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A Note from the Author!

The message of that great movie series, The Fast and the Furious, is one of fast cars, and fast women.

That’s all fine, we love it, even the women who are not so ‘fast.’

But these stories are about women who are fast to feminize their men.

Isn’t that what it’s really all about?

Take those horny, little men (or big, I like big) and remake them into your sexy image.

Make them what you want!

Make them into something that will make them better men!

And there isn’t a man alive who woujldn’t benefit from a bit of feminization.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Forced Feminization

South of the Border!

Kidnapped and turned

from a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I love stories when men do dumb things and get their comeuppance.

This story is like that, but it goes little further.

In fact, it might be called a cautionary.

But, listen, don’t you think, in your little heart of hearts, that women should be in charge?

Don’t you think the world would be a kinder and gentler place if men knew their places?

Of course it would.

So read on, get to know Reggie and how a small misadventure changed his life.

And don’t blame Marsha. After all, she’s only doing what every woman wants to do.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Oh, baby! Lay down, I want to rump you.”

Reggie was drunk, as usual. Quite drunk.

And, he was south of the border, in Tijuana, to be exact.

And he was horny.

Lupe groaned and pushed the rude Norteamericano away for the eight time.

Her brother said be good to the gringos. They pay for the bar. Dance and sing, even a little kiss or two. It means a few bucks, which is a lot of pesos.

Reggie was a dirty blonde with a handsome face. He was little skinny, and short, and maybe that was what drove him to be so rude and direct.

“Rump me? What does that mean?” Lupe said, hoping to get him talking and stop using his hands.

“It means,” Reggie said, leaning close and whispering into the ear of the buxom, Latin beauty, that I want to put my weenie where the sun doesn’t shine.

For a moment Lupe didn’t fully understand, then she got it. Then she doubted that he really meant what he said. He probably just didn’t understand the language.

But when she looked at him, his avaricious face, the lust in his eyes, the big boner in his pants, she knew he knew exactly what he meant.

“Puta,” mumbled Lupe, getting up and evading his octopus hands. “I go bathroom.”

Reggie leaned after her, managed to place his hands on her rump, and he gave a howl.

“Yow!”

Then he slid out of the booth and followed her towards the restrooms.

They were in some dive called La Cucaracha. It was plank floors, cheap tequila and Mexican babes with le grand tetons, or whatever they called big tits on this side of the border.

The patrons of the bar chuckled as they watched Reggie stagger after Lupe.

The bartender watched with half lidded eyes. Better watch that gringo. He didn’t mind if the gringos did a little pawing, and if the girls made some money on the side, that was okay. But he didn’t want any of his girls beaten up.

Especially Lupe. His sister.

Lupe pushed past the bat wing doors and into the dirty hallway that led to the bathrooms.

She muttered a string of Spanish which loosely translated as, fucking, short-dicked gringo, son of a dog. Her sexy voice made a pretty sound out of a mean curse.

She was unaware of Reggie following her.

She went through the door that was hanging on by one hinge and looked into the mirror.

She saw a raven-haired Mexican beauty with dark eyes and a killer body.

She sighed in disgust. She was wasting herself on these estupido gringos. She should be in Hollywood, or maybe married to a rich, old rancher who liked to breed.

She put her little finger up to her eyebrows to smooth a loose hair…and the door burst open.

“Lupe! Baby! Where’d you go?”

Now, truth, Reggie wasn’t a bad sort. Normally, he was a polite fellow who treated people with courtesy, and even could be considered a gentleman.

He was married, but he was just flirting, right?

And he might steal a kiss and then go home and only feel guilty for a minute. Then he would buy his wife flowers and get over it.

But at that moment, chock full of tequila, in a foreign country, surrounded by the most luscious babes in his drunken universe, he was rude.

He lurched down the counter and grabbed Lupe.

“EEK!” Lupe tried to push away from him, but only ended up mashed against the wall. Reggie’s hands were grabbing her boobs, and, being a survivor in a rough country, she raised a knee.

“UNH!” Reggie grabbed his groin and feel against her.

He was off balance, she couldn’t get out, and his head lowered until he was face deep in her chest.

That was the moment that Ricardo, the bartending brother, burst through the bathroom door.

Ricardo took a look at the panic on his sister’s face, the way she was trapped against the wall, the way the Norteamericano was pushing his face into his sister’s cleavage.

“Fuck!” he muttered. But he wasn’t much for swearing. After that one word he pulled out a wicked, sharp stiletto and advanced on the pig from north of the border.

He grabbed Reggie by his long hair and pulled him back. He placed the knife point at the side of the pig’s neck, and—

“NO!” Lupe screamed.

Ricardo looked up. His eyes were gleaming with the lust for violence. This pig had manhandled his sister, and—

“You no kill heem!” Lupe shouted.

Ricardo wanted to stick his knife in the Americano’s neck in the worst way, but he paused.

Lupe took advantage of Ricardo’s momentary hesitation and grabbed his arm.

“No kill! No Federales! You no go to jail!”

“What I do with this son of a peeg?”

Lupe thought quickly.

If she took too long thinking Ricardo would get tired of waiting and plunge his knife into the drunken fool’s neck.

She could tell him to let him go, but Ricardo had that look in his eyes. He wasn’t going to let the Americano go.

So what could she say that would stop Ricardo’s knife, and at the same time sate his desire for violence?

“Pablo Perez! Give him to Pablo!”

For a moment Ricardo thought about it.

Pablo was the local drug dealer. He was cartel. He was known to have a mean streak wider than the Rio Grande. He would do far worse to the Norteamericano than Ricardo ever would, and then Ricardo wouldn’t have to deal with Federales.

He could keep his bar, get rich off the peegs who came south to get out of control and treat his country with such disrespect.

Lupe watched her brother, and worried, then sighed with relief when he simple flipped his knife over and bopped the idiot gringo on the head with the butt of the knife.

Reggie slid to the floor and went to sleep.

“Go work the bar,” Ricardo said, taking out his cell phone. He tapped a number and waited for a couple of rings.

Lupe stepped over the unconscious Reggie and went through the door to the dingy hallway. As the door closed she heard her brother say, “I wish speak to Señor Perez.”

The logistics of toting a body through the dark alleys of Tijuana not being of much interest, let’s just say that Reggie woke up in a back room somewhere.

At first he figured he had drunk too much and passed out.

He did have a hangover.

Then he looked at the room and wondered. It was a peeling bit of adobe with a dried beam roof. There was a shelf in one corner on which stood a statue of Jesus. It was pink, and he groaned and felt his head, and his arms hurt, and he thought of that old song.

I don’t care if it rains or freezes,

long as I got my plastic Jesus,

sittin’ on the dashboard of my car…

Then he wondered why his arms hurt. And why he felt like he was wrapped in some sort of blanket. And why his mouth felt like a donkey had taken a shit in it.

He tried to sit up, felt weight shifting on his chest, and that’s when things came together, and that’s when the panic set in.

He looked down at his chest. The weight he felt wasn’t a blanket. It was…flesh. Two mountains of chest, to be precise.

He was naked, his side suddenly shrieked with pain and he saw a badly stitched cut in his side.

He felt the stitches, they were fresh with little streaks of blood coming out of them.

His head was banging, and now he realized it wasn’t just alcohol, it was drugs. Somebody had drugged him.

And…the mountains were breasts. Tits. Chi chis.

His mind on vacation yet screaming, he put a hand up, and it hurt, and he felt his boobs.

They were big, real big. Real Chyna 2000s.

The boobs were so big they pushed out, and his nipples were pushed up and out.

He opened his mouth to scream, but nothing came out. His throat felt like he had been gargling cotton and razor blades. No way he was going to say anything.

It took a while, but he managed to stand up. He wavered, his hands holding his new tits. They were so big he had to hold them. They were so heavy they threatened to rip his flesh.

He walked across the room. His feet were bare. Somebody had stolen not just his clothes, but his shoes.

He came to the door, a simple plank affair that did little to stop the weather, and pushed it open.

He stepped into the doorway and looked out.

He was in a village. A shabby, scabby, little affair with two dirt roads that crossed, a fountain from which bubbled a bit of water, and eight or ten small building. Businesses. With adobe huts behind the buildings for the peasants to live in.

“Oh, fuck,” he croaked. He staggered across the square to the fountain. The sun was hot and beat down on him like a sledge hammer.

He ducked his head into the little trough of water. He drank, and wondered if he was going to get the shits.

But the shits were the least of his problems.

His breasts fell out of his hands and sagged down to the water. The water felt cool on his tits, and he grabbed them again to support them. God! They were heavy!

He straightened up, and saw an old woman staring at him.

She was the typical Mexican peasant, chubby, a slab face, once beautiful but used for breeding until she was a drudge.

He was in cartel land, he realized.

“Help,” he called to her, but his voice hadn’t fully recovered.

She reached into the pocket of her drab, peasant dress and pulled out an expensive iPhone.

She hit a number and started gabbling away.

Reggie turned, held his breasts, and sat on the edge of the fountain. He was fucked up. He needed nourishment, sleep, a way out of this land of banditos and tacos.

For a long minute he sat, naked and not caring that he was naked, then he stood up again.

He staggered towards the old woman, who watched him. As he got close she stepped into a doorway and the door slammed.

Now there were three other people in the square. Two kids in striped pajama type clothes and an old man.

“Help,” called Reggie, stumbling over the packed earth towards the trio.

The old man patted the kids on the back and they scurried away. He stepped forth to meet Reggie.

“Senor Reggie,” he smiled, showing the spaces where teeth used to be. “You come. I have burrito for you. I make myself. It good burrito. Real meat.”

He took Reggie’s hand and led him towards what looked like a closed cantina.

As they walked Reggie blurted out sentences. “I need help. Where am I? Can you call the police?”

The old man led Reggie into the shadows of the little bar. He sat him at a table that rocked on four legs, and brought him a beer.

Reggie guzzled it. It was warm, but he didn’t care.

And the old man brought him a burrito. With rice and salsa and slices of lemon.

A feast in this terrible place.

And it was delicious.

Reggie ate, swallowing before the thing was chewed, and slowly felt the strength come back into him.

The old man sat in a nearby chair and watched him. He smiled whenever Reggie looked a thin, and nodded companionably.

“Where am I?” Reggie asked.

The old man apparently didn’t speak English, for he shrugged and grinned happily.

“Great,” muttered Reggie. “A village of idiots.”

The old man just grinned.

Reggie finished his burrito, burped, finished his beer, and asked, “Can I have another beer?”

The old man understood that, and he brought out another beer. It was a bottle without labels, and Reggie wondered what brand it was, or if it was a brand at all. For all he knew the old man made this shit in a wheel barrow in his back yard.

Then Reggie heard the sound of a car. He looked out the door and saw a limousine circling the small courtyard. It stopped in front of the bar and sat for a long moment.

It was shiny, well polished, but had just gained the dust of the courtyard.

The driver’s door opened and a man got out. He was shaved headed, big mustached, wore jeans and alligator boots, and place a big sombrero on his head.

His eyes looked like he had killed the gator his boots were made out of.

He opened the rear door and a Mexican stepped out.

Not a thug, not a Pablo Villa wanna be. A Mexican. Proud in his heels, dapper in his tailored suit, his mustache trimmed to a pencil and his eyes as sharp as daggers.

He took three steps and entered the cantina.

His eyes lit on Reggie immediately, and he smiled. He looked Reggie up and down, and smiled more. Apparently he saw nothing off kilter about a naked gringo with tits drinking beer in a small village somewhere.

He walked towards the table, his two inch heeled boots make a clicking sound on the planks.

“Sit, please, Mr. Smithson.”

“You know me?”

The dapper man turned to the old man, who was suddenly on his feet and showing much respect. He rattled off some Spanish, and the old man darted off.

Then the man turned back to Reggie, smiled, and sat down, and waved a hand towards Reggie’s chair.

Reggie sat. “You know who I am?”

“But of course, Mr. Smithson.”

“Where am I?”

“A small village some thirty miles south and east of Tijuana.”

“But what happened? How did I get here. How—“

The man smiled and held his hands up to forestall Reggie’s burbling.

The old man arrived and placed two beers on the table. They were icy cold and the man nodded to the old man.

The old man bobbed his head and retreated. Out of hearing, but not out of service.

“First, Mr. Smithson—or, may I call you Reggie?—I am the man who saved your life.”

“You saved my life.” Reggie was completely blank. He was reduced to merely affirming what was said and not understanding it.

“Yes. The, uh, wound in your side. The doctor was already starting to take your kidney out, but I stopped him.”

“You…my kidney? I don’t—“

“Patience, Reggie. I will explain all.”

Reggie was forced to have patience as the man sipped his cold beer.

Reggie sipped his.

“Such a small delight,” said the man, eyeing the condensation on his beer.

He turned to Reggie. “My name is Don Pablo Perez. I am the leader of the cartel around here.”

“Car…” Reggie’s mouth hung slightly open. His brain simply wasn’t working.

“Yes. I deal in drugs. Mainly, I transport and distribute cocaine and other drugs. We cross the border, deal with people in big cities, and…it is a fairly profitable business.” He shrugged in modesty.

“But what am I doing here?”

“When I interrupted the doctor from slicing your kidneys out—and he was going to take both of them—it was not for altruistic purposes. I need something, you see.”

Reggie finally managed to keep his mouth shut.

“Transporting drugs across the border is risky business. There is a lot of loss. We have to deal with your American border patrols, your coast guard, we lose planes, trucks are captured, it is difficult. Then I see you.”

“Me?”

“I can always afford more planes and trucks, but I see you, laying on a table with your side split open, about to lose your kidneys and your life, and I think…there must be more to a man than that. There must be some way to make a profit without taking a life. Not that I particularly care about life. It is more a matter of expedience with me. You see?”

“I…I think so.”

“So instead of taking your kidneys and making fifty thousand or so, I give you your life, and make fifty thousand. I break even, you see, except that your kidneys are gone once, but you make me fifty thousand again and again. Six times fifty thousand is $300,000. Isn’t that much better than $50,000? And twelve times fifty thousand is $600,000. Better and better. Don’t you see?”

“I see, but I don’t understand. How could I make you $50,000?”

“With the cocaine in your breasts.”

Reggie slid to the floor. Unconscious.

Pablo did not bother reviving Reggie. He spoke to the old man and was shortly devouring a most delicious burrito.

Reggie slept, then had his eyes open and was dazed, and slowly came back to reality.

Cocaine in his boobs.

He stirred.

“Would you like another beer? Reggie? Yours seems to have gotten warm.”

Reggie moved. He struggled to sit up. He sat for a while, just…thinking. His thoughts didn’t make much sense, but…it was all he had.

Finally, he gripped the rickety chair and pulled himself up on it.

The old man watched him.

Pablo sat back and smoked a cheroot and watched him.

“Cocaine in my boobs.”

Pablo looked down at Reggie’s big hangers. “Each breast weighs about ten pounds. Twenty pounds, properly cut, is worth $50,000 easily. a cool mill on the streets.”

He looked up at Reggie, smiling, the smoke from his cheroot rising upward.

“But I can’t cross the border with these…these…they know I’m a man!”

“Ah, but you are a man in transition. You have come to Mexico for your first operation. You will say you are returning for more operations. Back and forth you go, and we will get richer and richer.”

“Me? Me getting richer?”

“Of course. If I pay you nothing you get tired, tell police, mucho trouble. But if I pay you, say, $5000 for each trip…” he smiled.

“But I don’t care about the money. I don’t want to be a drug mule. I need this…this cocaine out of me!”

Pablo placed a square of paper on the table. He kept his hand over it and stared, smiling thinly, at Reggie. He removed his hand and Reggie stared.

It wasn’t a piece of paper, it was a photograph. Marsha. his wife. unlocking the door to their house, unaware that she was being photographed.

Pablo waited.

Reggie stared.

Pablo said, “Ten trips. Fifty thousand. On the last trip I will have the doctor return your chest to what it was. Or perhaps you just stay home and have your own doctor return your chest to what it was. Whatever you wish. but…fifty thousand.”

His heart sinking, his mind blasted out of coherence, Reggie understood the deal, and he knew he was making the deal without even talking.

Reggie finished his beer, Pablo did small talk with the little, old man, who glowed as if he had been blessed, then they went out to the shiny limo.

They sat in the back seat, Reggie still naked, and the driver started up. He apparently knew where they were going because Pablo didn’t give him any directions.

Reggie looked out the tinted windows at the dry countryside. He stared at cactus and people driving mule carts.

“Why did you have me wake up in that place?” he asked.

Pablo nodded. “It is a matter of perspective, Reggie. If you had woken up in a nice, sterile hospital you would not have perspective. In the village, reduced to nakedness and filth, you knew how serious the matter is.

He turned to Pablo. He tried not to glare, but his insides were boiling over. He was terrified in a way, but there was hate in him, hate tempered only by his knowledge of how helpless he was.

“Waking up with monster boobs on my chest establishes all the perspective I would ever need.”

“Yes. Perhaps I am guilty of overkill. But it all turns out the same in the end. No?”

Agree? Disagree? Reggie just grunted and looked back out the window.

For the next few minutes Pablo lectured Reggie on border crossings, how to react to the guard’s inevitable questions, and other things concerning walking across the border with twenty pounds of cocaine on your chest..

“It is likely you will be under the investigation of one of my own people, but this we cannot guarantee.”

Then the car arrived at a large hacienda.

The people may live in shabby, little villages, but Pablo Perez lived the good life.

A two story main house, that sprawled over green grounds. A barn bigger than Texas, and the fields had large, fat and sassy cattle.

Pablo smiled. He was the king here, and he knew it.

Inside the barn was a late model RV, and three women were waiting for Reggie. Pablo’s driver drove right in and stopped in front of the RV. Pablo nodded and indicated Reggie should debark, and he did.

“You will come up to the house when the senoritas’ are finished with you.”

The three Mexican women, all buxom beauties with fiery eyes and sharp grins ushered him up a short flight of metal steps and into the RV.

Reggie stood in the middle of the room and the three women eyed him. They chuckled at his nakedness, and eyed his manhood appraisingly. They spoke so fast that Reggie couldn’t follow them. But it was obvious that they were discussing his dong.

Reggie was well endowed. His penis was eight inches when hard, and being naked it was mostly hard. Had been hard since he had woken up.

But it was not a tool to be ashamed of. Quite the contrary.

But, discussion of his pecker notwithstanding, the three women pushed him into a shower. One of them disrobed and stepped in with him.

Being washed by a beautiful Latin lady was up there on Reggie’s fantasies. When she moved her hands over him, soaping him, scrubbing him, rinsing him, he almost swooned.

She just laughed and chattered to the other two women, pushing him up against the tiled wall so he wouldn’t fall.

Out of the shower they dried him off, then they sprayed Nair on his body. They spread the goo out, smushing it into his pores, and it turned into a swirly gelatinous mess on his skin.

Then they leaned against a counter and smoked a cigarette between them.

“What’s going on?” asked Reggie, but they ignored him.

For fifteen minutes he stood, a monster with curls laid down and encased in the Nair, then he started to hop from one foot to the other.

“It’s hot! It’s…it’s caliente!”

The women put out their cigarette and pushed him back into the shower. This time the one woman didn’t accompany him. She had put her clothes on and was content to let him wash his hair off by himself.

He did. He had to. Washing the stuff off stopped the burn. But it left a weird sensation. It was like his skin was refreshed and galvanized all at the same time. It was like his hairs were all standing up, even though he had no more hairs.

Out of the shower they again dried him off. They especially loved to dry his cock, and they giggled all the while.

Then they were taking turns stroking him. Laughing, drying him, rubbing and rubbing.

It was inevitable, he groaned and gave a big squirt.

The girls laughed merrily, and two of them gave paper money to the third, who crowd and snapped her fingers.

“Fuck,” whimpered Reggie. He wondered how sex could feel so good in such dire circumstances.

All this time Reggie had been holding his breasts with a forearm, or his two hands. The women had laughed and worked around his discomfiture. Now they handed him a bra, and it was the right size. He would find that all the clothes they gave him were the right size. He had been measured correctly while unconscious.

He figured out how to do the bra, his mistakes causing much merriment.

They handed him panties, which he pulled on, and then a girdle.

The girdle was small, but the women lent a hand and pushed and bullied his flesh into it.

In a wall mirror he could see how his body was made more feminine. He didn’t just have big boobs, now he he had a small waist, and his hips were flared out.

They pulled a dress over his body, and not just any dress. It was a silky, shiny brown, shimmering with low cleavage and a high hem. He felt half naked with so much flesh exposed, and for the first time in his life he wondered how women could stand to wear such small and tight and revealing garments.

Had they no shame?

Yet, looking at the three women he realized that they were wearing similar outfits, and they weren’t bothered by them.

Clothed, he was sat down in a chair and they began to apply cosmetics.

One of the woman prepared and painted his toenails. A second woman began working on his hands, preparing his nails, fixing long fingernails to them, painting them a shiny red.

The third woman worked on his face, cleansing it with little sponges, putting on primer, then other things.

Reggie didn’t understand all the brushes and potions and things, even though he had watched his wife do her make up thousands of times. All he could do was sit and feel weird sensations.

And his cock started to rise up again.

Crap, he was now dressed, and that made him feel much more self conscious than when he had been nude.

The one doing his toes finished, and she started weaving extensions into his hair. She worked quickly, matching the color perfectly, and soon he was looking like a blonde with shimmering waves of hair about his shoulders.

They pierced his ears and gave him hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror. His heart was high in his chest and felt like it was going to stop.

He was becoming beautiful.

Finally, they put a thin necklace around his neck. A little, silver cross hung between his breasts. It would draw attention, but not of the religious kind.

Then, shoving tight high heels onto his feet, they lifted him up and stood around him and nodded.

He was a woman now. He looked like a woman, with big breasts, and…he suddenly realized that men were going to be staring at him.

Couldn’t they have made him a dumpy, little bitch?

No. Because border patrol would treat dumpy, little women like peasants, but they would be turned on, in awe of, and even scared by a beautiful woman.

One of the women picked up a cell phone and chattered into it.

The other two women came closer and frowned.

They were looking at his boner bump.

They had just gotten him off an hour before, but he was recovered. His big cock was trying to stand up, pushing the panties and the dress out, emphasized by his now tiny waist.

He snorted. Not much he could do about that. Oh, he supposed they could tie it to his leg, but the tip might be visible below the hem.

Then he had a bad thought: what if they…castrated him?

He began to sweat and shiver. Considering all that had been done to him he couldn’t be blamed.

The door opened and Don Pablo entered.

Reggie just stood there and Pablo walked around him.

Pablo liked what he saw, because he said things to the three senoritas and they giggled and thanked him.

He stopped in front of Reggie and smiled. “I would not have believed it an hour ago. But here you are.”

Reggie said nothing. He tried to control the glare in his eyes, but couldn’t.

Pablo laughed. “Stay angry. It makes your eyes flash.”

One of the women said something, and Pablo nodded and spoke rapid fire back to her.

The girls all laughed, then they left.

And a doctor entered the room.

He was an old man, wizened, a bit shrunken, and he didn’t waste time. He opened up a case and extracted a syringe.

“What’s he doing?” asked Reggie, feeling the fright build.

“Innoculation.”

“But I don’t have any disease.”

“You are mistaken, Señor Reggie. You are the victim of ‘boneritus,’ a strange malady that effects only men.

Reggie backed up against a wall.

“You’re not going to…it’s my dick! You can’t—“

“Hush, señor. Your manhood will be fine. It will only be limp for a while. When we have no more use for you…at that time it will begin to grow again. But right now, we need to, uh…handle it.”

Reggie wanted to fight. He would have settled for running out screaming, but he had no choice. He sat and the doctor gave him a shot.

“You will go limp in a few minutes,” stated Don Pablo. “At that time we will sew your penis between your legs.”

“No!”

“It is of small concern. Your penis will be sutured to your perineum. Your balls will be tucked up into the canal from which they dropped. You will have a perfectly smooth mons. Only a close examination will reveal that you aren’t a woman complete.

Again, no choice.

Pablo waited around and engaged in small talk with the doctor. He was a great one for small talk, but that was the secret of how he controlled the peasants in his state.

He treated them well, he saw to their children’s education, supported them in sickness, was free with his money. As a result the peasants loved him.

He was a real Democrat.

At fifteen minutes almost on the dot the doctor took Reggie into the next room, and Reggie saw where he had gained his cocaine breasts.

It was a small operating theater, complete with shiny instruments, machines that beeped, and everything quite state of the art.

Reggie lay down on the table and the doctor moved his legs apart and began to work. He made a small cut under the head of his penis, and a small cut in his perineum. He pulled Reggie’s dick back between his legs and sewed it to the perineum. During this procedure he kept pushing on Reggie’s testicles, and Reggie felt them snuggle up into his body.

The doctor grinned and nodded. He was quite pleased with his work.

“Amazing,” said Pablo. “You are neutered. Your mons looks smooth as a real woman’s. The doctor is tightening your ball sack so it just looks a little wrinkled down there, almost like actual labia. All you need is the slit. Are you sure you don’t want to consider a full change? I would be so interested I would foot the bill myself.”

Reggie shook his head. Little tears were forming in the corner of his eyes.

Pablo handed Reggie a handkerchief. Please, no tears. It it all temporary. A few months and you will be returned to normal, and you will be quite richer.

Reggie dabbed at his eyes and tried to control himself.

The doctor nodded. “I understand it is tough, but when your bank account swells you will feel differently. Rich men are willing to go through such inconveniences to get rich. Or even to get richer.” He thought about what he was saying. “Actually, I would say that rich men are even more willing to go through such as what you are doing to get richer. Money is its own opiate, you see.”

Reggie didn’t, but he understood the concept.

In a wrinkle of resentment he blurted, “So is Michelle Obama really a man?”

Pablo just laughed and squeezed Reggie’s hand.

Reggie was unnerved, for Pablo’s squeezing of the hand was like the man was reassuring a real female.


Part Two

Crossing the border was quite anticlimactic.

Reggie got on a plane in Ensenada, flew to Los Angeles, and sauntered through customs.

He was an American, he had no luggage, and the fact that his passport said male and he wasn’t…made no difference.

These days these crazy Americans changing sexes like they were changing hats.

He was met at John Wayne airport by a limo and taken into the shopping district just to the west and south of Los Angeles. He was driven into a large garage where a doctor was waiting. The doctor put him out, which he was grateful for, and he woke up with the same sized, big, beautiful tits.

But the cocaine was gone, and apparently there was some kind of harmless solution in its place.

The limousine then took him home.

Home. Oh, my God. Marsha!

“Can I use the phone?” asked Reggie.

“Sure,” answered the limo driver.

Reggie picked up the hand set and dialed his home number.

Ring…ring…ri—

“Hello?”

“Hello, Marsha.”

“Reggie! My God! Where are you? You were supposed to be home last week!”

“I, uh…had an accident. Are you okay?”

“Of course I’m okay! Why wouldn’t I be? But where have you been.”

Then Reggie began speaking the words that he never could have imagined in his previous life.

“Uh, honey?”

“Yes?”

“I was kidnapped.”

“You were…oh, my God! Have you called the police? Did you speak to the Federales? Or whatever they call the police down there?”

“It’s a bit more complicated than that.”

“How complicated? Reggie what is going on?”

“Are you sitting down?”

“No.”

“Please sit down.”

“Okay, I’m sitting.” But she wasn’t. She was just humoring Reggie to get to the bottom of his story.

“Just listen. Don’t say anything. Okay?”

“Okay! Reggie! Tell me what is happening?”

“They were going to take out my kidneys, both of them, and sell them on the black market.”

“No!” she was almost shrieking.

“But a fellow named Pablo, he’s with the cartel, he decided I would make a good drug mule.”

“What?” Marsha was feeling faint.

“So they gave me breasts, filled them with cocaine, and made me into a woman.”

Clunk. The sound of the phone hitting the floor. Marsha didn’t make a sound, being make of softer stuff.

“Marsha? Marsha?”

No answer.

“Oh, fuck! Hurry!” Reggie blurted at the driver.

Five minutes later they were pulling up in front of Reggie’s house. It was in Glendale, a small side street nudged up against some small hills. It was, ironically, Spanish style, with arches and bars on the windows.

He popped out of the limo and ran in his high heels, making clicking noises, up the walkway. The door was unlocked and he burst through the door.

Marsha was laying on the floor next to the couch. She was coming to, rubbing her head and looking around in a dazed fashion. She saw Reggie and promptly flopped back onto the floor.

They sat at the kitchen table. Reggie was drinking bourbon and Coke. Sipping and sighing. A normalcy in a world gone mad.

Marsha was sitting across from him, her hands around a vodka and Seven up.

Reggie had often accused her of having no taste, drinking the vile vodka concoction, but right now taste wasn’t the issue. Sanity was.

“I can’t…” she started for the seventh time, then shut up and sipped.

The vodka burned her throat, but that was preferable to facing the insanity of her husband transitioned.

And transitioned against his will so he could run drugs for the cartel.

Marsha was a beautiful woman. She had a perfect hourglass body, wavy, auburn hair, and wide, brown eyes. She was a little haughty, but sometimes beautiful women are. Right then she was just staring at her husband.

“I knew you shouldn’t be taking those business trips to Tijuana.”

“They made me money,” but he was prevaricating. He finally came clean. “Besides, it was a chance to booze it up.”

“Did you…did you buy women?”

He shook his head. “I just flirted. One of them was going to give me a blow job once, but I chickened out.

“Chickened out so you could become a woman.”

Reggie said nothing to that.

“Reggie! What am I supposed to tell the neighbors? How will this look?”

Reggie shook his head sadly. “I’m more worried about how I can get out of this alive.”

“So what am I supposed to do now?”

“I need help. I don’t know about make up and—“

“You want me to help you keep being a woman?” Her voice was a bit shrill.

“I don’t have much choice! What am I supposed to do? Go to the FBI? Don Pablo showed me your picture. Do you know what that means?”

She shook her head.

“It means I have to keep being a woman or they’ll kill you!”

That stopped her for a second, but she quickly regrouped. “What about witness protection?”

“Look, I hate to say it, but I don’t trust my government.”

“Why not?”

“Have you been watching the news?”

She hadn’t. She hated the news. All that talk about election interference and some orange man taking over the country, it was scary.

“The government controls the elections, the FBI, the CIA, all those people? They go after anybody who votes for Trump! They sell the country down the tubes and pocket all the money and…I don’t trust the government to do anything right.”

Normally, Marsha would have mounted an argument. She would have pointed out that she can drive a car and vote and wear pretty dresses, but she knew that talk of how good they had it under the government would just upset Reggie.

Reggie was (choke) a conservative!

“But you can’t go around as a woman?”

Reggie finished his drink, started making another one. He stood at the counter and spoke over his shoulder. “Why not? You do it.”

Marsha blinked. Then: “But I am a woman!”

“And now I am, too. Unless you’d rather I cut my tits off and get assassinated by the cartel.”

And his meaning was clear. If he got assassinated, then she would, too.

“But…but…”

He returned to the table and sat down. He sipped his drink.

“So when are you going back?”

“A couple of days. They’ll—“

DING!

He looked at his cell phone.

“Is that them?”

Reggie picked up the phone and gave her a significant look. He opened up the text app and read, “10:00 Southwest Thurs morning. Check your bank account.”

“Then you have to…what do they mean check your bank account?”

Reggie suspicioned, but he didn’t know for sure. He pulled up the B of A app and opened his account.

There it was, the latest entry. Deposit. $5,000.

Marsha stared at him with wide eyes. “They paid you?”

He nodded.

“They just gave you five thousand dollars?”

He kept nodding.

“Just for crossing the border?”

“Yep.”

She stopped nodding. She stared. But there was something different in her gaze.

Five thousand dollars?

On Thursday at 10 in the morning Reggie stepped onto a Southwest Airlines jet and found that he had been placed in first class. He sat down  in the luxurious chair and a smiling woman asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Rum and Coke,” he answered.

“Right away, sir. Oh, no need to buckle up, yet. I’ll let you know. Just get comfortable. Computer hook up is there, the TV pops up here, and the remote is right there. I’ll be right back.”

Reggie sat and was in shock.

He was used to trailing down the aisle behind humungous women with eight brats who used up all the overheads and kicked his seat the whole flight.

A beautiful woman sat down next to him and smiled.

He returned the smile, and even though he didn’t have the use of his dick, he was feeling pretty good down there.

Lust, apparently, is more mental than physical.

Speaking of which, when Marsha had found out that he couldn’t perform she had reacted in odd fashion. She actually laughed, then slapped a hand over her mouth. “You can’t…screw?”

“Nope.”

The look on her face. A little disappointment, which turned into…a smile.

“Oh, that’s too bad.”

But she could get off, and she had demanded that he get her off constantly. Morning, noon and night, she wanted his face down there, eating and slobbering and making her cum.

And, to top it off, when she was done she just walked out of the room and went shopping.

Heck, they had five thousand dollars in their account, so why not?

“But, honey! I don’t have. job anymore!”

“Why not?”

“I’ve been absent, I’m a woman, and…I’ll be leaving town every few days. The company isn’t going to go along with that.”

“Oh, pshaw. Of course they will. Just go explain—“

“That I’m a drug dealer?”

“Oh…” she frowned mightily.

So she had spent his time at home fucking his face and shopping, and he was left with serious thoughts.

But sitting on the plane in first class didn’t feel too serious.

The plane landed at Ensenada and he stepped onto the tarmac and a limo was waiting.

He was driven to Don Pablo Perez’s hacienda where he was greeted with open arms. Literally.

Pablo, looking dapper as ever, hugged him and kissed both cheeks, then linked arms and walked him into the big house.

“The doctor will be out shortly. I assume you had no troubles.”

“No dogs, no strip searches, everything was fine.”

He couldn’t keep a trace of bitterness out of his voice, but Don Pablo ignored it. “Let me pour you a drink. Tequila, from my own blue agave. We distill it the old way, then let it sit for a few years…”

He poured Reggie a tall glass, popped a wedge of lime on it, and placed it on the big dining room table.

Reggie sipped, and the stuff was smoky and curled his toes. He wasn’t going to need a permanent after this!

Pablo poured his own beverage and sat down at the head of the table, catty corner to Reggie.

“Madre de dios,” he murmured as the potent liquor coursed through his veins, “Every time I look at you…” he shook his head. “You are more woman than a woman.”

“Uh…thanks, I guess.”

Then Pablo began talking the small talk. Like he talked with the old man, and the doctor, and the three women and every peasant and Federale. And Reggie finally saw the charm.

“How is your wife?” And he really cared, and he listened.

“Were there any problems on the flight?” And it was obvious he was taking mental notes and would smooth any problems over by the next flight.

“Is the tequila to your liking?” And it was plain that if it wasn’t then Don Pablo would empty the barrels and rip up the agave plants.

It was almost impossible to visualize the incredibly polite and caring man as a drug king pin.

Three drinks down and Reggie was starting to relax. Really relax.

“You’re not how I imagined a…a…a drug person to be.”

Pablo chuckled. “I know. The stories. Tying people to cactuses and throwing rattlesnakes at them. Cutting throats and pulling the tongue out for a necktie. Removing the skin of any who displease me.”

“Then those are just stories? You have never done that?”

Pablo leaned forward, and perhaps it was because he was feeling the tequila a bit himself, he answered honestly.

“On my climb to power…yes. Certain things did happen. Not usually as glamorous as what you describe. But those are the realities of the drug world. But a simple pistol to the head is object lesson enough. No need to be cruel.”

He sat back. “Besides, now that I am at the top, now that I have proven myself, my best protection is to look out for those around me. If the Americanos cross the border I have a thousand peasant eyes to warn me. If the Mexican government decides to hire more military, the best applicants are sons of people I have supported. To be kind and polite…it is the best business.”

Reggie couldn’t argue with that.

Then the doctor came and replaced the fluid in his breasts with a solution of cocaine.

Reggie returned home, spent a couple of days recovering from the operations on his boobs, which, truth, were very inconsequential.

Then he flew to Mexico, in style, where he was charmed by Pablo Perez, and given a couple of days to recover, and…back and forth he went.

It began to take on a sameness, which he enjoyed. He wasn’t working, except for a little light duties around the house. Vacuuming, doing the dishes, the laundry, that sort of thing.

In Mexico he was treated like royalty, feted by a very important man, and his bank account grew.

Sort of. It grew a lot less than he would have liked because Marsha had developed a penchant for shopping. And she had rich tastes.

And life went on.

He had thought he would be released from ‘mule duty’ after a few trips, but his chest was able to handle the constant surgeries easily, and he continued for months. Trip after trip.

Then the unthinkable happened.

He received a message on his cell phone. ‘Southwest, 9:45 Friday.’

He put his phone aside and went to the bedroom. He was becoming adept at putting make up on, and he wanted to experiment with a new line of products.

As soon as he left the room Marsha picked up his phone. She stared at his message, bit her lip, then typed her own message into it.

An answer came, and she smiled, deleted the message and put the phone down.

On Friday Reggie stepped onto the airplane, walked into first class and stopped. And stared. And his mouth opened.

“Hi, honey!” Marsha was sitting in the seat next to his.

“What…what are you doing here?”

The stewardess floated nearby. “Please have a seat, Mrs. Smithson. Oh, isn’t that something. We have two Mrs. Smithson’s! Do you ladies know each other?”

“Yes,” said Marsha.

“No,” responded Reggie.

The stewardess gave them a puzzled look, then asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Margarita!” grinned Marsha.

“Uh…” said Reggie.

“She’ll have a Margarita, too.”

The stewardess smiled a bit uncertainly, but quickly moved to the gallery to prepare the drinks.

Reggie sat down. “What are you doing?”

“I decided to see what all the fun was about. You don’t mind, do you, dear?”

“Yes! these are dangerous people!”

“Nonsense! They’re paying you good money.”

“Honey, I—“

The stewardess arrived with the drinks. They took the drinks and Marsha sipped. Reggie started to talk, but Marsha shushed him and started fiddling with the TV set. It was a short flight, but she could watch the second half on the return trip.

Reggie hoped there would be a return trip.

Don Pablo Perez was smitten by Marsha. He greeted her with hugs and kisses, linked his arm with hers, and began the small talk.

Reggie actually felt a little forgotten.

That night they were treated to a five star meal, real Mexican food, not the Taco Bell crap, and Pablo did nothing but compliment Marsha.

She was beautiful. She was intelligent. She was good looking. She understood things so well. How did she keep her fabulous figure so fabulous. And on and on.

Then the doctor arrived and took Reggie out to the RV in the barn. while he was gone Marsha commenced with her own small talk.

She and Pablo were alone at the big dining table, sitting at a corner and sipping Pablo’s fantastic tequila.

Marsha was feeling the heat, her cheeks were flushed, and her breasts, and her groin, and she kept fanning her face with a hand.

“So what do you think of our little operation?” asked Don Pablo.

“It shows a lot of promise.”

“Promise?” he enquired politely, arching his trimmed eyebrows.

“How many people do you have like Reggie.”

Pablo frowned. He didn’t usually talk logistics with people, especially outsiders, and Marsha, in spite of her husband, was considered an outsider.

But there was something about this beautiful woman that he liked. there was something…kindred…about her.

“I have five people.”

“Why not a hundred?”

“A hundred?” he raised his eyebrows and his forehead gained horizontal lines. “And where would I get these people?”

“I assume you would like Americans, as they can travel the borders easier than, say, peasants.”

“You are correct.”

“And I would assume, also, that you don’t have a ready supply of American friends who might be partial to being mules.”

“Again correct.”

“I have many friends. Friends who struggle for money, and who might like a little work of the kind you propose. It would take me a while, but I feel sure I could supply you with mules.”

“You could. Mmm.” He studied her. “And what would you get out of it?”

“I would be in charge on the north side of the border. I would receive compensation from each trip made by my mules.”

He didn’t miss the fact that she said ‘my’ mules.

“These mules, you are not thinking of men, like your husband.”

“Oh, Lord, no. He makes a very fine woman, but the cost of transforming a hundred men into women…it would be much simpler to…let us say ‘augment’…real women.

Don Pablo poured more tequila and leaned forward and studied this beautiful and intriguing woman.

“So you would hire mules, take care of them on your side of the border. I just arrange plane flights and…and deposit, say, 5% in your bank account.”

“Seven per cent. And you know that’s a deal.”

“And what of your husband?”

“He will continue to work, but the $5000 a trip gets deposited in my account.”

Pablo nodded. “I think we may be able to work something out. Let me ‘crunch the numbers,’ as you say, and—“

“One other thing.”

“Oh?”

Marsha setback and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties. “I don’t trust anybody I haven't fucked.”

Pablo blinked, then he grinned. “Mrs. Smithson. You are a woman after my own heart.” He stood up and held out his hand. She took it and he led her upstairs.

There, in his over-sized bedroom he showed her his thick manhood and his large testicles.

She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t just talk the talk, and she slipped out of her clothes like they were greased.

She hopped onto his large bed and waited.

Don Pablo, always the classy one, disrobed, hung up his clothes, and joined her. Then he joined to her.

She groaned and felt him invade her, and it was exciting. So exciting.

He was a drug king pin. A leader of a cartel, and he was balls deep in here and that put him under her control.

“Mrs. Smithson,” he spoke smoothly, softly, and nuzzled her breasts. “Are you going to want me to exchange your breasts for…”

“Nah. I’ll keep what’s mine. And you’ll have plenty of women to work with. Will you fuck them all?”

“Most decidedly. If they wish.”

“Speaking for women everywhere…I can say that you’re about to be ears deep in wonderful, luscious, deep, velvety American pussy.”

With that statement Pablo began spewing his seed, and Marsha held on and accepted his gift.

In the RV in the barn the doctor was putting the cocaine into Reggie’s breasts.

“You what?”

“I had Don Pablo deposit your money into my account.” Marsha watched her husband. He was outraged, but, curiously, the outrage was tempered.

Then she realized what it was.

The shot they had given him to still his dick, it had stopped his testosterone and enhanced his estrogen. He was feeling the effects, much the way any woman would. He no longer had the male ‘fight’ in him. He was growing softer, and more malleable, and that was just the way she liked him.

“But how could you do that? That’s my money!”

“Honey, let’s face it. I’m in charge, and it is good business to consolidate the family’s finances in one account. An account to be controlled by myself.”

“But…but…”

The argument went on for hours, but it was already a done deal. Marsha had the reins, and she wasn’t about to relinquish them.

She advertised in the newspapers and on social media for women who want to make a bit extra money. When she found a woman she liked she came clean and described the operation, and the fact that the woman would have to get breast implants.

The women were quite happy to get bigger tits; it appears that men aren’t the only ones who love women  to have big boobs.

She also instituted lie detector exams after every trip.

If there was any doubt at all, on the part of the mule, they were sent back across the border where they….disappeared.

And Marsha made sure she small talked with everybody.

With the women she hired, with their husbands or boyfriends, with the neighbors, even with certain members of the police department.

Within three months Marsha had her hundred mules, and she was living in a mansion in Beverly Hills. Big swimming pool. A gigantic maze of a garden. A tennis court and basketball court combined. A half a dozen luxury automobiles.

Yes, Marsha Smithson had hit the jackpot, and it was going to pay and pay and pay! And, as for Reggie…

“I need more money,” Reggie complained to Marsha. She was sitting on the upstairs balcony, sipping tequila that Don Pablo had sent her.               She gave him a cold, calculating look. “I gave you money last month.

“But I need make up! And the dresses are so expensive. And I need new lingerie. And…”

“So you would like more money, eh?”

“Yes.” He was still bitter about her taking his $5000 a trip.

“Okay, but you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“What?”

“I need somebody to help with the overseeing of the ladies.”

“The mules, you mean.”

She shrugged.

“So I’ll pay you a thousand a week. No more drug runs for you. Instead you will serve as my secretary.’

“Your secretary?” he was aghast, but didn’t show it.

“Yes. I need help with the paperwork, and the new ladies need guidance, clothes, make up, instruction on how to conduct themselves away from home.”

Reggie said nothing.

“And I would like you to live in the small room under the stairs. That will put you closer to the office, and I need the space.”

He didn’t ask what she needed the space for. He had seen her going out on the town, and returning looking the worse for wear. Mussed. And…sexually satisfied.

He wanted to say something about her affairs, but he seemed to have lost his gumption.

He was horny, hornier than ever, but…he had no way to satisfy her, not with his dick, so she was going out and getting her own satisfaction.

He quickly estimated his choices.

Leave, and get nothing, and try to find work as a beautiful woman.

He couldn’t see himself working at MacDonaolds.

Go south of the border. Don Pablo would have something for him, but probably in a dirty dive like La Cucaracha. He would be expected to waggle his tits and fend off horny banditos.

He couldn’t go to the Feds. And he didn’t want to. Just because he was now a criminal didn’t make the government less of a criminal.

Though, to be honest, Marsha had her hooks into a lot of politicians these days, and the government was not as much of a threat to him as it had once been.

Or he could work for his wife.

It would be easy work, probably just a few phone calls and some shopping. With an occasional trip to Mexico to deliver messages to Don Pablo Perez.

What to do…what to do.

The choice was easy.

“Okay. I’ll work for you.”

There was a look of victory in Marsha’s eyes. “One thing,” she interjected softly.

“Yes?”

“I don’t like to make deals with people I haven’t fucked.”

“You want to make love?” he was confused. “But my dick…it’s not due to come back for another month?”

“I didn’t say you were going to do the fucking.”

She watched him carefully.

Reggie considered her words.

In fact, he knew that this day was coming.

She had hinted at it.

Don Pablo had come right out and said it. “At some point your wife will want to fuck you…like woman.”

At first he hadn’t understood what Pablo had meant, but then he had, and he really understood now.

Marsha led him to the bed, waited while he bent over and lowered his panties.

She stared at the head of his cock, poking out from beneath his buns. It was so cute. She remembered when he had had a nice, large cock, but the times…they had changed.

She was a determined woman, and she could be cruel, but she liked small talk much more.

And she liked being kind to the people beneath her.

She lubricated Reggie, then she slipped on her strap on—she used it a. lot on the men who took her out at night—and prepared to plunge into him.

Reggie gasped and his eyes became quite wide.

And the pleasure began.


Epilogue

“Reggie!”

Reggie stood up and rounded his desk. He walked across his small office and entered Marsha’s big office.

“Yes, dear?”

“It’s time. Your flight is in two hours.”

“I’ll leave right away.”

And he did.

He stepped into Uber and went to the airport and got on a flight to Ensenada.

He didn’t go to Mexico much these days, but this was a special occasion.

He was due for his six month shot.

Did he want his weenie to get big again?

Oh, he had memories, and sometimes fantasies, but he realized that those days were long gone.

Besides, Marsha took care of him in bed quite well, thank you.

END
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Of Mice and Feminization!

Dan stole his girlfriend’s virtue!

Now somebody is stealing his!
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Author’s Note

Guys are so conniving. They’ll do anything to get into our panties.

They’ll lie, tell us they love us, spend money, try to get us drunk…that’s guys for you.

This story is about one of those guys. He comes up with a plan to take advantage of his girlfriend, who wants to wait a bit before sharing her charms with him.

And his plan works!

Bad boy!

But, don’t worry, the best laid plans of bad people often go awry.

Enjoy, and don’t say I didn’t warn you!
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STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You gotta help me,” Dan said.

“Help you do what?”

They were sitting in a Starbucks. It was a Saturday and Dan had called this meeting.

He was a young man, only thirty, a little slender, and he wore his hair long.

Tom was about the same height, five foot eight, but chubbier.

“I, uh…I need to put something in the programming.”

“What are you talking about? Programming isn’t like a cake! It’s programs, which we buy from the major distributors. Outside of shifting ads around, or trimming something to fill a spot…we don’t ‘add’ anything to the programming.”

“Yeah, but we could, and I have an idea.”

“Uh oh. A bright idea,” Tom scoffed and sat back.

“No. I’m serious. Do you know what subliminal messages are?”

“Of course I do, and if you’re thinking about—“

“Wait! Before you make a decision, hear me out!”

Tom sighed. “Go ahead. Make my day.”

Dan heaved a breath, focused on his friend, and began talking.

“According to what I’ve read, a subliminal message is a technique used in marketing and other media to influence people without their being aware of the message.”

“Yep. And it is frowned upon.”

“But what if we weren’t using it to get rich, or to sell things, or whatever?”

“So what’s the point?”

“So the point is that I’ve got a girlfriend.”

Tom smiled. “Dog! I knew there was something going on!”

“But she doesn’t want to make love.”

“Oh. Bummer.”

“All she wants to do is watch reruns of Jerry Seinfeld. Eleven o’clock at night on the local channel. We watch it together, and we start making out, and I get so damned hot and horny I can’t stand it, and when the show is over…that’s it. She closes her legs, sits up straight, and acts like she’s all over horny.”

“But you’re not.”

“Hell no! I’m ready to go! But she gets up, shows me to the door and…and…”

Tom chuckled.

“So you’ve got a massive case of blue balls. I don’t see how something like subliminal messaging will cure that. What? You want me to put in a subliminal message that makes you shoot your load? Ha! I don’t think so. I don’t think that’s even possible. If anything it would just make you hornier.”

Dan reached across the table and clutched Tom’s forearm. His eyes were fixed and glittering. “I told you I’ve been looking at subliminal messaging, and I’ve come across some of the messages they used to put in the programming, before…well, before.”

“Before the regulatory commission started frowning on the practice,” Tom spoke dryly.

“Yeah. But…look at this!”

Dan reached down to the floor where he had placed a briefcase. He opened it and took out a manila folder. He placed the folder on the table, looked around to make sure they were alone, and opened it.

Tom focused on the picture, but didn’t really see anything.

It was just a picture. Sort of irritating, but it made him want to look at it more, to figure out what was irritating.

“Tom!” Dan blurted, and he closed the folder.

Tom shook himself and looked around. Everything was…different. It was like in one second the people in the Starbucks had shifted position.

“What?” He felt irritation, and he wanted to look at the folder again.

“You’ve been staring at the picture for five minutes.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. There is something in this picture…I know what it is but you don’t…and it captures you. And it makes you feel something, to want to do something.”

“What? You’re full of shit!”

“Look at your watch.”

Tom did. It was 10:14 and 37 seconds.

Dan opened the folder.

Tom focused on it. Heysoos! What was it about this thing? He felt that irritation, and yet he couldn’t look away. Only by staring at the picture could he—

Dan closed the folder.

“What the fuck?” Tom was pissed.

“Look at your watch.”

Tom suddenly found himself holding his breath. Something had happened. Everything was different, and…he looked at his watch.

10:19 and a few seconds.

He looked up at Dan.

“What the fuck did you do?”

“Nothing. The picture did it. Can you even tell me what’s in the picture?”

“It’s a…uh…wait, let me think. It’s…” and his mind was a blank.

Dan sat back and waited.

“Holy fuck! I don’t know!”

“But it grabbed you, didn’t it. Grabbed you so hard you couldn’t think about anything else.”

Tom sat and his eyes got a far away look.

“But that’s not the good stuff.”

“Huh?”

“I’m going to show you another picture. Ready?”

“Not really. This is freaking me out.”

“Well, this will really freak you out, and then I’ll tell you what is happening so you can get over your freak. Are you ready?”

Tom took a deep breath. “Okay.”

Dan opened the folder and lifted the first picture and turned it over.

Tom wanted the original picture, even though he didn’t know what it was, but…the second picture…it was…and he felt sexual excitement course through him. He felt it in his pants, and his penis suddenly was hard as a metal rod. He had never been so hard in his life, and he was getting harder. Then he was dripping, and he just knew he was about to…about to…

Dan closed the folder.

Tom stared at his friend and reached down and pressed his groin down. “Fuck!” he whimpered. “What did you do?”

“It’s the picture. I’m going to show you a picture now…no, not the one I just showed you. Watch.”

Dan opened the folder and flipped over the first two pictures.

Tom could see a shimmery series of lines. They were like lightening bolts, very subtle, just quick hard waves, and they said, ‘You are horny.’

Tom’s mouth opened. “That was hidden in the picture? But that’s…that’s simple! And it’s stupid!”

“But it works.”

“Where did you get this?”

“I was looking into the subliminal thing and I kept coming across sources. One of the sources that was constantly mentioned was MHNSA. Mental Health National Security Agency. MH is apparently a small division. working out of the NSA, but with virtually no government oversight. It is heavily involved with subliminal messaging.”

“Wait a minute. I know you’r into conspiracies, but are you saying the government is doing it?”

“You don’t think the election was stolen?”

Tom blinked. He could see all the ramifications instantly. “But…this is to…you—“

“Hold on. I don’t know what the government is doing, or not doing, but I do know that if the government can do it then so can we.”

Tom lowered his eyebrows. “So what, exactly, do you want to do?”

“I want to put a subliminal message in Seinfeld. Every minute or so you just flash a message, like what’s in the folder…”

“And your girlfriend lays down for you.”

“Exactly!” crowed Dan.

Tom snorted. “Do you know how many people watch Seinfeld?”

“In our town, exactly 436 people.”

“Really?”

“I checked the stats. It goes up or down by five or ten, but it’s almost exactly the same number every single night.

“And you want me to put one of those squiggly messages in the program every minute, and you think that will make your girlfriend lay down for you.”

The smile on Dan’s face said it all.

“Well, let me think about it.”

A week later, Tom having thought through how he could insert a subliminal message into the Seinfeld programming, he decided to do it.

Heck. It wouldn’t harm anybody. His friend would get laid, and it was sort of funny.

TV, movies, used to be on film, but they are all on digital these days, which made it a simple matter of writing a bit of code and inserting it into a scene every minute. Writing the code was simple.

you love Dan

you will fuck Dan

That was it. So simple.He inserted the code, then called Dan and told him the good news. “Hey, buddy! You’re going to get laid tonight! Let me know how it goes, eh?”

“Oh, man! Thanks! I really appreciate this!”

“Not a prob.”

Dan worked until five, then headed for home. He pulled into his driveway fifteen minutes later, took care of some laundry, watched a bit of the TV, and kept chuckling to himself.

He was going to get lucky! Man oh man oh man!

At six fifteen he hopped into the car and headed for Jan’s house.

She lived on the other side of town, but it wasn’t big town, and he as there by six thirty. He went up the steps to her apartment and walked in.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“In here, babe. I’m fixing dinner.”

Dan headed for the kitchen, where he kissed the back of her neck, then planted himself at the dinner table.

“How’d the day go…”

“I saw the most wonderful curtains…”

“Aren’t you looking forward to Seinfeld? I understand it’s going to be the soup Nazi tonight!”

“Oh, yeah,” agreed Dan. He really agreed with Seinfeld. He wanted to watch Seinfeld. There was nothing he wanted more than to watch Seinfeld.

They ate meatloaf with mashed potatoes, chatted, and had a good time.

Dan liked Jan. A lot. He wasn’t that serious about her. But he was serious.

Jan was that serious. She felt her little chest go pit a pat when he was around. He was polite, made good money, and was a good catch. Also, thank goodness, he wasn’t too pushy when it came to the sex stuff.

After dinner he helped with the dishes, and she made a couple of drinks. She liked wine, and he liked bourbon, but that was okay. They were moderate drinkers and never got out of control.

Finally, it was eleven o’clock. Time for Seinfeld.

Dan made a bowl of popcorn, Jan arranged the pillows, and they turned on the TV.

Dan and Jan sat on the sofa, munching popcorn and watching the opening credits. They listened to the goofy bass music and settled in, and the show started.

Elaine wants some soup. Hah hah hah!

Kramer enters the apartment like he’s breaking into a swimming pool. Hah hah hah!

Jan sighed, and felt…a little warm.

Jerry tries to deliver a line without smiling. Hah hah hah.

“Is it hot in here?” asked Jan.

“No, no.” Dan looked at his watch. Two minutes. Zowie!

Elaine stands in line for her soup and George warns her. Hah hah hah!

“Yes. It’s warm. I feel so hot.”

She meant the temperature in the room.

He knew it was her body starting to cook for him.

The interaction with the soup Nazi. Hah hah hah!

Jan shook her hands, waved a hand at her face, undid a button on her blouse.

Five minutes.

Another button and another button.

Dan watched out of the corner of his eye as more and more flesh appeared.

They made out a lot, and he felt her breasts, which were nice and big and soft and everything he wanted in a breast.

But he never saw so much flesh!

More buttons, then she pulled her blouse apart.

Jerry laughing, Kramer laughing, Elaine laughing, George laughing. Hah hah hah hah!

Jan grabbed Dan’s head and pulled it right into her cleavage.

He felt his nose mash into the valley between her mountains.

“Oh! Dan!”

His nose got hung up on the material of her bra, but he was already working the fasteners in the back.

“Oh, yes!”

She clutched him, and then he had his mouth on his dream boobs.

“Oh, baby!” he muttered over big mouthfuls of soft flesh, then he sucked on her nipples.

They were beautiful. They were big and stiff and he sucked and held them in his mouth and licked.

Jan groaned, and suddenly she was tearing at his pants.

“Oh, yeah,” Dan muttered, trying to help.

Jan ripped his belt apart, undid his zipper, and his big dong suddenly stuck up into the air.

“Oh, yes!” She launched her mouth onto it. She grabbed her testicles and pulled them. She licked up and down and round and round.

Dan was in heaven. He’d been with girls before, but never one so eager as this!

They kissed, then he pushed her back, or maybe she pulled him over as she laid back, and then he was poised at the portal to her soul.

“Oh, baby!”

“Do me!

And he did.

It didn’t last long. When you’re that hot it never does. Five minutes had passed and they lay intwined. Naked. Breathing hard. His sperm dripping from her vagina.

And the soup Nazi yelled at Elaine. Hah hah hah!

“God,” Jan mumbled, her face pressed again Dan’s chest. “I don’t know what came over me.”

“It was great, baby.”

He held her and felt that great satisfaction that comes after sex. He was emptied.

But Seinfeld was still playing.

Hah hah hah.

Jan looked up from his chest, she couldn’t help herself, and she stared at the screen. She began breathing harder.

Dan was laying there, basking, relaxing, and he felt her hand go to his groin.

“Hey,” he chuckled. “I’m done.”

But Jan didn’t seem to hear him. Suddenly she had his limp penis in her mouth, and she was sucking mightily.

“Hey!”

She ignored him, gripped his balls and squeezed. He could almost hear her thinking: there’s got to be more! There’s got to be more!

“Hey, baby…”

His penis reacted. He had just cum, but with such attention he couldn’t help it. His dick started to stand up again.

He was sitting, a little sprawled, and his cock was now pointing towards the ceiling.

Jan threw a leg over him, she pressed her a boob into his mouth, she clutched his head and pulled his face into her chest.

Dan had no choice. He was getting fucked whether he wanted it or not.

Jan bounced up and down, pulling her nipples, moaning so loudly the neighbors started pounding on their ceiling, Jan’s floor.

“Hey!”

“YES! YES! YES!”

Jan came, hard.

Dan couldn’t cum, but he was erect, and he was now horny. In spite of having just cum he was back to being horny again.

“Okay,” he muttered, a little put off.

Jan sagged on him, her big breasts pressed against him.

“I…I don’t know what came over me,” she mumbled into his flesh.

“It’s okay, just, get off me.”

She pushed back, turned over and sat next to him. And somehow her hand was on his hard penis.

Seinfeld was still on, and she suddenly focused on the screen.

Dan lay there, wishing she’d take her hand off him, but she didn’t, wouldn’t when he tried to disengage her, and, suddenly, she began moving her hand up and down.

He might be horny, but he was still empty.

“Come on,” he whined.

Then she was mouthing him again, palpating his balls, and she pulled herself over onto him.

Jan grunted and rode him like a two dollar mule, and Dan groaned and wondered what the hell he had gotten himself into.

It was four in the morning before Dan managed to make his escape. Jan was ready to keep going. Something had really gotten into her, and she was the very definition of insatiability. But Dan managed to gather up his clothes and he sprinted out of her apartment. And he was afraid she was going to come running after him.

As he got into his car he heard the sliding door on her balcony open, then she was yelling down to him. “Come back, lover! We aren’t done!”

Dan put the car in gear.

Driving across town, he put an article of clothing on at every stop light, and by the time he arrived at his house he was dressed.

Exhausted, his penis was sore, but he was clothed.

He parked his car and staggered up the steps onto the porch.

“Dan! Honey!”

He jumped, but he was tired and too slow. Shiela from the studio was waiting for him,

Shiela was a buxom blonde with a kind face, and she never gave Dan the time of day.

She was the head software engineer, and she preferred to keep everything on a business level. Besides, she sort of had Dan pegged for what he was: an opportunistic horn dog.

She certainly didn’t want that kind of a relationship.

But now she was clinging to him, unbuttoning the buttons he had just buttoned. Pulling at the belt he had just put back into the loops.

“Shiela!” He tried to back away, but he had opened the front door and she just pushed him into the house. “What are you doing?”

Normally he would have loved to screw Shiela, but not now, not after what Jan had done to him. He tried to fend her off, but she kept clawing at his clothes, popping buttons and ripping stitches.

“I was on duty tonight,” she purred. “I was making sure everything was running right, and Seinfeld came on. I never pay attention to that program, I’ve seen it a million times, but now…this evening, I found I was watching it. I couldn’t keep my eyes off it. And the weird thing, I never realized how sexy that program is, and I got hotter and hotter. My tits started blushing and my pussy got wet. It got so wet I was afraid I was dripping when I walked, that I would splash when I sat down.”

She had his shirt off and was pulling on his pants. She pulled down and he pulled up, but she was winning. He was weakened from his exertions with Jan, she was like a tigress protecting her cubs.

“I don’t know why I’m telling you this, except that I kept getting hotter and hotter, and I started thinking about you. I started thinking about how much I wanted you. All I could see was your body in my mind. So strong and virile.”

She had his pants off and she ripped his underpants off. Then she was on her knees, sucking.

He couldn’t back away without damaging  himself. When he tried she dug in her teeth and held on to him.

“Hey!” he yelped.

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo.”

Then she had a grip on his testicles.

She stood up, lifted him up on his toes, and moved him, dancing backwards, across the room. She almost literally threw him on the couch and mounted him.

She was soft and velvety and…very wet. He splashed down and it felt good.

But he had just been screwed for several hours! He had cum! But…the ways of a woman are not to be denied.

She sucked on his nipples, filled his mouth with her own nipples, moved up and down on his shaft, twerked her ass like there was no tomorrow, and, amazingly, he felt it coming! An orgasm! After all that he had been through!

But Shiela was too wily for that. She noted his sudden surge of interest and she reached down and gripped him. Hard.

“Don’t you cum yet, you bastard!” she hissed in his ear, then she nipped it so hard the pain forestalled his looming orgasm even more.

Dan grabbed his ear and cried out in pain, and Shiela locked up, grabbed her boobs and arched her back. Her orgasm was truly magnificent! Even in his depleted state Dan wished he cold have joined her, but she wouldn’t let go of him.

Then she started up again.

“No!” Dan cried out. But he was caught.

Two hours later Shiela was passed out. She had had four cums, and he had actually managed to squeeze one in.

Except, while hers were world shakers, his actually hurt.

His penis was sore. His balls were sore. The orgasm had been more painful than pleasurable.

Still, at least he had had one. But he didn’t feel like he was going to ever have another orgasm in his life. At least, at the moment, he didn’t want one.

He was exhausted, beaten, his eyes surrounded by black circles, his cheeks gaunt.

And this was only one night after the subliminal message had showed.

Fortunately, it was only supposed to run for one night, then Tom was supposed to remove it. God! He needed that thing removed, and he never wanted it shown again!

Shiela was supposed to be at work, but she lay naked on the couch, sprawled with a big, happy smile on her sleeping face.

Dan let himself out of the apartment and  trotted down the stairs.

“Dan!”

Dan spun. He thought maybe Sheila had woken up and followed him. Sure, she was naked, but she had been so crazy the night before that—

“Susie?”

His next door neighbor was put a sack of garbage in the trash can at the foot of her driveway. She was wearing a ragged, white robe, her hair was up in curlers, and her feet were ensconced in flip flops.

“God! I missed you, Dan!” She started advancing on him.

He jumped into his car, and she picked up speed.

“I was watching Seinfeld last night, and all I could think of was how much I wanted to fuck you!”

He started the car, and now had a problem.

She was standing in front of the car, her hands on the hood, her big breasts flopping out of her tatty robe.

“Get out, Dan. We need to discuss this in the house. In my bed!”

He stared at her in horror.

She was ten years older than him, and had always looked at him like he was a stupid man. In fact, he thought she might be a lesbian. But now she was staring at him, coming around the corner of the car, and he let the brake off.

The car started rolling.

“No! No!” she yelled. She actually tried to keep the car from rolling by grabbing the antenna. SNAP!

Then she dug her fingers into the roll of metal that went over the door.

He rolled faster.

She screamed. “Stop! We need to do this!”

Then the car was past her and picking up speed.

He drove down the street, her chasing him, hobbling because one of his tires had rolled over her foot.

“Come back! Co-o-ommme ba-a-“ Her voice faded as he drove away.

He was shaken. Sweat poured off him. His hands were trembling on the wheel.

“What in God’s name…she had watched Seinfeld? Oh, heysoos Xristo! What other woman had seen that stupid show?

Slowly, he settled down. He had a fifteen minute drive and he began to think about his situation.

The show only showed to 500 people. Maybe more if it wasn’t the same 500 people every night. No, it was only the same 500 people. The show appealed to morons who could only sit in front of the  TV and appreciate canned laughter.

So, 500 people.

How many were women?

Probably all. He didn’t know any men that liked Seinfeld. That was definitely a chick flick series.

Okay, so how many of those women knew him?

Then he thought about how many people named Dan there might be in town!

There might be a couple of poor fellows being attacked by women just because they had his same name!

That realization started a whole new level of shaking.

He took deep breaths and focused on staying on the road, keeping his place in traffic.

Okay. Okay. No need to panic.

Just…drive…it will work out.

So how many people…women…did he know? How many of his friends would watch Seinfeld.

There might be a couple of people at the studio. So who was on duty last night?

Shiela had been. He knew that. But, uh…he ticked off names in his head and came up with two. Bill and Ted. They were the two geeks who liked working the odd hours. Two guys, they wouldn’t have watched Seinfeld. And they were guys. So he was safe.

All he had to do was make sure Tom removed the subliminal message.

He pulled into the parking lot and into the space he usually parked in.

He opened the car door and—

“Gotcha!” It was the barista at the Starbucks on the next street. She was young, skinny, with purple hair and big, silver hoop earrings.

He had been throwing a leg out, and suddenly he was pushed back over the console. It was awkward, he was in a position where he couldn’t get his muscles under him, and she was ripping at his pants.

“Oh, no!”

“I knew it was you. I serve you coffee every day. I write your name on the cup. Dan. And I knew, last night about eleven o’clock, that I loved you!”

Dan tried to push her away, but his back was bent backwards and he couldn’t even sit up.

She had his pants down now and was strangling his cock with a grip of iron.

“Harder! Damn it! Get harder!” She pumped her fist, and, God of Gods, he started to respond! He had squirted thrice! He was empty! But a dick can be a terrible thing! He started to get erect.

“Ooh! Boner!” she crooned, pumping and watching it grow.

He cried out, “You were watching Seinfeld?”

She cackled, “I love that show!”

“No!”

But she was climbing up on him, sitting on him, and her naked, skanky pussy devoured him.

She bumped up and down, and she looked down at him and crowed, “No soup for you!”

An hour later Dan staggered across the parking lot. His pants were ripped, but at least he managed to cover his groin.

Behind him, the barista was laying half in and half out of his car. Her skirt was up and her panties were gone. Apparently she hadn’t worn any panties when she had gone after him. She unconscious, sleeping the happy sleep of a woman who has suffered three glorious orgasms.

Dan thought his penis might fall off.

He pushed the glass door open and walked through the reception area.

“Dan?”

He turned around. The receptionist was on her feet, rounding her desk and coming after him.

“NO!” he screamed.

He ran for the elevator. He made it, and he heard her pounding on the door as he moved upwards.

He sagged to his knees handheld his face in his hands. Oh, God! What had he done? He had to get a hold of Tom.

The elevator door opened and he stepped out, looked around, then sprinted for his office.

He reached it without being seen and went through the doorway and slammed the door.

“Hi, Dan!”

He spun. Two women, Shirley and Brenda, were sitting on the ugly green couch against one wall. They had been waiting for him, and they stood up.

“NO!” he screamed.

He pulled the door open and ran down the hallway.

“No!”

“Come back here!”

“Dan! I love you!”

“No you don’t…I love him!”

Dan turned a corner, hit in a janitor’s closet, and listened to the two women run past his hiding place.

“I love him!”

“He’s mine!”

“I loved him since I saw Seinfeld!”

“Me, too!”

Then they were down the hallway and Dan risked cracking the door and peeking out.

They were gone. Thank God!

But now he couldn’t go to his office. They would come back and find him!

Tom! He had to get to Tom! Tom could delete the subliminal message, then the effects would fade, and…he had to get to Tom.

He ran down the hallway and up the stairs.

Tom was on the third floor. He worked in a room filled with computers. He put the programs into his computers and put them on the schedule.

Dan came out of the stairs, looked both ways and ran for Tom’s office. He pushed through the door and stood, gasping for breath. Tom wasn’t there.

But Tom was always there! He was notorious for long hours!

“Come on…come on…” wheezed Dan.

He picked up Tom’s phone and called reception.

“Hello?” The receptionist’s voice was breathy. Of course it was. She had been chasing through the building looking for him!

Dan disguised his voice, spoke in a nasal whine. “Can you page Tom Jenkins for me?”

“”Oh, sorry. Tom called in sick today.”

Dan grew faint! “Can you call his home number for me?”

“I…who is this?”

“This is Marsha, in admin.”

“We don’t have a Marsha working here. Is this Dan?”

“No. I don’t know any Dan.”

“It is! Let’s see, oh, you’re up in Tom’s office.”

Click.

“Oh, fuck!” Dan yelped. He threw the phone down and looked around. He couldn’t stay here.

He ran out of the office and down the hallway. Up the next flight of stairs, and just in time. He heard the receptionist’s voice as she pounded on Tom’s door. “Dan! I love you!” Then a howl of anguish when she realized he was no longer there.

Sobbing with frustration and fear, Dan ran down the corridor. The door at the end was open! He could hide in there!

He popped through the door and slammed the door. He put his head against the door and leaned. “Oh, God.”

Then he turned and leaned against the door.

“Dan?”

His eyes popped open.

Martha Wentworth was a kind lady. She was kind because she was, not to mince words, ugly.

She had a beak that should have been on a mynah bird. Her hair was white and scraggly and she wore it in a severe bun. Her lips were thin, and her body was flat as a board. A skinny board with hard edges.

And she owned the TV station.

She stood up behind her desk.

“Is anything wrong?”

“Uh…no…I just…”

“Are you hiding from somebody?”

“No. It’s just…”

A concerned expression on her face and she came around her desk.

“You can tell me, Dan. I’m concerned for all my workers.”

“No. I don’t…”

She reached the door and said, “Well, don’t worry. We’ll lock the door, then whoever is chasing you…”

She pressed the button and locked the door.

“Oh, thank God!” Dan sighed in relief. He was safe at last!

Then she grabbed him and began humping his leg. “I love you, Dan. I realized that while I was watching Seinfeld last night.

“No-o-o!”

But it was too late.

Marsha Wentworth, the ugliest woman in two states, was dragging him to the big conference table at one side of her office, and she was ripping off his clothes.


Part Two

“No!” screamed Dan! “You can’t! I can’t take it anymore!

Martha had him on the table and was ripping at his buckle, and she stopped.

“Any more?”

“My girl friend! My neighbors! The receptionist! They’re all trying to get me.

Martha paused. “Everybody wants you?”

“Everybody,” sobbed Dan. “They rip my clothes off and sit on me and I can’t cum anymore and it hurts but there’s nothing I can do to stop it!”

Martha stepped back and frowned.

“Everybody wants you,” she mused. “Everybody wants to make love to you.”

“They do,” Dan sat up and tried to pull the remnants of his clothes back on. “They all watched Seinfeld, they all got the subliminal message, and they just want me.”

Martha could feel her heart pounding. She wanted Dan in the worst way, but her intellect was bigger than her lust, or, at least, was able to rule over her female urges for a time.

“Subliminal messages? What are you talking about?”

Dan was caught. Tom couldn’t take the subliminal messages out of the Seinfeld show. Women were pursuing him unrelentingly, and he figured if he just came clean, maybe Martha could get the messages removed from he TV show. Sure, he’d be fired, but that was better than being savaged by every woman who had watched Seinfeld!

“I had Tom put a subliminal message in The Soup Nazi episode of Seinfeld. I thought nobody ever watched that show, but it looks like every woman in town has seen it. They chase me! They take advantage of me and there’s nothing I can do.”

Martha’s pussy was wet, but her mind was active. She took a step further back and said, “Tell me the whole thing.”

So Dan did. He was half sobbing as he admitted his complicity, and he explained that he just wanted to get into his girlfriend’s pants.

Martha listened.

When he was going over how the receptionist in the building had chased him she went to her desk and sat down. As he finished explaining what had had happened she pulled up the security feeds.

She looked at the various window on her screen.

Yep. The receptionist going from door to door, looking in rooms, searching.

And there was a strange girl! It looked like the barista from the Starbuck’s on the next block.

And there were other women roaming through the building, looking in closets, calling out Dan’s name.

One part of her mind considered the Seinfeld program. Obviously it was more popular than the numbers indicated. She was going to have to see to getting more episodes.

The other part of her mind watched the women scouring the building, searching for Dan.

Then she heard footsteps outside her office, and pounding on the door. The security feed showed that the receptionist had reached her office.

“Get under my desk,” snapped Martha.

Dan ran around the desk and dove into the knee well.

Martha went to the door and unlocked it.

Instead of being cowed by being confronted by the owner of the company, the receptionist tried to look around her, went up on tip toes, and blurted, “Is Dan here?”

Martha knew better than to mess with a woman in the throes of love. She stepped back a little so that the receptionist could glance over the room. But when the receptionist tried to get in she moved swiftly into her path and pushed back. “Isn’t it time you attended to business?”

The receptionist frowned. “But…”

“Or get fired?”

Dan wasn’t in sight. She had no idea where he was, and now her common sense began to take ahold.

“Okay,” she mumbled, and she retreated down the hallway.

Martha locked the door and went back to her desk. She sat down, trapping Dan under the desk.

“Hey!”

That was the moment Martha almost lost it. He was right there, trapped, between her knees, and she wanted him to eat her, finger her, and finally fuck her.

But she was a woman who had good self-control.

She looked down at Dan’s face.

“I should be furious over what you’ve done.”

“I know. Please. Fix the Seinfeld show and I’ll disappear. You’ll never see me again. I’ll even change my name.”

Martha considered his words, and ignored them.

“I have a better idea.”

Dan looked up, over her lap, past her skinny tits, and worried. She was a woman, after all, and if she had watched the Seinfeld episode then he was in trouble.

“First, we have to get you out of here. I’ve got an idea for that, too. Then I can get Tom down here and we can see about adjusting that subliminal message.”

Dan should have caught on right then. She didn’t say ‘delete’ the message, she said ‘adjust’ the message. But he didn’t.

“How can I get out of here.”

“First, before we do that…where are you going to go?”

“Home,” he looked puzzled.

“And women will surround your house, lay siege, burn the walls down and get to you. No. Going home is the worst thing you could do.”

“Well, but…where can I go?”

Martha sighed, “Well, I suppose you could hide out at my place. I have a rather large house in the country, and…you could hide there.”

“I could? But don’t you have maids or something?”

“Oh, I fired them.”

She made a mental note: call maids, fire them, get them out of the mansion within the hour.

“Okay. I mean, yes. Thank you. Oh, this is such a relief! So how are we going to get me out of here?”

“That’s easy. We’ll disguise you.”

“Disguise me?”

“Sure. We’ve got a make up department. I’ll get you down there at lunch, while everybody is out of the building.”

“Isn’t the make up department all girls?”

“Oh, I fired them. Got all boys now.

She made a mental note: fire all he girls in make up, get them out of the building before lunch. Hire a male make up artist.

Dan nodded, hope growing in his heart.

“But isn’t there a danger of somebody coming in and seeing me?”

“No. Everybody wants Dan the man. We’ll just make you into a woman.”

Looking down at his sweet but worried face Martha wanted to slide under the desk with him, but she managed to hold on. She had to.

“Well, what should I do until then?”

“Uh…” Get between my legs with your tongue? Screw me until I turn sideways! Make me pop until my vagina dies! “You can hide in my closet.”

So Dan went into her closet. He sat on a box amidst other boxes, under coats, in the darkness, and was sorry he had ever had a subliminal thought.

Martha sat at her desk and fired her maids, fired the make up department, and hired an all male make up staff, to start that very afternoon.

Then she called Tom at home.

“Hello, Tom.”

“Uh, hi.” (cough cough)

“I understand you’re feeling under the weather.”

“Yeah,” his voice sounded like a frog gargling gravel.

“I also understand that you placed subliminal messages in last night’s Seinfeld episode.”

Dead silence. The silence of a mine a thousand feet deep. The silence of outer space.

Then: “Uhhh…”

“”Would you like to keep your job?”

“Yes.”

“Then you have to do something this afternoon.”

Tom, on the other end of the line, was feeling really sick. He felt like shit being pounded by a golf shoe. He was squashed and penetrated and feeling like he was leaking out the sides.

But he wanted his job.

He listened to Martha, then said, “Okay.”

Then he was awake, hardly feeling ill at all. What Martha had told him to do…good Lord!

Dan sat in the closet for hours. He listened to the murmur of Martha conducting business through the door, and couldn’t distinguish what her low toned voice was saying.

He sighed.

He dozed, which he needed to do after his most difficult night.

Then the door opened.

“Dan?”

He woke up and got to his feet. “Is it time?”

“It is. Come on.”

She led him through the building to the make up department. He followed her, frightened, afraid somebody would see him. But nobody did, and he arrived in the make up department.

“Hello, darlings,” cooed the new head of the make up department. His name was Lightening, and he was as gay as gay could be.

He was wearing skin tight pants that showed everything, a skin tight leopard skin blouse, and high heels. His hair was coiffed and he had a bit of make up on.

“Hello, uh…Lightening,” even Martha was a little put off by the name and the flame of the new man.

“What can I do for you, darlings?”

“I would like this man made up as a woman. The works. Make it so nobody would ever suspect he was a man.”

“Ooh, goody!” Lightening clapped his hands and pirouetted on his two inch heels.

“Okay, uh, Charlie…” Martha had warned Dan not to use his own name until he was safely at her home in the country. “Lightening will let me know when you’re done, and I’ll drive you out to my home.”

“Miss Wentworth, thank you. I know I’ve caused trouble, but I guarantee nothing like this will never happen again!”

Martha smiled. “I know. Now you just do what Lightening tells you and this will all be over.”

She exited the department and Lightening went to work.

“Okay, darling, first let’s get rid of those terrible, curly hairs you’ve got.”

Dan looked down at his body. Through the rips in his clothing he could see his hair. He looked up. “My hair?”

“Of course, darling.”

Lightening produced a bottle of Nair. “Off with your clothe, honey.”

Dan removed his ripped clothes and Lightening tossed them into a trash can.

“Hey!”

“Don’t be scandalous, Danny Boy. I’ve got a marvelous outfit all picked out for you.”

Then Lightening proceeded to spray the Nair on to Dan’s body. The goo turned into a gelatin, and Lightening smeared it over his body. Every part.

“Hey!” protested Dan as Lightening smeared the slick goo into his groin.

“Be brave, my sweet,” murmured the make up artist.

Dan tried to be brave, but…he was sorely tried. Lightening might be gay, but he was a man! And Dan had never had a man touch his privates, massage his skin, even make sure the hairs in his ass were properly coated with Nair.

Lightening didn’t seem to mind. In fact, when Dan flinched Lightening would often chuckle, and make sure he touched the same place again.

Fifteen minutes, then Dan stepped into the shower. He rinsed his hair off and stood naked, and his skin felt like butterflies were beating their wings against him.

And his cock, of course, durned traitor, had woken up.

“Oh, how sweet,” quipped Lightening. He took Dan’s cock in his hand and Dan yelped.

“Homo,” muttered Lightening.

Lightening handed Dan lingerie.

A bra with two big breast forms. A gaff, which was a tight piece of underwear used by drag queens to keep their junk out of the way.

Once the bra and gaff were on Lightening adjust him, tugging on the straps, pushing Dan’s penis back between his legs and pulling the gaff up tight.

“UNH!” grunted Dan.

“Sissy,” derided Lightening.

Then a corset, a very tight corset, and Lightening put his weight behind the pulling of the draw strings and Dan’s waist became very waspish.

“Oh, you’re going to be darling,” murmured Lightening.

Lightening had him try on a couple of dresses, but finally settled on a culotte and a blouse with a short jacket.

“Do you want to look like a school girl?”

“What?”

“Or maybe a bitch cop?”

“I…no!”

“What? You just want to look like a girl?”

“Yes! Just a girl!”

“Okay, but that’s a real drag.” Lightening pushed Dan into a chair.

He began snipping Dan’s hair, making a bit of a pixie cut,.

Dan watched, and was aghast as his masculine face began to shift to the feminine.

Lightening worked fast. He trimmed Dan’s locks and style them so he had a bubble cut.

He applied layers of make up, professional make up applied by a professional, and Dan’s face took on different hues, his eyes began to sparkle, and his lips turned a juicy red.

Underneath the gaff Dan’s dick was giving him trouble. It kept trying to stand up, and it bent painfully.

Lightening gave him earrings, bracelets, spritzed him with perfume, and finally held out a pair of high heels and some nylons.

Dan put the nylons on himself, then slipped his feet into the pumps.

He stood, and he never felt more ridiculous in his life.

That was the moment, as he stared at himself in the mirror, that he wished he had never heard of subliminal messages.

But his dour mood was immediately crushed. The receptionist stuck her head in the door, looked directly at Dan and didn’t recognize him, and said, “Miss Wentworth would like to see you.”

Lightening cupped one of Dan’s buns as he left the room, and Dan gasped and jumped, but Lightening just laughed.

Dan walked through the building, past women who knew who had known him as Dan, but now didn’t recognize him.

They all thought he was a woman!

Of course they did.

He had been professionally made up by one of the best in Hollywood.

Dan climbed the stairs, getting used to the pumps, then sauntered down the corridor to Martha’s office.

He walked through the door and stopped.

Martha was in her chair, behind her desk, leaning back, and it looked like she was reaching down to her…

Martha jerked upright.

“Oh! I was just stretching!”

It had looked like she was rubbing her pussy, but…that couldn’t be. She was an older woman. She didn’t do such things!

“Come on, now. Let’s go to the garage.”

Martha led the way, striding imperiously through the building. They walked right past the receptionist who looked a little miffed.

Well, she should. She had searched for Dan all day, and hadn’t found him.

Into the garage and they walked to her big Lincoln.

Dan sat down in the passenger seated and Martha fired the brute up.

“Hey, isn’t that Tom’s car?”

“Must be your imagination,” said Martha, smoothly turning the wheel.

Dan looked behind, but they were out of sight now. It sure had looked like Tom’s car. Oh, well. There were a lot of cars in the world.

Martha drove through the city. She didn’t speak, and her face was set in a slight smile.

Into the country, over the rolling hills, and through a dense forest.

Her mansion was three stories, with gables and widow walks and chimneys. It had been built by a retired sea captain a hundred years before, and it was a staunch old collection of beams and bricks.

“Wow,” said Dan.

“I never get company out here, so you need not worry about being discovered.”

“No maids?”

“No. As I said, I fired them. But if you could help out with the duties I would appreciate it. It’s such a big house, after all.”

“Of course,” Dan agreed.

They circled a big drive around a big lawn and stopped in front of the house. Dan climbed out and looked up.

“I’ve got twenty rooms, and I’ve got one picked out for you.”

She led the way up the stairs to the porch. they crossed the porch and entered the big edifice.

It was amazing inside. Tall ceilings, polished wood floors, extravagant furniture, large paintings, drapes, and a monster chandelier.

Dan looked around and felt almost shrunken as the place dwarfed him.

“Come along, Dan.” Martha led the way upstairs.

Dan followed compliantly.

“This is your room.”

The room wasn’t very big, especially compared to the rest of the house. Also, it was decorated in pink. It had pink drapes, a pink bedspread, even a pink dresser!

“I’ll see to getting some more outfits for you. We can hang them in the closet over there.

“Mrs. Wentworth, his is all wonderful, and I can’t thank you enough, but…when can you get Tom to delete the subliminal so everything can get back to normal?”

“Well, that is a problem, isn’t it? Tom is very ill, apparently. It may be a while before he can adjust what he has done. But you’ll be comfortable here in the meantime.”

“What about my girlfriend?”

Martha turned to him. “Do you think she’ll really want to be your girlfriend once she finds out what you did?”

“Oh, uh…gosh.” Dan was quite saddened. Yes, he had not used good judgement, but he thought he might really love Jan.

“But don’t you worry about that right now.” She patted his cheek, stared into his eyes, then seemed to jerk herself back. “I’ll go fix us a big dinner, then we can just…sit around. Maybe watch some TV. I have to watch our stations, you know, make sure everything goes well.”

Dan lay on the bed while Martha went downstairs to the kitchen. He bounced a little bit, got a kick out of the jouncing of his fake boobs, and he just relaxed.

At last. The nightmare was over!

An hour later Martha called up to him.

“Danny? Dinner is ready.”

Grinning, totally relieved, Dan headed down the stairs. He stepped into the dining room and…stopped.

The table was set. Roast beef. Potatoes. Greens. Glasses 0of wine in front of each plate.

But that wasn’t what stopped him. What stopped him was Martha.

She was standing at the head of the table in a flimsy nightie.

It was pale pink and he could see right through it.

He could see her bony hips and her washboard ribs. He could see the saggy breasts, so thin and yet capped by two of the most rigid nipples he had ever seen.

Her hair was down, and it was grey and frizzy and thin.

And her bush. Her bush was thick and gnarly looking.

“Miss Wentworth,” he gasped.

“Have a seat, Danny boy. I just thought I’d get comfortable.”

Her face was made up, and not well. The lipstick was garish, she had pink spots in her pale cheeks. Her eyes were heavy with liner.

Danny stumbled on into the room, staring at her and trying not to. He sat down at the place next to her, and she leaned over him and forked some meat onto his plate, and a big glob of mashed potatoes. Her thin tits touched his shoulder and he tried not to jerk.

“Now eat up, Danny. You’re a growing boy. Or,” she giggled, a ghastly sound like marbles rattling in her throat, “maybe I should say a growing ‘girl.’”

She tittered, then sat down at her own place.

Danny ate, and the food was good, but…Martha leaned on an elbow and watched him.

“Aren’t you going to eat?” he asked at one point.

“Oh, no. I must keep my girlish figure.”

Danny grabbed the wine glass and sucked down the whole flute in one second.

“Would you like some more?” She topped it off and he drank again. And wished it was pure whiskey.

“Now then, I thought maybe you could help out with the yard, maybe mow the law, clean the windows, that sort of thing. And when you aren’t too busy, maybe you could polish some of the wood here. We have so-o-o much wood. Then there’s the silverware, and the dishes after we eat, and…oh, there’s so many things to do in a house like this. You don’t mind, do you?”

Dan minded a lot, but he was trapped. He couldn’t go back to town and risk being recognized, and Martha had gone out of her way to help him. He shook his head and tried not to look at her face.

Finally, the meal was over, and Danny took the dishes into the kitchen and washed them.

He was barely done when Mrs. Wentworth came in and took his hand. “Come upstairs, Danny. It’s time to check the programming, and…there’s something I’d like to share with you.”

“Uh, okay.”

Danny wished he could have stayed downstairs and washed more dishes, but there were more no more dishes. He was led up the stairs and down the hall to Martha’s room.

It was a big room, with lots of underwear and dresses. The bed was monstrous. a big poster bed with a sail for a canopy.

“Just have a seat here, Danny. I’ll turn the TV on.” She pushed him onto the bed and grabbed the remote and climbed up after him.

She made sure he was comfortable, propping him on pillows, and she aimed the remote and clicked it.

“Oh, no,” murmured Dan, as the doodle bass played the Seinfeld theme.

“Don’t you just love this show?” gushed Martha.

“Uh…”

“And, that thing I was going to tell you?”

The show was the one where the Seinfeld quartet, Jerry, Kramer, George and Elaine, got lost in a garage.

“Yes?”

He was torn between watching the show and paying attention to Martha.

“I managed to get a hold of Tom, and he adjusted the computer code that he put on the Seinfeld show.”

“He did?”

George grousing, Kramer double taking, Elaine complaining, Seinfeld with that idiot half smile on his face as he tried to act.

“Yes. I had him change the code.”

“Change it? But—“

Kramer carrying a big box, a TV or an air conditioner or something. Fumbling, tripping, carrying on.

“Yes. It seemed such. pity to waste good subliminal messaging.”

“But—“

“Watch the show, Danny.”

And Danny, oddly, though he didn’t like the Seinfeld show, found that he was staring at the TV. Not really seeing it so much as…as…

“And I’ve got a confession to make.”

“Uh…uh…yeah?”

He was caught between listening to Martha and watching the Seinfeld gang stumble around in the never ending maze of the never ending garage.

“Yes. I like little girls, but…I like them with penises.”

“You…” his head jerked back and forth, but couldn’t escape the TV. “…do?”

“Oh, yes. Are you watching the show?”

“I…yeah…I guess…”

Suddenly he was aware that his dick really hurt.

He reached through the baggy legs of his culotte and pulled at the gaff.

“Uncomfortable? Let me help you.”

She bent over him, unbuckled his belt, pulled off the culottes, then the gaff.

His eyes were focused on Seinfeld.

His dick sprang up, big and stiff, and it was sore, but…but that didn’t matter, because…because…he just realized….he had these very strong feelings inside him, struggling to get out.

The TV.

George whining. Elaine showing off her big teeth. Jerry thinking he was funny.

He loved Miss Wentworth. Funny. He must have loved her for a long time, but he just now realized it.

Martha, however, must have felt the same. She climbed over him, placed her bony knees on each side of him, and lowered her dried up cunt on his cock.

It was rough. It hadn’t been used since World War I. It was like rubbing his dick with sand paper. And she stuffed a skinny tit in his mouth.

“Suck me, lover!” she crooned in her old, ragged voice.

He sucked, and he tried to keep his head over not he side so he could watch Seinfeld, and Martha Wentworth bounced up and down on him and told him how much she love him.

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

Bo Sanders stood in line. It was dark, rain was pouring down, and he was miserable. He had a thin jacket that was waterproof, but the water still seeped down the back of his neck and chilled him.

“Wish they’d hurry up,” muttered the man in front of him.

None of the other men said anything, and the hours crept by.

There were hundreds of men in line, all hoping for a chance to be employed. All hoping for a chance to make something of their lives.

Two women walked past. They were moving briskly, chattering quietly, and the men stared at them.

They stared at the women’s long legs, their round asses, their uplifted breasts and beautiful faces.

Not a few sighs were heard.

The women continued up the block and turned into the entrance to the city.

They would sleep warm tonight, and the men would sit on the wet earth and huddle against walls and hope that it would stop raining.

Rain, however, didn’t usually listen to men’s wishes.

The night passed, an eternity of cold and sneezes and grumbles.

The sun rose, a pale thing, weak in warmth, barely adequate in light.

The line started moving.

One man at a time, they stood at the front gate and presented their forms.

Most of the men couldn’t read nor write, and they looked up hopefully at the ladies taking the forms.

“Sorry.”

“Sorry.”

“Sorry.”

Man after man was sent away, discouraged, slump shouldered, no place to go, reduced to another day of begging for scraps

Bo took a step. Waited. Took another step.

He had gotten in line early, the day before, but he was already late.

And it seemed most of the men were taller than him, and had muscles. Or, at least the stringy things that went for muscles in starved men.

Step.

Step.

Step.

the line shrunk, and by noon there were only a half dozen men in front of him.

Bo watched the ladies doing the interviewing.

As interviews ent, it wasn’t much. A man would hand a form to a woman. She would look at it, then shake her head. “Sorry.”

Bo racked his mind thinking, What do they want? What are they looking for?

But there was no answer. Only the monotonous: sorry…sorry…sorry.

One man in front of him.

Bo stared at the women. They were the key. Get past them, and…and he wished he was tall and strong, able to let these women know that he was alpha enough, that they couldn’t afford to turn him away.

But he wasn’t tall and strong. He was slender, with a soft face and delicate hands. Hands that had ever seen the hard work that women required of men.

He sighed.

“Next,” the man in front of Bo walked away with bent shoulders. Rejected.

Bo stepped forward and presented his form.

The woman looked at the form, and Bo wondered what she was looking for.

References? Experiences? What?

“Look at this,” murmured the woman to the other woman.

“Hmmm. Better get the captain to okay it.”

Okay it? Where was the ‘sorry?’

Why weren’t they shaking their heads and sending him down the cold, lonely street?

“Captain? I might have one.”

Bo blinked. They might have one? One what? Now he was scared. Had he done something wrong?

Another woman stepped out of the gate. She took Bo’s form and studied it. She had a large bosom and red lips. Her lips were pursed as she examined Bo’s application.

She looked up at him, scared him with her big, blues eyes.

“This yours?”

“Uh…” He nodded, his voice failing him.

“Where’d you learn to write in cursive?”

“I…my mother…”

“Where’s your mother now?”

He shook his head, and the woman understood. Passed on. A victim of the diseases that had ravaged America when the economy failed and the country dissolved into chaos.

“Why’d you write in cursive? Everybody else writes in block.”

“I wanted to make a good impression.” Bo spoke quietly, and tried not to fumble his words. He was getting scared.

“So curlicues and loops make for a better impression,” the woman mused.

“It’s something a woman would say,” remarked one of the gatekeepers.

The captain glanced at her, and there was reproach in her look.

“Sorry,” muttered the woman.

The captain studied Bo intently.

Bo wanted to apologize, to leave, even to run, but he was fixed like a bug under the strong woman’s stare.

“He’s the right size,” said the first woman, the one who had taken his form.

“Can you do push ups?”

“I can try.”

“Go on.”

Oh, damn, thought Bo. He was terrible at physical things.

He put his hands on the ground and extended his feet. His arms trembled and he went down, struggled, and made it back up.

And again.

Then he couldn’t do any more.

He gave a half a sob, collapsed, then awkwardly stood up.

“I…I can usually do more…”

But the three women were now talking amongst themselves.

He stood, prepared to turn and walk down the street, but the women suddenly turned back to him.

The captain handed Bo’s form to one of the other women, said to Bo, “Good luck.”

Bo thought that was his dismissal, but the woman who had first taken his form said, “Pass through.”

He stood, stunned, unable to move. Reality had shifted and he didn’t understand it.

“Come on.”

So he stepped through the doorway.

He was in the city! At last! A hope of warmth, of food, of a chance…God! A chance!

Tears began to trickle down his cheeks.

The inside of the city was brighter than the grey of the outer world.

It had colors, real colors, and Bo stared in stunned disbelief.

Buildings with paint on them, and the paint not peeling.

Yards with grass.

Planters with plants. Mostly vegetables and fruits, but…plants!

A source of actual food!

He stood for a long moment and gazed about.

There were half a dozen men standing with him. All of them were short and slender, not a muscle in the bunch, and they gawked much the same as he did.

Two women were coming down the street towards them. The city being covered by a huge, see through canopy, nobody was wearing coats or rain gear.

Raincoats and galoshes were placed near the gate for entry to the outside world, and everybody wore dresses.

And Bo realized that everybody was women. No men.

And the women were all stunningly beautiful. Long legs and high breasts, plump, red lips and waves of hair.

Beautiful people for a beautiful city.

The two women coming up the street stopped in front of the group of shabby men. They inspected the men with dour looks.

“This is what we have to work with?” muttered one of the women.

“What is the world coming to.”

“Well, might as well get busy.” She raised her voice and spoke to the men.

“Line up against that wall.”

The men shuffled to the wall indicated and stared at the women.

“You men have been selected for conversion. Anybody who doesn’t wish to be converted, to be a member of this city and community, please go back out the gate.

As if that was going to happen!

“All right. Follow us. Stay in line.”

The two women turned and walked off.

The men stumbled after the two women, and it was like watching two Snow Whites being trailed after by seven disreputable wanna be dwarfs.

Bo was at the end of the line, and he kept leaning out and watching the women, he was terrified that he would be lost, left behind.

This was his big chance, and he didn’t want to blow it.

As Bo traversed the city, staying carefully in line, the city became even more beautiful.

Outside the city people lived in tents repaired with thread hundreds of times, until they no longer looked like they had ever been one piece of material

Inside the city people lived in houses. The houses were clean, no slats missing from the fences, no garbage thrown in the yards.

Outside the city people scrounged for food, fighting for scraps at the dumps where the city tossed their refuse.

Inside the city Bo passed restaurants where people sat at tables and laughed and joked with people in clean, white smocks.

And there were children. Real children. Children that ran and played, hid behind their mother’s dresses, or just stared at him.

And they should stare at him.

His clothes were rags, his shoes had been taped together, tied together, the soles replaced a dozen times. He hadn’t had a shower since the summer rains. His hair was long and unkempt.

But, for all this despair…he was glad.

He had been accepted.

He wondered what conversion was.

They followed the left wall of the city, walked about a mile, then came to a large warehouse. It was in fine condition, nothing special about it, except that it was off by itself.

“Okay, ladies. Drop your rags in the incinerator here, then file into the building.”

The two women indicated a large, industrial strength incinerator, then entered the building through a door in the side wall.

The men who had made it this far didn’t even glance at each other. They just peeled off their filthy rags and threw them in the fire. Then they filed into the building.

Bo was, as usual, last in line. He felt strange, being naked. Naked was one thing the people on the outside didn’t like. It was cold when one was naked. One felt vulnerable.

And, in Bo’s case, he did not have much in the manhood department.

His dirty, little crotch was caked with dirt, had lots of gnarly hair, and an inch long pecker poked out.

The downside of being teeny was that he was always horny. But the length of him…who would notice?

They stood in a tiled room. One of the women was standing in a raincoat with galoshes on. “Stand against the wall!”

They did, and the woman turned on the water.

It wasn’t cold, and the men were surprised. Their eyes opened, and they turned their bodies this way and that and allowed the woman full access to their bodies, their filth, their genitalia.

The other woman moved amongst them, also clad in a raincoat and galoshes. She handed out soft loofahs. “Clean each other up. Nobody is leaving here until you’re all clean!”

Now the men stared at each other, or the floor, and were ashamed. Real men didn’t touch other men.

The woman wouldn’t put up with their foolishness, however. She physically grabbed wrists and guided them to backs, to chests, to armpits, and, finally, to groin areas.

Slowly, red-faced, the men began to clean each other.

There was soap in the water they were being sprayed with and the suds rose up in thick masses.

“Oh, fuck,” said one of the men, and he reached into another man’s groin and washed him thoroughly.

“That’s it, darling,” crooned the woman with the hose, giving them extra spritzes of the warm water.

The man being sponged had an erection.

“Go on, honey. Stroke it clean.”

Then, the ice being broken, all the men were washing each other’s groins.

Except for Bo. He was the seventh man, the odd man, and he had nobody to clean him, and nobody to clean.

For a moment he stood, alone, then he reached for his own groin.

“You! Stop that!”

Bo cringed and shrunk away.

The woman who had handed out the sponges towered over him. “You are not to touch your oneself! That way leads to masturbation. You will not touch yourself! And if you do…there are ways of dealing with that.”

One of the men fell to his knees and sobbed. “Don’t kick us out!” His head was in his hands.

The woman who had been spraying everybody, “Up on your feet, honey. Nobody is kicking you out. You’ll learn. That is your punishment.” Her voice was kindly.

The loofah woman pushed Bo towards the woman with the hose. “Spray him direct.” Get him off with the hose.”

The woman with the hose turned and aimed the nozzle directly towards Bo’s crotch.

The spray struck him, and he lowered his hands to cover his groin.

“Keep your hands up!” The sponge woman pushed one of his hands up. Now sobbing, Bo raised the other hand and presented himself for spraying.

The water was warm, but hard, but it felt good. He turned so it wouldn’t strike his balls, and his groin was quickly washed free of debris.

Suddenly the spray stopped.

“Oh, my God!” The woman dropped the hose and stared at Bo’s groin.

The other woman looked down, and she stopped. “Oh, no!”

Bo, sobbing, looked down. Everything was normal. No balls and an inch long pecker. Hard as hard could be, but…short.

Then one of the women screamed, up against the wall!” And to Bo. “No! Not you! You stay where you are.”

The other woman ran to a wall phone and picked up and started gibbering into it.

Now everybody was scared, Bo most of all. The other six men huddled against the wall. they stared about and their faces, not fully cleaned, shortly had tears trails down the cheeks.

Bo stood, shivering, huddled in on himself.

Less than a minute later a door banged open and the most beautiful woman Bo had ever seen strode in.

“Bow before the Queen!”

Everybody fell to their knees, including and especially Bo.

The Queen was amazing. She was nine feet tall, and her proportions were exact and perfect. Her measurements were 72 by 48 by 72. She was wearing a robe and that was all, and her perfect flesh was easy to see through the center of the robe.

Perfect flesh, lightly tanned, with nipples almost as big as shot glasses. Her hair flowed down, a heavy waterfall of glimmering gold.

Her eyes were super intelligent, and quickly assessed and situation, and she gazed at Bo intently.

“This is the one?”

The two women, their postures deferential, nodded.

The Queen moved forward, her body a harmony of motion, and towered over Bo.

“Stand.”

Trembling, terrified, Bo stood up.

The Queen knelt and examined his penis. Her lips were pursed and her eyes narrowed. She reached out and her big hands touched him, and he shivered in ecstasy. The Queen had touched him!

He had only heard rumors, didn’t even know that one truly existed, but now…she had touched him, and he felt a response in his genital area that was strong.

His penis stood up even straighter.

The Queen didn’t care that she was touching a half cleaned groin. She handled Bo, and suddenly Bo felt a wave of pleasure flow over him. It was like a golden surge of goodness and his knees would have given away, except that the Queen opened her hand and held him up by the groin.

“Oh…oh…oh…” groaned Bo as the pleasure coursed through his body.

The Queen raised her face and watched as Bo came.

When Bo was done she stood up and walked the other two women to a corner of the room.

They kept their voices low, but Bo could hear bits and pieces of their conversation.

“Must have been raised…hidden in plain sight…she never told her…”

And, the inevitable, “What do we do now?”

“He’s in the class now. No special treatment…still has to learn…”

Then the conversation was over. The Queen turned back to Bo, walked over to him. “My name is Silithia. We will speak again.”

Then the huge but perfect woman walked out of the room.

“Everybody! Move to the center.”

The hose was started up and everybody started cleaning each other again.

Bo was washed, very thoroughly, but there seemed to be a different attitude on the part of the two women. Now they sprayed her just as viciously, but while they made Bo wash other men’s groins, they didn’t allow anybody to wash his. And, instead, they insisted on washing his groin themselves.

They were taken out of the washing room and down a hall to a room with clothes in it.

Another woman was there, and she handed out undergarments.

The men all had to wear training bras, and the woman in charge fitted them perfectly.

Then she handed them all panties. The panties had stretchy pouches. They contained the men’s apparatuses, but weren’t unduly uncomfortable.

“Don’t scratch yourself!” yelled one of the women at one hapless fellow. “That’s masturbation! Do you want to wear a chastity device?”

The men didn’t really even understand what a chastity device was, but it sounded terrible, whatever it was.

Bra and panties on, the men were handed shifts. These were plain, dresses, no need for breasts because none of the men had any. They hung down to the knees and flesh could easily be seen through the large armholes.

The men stood and stared at themselves and each other.

Then they were given Mary Janes. Black pumps with low heels.

They all looked like ridiculous sissy men.

Bo put on his shift and noticed that the women were whispering to each other, and that glances were being cast his way.

Oh, no! What had he done?

Then the woman who passed out clothes walked over to him. she studied him intently, then gave a nod. “Well, don’t worry. We’ll take care of you.”

After being dressed they were taken to a dining room and given food.

The food, waffles and an egg, was ambrosia. They even had a dollop of syrup poured onto their waffles.

The men ate greedily, ignoring utensils, shoving the fare into their maws, and glaring about as if to warn predators away. A very real thing considering that was how they ate on the outside.

When they were done licking their plates, and every one of them did it, they had to clean their dishes, and even the utensils they hadn’t used.

This was a novel undertaking. None of them had ever used plates, except for greasy boxes they sometimes found containing a half gnawed chicken wing or a splash of cole slaw, so they didn’t know how to clean plates.

Or, for that matter, anything.

A woman walked along the line of them, raising her voice sometimes, reaching over and showing them sometime, and eventually the dishes were clean.

Down a long hall they went, and turned into a dispensary.

The walls were white, the floor was tile, the ceiling was big, soft squares with tiny holes in them.

There was a big chair for patients to sit on, and a space on the wall for the men to stand and wait.

“Okay,” a large woman in a white gown strode into the room. She was pulling on thin latex gloves and had an arrangement of tubes around her neck with a suction device on one end, and two pods on the other ends. “You, up on the table.”

The first man in line got up on the table. His legs were strapped to extensions, and the extensions spread out. His package was totally on display.

The nurse, like the other women, was beautiful. But she was also stern.

She thumped on chests, put the pods in her ears and the suction device to the men’s flesh, and…listened.

She looked in eyes and ears and up the nose and even in the mouth.

She entered her findings on a small piece of metal with a glass plate on the front.

“Okay. 10 CCs of depo.”

“Needs teeth replacement.”

“Severe malnutrition. Nothing but food. Shots in a week.”

And on and on.

Most of the stuff she said the men, being rather ignorant and never having had any schooling, didn’t understand.

Some of it they did.

But everything was happening so fast all they could do was gulp and suffer hands feeling their groins, and even being inserted up their rear ends!

Then it was Bo’s turn, and the whole thing shifted around.

“This is the one, eh?”

“Yes,” answered the loofah woman.

“Huh. I wonder how he survived.”

“By hiding, it appears. Somebody prepared him well.”

Bo was totally mystified. What were they talking about?

And the doctor examining him changed her method of examination slightly.

Yes. Listening to the chest, the back, with that strange thing she referred to as a stethoscope.

Yes, looking into her eyes and ears and such.

But she spent a long time examining his chest.

Bo was scared that there was something wrong with his chest, but the doctor just looked, prodded, palpated, and grunted, and made notes.

The exam of his groin was more…circumspect.

She was gentle, examined her penis closely.

“Huh! Somebody administered a cocktail to block development. Expertly done, too.”

Then the doctor turned to the loofah woman. “This was done by somebody who knew what they were doing.”

The loofah woman said nothing, just eyed the doctor and kept her mouth shut.

“Hunh. Well,” the doctor muttered. “Okay.”

Then the examination was done.

The doctor walked out and another woman walked in. This one was wearing a smock, but over a nice dress. She was pushing a large box on wheels.

“I thought we were off duty till Monday.”

Bo wondered what a Monday was.

“Powers that be,” answered the girl who had hosed them.

“Huh.”

The newcomer opened the box and folded down a side. There was a things that looked like a gun. Or maybe…Bo had seen what somebody called a power drill once, and it looked like that.

And he felt a nervousness assailing him.

He didn’t even know what this gun thing did, but he was suddenly scared.

“No,” he whispered.

The man next to him him heard, and glanced at him, but said nothing.

“Okay, number one, up on the table.”

The man sat on the table and the new doctor.

The doctor looked at one of the metal and glass pads that the other doctor had been tapping on and making notes. She made some adjustments in the handle of the gun, then placed it against the man’s arm.

ZZZT!

“Ow!”

“Big baby.” The doctor wiped his arm with a sponge and told him to go stand against the wall. “Next.”

“The next man sat, but said, “You win’t gonna stick that…that…”

“Yes, I am. And you will shut up and take it. Big baby.”

ZZZT!

That man wasn’t surprised, and he grimaced, but didn’t say anything.

“Next.”

At the end of the line Bo was starting to shake. It was subtle, and one of the women glanced at him but didn’t pick up on his fear. “No!”

The man next to him looked at him, but nobody else heard him.

“Next!”

“Next!”

Then it was Bo’s turn.

“Next.”

Bo slid down the wall, tears sliding out of his eyes. “NO!”

Everybody stared at him.

The doctor cocked her head, then looked at the loofah woman.

Loofah woman shrugged, and went to help Bo up.

Bo, however, was having none of it. Terror leaped through his heart, he pushed at hands, and he began to scream weird things.

“Not again! No more! I can’t!”

Everybody was frozen, then the loofah woman sat down next to him. She placed her arms around him. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

“No more,” whimpered Bo.

“Don’t worry. You don’t have to.”

Bo huddled against the loofah woman. He cried, and slowly the tears slowed down.

Finally, he opened his eyes.

The doctor was there, the loofah woman, and himself.

The other woman, the hose woman, and the men, were all gone.

Now Bo was distraught. He knew he was going to be kicked out of the city, but he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know why he had been crying, just that a soul shattering terror had come over him at the sight of the men getting their shots.

Silithia walked into the room.

Immediately the atmosphere changed.

No more uncertainty. No more frowns. Just…peace.

Silithia leaned down and helped Bo up. She held Bo against her body, his face barely came up to her boobs, and it was like being cuddled by a fluffy elephant.

“I understand you don’t want your shots.”

Bo understood what shots were now. He shook his head.

“Even for me?”

Bo still shook his head, and even more violently. the idea that this perfect creature could make him do something like that…it was more than frightening. it was the end of the world.

Silithia turned to the doctor. “Administer orally.”

“It will take longer.”

“But we must be gentle in this case. Mind you, you can be rough in other realms of training, but for this…no.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Silithia held Bo apart from herself and smiled at him, and Bo felt that wondrous presence seeping into his soul.

“You will take pills. No shots. Okay?”

Bo nodded gratefully.

“Now try not to be a bother,” and Silithia kissed her forehead.

An explosion of light emanated from that spot on his forehead and swept through him. He wasn’t cumming, but it was almost as good.

Then Silithia was gone, and the room seemed darker for her departure.

Bo was given a dozen pills. Little ones, big ones, colored ones, gel and capsule and so on. She drank them down with something called apple juice, and the apple juice exploded in her mouth. She had never tasted anything so delicious in her life.

Then she was walked out of the room and down the hall to a classroom.

There were a dozen chairs, and each chair had a surface to write on on it.

The other six men stared at him, but said nothing.

The hose woman was at the head of the class. She had a little stick in her hand and was drawing things on a shiny, white board.

“Good morning. Bo is it?”

Bo nodded and the loofah woman placed him in a seat.

“You are forgiven your tardiness, and my name is Samantha. You may call me Sam. And the lady who accompanied you is Crystal. You may call her Chris.

“Now, attend, class. The structure of the city goes like this. At the bottom are the serving men. Some of you may end up as serving men, so I suggest all of you cultivate manners and politeness in dealing with them.

“Next is the faux women. Most of you will end up as a faux woman. You will be in conversion until…Todd. I see the confused look on your face. What is it?”

The man named Todd spoke in a whisper. He was obviously frightened at speaking in front of everybody. “What is conversion?”

“Conversion is when a man changes into a woman.”

“We’re…we’re going to change into women?”

“Of course. Except for the serving men everybody is changing into a woman, and if you are a woman then you are still in conversion.”

“To what?” blurted a fellow whose name was Randy.

“To a more superior woman. Womanus Maximus is the official term.”

She waited for more questions, but there were none, so she continued. “Men who refuse to convert may  leave the city, or serve us. Men who convert will undergo changes in their body until they become real women. This may take a long time, it depends on certain factors which we will discuss in depth later on.

“Then there are the born women. They are in conversion to become Womanus Maximus.”

“I don’t understand,” said Randy.

“What don’t you understand?”

“Men become women, women become…something else. What is this Woman Maximus thing?

“Womanus Maximus is the term coined for women who have unlocked their true potential. This often includes increased body growth, superior health, and all sorts of abilities. In the past any such woman who even attempted to unlock their true abilities were called witches and even put to death. This was the attempt of short-sighted men to keep woman in their place, to retain their grip on power, to rule the world. Men, you see, are responsible for death and disease for the hundreds of thousands of years of human history, and that’s just on this planet.”

Nobody understood.

Oh, the words were plain enough, but the concepts, the hints of history, it was confusing.

There was a high chair to one side of the little stage on which Sam stood. She went to the high chair and pulled it to the front of the dais. She sat on it, folded her sexy legs at the knee and placed her hands around her top knee.

“Well. I see we’re down to it. Any questions?”

There were none. The men were being told they would turn into women, or be kicked out of the city, or made into slaves.

Like so many men before them, they were stunned, and fear infested their fragile hearts.

Sam smiled. “Cat got your tongue, eh? Well, I realize that what I have told you is fantastic. It is like being born into Jane and the Beanstalk and learning that it’s true, that it really did happen.

“The mind starts to shiver, belief systems are destroyed, and you want to curl up and die. Such bad choices you have made. You were born a man, and man is responsible for the endless wars and diseases, the poverty and the suppression of thousands of years of human history. And now you feel that you are going to be made into something soft and cuddly, or thrown out on the streets to starve, or just to be a slave.”

Everybody was quiet.

Two more women had entered the room at the rear, and they looked bigger and beefier, and yet were still sexy. They were holding two foot lengths of sticks that many of the men recognized as shock sticks.

“Well, I could talk till I’m blue in the face, but it is better if I just offer you proof.”

At that moment the door to the side of the dais opened and a woman bent over slightly to get through the door. She was a large woman, near nine feet tall, and Bo gasped.

It was Silithia.

“I would like to introduce Silithia, Womanus Maximus. In fact, Silithia came up with the procedures that unlocked womankind’s potentials. She released the witch in all of us.”

The men felt it then. They felt the warmth and comfort that exuded from the giant woman. It was like they were being immersed in a giant vat of kindness and compassion.

Silithia smiled, and doubt left their hearts.

“Thank you, Sam. And welcome to you, class of 5,096. I truly hope you will avail yourselves of our hospitality. I…we…look forward to you attaining womanhood. Or, in the event that you decide not to…we thank you for your service.”

Then Silithia turned and left the room.

Every man in the room was changed.

Every man had a giant boner, of course. But they now understood something of the infinite capacity of women.

Before Silithia started welcoming arriving classes many men would ask to leave the city.

Once having met her, however, no man ever left the city.

That is the effect of Womanus Maximus.


Part Two

“How come they didn’t give you a shot?”

Bo was laying in his bed, a comfortable piece of furniture with a soft mattress, a soft pillow, and a pink spread.

The lights were out and the men were laying in their beds. All of them were thinking about their situation, and all of them were listening.

“I don’t know. They just…I was…”

“You were scared. That is pretty obvious. But they treat you differently.”

“Sometimes,” Bo admitted.

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you a spy? Sent in here to watch us?” That was Randy, two beds down.

“No! I came here with you guys.”

“There’s lots of guys out there that I don’t know,” muttered someone in the darkness.

“Yeah, maybe you better fess up.”

But there was nothing to fess to. Bo had heard about the city, he had come and hoped to get work, or maybe a hand out, or just a better place for begging and scrounging. He had had no clue that he was going to be enlisted for…for conversion!

The men kept asking questions, but Bo stopped answering. He just said. “I don’t know…I don’t know. I want to go to sleep.”

The men left him alone, though there was some ill feeling, and he lay in the quiet.

He could hear the hum of the city in the distance. Women, and Womanus Maximus, and even serving men.

What would he be?

He had chosen to come to the city, but…what would he end up choosing now?

One thing for sure was that he didn't want to be a serving man.

But that meant he had to become a woman. And that scared him. It scared him worse than having to get shots had scared him.

Finally, he slept.

“The greatest lesson is politeness.” Chris smiled at the seven men. “If somebody says something you don’t like…be polite.”

“What if somebody hits you?”

“You will be learning self defense later on, but if you are polite you will never have to use that self defense.”

That was a hard pill to swallow, and the men would spend much time thinking about that point, and even debating it amongst themselves.

“Okay, we’ve covered basic manners. Tomorrow we will discuss relationships and behaviors between serving men, woman, and Womanus Maximus. Lunch now. Follow the yellow line down the hall.”

Lunch was tuna and peas and a fruit bowl. It wasn’t a lot of food, but it was nourishing, and later classes would reveal that it was precisely the right elements for a healthy woman.

Of course, when men were converting it was never enough, or so they thought. But men are renowned for being gluttons.

After lunch they were directed to a beauty salon in the warehouse. There they all learned about nails, how to care for them, how to enhance them cosmetically.

The men were having a rough time. They all had ugly, misshapen nails, and it was going to take several treatments, a whole change of lifestyle, before their nails would look good.

No more diving in dumpsters. No more rubbing wood sticks to make a fire. No more picking the meat off a rat’s carcass with their fingernails.

They were ladies now, and expected to act like it.

So they worked on their own nails, shaped them and sanded them and pushed the cuticles back and tried to make them into something pretty. Then they went through the torture of bending over and painting their toe nails—none of them was in the slightest flexible, and soon they were all groaning as they stayed bent over and tried to use the tiny, little brushes to paint their nails.

Except for Bo. Bo was the shortest of the men, and the most slender, and he didn’t seem to have much trouble bending over and holding the position.

He bent, contorted, and gently slicked the paint onto his nails.

And he was good at it. He did the minimum number of strokes, cuticles to tip, and his nails came out looking wonderful.

A couple of the men nudged one another and watched Bo hum as he painted his toes. Their faces showed their displeasure. He was getting special treatment, and now he seemed to know some special trick of flexibility.

When he was done with his toes Sam came by and congratulated him. “Wonderful. You’ll make a fine woman.”

Which caused even more resentment amongst the men.

A short break, while the men stayed to themselves and groused, then they started putting long fakes on their fingernails.

One would assume fake fingernails would be easy, but then one would be wrong.

First, the fingernails had to be perfectly prepared. Second, one had to shape the fingernails to exactly the right width. Third, it is hard to paint long nails when one is wearing long nails.

Long nails require different ways of moving, and this creates a certain amount of clumsiness.

Again, Bo showed a bit of talent. He shaped the nails, glued them on, and painted them quickly, and his work was most excellent. So excellent that he again was complimented by Sam.

“See if you can help some of the others, dear,” said Sam.

Bo went to the nearest man and said, “Can I help you?”

It was Randy, and he grunted. “I’ve got it.”

It was a harsh rebuttal, but the next man, Todd, was okay with getting help.

Quickly, Bo showed him little tricks he had figured out, and shortly Todd’s nails were as pretty as Bo’s.

“Wow!” Todd exclaimed, holding his hands up and looking at them.

The pretty nails had gone a long way towards changing the appearance of his ugly hands, and he marveled, then thanks Bo.

“Oh, that’s okay,” said Bo. He was actually a bit embarrassed to be thanked. In the outside world it was usually people pushing him aside, ‘Get out of the way, shrimp!’

But now somebody had said a nice thing to him. And the women in charge were even nice to him.

But could he change into a woman?

That night the room seemed divided. On one side was Bo and three of the men who had accepted his help. On the other side was Randy and two others.

Randy and his group didn’t say anything. They were aloof, stand offish, and Bo and his group got the feeling that Randy and his people didn’t like them.

“Don’t worry about them,” said one of Bo’s boys. “They’re just sour grapes.”

But it was more than sour grapes.

The next morning Bo slipped his feet into his Mary Janes…then pulled them out.

His foot was wet, and he looked at the shoe. It was wet. And it stunk.

Somebody had pissed in his shoes.

Bo wanted to cry, but all he could do was look down the room to where Randy and his fellows were snickering and not looking at him.

But it was obvious that Randy, or one of his boys, had pissed in his shoes.

Bo sighed. He washed his shoes out in the bathroom, dried them as best he could, then put them on. When he walked out of the bathroom, to the sniggering faces of Randy and company, he resolved to remember that most important datum.

The Greatest Lesson is Politeness!

They spent the morning learning about how to address serving men, faux women, women, and Womanus Maximus.

It was easy, even common sense. But, as the saying goes, common sense is most uncommon.

Still, they memorized their lessons, and they practiced on each other, and always under the critical eyes of Sam and Chris.

That afternoon they began learning about make up.

Again, Bo seemed to intuitively understand such things, and he was done early and looked downright pretty. And again he helped his classmates. Those who would accept help.

Randy and one other sneered at him.

Todd and three of the men were glad for his help.

When the dust had settled Todd and his mates looked pretty good. They were still manly under the paint, but the paint was applied expertly, and hints of femininity could be seen.

Randy and his friend, however, looked like a kindergartner had scribbled on their faces with crayons.

“You really should avail yourselves of Bo’s help.” Chris observed. “She has a talent, and all women should stick together.”

That was rule two, if such things could be codified.

Rule one: always be polite.

Rule two: all women should help each other.

But Randy didn’t feel like following the rules.

Days passed, and weeks, and the men began to change, and in the most unexpected ways.

Skin became softer, and at first the men thought that was because of the cosmetics. They only grudgingly admitted that the shots they had been given were changing them.

Their hips swelled, became round, and late nights they began having twerking contests. Even though their butts were just starting to expand, it was fun.

Their chests started to develop. Little buds became little golf balls, and the mounds started to fill out in the most delightful manner.

Except for Randy. Randy wasn’t changing. His hips were slim, and he grunted and turned away, lay on his bed facing away when the men had their little impromptu twerking contests.

He had the nails, and the lipstick, but something just wasn’t happening to him. And, if anything, he grew grumpier.

Most startling, but unnoticed, was the way the men’s faces were changing.

They looked at each other every day, so they didn’t notice like they should have, but the fat was being redistributed on their faces. Their cheek bones went high, their chins grew narrower, and their lips plumped up.

The lipstick they used had a built in plumping agent, but, still, they should have noticed, and attributed their changes to something other than cosmetics.

On the seventh week they were given real dresses. Tight, that showed off their burgeoning forms, and their growing breasts. They had to wear bras for support now, not just training.

And, glory of glories…they were given high heels.

That day they walked around like they were Queen of the May, and that night Todd crawled into bed with Bo.

A few of the men had joined with others in their beds. It is a natural thing to explore sexuality, especially when it is in bloom such as the converting men’s was, and they slept cuddled together, arms around each other.

And they felt each other’s bodies. Their breasts, their changing groins.

Their changing groins!

Todd slithered under the covers with Bo and snuggled up against him.

Bo was surprised, but…he expected something like this to happen.

Oddly, Sam and Chris didn’t seem to mind, and they did catch some of the men sleeping together.

But, of course, they weren’t really all men now.

They had breasts, and their cocks were shrinking and their balls were shriveling.

Todd whispered, “Do you mind?”

Bo shook his head, then was startled as Todd reached down to his groin.

He felt Todd’s hands cupping his mons, feeling his little penis—he had the smallest penis by far—and then kissing him.

He felt Todd’s dick, it was severely shrunken. His balls were like little raisins.

Todd slid down under the covers and began kissing Bo.

“Man, you’re small,” whispered Todd.

Once, that would have been an insult, and was why, Bo believed, he had always kept his penis hidden. Now, the men in the midst of conversion, and loving it, it was a compliment.

Todd began sucking on Bo’s little penis, and Bo felt so wonderful.

And when Todd was done and Bo had exploded, Bo was expected to go down his friend.

So he did.

Todd’s weenie was only a couple of inches long now, and it fit inside Bo’s mouth easily. And it tasted so good when he came.

Of course, he didn’t cum much, but…it tasted so good.

Then they lay in each others arms and whispered.

“You’re strange down there.”

“Oh.”

“Did you know you have a hole under your penis?”

“I do?”

“Oh, yeah. You never noticed?”

Bo hadn’t, but over the following days, when he was alone in the bathroom, he began exploring his own body.

When he had been living on the outside he never explored his own body. He had been told to keep his body covered, to never show it to anybody. He didn’t quite remember who had told him this, but…it was what he did.

Time passed, and small chests became large. The men were all at D cups now, and some of them were still growing.

If breasts are the mark of a woman, all these men, except Randy, were converting well.

Bo was the largest, but other things were happening with him.

He was growing taller.

All of the men had put on a couple of inches, gained some weight, and this was normal for men from the outside. Given proper nutrition, sleep, and care, they blossomed.

Some of the men were almost as tall as Chris, or Sam, and this included Bo.

They might have grown four inches, but he had grown eight inches, and this hid the true growth of his breasts.

It looked like his breasts were just appropriate for his size, but he was still growing.

Randy was growing, too.

He was taller, and heavier, and he even had a beard.

Most amazing, though, was the fact that his cock was getting bigger!

Everybody else was shrinking, becoming woman-like.

His was turning into a horse cock.

Still, in spite of way he was growing, Sam and Chris treated him like a woman.

But he wasn’t going to be a woman! That was obvious!

One day Bo was walking into the bathroom. Randy had been waiting for him, and he tripped Bo, then placed his foot on Bo’s ass. “You fucking wannabe cunt!” hissed Randy. “Think you’re better than everybody! Well, I’ll show you who’s better.”

Bo tried to scream, but Randy leaned down and wrapped a handkerchief around her head and stifled her mouth.

Then he tied her hands behind her back.

Bo tried to kick, but Randy just laughed. He lifted his dress and dropped his panties and Bo’s eyes widened.

Randy’s dick had doubled in size! And it was hard! And it dripped!

“Okay, bitch, time to find out what it’s all about!”

He flipped her over and pushed her legs apart.

Bo had a tight hole. It was so small, and it was right under his penis.

Randy knelt and pushed forward.

His cock was too big, and Bo screamed into the gag.

Randy just laughed, then he gave a mighty push.

Bo felt the pain, the big anaconda slithered into him, then…then…he felt something else.

Not pain.

Pleasure, like Silithia had once shown him.

A golden, glowing expansion in his gut, in his pussy, and…and he realized…I have a pussy!

On top of him, rutting, Randy slowed down, then stared down in shock.

The golden glow coming from Bo’s pussy was gripping his cock, hurting it, wringing it out, and he felt changes happening.

He stopped moving. The golden glow seeped into his penis, then ran back to his balls.

His balls, already big, felt like they were getting bigger.

“Wait!” he yelled.

Men in the dormitory sat up in their beds and looked towards the bathroom.

Bo spat the gag out of his mouth, the shoelaces Randy had used to tie Bo with must have been rotten, because they suddenly came apart.

Randy tried to back away, but suddenly Bo was holding him, not letting him loose.

“No! I’m sorry!”

But Bo’s pussy was working now. It had been sleeping for a long time, but now it was awake, and it was shooting golden light into Randy’s dick.

Randy felt the golden awareness taking over him, squashing his male meanness, taking the spite out of him, changing him.

Not forever, for he was the sort that would always revert to meanness, but for now, he submitted to the superiority of the woman.

Now he gave up as Bo’s pussy began to ripple and caress and draw the meanness out of him.

And Bo began to hump, and hump, and when he finally burst into orgasm it was like a nova, and the women in the city, all across the city, woke up. They felt his massive awareness come into its own.

It was Womanus Maximus, and she had awoken.

They were in the dormitory. The men, almost completely women now, were sitting on the beds which had been pushed against a wall.

Sam and Chris were present, standing to either side of the broken and sobbing Randy.

Bo stood to one side. A million things were going through her mind.

And Silithia walked in.

She was in her robe, her flesh easily seen through he gap in the robe, and she had a whip coiled over one shoulder.

The men in conversion gasped and basked in the light of the Womanus Maximus, the first Womanus Maximus and forever to be treasured. She who had saved them all.

She walked to Bo, smiled, and kissed her on the lips. “Welcome, sister.”

Bo smiled up at the first Womanus Maximus. “Thank you, sister.”

Then Silithia turned to the class of 5,096.

She smiled, and the men/women sitting felt the glory of truth unveiled.

“What we have not told you is that there are serving men, faux women, women, and Womanus Maximus. And there is a fifth member of our species.”

Silithia looked at Randy, who sat and sobbed and was afraid to look at her.

“This is a man. He is for breeding.”

She turned to the assembled girls in training. “Unfortunately, he has not been housebroken, yet.

“Serving men respond to kindness, a Breeder responds only to power, to force. He must be shaped by the whip; that is the only way he will follow orders and become a benefit to our society.”

Silithia turned and uncoiled the whip. She motioned with her chin, and Chris and Sam pulled Randy upright. They placed him against a wall and stood back.

“Randy!” And now Silithia’s voice was like thunder and her eyes flashed her anger.

“I’m sorry!” he whimpered.

“NO!” Silithia screamed at him. “You’re not! And your punishment won’t commence until you admit it!”

Randy turned and glared at her.

“Face the wall or you’ll get it across the face!”

Randy showed his true colors. He showed that he was a Breeder, and extremely atavistic. “Fuck you!”

“You’re not sorry!”

“No!”

Silithia snapped the whip.

Randy tried to catch it, but that whip, powered by Silithia’s gargantuan frame, was moving.

It cut his chest. Then it cut again. And these were no sissy blows!

Randy turned to the wall then. Not because he was scared, but because it was the only way to survive the fury of a Womanus Maximus.

Silithia let loose. the whip cracked and cut the flesh, and it was as brutal as anything anybody had ever seen.

Yet Randy didn’t cry out.

Randy was that special breed of man. While Silithia had reached the heights of the evolutionary scale, Randy was on the bottom.

He appreciated only force. He learned only by being beaten, and that severely.

In fact, he lived for his punishment. And only if the punishment was severe enough did he learn.

A few flicks of the lash and he would not learn. He would rape and steal and plunder and kill, and the world would die the endless death of war and famine and disease.

But the punishment Silithia was administering would be enough.

She would cut him severely enough that he would learn, and he would be well behaved.

He would be a beast at heart, and he would have amazing sexual stamina, and that could be used to control him, and to propagate the species.

But it was the beating that he craved, that he needed.

At last, it was done.

Randy was not cowed, but he was crumpled up, and smiling. He had gotten what he deserved, what he desired, and he was happy.

Silithia turned to the men sitting on the beds.

The men were in shock.

After taking lessons on being polite, and learning to be kind and compassionate, they were stunned by what they had just witnessed.

“There is a time to love, to be polite and kind. But for some, for the Alpha Men who roam unchecked through our society, causing the mayhem and misery of past civilizations, there is a different kind of love. Good night.”

Silithia walked out.

Randy was carried out. He was beaten and bruised, but he smiled at them from the s stretcher, and he even apologized, and seemed sincere, to Bo.

“Congratulations to you, ladies. You have been a most interesting class.”

Sam spoke dryly and the men of class 5096, now converted to women, tittered.

“Jimmy, Merlin, Seth, James. You are full fledged women. You will be given employment and further training. Your journey has just begun.

“Randy, as you know, is undergoing training as a Breeder. You need not fear him when you see him again. He will be well trained. Some of you may even wish to take advantage of his cock.” She smiled.

“Todd, you may apply for Womanus Maximus training. I can’t tell you how rare it is for a faux woman to be allowed admission to the program upon their conversion.”

“What about Bo?” asked Todd.

“Yes? How’s Bo?”

The new women crowded around and looked to Sam.

Sam motioned them back, then told them to sit on the edges of the beds.

“I suppose, having been present at her awakening, you should know the full story. In fact, I talked to Bo just last night and she told me I might use her story to encourage those who follow.”

The new women waited breathlessly for the tale to commence.

“Bo was born on the inside. We know that, and we even think we know who her mother was. This was back in the early days of our movement, even before the city. The woman who birthed Bo was not content, and she gave birth and then took Bo and left the city. Before she left she gave Bo drugs to stop her hormones. She committed a surgery on Bo, which further hid evidence that she was, in fact, a female.

“Bo lived outside the city, and deal with her condition as best she could. Being Womanus Maximus at heart, she dealt with the situation admirably.

“Of course, we all know the circumstances of life outside of our community.

“She was abused, but managed to hide her womanhood which, if discovered, would have led to more abuse.

“Eventually, repressing memories of the hormones, surgery, and the truth of her condition, she found her way to the city. And the rest is as you know it.”

Nobody said a word for a time, and Chris was content to let them think about what she had told them.

Todd suddenly whispered. “She was afraid of shots.”

Chris nodded. “She was young when she was abused, but she had subtle memories. Memories that spurred her, but which she couldn’t completely recall. You will be happy to know that with Silithia’s help she has recalled all her memories.”

“She was so kind,” murmured one of the other ladies.

Chris nodded. “That is the attribute of Womanus Maximus. You all know how severe Womanus can be, but you also know that that is not our preference. We want a world where womankind can be safe, and we wish to be allowed to regain our full abilities.”

More silence, all were in agreement with that thought.

Randy: “So what will happen to Bo now?”

Chris smiled yet again. “She is special. She awoke to herself early. She had the DNA, she had a mother who, no matter that she was a malcontent, loved her, and…she awoke to her true self.”

“Yes. But what will she do?”

“She’ll do what all Womanus Maximus do…she’ll help those of us who follow.”

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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My Favorite Cuckold!

Misadventure leads to femdom,

BDSM and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

There is nothing like a strong marriage!

But a marriage can’t be strong unless the woman is in charge, and that’s God’s own truth!

So this story is about a knucklehead, or perhaps a poor, unfortunate soul, depending upon your viewpoint.

This knuc…poor soul takes too many pills, and that renders his little weenie useless.

So do we feel sorry for the poor soul? Or for his wife?

Not for his wife, because she can find a hard dick any time she wants.

And the poor soul? He finds other things that are more enjoyable than an erection.

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, you won’t believe what I’ve got!” Rod ran into the house bubbling with excitement.

“Herpes?” Jan asked, looking up from her fashion magazine. “Gonorrhea? Syph?”

Jan was a good looking woman. A bit heavy in the chest, a straight nose with intelligent, brown eyes. Her hair was auburn and flowed over her shoulders.

“Oh, come on!” Rod’s voice revealed his exasperation.

“I know, you got your girlfriend pregnant!”

“I don’t have any girlfriend and you know it!” He was literally hopping from foot to foot. One hand was in his pocket.

“Oh, no! Don’t tell me you have another boner! I thought we handled that last year!”

“I don’t have a boner!”

“Darn! I was looking forward to smashing it with a hammer.”

“Hardee har har. Now. Do you want to know what I’ve got?”

Jan sighed, closed the magazine and turned to him. “I guess I’d better, or you’ll never give me any peace.”

Rod grinned and pulled his hand out of his pocket. A little pinkish vial was in the palm of his hand. It had a label on it, and Jan realized it was medicine.

“Oh, crap. You do have something! Are you serious?”

“No! No! This is medicine. Well, it is, but it’s not medicine for being sick or anything.”

“Let me see.”

Rod, a big grin on his face, handed her the vial.

“Clomiphene,” read Jan. She held it up to the light and saw thirty pills in the little container. She looked at him with the gimlet eye. “What in hell is clomiphene?”

Rod took the bottle of pills back and gave her a haughty look as he dispensed his knowledge. “Clomiphene, my dear, increases sperm production.”

Jan tilted her head slightly and looked confused. “And you need more sperm why?”

“It’s the mark a man,” he explained. “The more sperm I produce, the fertile I am, the better a man I am.”

Jan frowned and looked doubtful. “And who has been complaining that you aren’t man enough.”

“You.”

She shook her head. “What? I never denigrated your manhood.”

“Did so.”

“When?”

“Just the other day. You were saying I didn’t put out enough sperm to get you pregnant!”

“That…oh, you idiot!”

“Hunh?”

“I was reading you an article about how testosterone levels were dropping in American males. It was a stupid article about people who eat too much fast foods and don’t take care of themselves! You take care of—well, I take care of you. We eat real food, and your testosterone level is perfectly fine!”

Rod blinked. Rod tended to jump to conclusions. As he had with the article Jan had read to him, he started thinking she was looking down on him.

“Yeah, but…if men are getting wimpy…I don’t want to get that way! Men need extra testosterone!”

“You idiot!”

Now Rod was feeling a bit aggravated. He unscrewed the top, took out a pill and popped it into his mouth.

“Hey! Don’t!”

“Yeah? You think you’re so smart?”

“You don’t want to take medicine that you don’t need!”

“We’ll see how smart you are when I’m cumming buckets!”

“Rod!”

“Miss Smarty Pants!” And he turned and stomped out of the room.

Jan stood up and followed Rod. She caught up to him in the kitchen and spun him around. “Give me those pills, you big dope!”

Rod backed away, holding the pills up where she couldn’t get to them.

“Ha! Now who wants the pills!”

“I just don’t want you taking stuff that might be bad for you!”

Rod was in a gloating mood however, and not about to listen to reason. He put the pills on top of the refrigerator and  pushed them out of Jan’s reach. Then he reached up for the bourbon.

“Rod! I want you to give me those pills!”

Rod placed the bourbon on the counter, took down a glass and filled it with ice from the ice dispenser on the fridge. He moved back and forth, stopping Jan from trying to reach on top of the refrigerator.

He poured bourbon and Coke into the glass and sipped.

“Ahhh.”

Jan had a chance, and she started climbing onto the counter.

Rod moved over, sucked some more booze, and placed his hand on her buttocks.

“Hey!”

“Come on, honey. Let’s have a little sex with your big, studly guy.”

“Having more sperm does not make you studly. It makes you stupid.”

Her hand was close to the vial, so he quick stepped and grabbed it before she could.

“Give me that!”

“Nah!” He opened the vial and held it up to his mouth. He was going to shake one pill into his mouth, just to tease her, but at that moment she slipped off the counter. She fell, her hand flailing, and she knocked Rod’s hand.

The vial turned upside down right over his mouth and all the pills fell into his maw.

Jan gave an ‘eek’ sound and grabbed Rod’s belt for balance.

Rod, off balance, was unable to spit up the sudden fall of pills, and they choked him and he couldn’t help it. He had to swallow.

Thirty pills. Well, 29, because he had already swallowed one.

Jan straightened up and saw that her husband was grabbing his throat and choking. She pounded him on the back, which caused some of the pills still stuck in his throat to dislodge and slide down his gullet.

“Ack! Ack!” he coughed, but only a single pill came up.

“Rod! what did you do!” Jan screamed.

He was gasping, trying to get his throat working, and the last of the pills were stuck.

He had dropped his glass of bourbon and Coke on the floor, and Jan grabbed the bottle of bourbon, which was still open, and handed it to him.

Rod wasn’t much a of a drinker, but it was that or choke to death. He tilted the bottle and fiery liquid slid over his tongue.

The final pills were washed down his throat and, finally, he was able to breath.

“Heysoos,” he muttered, feeling the alcohol burn all the way down.

“Did you eat all those pills?”

“It’s your fault!” he complained. “It was you who grabbed my arm!”

“I was trying to stop you from swallowing those pills!

“It was you who made me swallow them!”

For a second they stared at each other, then Jan grabbed his wrist and pulled. “Come on. We’re going to the hospital.”

“What for?”

“To get your stomach pumped.”

Rod dug his feet in, grabbed the edge of the door and held on. “I’m not going to the hospital!”

“Those pills might be poisonous!”

“If they were poison they wouldn’t be giving them out!”

“But, Rod…”

Jan kept trying to get Rod to come to his senses, but Rod just felt the huge glob of pills in his belly. They were already turning into a sludgy mess and starting to digest.

“I’m fine!” He gave out a huge belch to emphasize the point.

“You are not!”

He shrugged off her hand and turned back into the kitchen. “You made me spill my drink.”

He was blinking. The burn of the big slug of alcohol was working on him, and he wanted more.

He put the glass, which somehow hadn’t broken, into the sink, then mixed himself another bourbon and Coke.

He leaned against the counter and sipped.

“Rod! I’m serious. All those pills, they might do something to your body. We’ve got to get your stomach pumped or something.”
He made a grimace. “I had my stomach pumped once. Never again.”

“Rod!”

He smiled a crooked smile. “Want me to fix you a drink?”

And so the night went. Her trying to get him to go see a doctor, the hospital, urgent care, something. And him just laughing it off and swilling whiskey.

“What’s a few pills,” he snickered, and he refused.

Except for a burp or two, he felt fine all night. In the morning he popped out of bed and gloated. “See? Nothing bothers old Mr. Cast Iron Stomach!”

Jan grumbled a bit, and said, “You’re fucking lucky, and that’s God’s own truth.”

“Well,” he grinned. “God loves drunks and idiots.”

“And last night you were both.”

“Double lucky,” he quipped.

Nothing she said made an impact on him, and the fact that he was feeling no ill effects just made him all the more impervious to her arguments.

Unfortunately for Rod, him making small of her concern did not endear him to her heart. In fact, when he tried to cuddle up to her the next night she simply turned her back to him and mumbled something about she’d rather screw a drunk idiot.”

“But I thought I was both?”

“Lucky you,” and she slid off to sleep.

He woke up the next day feeling a wee bit horny. Like a raging hard on. Unfortunately, she was till miffed, and he had no place to put it.

“But, honey! How will we ever find out if those pills worked?”

“Find out on your own,” and she jumped out of bed and went about her day.

Rod was feeling not so funny now. He wasn’t getting any, and he was dying to find out if he came more.

In his mind he was thinking that if he had more squirt he would have a bigger orgasm, so…he wanted to squirt!

Finally, when Jan refused him for a third day in a row, he decided to take matters in his own hand.

That third day he knew that Jan was going out with some friends. She would be gone for about two hours, leaving at eleven thirty and getting back about one thirty. That left him a two hour window.

Not that he would need two hours to get off. Heh heh!

Eleven o’clock arrived and Jan put on a dress and make up.

Rod washed her sitting at her vanity table, and he said, “Babe, how long is this denial of my rightful marital rights going to go on?”

“A year? Two? Maybe until you grow a brain, and that could take a while.”

“Hardee har har,” he responded. Being horny with no outlet was getting him a little grumpy. So he told her, “If you aren’t going to make love to me then I’m going to take care of matters myself.”

Truth was, Jan was getting horny herself, and she was thinking about having a few wine coolers, then coming back and riding her husband like a two dollar mule…but when he made the remark about masturbating she tightened right up. She wasn’t about to give in to threats.

“Try not to make a mess, Mr. Super Cumster,” she mocked him.

His expression was dour when she got up. she made herself smile and she kissed his cheek. “Clean up after yourself, jack off.” Then she was out the door.

For a moment was pissed. He really wanted to screw, but if she was going to be like that…

A smile grew on his face and he headed for the computer room.

He powered up old faithful and called up some porn.

Ah, good old porn. A young man’s date in a pinch.

He wandered through the internet supermarket of porn. Millions of babes getting screwed by all manner of penises. Big breasts, long dongs, threesomes, all colors, dirty, loving, horrible sex.

What had man done before the internet?

“Oh, yeah. They had to hold a book or magazine with one hand and do their business with the other. That must have been awkward, and frustrating.

So, a can of Bud Light on the desktop, one hand manipulating the mouse, he began searching through he millions of images for the one that would send him over the edge.

His hand went up and down as his eyeballs absorbed the luscious ladies of the internet.

And, it wasn’t long before his horniness came to a peak. He felt that wonderful rocket in his groin area. Ignition, and the semen started to course up his shaft.

“Oh, yeah,” he murmured, and the white stuff began to jet through the air.

It was a good orgasm. He rode it for a while, in the clouds with the heady sensation of sexual pleasure.

His sperm was still jetting, those pills must be working pretty good. He had enough presence of mind to make sure he didn’t drown the keyboard.

And he tried to relax his groin muscles.

But his groin muscles weren’t having it.

They had been denied for awhile, and he was extra stored up, so he kept jetting and jetting.

Then the pleasure started to wane.

And the semen came out.

It was all over his crotch now, and actually dripping down the front of his swivel chair and getting on the floor.

“Fuck,” he whined, and he squeezed the base of his cock to stop the flow.

But the flow would not be stopped. His balls were ready to pump it out, and when he finally took his hand off the base of his cock the semen jetted out again.

Now Rod was worried. This wasn’t supposed to happen! He always had six or eight shots, then he dribbled, and dried up.

Now he just kept shooting and shooting.

He grabbed his cock again and walked down the hallway, his pants around his ankles, and into the bathroom.

He sat down on the porcelain throne and looked down. His white semen was spurting into the water, long pearl necklaces making splashing sounds.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

His balls weren’t feeling too good by now. They should have been emptied, but the semen, now a bit watery, was still coming.

And coming, and coming.

His testicles experienced a sharp pain and he groaned and bent at the waist. He was leaning over his shoes and his bunched shorts.

The pain became so great that he felt sick to the stomach, and he began to puke.

“RRRRUP!” He projectiled barf into the inside of his pants.

Hurting, disgusted, he kicked his now messy and gooey pants off and slid them across the floor.

And still his seed shot into the bowl.

And he puked again.

He was growing faint. His nuts hurt like somebody had kicked them. He barfed, and now there was nothing coming up.

He fell forward, he lay on the floor with his butt in the air, his face in his pukey shorts. The world turned dark, and unconsciousness seemed to be the only way he could stop the growing pain in his balls.

Jan was grinning all the way home. Tammy had told the most salacious story about a cheater who got caught, and when his wife left him he tried to screw a vacuum cleaner, and her imitation of the man trying to get himself free from the suck of the cleaner…she was still chuckling when she pulled into the driveway and got out of her car.

Men could be so stupid. A guy screwing a vacuum cleaner?

And her mind flashed to Rod. He was such an idiot for taking all those pills. Fortunately, nothing bad had happened. Although it could have!

What a moron!

Then, as she entered the house, she sighed and backed her thoughts off. After all, he was her husband. He had so many good points she could over look this one moment of stupidity.

So thinking, she closed the door, “Rod?”

No answer. He must be sleeping. Well, she would wake him up with a good, old fashioned blow job. Then she would avail herself of his stiff penis. And if he was good, maybe she would even let him cum.

“Rod?”

She dropped her purse on the kitchen counter, then walked down the hallway.

Click, click, click. Her heels made the sexy sound that always made men look.

“Rod?”

She heard sounds from the computer room. Sexual sounds.

Her eyes lit up. That goof! He was really jacking off!

But when she stuck her head through he doorway he wasn’t in the computer room.

A beer was on the desk, and porn was playing.

Oh, crap! He had jacked off and left her high and dry!

She stepped into the room and gazed at the porn for a minute. Damn, this stuff was making her even hornier. If she wasn’t careful she was going to have to follow Rod’s lead and get out her vibrator.

She leaned forward to turn off the computer, and stopped. There was some sort of slimy goo on the mouse. And on the edge of the seat.

What the heck?

Now frowning, wondering if Rod had spilled a beer and not cleaned up the mess, she turned off the computer and turned to leave the room, and saw the big splatters, a virtual snail trail, on the floor.

What the hell?

She walked slowly, followed the trail. It went down the wood surface of the hallway, then turned into wet smears on the carpet in the bedroom.

She crossed the bedroom and looked into the bathroom.

Rod lay on the floor. He had apparently fallen off the toilet. His butt was in the air and there was the smell of puke.

“Rod!” she screamed.

She rushed to him, grabbed his hair and pulled him up. He was unconscious, and his face was smeared with puke, and…his dick…his dick was squirting a thin, watery substance.

“Rod! Rod!”

But Rod just groaned and lay there.

Jan ran for her phone.

“And what were these pills that he took?”

“I think they were called clomiphene,” answered Jan.

The nurse wrote down the drug and continued asking questions.

How long ago…how many…does he smoke…drink…did any member of his family ever have cancer….insanity…and on and on and on.

It was much more information than the doctors would need. After all, what did his deceased father-in-law’s cat’s cousin have to do with how many pills he took and the fact that his poor dick was still, according to the nurse, emitting a thin trickle of something?

And his dick was poor. It was shriveled. And his balls had turned black and looked like sickly raisins.

But the doctors had him on an IV, and he was resting somewhat peacefully.

The weird thing was that doctors kept going in and out of his room. Apparently they all wanted to see the man who couldn’t seem to stop cumming.

Finally, the nurse was done with her stupid questions, and she said, “Why don’t you have a seat in the waiting room. It’s liable to be some time before the doctors are through here.”

“But what’s taking so long?”

The nurse said, “A case where the man keeps, uh…ejaculating is very rare, and the doctors need time.” Her lip was trembling, and it looked like she was trying to suppress a laugh.

For hours Jan sat in the waiting room. Every hour or so a doctor would come out and talk to her, but none of them had much to really tell her.

Her husband was still squirting.

Oh, not much. Now it was just tiny drips, but they kept coming.

Then the doctors, their eyes crinkling and their mouths hidden behind masks, returned to watch the show.

She ate food in the cafeteria, and sobbed in her jello, then returned to the waiting room.

And, finally, a doctor entered the waiting room. “Your husband is awake.”

Jan stood up. “Is he…still…you know?”

“Has he stopped emitting semen? Yes. But there are complications.”

“What?”

“Let’s go see your husband. I can talk to you both at the same time.”

Jan followed the doctor into a hospital room.

Rod was resting in a bed, his back slightly raised. His eyes were closed when Jan entered the room, but they quickly opened when she spoke his name.

“Rod? Honey?”

He gave a weak smile and she sat down next to him and held his hand.

The doctor sat on the other side. A nurse fiddled with an IV, then excused herself.

The doctor sighed.

“What’s wrong, Doc?” asked Rod.

“First, can you tell me where you got the pills you took?”

“A guy at work. They looked official, and he swore they worked.”

“And what were you trying to accomplish?”

Rod’s face turned a crimson shade. He fumbled his words, but managed to get out, “I wanted to produce more semen.”

“Do you know how dangerous it is to take medicines that aren’t prescribed for you?”

Rod looked guilty as he faced Jan.

Jan just patted his hand. This wasn’t the time to bust his balls. Then she gave an inward groan at her choice of phrases. ‘Busting balls’ was not appropriate at that moment.

“I do now.”

“Well, we’re running more tests, and we’ll be able to tell you more about the pills you took, but it looks like they were not exactly clomiphene.”

“What…oh. You’ll find out.”

“When the lab results come back in. Now for the bad news.”

“There’s more bad news?”

“You have irreparably damaged your reproductive system.”’

Rod felt a sinking sensation. “I have?”

“What’d he do?” blurted Jan.

“A very poor analogy would be if you sucked the water out of a canteen, then kept sucking, until the canteen collapsed and was no longer usable.”

“Oh, my God!”

“If there is a life span for the reproduction apparatus you have just maxed it out.”

The doctor launched into a technical explanation, and his big words confused Rod and Jan, but in essence he said that the pull on the testes, seminal vesicles, prostate, and bulbourethral glands, had damaged those organs. Collapsed them. They were no longer capable of producing semen.

“So…I’m…sterile.”

“Yes.”

Rod’s mouth opened and he lay in shock.

Jan gave half sob, then placed one hand over her face.

“Oh, heysoos!” Rod whispered. “What have I done?”

“Unfortunately, we can’t even get a sample of sperm for artificial insemination. Your testicles are too…drained, I guess I would describe it.”

“Is there nothing you can do?” Jan asked, her voice breaking.

“Unfortunately, no. And…there is more bad news.”

“Oh, no! What?”

“You have done pretty much the same thing to your penis. The attempt to keep ejaculating was pretty tough on your penis. You won’t be able to ejaculate now, and it looks like—we’re not totally sure—like your penis will stop getting erect in the very near future.”

It was a double whammy. Two shocks in one. His testicles could no longer function, and his dick would soon stop functioning.

“So, what? It will just…hang there?”

“I believe so. But if there are any further complications we’ll have to remove it.”

“Remove my…” Rod’s face was white and sickly.

“Oh, Rod!” groaned Jan.

“Oh, God,” Rod said through tensed lips. “All I wanted to do was increase my sperm count so we could have babies. And now…now it looks like I’ll never have babies.”

“We’ll never have babies,” Jan sounded a hundred years old.

“”I’m sorry, Jan. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” she said, patting his hand.

But, of course, it wasn’t okay.

It definitely wasn’t okay.

Three days later, after being observed, and poked and prodded and having half his blood supply removed from his veins, the hospital released Rod.

He was rolled out of the front doors in a wheel chair. He hopped out of the wheel chair, he didn’t need it anyway, and got into the car.

Jan drove, and he stared out the window at the passing scenery.

He was sterile, impotent, and his backs were non functioning.  His dick might get hard a few times, but the doctor said that doodad was a done doggy, too.

“How are you doing?” asked Jan.

“Miserable,” he answered in a monotone.

“Honey, it’s not that bad. We can adopt.”

He just looked at her, a bleak glance if ever there was one, and turned back to the world outside the car.

Jan drove, and bit her lip. It was his misfortune, but it was affecting her possibly worse than it did him.

Every woman wants a child, and now there wouldn’t be one for her.

She turned the wheel and kept her remorse hidden.

“Do you want a divorce?”

Jan physically jerked. She looked at him. He was staring at her with dead, uncaring eyes.

She pulled off the road, ignored the honks of horns and turned to him, and started hitting him.

She balled her little fists and cried and struck him on the chest and the shoulders. She hit him and hit him and hit him, then collapsed into his arms.

They sat there like that for ten minutes, then she straightened up and resumed driving.

The arrived home, entered the house, and the atmosphere was different.

They had been happy. They had played jokes on each other, and the house was always filled with laughter.

Now it was like a haunted house. The ghosts of children that would never be roamed the rooms and halls.

Rod walked through the house into the bedroom. He took off his clothes and climbed into bed.

He had been in bed for three days, but all he wanted to do was sleep.

to go unconscious.

To forget the terrible tragedy he was putting his wife through.

No more squirts.

No more stroking the shaft.

No more long nights of ramming and jamming and loving each other uncontrollably.

Jan followed him looked in on him.

He was awake, she knew that, but he just needed to sleep. She backed off and went to the kitchen.

Where she sobbed in the sink.

Tragedy happens. Planes crash. Boats sink. People are handed the rawest of deals.

Sometimes people don’t survive. Sometimes they succumb, prove their mortality and need to be buried, or cremated.

These are, not to be harsh, the losers.

Sometimes people do survive. Sometimes they rise above their misfortune. They make better lives, they move on.

Jan was not a loser, even though she had been dealt the most terrible blow. As the days passed she began to come out of the deep funk she was in.

When Rod passed her in the hall she would invariably stop and hug him. She would spend a long minute doing nothing but feeling him. Absorbing him. Wishing for the world to go on.

Rod, unfortunately, was losing.

He had destroyed their future with his silly ‘male-ism.’

Trying to get more jazz. How stupid could he be?

As the days passed his hallway hugs became ever more listless, and he spent a lot of time sleeping, or just sitting.

TV couldn’t distract him.

He wasn’t interested in reading, or doing any of his old hobbies.

All he wanted to do was mope.

Which was killing Jan.

She tried. She fixed him dinner, tried to find interesting programs on the tube, tried to get him interested in his old hobbies.

He used to like running, but no longer.

He used to read voraciously, no more.

He liked to do woodwork. Nope.

It was as if the life had gone out of him with his sperm.

He picked at his food. His eyes took on dark circles.

She talked to the doctor who had worked on him at the hospital.

“He should see a psychiatrist,” was all the doctor could offer.

If he had a few erections left in him he never showed them.

She would cuddle with him at night, hold him, and his penis just lay there. Maybe he could get it up a few times, but that was physical, and his mental state wouldn't let him.

The attitude in the house grew darker and darker. Then, one night Jan lost it.

She was trying to snuggle. She put her hand down to his crotch, to feel what was left of his dick, to fondle it and hopefully to get one of his remaining erections going.

He pushed her away.

She turned away and began to sob.

And sob and sob.

And, finally, he said, “Stop it.”

She turned to him, and her anger started to bubble. It was slow at first, just words, but it escalated quickly.

“Stop it?” she muttered. “You did this. It’s your fault.”

He said nothing, but he did turn and look at her. His eyes were dark and glittering. There was a speck of interest there.

Jan didn’t observe the interest, she was too busy getting her own emotions out.

“How can you just push me away?” Her emotions mounted. “How can you treat me like his! I love you! And you push me away!”

She struck him with her little fist. Like she had done on the way home from the hospital. But now she had had time to build up her emotions, and a lot more poured out of her.

She struck him again. It was a physical manifestation of her turmoil, her anger.

He sat up and stared at her.

She struck him again, and it felt good. It felt wonderful to finally let some of that frustration and aggravation out. It was cathartic. It was a relief.

She hit him again and again and again, and her misery turned to a weird sort of joy.

And again and again.

Until he fell back and started sobbing.

And when she was done he whispered, “Thank you.”

Thank you?

He had thanked her?

He had thanked her for hitting him? For…for punishing him?

And she got it.

He felt guilty. He needed to be punished. And in the dim recesses of her mind she knew that this was a solution.

If she could punish him enough then maybe…maybe…he would stop punishing himself.

Her physical action could supplant his emotional guilt.

She pulled him to her, and she felt his tears sliding off his cheeks and falling on her flesh.

And she felt him, for the first time, smiling.

It wasn't a big smile, but a little curl of the lips, but it was the first emotion he had shown in months!

And his penis was actually wiggling, getting hard!

And Jan held to him and felt the niggle of triumph in her soul.

She was going to save him. And in saving him…she would save herself.

She just knew it!


Part Two

“What’s this?” asked Rod. He was different since Jan had hit him with her fists.

She wasn’t strong enough to hurt him, but the psychological effects were that he started communicating. Not a lot, but…it was a break.

“Lumber.”

He stared at the pile of wood on the driveway. He had come home to find it there, along with a small pile of hardware.

He thought about asking more questions, but couldn’t bring himself to care enough.

“Oh.” He started to walk into the house.

“Come with me.” Jan was terse, and she led the way into the house. On the dining room table a map was laid out.

Then Rod realized it wasn’t a map. It was a bunch of 8 1/2 by 11 sheets of paper stapled together. There were drawings on the papers, and Jan pointed at the papers.

“I want you to make those things.”

Rod didn’t want to think about reading schematics, but Jan had him by the arm and she pushed him so he had to lean over the table.

He blinked, and focused. Read for a second, then looked up at her in surprise. “What is this?”

“Furniture for our new play room.”

“Play room?” He shook his head and tried to move away, but she wouldn’t let him go.

Reluctantly, he focused on the drawings on the sheets of paper.

Plans for furniture all right. But what furniture it was!

A St. Andrews cross. A rack. A spanking bench.

With attachments and modifications.

Drawings of where she wanted the chains set in the walls or in the floor.

The table of paper was covered with these things.

Plans for making the garage into…a dungeon.

It soaked into his gloomy mind what she wanted. Things sparked in his mind. Connections w ere made. She had gotten physical with him the other night.

Not that he didn’t deserve it. Not after what he had done.

He deserved a lot more than to do a bit of woodwork.

But…a dungeon?

“Why?”

She eyed him fiercely. “Because I want you to.”

He nodded in understanding, without really understanding, then wandered away, and it took Jan going after him and leading him out to the garage and putting a hammer in his hand.

He put the hammer down and left, so she brought him back and put a saw in his hand.

He stood, his shoulders bent and not thinking of anything.

She selected the right piece of lumber and handed him a skilsaw.

That was what did it. What big boy doesn’t like power tools?

He didn’t work long that first day. Just a half hour, then he went into the bedroom and lay on the bed. Eyes open and gleaming.

What thoughts were going through his mind she didn’t know, but he was thinking.

Later he would tell her that he was thinking of a gun. That he had held the power drill and thought of drilling into his ear. He even put the drill to his head and listened to the bit whirring an inch from his hearing apparatus.

But he couldn’t go through it, and he couldn’t work any more.

The next day, when she pushed him to the garage he didn’t resist so much. And he worked for a full hour.

As the days passed he worked longer and longer periods of time, and the dungeon began to take shape.

They had a three car garage and only two cars. And one of the cars was a narrow sports car. So the cars took up a garage and a half of room, and the room was a full third of the big space.

He built false walls. Then he ran electricity to points along the wall. He piped water to a wet bat in one corner.

The wet bar looked incongruous in the morning dungeon, but he painted it so it looked like it was made of brick and made it fit right in.

He hung a series of chains from the outer wall, attaching them to the studs.

He drilled a series of holes in the concrete, nasty work, and installed eyebolts.

He set up the lighting so a slider switch could make it gloomy or bright, depending on the dungeon masters preferences.

Then came the furniture.

Jan had gotten instructions off the net, so he followed the instructions, made a few adjustments for various reasons, and built the ‘furniture’ for the room.

The St. Andrew’s cross was easy. Just two thick beams crossed, fixed on a slant to one wall and attached to the floor.

The spanking bench was hard. There were all sorts of surfaces that had to be fitted, sanded, and even padded.

But by now he was working long hours.

He didn’t speak much, but his eyes revealed an interest. A burning interest.

He wanted to see where the dungeon went.

Once the walls were complete and Rod was working on the furniture Jan started ordering things from the net.

Some of it was simple. Handcuffs. Whips. Dildos, that sort of thing.

Some of it was more complex, or at least more expensive.

She ordered a triangle for him to sit in, his neck through a circle at the top of the triangle, his ankles and wrists through circles at the two sides of the bottom.

Then there was the pole on a plate with a dildo on the top of the pole. Once place on the pole one could not get off. They would be forced to stand until the dungeon master, or mistress, decided to let them go.

And there were other ‘toys.’

Rod would stop working whenever Jan entered the dungeon with a new toy. He would watch as she ignored him and placed the toy in a drawer in a big chest, or hung them from the pegboard he had set up.

Sometimes, after she had left, he would examine what she had brought. Picking up a whip, or a butt plug, or whatever, and feeling it, turning it in his hands, examining it…and he imagined the feeling of being subjected to that toy.

Then, his curiosity satisfied, and a strange yearning inside himself building, he would return to work.

Thinking. What will that feel like?

And, will that fix me for what I’ve done?

And he always had a boner after examining the toys.

“It’s done,” Rod stood next to the couch and looked down to where Jan was reading a fashion magazine.

Jan looked up, smiled, and put the magazine aside. She strode out to the third garage, the dungeon, and he followed along.

It was beautiful, if you liked dungeons. The walls were painted a gloomy grey, the lighting was yellowish, the walls were festooned with shiny links.

“Oh, yes,” Jan breathed.

He said, his heart pounding, “Would you like to try it out?”

She turned to him. He was breathing hard now, and his eyes were fixed with a fever within.

“Get on the spanking bench.”

He lay down.

The bench was curved down in the center, and this made his butt rise up. There was a ring for him to rest his head on at the front. It was a perfect fit.

She took a paddle off the pegboard and smacked him on the ass. He jerked, and she said, “Not fully clothed, you idiot!”

He stood up, took off his clothes, and watched her.

His abused penis was smaller than it had been, but it stood up.

He wondered, I’m not supposed to cum. If I cum too much it will stop getting hard.

She fastened his arms and legs to the legs of the bench, then stood back.

And, the truly odd thing: there was no hate here. There was no anger, or rage, or feeling of animosity, or anything like that.

There was just a naked man on a bench who needed something. Who needed to be punished for what he did.

And a woman who needed to punish that man as a form of love, to help him accept what he did and become a functioning human being again.

She walked to the pegboard and looked at all the wonderful toys.

She went to the dresser and took out a small butt plug. Small because she had to start out easy, and she didn’t want to hurt him more than he needed.

She returned to the bench with the plug and a jar of lube.

She pulled up a chair and sat behind him and reamed him with a glob of lube and a finger.

“You’ve been a bad boy,” she whispered, her voice loud in the quiet of the room.

“I know,” and tears began to fall from his eyes.

“But we’ll fix that. We’ll fix you up.”

“Yes. Please.”

She inserted the plug, and he groaned. She lifted it, moved it in a circle, and he groaned.

As far as punishment went, it felt pretty good.

She smacked his ass and he cried out as the paddle struck the base of the plug and drove it sharply into his soft tissues.

She smacked him a good ten times, experimenting with how hard she could strike him. Pretty hard.

And he enjoyed every blow. He squirmed, and he jumped, and he thought about how stupid he had been. Taking all those pills.

His penis was even harder under him when she finished.

She replaced the paddle, unlocked him, and said, “Dinner in a half hour. Sweep this place up and wash off the bench.

She walked out of the dungeon, her mind alive with ideas and possibilities.

Rod stood up gingerly and felt his ass. It was red, and he wouldn’t be sitting down for a while, but…it felt good.

He had made the first step in amends for what he had done to himself.

He felt better. He felt like he had made progress. He couldn’t wait for Jan to spank him again.

Or do whatever she wanted.

He needed that.

Dinner was spaghetti and garlic bread with slices of watermelon for desert.

They ate at the bar separating the kitchen from the dining room, and Rod ate standing up.

Jan chuckled as he shifted his weight. “Hurt much?”

He shook his head. “No.”

Jan poured him a bourbon and Coke. It was the first time he had had anything alcoholic since he had taken the pills, and it went down smoothly.

“You did a wonderful job on that bench.”

“Thank you. The hard part was getting the padding on just right. I had to…”

She listened, and she marveled. He was talking to her again. He was talking as easily as if he had never taken those pills. And he was happy.

But she knew she was going to have to take him out to the dungeon again. And a lot more times.

She could see his excitement as he stood there. He was naked, and his cock bobbed, and…he needed this.

On the following days she used the dungeon wisely.

She never beat him so much that she couldn’t beat him again. He never had downtime because of being unable to continue.

She experimented to see how much he could take, and she never exceeded those limits. She would ‘blister’ his ass, but not so much that she couldn’t spank on that spanking a few hours later.

The days passed, and they used the dungeon every day.

He set up a sound system so she could listen to music while she disciplined him.

She brought out liniment so she could rub his pink ass after she was done with him.

He became more open, more trusting, and as long as she beat him he kept up his good spirits and all was wonderful between them.

Then came what he would call ‘The Day.’

He was naked on the St. Andrew’s cross. Sweating, his back striped, trembling.

She coiled her whip up and hung it up.

“I’m going to leave for a while. I want you in the triangle.”

His eyes went wide. He hated the triangle. When he was in it his neck was bent down, his body was contorted, and…and it stayed that way. No relief. Not a stretch, not a shrug, he was just…there.

“Do we have to?”

“Of course, dear. It’s good for you.”

She laid a small mat on the cement floor, then helped him into the device. When he was secure she patted his cheek, and went into the house to get dressed. She usually beat him while she was without clothes. She liked the feeling of sweat dripping between her breasts, and she loved how he stared other.

He was sotted. He only had a few cums left, and she wasn’t about to let him have any. She wanted that dick hard; she didn’t want a limp piece of noodle. Even if she wasn’t going to use it, she wanted it hard.

She walked back into the house, stepped into the shower and soaped and rinsed, then began dressing to go to the store.

Except…she stopped and looked at the dresser drawer.

She went to it and got out her vibrator.

She didn’t use it much. It tended to make her horny. A good cum and she wanted another one, and she had no dick to finally and totally relieve herself.

But…he was in the triangle, and she got an evil thought.

Still naked, but now smelling fresh and sexy, she walked back out to the garage.

He stared up at her from his bent position. He was sweating from being contorted, and he hated it. He was about to hate it a lot more, and that, of course, would make him love it all the more.

She pulled up a chair in front of him. She sat down and spread her legs.

He stared at her bush. It wasn’t a big bush for she kept it trimmed, and he could see the moist flaps of her labia.

She spread the labia and explored her slit with her vibrator.

“Oh, God,” she grunted, and she flicked the vibrator on.

Rod’s mouth was open and he stared as she massaged her pussy with the tool.

She was dripping, literally dripping, and she vibrated herself to a thunderous orgasm.

Then she smiled, got up, and went back for another shower, and then out to go shopping.

An hour later she returned home.

He was shaking, and his dick was very, very hard.

She let him loose and he fell over and shook and sobbed.

And thanked her.

That night he was about as free as she had ever seen him. He was in high spirits, even higher than before he had taken the pills.

She realized that what she was doing was breaking him open, getting more of him out than either had suspected was in.

And that set the trend for more and more exploration.

“I’m going to go to the store and get some underwear,” she said.

He was stuck on the dick on a pole. He couldn’t move, all he could do was stand there and tremble.

And she got an idea.

She went to her closet and got out a pair of high heels. They were too large for her, but they would fit him perfectly.

She took them out to the garage and placed the heels on the floor next to his feet. She stood back and measured him with her eyes. The height was right, but…could he take it?

But she knew him, and of course he could.

His hands were cuffed to a leather belt around his waist. She let one hand loose so he could balance himself, then she slipped one of the shoes onto his foot, then the other. then she locked his hand to the belt again. Finally, she adjusted the pole, made it longer to account for his increase in height.

Rod was beautiful. He stood, his back slightly arched, his eyes filming over with pleasure, and his cock was straight out in front of him.

She touched it, and he groaned.

“Can you handle this?”

He nodded.

So she headed out for the mall.

She thought of him standing straight and tall, locked in place, and she giggled.

She sauntered into Victoria’s Secret and began picking out dainty underthings. And…she had an idea. And it was a doozy.

She released him from the pole dick, and he collapsed on the floor. His legs were spasming and he cried for the pleasure of the pain.

She used a wash cloth and soothed him, wiped the sweat off him.

“Better take a shower before dinner, honey.”

He nodded.

“And I’ve laid out your new underwear on the bed.”

He looked up her, and gulped.

He examined the underwear when he went for his shower. It was pink, tight stretch panties, and a matching bra. The bra was more of a training bra, as he didn’t have tits.

And nylons and a garter belt.

And there were other items waiting for him.

A peignoir, a corset, more heels.

He fingered the things, and he felt his heart opening up in a manner so broad he was shocked. It felt like his chest was cracking open and goodness was pouring out of him.

Finally…finally he was making amends sufficient to his crime.

He was a man who had stolen his own manhood, and now he would show it. Female underwear would be his badge of courage, his scarlet A, his way of making up to his wife for what he had done to himself…and to her.

Rod walked into the kitchen and Jan gasped. She had tumbled to the idea of making him wear lingerie as a way to punish him, but she knew, immediately, that this was more than that.

She could feel heat running through her nerves, warming up her pussy, and making her downright woozy.

He was hot!

But he was unfinished.

They sat down and ate. Ribs and potatoes and a slice of cantaloupe. She ate delicately and observed Rod in his finery.

Lord, why had he had to go lose dick function?

Oh, she could screw him, but that would only get her a couple of screws, and then he would be done, and she wouldn’t be able to see him walking around with that big, hard dick.

So she couldn’t screw him. But…she needed a screw. A good one. One that pinioned her to a wall and slammed her ass against eh doorknob.

Rod smiled and ate. She had made him sit down and his ass hurt, but that was okay. It was all part of his amends for ruining himself.

“After dinner I want you to get undressed, use my Nair, then report to the dining room.”

“Oh. Okay. Did I do something wrong?”

“Of course you did,” she admonished.

He hadn’t done anything wrong, except what he had done to himself.

They finished eating, he did the dishes, then went to rid himself of unsightly hair.

When he returned she caught her breath all over again. He hadn’t been getting much sun, and he was pale, and gorgeous, and his limbs were sleek and smooth without the hair.

She sat him down, and he grimaced when his butt hit the chair, and she began prepping his finger nails.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want,” she muttered abstractly. Then she looked up at him wit a twisted smile. “We need to polish your nails.”

“But…I don’t—“

“Shush. I’m just going to give you a clear coat, protect your nails. We’ll leave the bright red for another day.”

“Oh.”

She worked on his nails, and they were typically male and needed a lot of work. Finally, she gave him short nails, just beyond his own nails, and gave them a natural polish.

One could see they were fakes, but only if they paid attention. He would be able to go out in public, but…he was hers.

She looked at his hands for a long minute, then up at him. He was nervous. The lingerie was one thing, but nails were actually cosmetics, and that was a whole new world.

She reached forward and pinched his cheeks between the fingers of one hand.

His eyes took on a fluttery look as she painted his lips bright red. When she was done, when his mouth looked full and plump and red, she let go and smiled.

He was a study of confusion, trying to look downwards enough to see his own lips.

Ah, yes. Cosmetics. That did the trick.

“Out to the garage with you.”

He scampered on his high heels, his butt moving back and forth on the high heels, and she listened to the tapping of his feet through the kitchen and into the garage.

She smiled and followed him.

That was a special night. He was extra self aware, and embarrassed, and she put him face down on the rack, plugged him up and striped him thoroughly.

Beneath the rack, poking through the criss cross of the thick ropes, his cock was pointing towards the center of the earth.

She loved it. She was not whipping a man now. She was punishing a woman, and it was…sublime.

This was all the girls she had envied, all the women who had snubbed her or otherwise mistreated her.

She orgasmed. A big one, right in the middle of whipping him.

She staggered, fell to her knees and held her pussy and groaned.

He looked at her, sweaty and crying and loving every minute. “Jan?”

She shook her head. She was on all fours, her breasts hanging, her hair hanging, and she had an idea.

She climbed to her feet and moved across the dungeon. She selected a strap on and buckled it on.

She had never taken him in this manner, and now, he was so hot, and she was so sexed up, she had to.

She released him from the rack and pushed him towards the spanking bench.

He moved, and stared down at her groin and a strange combination of fear and fascination.

“Are you…you aren’t…”

“I am. Now take out that plug and lay down.”

A strange excitement gripping him, his heart pounding madly, he removed his anal stopper and lay down.

In spite of her heat and the excitement, she managed to take him slowly, even tenderly, and shortly they were moaning.

Him split apart and in wonder at what was happening to him.

And he knew that this was what he deserved.

And she came again. She wasn’t even touching herself, but the thought of taking him was so incredible…and she lay on him, listened to him labor for breath, and she whispered into his ear.

“I need a dick.”

He knew what she meant, but he tried. “I can put on the strap on.”

“No. That would put you back in charge, and that’s not going to happen. I like being on top, and I like you on the bottom. I’m not going to risk that. No. I’m going to tie you up and go have a date.”

His dong hung under him, and he could hardly stand it. He was faint, but he managed to ask, “When?”

“Next week.”

And so it was settled.


Epilogue

Rod was on the pole dick in his high heels. He was wearing a corset and his cock stuck out. He was wearing a bra, make up, and thinking about what Jan had told him.

“I want you to get breast implants.”

The idea thrilled him.

And scared him.

He was transitioning. He was being used as a woman. Was he going to end up a woman?

It was appropriate, he realized. He had robbed himself of his own manhood, and what was left?

What was left was to give Jan what she wanted, and if she wanted him to have tits…then he should get tits.

He sighed with the wonderful pain he was going through.

His calves were aching and starting to spasm.

It was dark with the sleeping mask on, and darkness seemed to accentuate his pain. He had no world to look at, and all he could do was feel the pain.

Wonderful, wonderful pain. Pain that gave meaning to his life.

He had a penis gag in his mouth. It had taken a while to get used to having his mouth plugged up like that.

His nipples had clips on them, and that made everything even more unbearable.

He heard the door open, the footsteps. Two sets of footsteps. High heels and…loafers?

“Hi, honey, how are you doing?”

“Pretty good.”

“This is Ted. Say hi, Ted.”

“Uh, hi.”

The voice sounded like it was from a point in space six inches taller than Rod. It also sounded deep, virile.

“Hi, Ted,” Rod whispered.

“His cock looks normal,” said Ted.

“Believe me, it’s not. It is purely for show now. But we’re not here for Rod’s cock. We’re here for yours. Rod, Ted has the most magnificent penis. It’s eight inches, much thicker than yours was.”

“Oh, uh…good. I hope you have fun.”

“We will. And, Rod?”

“Yes?”

Remember what I told you? The last time?”

“What was that?”

“I might let you clean me out afterwards. Would you like that?”

“Certainly, dear, if that’s what you want.”

“Oh, I do. See you in a couple of hours, honey.”

Rod heard the sound of the shoes retreating across the dungeon, then the soft closing of a door.

He was alone, in the dark, and it hurt so good.

END
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PART ONE

“Please, honey. I’m just asking you to find out.” My wife, Darla, was on her knees and pleading with me. I was sitting on the couch watching two football teams bash hell out of each other.

“You know I’m not interested in that stuff,” I moved my head to the side and tried to look around her. She moved right with me, kept her head between me and the wonderful violence I so loved.

“Aw, come on,” I whined.

“No! Not until you listen.”

I sighed, put the game on record, and faced her. At least I could skip the commercials. “Okay, what’s the big program this time?”

She pushed my feet off the ottoman, pulled it around and sat on it so she was facing me.

“Dylan, I just went to the most marvelous meeting, and this…this group has a whole different take on things.”

“That’s when you said about that exercise group. The one that wanted so much money.”

“This one doesn’t want money. Oh, they pass a plate, but you don’t have to put anything in it.”

I grunted. “Right.”

“No, seriously.”

“And then there was that neighborhood watch program that was filled with criminals.”

“Only a couple of them were peeping toms.”

“Sexual perverts that we actually hired to walk around and look in our windows. They even convinced that girl, Tania, on the next street over to keep her shades up so they could check on her.”

I had a twisted grin on my face at that one. Tania had large boobs and small brains. Sorry, not making a sexist statement, just an observation based on facts.

“But that was different. And this group is different.”

“And what about the time you signed us up for a course on first aid. The whole class consisted of a horny, old goat doing mouth to mouth, with his hand on your chest.”

“But we did learn something! Besides, this group is different!”

I sighed, I picked up the remote and prepared to aim it around her and continue with the game.

She actually grabbed it out of my hand. “No more football until you actually listen to me.” She stood up and backed away from me.

I sighed. I knew where this was going. I would chase her around, get her down, then we would have sex, and the game would be forgotten and I would have to listen to her blather about the latest diet craze or something.

But if I listened, maybe I could short circuit this and get back to the game.

“Okay. I’m all ears.”

“Oh, goody!” she squealed and sat back down. She still had the remote in her hands, so I would have to listen for a minute, at least until she put it down or I could grab it back.

Then she fooled me. Little lines appeared between her eyes and she said, “Do you want a drink? Before we talk?”

Oh, God! There went the game.

“Sure.” I never could turn down a good Coke High. Or a bad one, for that matter.

She jumped up, taking the remote with her, and returned in a minute with a couple of glasses. One had the delicious concoction, bourbon and Coke. The other had that tepid brew, wine and Seven Up. Which really summed up the difference between men and women.

What surprised me also, however, was that she had taken off her blouse.

I stared at her rather large bosoms. Bra only. The swell of white flesh so tempting. I could see her erect nipples under the thin material.

“Oh,” I blurted.

Fuck. I’m a horn dog. I admit it. Now I knew I wasn’t going to see the game.

“And you are getting naked because?”

“Oh, it’s my new religion. They teach lots of nakedness. Doesn’t that sound good?”

“Uh,” my dick was already throbbing. “Yeah.”

She handed me my drink and sat down on the ottoman again. I sipped, and she leaned forward. Suddenly I was looking right into the valley on her chest.

“Well, my new religion is very simple. The fact is that all religion was taken over by men and there is no longer a true religion.

I blinked. I was staring at her lips now. She had painted them red, my favorite color, and I hadn’t even noticed. The violence of football, you know.

Her lips were moist, and they were moving in the most sexual manner. I could easily see my dick between them, and her sucking, and me…

“Are you listening?”

I looked at her sexy eyes. She had made them up, I realized that she had really fixed herself up for this little chat. What the fuck was going on?

“I’m trying to,” I said, sort of honestly. “But you make yourself all sexy and then expect me to be able to think. That’s not fair.”

She giggled, reached forward and held my chin with her red tipped nails. “Then listen, religion used to be female, but men, power hungry bullies, took it over.”

“I don’t understand.” I wanted to fuck her. With my dick. My dick wanted to fuck her. She was my wife and I wanted to get down and chew on her labia and suck her clit and then abuse her pleasure palace with my penis.

“It’s really simple,” she held my chin and kept my eyes focused on her. “Religion used to have female Gods. But men pushed the idea of female Gods back and focused on getting everybody to worship male Gods. Women don’t want you to submit…”

“Except when they want you to empty the garbage or mow the lawn.”

“Well, yeah, but that’s different. Anyway, this new religion has only one submission. You must submit to your gentler side. You must submit to the female in you. Then you can attain true spirituality and be one with God!”

She let go of my chin and sat back and smiled.

I blinked.

“So I submit to a female and then I can watch football.”

She shook her head in exasperation. “Haven’t you been listening? It’s a whole different world then. Life will be different!”

“But I can still watch football?”

“You could if you wanted, but you won’t. The world will open up, you will wake up, open your eyes, and there will be many other things you will want to do!”

“Well, that’s fine, but I need to know if the Bucs are going to win another superbowl!”

“Oh, Dylan. You are so silly. How can you think of football when your immortal soul has been misled and lied to?”

“Because my immortal soul is more concerned with who wins the Superbowl.”

She ignored that sound bit of logic and continued with: “I’m making an appointment for us, and—“

“I’m playing golf tomorrow, and we’re going to a barbecue the day after.”

Dylan! Haven’t you been listening? This is MUCH more important than hitting a stupid, little ball around! Or you going and ogling Tania’s tits!”

She was standing now, and she stomped her foot, which caused delightful little earthquakes in her breasts. I watched that delicious flesh shimmy and I reached out and took her hand. I pulled her to me, and she fell in my lap.

She caught her breath, then my mouth was on hers. I felt the soft curve of her lips. One of my hands was on her chest, feeling the soft curves there. The BIG, soft curves.

She kissed me back, but all the time she was pushing away, trying to extricate herself from my lecherous grasp.

“Dylan!” She sat back on the ottoman and straightened out her bra straps. I gulped and watched her puppies bounce a little.

“Dylan, if you don’t pay attention to me you will lose your immortal soul. It will be immersed in masculinity forever, and you will never know the joys of a truly feminine God.”

I said, “I’m already up with feminine Gods. I’d like to worship  at your altar right now.”

I reach for her, but she scampered back.

I stood up. I grinned and stepped towards her.

“Hold it!” She placed a firm hand on my chest and held me back.

“Come on, baby.”

“I said hold it!” She sighed, took another step back. When I took another step towards her she glared at me.

This was bad. This was not lovey dovey let’s rock and roll and get all sexed up. This was I was in the doghouse and she was holding a rolling pin.

“Dylan, I can see that you are not listening. Your brain has been taken over by your masculine Gods, and I am going to have to take more drastic measures.”

“Why don’t you lie down and let me show you those masculine Gods?”

She super glared at me. All that precious beauty she had prepared for me was a memory. I was now in the gunsights of the harridan. “Until you come to your senses and come to a meeting…I’m cutting you off.”

“What?” My voice actually squeaked. “But I don’t care about getting your religion! I’ve got my own religion!”

“Yes, but there is no immortality in a first down!”

I blathered at that. The woman was now just being sacrilegious.

“Do you understand me? Dylan Johnson? From this point on, until you come to your senses and at least come to a meeting with me…my legs are closed.”

“What about a blow job?” I asked, weakly.

She clamped her lips shut, made a thin, red line out of those juicy, plump kissers.

“Honey!”

She turned and walked off. And she took the remote with her!

The next few days were terrible. I’m used to getting sex every night. I like sex every night. I love the feeling of her warmth engulfing me…and now I had nothing.

On Saturday I reached for her, but she rolled over and kept everything clamped up tight. I sighed and went to play golf and, believe me, it’s hard to swing a wood when you’re packing a woodie.

I came home to find her dressed up super sexy. She was prancing around the house in a baby doll, all soft and frilly. She was wearing a half bra under the outfit and her nips were thrust out and pointing right at me. High heels made her calves, and legs, so enticing…I just wanted nothing more than to jump her bones!

She just walked past me, nose tilted up and not even looking at me.

Bedtime, and she came to bed wearing a baby doll, but without the bra.

Man, I stared at those boobers so hard I thought my eyeballs were going to fall out and bounce on the floor.

She ignored me, did the cold cream and curlers thing and came to bed.

Hell, I didn’t care about the face cream and the hair antennas, I was TURNED ON! I reached for her, “Honey?” and she rolled away, turned her back to me.

“Baby?” I pulled on her shoulder and turned her over. In the darkness I couldn’t see the gleam of her angry eyes. I put my arm on her and tried to pull her closer.

She actually punched me, and then, when I foolishly persisted, she kneed me, right in the jungle grotto!

The next day she got up and put on her flimsiest underwear and sexiest dress…and made herself up…and all I could do was stand and stare. I’m used to sex every day, and my system was already overflowing. At least, my dick was overflowing. It drooled in my pants until I had a wet spot.

Darla saw the wet spot in my crotch, ‘humphed,’ and ignored me.

That afternoon we went to the barbecue, and it was like taking a fish made of ice on a date. She wouldn’t talk to me. She wouldn’t even look at me. And this after putting on her super bikini, then barely covering it with a see through shift.

We arrived at the barbecue and she greeted everybody as if nothing was wrong. I headed for the beer, trying to get over the cloud funking my mind up.

“Hey, your wife is looking good,” observed Ted.

Normally, those would be fighting words, some fool drooling over your wife, but now, I was so damned whipped that I said nothing.

A couple of the other guys let their eyes wander.

Oddly, I thought the other women would resent her. Women get that way sometime, a little bitchy competitiveness, and they have their little cat fights and sly innuendoes.

But the women at the barbecue merely smiled at her, and, maybe it was my imagination, sneered at me?

What? Was everybody in on this…this new religion thing?

I turned to Ted, “Has Tania mentioned anything about a new womens’ group?”

“The female God thing?”

“Yes!”

“We’re supposed to go to a meeting this next weekend.”

“You are?”

“Sure. It sounds a little wacky, men corrupting religion, you have to submit to your inner female…” he shrugged, “but I figure what the heck. Go and listen, ask a question or two, then hem and haw and say you’ll think about it…storm averted. Doesn’t look like you averted your storm.”

“You noticed.”

We looked over to where Darla and a couple of women were talking to a couple of guys. Bill and Ron, horn dog assholes if ever there was one. Or two.

Darla glanced at me, sneered, then put her hand on Bill’s forearm.

Curiously sexual.

Bill noticed and patted her hand and turned more to her. Shit! He was almost chest to chest with her, and she leaned up and he leaned down and she whispered something in his ear. He laughed, tilting his head up slightly, and she took his arm, linked her arm with his, and glared at me.

Now, I’m secure in my relationship, but she wasn’t fighting fair! So in addition to the bulge in my swim trunks, I now was seeing red.

And that at the beginning of the party. I still had a couple of hours of this crap to put up with.

That evening we were driving home. Traffic was light, the moon roof was open, Sarah was warbling something about surfacing or something, and it actually was a beautiful night. This from a guy who never notices the weather.

Darla was sitting on her side of the car, and it was like there was an invisible wall between us. One side for the religiously enlightened, the other side for us Philistines.

“Okay,” I said. “Tell me about this feminine religion thing.”

Man, it was like the party light just went on. Suddenly she was pivoted towards me, leaning halfway over the console, her breasts reaching across the console, and I found myself gulping.

“It’s simple. Religion was designed as a way to submit to God, and men turned it into fire and brimstone and you’re going to Hell if you don’t do what I say.”

“Stupid men,” I commented dryly.

“But the real religion isn’t about pouring red hot coals down your throat. It’s about love, and treating women right.”

“But don’t I treat you right?”

This seemed to confuse her and she started blinking. Then she figured the counter argument out. “Well, but it’s more than that. Men had taken over religion, and then they make themselves into little Gods, owning all the businesses, being in charge of government and everything.”

“So I should sign everything over to…who’s the God of this new religion?”

She giggled. “I told you, silly, they just pass the offering plate. The real point is to get you to understand how to be gentle and compassionate.”

“I’m compassionate.”

She snorted.

“What?”

“Have you ever heard yourself when you’re watching football!”

“Uh…”

And she proceeded to tell me, by mimicking me in the most cruel, but accurate, manner. “Motherfucker dropped the ball! Grow an extra set of hands asshole! Run, you fuck! The fucking coach better take a shit because he has his head up his ass!”

She went on and on, and, I have to admit, maybe she had a point on that one. She finished up her diatribe with one of my favorite phrases, “My granny’s dead dog can run better than that!”

“Uh…okay. So I get a little carried away.”

“A little?” She was laughing at me, but I noticed that her hand was reaching over the console and had come to rest upon my throbbing package.

“Okay, so if I agree to go see this new religion…do you think we could, uh…you know?”

She jerked her hand back. “Oh, no you don’t. I know you. You fuck me and then forget about it.”

“Honey! I promise that…”

But, damned if she didn’t have me pegged right.

“So, Mr. Dylan Johnson, if you attend one of my meetings, then I will haul your ashes.”

“But…don’t you think…uh…maybe a little advance for good intentions…”

“Ooh, yes! I can do that.”

I grinned. God, was I getting horny.

We arrived at home and in short order we were making our way to the bedroom and getting undressed.

I took off my clothes and stood there, a sappy smile on my face, and waited for Darla.

She took off her bikini and put on her baby doll. Okay, so far, so good, I could lift the edge of that and…and then she put on her panties.

“Hey!”

She looked at me, read my easily readable mind, and chuckled. Then she attacked me.

She threw me back on the bed and kissed my mouth like she was trying to wear my lips off. She sucked my nipples like she was trying to shrink them like ice cubes. Then she lowered her head to my dong.

“Oh, yeah!” I groaned as I arched my hips up. I was fine with a blow job. Just as long as I could finely get off.

She surrounded my penis with her lips. I could feel the softness of them as she gulped, then pulled back. Oh, God, the excruciating pleasure of her lips sliding along my shaft!

She held my balls, kissed them, went back to sucking my dong.

“Fu…fu…” I bleated, trying to get over the hump, trying to reach the point of no return.

She slowed down.

“Hey! Speed up! I’m almost…almost…”

But she didn’t speed up. In fact, the closer I got the slower she went, until, finally, she took her mouth off me.

“Hey!” I propped myself on my elbows and stared at her.

She hopped off the bed and went to brush her teeth.

I followed her. “I thought we were going to…get an advance!”

Through a mouthful of foaming toothpaste she said, “You did! That was your advance.”

“But…what about finishing?”

“Then it wouldn’t be an advance, would it? That would be the whole thing. And you don’t get that until after you have met the High Priestess.”

I was frustrated. My middle name was frustration. And so was my first and last names. “But…honey…” then it hit me. “High priestess?”

“Oh, yes. We don’t have a minister, or some ‘father,’ or ‘padre.’ It’s a real religion, so it has women in charge.”

Women in charge. Oddly, it flashed through my head: A man’s worst nightmare. But maybe I was just being sexist.

But right then I wasn’t as concerned with women except for the one in front of me who had just sucked my dong until it was ready to pop and then left it all alone and…and hurting.

And hurting it would stay.

The rest of the week passed slowly. Incredibly, excruciatingly slowly.

I was throbbing and pulsing and dripping, I wanted my marriage consummated. I NEEDED my marriage consummated. But consummation was not about to happen.

Instead, I received ‘advances,’ every day. Multiple times a day. It was as if, once she had realized this game could be fun, she had decided to play it with both feet and verve and vivre.

I awoke in the morning to her soft hands stroking me, her lips kissing me, her breasts pressed into my dumbstruck mouth.

I came home from work to her roaming hands patting my balls, her mouth sucking the life out of mine.

By Wednesday she was wearing nothing around the house but a negligee and high heels and bright, red lipstick.

On Thursday I came home from work and opened the door to…her. Naked. Legs spread. Right on the carpet. “Eat me!”

I couldn’t help myself. I was besotted. I was out of control. My dripping pecker made me dive down and attack her hole with my mouth. I sucked, I slurped, and made her cum. And when I tried to divest myself of pants and crawl up and bone her…she clamped those legs together so hard it made me cry.

She giggled and thought it was funny. And when she sauntered into the back room to shower I actually turned onto my belly and pounded a fist on the floor.

But Friday night was the real corker.

I arrived home and she was clad in her usual sexy outfit, and she was holding a glass of bourbon and Coke.

“What’s this?” I asked, taking and sipping and trying to ignore my fat cock.

“We need to talk about tomorrow.”

“What’s to talk about? I’m going to embrace my inner female.” Yeah. Right. I just wanted to get my rocks off.

She took my hand and dragged me into the living room, where I froze.

Two people were sitting on the couch. One was a tall, built man with a smirky sort of grin. He was wearing a suit, and he just sat back on the couch. It was plain to see that he was just here to watch.

The other person was a woman, and…what a mouthful of babe!

And she was wearing a teensy baby doll, like Darla. And high heels. And red lipstick. And I could see her breasts, gigantic breasts, swelling under the thin material.

I couldn’t help it, I actually licked my lips.

The guy on the couch chuckled. I ignored him.

“Hello, Dylan. I may call you Dylan?” the woman was on her feet and I remembered to close my mouth. She offered me a hand to shake which I took, but which she didn’t then shake. She merely stood, close to me,holding my hand, her breasts thrust towards me like the mouths of cannons. In a low whisper she said, “I am so glad to meet you. Darla had ben telling us about you, and I am sure we will be good friends.”

“Uh…oh…” My hand was trapped, I couldn’t get it back. Darla came up next to me and ignored the fact that my cock was pressing out against my pants and my tongue was drooling.

“This is Christa and Roger. They like to speak to people interested in the Church.”

I blinked. When I thought of church, in spite of my wife’s antics, I always thought of stiff, black dresses, or suits in Roger’s case. Of low heeled witch’s shoes with square buckles and square toes. Of breasts bound up so tight a chest looked flat, and hats with veils. Of corsets so tight the body looked like a stick, and a person so squinchy in the ass that every turd was a tightly squeezed out pellet.

This woman was not that.

Then, not sure what was happening, making sure nobody was going to sneak up and hit me on the back of the head with a bible, I glanced at the man.

He had a half grin on his face, and his eyes were slightly raised. He was just there to watch the women tease and tantalize me.

“Well, pleased to meet you.”

Christa didn’t let go of my hand. In fact, she turned, moved me around, and sat, and forced me to sit, on the couch. We were breast to bicep now, and I could feel her moist, warm breath wash my cheek.

“We always like to meet people with an interest in our religion. We are a small religion, and we are careful There are so many nuts these days.”

“Yeah, nuts,” I agreed, thinking of a different kind of nut. The kind that was between my legs and boiling with pent up cum.

“So are there any questions we can answer?”

“Well, uh, no…”

“The basis of our religion, as I am sure your wife has told you, is that religion, spirituality, is more feminine than you might have been led to believe.”

I glanced at Darla. She was sitting in a club chair across from us, watching with bated breath. Her eyes were gleaming. She didn’t mind that a half naked woman was almost perched in my lap. This religion thing was really doing something to her.

“Yeah, she did mention that.”

“Is there anything about that that seems confusing? Or maybe against what you might have been. taught to believe?”

“Uh…”

“Please, speak freely.”

“Well, I did sort of wonder…”

“Yes?”

God made man first, and then woman. That, uh…”

She had a throaty chuckle. “Yes, we come across that a lot. Please understand that the bible may be the word of God, but it has been written, I should say rewritten, and many times over, by men. Thus, men have proposed that God is in their image.

“And you’re saying, that..what? God is a woman?”

“Oh, no. I am a limited mortal, I can’t envision what God is.”

Now I was confused, “But…”

She placed her delicate hand on my mouth. Shut me right up. It was curiously sexual and powerful all at the same time.

“I don’t question or wonder at the sex of God, I just know that he, she, or it, said to be fruitful and multiply. So that brings us to now.”

“Now.”

“Yes. Do you believe we should multiply?”

“Well, I, uh…”

“Why else would God give us sex organs? Isn’t he just telling us to have sex?”

“Well, yeah.” I couldn’t argue with that logic.

“And would you like to have sex?” her lips were in my face, her eyes occupied my vision. She was holding my arm, but I felt like she was holding my dick. This woman didn’t just ask to have sex…she had it!

Before I could respond to her…invitation? She segued into something else. “Now, about tomorrow’s meeting…”

She continued talking, but it was almost like she was backing away. Which, of course, made me want to stay with her, to stop her from leaving.

The feel of her hand on me was addicting.

But she was done with the sex talk. She just spoke of the service we were to attend, of the woman who had begun the church, a woman called Silithia, which is a crazy name if you’ve heard one, and a few tidbits about protocols and catechisms.

She did, however, say one last thing of interest. She had stood up, and I was wondering what her real purpose was here, whether she had come to just check me out, make sure I was proper fodder for her belief system, and maybe why she needed a silent bodyguard type who didn’t look like a bodyguard to accompany her, and she said, “Dylan, you’re going to have a choice. It is a simple choice, as simple as heads or tails, but I suggest you allow your wife to prepare you tonight. Do everything she says. You will be glad when it comes time to choose your path.”

I nodded.

She kissed my cheek, pressing those mammoth mammaries against me, then she slipped into a thin coat. Not thick enough to warm her, just thick enough that she wouldn’t get arrested for indecent exposure.

I held the door and she walked out with a smile of reassurance.

“Tomorrow comes, Dylan. Will you?”

“Will I…?”

“Will you come to your senses? Will you come to the true religion? Will you come and find your true god…or goddess?”

Then she was walking down the walk, her world class ass sashaying sexily.

Roger came and stood next to me. “What a babe, eh?”

I looked at him and he grinned. “Bet you’d like to tap her ass, eh?”

I turned to stare at him, but he was already sauntering after her, sauntering like…like he was tapping that beautiful, round and sexy ass.

What the fuck?

“So what do you think?”

I didn’t want to say anything. I especially didn’t want Darla to start lecturing me or quizzing me. “Interesting.”

“Yes. Fascinating. And they are so smart and knowledgeable.”

I glanced at Darla. She was entirely enraptured. Man, she was sold. And I wasn’t.

And I wondered if I was going to have to have her deprogrammed or something.

She turned to me, her eyes bright and her attitude bubbly. “Come on. I’m supposed to play with you.”

“What?”

“I need to play with you. Get you good and hard for tomorrow.”

“I can’t…” just the thought of more denial was bringing me to the edge of tears.”

“Come on, we’ll have fun.”

She placed her hand on my cock and kissed me. When we broke I couldn’t resist. I blurted, “This is the screwiest religion I ever heard of.”

“Yes,” Darla agreed, tugging on my hand, pulling me back towards the bedroom. “It’s screwy, and it’s all about screwing.”

Huh, I thought. Huh.


PART TWO

I woke up, and was white and shaking. Darla had kept me up all night. Every time I started to drift off she grabbed my cock and started jerking it again. And if I didn’t wake up enough to respond she REALLY jerked it.

Man, there’s nothing like having your dick stretched to wake a guy up.

I sat up and Darla, who looked amazing fresh and rested, slid off the bed, knelt in front of me and began sucking.

“Oh, God!” I moaned.

She backed off right away. After a night of edging right up to the point of squirting I was ready.

My cock was drooling. My balls were throbbing. The whole world seemed to be pulsating and warping.

Darla giggled and brought out a flimsy gown.

“What’s that?”

“You need to wear this your first time.”

“What?”

“Come on, silly.” She pulled it around me and helped stuff my arms into the sleeves.

“But, why? That’s like a negligee.”

“Yeah. You can wear this.”

“I can’t.” But I already had it on. I was looking down at my body through the sheerness of the material.

“Now come on, Mr. Shy Guy, Let mommy Darla fix you all up.”

She led me to the kitchen and took down the bourbon.

“Seriously? Before church?”

“They said it’s all right, especially the first time, when you need to relax enough to make a decision.”

Huh! I needed to relax? This was the screwiest religion I had ever heard of.

She handed me a stiff drink and I tossed it down. I felt super stupid in this negligee, and my cock was big and pointy, tented the material right out.

But, I did have to admit, the feeling of the folds of light material rubbing against my cock felt pretty good.

I finished my first drink and she handed me a second. I grinned. All right.

“Do you want to wear a long coat over your negligee?”

“Hah! Even you’re calling it a negligee.”

“Oh, shut up,” she laughed. She went into the hall closet and took out my Burberry top coat. She slipped it on me, then made me yet another drink!

Ten minutes later we were on our way.

She was driving because I couldn’t. Not a chance in my inebriated condition.

But I was singing.

“Heysoos loves me this I know…

for the bible tells me so!”

“Hey, do they believe in Heysoos Xristo?” I blurted merrily.

“I think they believe in choice more than anything.”

“Super. I feel like choosing. Hey, did you have to choose?”

“Silly! I chose before I was born!”

That confused me, but I didn’t have time to think about it because we had arrived.

The parking lot was full. For a small time religion this place had a lot of cars in its parking lot.

We stoped and Darla came around and opened the door for me. It was odd, it made me feel a little silly to have a woman opening doors for me. But I was drunk, so I accepted it.

We walked across the parking lot, and she held to my arm, which was good. I was staggering and walking on a slant.

The front door was a huge double door, and both doors were open.

Inside the church I could hear music. We crossed a wide foyer and stopped at a second set of double doors. A woman stepped out to meet us. She was barely dressed, just wisps of cloth and big tits. Oh, and high heels and bright red lipstick. The church of the Red Lipstick. Hah!

She smiled and said, “They’re not ready for you yet. Why don’t you go to the bar and I’ll call you.”

“Okay,” I said. “I need a drink.”

The woman smiled. I noticed that. “You got a nice pair,” I said.

“Thank you. Maybe you’ll have a pair, too. Someday.”

“Baby,” I drawled, “I already got a pair. Want to see ‘em?”

The woman laughed and Darla pulled me around and headed me for some stairs. I managed to make it up the stairs and into a barely lit lounge.

“Now this is my kind of church!” I quipped.

“I thought you’d like it.”

We sat at a little booth and a woman brought us some drinks. Surprisingly, she brought me bourbon and Coke.

“A Coke High,” I was slurring my words a bit. “How’d they know?”

“Oh, they know everything,” Darla said. My head was wobbling a bit, but I scrutinized her.

“You’re a very mysterious bitch, you know that?”

“Why, thank you.”

“Shay…when do you think we can make my little dickie shquirt? You really got me going.”

“Pretty soon now, if you’re a good boy and make the right choice.”

“Choice Shmoice. I wanna cum!”

Time passed. I don’t know how much, they kept giving me drinks, and the funny thing…it was just enough to keep me high and happy, but not enough to make me burp and belch and spew.

Finally, however, the woman from downstairs came to get us.

“They’re ready for you.”

Darla took one side of me, and the woman took the other. They held my arms and kept me putting one foot in front of the other. They walked me down the stairs, across the foyer, and through the second set of double doors.

“Wow!” I said. The church opened up into a room the size of a football field. Across the front of it was a monstrous display of colored glass. I could see images of the bible. Moses leading the people out of Egypt…except that Moses was a woman. Daniel in the lion den, except that Daniel was a woman. Jesus on the cross, except that Jesus was a woman.

What the fuck! Everybody was a woman! The few men I did see were usually bully boys. The men held whips and used them on women sitting with their arms held out in a beseeching manner. The men pushed the cross up and stabbed Heysoos in the side. The whole illuminated glasswork was nothing but women being enslaved by men!

Man, these people might not believe what sex God was, but they sure were a bunch of feminists or something.

I was walked down a long, sloping aisle, and I noticed the pews were filled almost totally with women. Big, tall, sexy women. Women wearing short negligees, similar to mine, and sometimes nothing at all. Just sitting there, their heads turned to watch me. Their bare boobs large and jutting.

“Hi, babies!” I shouted. My voice was alone in the huge cathedral. “Ya come to see me get off?”

Nobody said anything.

“Whash wrong with these bitches?” I asked.

“Nothing, Dylan. Now just hush. Here come some steps.”

They helped me up the steps. I found myself on a large dais. Ahead of me was a railing. Beyond the railing was an altar, and next to the altar was the woman, Christa, who had come to my house.

“Hey, Christa! How ya doing?”

She smiled. “Hello, Dylan. So glad you could make it.”

“Me, too. But I gotta tell ya, I don’t know about this religion thing. It’s…it’s pretty weird.”

She grinned, showed here pearly whites real good. “It is, isn’t it?”

“I’ll say. And look! See those glasses up there? It’s all men beating up women. I din’t know you wash into BDSM.” I pronounced it B, D, SH, M.

“We’re into a lot of things, Dylan. Are you ready to make a decision?”

“Why, sure. I guess so. What kind of deshishion I got to make?”

“Whether you want to be a good or bad. The usual kind of decision people have to make.”

“Bad like those guys in your colored glasses up there? I don’t think sho.”

“So you would choose the alternative?”

“Being good? Shure. I’d rather be good than bad.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that, Dylan. But just to be clear, we are putting on a little play for you. So you can understand what we’re asking.”

“Okay. I like to wash TV.”

“Then kneel right here.”

She indicated the railing, and I moved up to it, looked at the railing, it was wood, like the railing in a courtroom, and there was a pad for me to put my knees on.

“Right here?”

“Right here, Dylan, darling.” Darla whispered in my ear and helped me lower myself to the knee pads.

At that moment, when my knees touched down, the lights went out. Even the warpy, glass windows high above blotted out. Pitch dark.

“Wash happnin?” I blurted.

A spotlight shone down on the altar in front of me. I could see it clearly now. It was a bench, with little rests for the forearms and legs. Straps hung off it like little black, icicles.

Music started up. Weird, religious music. Sort of like Pink Floyd, but all drunk.

I giggled, ‘cause I was drunk.

Christa had stepped back, out of the light, but her voice suddenly boomed.

“Men who have betrayed us, who have beaten and bullied us through the ages.”

A light played on the warped glass high above. It was focused on a man with a whip in Egypt. He was beating slaves who were pushing big square stones up a ramp to a pyramid. The slaves were all women.

“Men who have held us down, chained us with their muscles and lust.”

The light played across the glass windows. It focused on a pharaoh on top of a woman on a stone bed. The woman was shrieking, and the pharaoh was driving a monster cock into her ass.

“Men who have abused us for their own pleasure…”

The light flicked over the windows, illuminated scenes for maybe three seconds each. Each scene showed a man raping a woman.

“Men…we answer you now!”

The music swelled and the light overhead flicked out and another one came into play. A man was coming up the stairs to the side of the dais. It was a strong man wearing a coat. It was…Roger?

“Hey! Roger! How you doing, old buddy?”

He ignored me. He walked to the altar, and I saw six women behind him. They were all beautiful, stacked, round hips, and wearing sheer negligees. They walked on high heels and their lips were red. Their mouths, so kissable, were solemn.

Roger walked to the altar, and two of the women took his coat and pulled it off.

He was wearing a negligee, just like mine. Shit. This must be the Church of the Sexy Negligee.

Then two more women moved forward and took his negligee off. He was strong. He had muscles, he was wide at the shoulders and narrow at the hips, his arms hung down, the biceps like cannon balls.

Suddenly I gasped. His back was a ridged, roiling mess. It had strips of poorly healed cuts, masses of ragged scar tissue. Somebody had abused that guy, and I mean big time!

“Hey!”

Everybody ignored me.

“You all right Roger?”

Two women moved forward and helped Roger onto the altar. He laid on his belly, and all the women fastened the straps. Shortly he was secured, unable to move a muscle, and I watched in horror—horror even through my drunken state—as Christa stepped forward and uncoiled a whip.

“Hey!” I stood up.

The light shone on me.

I blinked, a little blinded by the harshness of the white light.

Darla’s voice boomed out, “Does some gentle soul speak on behalf of man?”

I walked around the little railing and over to the altar. I was still drunk, but now I wasn’t staggering. I was sobering up pretty fast.

“What the fuck you bitches doin?” I asked.

Christa stepped forward. She had a lip mike on, and there was a shadow off to my right, and something above me. Later I would realize that somebody was holding a boom with a mike on it over my head.

“Dylan,” she spoke softly. “This must be done.”

I grabbed the whip right out of her hand.

“No it doesn’t.”

“Somebody must answer for all the brutality of mankind through the ages.”

“So you’re going to whip some guy because of what some other guy did to some girl a hundred years ago? That’s wacky. What kind of a religion is this?”

I threw the whip on the ground.

A woman came and picked up the whip, she handed it back to Christa.

“Dylan, you are either the person being whipped, or the person doing the whipping. Which do you choose?” She held the whip out to me.

I grabbed the whip again and tossed it over my shoulder. I heard bodies scurrying behind me, then another woman knelt to one side and held the whip up to Christa.

“Dylan. You must choose. You must wield the whip, or replace Roger on the altar.”

“I’m not going to do either.” She was holding the whip out to me again, and I grabbed it, turned and threw it, as hard as I could, back into the darkness of the church.

I turned around and was ready to spout some more, but Christa held up her hand and her voice boomed out once again.

“Dylan has refused to abuse his fellow man. Thus, we welcome him to our ranks. Come Dylan.”

I was going to resist, but the whip was gone, Roger was being released from the altar, and all the woman were around me, gently nudging me, and they seemed smiling now, happy. They kissed my cheeks and patted my ass and congratulated me on making such a wonderful choice.

They took me back to the altar and Christa, her voice amplified to the max, boomed out, “Kneel, Dylan Johnson, and accept the sacrament.”

I found myself kneeling, and the woman who had surrounded me knelt.

My hands were placed on the railing, and Christa stepped to the front of the railing. She opened one hand and a small wafer was in her palm.

“So shall ye eat of Silithia, and become of Silithia, and the world will be joined in one happiness.”

Then, I couldn’t believe it, she spread her legs and put the wafer into her pussy.

Oh, not deep, just stuck it to the moisture there, and she stepped to the rail and took her hand away.

“Eat, Dylan Johnson. Eat of my body. Eat of my soul. Eat and be cleansed. Eat and be whole.”

It was a neat little bit of poetry, and I stared up at her.

She waited.

The woman around me urged me on.

“Eat, Dylan.”

“Eat the wafer.”

I heard Darla. “Please, love. Eat it for me.”

I couldn’t help it. I was drunk, the pressure of seeing a man almost beaten gone, the women urging me…most of all Christa staring down at me, love in her eyes, waiting…waiting…

“It’s the last step, Dylan. Take it,” she whispered, and I more read her lips than heard her voice.

I moved my head forward, stuck out my tongue, and suddenly she had a hold of my head and everybody was screaming:

EAT! EAT! EAT!

Everybody in the big cathedral, yelling the same word, over and over.

EAT! EAT! EAT!

Heck, I had already eaten it. When I put my face in her pussy the wafer had popped into my mouth and, I think I was supposed to chew it, but I just gulped it. Involuntary reflex.

Christa raised her hands in victory and ground her pussy into my face, then I was being picked up and carried around the cathedral. Women were screaming and thin negligees flew through the air. The lights came back on and I saw women kissing each other. And over my shoulder I caught a glimpse of Roger. He was back on the altar, screwing the hell out of some woman.

Then the pain hit.

I’ve read erotica, even come across those stories where a guy turns into a girl. The guy grows breasts and his dick falls off and everything is fine and hunky dory.

The reality is something else.

Whatever was in that wafer, suddenly my back arched and it felt like somebody had just pounded a spike down my backbone.

The women carrying me must have expected this, for they simply held me higher, made sure I didn’t fall, and increased their screams of pleasure.

It was like my pain was causing them an orgasm.

Then a series of loud cracking sounds came out of my body. It felt like each rib was being broken. I felt like a piano being pounded on with the world’s biggest sledge hammer.

And when my breasts started growing it wasn’t a polite, little growth that felt so sexy. It was like somebody taped a pair of grenades to my pectorals and pulled the pins.

Nerves were being rearranged. Muscles were being re-twined. My whole body felt like it was being cork crewed into a meat grinder, and wouldn’t fit, so it was just shoved harder.             

Then I felt like somebody was pulling on my every hair! Yanking each hair out of my head. It felt like I was being scalped, and then long tresses oozed out of my noggin.

But the worst was my pecker. It felt like somebody stuck my dick and balls into a mortar and then ground them up with a pestle. And the grinding, went on and on. It felt like the world was coming to an end. And the stupid women under me just kept yelling their version of ‘hosannah.’ And thanking the Goddesses. And toting me around.

I should have been in a hospital, injected with a heaping helping of pure morphine. Instead I was being twisted and wrung out like a wet rag, and, finally, I passed out.

I awoke on a bed, Darla was next to me, pressing a cold wash cloth to my forehead. I opened my eyes, and the world slowly came into focus.

“Hello, darling.” Darla whispered into my ear and kissed my cheek.

“What’s going on?”

I was dazed, no longer drunk, that went away when I started to change, and all I could remember was that terrible soul smashing pain.

“You made your choice.”

I turned my head and stared at her. And I knew, without feeling my body, though I would shortly be doing just that, that I had been transformed.

“My choice.”

“You decided not to be a bully. You decided to be a human being. Caring and compassionate.”

“But…but…help me up.”

She lifted, and I struggled, my muscles felt like noodles that had been chopped up, and I sat on the edge of the bed.

We were in a room in the Church. It was cool and gloomy, and I saw women sleeping on the beds to the right of me. A few women watched over them. To the left the beds were empty.

Darla saw where I was looking. “They have already awakened and gone into the world.”

I looked down at my chest. Man, I had a set of knockers. Big ones. If I had been a man I would have thought they were sexy. And maybe I still would, but right then I was recovering.

Darla brushed my long hair back.

I leaned forward and looked at my groin. My big, fat, red dick was no more. My balls were gone. Bounced right out of the world. What was left was a thin slit. A snatch. A pussy.

“Oh, my God!”

“Oh, my Goddesses,” Darla corrected.

I looked at her. “I thought God wasn’t male or female?”

“Believe what you want. Most people believe in Goddesses, especially after having made a choice.”

“Darla, tell me the truth. Did you make a choice?”

She giggled. “No, silly. I’ve always been a superior person.”

“A woman.”

“That’s what I said. Now, come on. Let me help you. I’ll take you home and give you a big back rub.”

I stood up, and wavered, and I said, “Make love? Can we…make love?”

I wanted to say ‘fuck,’ but I didn’t dare. I was, in my heart of hearts, terrified by what had happened to me.

“Of course we can. It might be a little different. Here, take a step.”

I stepped, and found it was strange.

I wasn’t so much weak, but unfamiliar with my new shape, which included new bones and new muscles. New everything.

“But I don’t have a penis,” I mumbled.

“Isn’t it funny?” Darla commented. “Men who make the choice always think about their dicks when they wake up. Don’t you know you have something better than a dick?”

Almost reflexively, I answered, “What’s better than a dick?”

“Oh, silly. You get your peeny all good and hard, then it shoots, then it’s done. No longer hard. Believe me, you spend more of your life limp than you do hard.”

We were walking down a long hallway, she had my arm over her shoulders and I could feel my boob rubbing against her side.

“But a woman…she never gets limp. She can do it over and over, and never be let down by her own inadequacy.”

We arrived at an elevator and stepped into it. As it lowered I felt the unfamiliar strain of muscles supporting boobs going up and down.

We stopped at a small closet and she took out my negligee and my Burberry. She dressed me and I stood and waited.

Out to the car and down the street, Darla driving.

I sat in the passenger seat, feeling my lips and nose.

“Go on. You can feel your privates.”

I looked at her. She was watching the road, a happy smile on her face.

I reached down and touched a nipple, and felt a sexual thrill shoot through me.

“More sensitive, aren’t they?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Go on. Feel your pussy.”

I reached down and traced a finger over my lips. I felt the clitoris, and all the while severe shocks of a sexual nature were exploding.

“Oh, my God!”

“Goddesses. Now, Dylan, there’s something I have to tell you.”

“What’s that?” I was leaning over, pulling on the seat belt, trying to see up my snatch.

“We have to consummate within one week.”

“What do you mean…consummate?”

“You need to get fucked.”

That one sentence, ‘you need to get fucked,’ woke up all my horniness. She had spent a week hornicizing me. She had played with me, got me big and dripping, and now…now all that horniness was still there. In fact, it was enhanced, made worse by the fact of me being a woman.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered. I put my hand down to my pussy and pressed on it.

“Don’t do that, Dylan.”

The hell she said. I inserted a finger, and just about went out of my mind. The sexual explosion about took my head off. And I hadn’t cum, just felt the lightest of penetrations.

Darla pulled the car over, reached over and pulled on my arm. She managed to get my finger out of my hole.

“Listen to me.”

I was pulling on my tits, wanting to cum, I need to cum.

She slapped me. “STOP THAT!”

I felt my first rush of female hormones. I suddenly wanted to cry. My eyes brimmed with tears and I held my cheek and stared at her. I actually felt a bit of fear.

Once I had been a man, and I could punch somebody if they picked on me. Now…I had not the muscles, and if somebody punched me all I could do was take it.

Darla saw the look on my face. She leaned across the console and hugged me. I began to cry.

“Honey, I’m sorry, but you have to listen.”

“Oh…okay,” I blubbered.

“You have changed, but the change isn’t complete, it’s not locked in, until you have had a sexual experience.”

“A sexual…” I sniffed.

She leaned back, held her arms out straight and kept me facing her.

“If you don’t let me, or somebody, fuck you, like a woman, then you’ll end up like Roger.

“Roger?”

“Roger is a man, and he’ll always be a man. I don’t know if he chose that, or just didn’t complete the change, but now he lives to be beaten, to make up for his maleness. You don’t want to end up like Roger, do you?”

I thought about the last time I had seen Roger, fucking somebody on an altar.

And I knew a truth about Roger, I had a feminine intuition. He either laid on the altar and was beaten until he orgasmed, or he was passed around by the women, fucking them until he was used up.

As a male, I would have thought his condition, the being screwed mercilessly part, a dream.

But now, as a woman, I could see the hopelessness of mindless, rutting sex. Especially short circuited sex. Short circuited in the fact of a man’s orgasm is just a spurt and it’s done. I hadn’t even had an orgasm, but I was on the edge, and I could feel the vast, overwhelming ocean of hot orgasm I was going to experience.

Darla watched me come to grips with her message, and she said, “So you don’t want to Jill off, or especially have sex with your butt. At least not until you have consummated with your pussy.

“What happens if I take it up the butt?”

“You will experience the change in reverse, and, believe me, it doesn’t feel good. Do you want to go through what you already went through…backwards?”

I gave a shiver. The idea of my tits being pounded into me, of my dick being pulled out, of my hair being smashed into my skull, it wasn’t a nice idea, and I could envision how painful it might be.

“So sit there and hold on, and we’ll get home, and I’ll get out my strap on that I just bought and we’ll use that to make you all woman.

I nodded, and sat silently while she got back on the road. The road whizzed under us, trees slid by the sides, and in 15 minutes we were home.

It was different, walking into my house as a woman.

Houses, cars, all sorts of structures are designed around the bodies of men, not women, and I realized I was going to have to get used to a whole bunch of new things.

I would have to ask men to get things down from shelves in the supermarket.

I would have to slide the car seat forward until my big boobs got in the way of the steering wheel.

I turned around and compared myself to Darla.

“You’re bigger than me.”

“And smarter and stronger. Want a spanking?” She laughed and slipped my Burberry off my shoulders. She hung it in the closet and walked into the kitchen. I studied her body closely. Now that was my body. A female body. Thin waist. Big Boobs. I would have to learn how to comb my hair and… “Oh, my God!” I blurted.

She was mixing a couple of drinks and she looked at me. “What?”

“I’m going to have to put on make up!”

She chuckled. “That’s fun. I’ll show you how. I’ll even give you a lesson right now. Before we…uh…you know.”

“Before you fuck me.”

She nodded. “Yes.” Before I pretend to be a man and lock in the change that’s happened to you.

I took my drink and stared at her.

She stepped close to me, our boobs were actually touching. She brushed my hair with a soft hand. Combed it out with gentle fingers. I sipped and let her.

Truth, it felt good to have somebody fuss over me. That was something I never appreciated as a male, but now…now…

“Come on.”

She led me into the bedroom and sat me at her make up table.

“How am I going to go to work?”

“Your boss was transitioned today. He was right before us. And Ted, he was changed yesterday. It’s a changing world, and you aren’t going to have any trouble fitting right in.

“As a woman.”

“As a woman,” she agreed.

I watched as she cleansed my pores, primed me, and beautified my face.

My face.

My female face was quite different than my male face.

The jaw bones had curved, making my face more oval. My cheeks became more pronounced, though I think that might have been the make up. My eyes were softer, but sparkling. Especially when Darla put on eyeliner and shadow. My lips were narrower, but fuller. Plumper. She held my face with one hand and colored my lips. She told me about ‘smacking my lips,’’ and I stared at the finished product.

“Oh, this is fun. We’re going to have to get some jewelry, your ears pierced, and hair styles. We have to play with your hair and find the style that suits you.”

She bubbled with happiness as she put away her make up, and I stared in awe at what I had become.

I had been a handsome man, but I was beautiful as a woman. I had curves and color, and a dewy look to my eyes that would drive…would drive…I spun towards Darla.

“Will I want men?”

“That’s up to you. But whatever you want, it will be what you want. You won’t be guided by society’s silly rules and stuff. Now, come on.”

She led me to the bed and peeled the negligee off me. I sat quietly and watched her.

She looked at me and grinned, then she brought out a sack, and out of the sack she extracted a dildo and a harness. She fit the dildo into the harness and strapped the harness around her waist.

“Isn’t that awful big?”

“I hope so,” she giggled. Then: “Don’t let anybody kid you, kid. Every woman wants bigger. We’re all size queens. Now, would you like to do it doggy fashion? Or missionary? Or some other way?”

I scooted back on the bed. Tell the truth, I was terribly horny. Like I said, hornier than I had ever been as a man. And now, fully made up and ready, I was horny ready to bust. I just laid back on the bed and spread my legs.

Darla crawled on top of me. “Remember, foreplay is good, but right about now I don’t think you’ll need much.”

“Oh.”

She leaned down to me, kissed me. Her hands were filled with my tits, and I felt white heat assail me. I arched my back, thrusting my tits up. I spread my legs, and she put her hand down there. She grabbed my pud, squeezed, giggled, then finger banged me.

Oh, Goddesses! I had never felt such biting heat in my life. It was like my very skin was laying on a sex stove and being cooked.

“Told you,” Darla said, then she positioned herself over me and started to push forward.

I felt the big penis touch my core and press into it. The big head popped in and I gasped. My world started to open up. I felt her slide into me, the fake veins rippling against the sides of my love canal. Then she was all the way in.

I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t move.

She didn’t move. She just lay on me, and waited.

I was trying to breath, but the pain/pleasure in my pussy was too much. At last, however, I managed to gasp.

As if that was a signal, Darla began to pump into me. in and out. Moving her hips so that the tip of the big peeny scoured me.

I heard sounds, and realized it was me, groaning with pleasure.

Then she moved faster, and she grabbed my tits with both hands.

“Sometimes,” she muttered, “it’s nice to take it rough. I think, you having been a man, you’re going to like it rough.”

I did. I held on and she filled me, again and again. Then I was yelling something, and my body was locked up, arching upward, and the shuddering shivers started up.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…” I heard myself yelling.

It was like I was the whole universe, and the universe was hot magma. Burning me up, exploding me in all directions, and, at last, I knew the truth.

I am woman.

END
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Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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