. The whole thing was making her too horny for words, so she just launched herself into his arms, wrapped her arms around his neck, and planted her red lips on his. 
 
    For a second Tony tried to not kiss, but he was feeling his horniness, and he couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    For a long minute she pressed her mouth against him, and she was getting hotter and hotter. He began to groan and twitch downstairs. 
 
    She backed off, but kept her arms around his neck. She whispered, “What does that do to you?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” He was almost in tears. “I can’t stand it!” But he couldn’t leave. He couldn’t stop. 
 
    So she kissed him again. And again and again. 
 
    People came down the hallway and went, but they just clung to each other and kept making out. 
 
    Finally, he whispered, hoarsely, “We should get back.” 
 
    Hand in hand they returned to the restaurant part of Charlie Coyote’s. When they entered the restaurant Tony blinked. Shirley and Tony were sitting close together, and then they pushed apart, as if guilt. And Shirley’s lipstick was smeared. And Tony had a bit of color on his lips. 
 
      
 
    That night Shirley sat at her vanity table taking off her face while Tony lay in bed thinking. 
 
    He was thinking about the way Marsha had attacked him. He was thinking about how this whole thing was more than he could stand. Just laying there in bed his balls felt like they were full and roiling and…and… 
 
    “Hey, honey?” 
 
    He looked at Shirley. 
 
    “What if I wanted a real weenie, like instead of a plastic one?” 
 
    “What? But…no! We’re man and wife! You can’t do that?” 
 
    “I’m just joking, sort of.” 
 
    “What kind of a thing is that to say to your husband?” 
 
    She turned to him, “But are you really my husband? You don’t have a penis, your bottom half is about the most feminine thing I’ve ever seen,     and, quite honestly, I think you’d look better with breasts, instead of a cock.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    She smiled, turned the lights off and came to bed. 
 
    They lay there in the dark. Him thinking about what she had said, her thinking about the way Jim had kissed her, and how his hands had brushed against her breasts, and how, when she put her hand on his crotch he had a nice, big, stiff, penis. Something that Tony no longer had. 
 
    She turned to him and placed a knee over his legs. 
 
    He turned his face to her. His eyes were barely visible in the dark. 
 
    She placed a hand on his chest, on his nipples, and started rubbing. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Don’t.” He pushed her hand away. 
 
    She moved closer and replaced her hand. His nipple was stiff as a wire, it almost felt like it was vibrating. “Don’t you tell me ‘don’t,’” she hissed. “You started this and you’re not going to deprive me, or I will go looking for a cock to satisfy me. 
 
    For a second Tony felt faint, and his cock throbbed so hard he thought he was going to rip his stitches. 
 
    She put a hand down to his groin, squeezed the mons that was his bent over prick. “If you can’t take it like a man,” she whispered, “then you’re gonna take it like a woman.” 
 
    She slithered all the way over him, sat on him and wished he had a stiffie she could squat upon. She devoured him with her lips, the wet skin sliding over wet skin, her mouth hot and hungry. 
 
    He couldn’t help it. Fighting was just impossible because he was so horny. He returned the kiss and began feeling her breasts. 
 
    After a wild moment of groping and frustration she knee walked up his body and planted here sex on his face. “Get me off, bitch!” she snarled happily. 
 
    He complied. What could he do? She had her whole weight on him and he was pinned. And her sex smelled so-o-o good. And the taste…it was like licking pure excitement, honeyed and vibrant and dripping. 
 
    She groaned and pulled her breasts. Her mind was filled with thoughts of Jim, the way he had touched her, the taste of his lips. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whimpered, wanting it to never end. 
 
    Underneath her Tony couldn’t stop thinking about the way Marsha had sampled him. She had found out, had known, and it had just excited her. 
 
    Shirley reached down and began rubbing herself right above the slit. Her hand bumped Tony’s nose a couple of times, and tears came to his eyes, but she didn’t notice. She was close…so fucking close… 
 
    He was officially drowning in her pussy. He was struggling under the spread of her thighs. All he could smell was pussy, all he could taste was pussy. His mouth was filled with pussy and he thought he was going to suffocate when she finally started to cum. 
 
    “Oh, baby! Fuck! Shit!” she yelled into the silence of the bedroom. She brought her hips up, then smashed them down into his face, hitting him with her vagina. 
 
    He managed to gulp a bit of air, but just a bit. When she finally stopped flailing about and crushing him with her vagina he was faint. He tried to crawl out from under her collapsed body, and she giggled. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I love you like this. It makes me feel like I’m all woman and ten feet tall.” 
 
    He broke free, gasped for air, which made her laugh some more. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    He awoke, and his penis was morning wood. He ran for the bathroom half doubled over and she chuckled to see his awkward run. She was having a lot of fun with this. 
 
    He sat on the toilet and sprayed. Not pissed, but sprayed. The pee came out of his cock head and cock all over his asshole and he groaned. Even taking a pee was humiliating…and horny. 
 
    Truth, the pee striking his asshole was a turn on. His rectum loved the stream of water directed on it. He even felt the blood pulsing in his hole. 
 
    Finally, he was able to sit up. Then he arose and his pooch was at a minimum. He grabbed toilet paper and had to wipe his ass. He dabbed and blotted, just like he had a pussy, and finally stepped into the shower. 
 
    Hot water streamed over him and he leaned his head against the tiles and moaned with frustration. 
 
    The door opened and Shirley stepped in. He took one look at here large breasts, then down at her moist pussy, and he groaned and shut his eyes. 
 
    Shirley, however, was having none of that. She turned him and kissed him and squeezed his mons that had once been a prick. 
 
    He felt her breasts against him, her hand squeezing, and he shuddered. 
 
    “I’ve got a great idea,” she said. 
 
    He opened his eyes and gazed blearily at her. He realized that he wasn’t sleeping too well. Frustration was keeping him from the deep sleep. 
 
    “Look, you’re complaining about your penis being rubbed by panties and making you all hot and bothered.” 
 
    He watched, listened, feeling like he was apart from himself. 
 
    “So I’m going to put you in a dress today.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to complain but she covered it with her hand. “Listen. We’re not going out. It’s just you and me. You want a little relief for your hidden pal?” 
 
    He wanted to shake his head no, to say that he wouldn’t wear a dress, but he couldn’t. He needed relief, and this might be the closest thing, might work, and…his head nodded. 
 
    “Oh, goody!” She squealed and pinched his erect nipples. And noticed how extra erect they were. 
 
    “Babe? These nips are looking pretty big. And is it my imagination? Or are your pectorals a little bigger?” 
 
    It was her imagination. And her scheme, but Tony felt his ‘boobs’ and worried. Could this thing be changing him? Could his balls being all stuffed up into him like ovaries be depriving him of testosterone? 
 
    She hopped out of the shower and dried herself off, then she stopped, thought, and got back in. 
 
    He looked askance at her and she smiled and picked up her pink razor. She stroked down the center of his chest. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Shut up,” she answered conversationally. “If you’re going to wear a dress we need to prepare your body. No unsightly hair. Not on your legs, and not on any other body part that might be visible.” 
 
    “But you don’t have to shave my gonads!” 
 
    “Why not?” she asked, working around the bend of his penis. 
 
    “Because nobody can see hair down there!” 
 
    “Then you don’t need it.” 
 
    The logic escaped him, but he was too tired from lack of sleep, and groggy, and bleary, so she continued scraping his flesh with the little razor. 
 
    He sighed, leaned against the tiles and was almost dozing. 
 
    She shaved his whole body. Got every speck of hair off his groin, under his arms, everywhere. 
 
    Finally, she was done. She put the razor away, thought about getting him some Nair, and slid her hands up and down his now bald body. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” he whimpered. It felt good. Without the hair his skin felt electric. He found himself moving his hips back and forth, just as if he had a dick. 
 
    She laughed and got out, leaving him horny and ready to jack off, but with nothing to jack. 
 
    In the bedroom she selected a white, summer dress. Open and light and so veddy, veddy, sexy. When he came into the bedroom she handed him some skimpy panties and stood ready with the dress. 
 
    He looked at the wispy thong, just a triangle and a string, and sighed. He stepped into it, pulled it up, and it fit perfectly. The triangle covered his pud and the string snugged up against his ass. 
 
    Shirley took the back of the thong and pulled it up. The string slid across his rectum and his eyes went wide. 
 
    “Ooh, doesn’t that feel good?” 
 
    It did, and now his trapped cock was again trying so hard to get harder. 
 
    She pulled the dress over his head and down. It was a stretchy, clingy dress on top, and he stared in stunned surprise at how his flesh was exposed. 
 
    “She’s got cleavage,” Shirley exclaimed delightedly. 
 
    He stared at his chest. Bare. Hairless. Like a woman’s chest. And his nipples were rubbed by the material as Shirley pulled the dress into place. 
 
    The good side was that, even if his nipples were teased, his cock wasn’t. The head of his penis was free from rubbing material for the first time since his ‘operation.’ 
 
    But his nipples… 
 
    “You know, you are getting bigger,” she cupped his pectorals. 
 
    Again, imagination, but it worked. Tony felt like her hand cupped something larger. 
 
    Shirley teased him with a long, wet kiss, then stepped back and said, “Honey, I know this makes you feel funny, but you look like you have tits. I really think…this is so sexy, you’re so sexy…that you should let me order you some vacation boobs.” She placed her finger on his lips to seal up his protest. “Just think about it.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay, nylons or socks?” 
 
    “What?” His throat worked in a big gulp. 
 
    She pushed back on the bed, picked up a pair of stockings and draped it over his thighs. She pulled dragging the thin, sexy material over his flesh. 
 
    Oh! Instant pulse in his groin at the feeling of the material slithering so close to where he had once had a proud boner. 
 
    She picked up a pair of socks and rubbed his thigh with it. They felt coarse, rough. 
 
    She pulled the nylon over his leg. 
 
    “Okay!” he blurted. “Okay.” 
 
    Defeated without even knowing he had been in a battle, he watched as she rolled the nylons up his legs. 
 
    They felt good. They held his skin together, gave him a second skin that didn’t feel so much, but gave so much feeling. 
 
    “We need to paint your toes.” 
 
    He snorted. But the way things were going…he worried. 
 
    She wanted to make him wear high heels, but he put his foot down. 
 
    Finally, a girl without much color in his cheeks, he walked out to the kitchen. 
 
    “Who’s cooking?” asked Shirley 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “I’m wearing shorts. Very manly. You’re wearing a dress, and women usually make the breakfast.” 
 
    “Hey!” he objected weakly. 
 
    She laughed, and started breaking eggs. She knew he was close. Maybe not today, but soon. 
 
    They sat and ate, and he was silent and lost in his thoughts. His penis kept waking up and snagging his attention, distracting him. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    “My penis,” he said rather dourly. 
 
    She smiled. “Good.” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t like it when I was overly pre-occupied with sex?” 
 
    “Silly me,” she said, reaching across the table and patting the back of his hand. “I was wrong. People should be pre-occupied about sex. In fact, sex is all they should think about.” 
 
    Tony almost sobbed at that. He was having strange emotions, and once again he worried that his balls being retracted maybe he wasn’t getting enough testosterone. 
 
    “I need more testosterone,” he blurted. 
 
    Shirley goggled, couldn’t believe he had said that. It was obvious that his mind was short circuiting. This frustration was actually affecting the way he thought. 
 
    Which, she had a second thought on, was good. She smiled on the inside and thought about how she could use this to her benefit. 
 
    Man, sewing his cock up was the best thing she had ever done. And, to think, she had resisted it so much. 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “No, I’m serious. I feel like my balls are shrinking, and I’m having moody spells. I’m like a guy going through puberty.” 
 
    “Girl,” she corrected. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A girl going through puberty.” 
 
    He blinked. That was…he was… 
 
    “Look, you don’t need testosterone. Your body is going through changes, natural changes, and you can’t fight it. You need to take estrogen.” 
 
    “Estrogen? But…no! That will make me girly!” 
 
    Shirley chortled. “You already are a girl. You have no manhood. Your boobs are getting bigger.” He unconsciously put one hand up and felt his breast. “And you have to stop fighting it. I guarantee. You take testosterone and your dick is going to try even harder to get manly.” 
 
    “But I am a man!” 
 
    She slowly shook her head. She reached forth and held one of his hands in hers. “Honey, being a man was temporary with you. You wanting to sew up your dick? Growing boobs? That’s the girl in you trying to get out.” 
 
    “But…no! This…my dick…it’s temporary!” 
 
    “Yes, your dick was temporary. You admit it.” 
 
    He hadn’t, but he was so flustered, so distracted, that he couldn’t figure out the right argument to pose. And to make it worse, what they were talking about…his cock tried to get harder. He groaned and pooched in his chair. 
 
    Shirley grinned. “Now, weren’t you going to do the lawn today?” 
 
    Confused, defeated, distracted by his pulsing groin, he nodded, shook his head, and nodded. He really was having trouble thinking. 
 
    “Okay. You can do the—“ 
 
    “Not like this!” he gasped. 
 
    “Well, you could put some shorts on, get your dick rubbed and all, or…” she looked like she was thinking. “Okay, just mow the back lawn, nobody can see you. but then you have to clean the pool. 
 
    He nodded, relieved not to have to go out and be seen on the front lawn. 
 
    An hour later Tony wheeled the lawn mower out of the garage and put the grass catcher on it. His dress swirled around his legs, rubbing the nylon, and that was almost as bad as having his dick rubbed. It was like his legs were giant penises inside rubbers. But it was still better than having the head of his dick massaged by shorts. 
 
    He pushed the lawnmower slowly. He didn’t want to get all sweaty, and he didn’t want grass flying back and getting all over his white dress. 
 
    Inside the house Shirley watched her husband cut the lawn. She loved the way he walked, so feminine with his ass pushed back, pooched out. That made his calves pumped, and they looked so sexy in nylons. Now if she could only get him to tumble to vacation boobs. Or…and she smiled…make up. 
 
    Yes. Make up was going to have to be on the schedule. 
 
    So she thought about how to make him take the next step, and she figured out a wonderful solution. 
 
    Tony finished the lawn and took a break. He wasn’t so much tired as exasperated by the party in his panties. 
 
    He sat on the couch and watched TV, and didn’t see a thing. Except the girls. On the shows, the announcers, the ads, any girl got his attention, and that got his boner trying to be a boner. 
 
    He snapped the TV off and went to the bedroom and lay down on the bed. 
 
    But escaping girls was one thing. Escaping his wife was another. 
 
    Shirley walked in and started getting dressed up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” he asked, trying to not let his penis throb, which was like trying to get a hurricane not to blow. 
 
    “Lunch with Marsha. Are you going to do the pool this afternoon.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She lifted her dress and jumped onto the bed. Once again she squatted over him like she would if she was sitting on his dick. 
 
    His penis, knowing what it was missing, pulsed almost angrily. 
 
    “Listen, we’re probably going to imbibe, and that made me think of you.” 
 
    “Getting drunk makes you think of me?” It was a confusing thought. 
 
    “And you’ve been having such a rough time of it, you should probably get nice and drunk, then clean the pool, and…I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    “You do?” he perked up. Who doesn’t like surprises? 
 
    “Yes. You call me when you’ve had three drinks and the pool is clean and I’ll tell you where it is.” 
 
    She kissed him then, to seal the deal, knowing how his mind was sunk into his penis and all he could do was be excited. 
 
    So she went to lunch, all made up and laughing at the look of desperation on his face, and he headed for the kitchen and a drink. 
 
    He mixed himself his favorite, bourbon and Coke, and downed it fairly fast. Well, he was so horny he needed something. 
 
    He made himself a second drink and went out to the pool. 
 
    They had invested in the pool, and it was their pride and joy. It was kidney shaped, but extra large, and at one end was a waterfall over rocks, a diving board extended out over the rocks. At the shallow end was a hot tub. Beyond the hot tub was a sauna. 
 
    Cleaning the pool was not hard, but it took time. 
 
    Sipping his drink he cleaned out the sauna. 
 
    Then, another drink in hand, he worked on the area around the pool, making sure all the shrubbery was in good working order. 
 
    Finally, a fourth drink in hand, he skimmed the pool and checked the filters. 
 
    At this point he was a little dizzy, delightfully soused, and he picked up his cell phone. 
 
    “Hey, babe. All done.” 
 
    “Oh, fantastic. Listen, I might be a while yet, but your surprise is under the bed. And when I get home, if you’re not wearing it I will be very disappointed. Do you understand? Very, very disappointed! Promise to wear it?” 
 
    “Wear what? I don’t even know what it is?” 
 
    “It’s kinky and wonderful and if you aren’t wearing it when I get home…and have another drink. Build your courage up. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “Okay you’ll wear it, whatever it is?” 
 
    He was drunk, he was happy, his cock was singing and he wasn’t fighting it now. “Okay. Sure. I promise.” 
 
    “Mwah!” and she hung up. 
 
    Tony staggered around the pool and through the house. He was sloshed, three shits to t…uh, three sheets to the wind. 
 
    He got down on his knees in the bedroom, realized the bed was still a few feet away, and crawled over to reach underneath it. 
 
    His surprise was in a little shopping bag. 
 
    He reached in and pulled out something that was yellow and tangled up and had a tag on it. 
 
    In a manly show of strength he snapped the plastic loop that held the tag on, and held the material up. 
 
    It was an itsy, bitsy, teenie weenie, yellow polka dot bikini! 
 
    He stared, and blinked, and he laughed. He was too drunk to resist. He and Shirley loved that song. 
 
    Without thinking he wriggled out of his dress. 
 
    He stepped into the bikini, almost fell, and pulled it up. 
 
    His package was no problem, he had a perfectly feminine groin. 
 
    He looked at the top. 
 
    Skimpy. Yellow. Polka dots. He giggled. In the back of his mind he realized that perhaps he shouldn’t have had that fourth drink. It took him several tries, but he finally managed to put the top on. He looked at the mirror and blinked blearily. 
 
    Downstairs he was a woman. Just like Shirley had said. But upstairs…he frowned. 
 
    Were his tits growing or not? 
 
    They looked a little…puffy. He hefted, pushed with his hand, and made himself have cleavage. But Shirley was right. He did need boobs. Staring at himself in the mirror he could imagine a big set right on his chest, poking out. 
 
    He giggled and deliberately pooched his butt back. 
 
    Sexy sexy kitten. Baby got back. Booty and booby. He could be the real package. 
 
    He staggered down the hallway and into the kitchen. He was pouring himself a Coke when his cell phone rang. 
 
    “Yeah, babe?” 
 
    But she wasn’t there. It was a text. He wavered on his feet and read her message. “Text me pic.” 
 
    It took him a while, he was unsteady, and his arms were unsteady, but he finally managed to put his cell phone on the pole and hold the pole out and snap himself. 
 
    He looked at the picture happily. He was grinning and wearing the bikini. He sent it. 
 
    A minute later he got back the message. 
 
      
 
    Oh, my fucking God! 
 
    You are incredible! 
 
    You make me so horny! 
 
    I want to jump your bone right now!” 
 
      
 
    What man doesn’t love such talk? And he conveniently overlooked the fact that he had no bone to be jumped. 
 
    DING! He read: 
 
    I’ve got an idea, 
 
    but I’m afraid you won’t do it. 
 
      
 
    Tell a man he can’t do something and you can bet your first born’s nuts that he will do it. 
 
    He texted: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m afraid! 
 
    You won’t do it! 
 
    And then I’ll feel stupid. 
 
      
 
    He wrote: 
 
    No. No. 
 
    Whatever you tell me to do. 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
     
 
    DING! 
 
    Really? 
 
      
 
    He wrote: 
 
    Really. 
 
    Cross my heart and hop to die. 
 
      
 
    He stared at the word ‘hop’ for a while and couldn’t figure it out, so he shrugged and sent the message. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    if you promise… 
 
      
 
    He wrote: 
 
    I do. 
 
      
 
    On my vanity table are my lipsticks. 
 
    Pick the reddest one. 
 
    For me. 
 
      
 
    He giggled, then staggered out of the kitchen and down the hall. 
 
    He saw the golden tubes lined up on her vanity table. He opened some of them, smelled them, looked at the color labels, and picked the reddest one. 
 
    He leaned drunkenly towards the mirror and watched his hand roll the paint on. It felt waxy, it tasted…like it didn’t have much taste. But…he had to admit it, it felt sexy. Real sexy. He was once again aware of his cock trying to erect, failing, and trying even harder. His breath came faster and he found he was gulping air as he stared at his lips. 
 
    He backed away from the vanity and stared at himself. 
 
    If he had been sober he never could have done this, but drunk, uninhibited…he thought he was sexy. 
 
    He turned sideways and pooched his butt and held his pecs to make them more tit like. He blew a kiss at the mirror…and heard his cell ring. 
 
    He walked, swaying, down the hall to the kitchen. The text read: 
 
      
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    What you’re doing to me! 
 
    You are such a man! 
 
    Send me a pic! 
 
      
 
    Giggling, he held the cell phone up and snapped his face, his lips pursed as in kissing. Without even thinking, he sent it. 
 
    DING! 
 
    You have made me so horny! 
 
    I need you now! 
 
    I am burning in my pussy! 
 
    Steam is coming out of it. 
 
    Go sit in the hot tub and I’ll come home. 
 
      
 
    Happy, his groin feeling like electric eels were making love to his penis, he picked up his Coke and started walking out to the pool. And stopped. 
 
    He turned back to the sink and poured some Coke out and added some bourbon. 
 
    Smiling, happy with the world, and himself, and this whole journey of having a surgically locked cock, he headed out for the pool. 
 
    He stepped into the hot tub, relaxed, sipped, and dreamed. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    He had boobs. Big boobs. They were tipped with the stiffest pair of nipples. And Shirley was sucking on them. 
 
    “Your tits are better than mine!” 
 
    He laughed in delight. 
 
    They kissed, and he felt her hand go down to his cock. 
 
    His cock! It was big! And it stuck out a foot! And drops of sperm dripped from it. Thank God that surgical chastity thing he had done was over. There was nothing like a good, stiff cock! 
 
    He said, “There’s nothing like a good stiff cock!” 
 
    “What?” Shirley didn’t hear him. Funny, it was her mouth that was sliding up and down, working his pecker, but she couldn’t hear. 
 
    “I said, there’s nothing like a good stiff cock!” 
 
    “What?” She burbled around his cock. 
 
    “I said,” he yelled, “There’s nothing like a good, stiff cock!” 
 
    “I didn’t hear that.” 
 
    He screamed out, “THERE’S…NOTHING…LIKE…” 
 
    “I heard ya the first time, pal.” 
 
    His eyes blinked open. He had been dreaming, and Jim was slipping into the water across from him. He would have jumped up and run, but Shirley and Marsha were sliding in next to him. 
 
    He was caught! He was wearing a bikini! His lips were bright red! 
 
    Fortunately, he was still a bit drunk. Quite a bit, for he had only been asleep a few minutes. 
 
    “Love your new look, Tony,” Jim glanced down at the top of his bikini. “You do need a bit of packing, however.” 
 
    Shirley grabbed his right pectoral, Marsha his left. They cupped his muscle like it was a boob and giggled. 
 
    “Isn’t he sexy?” 
 
    “Oh, he is.” 
 
    “But…but…” his face was red, he wanted to run but couldn’t. 
 
    Jim waved his hand. “Hey, don’t worry. Shirley told us what you’re doing, and I think it’s pretty cool.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah! She says you are going to have the Mt. Vesuvius of cums. She said your orgasm will rival the San Francisco quake.” 
 
    “She did?” he looked at Shirley. Shirley was smiling at him. She scrambled up a bit and kissed him. Hard. Lots of tongue action, not caring that Jim and Marsha were laughing. 
 
    “Ooh,” said Marsha, when Shirley backed off. “Give me some of that!” 
 
    Marsha really plowed into him. Her lips were soft and tender and she really knew how to sue them. Jim just chuckled. 
 
    “I under estimate your sex appeal,” Jim said. “It’s obvious you’re turning the ladies on.” 
 
    That was a bit confusing to Tony, but he grinned. 
 
    “You could do it, honey. Have your cock sewn down and be a man.” 
 
    “Sorry babe. I’m not brave like the stud here. But…” he shrugged. 
 
    Tony slowly calmed down. his friends chatted, mostly about him, and he just sat there and looked beautiful. 
 
    “So what’s next, Tony?” 
 
    “Boobs,” blurted Shirley. 
 
    “Wow! Really? Man, you really are the stud.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Can I…I know this is going to sound gay, but…could I feel your chest?” 
 
    Tony was reluctant, but Shirley encouraged him, and so did Marsha, so he finally nodded. 
 
    Jim crossed the little pool and put his hands up. He squeezed Tony’s chest like real tits. “Wow. I am so jealous of you. You are a lucky man.” 
 
    Tony grinned. 
 
    “I mean, it feels like they are getting bigger.” 
 
    Marsha cleared her throat. and they all looked at her. “Tony, do you know the difference between lipstick and lipstain?” 
 
    Tony tilted his head in question. He didn’t. 
 
    “Crap,” said Shirley. “I was going to break the news to him later.” 
 
    “What news?” 
 
    “You, dear hubby, didn’t put on lipstick. You put on lipstain.” 
 
    He looked blank. 
 
    Jim chuckled. “They’re telling you, good buddy, that your lips are going to be red for a week or two.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Shirley nodded.  
 
    Tony put his hand to his mouth and just stared at his friends and wife. 
 
    And so the afternoon passed. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got a slight burn.” 
 
    “Oh?” Tony looked at himself in the mirror. She was right. He stare at his lips for a moment. Red. And they weren’t going to fade to pink for while 
 
    “You can see your bikini perfectly.” 
 
    He frowned. He wouldn’t be able to take his shirt off around people for a while. 
 
    They were in the bedroom getting ready for bed. Tony was laying in bed, as usual, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off Shirley. 
 
    “Do you really mean it? That I’m beautiful?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. Yes. A thousand times yes.” 
 
    She slid into a peignoir. It emphasized her breasts. She saw him looking at her and asked, “Would you like to try one? I’ve got another on in the closet.” She lifted a bit of the peignoir material towards him. 
 
    He shook his head in the negative. Emphatically. 
 
    She climbed on him, in that familiar cowgirl position, and placed her hands on his chest and leaned on him. “You realize, of course, that you’re being silly.” 
 
    “I’m being silly because…why?” 
 
    “Because you’re embarrassed. Do you know how many women would die to have a body like yours? Once you get the vacation boobs, of course?” 
 
    “Yeah. But that’s women. I’m a guy.” 
 
    She laughed, walked backwards and plopped her head into his crotch. “Hmm. Cock good.” she moved her face up and down as if she was blowing him. Then she stopped and looked at him in surprise. “Wait a minute! It’s not here! I thought I was going to suck off a man!” 
 
    “Not funny,” he groused. 
 
    She slithered up to his chest and sucked on his nipples. “Very funny, honey. And it’s time you faced it. You’re a woman down there, and you’re gonna be a woman up top, and what are you going to do? Walk around like a woman and say, ‘not me!’?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Look, silly. You were hot today. And your lips—“ 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered. 
 
    Shirley ignored him and said, “Fucking Marsha couldn't keep her mouth off you. She was on you all afternoon. Shameless hussy!” But she was smiling. 
 
    Tony grinned. “Yeah.” 
 
    “See? You like it! You are getting your horny dream, and it’s going further than you thought it would, but it’s like you’re being dragged kicking and screaming.” 
 
    Tony couldn’t really disagree. He was sort of caught. On one hand he was aghast, shocked, didn’t want to. On the other hand wearing girl clothes was turning him on. And the lipstick…he did get kissed until his lips felt bruised this afternoon. 
 
    “Now, you’ve already agreed to vacation boobs. No, don’t protest that you were drunk. You said you would, and you said the idea was exciting, but you’re not willing to consider a bra, when you’re going to be having to wear one. And what about the rest of your make up? Your lips are going to fade a bit, and you need to keep them moist and wet looking.” 
 
    The look on his face showed she was digging into him. 
 
    “Do you like it when I have red, red lips?” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She jumped off the bed and scampered to her vanity table. She picked a tube and painted her lips. She turned and placed a hand on her hips and said, “How about it, sailor. You interested?” 
 
    His cock roared, and he actually had to bend a little bit in bed to relieve the pressure. 
 
    “Ah ha! I knew it.” She sashayed back, swinging her ass, and climbed up on the bed, then onto him. 
 
    She placed a hand on his smooth front and moved her face close to his. He gave a big gulp. 
 
    “Why, I do believe your pussy is hard.” 
 
    And it was. It was hard, but bent over, and he tried to bend at the waist but she wouldn’t let him. She pushed on his chest and climbed aboard. She leaned on him, her breasts brushing against his flesh, her lips just out of reach. Her red, red lips. 
 
    “I’m going shopping tomorrow. I need to buy more dildos. Unless you want me to fuck Jim.” 
 
    Panic slid across Tony’s face. 
 
    “I felt his cock the other night. It’s big and stiff, the way yours used to be. How about it. Should I get dildos? Or should I just go borrow a cup of sugar some day when Marsha is out?” 
 
    “Stop it,” he said. “Please.” 
 
    “I’ll stop it if you’ll start it. You start wearing the whole outfit, and wearing make up, and I’ll stick with dildos.” For a while, she thought. The idea of a real, juicy, hard, big, fat cock was getting to her. While Tony was getting his set of frustrations, so was she. 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered. 
 
    She kissed him then. And kissed him. And said, “You’re going to have to do me.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He didn’t want any more horniness. But he wanted to. He was so horny he couldn’t stop. 
 
    “But I want to lie down and let you worship at my vulva. I want you to bath my clit with your warm tongue. I want you to get me off, then clean me, all at the same time. 
 
    He felt like he was going to sob any second, but he moved to the side, she laid down, and he moved backwards to get in between her legs. 
 
    As soon as he was in between her legs he lost all sense of himself. Her scent engulfed him and he stopped thinking and began munching on her. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she sighed. “That’s what I’m talking about.” 
 
    He couldn’t think. He wasn’t a human being able to have thoughts now. He was just a licking, lapping pussy pleasing machine. 
 
    She grasped his head, but she didn’t need to. He licked like he wanted to crawl back up inside her womb. His hands were up and groping her breasts. His chin rubbed her asshole, and he ate. 
 
    Shirley was ready. And she was surprised. She had cum just the night before, but Tony’s red lips, his smooth crotch, it was turning her on. It was filling her with a sense of unbelievable power. She thrust her hips up and pumped his face. 
 
    Tony couldn’t breath, but he didn’t want to. He was wallowing in pussy. All his horny urges were driving him into her groin. 
 
    She began to cum. Hard. Fast. She even squirted a little. And she pounded on his head and started talking nonsense. She had no idea what she was saying, just that she needed this. More of this. 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned. Tony bleary-eyed. Shirley sparkly-eyed. 
 
    She leaped out of bed and sprinted for the shower. She soaped her body and sang lustily. 
 
    Tony crawled out of bed and moved towards the bathroom. He was so slow Shirley was done and stepping out by the time he got there. 
 
    She smacked his mouth with hers. Looked at his red lips and smiled happily. Felt his ‘boobs.’ 
 
    “Shower, honey. Wake up. The day is upon us!” 
 
    He just stood under the water and sighed. 
 
    Finally, she pulled him out and dried him off. “You really are going to have to wake up.” 
 
    “I will,” he promised. 
 
    She smoothed a fruity cream into his skin, and, oddly, that did make him a little more alert. 
 
    She patted his cockless, “Good girl.” 
 
    He grunted, but he didn’t have the strength to really object. 
 
    “Okay, honey. I’m going to do your nails today.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But, again, he didn’t have the strength. 
 
    She sat him down and did his toenails. 
 
    He was thinking that getting his nails done was too bad. His toenails would be inside shoes. Nobody could see. Then she spread out his hands and started prepping them. 
 
    “Not my hands!” 
 
    “If not now, when?” 
 
    He blinked, and sat while she did the damage. 
 
    She took her time, made sure he was properly trimmed and sanded, then she picked out some semi-long nails. Not real long, not so long you had to be careful scratching your eye, but long enough that he would have to think before trying to pick up a penny. 
 
    She glued them on. “I’m using strong glue, so be careful. I want them to stay on, but I don’t want them breaking. Okay?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    She giggled. “You sound like I’m taking you to your own funeral.” 
 
    He tried out a smile but it didn’t work. 
 
    One hand done he lifted it up and gazed at it. His fingers looked longer, and the nails were ovals that extended a half inch beyond his flesh. His normal spatulate fingernails were now long and sexy. 
 
    “I won’t be able to wipe my ass.” 
 
    “That’s what a bidet is for.” 
 
    “But we don’t have a bidet!” 
 
    “So go out and stick the garden hose up your ass.” She bit her lip to keep from laughing. 
 
    She had him stand up and he couldn’t stop looking at his talons. So red. Like blood. But sexy blood. 
 
    I can’t go on,” he murmured. 
 
    She handed him a pair of panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up. And his cock head immediately woke up. The material goosed his head and he gasped. 
 
    Shirley smiled. “Now we’re talking.” 
 
    “But that’s too much.” 
 
    She grabbed his chin in one hand and shook it. “Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes,” he squeaked. 
 
    “Then shut up.” 
 
    She pulled a onesy over his head. It was pink with little white roses. It was tight in the crotch, which didn’t help his cock head, and it rubbed his penis more than anything he had yet worn. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    The top of the onesey was down and she circled his waist with a bra. He started to say something, but a warning look stopped him. 
 
    She fastened the bra and helped his arms under the straps. 
 
    “This is tight.” 
 
    “Got to be. Consider it a harness. Like a saddle for a race horse.” 
 
    He reached around and checked his flexibility, which wasn’t much, anyway. 
 
    Shirley frowned. 
 
    “What now?” he sighed. 
 
    “Boobs. I’m going to call the doc later today, but…right now you really need boobs.” 
 
    She trotted out to the kitchen and Tony shrugged his arms into the top part of the onesy and buttoned the front. “What are you doing?” 
 
    She held up a finger as she tapped her phone, then: “Marsha! Yeah, it was fun. Tony’s great. It’s so nice to see this side of his personality. I will. Oh, the reason I called. Do you still have that set of breast forms? You do? Excell—I know they’re big, but he’s got a man chest and needs large enough titties. you will! Great! We’ll see you in a half.” 
 
    She hung up and put her hands on her hips triumphantly. “See?” 
 
    He didn’t see. 
 
    “Now then, let’s have a little brekkie, and then I’ll finish your face, and by that time Marsha will be here. Fix some eggs and bacon. I need to check on something.” 
 
    She trotted off, back down the hallway, and Tony stood motionless for a moment. He sighed. He turned and began making breakfast. 
 
    “Put on an apron!” Shirley called. “I don’t want you to mess up your onesey.” 
 
    He looked down at his onesey, and saw how he had a sort of a camel toe. Without the slit, but a perfectly shaped mons. “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. Then he put on the apron—there was only one and it was pink—and set about making bacon and eggs. He never tumbled to the fact that he was doing what his wife usually did. 
 
      
 
    They were working on his face when Marsha breezed in. 
 
    “Hey, kids, how’s it…look at you!” 
 
    Tony turned and Marsha descended on him. 
 
    In truth, his face was white, shadowless, waiting for color, but she was all over him. She hugged him and looked into the mirror, her face next to his. She kissed him, right on the lips, his red lips. Then she started undoing his buttons. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Oh, dry up,” she quipped. 
 
    Shirley moved around, tried to work on his eyes even though he wasn’t holding still. 
 
    Marsha slipped first one breast form into his bra, then the other. “Hold up, sister,” she said to Shirley. “Let’s take a trial run.” 
 
    Tony stood up and posed. 
 
    Now he was totally female, top and bottom. And his face, being half made up, gave hint to a full, 100 per cent femininity. 
 
    “Oh, wow.” Marsha cross her hands on her chest. “Be still my aching heart. 
 
    “Really?” Tony turned and gazed at his voluptuousness.  
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “I’m not too thick,” 
 
    “Negative. But we’re probably going to train your waist a little. Get you a corset.” 
 
    “Oh.” Tony wasn’t sure about that. He remembered Gone with the Wind and Scarlett O’Hara being faint. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Marsha patted his face. Then she grew serious. “God. You are so sexy…I think I’m going to need…I’m going to need…A DILDO!” 
 
    Shirley laughed, held her belly and laughed. 
 
    Marsha shook her by the arms, which caused her chest to jiggle, and demanded, “Where are they! I know you’ve got some. With him like that, turning you on every day…you have to have a dildo!” 
 
    “Sorry, sister. But I was going to go shipping for the plastic peters this afternoon. 
 
    Tony was starting to pooch. his butt drifted back into that beautiful, feminine, bubble shape. It seemed that when they talked about him not having a penis he was getting…poochier. If that was a word. At least his cock was trying harder and harder to rise up. 
 
    “Well, okay! Let’s finish Miss Universe off and go get the goods!” 
 
    So they did, chatting and giggling and occasionally groping Tony’s fake chest. A short while later he was done, his eyes sparkled, his fingers were sexy, and his groin felt like a dump truck was trying to tilt its bed and dump its load. He felt so full down there.  
 
    He hadn’t cum for days, maybe a week, and that whole time his sperm had been building up. His balls, all stuffed up inside his body, felt full. He wondered if they could get so full, so swollen, that they wouldn’t be able to descend again. 
 
    “Okay, hon. We’re going to do some shopping for you know what. Is there anything you want?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    Shirley pecked his lips and patted his cheek. 
 
    “Girlfriend. That’s not how you do it.” 
 
    Shirley arched an eyebrow. 
 
    Marsha grabbed him and pulled him to her. She hesitated briefly, let the moment build as their lips held an inch apart, then she kissed him. 
 
    Shirley watched, and was perfectly fine with it. It wasn’t like Tony was going to get a boner, after all. 
 
    And she realized that it was good that he couldn’t. Heck, she didn’t want to be jealous, and this way she didn’t have to be. 
 
    Marsha kissed him long and hard, even encircled him with her arms and turned him and bent him over a bit. Then she straightened up and pushed him away. “God. You’ve got great lips.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Shirley. 
 
    “Wait.” Marsha reached into her purse and pulled out a tube of gloss. “Let’s give him that shiny look.” 
 
    Tony stood, frozen while she applied gloss to his mouth. He didn’t flinch because, heck, he had already just gotten the full nine yards of make up. 
 
    Marsha stepped back. “Yes. Here.” She handed him the tube of gloss. “Every hour, on the hour, or you’ll be a drab old spunk hound.” 
 
    They went out the door then, and Shirley asked, “What’s a spunk hound?” 
 
    “A guy with a dick.” 
 
    And they laughed all the way to the car. 
 
    Tony stood there and watched them. He watched their round asses. He watched the jiggle of their breasts, and he wished he had a bit of jiggle. 
 
    He closed the door, faced the mirror and gave a little hop. His boobs went up and down, but no jiggle. Damn!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    “How’s he doing?” asked Marsha. 
 
    “Oh, he’s good. And you guys are great. The way you compliment him and lay it on…you’ve got me believing it all. 
 
    “Well, he is kind of cute. Do you think this will work?” 
 
    “I don’t know. At first I figured going all out, making him super horny and then feminizing him…I figured he’d call it off. But I don’t know. I’m sort of liking it now.” 
 
    “If it doesn’t work you’ll be stuck with a trans.” 
 
    Shirley frowned and stared out the window. 
 
    “Do you think you can handle that?” 
 
    “I don’t know. On one hand I am having so much fun, it’s like having a little sister. On the other hand, I miss the old rock hard poker.” 
 
    “Well,” quipped Marsha, “That’s why we’re going shopping.” 
 
    She pulled into a big parking lot. At the back of the parking lot was a warehouse with the simple legend: Sex Toys! 
 
    “I’ve never been to one of these,” admitted Shirley. 
 
    “You haven’t! Girlfriend, you’re in for a treat.” 
 
    They walked into the store and were quickly engulfed in penises and butt plugs and videos of nekkid women doing obscene things and condoms and whipe and chains and lingerie and…and all sorts of stuff. 
 
    They were perusing dicks, Shirley was hefting a big horse’s dildo and wondering, when Marsha said, “I want to sleep with him.” 
 
    Shirley waggled the dildo and watched it bounce back and forth. “Tony? Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just think there’s something soft there that would appeal to me.” 
 
    “Well, you can sleep with him any time you want.” 
 
    “And what about you and Jim?” 
 
    Shirley didn’t look at her friend, kept examining dildos, but she was suddenly electric. 
 
    “What about me and Jim?” 
 
    “You know I was making out with Tony, and I know you were making out with Jim. Did you want to pursue that.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Shirley picked up a butt plug and turned it in her hand. It was weighty, with a diamond on the base. She was thinking about getting it for Tony, not herself. The truth was she did know. She had felt Jim’s dick, and it excited her. It reminded her of Tony’s dick, but it was bigger. She had always wondered what a bigger dick would feel like. Hell, she wondered what any dick would feel like. Tony getting his pecker sewed up had opened up a door in her mind that was not swinging shut. 
 
    “I think you do know.” 
 
    Now Shirley faced her friend. “Okay. I think about it. But I’m not willing to jeopardize our friendship over your husband’s cock.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. Your fucking Jim wouldn’t bother me. I just want to know what bothers you.” 
 
    For a long few seconds they stood in the middle of the warehouse and studied each other. Then Shirley said, “This next Saturday. We’re going to have a sleep over. You’re going to sleep with Tony, and I’m going to think about going to your house and sleeping with Jim. 
 
    Marsha nodded slowly. “You better have Tony ready for that.” 
 
    “He’s not only going to be ready…he’s going to have tits.” 
 
    Marsha blinked. 
 
    “His appointment for vacation boobs is this Friday.” 
 
    Another long minute of staring at each other, then Marsha suddenly giggled. And Shirley giggled, then they were both laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m home!” 
 
    “Back here,” he called. 
 
    She walked down the hallway to the guest room. Tony had the furniture out in the hall or covered with a drop clothe. The ladder was set up and his brushes were ready. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “I’m trying to keep busy. It keeps my mind off my…situation.” 
 
    Ooh. She liked that. “What color?” 
 
    “I don’t know. You’ll have to pick something up at the store. I’m, eh…not presentable. 
 
    He was wearing his onesy and his fake tits really stood out. His hair was long, not long enough, but long enough to make him look like a girl with a too short hair cut. What a difference from the week before when he looked like a boy with hair that was too long. 
 
    “Hmm. Any color I want?” 
 
    “Any color.” 
 
    “What if I want purple with green stars?” 
 
    “Sounds good. Just pick up some green star paint.” 
 
    She snickered, then, “I’ll pick up some paint after lunch. Right now I have some things I want to try out.” 
 
    “”Like what kinds of things?” he asked, knowing full well where she had just been. 
 
    She gave hi a hungry look and said, “Come find out…sailor.” 
 
    She headed for the bedroom and Tony was right on her heels. 
 
    Walking behind her, watching her rotundness sway, he felt that incredible pressure building in his groin. He had managed to forget it while working, but that only worked for awhile. 
 
    Shirley placed a bag on the bed. It was not a fancy shopping bag, just a paper sack. First she pulled out a strap on harness. “Put this on, big boy.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean ‘little boy?’” 
 
    “I mean not a boy at all,” she said drily. 
 
    His breath caught and the weight in his groin surged. God, he was so hot for her. And even though his dick wasn’t available, he wanted…he wanted…and the frustration compounded his hunger. 
 
    He figured out how to fasten the harness, and he adjusted it so it was tight and ready to go. He turned to her and she held up… 
 
    “It’s a pig’s dick!” she crowed. “See how it sort of spirals?” 
 
    “That should make you squeal,” he opined. 
 
    “Yes, it should. And here’s a…dog’s dick! See the bump on the bottom of the shaft? The guy in the store says that swells up and that’s why dogs get locked together.” 
 
    “If we got locked,” he couldn’t stand it and pooched over, “I could just unbuckle the harness and leave you with the dick stuck up your cunt.” 
 
    “Oh, ouch!” she laughed. “And here’s the accommodator strap-on for your face. It fits around your head and sticks out from your chin.” 
 
    “I could put that in your ass and eat your pussy.” 
 
    She got a sly look on her face. “Or I could turn over and you could put that in my pussy and eat my ass.” 
 
    “Ooh!” he groaned, then he thought about it. 
 
    “And here’s a glass dildo, and a…oh, you’re going to like this.” She held up a long, slithery looking dildo. 
 
    “Is that a…a tongue?” 
 
    “Yep. For those hard to reach places.” She giggled and stroked the tongue almost lovingly. 
 
    Tony stared at his wife. Sh had always liked sex, but this was going a little far. 
 
    Or was it?  
 
    After all, he had his penis sewn to his groin. Maybe he should just keep his mouth shut and accept that she could be a little kinky, too. 
 
    “Which one you want me to use.” 
 
    She examined the dildos as they lay on the bed. She picked out the dog’s dick and held it up. “I’m willing to risk it.” 
 
    He took the dildo and screwed it into the harness. She swept all the toys off the bed back into the bag. 
 
    “Okay,” how do we do this?” For some reason he was almost embarrassed. 
 
    She hopped on the bed and spread her legs. “Start with your tongue, and let’s see what happens. 
 
    Grinning nervously, this was weird, he crawled in between her legs. 
 
    From the first lap he knew he was in over his head. He was so damned crazy in the head that as he got closer to her pussy the more his mind stopped working. He was like a fat lady with a donut. He was like a politician with somebody else’s money. He began taking long, slow licks. 
 
    Shirley was feeling it, too. She groaned and rubbed her breasts. She pulled her nipples and then spanked her mons. 
 
    Tony couldn't stop. He was pooched up, his cock bending him over, and there was nothing in the world except her folds, her pink, her delicious pussy. 
 
    Finally she slapped the back of his head. “Up, boy. Don’t forget to dip your wick.” 
 
    He moved up her body like a man in a trance, which was a pretty accurate description  for how he felt. 
 
    He sucked her tits, pushing them together with his hands, then his fake cock bumped against her pussy.’              They froze. Moment of truth. 
 
    “Do me,” she whispered. “Fuck me.” 
 
    It went in easy, and they stared at each other as the inanimate object went up her pussy. 
 
    “Hunh!” she wheezed, liking the way her insides were being filled. It was so different from a penis. Not warm, but the rigidity of the shaft made up for it. 
 
    Tony felt like he was being electrified. He was fucking her, but couldn’t feel a thing. He was totally in sex, and out of sex, at the same time. 
 
    “God!” she gulped. “Harder.” 
 
    Dutifully, afraid, but afraid not to follow her instructions, he began to ram it. 
 
    She held on to him, her eyes wide, her cunt stretched in a way it had never been stretched before. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “Yes. Do it harder.” 
 
    He did. He rammed and crammed her. His hips slammed into her crotch with almost brutal force. But no matter how hard, she just wanted more. 
 
    Her head tilted back and her mouth opened in wonder. Her eyes fluttered back int the sockets, and she came with a violence that didn’t just take her breath away; it felt like her heart had stopped. 
 
    Tony, slamming away, had to be told to stop. He was into it and had not a thought for anything else. 
 
    Afterwards they lay there in wonder. They faced the ceiling and she had a hand on her mons like she was protecting it. Her other hand was on one breast, just cupping it. 
 
    His arms were at his sides, and he was pressing his buttocks down, pooching, trying to get relief form the way his cock was pushing on his perineum. 
 
    She said, “Marsha wants to sleep with you.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. He was having trouble figuring out what speech was. 
 
    “I’m going to let her this Saturday.” 
 
    “What? Sleep with Marsha?” He spoke as if in a daze. 
 
    “You can’t do anything, so it’s not like you’re cheating.” 
 
    Slowly, the concept congealed in his mind. “Where are you going to be?” 
 
    “Down the hall. Out getting a drink. I don’t know.” 
 
    “Are you going to fuck somebody?” 
 
    There it was. Was she going to screw somebody? Was she going to let a foreign cock into her bush? Was she going to do the down and dirty? 
 
    “No.” But she knew she wasn’t really telling the truth. But what was the truth? She didn’t really know if she was going to sleep with Jim. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    She turned to him, threw a leg over his, put a hand on his flat crotch. One of her breasts was on his chest, the other fell down his side. “Are you looking forward to this Friday?” 
 
    “I…I am and I am’t.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “You guys say I’m sexy, and if I look at my body, flat crotched, no package, it looks like I do need tits. Or I need my package back. One or the other.” 
 
    Her hurt fluttered a bit. She didn’t want him to get his package back. She wanted him like this. She was making him do things around the house. She was getting him to do more chores. The most important thing…she felt a certain power. 
 
    She was the woman and he had the power, but now…now it felt like she had the power, was taking his power and making it into her own. 
 
    “Well, we’ve already made the appointment. And I really want you to go through with it.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything for a long minute, then: “Sometimes I think that I’m going to get so horny that I’m going to turn into a butterfly and flit away.” 
 
    She blinked. This was crazy talk. 
 
    “Or maybe that I’ll change into something. Something beautiful. I don’t know.” 
 
    She pulled his face down and kissed him on the lips. She knew his lips were red in the dark, and it excited her. but she wanted him to shut up. She didn’t need some weird magical changing thing in her universe. But he wasn’t done. 
 
    “Sometimes I think I’ll just explode, and what’s left will be…will be…”               
 
    “Shut up,” she whispered. “I want to go to sleep.” 
 
    And she did fall asleep. But he didn’t. He just laid awake and dreamed. And the dreams were more vivid than sleeping dreams and seemed to actually alter reality. 
 
      
 
    The week went slowly. 
 
    For Shirley it was because she was caught in a conundrum. Was she going to fuck somebody other than her husband? 
 
    For Tony it was because, in a way, he was overloaded, and all he could do was live with it. Day to day he accepted new changes, and his mind felt like a plugged up kitchen garbage disposal. Just log jammed and unable to work. 
 
    On Tuesday Shirley remembered that she had not given Tony his present. She called him into the bedroom and presented him with a silver plated butt plug with a blue diamond in the base. 
 
    He stared at it, and she had absolutely no idea what he was thinking. 
 
    “It’s for your ass,” she finally stated. 
 
    He nodded. He was so blown away by this time that he merely said, “I guess I should put it in.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He looked at her. “I don’t really want to sleep with Marsha.” 
 
    “You have to. I told her you would.” 
 
    No way she was going to let him back out. She still thought she wasn’t going to sleep with Jim, but she didn’t want to jeopardize her choice in the matter. If she didn’t make Tony sleep with Marsha she was afraid that Marsha would rescind her offer to sleep with Jim. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “So put it in.” 
 
    “Can you help me?” 
 
    It was a raw appeal, and showed how distracted he was. He couldn't even put something up his butt. Or, to put it in simple phrase, he didn’t know his asshole from his elbow. 
 
    She had him lay down crossways on the bed and got out the lube. She scooped out a gob of gelatine like stuff and smushed it into his asshole. 
 
    “Ooh,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Cold!” 
 
    Cold and unfamiliar, and what was also unfamiliar was the massive array of nerve endings in his butthole. Her fingers went in easily and his eyes opened up. His nerves sang praises and shortly she was running her fingers around and around, in and out, and all he could do was lay there and groan and twitch. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you?” she giggled. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I think…Oh, God…I do. Unh!” 
 
    She spent a long time working on his rectum. She was up to four fingers, and her arm was pumping away. And that was fine with Tony. He had never felt anything like this. 
 
    “Is this what it feels like for a woman?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “Of course, they are two different things. the nerves, the wiring, the muscles, everything is different from a pussy to a man pussy.” 
 
    “Oh.” He thought he had been dazed from horniness, but now he was suddenly superdazed.  
 
    “Okay, are you ready?” 
 
    “Unh,,,yeah…yes.” He gulped loudly. 
 
    She took her fingers out and slid the butt plug smoothly into his hole. 
 
    Tony immediately felt the difference. He felt the hard sleekness of metal. He felt the base snug up against his butthole, and…he felt the lip of the butt plug touch the head of his cock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined. 
 
    “What? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” Yet he pounded on the pillow with one hand. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “The base of the dildo is touching my cock head. It…it’s like somebody is flicking the head of my cock with a finger. 
 
    Shirley laughed delightedly. She kissed him. 
 
    “Take it out!” 
 
    “No way. You wanted to be horny. This is my present to you, and you will leave it in.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “All day. Every other day.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can stand it.” 
 
    “You’ll have to.” she sat on his thighs and began massaging his buns. She shortly found out that this made the but plug swirl inside him, drove his nerve endings wild, and kept touching and stimulating the head of his penis. 
 
    He was almost crying, it was so exquisite, and yet excruciating at the same time. 
 
    She spent a long time rubbing his ass, feeling him twitch and moan. 
 
      
 
    On Wednesday he started dripping. Not just a few drops of pre-cum, but long, silky strands of semen stretching down. 
 
    But when he put on panties he started to get wet quickly. She Shirley broke out the liners and make him wear one. 
 
    So he walked around with a thin napkin, which was probably better than Depends, and Shirley stifled her laughter. 
 
      
 
    On Thursday he wasn’t supposed to eat anything. He was getting boobs on the morrow, and he thought it was a bit much. After all, he wasn’t getting an operation. He was just getting a pair of boobs. 
 
    Which thought was sitting on top of all the distraction and frustration he was feeling. 
 
    He had a feeling that if he wasn’t sexually excited he could make the decision easily. As it was, him feeling like a dog in heat, he couldn’t think enough to say yea or nay, so he just trusted Shirley to make the decision for him. And her decision was…boobs. 
 
      
 
    Friday morning, and they got into the car. Shirley drove because he was wearing high heels and wasn't ready to try driving in heels. 
 
    This was the first time he had actually been out en femme, and he was a bit nervous. Still, it was early, they likely wouldn’t see any people, and if they did…he would never seem them again. 
 
    Of course Shirley told him to relax, that anybody who saw him would take him for a woman, which was sort of a nice thought. It made him smile. 
 
    They headed for the medical center on the south side of town, and Tony stared out the window, his mind a dizzy observation of passing trees and houses. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “What’s okay?” he answered. 
 
    She nodded, and bit her lip. In her mind this was it. this was the crossing of the Rubicon. No going back. 
 
    In the beginning she had had some muddled idea of blowing Tony out, and then she had all that feminization inspiration, but…he was going along with it. 
 
    She had never seen him hornier. He was like a faucet down there, and he walked with his butt out all the time. And it was like he was in some special kind of subspace. 
 
    But this was it. 
 
    And though she could back out, turn around and go home…she couldn’t. 
 
    In some weird way she had boxed herself in. She had to go through with this. She had to see the result. 
 
    They walked into the doctor’s office and notified reception. They sat down, but since they were the first patients for the day they were quickly called. 
 
    They were shown into the exam room and a nurse asked a bunch of questions, then announced that the doctor would be in shortly. 
 
    Dr. Hass was in shortly. He was a handsome fellow. A little grey in his hair, but a rugged jaw and a twinkle in his eye. And he thought absolutely nothing of the fact that Tony was male. 
 
    It was almost like he didn’t notice Tony’s dress, his heels, or his red lips. 
 
    “These will last between one and two months,” he stated, once Tony was lying on the table. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I’m going to give you a topical anesthetic. Do you know what that is?” 
 
    Tony thought about his wife swabbing his perineum and the bottom of his cock weeks before. “Yes.” 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s get started then. 
 
    The doctor periodically applied numbing agent, then slid long needles into Tony’s chest. A quick press of the plunger. Well a slow press of the plunger, and his skin started to come up. First it was uneven little golf balls shapes. Then the spaces were filled in, and more needles, more fluid injected, and Tony watched in awe as his breasts grew. 
 
    Shirley watched in awe also, and she felt herself growing wet between the legs. Real wet. If she sat down on a chair she’d probably slide right onto the floor.. 
 
    The doctor was almost done when she shuddered and felt the white hot heat wash over her. Nobody noticed, all attention was on Tony’s boobs, but…she had had an orgasm  
 
    A fucking orgasm! Just from watching her hubby grow a pair of tits! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    Tony walked out accoutered in a bra. The doctor had cautioned him that he must wear a bra, that he didn’t have the musculature to carry such heavy objects, and he felt that to be true from the very start. It was like he had a pair half sized bowling balls on his chest. They didn’t sag because of the bra, but they sure did jiggle. Tony even gave a little jump in the elevator and watched the jiggle. He grinned, but Shirley told him to stop it. 
 
    The elevator opened and the world became bright and crazy. 
 
    People. When they had entered the building they were the first patients, but time had passed and the rest of the world had arrived. 
 
    Tony stood, frozen, and stared at the people. They were lined up in front of reception. They were sitting. They were talking, engrossed in their cell phones. 
 
    “Come on,” Shirley nudged him. Then she figured out what was wrong and moved him physically. 
 
    He almost fell. He wasn’t that good in heels. 
 
    “Come on,” she hissed. “Nobody even notices you.” 
 
    And it was true. He walked past people and they didn’t even look up. 
 
    They went out the front door and some old man held the door open for him. That was a shock, especially as he almost held the door open for the old man. 
 
    Shirley just shook her head. 
 
    Once in the car Tony came to himself, and they drove through town and he actually took note of the trees and the houses, which, to his addled senses, hadn’t been there when they had driven in to the doctor’s offices. 
 
    Finally, they arrived home, and Tony walked into the house and straight to the big mirror in the bedroom. 
 
    He was five foot nine, which made him slightly taller than the average girl. Yet his body was not just slightly better than the average girl’s, it was a lot better than the average girl’s! 
 
    His hips were round and the dress wrapped around them nicely. His waist was a trifle thick, but the size of his boobs offset that. His boobs made his waist look thin. his face was made up, red lips and shadowed eyes. He was wearing earrings, and if his hair was just an inch longer he would be perfect. 
 
    “Not bad, eh?” Shirley came in and handed him a drink. Champagne. “Here’s to my best girl.” 
 
    He didn’t object to her toast, which surprised her, and they sipped the bubbly appreciatively. 
 
    “The doctor didn’t even notice my butt plug.” 
 
    “Told you,” she grinned. “And it really makes your ass tighten up and sway when you walk. Sexy you.” 
 
    He grinned, sipped some more. “So what now?” 
 
    “Now? I don’t know. Do the dishes. Clean the house, all the things you’ve always dreamed of.” 
 
    He grimaced. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Oh?” she raised her eyebrows and faced him squarely. “Are you horny?” 
 
    “I’m hornier than a dog in a cat house.” 
 
    “And you even have the bonus of being feminized. You like that?” 
 
    He opened his mouth, fishlike, then gulped and nodded. 
 
    “I have done all that for you, and you have to do for me. Heck, you’re already doing most of the chores, you’re learning to cook, why object now.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” he thought, and: “A couple of weeks and I’m going to be able to be a man again.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah.” he smiled. “And I can’t wait to…” he stopped. the look on her face, her attitude. “What?” 
 
    “Honey, let me point something out.” 
 
    “What?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “You’re cleaning the house for the most part. I just help out here and there, give you instructions, and then I sit back and watch soap operas and eat chocolates.” 
 
    It was an exaggeration, but not by much. She did spend a lot of time watching Sex and the City and sipping wine. 
 
    “Yeah?” His face almost twisted as he waited for the shoe to drop. 
 
    “You fix dinner, you’re getting so good with make up that I can see a time in the future when you’re going to be helping me.” 
 
    “Your point?” 
 
    But she wasn’t ready to make her point, yet. “And, on top of that, I’ve been fucking your face every night. sometimes twice a day. You are getting expert with that strap on, and I am having world class orgasms almost every time.” 
 
    “I don’t understand where you’re going with this.” 
 
    “Where I’m going is what I read on the Altairboy site. Do you remember that letter the nurse wrote? The one that started this whole ting off?” 
 
    “Yeah?’ 
 
    “So, like the nurse in that letter, I’m asking myself the question…why would I want to give this up?” 
 
    “Wait a minute. You agreed!” 
 
    “Actually, I did’t. Nothing in writing, and you laid out the time line and I just sort of accepted what you were saying. I never agreed to it.” 
 
    His jaw was officially dropped at this point, and Shirley was really enjoying it. It was like she was crossing the line and some hunk was standing there with a trophy. Maybe even a hunk named Jim. 
 
    “But…you…you can’t! I’m a man!” 
 
    “Could have fooled me,” she interjected. 
 
    “And I want to go back to being a man!” 
 
    “And wear itchy clothes? And scratch your nuts and tell obnoxious jokes? Hang out with your beer buddies and come home soused?” 
 
    “But you never said anything before! And…and you can’t leave me this way!” 
 
    “Honey, I’m not leaving you this way. I’m letting you enjoy this gender for a longer time.” 
 
    “But…I don’t…I didn’t plan on…you never…” he sputtered and spluttered and she patted his cheek and said, “You go ahead  and have your little hissy fit. I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    She walked out of the bedroom. 
 
    He stood there, his body actually shivering. To be this horny, and to have his release ripped away from him, it was too much. 
 
    But what was worse was his physical response. His penis tried harder than it ever had to stand up. It pushed down, felt like it was bending in two, and he began to pooch. He reached down as if to grab his balls, but they were roiling in their cavities in his body. He touched his penis, and it was a rock hard surface slanting down, curving down under and between his legs. 
 
    And, a thought, dull, through the confusion and chaos, frightening him like nothing else…what she said…it was making him more excited than he could ever recall. 
 
    He gasped, then ran for the shower. He turned it on cold. He stood shivering, trying not to think, not to be horny, but not even a cold shower was working. 
 
      
 
    An hour later Tony came out of the bedroom. He was dressed and made up. He was wearing a light green dress, nylons and high heels. His lips, of course, were a beautiful red. 
 
    Shirley was sitting out by the pool reading a fashion magazine. 
 
    He walked across the patio and was aware of his high heels clicking. No more sneaking up on anybody. The thought was like a light lancing through his brain. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” She watched him, wary, but with a bit of humor in her eyes. 
 
    He sat down on the lounge chair next to hers.  
 
    “I don’t recall giving you permission to sit.” 
 
    It was as if she had physically struck him. He actually jerked. 
 
    for the longest time he didn’t say anything He couldn’t handle it. His mouth opened and closed…and he felt himself standing up and walked away. 
 
    Shirley bit her lip and kept her snicker inside. That had sort of popped out of her, not sure where it had come from, but it sure was delicious. 
 
    Tony walked into the kitchen, staggered into the kitchen. 
 
    Ludicrously, he was thinking of the Constitution, the Bill of Rights, his right to be free. 
 
    The champagne bottle was in the fridge and he pulled the cork out and swigged straight from it. Then he had a thought. He poured two flutes, held the bottle in one hand and the flutes in the other, and walked back out to the patio. 
 
    Shirley, her mouth trembling, her lips rippling ever so slightly, watched him come towards her. 
 
    God, he was beautiful. So shapely, and those tits, the doctor had outdone himself. He had compared them to something called Chyna 2000s, implants used by a professional wrestler called ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’ They were quite big, and his nipples stood out under the bra and the material. 
 
    Tony reached her, placed the champagne on a table and offered her a flute. 
 
    “Why, thank you, honey.” 
 
    He was choking inside, but he managed, “May I sit?” 
 
    “Of course! And thank you for asking. I love it when you are so polite and well mannered.” 
 
    He wanted to yell, but he knew he was the underdog here. He needed something, and he had to convince her to give it to him. 
 
    He sat down, arranged his dress, and faced her. 
 
    “And how are your breasts?” 
 
    “They are…” he went totally honest, “…incredible. They actually jiggle, like real boobs.” 
 
    “They are real boobs, honey. They are constructed of material very much like the fat in my own chest.” 
 
    “Yeah, well…” 
 
    “Did you have a question you wanted to ask me?” 
 
    “I wanted to discuss the…you idea that I…that you won’t return me to my…self.” 
 
    “Why, honey! You are yourself!” 
 
    “But I didn’t ask to be feminized. I just wanted to be horny for a while.” 
 
    “And feminization, it turns out, is the horniest thing I could have done to you.” 
 
    He felt like crying, he was excited, and in this melange of emotions he found himself stuttering and fumbling for words. 
 
    “Tony,” she said, forestalling his confusion. “You told me about that letter from the nurse, and you mentioned the website. I read that letter, and I read that website. And it was filled…filled…with stories of men being changed into women. And it made the men happy. It fulfilled them, completed them. It was what they wanted. And at first I doubted. At first I thought ‘how could a man want that?’ ‘How could a man want to give up being a man?’” 
 
    “But not forever!” his voice broke slightly and he desperately tried to keep it together. 
 
    “Of course not forever, but as long as it makes you happy.” 
 
    “But I’m not happy!” He was being reduced to begging.” 
 
    “Oh, Tony. Have you looked at yourself? A person couldn’t be that beautiful without. being happy. Now, straighten up and open your front. I want to see what we’ve bought.” 
 
    Tony sat up, his mind turning hopelessly over. He pulled apart the cross over of his dress and his boobs were revealed. 
 
    He was wearing a thin bra and now she could really see his erect nipples. 
 
    She reached forward and brushed her fingers across his nipples and he shivered. “So much excitement. An unhappy person couldn’t possibly be that excited.” 
 
    A tear squeezed out of his eyes. She reached up and delicately brushed it away. “Go ahead and have a good cry, honey. I know all your emotions are running wild. It’s the hormones. 
 
    He was gulping, and he tried not to. “So…how long?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Well,” she corrected herself, “I do have an idea, but I can’t tell you.” 
 
    “Why not? Knowing would…would help me!” 
 
    “Oh, honey, that is the fun of it. If I told you would just wait for that date. But not knowing, knowing that your every action might affect your eventual return to manhood…that keeps you on your toes, and insures your compliance, and even adds to the horniness. I learned that in one of the books I recently read.” 
 
    “Books,” he was just repeating her words, not sure of any question, but she explained anyway. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve been reading all about pink men. That’s men who prefer to be female. I’ve been reading on chastity and female led relationships…I’ve been reading about everything. And I have all sorts of great ideas as to how we proceed from here.” 
 
    He gulped and his voice shook when he asked, “What do I have to do to get you to…to return me?” 
 
    “Why, whatever I say,” she actually seemed surprised that he would ask such a thing. “Now, so far you are doing fine. You’re on the right track.” 
 
    She reached forward again, and this time cupped his boobs. Her hands were small, but she managed to get a hefty amount of boob into each grasping hand. “Wow. These are truly magnificent.” She looked back up at him, not letting go of him. “But, oh, yes. You’re doing well. You’re doing most of the chores, and you’re learning to cook. But I will be having you do things, things designed to make you ever more horny. And all you have to do is what I say…and, of course, make yourself beautiful. Isn’t it strange? I don’t want a woman, and you are so much woman, but…I still want you. In fact, I want you more than ever.” 
 
    “But don’t you miss my cock?” 
 
    “Oh, sure. But as a friend recently told me, cocks are a dime a dozen. There’s no shortage of cocks in the world.” 
 
    “So you’re going to be untrue to me? You’re going to sleep with somebody else?” 
 
    She thought not, but in her heart of hearts there was a voice screaming, ‘Yes! Yes!’ “I hadn’t thought about it. But, don’t worry. Tomorrow you get to sleep with Marsha.” 
 
    “But I won’t be able to fuck her!” He realized that he had just given something away, a desire to fuck, and an implied willingness to fuck Marsha. 
 
    Shirley didn’t seem to notice his faux pas, however. “That’s okay. That’s the way you wanted it. You wanted to be locked up and made horny. Sleeping with Marsha, feeling her breasts, eating her pussy, that will all make you horny. And I’m sure she is going to want to try on the strap on. Would you like that? To be fucking her, and not fucking her? To kiss her and look in her eyes and be impotent?” 
 
    Tony started to break down mentally. He couldn’t seem to break through, he was having trouble speaking. Shirley noticed this and bent to kiss his nipples. She kissed them through the flimsy bra material, and he felt himself shuddering so hard he thought he was going to fall down and have a fit. 
 
    She raised her head, kissed his trembling lips lightly. “I love this so much.” 
 
    And Tony realized that she hadn’t said she loved him, but that she loved ’this.’ Loved keeping him horny. Keeping him female. 
 
    “Now then, pour some more champagne and let’s relax and enjoy the day.” 
 
    So they did. Her satisfied and him feeling like he was vibrating. And a big, golden ball of spirit began to form in his chest. 
 
      
 
    The day progressed, for Shirley, wonderfully. She sipped champagne. If she felt like afoot rub, or a back rub, she had an instant masseuse. And the masseuse was doing his best to act happy. 
 
    She sighed as his fingers crept over her flesh. This was the life. And she was sure that Tony would come around. After all, under the protests he was shivering with excitement. And wasn’t that what he wanted? 
 
    “Hey! Girlfriends!” Marsha sauntered out onto the patio. She stopped and gazed at Tony. “Wow! You’re stacked.” 
 
    Tony’s face turned red. 
 
    “Say thank you, dear. That was a compliment.” 
 
    “Thank you,” muttered Tony. 
 
    Marsha shook her head slightly. It was obvious that something had happened. The look on Shirley’s face didn’t give it away, the satisfaction, but the look on his. He was like a hunted animal. 
 
    She came to him and touched his face and looked into his eyes. 
 
    He seemed to come to himself for a moment, and he greeted her. “Hi, Marsha.” 
 
    “Hello, honey.” Then she kissed him. Not a big kiss, just a greeting kiss. And a…searching kiss. What was going on here? 
 
    “You’ll have to forgive Tony’s lack of manners. He’s learning how to be a girl, and you know how difficult that can be.” 
 
    “Boy, do I.” She managed to take her eyes off Tony. “Jim is right behind me…” 
 
    “Hello?” came from the foyer, and a minute later Jim came out. He was carrying a bunch of roses. 
 
    “We wanted to know how the big implantation went. Brought you a present.” He handed the bouquet to Tony, who looked like he was startled, like he didn’t know what to do with it. 
 
    “Oh, how sweet. And they’re beautiful! Tony, bring them over and let me smell.” 
 
    Dutifully, Tony held the roses out. 
 
    “Oh, yes. So wonderful. Be a dear and go put them in a vase. Then put them on the dining room table.” 
 
    Tony moved off, and Marsha noted how he was so compliant. That wasn’t the Tony she knew. Once Tony was out of hearing she turned to Shirley. “Girlfriend, what’s happening.” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I just told Tony that he might have to wait a while before I turned him back into a man.” 
 
    Marsha blinked. She sat down and faced her friend. Behind her Jim was re-entering the house, following Tony. 
 
    “Are you sure that’s the right thing?” 
 
    Shirley waved her hand dismissively, “Oh, sure. He wanted to be horny. I’m just taking him all the way.” 
 
    “It looks like you’re going a little far, though. How’s he taking it?” 
 
    “He’s dealing with it. But why are you complaining? You’re going to get to sleep with him tomorrow night.” 
 
    Marsha opened her mouth to speak, but stopped. Shirley hadn’t put any particular inflection in her voice, but the threat was implied. Shut up or you don’t get to sleep with my husband. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I suppose you’re right,” she deflated the situation. 
 
    “Of course, I am. Here have some champagne. You don’t mind drinking from Tony’s flute, do you? He barely touched it. But I’ll have him bring out another if you desire.” 
 
    Marsha noted how Shirley actually sounded a little haughty. “No, this is fine.” She gulped a quick gulp. 
 
      
 
    Inside the house Jim entered the kitchen where Tony was putting the roses in a large vase. 
 
    “Wow, good buddy,” he reached up for the bourbon and started making a drink. “You’re confusing me. I don’t know whether I should shake your hand or kiss you.” 
 
    Tony’s mind processed the statement as if from far away. Shake his hand. Kiss him. He didn’t want a man. Why had Jim said that? 
 
    “You want a drink?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yes. Please.” 
 
    Jim wondered at Tony’s hesitant attitude, but he poured the drinks, then went to the patio and called out, “Barman here! Anybody want anything?” 
 
    Marsha: “You want a drink? A real drink?” 
 
    Shirley smiled. Champagne was nice, but she was in the mood for something a little stronger. Besides she really should be upping the celebration. It wasn’t every day that her husband got some sexy tits. She called out, “Have Tony make me a Margarita. He knows how I like them.” 
 
    “I’ll take what you’re having.” 
 
    “No you won’t.” Louder, “Jim, have Tony make her a Margarita, too, and then get your sexy ass out here!” 
 
    Jim went back into the house, then returned sipping his bourbon and Coke. “He said he’ll have your drinks in a minute.” 
 
    Suddenly Shirley stood up and began wiggling out of her clothes. Jim and Marsha stared, and when Shirley settled back down, her big boobs on display, the sun shining on her glistening skin, she said, “Jim, be a dear and put some lotion on me. 
 
    Jim wasn’t her slave, but what man isn’t going to respond to such an invitation. He looked at Marsha, and Marsha merely shrugged and gave a quick nod. 
 
    Jim picked up the lotion, squirted a big glob into his hands and began rubbing his palms together. He knelt next to Shirley and, an eye on his wife to make sure she wasn’t upset, he began to move his hands over her body. 
 
    Shirley sighed and relaxed. This was the life. A strong man’s hands on her, a sissy man waiting on her. Her best friend to talk to…things couldn’t get much better. 
 
    “I’m going to go make sure he does my Margarita right.” 
 
    Shirley’s eyes were closed now, and she waved a hand. As Marsha walked towards the house she heard her friend say, “Jim, be a dear and really get my breasts.” She could almost hear her husband gulp, and then she was in the house and out of hearing. 
 
    Tony was in the kitchen crying in over the large glasses. His big tears were splashing and his body was giving racking shudders. 
 
    “Tony! Tony!” Marsha ran to him and hugged him. He held to her, trembling, shaking, and trying to stop crying. 
 
    After a minute Marsha sat him down at the table and took over the Margarita manufacturing. Tony had managed to coat the glasses with large granules of salt. She quickly poured the alcohol in and headed out for the patio. “Just stay here,” she said as she passed the distraught Tony.  
 
    “Where’s Tony?” 
 
    “Oh, men. They are so clumsy,” she put the glasses down. “He spilled something. I’m going to help him clean it up.” 
 
    “Girlfriend, don’t help him, just make sure he does it right.” 
 
    Marsha acknowledged her friend and hurried back into the house. She sat down opposite Tony and held his hand with hers. “Are you all right?” 
 
    He nodded. He gulped, but the major tears were over. 
 
    She licked a napkin and dabbed at his eyes. “You don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    “No,” he agreed. 
 
    “So what is happening, Tony?” 
 
    “I…she says she’s not going to turn me back into a man. I mean, maybe, some day, but she won’t tell me when, and…she’s different. 
 
    Marsha knew the truth of that. 
 
    “That’s okay. You can wait her out.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can, but that’s sort of the problem.” 
 
    “What is?” Marsha asked, slightly confused.  
 
    “I like it. I like this. I like these boobs,” he hefted his chest. “And I’m afraid that I’ll like it so much that when she does let me change back I won’t want to.” 
 
    “But if you like it then what’s the problem?” 
 
    “I’m a man!” 
 
    It was heartfelt, ripping out of him like air out of a popped balloon. 
 
    She got up and moved around the table. She lifted his hand and he stood up. She hugged him. She marveled at how his breasts pressed against hers. 
 
    “Oh, Tony. Don’t worry. I’m right here, and I’ll help you. I’ll help you through this rough time, and I’ll even help you be a woman, if that’s what you want.” 
 
    He held on to her, and it was a hug like she had never felt. It was full commitment. She was a life preserver being held onto by a drowning sailor. 
 
    She felt sorrow for him, and, more, she felt a little golden nugget deep within her. Growing for him. 
 
    She stepped away, bit her lip and inspected him. He was hurting. But she knew what to do about somebody whose was hurting. At least if that somebody was a woman. She took his hand and led him through the house. She stopped at the patio door and yelled out, “I’m going to give Tony some make up hints. Okay?” 
 
    For a second she thought there would be no answer. It looked like Jim was rubbing a lot more than Shirley’s boobs. Then Shirley’s voice floated back. “Good idea.” 
 
    Marsha pulled Tony along. The truth was that her husband was a bit of a horndog. Well, to be truthful, he was a big horndog. She had caught him cheating, and he just sloughed her off, dismissed her ‘moral outrage,’ as he called it. He was a man, and it was a man’s prerogative, no, duty, to try and impregnate every woman in sight. 
 
    She had lived with that, and it had eaten at her, and now she was actually willing for her husband to fuck her friend. She didn’t care. In truth, she felt like she was falling out of love with him. 
 
    She led Tony into the bedroom and sat him down. She wiped his face clean and began again. “Now, the cleanser will get all the gunk out of your deep pores. When you…” she droned on, and Tony found it comforting. 
 
    Yes, Shirley had told him a lot of this stuff, but some of it she hadn’t, and some of the techniques and viewpoints were different. 
 
    Shirley worked over him, gently sculpting his face, and she was aware of his trusting, brown eyes. They look up her like she was his salvation. 
 
    He had been abused. That was the only word for it, and he needed a friend. Marsha decided to be that friend. 
 
    “Now this is lip plumper,” she explained. “Your lips are nice, but a girl always needs big, fat lips.” 
 
    “Like Angelina Jolie?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Exactly. Have you eve wondered how much that girl spends on lipstick?” And Tony actually laughed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    On the patio Jim pressed his hands onto Shirley’s sexy flesh. He rubbed her tits, massaging lotion, ostensibly, but really just feeling her up. 
 
    Shirley was fine with that. She had been dildoed to high heaven, and she was looking forward to a big, fat cock. After all, there’s only so much plastic a girl can have before she needs the real thing. 
 
    “You want to turn over?” Jim asked. 
 
    Shirley sighed and turned over. 
 
    Jim stared at her buttocks with a deep hunger. This was a mighty fine piece of ass. And Tony wasn’t tapping it, so…that left him. 
 
    “Lady,” he spoke conversationally, digging his fingers into her deep muscles. “Yours is one of the finest asses I have ever had the pleasure to grope.” 
 
    Shirley chuckled. “And you’ve groped enough asses to know.” 
 
    “I’ve groped my share.” 
 
    He rubbed deep into her crack, she didn’t object, so he just kept manipulating her flesh. 
 
    “Something I’ve been meaning to ask.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “So how do you guys have sex?” 
 
    Suddenly Marsha called out from the sliding door, “I’m going to give Tony some make up hints. Okay?” 
 
    Jim hesitated, a bit unsure of himself at being caught so openly with his hands in the till, so to speak. Shirley called back, “Good idea.” 
 
    The emergency passed, Jim redoubled his efforts and sank a finger down into her crack and touched her button. 
 
    She gasped, and said, “About sex…” 
 
    Jim tickled her until she squirmed, then backed off. “Yes. About sex.” 
 
    “Well, he usually eats me out. He’s gotten quite good at eating my pussy. Are you good at eating pussy?” 
 
    Such a blatant come on, Jim couldn’t help but grin. 
 
    “Lady. I know my way around a plate of hot fried pussy.” 
 
    She snickered. “And do you prefer nibbling? Or are you more of a smash your face into the plate and gulp?” 
 
    “There’s things to be said for both types of eating, but I prefer to nibble around the edges. I do use my fingers a lot, I keep them trimmed, and can make a woman squirt.” 
 
    Shirley glanced over her shoulder at him. “Really?” 
 
    He pushed her shoulder back down and put his finger lower between her legs. He felt her hole and began rubbing it up and down. She tensed, then relaxed, a big sigh came out of her. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I was in the navy and I used to lay over in Japan. Learned the technique there.” 
 
    “You’ve fucked Japanese women?” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    “Are their holes slanted?” 
 
    He laughed and slapped her butt. “You racist!” 
 
    “I’m not racist, I’m more of a sexist.” 
 
    “Do tell,” he slipped a finger into her. Again, she gasped, then she forced her legs to relax. But as they relaxed they began to give little shivers. 
 
    “It’s all about where you rub and how. You see this…” he rubbed his digit over a little bump in her pussy. “…that’s the G-spot. But you don’t go after the G-spot if you want a woman to squirt.” 
 
    “You don’t?” She was having trouble breathing, blurting her words out, almost stuttering. 
 
    “Oh, no. You want this spot.” He pressed down and pushed into her and she suddenly felt like she was turning to jelly. 
 
    “Turn over,” he commanded, the time for foreplay over. 
 
    She did, and she loved it. Tony had been that way once, commanding, take charge, but Tony was no more, and she wanted a man who knew how to be a man. 
 
    “Spread your legs.” 
 
    She stared at him, her heart leaping within, and spread. No thought of Martha or Tony. No thought of anything but the finger that had managed to stay in her when she turned over. 
 
    “Now lay back and try to relax.” 
 
    She did, and he began pushing two fingers into her. It was like he was hooking them inside her. 
 
    It’s not piss,” he explained, “but it is a sort of bladder juice.” He jammed his two fingers into her, hooked her, rubbed the top of her pussy. 
 
    She felt like she was losing control. Her legs felt weak. 
 
    “You’re going to feel like you’re having an orgasm, but it’s not the same. Or maybe it is, but with different texture.” He was picking up speed, his arm moving back and forth with a man’s power. 
 
    “So just relax, don’t fight it, and…if you want to slap your pussy you can. That seems to help. 
 
    She was trying to relax, but it was hard. Her body wanted to shimmy and shake, and she felt the urge, the heat deep inside. It was almost irritating, and the only cure was to spank her pussy. Right above where Jim drove his fingers into her she started slapping, and was surprised at how good it felt to spank her igniting vagina. 
 
    “That’s it, bitch,” he crowed softly. “Let it out. Let it happen.” 
 
    Now his arm was in full force. It was a blur, and she could feel his fingers scraping her vagina walls, irritating, pressing on something, and…suddenly…”Oh, fuck!” she yelled. “Fuck!” 
 
    “Shhh, shhh,” Jim cautioned, laughing in delight. She was squirting a huge gout of fluid. It splattered, a big spray, across the patio and right into the pool. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck!” Shirley kept yelling, though her voice was getting softer. Jim was right. It was like an orgasm, but not quite. One of the differences was that sometimes, after an orgasm, she wanted to just stop. With squirting, however, she wanted to keep going. It was like that big O was hanging in the air, almost within reach. If she could only… 
 
    She grabbed his wrist and tried to keep going, but he touched her hand, stopped, wouldn’t keep finger fucking her. 
 
    “That’s enough for now,” he whispered. He leaned forward and kissed her hot lips. “Maybe, if I see you on Saturday…” he left the thought unspoken. 
 
    Oh, God, she was going to see him on Saturday. If there had been any doubt in her mind it was totally deleted, erased, like it had never been. She wanted some more of that squirting. And she wanted the whole and real and complete total orgasm. 
 
    Jim removed his hand from her pussy. He was smiling, almost smirking, but she didn’t care. Her mind was on Saturday night. Then she had a thought, “About Marsha.” 
 
    “Ah,” he frowned. “The elephant in the room.” 
 
    But Shirley giggled. He had called her friend an elephant, and Marsha was definitely no elephant. 
 
    “Are you…is she okay with this? I mean, she says she is, but…is she?” 
 
    Jim sat back. She felt like a source of heat had just moved away from her. 
 
    “Well, if I can be truthful?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Well, I think she’s almost done with me.” 
 
    Shirley’s eyes opened. 
 
    “Oh, it’s not bad. We don’t hate each other, it’s…well…” 
 
    “But why?” The idea of this master pussy worker being tossed into the wind was a bit much. 
 
    “Again, honesty?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    “I think I’m a bit too much man for her.” There, he managed to skirt around his cheating problem. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Well, look. We’re out here, doing what manly men and womanly women do, and she’s in there with your sissy.” 
 
    Shirley gave a mental blink. Sissy. He had said it. A manly man had thrown out the label, and there it was. 
 
    She had enjoyed his cock, when he had one, but now…dressing like a woman, wearing dresses and make up and…and liking it! Could she deny it? That Tony was a sissy? 
 
    She totally glossed over her role in his transformation. After all, it had been his idea, and she had just gone along with it. 
 
    Jim sat back. He still had half a drink, and he quaffed it and said, “Shall I get us a couple of drinks?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Shirley drawled. 
 
    “But you’re going to drink bourbon and Coke. I’m not going to go to all the trouble of making a Margarita.” 
 
    “That’s fine.” And it felt good to have a man treating her so matter of factly. 
 
    Of course there was the niggle inside, she wanted to push Tony around a little, but between the two men…maybe this would work out. 
 
    Jim stood sat up, gave her a kiss, then headed for the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “I know you’re upset,” said Marsha. She was working on his eyes. She brushed around the eyes gently, giving them a smoky look. “But you really should just relax. It’s not the end fo the world. It’s sort of fun being a woman. Right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” He liked the soft way she spoke to him, respecting him as she put make up on him. 
 
    She grinned, took one hand and lowered it to his breast. 
 
    He shivered when she cupped his boob. 
 
    “Do you like that?” 
 
    He nodded, but almost felt a little ashamed. 
 
    “That’s the problem. You’re getting super horny, and you like it, but you have some residual grip on your masculinity. You need to give that up and just enjoy the experience. Otherwise all that horniness goes for naught.” 
 
    She bent down, pulled the lip of his bra down and sucked on his nipple. Then, “Did you like that?” 
 
    Again, he nodded. And he was breathing heavier. 
 
    “So stop fighting yourself. You chose this trip. Relax and enjoy. And if it’s a long time before you get back to being a man, just enjoy the trip.” 
 
    “But what if…what if Shirley never takes me back?” 
 
    Marsha shrugged. “Enjoy the trip.” 
 
    He looked sad. She hefted his breast again, that seemed to relax him, at least to take his mind off his quandary. “Look. If push came to shove, you could have it undone. A hospital. A friendly doctor. Heck, from the way it was described to me any nurse could get your dick loose.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “So stop being Debby Downer and start thinking of all the fun experiences you’re going to have.” 
 
    Tony sat there, thinking, and for the first time relaxing. 
 
    What if Shirley never made him a man again? Yes, he could get it done, but…like Marsha said, “Wasn’t he having fun.” 
 
    Suddenly they heard a shout. “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    They both blinked and looked at each other. 
 
    Then, “Fuck…fuck.” Not so loud, but still distinct enough to be heard. 
 
    “Was that Shirley?” 
 
    “I think it was.” 
 
    They stared at each other. 
 
    Marsha said, “Jim.” 
 
    “Jim and her…” he started but didn’t finish. 
 
    She nodded. “Jim is…well, he’s a bit of a cheater. And I think…they must have just done something.” 
 
    Tony didn’t say anything. It hurt, but not as much as he thought it would. His wife was moving away from him. A fact of life. But…but he looked at Marsha. Ands he looked at him, and she held his boobs, and he reached forth and grabbed hers, and they kissed. 
 
    And kissed, and groped and the heat started to build. 
 
    Suddenly they heard the patio door slide open. 
 
    “Hey! Back there! You lovers want a bit of bourbon?” 
 
    They broke the kiss, and were guilty, but happy. 
 
    “Yes,” shouted Tony. 
 
    They heard him move towards the kitchen, then the clink of glasses and bottles. 
 
    “You need to speak in a higher pitch.” 
 
    “Like this?” he answered. 
 
    She smiled, and kissed him again. She was going to have to fix his lipstick, but that was okay. She liked kissing him, and she liked taking care of him, fixing his lipstick, being there when he felt a little sadness coming on. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART EIGHT 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned, and Tony’s eyes opened. The day previous had been a roller coaster ride. Getting boobs, being told he wouldn’t be made into a man again, and then spending the day looking for chances to kiss Marsha. 
 
    Shirley opened her eyes. She wasn’t entirely happy, and she didn’t know why. She had everything she wanted, a sissy, a stud, and…why wasn’t she totally happy? 
 
    Oh, she wasn’t depressed, but she wanted that high that had assailed her over the last couple of weeks, that high that resulted from feminized Tony, making him into a perfect maid, or slave, or whatever. 
 
    “I’m not going to be your slave,” he whispered. 
 
    She was stunned by how he had seemed to read her mind, but he was just thinking parallel thoughts, from the opposite viewpoint. She turned to him. She smiled, looked at his chest, so big and perfectly shaped. She felt some of that joy she wanted. 
 
    “And how come?” 
 
    He turned to her. They laid on their sides, boobs hanging off their chests, and had ‘a discussion.’ 
 
    “I will keep house as best I can. I understand that. I signed up and…that happens to be part of the job. I guess I just didn’t read the fine print.” 
 
    “But?” She was feeling the joy, but there was an understatement to his attitude that made here nervous. 
 
    “But I’m a human being. I love you, I’ll take care of you. But I will make my own choices.” 
 
    “It may be a long time before you get to be a man again.” 
 
    He nodded, was sad, but not that sad. “That may be. But…I guess I’ll have no choice but to enjoy the trip.” 
 
    Now she was more than nervous. She had had him under her thumb, and now he was revolting. She didn’t like that. She was irritated. In truth, she was losing control. She had never thought of herself as a control freak, but there it was. 
 
    “Mister,” she stated with emphasis, “You are playing with fire.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She rolled back on her back and fumed. Then he made it worse. “I don’t want you sleeping with Jim.” 
 
    She spun back and gave him the gimlet eye. “I will sleep with whomever I want. And this from the man who is going to sleep with Marsha.” 
 
    Tony knew he was now on weak ground. “I won’t sleep with her.” 
 
    She almost snarled into his face. “You fucking will! I promised her and she wants it and…you’re going to sleep with her.” 
 
    He nodded. Maybe. But I won’t fuck her. And that is a difference.” 
 
    She scrambled up on top of him. He outweighed her, but she had the position. He had had his arms behind his head, but when he brought them down she knelt on them. Her whole weight, her knees digging into his upper arms. 
 
    “Ow! Get off.” 
 
    She didn’t. She leaned down to him, and the feel of her breasts now brushing his wasn’t sexy. 
 
    “Listen, you son of a bitch. You will do what I say, and that is that!” 
 
    She had never shown a tendency for violence, and Tony gaped. 
 
    “You will sleep with Marsha. You and she will do what girls do, be little Lesbians and eat each other out. Well, you can eat her. What she eats is up to her.” 
 
    He could have thrown her off, but he was surprised, his arms were cushioned by the mattress, and he just laid there and listened. 
 
    “And if I fuck Jim that is up to me. You don’t have a cock….you can’t satisfy me…I can fuck him and tough shit to you.” 
 
    “Shirley…” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up! I’ve had it with you! Whining and crying and acting like I’m not giving you the best time of your life.” 
 
    She slapped him then. A hard slap, and he stopped breathing. 
 
    He was a guy. He knew how to fight. But he didn’t fight women, even if he was one. He laid there and took it. 
 
    She slapped him again, waited for a response, wanted a response, wanted him to get angry so she could get angrier. Then she balled up her fist and hit him. 
 
    That did it. He flipped her off and scrambled out of the bed. 
 
    “You come back here you son of a bitch!” 
 
    He ignored her and walked into the bathroom and took a shower. His mind, of course, was a confused mess. 
 
      
 
    The day passed, but it was a tense day. Shirley tried to relax a bit, she made an effort, but it was obvious that she was all knotty inside. 
 
    He was okay. He didn’t like fighting or confrontations, so he wasn’t a totally happy camper, but he was okay. 
 
    But the tension in the air was enormous. Yet they smiled at each other, gritting their teeth on the inside. 
 
    And the night arrived. 
 
    Marsha showed up, and almost turned around when she felt the atmosphere. Shirley caught her, however, and dragged her into the house. 
 
    “What is going on?” she asked in a whisper. 
 
    “Nothing. Tony is just being a brat and I had to read the riot act to him. Don’t worry. Are you all set?” 
 
    Marsha was holding an overnight case. She wanted to drop it and go. Fortunately, Tony came out then, and he smiled and kissed her cheek. 
 
    Marsha looked between them. She might have read him the riot act, but it looked like she was the one who was upset. 
 
    “Okay, kids,” Shirley forced a breeziness she didn’t feel. “I’ll get out of your hair.” And she left. 
 
    Marsha didn’t expect that. She was no longer sure what she was doing here. It had started out as a lark, and then she was feeling for Tony, but now… “What the heck happened?” 
 
    Tony sighed. “I told her I wasn’t willing to be her slave.” 
 
    “And that’s it?” Marsha was dubious. Such animosity had to have a deeper explanation. 
 
    “She hit me.” 
 
    “What? No. No she didn’t.” 
 
    Tony frowned, then took her hand and led here to the bedroom. He scooped some cold cream and applied it to his cheek.  
 
    Marsha stared at the bruise. She couldn't believe it. Her friend? Shirley had done this? “But what did you do.” 
 
    “I told you,” Tony wiped off the cold cream and started repairing his face. “I said I would’t be her slave. That I loved her, and I would do whatever she wanted, but that she couldn’t think of me as her property any more.” 
 
    “And that did it.” 
 
    Tony nodded. “That was all it took.” His face was looking better and he inspected it and used his fingers to smooth on more make up. He was getting pretty practiced at this. 
 
    He turned to her. “I’m worried. Since this started—and I started it so it’s my fault—she’s changed. I understand the feminization. It was on the website, it was logical, and…I liked it. I like it. But she started acting, I don’t know, power hungry. Like she was the queen and I was the serf. She became cold and demanding. 
 
    “I’m sure it’s a phase.” 
 
    He shook his head. “No. I think I’m seeing something in her personality that I never knew was there.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do about it?” 
 
    He shrugged. “I don’t know.”  
 
    They stood for a moment, contemplating. “Well, I know you probably want to get home, get out of this madness…” 
 
    Her heart dropped. “Can you at least give a girl a drink, before you boot her butt out the door?” 
 
    He laughed. “Sorry. That was pretty rude. Come on.” 
 
    They went to the kitchen and Tony started making the drinks. Marsha went to the sound system and put on some soft music. She returned to the kitchen and sat down and watched him. 
 
    He was smooth in his heels. He exuded a certain confidence. 
 
    “You realize, of course, that you are pretty terrific, as a woman, I mean.” 
 
    “Not as a man?” But he was smiling as he placed her drink in front of her. 
 
    “I imagine you’re pretty good at that, too.” 
 
    They drank silently and listened to the music. 
 
    “I like you,” she said. 
 
    That made him happy. “I like you, too.” 
 
    She reached forward and twined her hand with his. “I love looking at your face. It’s so pretty. And those boobs of yours…woo!” She fanned herself with one hand. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he laughed. “I’ll bet you say that to all the men that are girls.” 
 
    “Only the ones that I like.” 
 
    He considered her, and for the first time that day his horniness started to pop again. He had been walking around without his dick trying to boner up, but now it was. 
 
    She noticed the look on his face. “What?” 
 
    “Uh…you’re causing me a reaction.” 
 
    Marsha sat back, kept hold of his hand and grinned. “Do you mean to tell me you are getting a physical reaction? That you’re feeling sexual excitement for little, old me?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I sure the fuck am.” He was bending a bit in the chair. 
 
    “What’s it like when you try to get a boner and your cock is tied up?” 
 
    It puts pressure down there, and the only way I can relieve the pressure is to bend a little bit. Shirley says it looks like I’m pooching my butt out. Says it’s sexy.” He said the last word with a bit of bitterness. 
 
    “Stand up. show me.” 
 
    He hesitated, then stood up. When he turned sideways his butt was back a bit, nice and round. 
 
    “Oh, my God! She’s right! And that is sexier than shit!” 
 
    “It is?” Shirley had told him that many times, but he was having trouble trusting what his wife had told him now. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” It gives you back, baby’s got back. Makes your butt round and…and bubbly.” 
 
    He laughed. He was starting to feel warm. “Another drink?” 
 
    “You betcha!” She pushed his glass to him and he went to the sink and prepped the joy juice. 
 
    “So, how horny are you?” 
 
    “I’m hornier than I have ever been in my life.” 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Sometimes. Sometimes it’s like I have a big, glowing ball in my chest and the universe is simply glorious.” 
 
    “Wow. Can I feel your tits?” 
 
    He couldn’t stop feeling good. Whereas Shirley had beaten him down, Marsha was lifting him up. “Sure.” 
 
    She scooted around the table and pulled her legs up and sat cross legged, inches from him. 
 
    He could feel that hot glow starting up in his chest. The poochy feeling was there. His groin felt like it was glowing with embers ready to be breathed into life. 
 
    She undid the top of his dress and admired his tits. “Those are bigger than mine.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She fondled his nipples and he shivered. “Listen to you. Miss Proud Old Tits.” 
 
    “The truth feels good,” he groaned, his breasts were feeling like they were on fire now. She leaned forward and took a nipple in her mouth. 
 
    He moaned louder. 
 
    She put both hands under his breast and lifted it, squeezed it. 
 
    “Holy, almighty fuck!” He whimpered. 
 
    “As horny as you have ever been?” 
 
    He nodded. Hornier than when you were a kid? Puberty hitting and boners abounding?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s nothing compared to this.” 
 
    “You realize, of course, that I’m not going home.” 
 
    “I might want you to leave,” he forced himself to say, his mind telling him otherwise. 
 
    She leaned forward, pulled his nipples, and his eyes went wide at the sudden pressure in his nips. Then she kissed him, open eyed, as was he. When they broke she said, “You don’t want me to leave.” 
 
    “No,” he agreed. 
 
    “And, besides. I might be able to do something about all this horniness that is causing you so much…misery.” She laughed at the last word. 
 
    “I didn’t say it was misery.” 
 
    “No. But would you like some relief for your poor burdened cock?” 
 
    “I don’t see how that is possible with it being all bent down and sewed up.” 
 
    She grinned. “I might know of one way. If you’re man enough.” 
 
    He tilted his head and was curious. 
 
    So she explained. 
 
      
 
    Shirley parked in the driveway and walked up to the house. The lights were on and she knocked on the door. 
 
    Jim opened the door and smiled at her. “Come into my parlor, my sweet, little fly.” 
 
    She did. She immediately felt better. All that tension between her and Tony. The arguing, she had had enough. She was ready to be with somebody who respected her. 
 
    He walked her into the kitchen and headed for the liquor cabinet. “Are you ready for a night of debauchery and rampant sex and even a bit of fun?” 
 
    “Oh, brother. You have no idea.” 
 
    She guzzled the first drink, which was fine with Jim. He made her a second one, and they headed out to the balcony. They stood high above the city and looked out on all the little lights. “It’s beautiful,” she said. 
 
    “You sure are.” 
 
    She looked at him, and her pussy started to get wet. Finally, a man to make her feel like a woman! She turned and put her back to the railing. “So how’s it going?” 
 
    “With…what? Who?” 
 
    “With Marsha?” 
 
    “Oh…she’s Marsha.” 
 
    “You still feel like she’s done with you?” 
 
    He nodded. He moved closer to her, faced her, their faces were a half a dozen inches apart. “But who wants to talk about the past.” 
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
    “Especially with such a wonderful future in front of us.” 
 
    He lowered his head, slowly, gauging his chances more than moved by passion. He was practiced in the art of seduction. He knew what he was doing when it came to women. 
 
    She kissed him. She pressed her body against his. He could feel her tits, and then he felt her tits with his hands. He pulled apart her blouse, ripping buttons, and bent his head to her tits. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. Not sure what she wanted, but whatever she wanted it was going to start with this. 
 
    He bit her breasts, little bites that excited even as they pinched. He stretched her nipples out with his teeth. He lowered one hand and squeezed her mons. 
 
    Shirley loved it. After Mr. Milquetoast she was ready for a man. 
 
    He picked her up in his arms. Kissing passionately, he walked through the house. He took her into the bedroom and tossed her onto the bed. He started taking off his shirt. “Get rid of those fucking clothes,” his voice was arrogant and harsh. 
 
    She threw off her blouse and her large breasts were suddenly on display. 
 
    Jim laughed. “And Chuck chose being a woman over these?” 
 
    He laughed, and Shirley laughed sourly. 
 
    He fumbled with her bra, lost patience, and pulled it off her. It hurt her a little, but she wanted to be hurt. She wanted to get back at Tony, and she didn’t understand that hurting herself wasn’t the same as hurting him. 
 
    Jim stepped out of his trousers then climbed onto the bed. He had his socks still on, which was a no no, but he didn’t care. His dick was in a hurry. 
 
    Shirley leaned back, spread her legs. “Eat me,” she commanded. 
 
    Jim didn’t eat her. No soft lickery for her. He jammed his fingers into her and she gasped. It hurt, but…she was into pain on this night. 
 
    “Fuck me…fuck me!” she pleaded. 
 
    Jim worked his finger magic, not making her squirt, but building up to four fingers. 
 
    Shirley was loose, she was unhappy, and suddenly his fist slipped inside her. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered. 
 
    “Tell me about it,” snapped Jim, ramming his arm in and out. 
 
    She was like a rag doll on the end of his arm. Her head snapped back and forth. Her arms flailed,  all she could feel was the way her pussy was being torn apart. 
 
    It hurt. She wanted it to hurt. That damned Tony! 
 
    “Harder!” she cried, and Jim obliged her. 
 
      
 
    Marsha was soft and tender with Tony. She spent a long time, over an hour, just making out with him. Getting him stoked, making sure he was right for this. 
 
    Finally, he was gulping with frustrated lust, she put him on the bed on all fours. 
 
    She put on the strap on and lathered it up. Lots of lube. “We have to be gentle. You make sure you tell me if it hurts.” 
 
    “I will,” he promised. 
 
    She started easy, lubing her fingers and running them around the rim of his rectum. 
 
    The pleasure was instant and unbelievable. 
 
    “Whoa!” he blurted. 
 
    “What? Are you all right?” 
 
    “I…fuck, yes! I just never…” 
 
    She grinned and went back to lubing him up.   
 
    For a long minute she worked him, gradually introduced another finger, and he loved it. 
 
    “Some men require lots of time. They get scared, or are just rigid. It feels like you don’t have that problem.” 
 
    “This is a whole new thing…being an ass man.” 
 
    She laughed. He was moving his butt around, trying to get more of her fingers. She slipped a third one in. 
 
    “Okay, she said, finally pulling her fingers out of him. “I’ve chosen a small dildo for your first foray into Wonderland. Are you ready.” 
 
    “I’ll say!” 
 
    She placed the tip of her dildo—it was smaller than her three fingers—into his little star. He gasped, it was different than fingers, but he didn’t tighten up. 
 
    Slowly, half inch by half inch, she fed the dildo into him. 
 
    He groaned the whole way. He cork crewed his ass back, and suddenly she was plastic balls deep in him. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Unh…oh…yeah!…unh!” He could hardly talk for the intense sensations shooting out from his rectum. 
 
    She began moving slowly in and out. 
 
    It didn’t take long before he began to shudder and shake. 
 
    She smiled. This was so wonderful. He was actually having some kind of orgasm. Anal, prostate, she didn’t know, but she was happy for him. 
 
    “Oh…please…please…” He began to sob with joy. Big tears ruining his make up. 
 
    “It’s okay…it’s okay,” she whispered. 
 
    Tony flattened out on the bed, and she stayed with him, driving the plastic deeper into him. His hips twitched and jerked, and she knew he was about done. A minute later she gently pulled it out of him. 
 
    “Oh, God! Don’t go!” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she soothed him. “I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    She crawled onto the bed, twisted the dildo off and tossed it on the floor. She held him in her arms and he just cried and held on to her. 
 
    She smiled. His love was so pure. Then she frowned. How could Shirley abuse him so? 
 
    Then she looked down on the sheet and saw his seed. 
 
    “Oh, my God! You came!” 
 
    “I did? I mean, yes…I had an orgasm.” 
 
    “No, I mean you actually shot your semen out.” 
 
    He wormed around and stared at the wet spot. 
 
    “That’s…that’s sperm?” 
 
    “Absolutely. We must have pressed directly onto your prostate. That can result in the man being emptied. Drained, they call it.” 
 
    He stared at the dampness, then he looked up at her, and her heart almost broke. He was so beautiful. 
 
    “You know,” she whispered, “When you are ready you might want to return the favor.” 
 
    Grinning a monster grin, he hopped off the bed, took the strap on from her. 
 
    “And pick out a big dildo. Try that horse’s dick. I’ve always been curious.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He held up ten inches of plastic horse meat and smiled at her. Her eyes were wide, but she nodded and gulped.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    They met Jim at Charlie Coyote’s. They had a drink waiting for him, and he gave a hug to Marsha and shook Tony’s delicate, red tipped hand. 
 
    “How you guys been?” He sipped and sat back. 
 
    Marsha and Tony were sitting close together, a pair of beautiful women, and for a split second he almost envied them. They seemed so happy together. 
 
    “Pretty good,” they both agreed, then laughed because they had spoken together. 
 
    Marsha sobered and asked, “How’s Shirley?” 
 
    Jim frowned. “I don’t think we’ll be together much longer.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad.” 
 
    “No…no. It’ s good.” He knocked back the glass and sighed. “I love her, but she’s…well, she’s got problems.” 
 
    Tony said nothing. 
 
    Marsha: “How do you mean?” 
 
    “She’s getting into BDSM, S&M, that sort of thing. I mean, a little pain is fun, but she wants more. A lot more.” He shook his head and raised a finger for another drink. 
 
    “How about…has she…” 
 
    “Will she undo you? Cut your dick loose? No. In fact, I hate to tell you good, uh, buddy, but she thinks it’s funny. She thinks you’re suffering. I’ve told her that you’re not, but…she just doesn’t believe me. She just laughs and says you’re getting what you deserve.” 
 
    Tony soughed.  
 
    “But do you really want to? You got those big, Chyna 2000 implants…sounds like you’re intending on staying a woman.” 
 
    Tony and Marsha looked at each other. Then Marsha said, “It’s nice to have options.” 
 
    Jim started working on another drink, then mumbled, “Nice for you.” 
 
    Marsha just patted Tony’s hand and they gazed lovingly at each other. 
 
     
 
      
 
    END 
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    Being a Woman isn’t for Sissies! 
 
    A feminized man learns deep truths 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, come on, grow a pair!” Roy snickered. 
 
    “I believe that’s my line.” 
 
    “Come on! Bet! 
 
    “But I don’t want to.” 
 
    Lily and George watched from the sides. We four were gathered around the card table. The guys were teaching us girls how to play cards, and it wasn’t as fun as they said. 
 
    I had three cards showing, a two of hearts and a four of hearts and a Queen of hearts.  
 
    George had a couple of hearts in her hand. Lily had a spade and a diamond and a club, and Roy, my own sweet hubby had a heart and a two clubs. 
 
    And I had no idea what any of it meant. 
 
    Roy snickered again. He was a little drunk, and when he got drunk he sometimes liked to pick on me. 
 
    “Come on, guys, it’s just a game,” muttered George. 
 
    “Maybe we should all quit?” Lily said. 
 
    “Yeah, right. I get a good hand and you guys want to cut and run.” 
 
    “Oh, gosh,” I said, studying my cards again. 
 
    Roy kept sniping at me, so I finally gave in and bet a quarter. 
 
    More cards passed out. I think it’s called ‘dealing.’ 
 
    I had four hearts. Roy had an Ace and two Kings and a queen. Whatever that meant. 
 
    “Okay, now you’re supposed to bet again.” 
 
    “But I don’t think I have anything.” I stared at all those stupid hearts. 
 
    “Come on, it’s only a game,” whined Roy, making fun of George. 
 
    Lily rolled her eyes to me. 
 
    “Roy, you need to get off everybody’s back,” I said. 
 
    Roy just laughed and kept making rude remarks. Nobody was safe from his tongue when he was in his cups. I always thought it weird that a man who was so kind and considerate when he was sober should become such an idiot when he had a couple of drinks in him. 
 
    “Come on. I’ve got a winning hand and…” he blathered on. 
 
    “It should be called a ‘whining hand,’ I muttered as I tossed another quarter into the pot. 
 
    Another round of cards, and another argument. I wanted to drop out. I had picked up a face card, another stupid heart, and even though I didn’t know how to play the game I knew I had nothing. 
 
    Roy, however, must have had a real hand. He kept laughing and looking at his cards. Honestly, he was like a banker who’d just won the lottery. All for a bunch of stupid quarters. 
 
    “Okay, time to turn ‘em over.” 
 
    “I want to bet some more,” Roy gripped. 
 
    “It’s over. No more raises.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m gonna win. I’ve got a great hand and, let’s face it, you guys all suck eggs.” 
 
    “Sheesh,” muttered Lily. “What a sport.” 
 
    “Come on,” Roy complained. 
 
    We all stood up to him, and that didn’t make him happy. “What a bunch of four flushers!” 
 
    George turned his cards over and he had something called three of a kind. 
 
    “Oh, that means you’ve got three of those seven cards.” 
 
    Roy laughed at me. “Three of those seven cards,” he made fun of me. 
 
    We all sighed, and Lily turned her cards over. She had tried to fill something called an inside straight. Roy started lecturing us on the stupidity of trying to fill the inside thing-a-ma-jig, and we had all had it. 
 
    Then Roy turned over his cards and laughed, “HA HA! Guess you pikers know who you’re playing with now! 
 
    “Crap. No wonder I wanted to fold,” George said. 
 
    “He’s always got the luck,” said Lily. 
 
    “That’s not luck, that’s super skill! I am a super skilled player!” He started to pull the little mound of quarters towards himself. 
 
    “Well,” I sighed. “At least I know somebody loves me.” I flipped over my card, I think it’s called a ‘whole’ card, though I surely don’t know why. I mean is there a half card? Or a card in pieces or something? 
 
    “Roy,” George said, and everything stopped. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, how cute! You’ve got all hearts!” Lily squeaked a sort of a cheer and clapped her hands. 
 
    Roy didn’t move. In fact, his face turned white. Then red. Then sort of purple. “Fuck,” he said. He really looked all pissed off. 
 
    George sat back with a grin. “Guess we really know who knows how to play now.” He started to chuckle. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked. “Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “Something wrong, my dear?” George was starting to laugh. “Quite the contrary. six hearts beats a full house. 
 
    “Not in poker,” whispered Roy. 
 
    “But in 6+ Texas Hold ‘em it does.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But the wind had gone out of my hubby. 
 
    “You mean I won?”  
 
    George nodded, and I squealed and pulled the quarters to me. “I can park for a month on this,” I quipped. 
 
    Roy was pissed off. He sat there and glowered. And, finally, as I counted the quarters and arranged them in little stacks, he blurted. “One hand. For everything.” 
 
    “I’m not going to play anymore,” I said. 
 
    “Four flusher,” he repeated, which I guess is some kind of insult. But it wasn’t the insult that got under my skin, it was his snide way of picking on people. 
 
    “You take that back, Roy.” 
 
    “Won’t,” he sneered. “Furthermore, We’ll cut the cards. One time. The loser has to do anything the winner says for one month.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s silly!” Lily said. 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Chicken,” he dug the needle into me further. Then he pulled out a piece of paper. “In fact, I’ve got my list right here! If I win you have to do everything I say on this list.” 
 
    “Crap, Roy. You’ve been planning this.” 
 
    I knew what was on the piece of paper. Roy always wanted me to dress up. He wanted me to wear heels all day long. He wanted me to wear tight dresses that showed off my boobs. He wanted me to prance around like a maid and wait on him hand and foot. 
 
    It was all stupid, but there was a problem, he had pissed me off. 
 
    He held up the piece of paper. Thirty days of waiting on me like a good wife.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t know if a good wife hit you in the eye,” muttered Lily, “and she already has.” 
 
    “Thanks Lily, but he’s just blowing smoke out of that asshole mouth of his.” 
 
    Oh, man. That sure popped the cork. Roy straightened up, his face was red and rigid and I had never seen him so angry. 
 
    “Now you take that back.” 
 
    “Four flusher!” I snapped. 
 
    He placed the paper on the table. “Then bet!” 
 
    We glared at each other. Sure, we loved each other, but…but this was cards! 
 
    Nervously, Lily said, “Maybe we should have a drink and—“ 
 
    “Four flusher,” Roy whispered. 
 
    “Guys…” 
 
    “Motherfucker!” I breathed out. “You’re on.” 
 
    “Hey…but…” George and Lily tried to talk us down. 
 
    “George, get out your cell phone.” 
 
    After some argument, George did, and he set it to record. 
 
    “I, Karen Carpenter will do what ever is on this piece of paper for one month if Roy wins one cut of the cards.” 
 
    Roy leaned forward and George caught him on the video. “I, Roy Carpenter, will do…whatever she wants, for one month, if Karen wins the cut.” 
 
    “But what do you want?” asked Lily. 
 
    “Only one thing,” I said. 
 
    George grinned. “Somebody’s going to be driving Roy’s Mustang!” 
 
    Lily grinned and clapped her hands. 
 
    Roy’s Mustang was his pride and joy. it had a huge engine, monster tires, all sorts of shiny chrome thingies on it, and…it was fast. Like, really fast. He even took it to the drag races sometimes when he wanted to get a little extra money. 
 
    “Two things,” I snapped. “I’ll take the Mustang, but I want one other thing, too.” 
 
    Now the others were silent, and curious. What could I want? What was the one, single thing I wanted from Roy. 
 
    “Well, four flusher?” 
 
    Roy snarled. “Keep that cell phone running. “Lily, deal two cards.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Do it,” I snapped. 
 
    “But if he loses Roy will be mad!” 
 
    “I won’t be angry,” he spoke through gritted teeth. His face was a mess of angry planes. 
 
    “Go on honey,” I said. “If I win I won’t be, and I’ll even let you  drive Roy’s Mustang.” 
 
    Even that didn’t make Roy back off, and Lily said, “Really?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Do it,” said George. 
 
    “Shovel the deck.” 
 
    “That’s ‘shuffle’ the deck,” Roy’s face already starting to twist in victory. 
 
    “Whatever. Four flusher.” 
 
    Lily shuffled the cards. 
 
    “Shuffle them a bunch of times,” advised George. “Let there be no doubt.” 
 
    Lily obediently, but nervously shuffled and shuffled. 
 
    Finally, glancing first at me then at Roy, she dealt him a card. He turned it over and it was the King of hearts. 
 
    “HAH!” Roy snapped. “There’s no way you can win.” 
 
    “What’s he mean?” I asked George. 
 
    “The king is the highest card, and hearts are the second highest card. You would have to draw a king of spades to win.” 
 
    “You mean there’s only one card that can beat his?” 
 
    George nodded.  
 
    Lily sighed a big sigh. 
 
    Roy laughed and rubbed his hands together. 
 
    “Well, go on,” said George. Play it out.” 
 
    Lily dealt me a card. We, meaning George, Lily and I, were in the dumps. I mean, there was no way. I reached forward and turned the card over. 
 
    “Fuck!” whispered George. 
 
    “No!” said Lily. 
 
    Roy made a sound like a tire going flat really fast. 
 
    It was the king of spades. 
 
    Then it was chaos. Lily was up and hugging me. I was blinking and stunned and feeling really good. George got up and went to the fridge. “I was saving this for an occasion, and I guess this is one.” He pulled out a bottle of champagne. 
 
    “No,” whined Roy. 
 
    “Yes,” said George, placing a flute of champagne in front of him. 
 
    Shortly we all had flutes, and George raised a toast. “To fucking luck!” 
 
    “Wooo!” Lily and I yelped. 
 
    Roy just say there and stared at that big, beautiful king of spades. 
 
    “So, Karen, what is this one big thing that you want.” 
 
    “You already know it. Or at least you’ve already seen it.” 
 
    “Huh?” he tilted his head quizzically. 
 
    Lily sipped a big sip. 
 
    I leaned forward and picked up the piece of paper. “Whatever is on this piece of paper…Roy has to do it.” 
 
    “No!” yelled Roy, standing up, his knuckles white, his face looking like a snow man’s that had been bleached. He snatched at the paper, and he would have got it, but George was faster. 
 
    “Give me that,” whimpered Roy. 
 
    “I think not, brother. Let’s see what you had planned for your loving wife.” He unfolded the piece of paper, then his eyes opened. “Holy crap!” 
 
    “What’s on it?” asked Lily, taking another sip. 
 
    “See for yourself,” he handed her the paper. 
 
    “You can’t expect me to …to do all that stuff.” 
 
    “What stuff?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Lily’s whisper was a bare breath. Her mind had been blown. 
 
    I reached for the paper, and my eyes opened. 
 
    “I’m not going to do it,” stated Roy. 
 
    George turned and faced him. “Yes, you are. Roy, you’ve been a bully at cards for as long as I remember. You’re a great friend, but you have this one problem, and maybe this will teach you a little humility.” 
 
    “I can’t do that stuff!” 
 
    “If you don’t do everything on that list I will post this video and let the world know that you’re a four flusher. It’ll mean the end of our friendship, but if you’re not a man, if you don’t keep your word, then maybe I don’t want to be friends with you.” 
 
    “But…George!” 
 
    “And the rest of the guys in town, they’ll all know, and you what kind of people they are. They aren’t Democrats, and you will be laughed out of town!” 
 
    Roy’s shoulders slumped, he was beaten, and he knew it. 
 
    I looked at the list again. I began to read it out loud. 
 
     
 
    Item one. Shave your pussy. 
 
    Item two, wear nylons all day every day. 
 
    Item three, wear high heels all day every day. 
 
    Item four, full make up all day every day. 
 
      
 
    It went on and on, but it was item seven that got to me, got to all of us. 
 
      
 
    Item seven, get boobs enhanced to at least double Ds. 
 
      
 
    I read that one and George and Lily started hooting. 
 
    “I can’t do that, honey. You can’t make me do that!” 
 
    I looked at him. “You would have made me.” 
 
    “But…but I was just joking!” 
 
    “Ha ha,” said George, quite conversationally. 
 
    “But if I got fake boobs everybody in town will know! And they’ll…I’ll be the laughing stock!” 
 
    “It’s a laughing stock versus what everybody in town will think if you don’t pay off.” 
 
    Roy’s face was now deathly white. He knew he had reaped the whirlwind, and now he was about to ride it. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But George was firm. “Roy, if you don’t pay off, you’re through, and you really will be a four flusher.” 
 
    Lily suddenly blurted, “What is a four flusher, anyway?” 
 
    George smiled very slightly, but not in a kind way. His eyes were on Roy. 
 
    “A flush consists of five cards of the same suite. All hearts, in Karen’s case. But if you have only four cards of the same suite then you have a big nothing, and that’s what a four flusher is…a big nothing, a loud mouth who doesn’t keep his word. Right Roy?” 
 
    Roy just sat and stared at the table. 
 
    And so began the transformation of Roy Carpenter. 
 
      
 
    He started in on me as we drove home. 
 
    “You can’t honestly expect me to…to do all that stuff. That was meant for you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was thinking about what a four flusher was. 
 
    “I mean, I’m a guy! I can’t go around wearing dresses and things!” 
 
    Was Roy a four flusher? Had I married a guy who didn’t keep his word? 
 
    “And it was all supposed to be a joke! I never would have insisted that you do all the things on that list.” 
 
    But I knew he would have. Roy is very insistent on getting his way. 
 
    “So you really have to let me out on this bet thing. And—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    He shut, and opened his mouth, and shut it again, and then opened it and said, “I don’t like it when you—“ 
 
    “You’ve got to do everything I say for one month, and we’re starting with you shutting up.” 
 
    “But, honey, you—“ 
 
    I took out my phone, tapped George and Lily’s contact, then held my finger above the little circle with the green phone in it. “One more word.” 
 
    Roy’s mouth worked and nothing came out for a second, then he said, “Put that phone away!” 
 
    I lowered my finger and the sound of ringing could. be heard. 
 
    “Stop it!” he whispered. 
 
    “Hey! Karen! How’s the big winner?” 
 
    “Hi, George. I just want to get this understood…if Roy refuses to pay off on his bet then I just call you and you’ll put that video on Facebutt and talk to all your gambling buddies.” 
 
    “Absolutely. I even put the thirty items to a calendar. Tomorrow is the first, so I expect you to text me a picture a day, proving that he delivers.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Why, is he giving you trouble?” 
 
    “No, no,” I said. Roy was banging his head on the steering wheel and making gurgling sounds. 
 
    “Excellent. You know I love Roy like a brother, but he is a bully at cards, and this is exactly what the doctor ordered. You make him deliver, girl, and he’ll be the better man for it.” 
 
    “I will, George, and thanks.” 
 
    “No problemo. I’ll be waiting for your text messages…or your call.” 
 
    I hung up then and looked across the car at Roy. His hands were tight on the wheel. His face was grim. 
 
    “You…you…” but now he was afraid to bully me. Now he knew that I was going to deliver on any threat. Maybe George was right. Maybe this was what the doctor ordered. 
 
    “Honey…” he tried his best to sound sweet. 
 
    “It starts tomorrow.” 
 
    He squeezed the wheel so hard I thought it was going to come off. 
 
    “And that breast enhancement you wished for me?” 
 
    “Yes?” he asked hopefully, thinking that I would at least let him off on this one item.  
 
    “Who were you going to get to do it?” 
 
    “Sam Wilson is the best plastic surgeon in town, and he owes me. So I figured…” 
 
    I was tapping my phone again. I knew Sam’s wife, and ten seconds later she answered. 
 
    “Hey Martha!” 
 
    “You can’t! You can’t!” whispered Roy. 
 
    “Hi, Karen! What’s the haps?” 
 
    “I had a medical question and I wanted to talk to Sam. Is he there?” 
 
    “Sure. Sam!” 
 
    A moment later Sam’s voice was on the line. “Hi, Karen.” 
 
    “Hi, Sam. Say, I understand Roy talked to you about a breast enhancement for me.” 
 
    A moment of silence. “Uh, have you discussed this with Sam?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we’re on the same page. I want to go ahead with the breast enhancement.” 
 
    “Oh, well, okay…” 
 
    I knew then that Roy had bullied Sam into the operation. 
 
    “But we want it for him.” 
 
    A second of blinking silence. “What?” 
 
    “Sam wants to get breasts.” 
 
    “What? Wait. What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that Roy would like to get that big, old set of double Ds instead of me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “And we’ll pay for them.” 
 
    I could feel a smile on the other end of the line. Yes, Roy had been bullying. 
 
    “Well, I would have to have affirmation from Roy.” 
 
    I looked at Roy. “Roy, say ‘yes.’ And say it in a loud, clear voice.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He was begging, beseeching, desperate. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    I called up the contacts and pressed on George’s number. I held my finger over the circle with the green phone in it. We were about to have a conference call. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “Yes!” He almost shouted it. It was like the pressure was being released and his voice was loud. 
 
    Sam started chuckling. “Okay. Sam wants boobies. Obviously, you and I are going to have a sit down discussion about this, but, if you’re serious, I’ll order up a pair of Chyna 2000s.” 
 
    “What are Chyna 2000s?” 
 
    “Gal named Joanie Laurer, ring name Chyna. She was a professional wrestler who had huge boobs implanted in her chest.” 
 
    “Excellent!” I yelped, quite delighted. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll order them now, and I can do the procedure on Thursday.” 
 
    “Excellent, Sam. Thanks a lot!” 
 
    He was laughing when he hung up.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Roy whispered. 
 
    “Believe, baby. Believe.” 
 
    I looked out the window as he drove, and I started to smile. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine, my little lover!” I drew the shades open. 
 
    Roy turned over in bed. Sure, he was feeling a bit of the booze he had imbibed the night before, but he was also avoiding what he knew was coming. 
 
    “Get your ass up or else!” I spoke cheerfully as I ripped the blankets off him. 
 
    “Hey!” but it was weak. He was a defeated man, and we hadn’t even started yet. 
 
    “This is Nair. You put it on your whole body, except for your eyebrows and scalp. Wait fifteen minutes, until it starts to heat up, then shower.” 
 
    “That’s going to take my hair off?” 
 
    “Bald as a baby’s hairless butt,” I agreed. 
 
    Ring ring! 
 
    I looked at my cell phone. Margie Whitlock. Now what the heck? I made a motion to Roy and he slid slowly out of bed. Talk about a slug. 
 
    “Margie! How are you girlfriend?” 
 
    “I am top of the world, girlfriend. Would you like a wig?” 
 
    “A…what?” 
 
    “A wig. I know Roy doesn’t have long hair, and I thought…” 
 
    Roy stood next to the bed, his eyes open, his jaw officially dropped. 
 
    “…so if you need it I can bring it over.” 
 
    “Margie?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “How did you find out about Roy, uh, losing at cards the other night?” It had been less than 12 hours! 
 
    “I talked to Rhonda. She talked to Wendy, and…” And eventually it wound down to, “…and she talked to Martha.” 
 
    Oh. My. God! That was half the town right there! 
 
    I looked at Roy, and the expression on his face was absolutely, totally, utterly priceless. Shock. Dismay. Mortification. 
 
    “Sure, we could use a wig. That would be great.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ll have it there in a half.” 
 
    “You’ll…okay.” I was dazed. 
 
    She hung up, and I hung up, and Roy’s face looked like it was going to break into tears. “I can’t…the whole town…this is…” 
 
    I pulled myself together and said, “Nair. Now.” 
 
    Disconsolately, he stepped into the bathroom and began reading the back of the bottle. 
 
    I went out to the backyard and just stood there for a long few minutes. 
 
    The whole town knew. She offered me a free wig, and I knew Margie. She was rich and the wig would be a first class one. What the fuck had happened? 
 
    I walked back into the house and into the bedroom. Sam was just getting out of the shower and I loved it. He had lost that big, old bush down there, his limbs were silky smooth, and…I liked the look. It was sort of ‘porn star-ish,’ if you get my drift. Even made his cock look bigger. 
 
    “Here go,” I tossed him a pair of panties. 
 
    He was going through all sorts of sensations, and he was biting his lip and actually shivering a little when he stepped into the panties. 
 
    “Here go,” I tossed him a bra. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I’ve some Aunt Maggie’s breast forms out in the garage. I’ll go get them.” 
 
    I sauntered through the house and out to the garage. Poor, old Aunt Maggie. She had been a well endowed woman…then caught breast cancer. She had passed now, but I still had those big, old honkers of hers. 
 
    I searched through a few bags and boxes and found them. Grinning, I went back through the house and tossed them to Roy. Roy fumbled them, dropped one, and I watched him. 
 
    He’s not a big man, sort of slender, and the panties and bra fit him perfectly. And, funny thing, I felt a little flash of heat down there. Made my knees sort of weak, and I was having trouble looking away from my man’s sexy body. 
 
    He managed to get the over-sized blimps into his bra, and I noticed that his cock was getting really, really big. It was standing out like a tree limb, bobbing up and down as the blood pulsed through it. Could it be that this woman’s clothing thing was exciting him, too? 
 
    “Okay,” I managed to make myself move, “Put on the garter belt and the nylons.” 
 
    His face was a study in confusion, but he pulled up the garter, then sat on the bed and started unrolling the nylons up his legs. 
 
    Oh, man. It was hot. If I had known it was going to be this hot I would have had him do this long ago. 
 
    I picked up a pair of heels and held them out. “Now—“ 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    “Hold it, just stay here.” I trotted down the hall towards the front door. 
 
    It was Margie, and with her was Rhonda Shaeffer and Wendy Simpson. Big gossips, but…what was I going to say? I opened the door and Margie held out the wig. “Here’s the wig and, I’m sorry, but Rhonda and Wendy wanted to see.” 
 
    Rhonda held out a pair of high heels. Bigger than mine, they would definitely fit Roy. And they were of good quality. The girl might be a gossip, but she had good taste. “I brought you some old heels. I remembered that I’m a little taller than you, and maybe they would fit Roy?” 
 
    On one hand, this was too much. These women showing up and…and on the other hand…what was it that the doctor ordered? I broke into a grin and held the door open. “Come on in, girls.” 
 
    They crowded in, chattered, and asked, “Where is Roy?” 
 
    “He’s in the back room. Come on.” 
 
    Now, I don’t know what possessed me, except maybe a bit of the devil. 
 
    And, the realization as to why bullying could be fun. 
 
    Ever since I had won the bet I had been in charge. I had cracked the whip and made Roy jump, and…I was liking it. 
 
    So we tromped down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    Roy, of course was under the bed. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. He had actually crawled under the bed! Like a little boy! 
 
    “Roy! Come out of there!” 
 
    I grabbed his leg and pulled, and Margie jumped in and grabbed his other leg, and then wall the ladies were pulling him out from under the bed. 
 
    Roy stood, trembling, like a little deer in the headlights. He was awful cute in his panties and bra. 
 
    The girls just giggled. 
 
    “Roy, Margie brought you a wig. And Rhonda has some great high heels.” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” he looked like he was going to faint, and the girls all giggled. 
 
    “Let’s see how it looks,” Margie stepped forward and pulled the wig over his head. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. His face instantly transformed. He wasn’t one of these guys with the big movie star jaws, and he was immediately made softer and more feminine. 
 
    And I was made more squooshy down there. I mean, I was positively wet between the legs! I was so wet, clamping my thighs together so I didn’t spring a leak, that I didn’t move when Rhonda moved in and pushed Roy back on the bed. She began putting her heels on him. 
 
    “Oh, these are perfect.”  
 
    She did one, then the other 
 
    Roy stared at the ladies and was a mix of humiliated and aghastness. He was not only looking feminine, several women were watching him look feminine. 
 
    “Oh, you are marvelous!” whispered Margie. 
 
    Rhonda finished with the little buckles and helped him to his feet. 
 
    The girls clapped and congratulated him, and then it struck me. He was standing there in panties and bra, nylons and heels. And…his boner. 
 
    The other ladies noticed it, too. 
 
    Interestingly, they didn’t seemed shocked by it. Of course, they had all seen cocks before, but it was more than that.  
 
    They were treating him like he was one of them, and the cock just provided a cosmetic problem. 
 
    “What are we going to do with that?” asked Wendy. 
 
    We all looked down to where his big penis pushed out the panties. It was so plainly outlined, and Roy looked down and seemed about to die of embarrassment. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “How about a tummy shaper?” 
 
    “With a dick that size?” 
 
    “Hmm. I see what you mean.” 
 
    “Don’t men in drag wear tight, little panties called gaffs?” 
 
    There were some nods at that. 
 
    “I’ve got a chastity tube.” 
 
    Everybody looked at Wendy. “Well, Oscar wanted one, so we got it and tried it out, and then he discovered he didn’t like his little weenie being all tied up.” 
 
    There were a few smiles at that. What man…what real man…would like his cock all tied up and squashed into a tube? 
 
    “But I’ve still got it. It should fit. And…” she trailed off. 
 
    The women looked at Roy’s cock some more. 
 
    “We could just tie it back. Tie it to his leg.” 
 
    “But that would still show in some outfits.” 
 
    “The chastity tube,” I blurted. 
 
    Roy looked at me like I was a traitor. 
 
    “It’s the best way. He won’t get big, and we can keep him that way for a month.” 
 
    “Hey?” Roy squeaked. 
 
    “Shut up, dear. The grown ups are talking.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled at that. 
 
    “Okay,” said Margie. 
 
    “I’ll go home and get it right now.” Wendy trotted out of the room. The rest of us just stood there and watched Roy. 
 
    Roy looked like he felt about an inch tall. If there had been a mouse hole in the wall he would have tried to crawl into it. 
 
    “Well, ladies,” I finally said, “Would you like to help me do his make up?” 
 
    Oh, did they. Big grins, little cheers, and they began to move 
 
    To tell the truth, I thought I was going to have to do all the heavy lifting, but these girls were so anxious I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    In fact, the cheerful manner in which they bent to the business of make up…I suspected that had been wanting to give a man a make over for years. 
 
    I know that I was falling in with that feeling. The more we did to Roy the more I wanted to do. 
 
    And I was glad these women were there to help me, because I was so wet now I was afraid I might actually start dripping. 
 
    As for Roy, he was now looking a little grey. But it was out of his hands. He was now an official toy for a bunch of demented ladies. 
 
    Heh heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The ladies walked out of my bedroom, and Roy sat back on the bed. He was stunned, his eyes were glassy. He was in women’s underwear, high heels, and had boobs. Not real boobs, but that would be happening in three days. 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    He asked. 
 
    Tell the truth, I loved the way he was stupified. Mr. Always in Control Big Man. Reduced to a whimpering bitch. 
 
    And, of course, I loved the wet feeling in my own panties. 
 
    I patted his cheek and left him to his own devices. 
 
    The ladies had taken residence on the patio, and they were closely huddled. 
 
    “Let’s get a blonde wig.” 
 
    “His skin is wonderful for make up.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to plump his lips.” 
 
    I sat down, and they all looked at me. Well, I wasn’t normally part of their group, but that barrier was quickly disappearing. 
 
    “Carry on, ladies. I like your plans.” 
 
    So they did, and I got involved, which was only right as Roy was my husband, after all. 
 
    A half hour later Wendy showed up with the chastity tube. She was giggling. “Oscar didn’t want to let it go. He wanted to try it again.” 
 
    “Honestly,” said Margie, taking the little contraption. “What is it with men? Where is the thrill in wanting to lock up their little playthings.” 
 
    All the girls giggled. 
 
    “I think it enhances their desperation,” Wendy said. 
 
    We all stood up and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    Roy was standing in front of the mirror, looking at himself. His cock was monstrous. I had never seen it so big. 
 
    The ladies moved to him and Margie said, “Well, how do we get it small enough?” 
 
    “You could let him have an orgasm,” said Rhonda. 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “I wasn’t serious.” 
 
    Roy had actually looked hopeful for a second, but now his face crashed. 
 
    “Well, there’s only one thing to do,”Margie said. She grabbed Roy’s cock and pulled it, led him out of the room. 
 
    Roy went up on his tip toes, batted at her hands, but she had a grip on him. 
 
    “You don’t mind, do you?” Margie asked me. 
 
    “Oh, knock yourself out.” 
 
    Down the hall we went, Roy gurgling helplessly. 
 
    She stood Roy by the table and got a big glass and filled it half with ice. The filled the remainder with water, and placed it on the table. 
 
    “Put your cock in there,” she commanded Roy. 
 
    Roy was beside himself. He wanted to run out screaming, but he was hemmed in by the ladies. 
 
    “I said,” she grabbed him again, “Put your…oh!” 
 
    Roy started cumming. Right in her hand. White semen flowed over her fist and wrist and dripped on the floor. 
 
    He looked down, and was a mix of happy and stunned. 
 
    Margie looked down in dismay. “Oh, my God!” She looked up at Roy. “Don’t you have any self control?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “I don’t mean to be insulting, Karen, but your husband needs to be trained.” 
 
    “Yes, he does. Perhaps you can give me some pointers.” I was being facetious, but she didn’t take it that way. And that was the point at which I began to wonder about her own relationship with her own husband. 
 
    I mean, ‘trained?’  
 
    But, she did have a point. Maybe if I had stomped on Roy’s bullying before this matters would have come to this. 
 
    “Very well, young man. That was a free one,” she wiped her hand on his chest. “But I’m not going to be giving you any more free ones.” 
 
    “Make him earn a squirt,” Margie,” Wendy chimed in. 
 
    Make him earn a squirt. How novel. I was learning things. 
 
    She still made Roy put his cock in the glass of ice water. His cock was limp, but still a little big and flabby. We needed it tight and small. 
 
    Roy grunted and would have left, but she kept a hold on his balls, kept his member in the ice water. 
 
    And it shrunk. Delightfully so. It was like a little prune. 
 
    Margie pulled it out and put the ring around his package. Wendy shoved the tube over his cock. Rhonda locked the lock. Roy was now trapped, but good. 
 
    I sauntered over and examined the thing. Being trapped caused an instant reaction, and even though he had just cum, his cock tried to get hard. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “That’s cute.” 
 
    “You won’t think it’s so cute when he’s following you around like a puppy dog, begging and humping your leg.” 
 
    We all laughed at that. Roy gave a sickly smile. 
 
    But I was wondering. Seeing his cock all trapped like that gave me a little surge of wetness. I felt a little puff of a glow between my thighs. It was almost like a tiny, weenie orgasm. 
 
    But, no! A woman couldn’t have an orgasm just from locking her husband’s cock up, could she? 
 
    “Okay, what next?” 
 
    What was next was we walked back to the bedroom. Roy had his head bent over and was staring at the little contrivance hanging on his cock. I could already see the blood trying to pump through his tool. 
 
    In the bedroom the ladies sat him down at my vanity table and began to go to work. 
 
    Rhonda and Wendy worked on his fingernails, giving him long, red claws. Margie worked on his face. And I sat back and watched him. 
 
    Men are strange creatures. They want to pump iron and bump their chests. Never have I seen a man try to look pretty.  
 
    Now I was seeing a man starting to look pretty in spite of anything he might want. 
 
    One by one his nails grew long and sexy They were a bright red, a blood red, and shiny. And the girls used my strongest glue, and my thickest lacquer. Man, those nails were on to stay! 
 
    And Margie plumped his lips, several times, and they puffed up and looked so much more fuller. Then she prepped his face and really went to work. Shortly she was blushing him, then applying eye shadow. 
 
    She was good. She had disguised his few masculine features with make up, made his jaw looked rounder, his face shadows took on a feminine cast, and his eyes began to sparkle. She painted his lips red with some lipstain she had in her purse, then put gloss on them to make them pop. 
 
    Oh, baby. Did he look good! 
 
    I had thought I was going to have to teach him everything, put his make up on every day, and I would have gotten tired of that pretty quick. 
 
    But these girls were dedicated, and thorough. And very fastidious. When they were done he looked like a woman. 
 
    Not a drag queen with slutty make up, but a beautiful woman. 
 
    And the final thing… “Okay,” Margie said. “This has been fun.” She turned to me. “Do you mind if we come over and keep him this way? I don’t mean to be intrusive, but this has been so much fun, and…” 
 
    She stumbled in her speech and I knew she was having a thought. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I saw a picture of the, uh, agreement you have with your husband.” 
 
    Damn that George! He must have clicked a pic of the paper Roy had handed to me. Or…no. Maybe Lily showed her. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you really going to have him have, uh…breast enhancement?” 
 
    I smiled. So that was it. I actually wondered if she had done this to men before. “I made an appointment for Thursday.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh.” She called the other girls over and whispered to them, and all the women giggled and laughed and kept glancing at poor, miserable Roy. 
 
    “Can we be there?” 
 
    Hunh! Wow! these gals were crazy! I said, “Sure,” I answered without thinking. 
 
    The girls eventually went home, with promises to come back on following days and help me take care of their new, little girlfriend. 
 
    And the day passed. I texted a picture to George, and received a text back with a big thumbs up. Later, I would find out that he had put it on Facebutt, where it was getting zillions of likes. 
 
    So much for Roy avoiding anybody finding out. 
 
    But, it was pointed out that he was a manly man delivering on a bet, and people were actually complimenting him. 
 
    I guess nobody likes a four flusher, and everybody likes a man who keeps his word. 
 
    As for Roy, he spent the day in a funk. He sat in the living room and watched TV, a glass filled with bourbon and Coke being refilled regularly. 
 
    But he wasn’t bullying me anymore. 
 
    In fact, he just watched the game, and the look on his face…it was very reflective. 
 
    More important, I could see the little bump in his dress when he sat down. It kept doing a tiny, little bob. Blood was trying to get into the poor thing…and failing. 
 
    And most importantly, seeing him all dressed up…it was affecting me. I have normal sexual urges, I get a little horny once or twice a week, never enough for Roy, but…but now I was horny all the time. 
 
    Seeing him walk through the house in his high heels, awkward but learning, seeing his ass swaying, watching the bounce of his fake boobs, I was actually like a girl in heat. 
 
    A couple of times I actually walked away from him, went into the bathroom and made a fist and pressed it against my pussy. 
 
    And…I jilled off. I know, not ladylike, but if you could have seen Roy, sashaying around like an uncoordinated model, you’d have done the dirty, too. 
 
    Anyhoo, the week went. The girls came by each day, and they brought friends, and by Thursday, when all of them showed up to escort him down to the doctor’s office for his new boobs, he was actually used to them. Sort of. 
 
    At least, they would talk to him, and he actually managed to answer them in a civil, and even sometimes joking, manner. And then we were at the doctor’s office and the girls all waited outside. 
 
      
 
    “I heard about your bet,” Sam grinned when he came into the exam room. He was a gruff sort of looking fifty, but with a wise cracking grin. 
 
    Roy hung his head. 
 
    I smiled. “It actually turned out to be fun. Learning poker, I mean.” 
 
    “Well, it may be fun, but I’m going to be very careful before I sit in with you.” 
 
    His droll manner had me chuckling. 
 
    “So, how about it, Roy? Are you looking forward to a world class set of ta tas?” 
 
    Roy grunted. 
 
    “That’s Roy-speak for yes.’ 
 
    “I figured. Okay, let me explain how this works. I’m not going to give you permanent boobs. I’m going to give you something called vacation boobs. I inject a solution into your chest, it sets like boobs, and a month or so later your body absorbs it and you’re back to being the studly male we all know.” 
 
    Roy looked at him. There was pain in there, but there was also curiosity. I realized he had been a woman for a half a week, but things were happening. 
 
    “Now, take off your shirt and lay back here and let’s get started. 
 
    Roy lay back on the exam table and Sam rolled out a tray. The tray had several needles on it, and a couple of big gallon containers? 
 
    Sam began to inject the solution into Roy’s chest, and I was absolutely mesmerized. He went around each pectoral, taking his time, making measurements. His right pectoral began to bulge, then to take a small mound shape. It actually looked like a little boob. 
 
    “Is that it?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Sam answered me. “We’re just laying the ground work.” 
 
    He injected solution into the other pectoral muscle and Roy now had two small boobs on his chest. 
 
    Then Sam went to town. He kept making injections, and the skin swelled up, and Roy’s tits began to get bigger and bigger. 
 
    “What about those China things?” I asked, at one point. 
 
    “Chyna 2000s, I could do that, I sort of wanted to,” he was really focused on his work, “but they are too permanent. If Roy likes these, then we can certainly do that. But I realized there might be a skin stretch problem. I can actually make his boobs quite large, and make sure there’s no medical problems, using just the vacation boob method.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Can we make an appointment for the China things for next month?” 
 
    Roy groaned. “No! You’re not going to…” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about that card game stuff, and I think I could beat him again.” 
 
    Sam chuckled and said, “Don’t make me laugh. This is delicate work.” 
 
    I laughed for him. 
 
    Roy cried. 
 
      
 
    I put Roy’s bra on him before he even sat up, and when he did sit up he had the most wonderful set of breasts I had ever seen. Truthfully, I thought they were better than mine. 
 
    I helped him off the table while Sam watched, a big grin on his face. 
 
    “That’ll fix you for that inside straight you pulled on me last year.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” Roy groaned. Then he staggered a bit. “My balance is off.” 
 
    “It will be for a couple of days. But you’ll get used to it. You’ll also have some muscle soreness as your body adapts to the redistribution of weight. But you’ll survive.” 
 
    “Yippee,” Roy grumped. 
 
    I had made Roy wear full feminine apparel to Sam’s office, and now I buttoned up his blouse and tucked it in to his skirt. 
 
    “I hope you’re happy,” he said in the most dispirited voice I had ever heard. 
 
    “Quite happy, honey. Shall we go?” 
 
    Sam walked us to the front door, and when we stepped outside we got a huge surprise. There must have been a hundred women waiting, and when Sam stepped into view they rose up in a mighty cheer. 
 
    Sam’s mouth dropped open and he just stood there. 
 
    Margie and the girls started chanting, “Show us! Show us! Show us!” 
 
    We were on the second floor balcony, and everybody was yelling, and the girls were chanting, so I began to unbutton Sam’s blouse. 
 
    He looked at me, I think he wanted me to stop, but I was in charge now. That was one thing I had learned over the past few days. Sam dressing like a woman had made him into what he saw women as…second class. Supposed to follow orders. So he just stood there and silently protested, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    I opened his blouse, his new boobs were plain to see, and the crowd roared. I mean…they really screamed! 
 
    After a short bit I began to button him up again. And I saw that his lower lids were filling with tears. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    I wanted to give him a lesson in humility. I didn’t want to hurt him! 
 
    I waved to everybody and hustled him down the walk, out the back way to the parking lot, and to our car. 
 
    Some of the crowd followed, but I just smiled and worked the car through the parking lot. 
 
    As soon as we left the parking lot Roy began crying. And I don’t mean just a few light sobs. He began to bawl like a baby. 
 
    We weren’t far from home, and I drove quickly. He just sat in the passenger seat and his body shook and the tears poured out. 
 
    I pulled into the driveway and got out. I helped him out and walked him up the walk to the front door. 
 
    Inside the house Roy went into the living room and sat down. He was still crying. 
 
    Oh, God. What had I done? 
 
    I went into the kitchen and mixed him a bourbon and Coke. I brought it to him and he drank half of it in a gulp, then put the glass down and kept crying. 
 
    I sat next to him. I put my arms around him and he kept sobbing, crying into me. He was totally out of control, and I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Was this a major breakdown? Had I broken my man? 
 
    I had all these misgivings, but now I couldn’t move. His arms were around my body and he was pressing on me, forcing me back. All I could do was just sit there, my arms around him, and soothe him. 
 
    And he started say, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry…” over and over and over. 
 
    We had arrived home at three o’clock. He cried for four hours. Sometimes sobbing violently, sometimes just snuffling. By seven o’clock it was dark, and he just sat against me. He had stopped crying and just sat there. 
 
    Finally, I said, “Roy? Are you all right.” 
 
    He snuffled some more, then drew away from me a little. He wiped his face and said, “But I’ve really messed up my make up.” And he laughed. 
 
    Oh, thank God, he laughed. 
 
    I brushed his hair back and kissed him gently on the lips. “We can fix that.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He moved further back and I was able to get up. He saw his unfinished drink and picked it up. The ice cubes had long melted, but he quaffed the remainder easily. 
 
    I took his hand and helped him up. “Come on. Let’s go repair the damage.” 
 
    We went back to the bedroom and sat down and I cleaned his face and began putting more mascara on him. 
 
    “I’m different now,” he said. 
 
    I nodded. “That’s obvious.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry I was a bully.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    “I’ll try to control myself after this.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    His face repaired, we stood up, gazed at each other. for a while, then he said, “I guess I really deserved this.” 
 
    “You really make me horny.” 
 
    That caught him by surprise, and it caught me by surprise. I mean, it just sort of blurted out. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Seeing you all sexy like this…it’s…I’m horny. My pussy is on fire for you.” 
 
    He grinned. “Wow.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s go eat dinner. Then we can discuss my new found feelings of love.” 
 
    We went to the kitchen and I made us a couple of hamburgers. Heavy on the mayo, a fair helping of onion, swiss cheese. The meat was grade A, and we chomped and chewed and gazed into each other’s eyes. 
 
    Yes. He was different. He was softer. 
 
    No, he wasn’t sissy soft, though I had a feeling that making a man dress like a woman could do that to some men. It was more like he was just…softer. More considerate. Not so willing to tell me how life would be, and willing to listen to what I said. 
 
    We finished our hamburgers, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we sat in the kitchen and just talked and talked. He told me how weird it felt to have somebody put make up on him, but how cool it was, too. 
 
    I told him how everybody in town was on his side. He wasn’t much for Facebutt, and he was amazed when I got out the iPad and showed him all the well wishes, and the few sneers. 
 
    He smiled when people congratulated him for being a real man. As for the sneers, when somebody called him a sissy he just shrugged and said, “They don’t really know, do they.” 
 
    Finally, we took the picture for the day and sent it to George. George would put it on Facebutt, and he sent us back a cheerful note. ‘Man, you look good!’ Then he sent us another text: ‘Maybe I should try that.’ 
 
    Roy and I laughed and looked at each other, then he took the iPad and began typing. I read it upside down before he sent it. 
 
      
 
    Be careful. 
 
    Being a woman isn’t for sissies. 
 
     
 
    “George as a woman?” I quipped. 
 
    “I’ll lend him my breast forms,” Roy responded, and we both chuckled. 
 
    Then we grew silent. Very silent. And I knew Roy was thinking of something. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to think that I really am perverted.” 
 
    “Says the man in the dress,” I spoke wryly. 
 
    “Says the man in the dress,” he agreed. Then: “There was one item on the list…” 
 
    I knew what he was going to say. 
 
    “Item thirty. I wasn’t going to make you do that.” 
 
    He watched me for a long second, then said, “You should.” 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    “In for a penny…in for a pound.” 
 
    “But that’s…” I trailed off. 
 
    “I think I need that for this lesson in humility to be complete.” 
 
    “You realized what you’re saying?” 
 
    “I surely do.” His gaze was firm, and I was struck by how beautiful his made up eyes were. 
 
    He was talking about the last item on the list. He had wanted anal sex. He had wanted to fuck my butt, but I had never been into that. The old Roy would have demanded. Now he was demanding that I have anal sex with him. That I put something up his butt. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked. 
 
    “I am.” He nodded. 
 
    I reached forward and held his hands. His long, perfectly manicured hands. “Honey, we don’t have to if you—“ 
 
    “Yes. We do. I’m an asshole. I’ve been mean. If you don’t do this I could possibly back slide. I want this as a permanent reminder of who’s in charge.” 
 
    “Hell, I’ll nag at you, if you want.” 
 
    He smiled a rueful smile. “Honey, I know we still have that strap on.” 
 
    “The one we never used?” 
 
    “That’s the one.” 
 
    I sighed. I patted his hands, then I placed my hand on his cheek and looked deeply into his eyes. “Then I guess it’s time we went all the way. It’s time we made you into a real woman.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I stood up and pulled his hand. 
 
    We walked down the hallway, our heels clicking loudly. I looked back at him, my beautiful woman/man, and smiled. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and I led him to the bed. I turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. Slowly,  without taking my eyes off his, I began undoing his blouse. 
 
    He reached out to undo the buttons on mine. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    He looked at me quizzically. 
 
    “I’m the man this time. I don’t want you to see my chest and be reminded of…of me as a woman.” 
 
    He nodded, and knew I was right. 
 
    I took off his blouse and tossed it to the floor. “Men are messy,” I said. “You can pick that up tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he smiled. 
 
    I undid his skirt and pulled it down. I threw it on the floor. 
 
    I was face to face with the feminine him now. His breasts, so very real, would last a month. His make up was mostly permanent, and would be reapplied periodically. And I wondered how far beyond a month he would want to go. 
 
    That he would want to go further I felt for a certainty. 
 
    I kissed him. I held his chin and forced my mouth over his. I didn’t let myself be kissed, I was the man, and I took the kiss. 
 
    I backed off and he was breathless, his eyes dark in the gloom, staring at me. 
 
    I went to the dresser and took out the strap on. He watched as I buckled it on and fit the big cock into the socket. 
 
    “God,” he said. “It looks huge.” 
 
    “It is huge, baby. I’m a big man.” 
 
    He laughed and I grinned. His laugh was nervous, but more nervous with anticipation than fear. But there was fear thee, too. 
 
    I stood in front of him. I stared at his plump, red lips. I whispered, “Suck my cock.” 
 
    He slithered off the bed onto his knees. He put his mouth around my plastic penis and began to bob his head back and forth. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’re a good, little cock sucker.” 
 
    I moved my hips forward until he gagged, then I drew back. “I told you I was big.” 
 
    For a long minute he blew me. God, it was hot, and I wished I could shoot the juice down his throat. 
 
    Finally, I reached down and grabbed him under the arms, his hairless, sweet smelling arms, and I lifted him. 
 
    I grabbed his hair and bent his head back, I ravaged his mouth. I kissed that soft pearl like it was the last pearl, and I was a desperate treasure hunter. At the same time my hands roamed over his breasts. I squeezed them until he groaned. I pulled on the nipples. Finally, I bent my head and began kissing them, pulling them with my teeth. My hand went down to his groin. 
 
    He was wearing the chastity tube, but I could feel it pulsing as the cock inside tried to get harder. I squeezed his balls until his legs started to buckle, then I pushed him back again. 
 
    He was leaning on the bed, supported by his elbows, looking up at me. He was so virgin, so trusting, so ready. His was a delicious fear that I couldn’t wait to gobble. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    He made it to his feet and turned around. 
 
    I felt his ass, so smooth and hairless, so plump and ready. 
 
    I pushed on his back and he laid the top of his body, those big, delicious boobs, flat on the bed. 
 
    I moved closer, and put my penis to his hole. 
 
    “Lube,” he gasped. 
 
    I laughed. “I shouldn’t.” But I did. I slapped lube into his asshole and massaged. My fingers reamed him, woke up his nerves, and by the time I was done and he was good and lubed he was moaning. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you, bitch?” 
 
    He looked over his shoulder, his face framed by soft hair, gulping nervously. His eyes were afraid, but he was determined. 
 
    I pushed into him. 
 
    He froze, and his body locked up. The moment of fear was past. He was no longer a virgin. I now possessed him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered. 
 
    I began to saw back and forth, moving my hips and running that long peter into him. 
 
    He groaned again, and his ass rose to meet my penis. Again and again and again. 
 
    He began to whimper, and I could feel his ass muscles squeezing, trying to hold on to my slippery snake. 
 
    I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His back was arched, and I was deeply impaled. “I love you, and I take what I want.” 
 
    He gulped loudly. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    There is a moment, when you fuck somebody, that he, or she, becomes yours. It is a moment of power. The taken gives up their power, and the taker takes it. That is what happened with us. 
 
    He felt himself dissolving, giving up, submitting to my power. He began to cry, to sob in gratitude, and I pushed ever harder into him. 
 
    And he began to cum. First time, and he actually achieved an anal orgasm. How often does that happen? 
 
    But, then, he really wanted to submit. 
 
    His hips jerked and his ass pushed back desperately, and I could feel his resistance disappearing entirely. 
 
    I had made him a woman. I had fucked him. Now he was mine.  
 
    And I was stunned by the feeling of power that washed through me. 
 
    And I wondered how many more men I could do this to. 
 
     
 
    END
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    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 takes 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 opened 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. 
 
      
 
      
 
    To be continued in 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride!
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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    ‘Fade to Pink!’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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