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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

You know, originally it was just a kink that was practiced by couples in the privacy of their own home. Now I see clubs where feminized men are quite welcome. There are mainstream articles on feminization. All of society seems to be getting in on this kick.

And why shouldn’t they?

Men who come in contact with their feminine side are better men. They don’t fight, they aren’t bullies…they’ve learned what we women have known forever.

That said, enjoy these five tales of women who belong to societies, who utilize their groups to pink their husbands.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


The Gender Transformation Club

He transformed…then the problems started!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

The club was on fourth street. It was just a hole in the wall, a place that you only got into if you knew someone, and I knew some one. I knew Leslie Anderson. Of course, I didn’t know Leslie even knew about the club until she told me.

“It’s incredible,” she whispered. We were sitting in the lunch room at Peabody’s Copy Writing, Inc. I was eating a ham sandwich and trying not to be obvious in checking out Leslie’s upper half. Talk about incredible!

“What is?”

“The Club.” She was staring at me, and I knew she wanted something. And something important. Her blue eyes just had this wicked gleam to them.

“What’s the name of the club?”

“That’s it…The Club.”

“A club named ‘The Club.’”

She leaned towards me, her lips were red, red, red. Her hair was blonde, like a golden waterfall frozen in time. Her skin was lush and her face was animated.

“They give you a pill there. And the pill…” she stopped talking.

“What?”

“I just had an idea.”

“Oh,” her breasts were pointy, she wore one of those pointy ‘torpedo’ bras from the 50s, and man, did it look good on her. She definitely had the torpedoes.

“Yeah. Look, you want to go out tonight?”

Oh, man, she was asking me out. We had flirted, and I had hoped, and I wanted to work my courage up, and here she had gone and asked me.

“Sure,” I tried to act nonchalant.

“Good. I’m going to take you to a nightclub, and we’re going to have more fun than Dorothy had in Oz.”

I tilted my head and looked at her curiously. “As I recall Dorothy was picked on brutalized and didn’t really have that good a time.”

“Not until she was made the queen.”

“Princess,” I corrected.

“Yeah, that, too.” She leaned forward and put her warm hand on my cold cheek. I suddenly felt like my cheeks would melt butter. “Look, we’re going to have a great time, and you have to do what I say, and I’m going to take you to the most spectacular club in the history of the world.”

On one hand I wanted to ask her questions. On the other hand I didn’t want to jinx the set up by asking her questions.

“So, are you in?”

I nodded.

She laughed gaily, then backed off, threw what was left of her lunch in the trash, and went back to her desk.

Writing copy suddenly seemed the most unimportant thing in the world, and I was so excited I had a boner. A big boner. ‘Cause that’s what happens to guys who suddenly get a dream date and…and…yeah.

The day went slower from that point on. Hey, I had something to anticipate, and anticipation makes the clock move slower. But that was okay. I had a most delicious hard on to help me think. Every once in a while I would slide my hand down under the desk and adjust my package.

When I glanced at her I caught her glancing at me, and her face was flushed and her eyes sparkling.

Just for a club. Must be some kind of club. huh!

Five o’clock finally arrived after a few years, and I put my cell phone and wallet in my pockets and sauntered towards the entrance. And fell in next to Leslie.

“Okay, Underwear, It’s just right around the corner from here. You want to go home, get dressed up. Let half the night pass, or just go grab a bite and get started.

“Let’s get started.”

She giggled, linked arms with me, and I felt ten feet tall. So did my boner.

‘Underwear’ is what they call me. I know, it sounds bad, but that’s just because my name is Tommy Johns, just like the underwear. At first I thought maybe I should get mad, but then I found that women calling me underwear frequently led somewhere. I mean, we’re already talking about underclothes, it’s just a few steps to doing something about them, right?

We crossed the street to a Deli and ordered a couple of hamburgers with fries. We sat at a small, round table near the front window and chewed, and talked about this and that. Mostly that.

“Now, look, when they ask you if it’s your first time you say no.”

“Why?”

“Because they’re going to want to watch you more closely, maybe even counsel you before they give you a pill.”

“Yeah, about that…what kind of a pill.”

A sublime expression crossed her face. She was obviously remembering what the pill did.

“That’s the surprise. But, let me guarantee…it does something you’ll never in your wildest dreams expect.

“It’s not like Acid, is it? This is my mind not on drugs, and I don’t want to mess it up.”

“Not acid, or rave or roofie or anything like that.”

“I’m not going to grow a horn in the middle of my forehead or anything?”

I was a little worried. I wasn’t much of a drug taker.

She giggled. “Maybe.” Then she patted my hand. “Look, I’ve taken this drug lots of times. No ill effects. And, to tell the truth, I think it has made me smarter, made me understand things, shifted my point of view in a most delightful way.”

Man, this was getting curiouser and curiouser. Still, she wouldn’t answer questions, just told me to hurry up and eat, and shortly we were out on the street and hurrying around the corner.

The Club was a pair of doors. Double doors, and one was pink and one was blue.

“Remember, tell them you’ve done this before,” Leslie whispered to me. Then we pushed through the doors. And were separated.

There was a divider right past the doors, and if you entered through the pink door you went one way, and if you entered through the blue door you went the other.

Leslie had moved me to the pink door, and I didn’t know what I was getting into, so I walked down a short hallway to a small window with a hole in and a space under it. A guy with a beard, tats and big, circles in his lobes studied me.

“Name?”

“Tommy.”

“First time?”

“Nope.”

“Fifty bucks.”

Fifty bucks was a lot, but Leslie had told me it was cheap. She also told me that if I wasn’t totally and pleasantly blown out she would give me the fifty bucks back.

I placed two twenties and a ten on the small counter and slid them under the glass.

The freak palmed the cash and slid a small container back at me. It was just a little tin, the kind used for lip balm. He opened the tin and presented it to me.

A little pink pill.

I held out my hand and he turned it over. The pill fell into my hand and he watched me.

Leslie had told me what to do, just take the pill quickly and don’t try to hide it under my tongue. So I did.

He nodded his head to the side. “Clothes down the hall. Hurry up, you know how fast this stuff works.”

“Okay,” I said. I turned and walked down the dark hallway and somebody else stepped up to the window. Not even five thirty and people were already coming to The Club. Huh.

I barely made it out of the hall. Just stepped through a door, and the chills started. I staggered and placed a hand on the wall. Fuck. What had I just taken.

I took a few steps more and my legs started shaking. Crap, if it got any worse I wouldn’t be able to walk.

I stepped into a sort of locker room/hat check room combination. There were lockers, and cubbies, and at the end of the room a naked girl was handing out negligees.

I say naked, but she was really just wearing the kind of things she was handing out.

Hers was red, sheer, her breasts thrust up and her nipples poking out like little bullets. Her caboose was spectacular, round and firm and perfect for sitting on, or doing other things to. Her face was a knock out, too. Her lips were plump and red, her eyes were blue under thick lashes and her eyes were smoking with shadow.

But, I hate to say it, I had no erection. Funny, I had had one just a minute ago, but that weird guy, taking the pill…and I wondered if I could  come down with something that fast?

“Put your clothes in there, honey. And hurry up. It’s starting to effect you.”

The girl was looking at me and pointing at the lockers.

Other guys were in the lockers, all taking off their clothes, not embarrassed and even chuckling in a gleeful manner. I made it back to the lockers and started unbuttoning and unbuckling.

I was getting a little dizzy, but it wasn’t too bad. What was bad was that I wasn’t thinking fast. I was just soft of observing my hands as they moved.

I put my clothes in a locker and closed it. No combination or key, but nobody else was objecting, so I followed naked men across the room.

One by one we stepped up and faced her. She reached down and grabbed a dick, held it for a second, then smiled. “Go. Have fun.”

Next man.

“Go. Have fun.” Another smile.

Man after man.

I stood in front of her.

She looked at me, took my dick in her hand, and paused. Then she spoke into a lip mike. “Harry, got a reaction. Honey, who did you come with?”

“Leslie,” I was having trouble talking. My words fell out of my mouth mike misshapen pellets, and I expected to see them dancing on the floor.

The freak from the front window suddenly appeared. “Come on, buddy.” The girl let go of my dick and he led me to the side. The guys in line watched as he led me to a small door next to the lockers. I heard the babe say, “Good. Go have fun.”

I was starting to collapse and he grabbed my arm and called for somebody named Tank. A big bouncer type appeared and grabbed my other arm and they walked me down the hallway and into a small lounge. They laid me down on a battered couch.

“You want to take care of him? I gotta get back to the window.”

“Sure.”

Harry disappeared and the big guy sat down in a chair that looked small under his bulk. “You’ll be okay.”

“My eyes were rolling in my sockets, and I asked, “What’s happening?”

“You’re one in a thousand.”

“Huh?”

He said, “You want a drink while you’re waiting?”

“Uh, no…” I was too sick to drink. Can you just tell me?”

He sighed heavily. “Well, I ain’t a doctor, but I can tell you what I’ve heard.”

“What?”

My eyes were closed, the room was spinning, but, oddly, my senses were hyper. I could hear the slightest sound, and his voice was a rich rumble of nuances. I could imagine myself getting a job with the FBI as a human lie detector.

“About 1 out of 100 people are born intersex.”

“What…what…”

“Easy, dude. Intersex just means you have two kinds of sex in your body. Sometimes it shows, sometimes it doesn’t. But you’re not an XX, or an XY. You’re probably something called an XXY.

“I don’t understand.” Pain was starting to remove itself. It just sort of stepped out of my body, and the pain was there, but it wasn’t there.

He continued, “So when you take a pill the pill gets confused and the body doesn’t know which way to change. Doesn’t happen often. Most intersex people aren’t effected,  and nothing usually happens. You get your money back and nobody cares. No harm no foul.”

I was quiet then, watching molecules dance in my bloodstream. The pain removed, it was sort of cool.

“Underwear?” A man burst through a door and rushed to me.

A man, but I could smell…Leslie? I smelled her perfume, her underarms, her crotch. Such a delightful mingling of scents. But what was her aroma doing on this guy?

“Are you okay?” the guy asked.

I sniffed him, and I could smell Leslie’s clothes…and the colors of her clothes. How interesting, black has a stifling sort of smell. Blue was sort of  like toothpaste, and red…oh, man. That was cinnamon.

“He just had a little reaction. He’ll be fine.”

The man took my hand. “I’m sorry, Underwear. I didn’t—“ Funny, he had Leslie’s mannerisms.

Then the pain hit. All that removed pain suddenly slammed into me, colors exploded, and I started screaming. It was like every atom in my body was having a nuclear meltdown. My eyes were bulging and bleeding, my ears felt like somebody was taking a corkscrew to them. My skin felt like paper that had been lit on fire.

The man screaming. Why would a man scream like a girl…unless…unless…something was hidden somewhere about this situation. Something I should known intuitively but couldn’t quite find.

Tank holding me down.

Other people rushing in.

A lot of hands…me buckling and folding and writhing, my backbone feeling like a limb…a big hand squeezing down the limb, stripping leaves off. Except it was my spine and the leaves were my nervous system, my ribs, and my individual organs were imploding.

Then there was a timeless moment.

Time in which there was no time, and no pain, and no sensory input. I was just a dot in the middle of an empty universe. Looking out and seeing nothing.

A voice drifted in from a million years away. “He’s coming around.”

“Should I call an ambulance?”

“Wait.”

“Wait?” That was the guy who smelled like Leslie, and it sounded like he was crying.

“I’m okay.” That was me, but something was wrong. Something was weird. It was me…but my voice wasn’t me…what was my voice?

“Man, he changed fast. I never seen it so fast.”

It’s all the way, though. Tits and pussy, man.”

Tits and pussy? I liked tits and pussy. What was the guy talking about?

“Let her go.”

I felt a body hugging me, laying on me. “Underwear!” That guy again. He was getting bothersome.

“Hi,” I was frowning, and trying to figure out where my eyes were. I needed to open them. Something was wrong with my voice.

“What’s wrong with me?”

“You’re fine…you’re fine…” yet the guy was crying.

“What…why…”

“The pill worked,” somebody said, “it just took a while.”

“Nobody’s ever changed like that fast.”

“Or violently.” I thought that was the girl in the locker room.

“Oh,” I said. “Oh,” and I found my eyes.

The guy was looking down at me, real close. Behind him were a half dozen faces. The freak, the girl, Tank. A few others I didn’t know.

“Okay, kids,” the freak said, “The show’s over. Let’s all get back o work.”

Everybody turned away but Tank, who was frowning, and the man, who was holding me. Funny, it felt weird to be held like that by a man, like he was a girl holding me, but…

“Better get her some clothes,” rumbled Tank.

Clothes? I thought. Oh, yeah. I wasn’t dressed. I needed to…and I moved.

And felt boobs on my chest. I struggled up and looked down. Tits. I had tits. And, beyond that, my package was gone. I had a vagina. And soft skin, and hair hanging down over my face.

“EEEEE!” my voice was shrill, girl like. That was what was wrong. I not only had tits, I had a girl’s voice.

The man held me down, Tank put a hand on me, everybody turned around and came back.

“What’s wrong?” asked the freak.

“Tank: “I don’t know.”

“I’m a girl!” I blurted in a high pitched protest.

“Well, yeah,” said the freak.

People looked at each other in confusion.

“But…but…”

“Wait a minute,” Tank said, and, to me, “You never done this before?”

“What? What?” I was trying to get up, but hands were pushing me back. They apparently didn’t want me roaming around in a highly excitable state.

“He said it wasn’t his first time…” protested the freak.

Everybody looked at him.

“He said…how was I supposed to know.”

The girl turned to the man who holding me down. “Was this his first time?”

The man nodded, and I could see tears in his eyes.

“You didn’t tell him what was going to happen.”

The man shook his head, actually crying on me.

And everybody in the room relaxed.

Relaxed. Like it was all over. I even heard a chuckle.

“Well, shit. No wonder.”

Then everybody was dispersing. Even Tank started to grin. “Pal,” he said, “You’re going to have some fun.” Then he frowned at the man. “But you should have told him.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Okay, what’s your name?”

“Underwear. Tommy John. They call me Underwear.”

He chuckled. “Underwear, I like it.” Then he sobered up and began talking.

“The pink pill makes you into a girl for six hours. Give or take an hour.”

My eyes widened.

“This bozo holding you down is your girlfriend.”

I looked at the man, who nodded and said, “I’m Leslie.”

“You had a rough change, it doesn’t happen often, really one in a thousand, and not as rough as what you went through.” To the man he said was Leslie, “You can let her go now.”

Leslie sniffed, didn’t want to, but took her hands, and weight, off me.

Tank offered a hand and helped me to a sitting position.

For a stunned second I looked at my body. I had curvy legs, and my butt felt entirely different. I had large boobs, and the hair that was hanging down around my face…it was long and blonde.

“Let’s get her a gown.”

Somebody handed Leslie, the guy who said he was Leslie, a negligee, and he…she…whoever, helped me into it.

“And a drink?”

A few second later I was gulping a bourbon and Coke. I realized I had been crying, and I wiped away my tears.

“Okay, I’m going to leave you fine folks alone. Just go through that door when you want to come out.” Tank went through the door he had indicated.

I looked at the man. He looked at me.

“Leslie?”

He nodded.

“Really?”

He nodded again, and gave a weird sort of a choked up laugh.

“And I’m a girl now?”

“For six hours, give or take.”

“But how…how?”

“I don’t know, the blue pill is supposed to give a Y to girls, making their chromosome XY, and the pink pill is supposed to take a Y from boys, making their chromosomes XX. It only lasts about six hours, but for those six hours you…you get to experience everything!”

“What do you mean everything?”

He bluntly said, “I’ve fucked women. With a dick. My own dick.”

“And you were going to…what? Fuck me?”

He nodded, hanging his head a little. What had sounded good in theory was suddenly meeting reality. “I thought you’d like it. We get along so well, and…I guess I screwed up.”

I was silent for a good, long while after that. She made me into a woman, but only for a while. And she was a man.

Wow, would it be weird to have a man fuck me. I was a man, in my mind, after all.

But she had managed to overcome her mental sexual identity and fuck a pussy.

But women were…more amenable to that sort of thing. At least I had read that more women were lesbians than men were gay.

But…what did that mean to me? Now? I was into it, and I had to find out. There was a large part of me that was going to have to come to grips with this situation, and…and learn to appreciate a man on an intimate level.

But what would that do when I changed back?

I sighed.

“What.”

I think we should withhold judgement as to whether you messed up, and I should come to grips with this…this experience.

And, the truth, there was a part of me that was fascinated, that was rising up and saying…listen! Listen!

He immediately looked relieved.

“I mean, I’m a woman now, and I should explore it. But I’m…I’m…I’ve got…I feel repulsed by you.”

A shocked look on his face.

“Look, we have to talk this through if I’m going to make it. I don’t mean I don’t love you, Leslie the woman, I mean that I’ve got something in my mind that is…male, and opposed to touching and feeling a male.”

He was still looking weirded out. Funny, He had a male face, but there were female aspects to it, to his emotions and ways of presenting his face.

“What do you want to do about it?”

“Have a drink. Have a lot of drinks. I need to loosen up. I need to make what I understand intellectually into an emotional understanding.”

He leaped for the small bar in the corner and made another Coke and bourbon.

I quaffed it easily, and realized something.

“My body weighs less.” I hiccuped.

“Mine weighs more,” he was puzzled.

“Alcohol is going to effect it more.”

He blinked, “That why I drink and don’t get bombed. I’m drinking like a girl, like a bird, and worrying about my virtue.”

I giggled. “You? Virtue? You don’t have any virtue.”

He…giggled. A weird sound and mannerism, a girl laughing in a boy’s body. And that sort of relieved me, in a way.

“I used to, before I became a slut male.”

I giggled, and that was weird. “You’re a slut, and I’m a priss.”

“But you used to be a slut.”

“What? Was not!”

“The way you used to looked at me? That was a horny, slut look.”

“Well, can you blame me? You’re a fucking knock out.”

He was silent for a second, then, almost demurely, “Thanks.”

I grinned. “Okay, I wanted to get into your pants, and ended up in your panties.”

“And I thought it would be fun to tease you, and then…then…”

We both were silent.

“Maybe we should go join the party?”

“Maybe,” he nodded.

“You know, you’re sort of handsome.”

“Thanks. And, you know, now I know why you stared at my boobs.” He stared at mine.

I looked down at his groin. He was wearing a thong. The thong was bulging. “How do you like having a boner?”

“It’s amazing. It’s like it’s got a mind of its own. I’m just standing there and it grows, all by itself. And then…to put it in a pussy. It’s mind blowing.”

“Can I see it.”

“Of course.” He pulled down his thong and I stared.

It was maybe eight inches, and thick, and the head…the head was huge. It looked like a little fireman’s helmet.

And, staring first at it, then up at his, Leslie’s, eyes, I wondered where her modesty had gone. Then I knew. A man is so anxious to get out and use it, a woman is so scared of being used.

Used and discarded.

And I suddenly understood all sorts of things about being a woman. Man, this was going to change the way I acted towards them forever.

“May I…should I…”

“Go ahead.”

He had boners on his mind. The testosterone was flowing, he wanted nothing more than to fuck a pussy. Pardon me. Malespeak translated into femalespeak, he wanted to make love.

I reached out and touched it. With a finger.

It bobbed. I knew the feeling of having a big pulse of blood traveling through the monster.

“Uh,” he grunted.

I took the shaft in my hand. Oh, my God! I was holding a penis! A man’s penis! And I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn’t a man anymore. I was…a woman.

I felt his balls. They were hot and heavy. No doubt they were full of sperm. And this was weird, I suddenly had an appreciation for getting horny that I never had. He, Leslie, was a slave to his balls. He was driven by testosterone.

And I wasn’t.

But I had lots of estrogen.

I stood up, still holding his package with both hands. “Don’t move,” I said.

“What?”

“Just…please. Don’t move. I’m going to kiss you, and I’m terribly afraid.”

Afraid. As a man I would never admit to being afraid, but female hormones were driving me now. I had already experienced emotions more severe than I had ever experienced them as a man. As a woman I could admit to my fears, and while I felt my heart pounding in fear, it actually felt good to admit it.

“Okay,” she whispered.

I had to stand on tip toes. I pulled down on his weenie so he would bend his knees a smidge.

We were an inch apart. I realized that I still hadn’t seen my own face. But I knew I was woman.  I moved closer, then, our eyes open, I experienced my first kiss as a woman.

A shock ran through me. The touch of our lips ignited a feeling inside me. A bold flash of wet lightening that was sexual in nature.

I jumped back and blurted, “Oh!”

“What?” He was scared he had hurt me.

“That…I felt that.”

“Women feel such things more than men.”

“I’ll say they do.” I was wide-eyed.

“Can I…kiss you? Like a man kisses?”

After a moment I nodded.

“I’m going to hold you and bend you back a little.”

“Oh.”

“It’s going to feel…stronger than you might like, but…”

I licked my lips. “Okay.”

He moved forward and took my arms in his. He pulled me gently to him. I think it was the woman in him that made him move so gently, because I don’t ever remember being that considerate when I kissed a woman.

He pulled me to him, and suddenly we were chest to chest, my boobs squashed against his strong body. I started to back my head away, but his hand went behind me and held my head.

There was a part of me that didn’t want to, that wanted to get away, but I told that part to shut up. I waited.

He bent me back slightly, overpowered me, and touched his lips to mine, and suddenly I was almost swooning.

I felt faint, and yet, I felt good. It felt good to give myself up, to turn control over to somebody else.

As a man I couldn’t do that. As a man I would have pushed him away and punched him in the nose.

As a woman I was being sculpted by the estrogen within. Hormones roared through me, made me give myself up to his strength, his handsomeness.

It was so different than being horny, and having a hard on, and having your way…but it was also the same. Everything was just…translated.

“Oh,” I gasped when our lips parted and he let me go.

“Good.”

“Oh, God. Yes.”

He said, “I really want to fuck, but we should go experience you as a female, and then, in a few hours, we can…you know.”

“I know.” I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I was enraptured.

Suddenly he stepped back, held one of my hands, and said, “Have you ever had a make over?”

“A what?”

“A make over. Make up. Hair coiffed. Maybe even some red nails.”

“No…I couldn’t…I can…I guess I can.”

“You can do anything. You’re a woman now. Let’s go.”

Grinning at each other, holding hands, we stepped through the door.


PART TWO

We were in a large room. A mirror ball floated overhead, Oldies played through big speakers, and couples danced.

Couples. Men who were newly women, and women who were newly men.

They held each other, whispered into each others ears, kissed.

“Wow.” I blurted.

Leslie pulled me around and took me into his arms, and we began to dance. He led me across the floor, smoothly, as if he led every day of his life.

I could feel the bulge in his thong.

He, of course, could feel the press of my large boobs.

“You’re lucky,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because you have big boobs. Some guys take a pill and have little boobettes.”

“Boobettes?” I giggled.

He grinned.

We reached the other end of the dance floor and he led me through a large arch.

“This is a big place. Takes up a lot of room. I think it was a warehouse, but now it has shops and things that cater to…people like us.”

“Is that how they make their money? Because $50 seems a little low.”

“It is low, but $50 times a thousand people for maybe 20 days a month…it adds up.

I was good with math and I said, “A million dollars a month.”

“Quadruple that with clothes and food and all the other stuff, and you’ve got…”

“Five mill a month,” I breathed.

“Not chump change. Here. Let’s go in here.”

We entered a small booth that was a beauty salon. A girl in a negligee was sitting in a chair and waiting. She stood up and smiled.

“Hello.”

“Hi. We’d like to get a makeover for Und…my girlfriend. Charge it to Leslie Anderson.”

“You got it.” She turned to me. “Have a seat.”

Looking at Leslie I sat down and looked around.

Just a small room, lots of bottles of creams and things. A hairdryer. A sink behind the chair.

“Want nails?”

“You betcha,” Leslie answered.

“Excellent. Lisa makes the rounds, and she’ll check with us in a few.” She turned to me. “First time?”

I nodded.

“Well, relax. This is going to be kinky and wonderful and the best thing you’ve ever done.”

I marveled at that. A make over was the best thing I’d ever done? My male mind sort of reeled at that.

“Okay, this is a cleanser and moisturizer. A lot of former men have been so bad with their skin that they need extra care.”

She rubbed a small cloth over my face, held it up, and I was amazed to see how dirty it was.

“Your pores were filled.”

Leslie giggled.

“Now, this is primer. It’s going to smooth out any imperfections. You don’t have many, but pimples and lines and stuff like that are going to be hidden.”

“Oh.”

“This is foundation…” she used a damp sponge and stippled outward on my face. She used her fingers to smooth everything out.

“Can I see?” I asked.

“Oh, of course. Sorry.”

She turned the chair and I studied myself.

I had seen myself in glances at mirrors, but this was the first chance I had to actually see myself.

“Oh, my Gosh,” I blurted.

Leslie and the girl, who’s name was Francine, laughed.

“What?”

I looked at my pert nose, my round lips. My facial structure was the same as it had been when I was a male, but softer. Rounder.

“My eyebrows are so thick!”

Francine turned me back around. “Now you know. But don’t worry. We’ll trim them later.”

“Will they stay trimmed when I change back?”

“Nope. That’s the wonderful thing about the change. Somewhere in the process your body sheds make up, and your hair goes back to being wild and wooly.”

Leslie added, “Really wild and wooly. Going back to be a woman I just combed it out. But going back to being a man your short hair might suddenly be a bit long. But I can trim it before we go to work.”

“This is concealer. It will hide those big satchels under your eyes.”

“I have bags under my eyes?”

“Not much, but now you won’t have any.” She smoothed the cream under my eyes, dabbed it in a few other places.

I felt so weird. You know that feeling? Like the hair on your head is standing up? I felt like that, but over every square inch of my body.

“This is foundation powder.” She pressed a big, fluffy brush onto my skin, then smoothed it out. “Covers oily areas, and…oh, Hi Lisa, we need some nails here.”

A slender girl, looked a bit like a tomboy, entered the room. She was carrying a box. She greeted us and pulled up a chair and began doing my nails.

“What you think? Long ovals?”

“Give her stilettos,” murmured Leslie.

“Ooh, we’re living dangerously.” She giggled to me, “Make sure you scratch her back when you …you know?”

I got the picture and couldn’t help it. I blinked and snorted.

“This is…her first time. I’m sorry, but I don’t know your name. Unless you’d rather not give it. A lot of people love anonymity.”

“My name is…” I stopped and looked at Leslie. I didn’t want to give out the name ‘Underwear.’

“You know,” Leslie cut in, “Maybe you should have a special name for when we’re here.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. Girls?”

Francine: “Ooh, a christening. I love it.”

Lisa said, “How about Christine.”

“That’s a little big. Ostentatious. She looks more relaxed and down to earth.”

“Chris?”

“Hmmm.”

The ideas went back and forth, and finally we settled on ‘Christy.’ I was Christy.

“Excellent,” announced Lisa. “Anyway, this is Christy’s first time.”

“Ooh,” it appeared that Francine liked ‘ooh’ as an expressive phrase. “First time’s are so cool. I remember my first everything. Date, prom—“

“Fuck,” said Lisa.

“That, too.”

We all giggled.

My nails began to grow long and red, and I felt like my hands weren’t my own.

As a male my hands were long and strong. As a female my hands were long and slender, and I didn’t think I would be playing basketball any time soon.

Lisa was up to my eyes now, and she didn’t speak much. She just focused on trimming the eyebrows, putting on mascara and shadow.

And…my lips.

“You don’t need any plumper.”

“Make them real red,” put in Leslie.

“Red like in go to bed,” quipped Francine.

I looked up at Leslie and blushed. But it was hard to see how red my face was under my make up.

Finally, I was done. It had taken a good hour, but I thanked the girls and Leslie and we walked out of the salon.

My face was beautiful, my eyebrows arched delicately, my eye shadow was to die for, make me look all smoky and mysterious, and my lips…oh, my lips. I saw them in a mirror and wanted to kiss them myself.

Leslie was standing so proud and tall. He held my hand and looked like the puppy who had just discovered chew toys.

“Wow,” I said, awash in new sensations and emotions.

“Now you know.”

“Men don’t know what they’re missing out on.”

We wandered through the club, dancing, listening to music, occasionally chatting with other couples.

We rented me a pair of high heels, and that was an experience in itself. Suddenly I was elevated, able to be on a level with Leslie. I was shocked at how…’equal’…it made me. I had never known height could be such a factor.

But, the surprising thing, I didn’t have as much difficulty as I thought learning how to walk in the things. Yes, the toes pinched a bit, and every once in a while I felt…’staggery.’ But I was surprised at the fact that I had a better sense of balance, and a low ‘center of balance.’

“Women have more flexibility in their feet,” Leslie stated when I spoke of my new found ability to walk in heels. “They are more flexible all over.” There was an innuendo in that, and I smiled at him.

And, we kissed. And kissed. And made out.

I felt so weird, kissing a man, but my adjusting hormones, my estrogen, enabled me to confront it, and then start enjoying it. Not so weird, now.

But when he cupped my breast, that sent me out the roof. I had never felt anything so incredibly delicious. It just raw, pure, concentrated sex shooting through me. Every inch of me felt the heat, and shocks, the warmth.

“Are you ready to go all the way?” Leslie grinned at me.

“Wow. I guess I am. I never thought…”

“You thought you’d be locked into the male frame of mind.”

“Yes.”

“I’ll tell you what is going to be weird…when you get back into a male body. All these feelings you’re working on, they’ll sort of backfire. It won’t be bad, but you’ll be uneasy for an hour or two.”

“Then I adjust?”

“Yep. Just like you’re adjusting now. But…the other way.”

“It’s amazing what the human mind can do.”

We were sauntering through the big main hall, and we came to a desk, behind which was a stairway. A man sat behind the desk. He wasn’t wearing a thong. Just like the freak and Tank hadn’t been wearing thongs.

“You want a room?”

“Yep.”

“Hourly rates apply,” he jerked a thumb at the prices on a small board behind him.

“Whoa!” I blurted.

He just grinned. “Or you could wander the streets, find a place that’ll rent you by the hour, or go home and forget all the fun here.”

“We’re fine,” smiled Leslie. “It’s just her first time.”

“No prob.”

Leslie made arrangements, and we were about to go up the stairs, when I turned to the fellow. “Pardon me?”

“Yes?” He raised his eyebrows.

“Let me know if I say something rude, but can I ask…is that your real sex?”

He laughed. “Yes. But, yes, I’ve been where you are. All the people who work here have. Necessary to the job.”

At that point I was still curious, but I didn’t know what about. Apparently he had had people like me ask him questions before, and he knew what I wanted to ask.

“It’s best to come with a partner, you know what you’re getting, sometimes it’s tough getting adjusted to the change. But if you do come alone, you have to be careful what you get.”

Now Leslie was interested. She had come here before, but always with somebody.

“For instance, there are girls who want to be a man because they are lesbian, and the same for gays, in their own way. Lot of trans here. But the thing is this…when it’s all done and you’re changed back you have to be ready for the fact that the person you have a feeling for is not who…what…they may have seemed.”

He looked out at the floor where dozens of couples danced and sauntered and necked and drank and had a good time.

“I can count, uh…let’s see, six gays and four lesbians. Usually there are more lesbians than gays. Oh, and I see one fellow that is over 400 pounds. He needs a motorized chair to get here, but once the pill sets in…I don’t think he likes his sexual preference, there’s still too much male in his mind, but the freedom of getting up and dancing in his condition…he’s willing to handle it. I don’t see any real old people here tonight, you might be able to recognize them, but I do see a few middle-agers.”

He grinned. “But no kids. Don’t worry. We screen them out pretty good. They do try, little buggers.”

We all chuckled.

“Does that answer your questions? For now?”

“For now,” I agreed. “But I’m sure I’ll have some more.”

“I’m sure you will. Now, get up there and get your fancy rubbed. Don’t waste your time talking to me.”

We thanked him and ascended the stairs. At the top stair I turned and gazed out over the room.

Hundreds of people, and that didn’t count the ones in the back area, going to salons and through shops.

They all wore negligees and thongs, the bare minimum for modesty, and they all seemed so very, very happy.

But then, why shouldn’t they be?

Sexual freedom, with none of the restrictions, none of the pre-judgements. Just people able to shift sex and do what they want.

It was beautiful.

“Coming?” Leslie whispered in my ear.

I turned and hugged his arm, pressing my boobs up against him. I was already learning little feminine wiles and tricks. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

We walked down a long hallway, then came to a junction. Our room was 307, and a sign pointed us in the right direction.

It was quiet up here, only a shadow of noise drifting in from the main hall. And it was intimate.

He was barefoot, I was on heels. The floor was polished wood and I played with making my heels go ‘click, click, click.’

Leslie laughed. “You are a natural.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have only been here with one other guy…girl. But from what I’ve seen, you adapt to everything female so naturally. Much faster than I adjusted to being a man.”

“I guess that’s good.”

He turned me, pressed me up against the wall. Our room was only a few steps down, but the urge was taking ahold of him. He placed both hands next to me, trapped me, and took my mouth with his.

It was breath taking, being ‘captured’ like that. It was heady to feel myself ‘caught’ in such a manner.

I kissed him back, reached down and pulled his penis out.

“Oh, God,” I whispered, when the kiss broke. “I’m supposed to put this in me?”

“You just lay back and let me do the work.”

Even that concept was alien to me. I realized that men are just more driven, they want to take control, and that a woman, in some way, in some circumstance, is built to be taken control of.

And don’t start with the feminists thing. Sure, it has its place, a woman shouldn’t be used and abused, not in that sense. But in the sense between two people, while it is fun to play the role, and exchange the role, there is something so fucking good about letting yourself be taken and controlled and made love to.

“The room,” I gasped. “Unless you want to do it right here?”

“I almost can’t wait,” he said. He took my arm and we stepped the few steps to the room. He worked the key and we entered.

It wasn’t a big room, but it had a big bed. A poster bed, and I was surprised to see a chest with sex toys on it. Paddles, dildos, ties for the posters of the bed, fur hands and butt plugs. Everything a girl, or a guy, might need.

“You want to try out some of these things?” I went to the dresser and fingered a dildo. It wasn’t as big as Leslie’s cock.

“Maybe later. Right now I have an urge that…let’s just say that I am properly desperate.”

“For little old me?”

I jumped out of his arms and onto the bed, playing the coquette.

“Come here, you,” he jumped after me.

We met on knees and went to town. I pulled his thong down, and he pushed my negligee back off my shoulders. I felt his cock pressing against my belly. Without the high heels he was taller than me, back to being overpowering, but in the best possible way.

He bent his head and suckled my breasts, and my nipples felt like iron pokers, heated in a fire and ready to explode.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“What?”

He was crying. He said, “I never…it wasn’t like this before…”

“I don’t understand?”

“I was here with other guys, one other guy, and it was incredible, but it was’t like this.”

“What was it like?”

“It was pale…compared to this. I…you’re special. I knew it working next to you, wanting you, but now, in different bodies, I can understand my feelings better. It’s super special with you, like the other  guy was black and white and this is color. Is it special for you?”

I grinned. Bad me. “Well, I don’t know. I don’t have anything to compare it to. Maybe if I come here a few times with other people I can let you know if it’s special.”

He laughed through his tears, “Oh, you bitch.”

He used his strength to throw me down, and it gave me such a thrill.

Then he placed his hands on my wrists and pinned me, and kissed me. His mouth covered mine, his lips had their way, and our tongues did battle.

At one point, I managed to gasp. “Yes.”

“What?”

“It is special. I don’t have anything to compare it to…but I know…it is special.”

He took his hands off my wrists, slid backward, down my body, and began to eat me.

“Oh, GOD!” I held to his head, cradled it, and his tongue opened me up.

“This is your labia,” he said, licking long, slow licks up my lower lips.

“This is your clitoris,” he said, sucking on the little cone. “It’s just like a penis, but smaller. But you’ve got a nice, big one.”

I was groaning, giving little yelps and squeals. Learning the parts of my body, learning what my sex was, it was intoxicating.

He pushed up, sucked my tits so hard it hurt, but in a good way. Then he was even with me, we were looking into each others eyes, and his cock was at the front door.

“Oh, my God,” I blurted, suddenly aware of what was about to happen. Then it happened. He pushed into me.

I felt the head pop in, and I grabbed him and held on. There was pain, but mostly pleasure. Much more pleasure.

He held still.

“What are you doing?” I sobbed.

“I popped your cherry. I can feel you bleeding.”

Woman-like, I blurted, “Oh, no! We’ll make a mess.”

Man-like, he growled, “Fuck the mess.”

I lay there, and he waited, made sure I was all right, then he began to move.

First, I felt his big cock pulsing, bobbing inside my cunt. And, it made my tits all warm all over. I was dizzy with a white hot sort of lust.

Then I felt the shaft slide into me, and my mouth opened in wonder and awe. I could feel his veins sliding along the walls of my vagina.

He bottomed out, his large balls slapping against my ass. He paused for a moment, and I got used to it, then he started pulling out.

I almost screamed for the massive sensation, like chalk on the blackboard of my soul, but good chalk. Good soul.

In and out he pushed. He was strong, and he controlled me, and I had the thought that I wanted to do something, to help, to move my hips or something. But I could do nothing. Maybe later, some other day, but right then I was totally at the mercy of his cock.

And I was crying. But they were tears of joy. He was right. This was special.

For a long minute he fucked me, tore me apart with his big cock, made me into a woman in the ultimate sense.

“Can you cum?” he gritted his teeth.

“No,” whispered. It was all I could do to stay conscious.

“I’m sorry….I’m sorry…I have to.”

“Go ahead.”

I held on to him and felt his back start to lurch. Deep inside me I could feel his penis start to spew. Big squirts of white fluid. His balls emptying into me.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” He spoke in time with his eruptions.

Then he was done. Exhausted. Emptied. He lay on top of me, but he was heavy. “Off,” I whispered, as women have done from time immemorial.

He rolled quickly off me, lay next to me on his side, staring at me.

“I don’t believe it,” he said.

“What?”

“It’s never been like that.”

“Is it love?” I kissed his nose.

“I think…yes.” Then: “But you didn’t cum.”

“I’ve heard that women can’t always cum.”

“But it’s not fair!”

“I’m willing to live with it. It gives me one more thing to look forward to.”

He stared at me for a second. “No…and I can do something about it. You’re a woman, and you’re not used to being a woman, but I know what to do. And this will help teach you how to orgasm.”

He slithered down my body. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do, then he spread my legs and prepared to eat me out.

“Hey!” I said, grabbing his hair. “You just came in me!”

He looked up at me and grinned, “You don’t think I haven’t swallowed a bit of sperm in my life?”

That made me blink. As a woman he had sucked cock, and now he was just getting sperm from a different source.

He mouthed me, sucked, and I felt bits of semen float into his mouth. He merely gulped it down and continued eating me.

God, it felt good. Yes, he was done with sex, but I wasn’t. In fact, I was on edge. I wanted more sex.

He accommodated me.

For a long minute he lunched into me with his mouth, sucking and slurping and driving me wild, then he inserted a finger.

“Oh!” I gasped. His digit was so facile and agile. He wiggled it like a little dick, and it was able to do things that dicks weren’t able.

“Oh…oh!”

Two fingers, and he was hooking his pads into my walls, writing on my insides.

Then three, and he was done with scribbling on my soul, now he was out to destroy it!

He pushed, in and out, like a dick, but turning his hand so his knuckles bruised up against the ridge of muscle around my pussy.

“Fu…fu….oh…God…”

I was reduced to whimperings, white hot heats lanced through me, and then…then… “AHHHH!”

My back arched! My hips tilted to better grab his fingers, and I started to cum.

It was different than a male cum. It was an ocean of moist warmth that rose up and gobbled me whole. One second I was a woman, administering to a dick. The next second my whole soul was a white hot explosion, I felt like I was being shredded to the corners of the universe. I felt like I was dying, actually dying, yet it more akin to borning.

Then I was laying there, and it was gone. Nothing but my body jerking and twitching, and I felt like I had just met God, talked back to him, and he had slapped me in the face…but in the kindest, most unimaginable way.

Leslie crawled up next to me, put her arms around me.

I couldn't move, but I wanted to be held, I needed to be held. I snuggled into his arms and let myself drift. Totally satisfied, made complete, a whole woman.

My final thought, as I drifted off was, Yes…yes!

“Oh, no!”

I blinked, coming out of my sleep. I had slept for a while, and I knew it. And it felt so good.

“Fuck, no!”

But why was Leslie sounding so alarmed? She was still holding me, and I turned my face and opened my eyes. And blinked.

“You’re a woman again.”

I didn’t get it. She had just turned back into a woman, what was the problem? I didn’t understand.

“But…you’re not.”

That’s when. I got it.

I burst out of her arms and sat up. I had big breasts, a narrow waist, long, blonde hair. I still had make up on, but a little smudged. I still had a pussy.

“What…what…”

“You didn’t change back!”

“I…why didn’t I change back?”

Tell the truth, she was panicked, and that was making me panic. Truth was, I didn’t care if I changed. I had had such a wonderful time, had experienced so much, had learned so much…but the look of horror in her eyes.

I forced myself to stay calm. “It’s okay. They said it might be an hour either way.”

“Look!” she jumped out of bed and drew back a window. Bright sunlight flooded into the room.

Oh, my God! I stared out at the world. I had taken the pink pill at five thirty, was changed by six. I should have changed back by twelve, give or take an hour. But this…it was sunlight, daylight, past eight in the morning.

I should have been a man again!

“Wait here…I’m going to get somebody.”

I sat in the bed and looked at my body. The door slammed. I admired my smooth skin. I felt my lips. I held my breasts and marveled, and I wished I had some fresh lipstick.

Five minutes later I heard somebody in the hall, then the door opened.

It was the freak. He looked tired, probably went to sleep late and now that sleep had been interrupted.

He looked at me, and his eyes were wide. “I don’t understand. Everybody changes back! This has never happened.”

“Well, she…Christy didn’t.”

In my mind: Christy. Not Underwear. Not no more.

“We need to see a doctor.”

The freak came back, with Tank and the girl. They actually looked a little frightened.

We talked, but…what was there to say?

Then came the doctors.

And the explanation, such as it was, came on a wintery, Monday morning.             

“Mr…uh, Johns.”

“Call me Christy,” I said.

We were sitting in a doctor’s office. Leslie was with me. The doctor was a middle-aged fellow from the Mayo. That’s right, they had flown me across the country to have me examined. I was a bit more than a freak, I guess.

“Christy, then. Yes. Do you know what an intersex person is?”

I remembered what Tank had said, but I wanted more data. I said, “No.”

“It’s a person who is born with both male and female sexual equipment.”

“Really? There’s such a thing?” Leslie blurted.

The doctor cleared his throat, eyed her, and continued. “There is, and you are one. Actually, one out of hundred people are intersex, to some degree. Sometimes it presents early, at brith, sometimes during puberty, sometimes not at all, but the chromosomes don’t lie, and neither does your anatomy. You had both male and female sex organs.”

“But what happened?” asked Leslie.

“When you took the sexual transition pill, the pink pill, it wiped out the Y in such a way that it couldn't come back. I guess your body was seeking some sort of balance, and it finally achieved it. And that is why you couldn’t change back.

“So I will be a woman the rest of my life?”

“I believe so. Of course you could try one of the blue pills, but I wouldn’t recommend it.”

“Why not?”

“Because your body has gone through traumatic change. There’s no telling whether it could withstand another such change.”

I remembered the change, the pain, the feeling of being out of my body and then smashed into it so hard that I…that I…and I realized something. I was fine with being a female.

In fact, I was glad for it.

As a man I was okay, but I had always felt like something was wrong, something was missing, and now I knew what.

I wanted my body to balance out, and the ultimate balance happened to have no male equation in it.

I was a woman because…damn it, the pill was just a catalyst…I wanted to be a woman.

“Mr…Ms Johns? Christy? Did you hear what I said?”

“Sure. And thanks. Well,” I turned to Leslie. “Shall we be off?”

“But we need to run more tests…your situation is unique and we…”

We walked out of the office, left him running his mouth down.

Out on the street: “What are you going to do?”

“Well, that depends. Let’s fly back across the country and talk to the people at The Club.”


EPILOGUE

Tank, the girl, whose name was Roxanne, and Tank were on one side of the table. Leslie and I were on the other side. The freak looked like a freak, Rozanne looked like a beautiful woman, and Tank looked like the baddest bouncer in the world. They were the owners of The Club.

“You will notice that there are no lawyers.”

“We have noticed,” said Freak. “You told us you wanted to talk to us without lawyers. Our lawyers advised us against this, but…” he shrugged.

And I was pleased. It was a concession, and a mark of the possibility of trust.

“To be blunt. You have changed me. Caused a change of sex. I could sue you for everything and there is no doubt that I would win. I could own this whole club.”

Leslie didn’t say anything. I had discussed this with her, and she had blinked, then said if I could pull it off she was fine with it.

“So you’re going to…”

I held up a hand. A red tipped, delicate hand. And I smiled. “Or we could do without the lawsuits and you could make me on as an equal partner in The Club.”

Oh, they jumped up and shouted, but everybody knew where the buttered bread was. It was lose the whole club, or get a partner. They would get less shares, but they wouldn’t lose all shares.

Finally, they settled down and listened, and my conditions were simple.

Be more diligent in accepting members. Have more protection against the kind of ‘accident’ that had happened to me. Protect ourselves against the nut jobs who would eventually find their way to our doors. And…expand. A club in every major city of the United States, to start. Then the world, then the minor cities.

Yes, we could change the world, but we would have to be smart about it. We had to incorporate, protect ourselves against the vulture corporate types that would flock to us, undermine us, and try to take over the business for themselves.

We could allow men to understand women, and women to understand men, and from the most personal and intimate way.

We could change the world.

And, one last condition. Lisa would have lifetime access. She could be a man as she wished, or a woman.

Finally, all the conditions settled, all the details hammered out, all the handshaking done, Lisa and I looked at each other and smiled.

I was stuck being a woman, but that was fine. That was actually, now that I understood it, what I wanted. But in having Lisa able to change into a man whenever she wanted I would have my needs satisfied.

I would have a woman, like Lisa, like Tommy Johns wanted, whenever I wanted. And I would have a man, like Christy wanted, whenever I wanted.

END
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The Women’s Club Feminized Me!

I didn’t want to turn into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I want to know where you’re going!”

Donna just shook her head and continued doing what she was doing, which was making herself beautiful.

“Look,” I said, “Every month you do this. You won’t tell me where you’re going, you get all dressed up, you leave, and you don’t come home till four in the morning. I don’t think I’m being unreasonable when I ask where you’re going.”

She looked up at me and smiled. “Do you remember August 5th?”

I remembered the day well, not because I remembered it, but because she kept bringing it up…once a month.

On that night I had been drinking way too much. I grabbed the car keys and headed for the door.  She asked where I was going and I had said, “Wherever I want. (hiccup). And it’s none of your stinkin’ business.”

And I had gotten in an accident. Had spent the night in jail. She had had to bail me out!

“That was years ago!”

“Hmm.” she said, shading her eyes. “Seems like yesterday.”

“But I was drunk, and I have apologized for it a thousand times! Are you going to make me suffer forever?”

“Yep,” she painted her lips, and my penis began to dance.

“But…but…”

She turned to me and pursed her lips in thought, and she knew that red lips was my weakness, that I would be horny all night, and that when she came home she would refuse to make love.

“Jack, I love you dearly. But this is just a reminder that you should always be a better person.”

“I am a better person!” I groaned.

She stood up and turned to me. Wow. I wanted a piece of her so-o-o bad.

She patted my cheek and said, “Don’t wait up for me.”

“But…but…” I followed her to the door. I heard the click, click, click of her heels, and it raised my pulse. I watched that unbelievably round and beautiful ass sway down the walk, and I felt like I was going insane.

She slithered into the car, showing off her sleek nylon clad legs, and I almost sobbed with frustration and desire.

I felt so powerless when she did this, and I was well aware that that sense of being powerless was heady, that it made my cock harder than a diamond drill. Do be denied was such sweet torture.

She started the car and I motioned for her to roll the window down. She did so. She raised her eyebrows and smirked at me.

“If you don’t tell me I’m going to get drunk. Really drunk.”

She frowned. She didn’t mind a good drink, nut for me to deliberately get drunk…she didn’t like that.

“Okay,” she said.

“What?”

“I’ll tell you where I am going.”

“You will?”

“You win. you want to know where I’m going.”

“Yes!” I couldn’t believe it.

“I’m going to meet a dozen women and we’re going to have a sperm party.”

“What? What is a sperm party?”

“We hire a dozen studly young men and they dance for us, they wave their cocks around and we girls bid on which cock we want for the night. Then we get ourselves naked. The young men make love to us. They have all been chosen for big cocks so none of us feel short changed. They lay us down and gobble our pussies. They suck on our tits, then they jam their big dicks in us. Oh, you can’t believe the sound of a dozen women all moaning and crying out in ecstasy, and when we cum it’s almost like we planned it. One cum sets off another, and the last one has everybody standing around her and chanting ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’ I was the last one in December. You remember how cold it was? Well, I was hot all month remembering what Bradley—that was my stud’s name—did to me. He fucked me so good I thought my hole would be stretched out and gaping and never recover. And when I came home I refused to make love to you because I had so much sperm dripping out of me. And the checks we write in our bidding wars. We make them out to the Women’s Club in our checkbooks, but they are really to cash so the studs can cash them.”

She had been slowly backing out while she told me this, and I had been walking next to the car, my jaw dropping, unable to believe my ears.

“So that’s where I’ll be, and don’t you dare get drunk!”

She hit the gas and the car zoomed right out from under my hand.

I stood, mouth open and catching flies as her taillights winked and turned a corner.

My wife was going to a sex party?

My wife was going to get fucked by some kid with a big cock?

“What the…”

I stood in the middle of the street,  my hand out as if I was still touching the top of the car.

HONK!

“Come on, stupid. Get out of the way!”

I turned as if in a daze, my mouth slowly closing. A guy in a Beamer sped by and he shouted, “Idiot!” and went in the same direction as my wife.

Now in motion I was able to stumble out of the street. I staggered up my driveway and into my house. I closed the door and just stood there.

I grew faint, and realized I had forgotten to breath. I forced myself to gasp in air. I sounded like I had been punched in the gut, and I felt like it.

I stood there for I don’t know how long, but, at last, I started moving. I went to my wife’s computer and opened it up. The computer has all her passwords come up when she goes to a page that needs one, and I opened her bank account and examined the checks made out to the Women’s Club.

Last month, Women’s Club, cash.

The month before, Women’s Club, cash.

I scrolled back to December, Women’s Club, cash.

Oh, my God!

I closed her bank account and called up her emails. There weren’t many of them, and I went back to the time period around December. An email to somebody called Lisa. Lisa. Would be in the Women’s Club with her?

I pulled up the email and it read:

Great time last night.

The boys really delivered.

My legs will be sore for a month.

I closed her computer, stunned. Checks made out to cash. Boys who delivered and…her legs would be sore for a month?

And she never really wanted to make love for a few days after her meetings.

Oh, my God! My wife was going to ’Sperm Parties!’

Now I knew, and my mind was near going off the rails. I grabbed my car keys, determined to find her and put a stop to this, and then realized…I didn’t know where they were meeting!

I opened her computer again, searched through the emails and finally found an address.

1314 Fourth Street. That was right downtown! Right across from the police station!

Oh, my God! They were having sex parties right across from the police station! The police would bust them! They would all get arrested and I would have to bail her out!

Was this her revenge for me getting drunk those years ago and needing to be bailed out?

It was! It had to be!

But now I knew where the meeting was, and I could put a stop to it.

I ran out to my car, then ran back in to the house. I slipped into some black pants and a black tee. If I was going to have to sneak around I wanted to be less than noticeable.

I ran back out to the car, got in, and left rubber on the driveway. As I drove I pounded the wheel and tried to slow my thoughts down.

Donna was actually doing this to me!

Oh, my God!

By the time I reached downtown I was relatively calm. At least I wasn’t pounding on the steering wheel anymore.

I parked on the street next to the big, four story building, on the side opposite the police station. It was quiet, our town usually rolls up the sidewalks about nine at night, and it was fifteen minutes past nine.

There were a couple of cars parked, but I figured the women would probably be in the big parking structure to the west of the building.

I walked past the front door to the building. It was glass doors and a small lobby.

I entered the lobby and looked at the sign with the stick on letters.

There was nothing there.

But…where were the women?

Of course, they wouldn’t be putting a sign out! They would be traveling under the radar with their little sex show.

Okay, how to find them? Nothing to do but walk through the building.

I walked through the ground floor. That was mostly stores that opened on the street, and a janitor’s closet.

Second floor. The lighting was dim, perfect for women sneaking off to have affairs. But the office doors were all doctor’s offices, and dental offices.

Third floor, more offices. Crap. They had to be here somewhere!

Fourth floor, and I hit pay dirt. At the end of the fourth floor corridor was a sign. An arrow on the sign pointed to a door. The sign said, “WC Tonight!”

And it was painted with butterflies and had a couple of balloons tied to it.

Excellent! I had them now!

I walked close to the wall, slid sideways past doors, my ninja skills at a peak.

The doors the sign pointed to were double, and I put my eye to the crack and peered through.

Nothing. No, it was drapes! There were some kind of drapes on the other side of the door. But I could hear laughter, and voices, and music! Then somebody picked up a chant. I couldn’t tell what they were chanting, but it sounded like it could be ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’

I was too late!

I tried the doors, but they were locked. Of course they were locked. they didn’t want somebody like me finding out what they were doing! They didn’t want to get busted by the police!

I stepped back and stared at the door. I could rush it, I was sure my shoulder would win.

But, no. I needed proof. I had my cell phone, if I could get pictures…then…then Donna would have to give up this crazy thing. And I could get all the women to give up their sex parties!

Sperm parties would be no longer and I would have saved the men of the town unbelievable embarrassment.

Okay, how to get a picture.

I looked around.

Hmm. There was an open window at the end of the hall and I could see construction materials. There was yellow tape stretched across the window. They must be doing something, replacing windows, whatever.

I went and looked out, and I could see the scaffolding extending alongside the building. I‘m not fond of heights, and I could see the pavement far below.

Yikes! I could just imagine myself falling four stories onto my head.  Splat. No thanks.

But I could see brightly lit windows just a few feet over. All I had to do was hold on to the rails and scootch over and…and I could do it.

I could take pictures! And then I would have those women in my power! They would have to give up their sperm parties!

I stepped out onto a pair of planks. They shook, and I breathed, and thought about turning back.

But, no. I couldn’t. I had to do this.

I sidled along the scaffolding. My knuckles were white as I gripped the poles. I was terrified, but…I came to the first window.

Crap! There was some kind of plastic hanging in front of the window. These women! They had taken advantage of the construction materials to hide their activities.

For a second I forgot about being high up. I had to see behind the plastic. I had to get a picture of their sex party, of their naked bodies writhing around, under the naked bodies of young studs.

I could just imagine a jungle of buns and tits and cocks.

As I stood there I happened to glance up, and I saw…a hole in the side of the building.

It was just above me, right next to a ladder built into the scaffolding.

A ladder?

The workmen must be working in there, maybe on the ducts, or the electricity, and it was easier to access from the outside, or maybe they had to throw away materials that were too big to be toted through the building, or…whatever. I had access.

The ladder was right there. I could crawl up, slide into the hole and I would be right over the women. There had to be some way I could get a picture! There had to be places where the ceiling was breeched for construction.

I placed a hand on the ladder, took a deep breath, and began climbing.

Rung by rung, so totally aware of the space behind me that my sphincter was clutching.

I could hardly breath, and I was relieved when I came next to the hole in the side of the building.

I carefully shifted my grip and crawled through the space.

I was in a space about three feet high. I couldn’t walk, but I could crawl, and there were big pieces of plywood laid over the place.

More important, I could hear the women screeching better. In my mind I could see them crying out as the men inserted their penises, groaning as their tits were sucked.

I crept over the plywood, and there was nowhere I could get a picture.

Damn! To come so far and be thwarted!

But as I looked around a duct I saw…a square of light! The duct had been removed and it looked like the overhead grate had even been removed. I would have a perfect spot to take my picture!

I eased myself over the plywood. It seemed firm enough, and I came to the space where the light came up. It was a square in the floor. I could hear the women carrying on, indulging in their sick, perverted actions.

Around the square of light the plywood wasn’t laid. I would have to step across about four feet of space and brace my feet, but then I could see. I could take my pictures.

Okay, I could do this.

I stood as tall as I could, I put my foot out to the two by four next to the square of light. I held my cell phone at the ready. I pushed with my leg and…I don’t know what happened, but I slipped, and I was falling.

BANG! The ceiling gave way. Then I was falling, falling, into the middle of dust and debris and screaming women!

I lay there, not quite knowing what was happening, and the world spun around me.

First, I noticed the screaming women. They crowded around me, pointing. A couple of them touched me, one of them examined my head. She lifted it up and I gave a crazy smile and my eyes rolled in their sockets. The noise of the screaming women started to abate, but it didn’t go completely away.

“Where’s the sex party?” I asked

She froze, them somebody handed her a washcloth and she began wiping my face clear of the dust.

“I know you hire studs and fuck them.”

The woman resumed washing my face, but she was listening. Oh, was she listening. I had her now.

“Where’s the sperm party? I know everything.”

Then I started to come out of the chaos of my mind. I stopped babbling and started noticing the world.

“Who told you about our sperm parties,” asked the woman.

I was still dazed enough to not know what I was saying. “My wife told me. I got ya now. Where are the studs? Why do you have your clothes on?”

The woman got another washcloth and kept rubbing my face. I realized later she was just stalling so she could pump me. She kept asking me questions, and I, stupid I, kept babbling on about sex parties and my wife washing the sperm out of her pussy and refusing to fuck me but, dammit, I had my proof now.

“Girls, could somebody turn off the show?”

That was when I noticed the big screen television. It was some sort of show with a woman talking at a podium, and the crowd of women in front of her were giving periodic cheers and screams, and I realized, in a dull sort of way, that this, and the women now surrounding me, were the screams that I had thought was a sex party. This was backed up by the fact that when the screaming and cheering on the big screen stopped it was suddenly and ominously silent.

Uh, oh. What had I been saying?

I tried to remember the conversation I had been having with the woman. I tried to stand up, but the woman said, “Don’t move.”

I kept trying to move.”

“Jill, Sandy. Sit on him. Let’s find out what the heck is going on.”

Two large ladies sat on me, and several others leant their hands and weight to the affair.

“Hey!” They had me. I couldn’t move. I tried to struggle, but more women piled on.

“Let me up!” Let me…” then it became difficult to breath. I was getting squashed.

“Easy girls. Jenny, is that his cell phone?”

“It is. He’s Donna’s husband.”

“Donna’s, eh? Where is she? Has anybody seen Donna tonight?”

“I saw her with Lindsay. I think they might have played hooky. Lindsay’s been having problems at home and…” an unseen women somewhere shrugged.

“Okay, let me call her and we’ll get to the bottom of this.”

A moment later I heard the woman talking, but she was moving away so I only heard a little of the conversation.

“Hi, Donna? This is Sandy, down at the WC. Oh, yes, good to talk to you. We’ve got a little problem down here…and it has to do with you.”

A pause, then: “Well, it’s raining husbands. And yours is…” and I couldn’t hear any more.

I lay there, under a ton of of women, and thought. I was in for it now. Donna was going to be pissed off, and that was for sure. I had figured out that there wasn’t any sex club, that she had been messing with me, and I had bought it.

Crap, so she was out with this Lindsay person, talking about husband problems, no doubt.

Oh, man. August 5th had nothing on the situation I was now in.

On that bad Aug five from yesteryear I had been drunk. On this day, which was…Feb two, I wasn’t drunk. I was just…stupid. And gullible. And had been made a total and utter fool of.

The women were sitting on me and chatting gaily. They were discussing me, shopping at the Goodwill for their children, what television shows their husbands preferred, and…me. And I didn’t like what they were saying.

“Do you think he’s a pervert?”

“He had a cell phone and it was set to record.”

“Do you think he takes pictures and then goes home and abuses himself.”

And there was a lot of cheerful bantering and a few insults.

Then I heard Sandy coming back.

“Okay, I perfectly understand. We’ll do our best. I’m sure. Well, you have a wonderful night…”

She closed the phone and stared down at me.

“Girls, I hate to say it, but we’ve got a pervert on our hands.”

Oh, the sound of shocked voices.

“What? No! I’m not a pervert!”

“Sally, put a stocking in his mouth.”

I struggled, but the girls managed to stay on top of me, and suddenly a nylon was stuffed in my mouth. Then Sandy bent down and put a strip of duc tape over my mouth. “I’m sure the worker’s won’t mind losing a bit of duc tape for a good cause. Turn him over, I’ll get his hands.”

They turned me over, kicking and struggling and screaming threats. Then Sandy knelt on my back, took the breath out of me, and began wrapping duc tape around my wrists.

“Okay, ladies. Push his feet together.”

They pushed, and she began wrapping more duc tape around my ankles.

Finally, I was done. Trussed. Bound like a hog and ready for spitting.

The ladies stood up and backed off. I didn’t like the gleam in their eyes as they inspected me.

“I talked to Donna, and she’s at home. She says her husband is with her.”

The women gasped.

I yelled through the stocking and the duc taped, I struggled, but it was of no avail. I was officially hog tied.

My wife said I wasn’t me? She had another man at home?

My mind, which had calmed down a bit on finding out the truth about the Women’s Club, suddenly started to riot again.

I struggled, and kicked my bound feet, and screamed, but it did no good, and I finally had to be quiet so I could hear them discussing what they were going to do with me.

“What are we going to do with him?”

“We could take him across the street, to the police station.”

My mind was aghast. I didn’t want to be a registered sex offender!

“No,” said Sandy, “The police will arrest him, but we don’t have much proof, and a smart lawyer will get him out on the street in ten minutes.”

“Well, we don’t want some sex crazed serial killer running around,” muttered somebody, and there were murmurs of agreement.

Somebody else said, “Our children aren’t safe with somebody like him running around.”

A low rise of voices. This was getting scary.

Sandy again, “Well, I discussed it with Donna, and she had some interesting ideas. She’s well aware that sex perverts are resistant to being cured, and she knows the problems of the court system, so she suggested we should seek our own justice.

She had the ladies’ attention now.

“What did she say, Sandy?”

“She said that one thing that has cured many sex perverts is to give them what they want.”

There was a bit of confusion, a rising hub bub, and somebody said, “We’re supposed to lay down and spread our legs for this scum?”

Sandy raised her hands: “No, but if he is so obsessed with women that he crawls around and takes pictures and then goes home and masturbates to them, then we should make him one.”

Expressions of confusion. Then some twit in the back giggled. “She’s talking about feminizing him.”

Horror burst upon me. Feminization? But I was a man! I didn’t want to be feminized!

“Look how red in the face he is. I think he likes the idea.”

“Yes, he’s asking us to do that, to feminize him.”

I wasn’t! I was protesting! Screaming that I was a man and that they couldn’t do this to me!

But the women just stared down and nodded their heads.

And Donna said, “There’s one way to be sure.”

Again, the girls were blank.

“To be sure if he’s a pervert and, more important, to find out if he really wants us to feminize him.”

“How?” asked one of the girls.

“Girls, check his penis.”

I screamed! I humped around like a worm doing the cha cha. I tried to avoid their hands.

They pushed me on my back and held me down again. I felt hands pulling my zipper down.

Now, I don’t know about you guys out there, but being handled by strange women, no matter the fear, makes a guy hard.

I wasn’t hard when they started wrestling me down, but the idea of my penis being examined in such callous fashion, all those hands groping for my privates, I got hard. And fast.

“It’s not very big,” blurted out one girl.

“But it’s still growing.”

“That’s because he’s a pervert. He’s an exhibitionist and gets off on women seeing him.”

“Do you think he would have flashed us?” asked somebody, and everyone gasped at that.

“Yep,” said Sandy, stepped forth. “It isn’t big, but it’s definitely hard.”

I lay there, bound and gagged, and my cock stuck straight up, feeling the cool air of AC blowing on it, and getting harder and harder.

“Wow! It’s turning red!”

“And, look he’s got something dripping out the end.”

“That’s pre-cum,” said Sandy. “The dirty, little pervert is about to cum. Grab his cock, girls, and wrap it up tight. Don’t let him get his dirty, little rocks off over us!”

They grabbed my penis, and at first I thought they were going to pull it right off, then I realized they were wrapping something around it. I don’t know where they got it, but it was an ace bandage. Fortunately, they didn’t wrap it too tight, but then somebody started putting a gooey substance on the bandage. Later I found out that it was plaster, still wet from where the workers had been fixing the wall. They coated that bandage, and wrapped more and more bandage around my penis. It was like a cast, for a broken arm or something.

“Leave a hole at the tip so he can pee.”

“Look, his head is poking out.”

“Well, no way to get it back in, so leave it.”

“His balls sure are big.”

“And red.”

A hand slapped my balls and I groaned.

A couple of the women giggled.

I struggled, but, truth, I was getting exhausted from struggling. I was running out of energy.

Finally, they were done, and one of the women took out a hair drier—now who takes a hair drier with them in their purse?—and started drying the thing off.

Shortly I was encased in rock hard material. I had a cast on my cock, and the long it stayed on the harder it was going to get.

I was crying now, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, a couple of the women made cutting remarks.

“Cries like a little baby, doesn’t he?”

“He should be in diapers.”

Giggles, and I cried harder.

“Okay, ladies. Where are we going to do this?”

There were a few suggestions, some wanted to do it on the spot. One said she had a house in the hills, then Sandy said, “What about Gillian’s Hairport?”

The girls paused, then got all excited.

“We can do the whole thing!”

“Hair and nails!”

“I can bring him a dress, does somebody have some lingerie?”

“Let’s glue some breast forms on him!”

The ideas came fast and furious, and with each shouted idea I felt smaller and smaller. Oh, how I wished I hadn’t fallen for Donna’s Sperm Party tale. I wanted to be home, watching the end of the basketball game. I wanted to be anywhere but here, in the clutches of these crazy females!

But their plans were in motion. I listened and heard Sandy talking to Gillian, explaining the situation, and asking for the loan of her salon. And from the way Sandy was talking…Gillian had agreed!

“Okay, girls,” Sandy closed her phone and addressed the women. “Here’s the plan. Gillian will meet us at her salon and let us in.  She said we have free access to whatever she’s got.” She toed me with a high heel. “She doesn’t like perverts, either.”

A small cheer rose up, and I had a feeling this Gillian babe was going to be getting a lot of business from these happy customers.

“Susan, can you return Donna’s husband’s phone? Meet us at the Hairport?”

My phone was put in the hands of an eager, young thing who promptly headed for the door.

“Okay, girls, are you ready to go to work?”

A big cheer arose, and they lifted me up and carried me out.

I tried to struggle. I tried to get loose, but I was trussed. And what was worse was that my cock was sticking out, flopping around with all that plaster and bandage on it. I hung, very heavy, from my body.

One of the girls laughingly held it as they carried me.

I cried, I tried to talk, but it was useless.

I was going to be feminized.


PART TWO

I was taken through a curtain, then through double doors. They carried me down the corridor and into the elevator. It was crowded, but as many squeezed in as could, and we began descending. I felt somebody digging through my pockets. I had left my wallet in the car, but they got my car fob. Maybe one of them would find my car, and my wallet! Maybe they would find out that I really was me!

Through the lobby. Out into the street and towards a van that had been brought up.

Across the street I saw two cops standing outside the lobby door. I tried to yell, but one of the girls twisted my big Plaster of Paris cock and all that came out of me was a yelp.

They pushed me into the van and laid me on the floor. I tried to stay face up because I was worried that my cock might be damaged if I rolled over it. It felt so huge and helpless.

“Let’s go, girls, time’s a wasting!”

A half a dozen women climbed into the van, the rest ran for their own cars. The van started up and I bounced on the floor of the van.

“Look at how fat his penis is,” remarked one of the girls.

Another of them reached down and moved her finger on my head.

“Look how much he’s dripping! This guy is horny.”

“I wish my hubby was that horny,” sniffed one of the girls.

“You know, we could put a dildo on that thing and it would look monstrous.”

“Do you have a dildo that big?”

“Nope, but there’s a 24 hour sex store just a few blocks over.”

One of the girls opened her cell phone and spoke quickly. “Jane, go see if there’s a big two foot dildo or something in that store on second street. Yep. It’ll be cute. Okey dokey.” She hung up.

“If they have one Jane will get it. We can make him up, dress him up, and then attach a monster dick to his real dick.”

Everybody giggled.

“This is exactly what he needs,” observed one.

I grunted and groaned and tried to speak through my hose gag, but they just ignored me, and when they got tired of my moaning and groaning one of them just flicked the head of my dick.

“UHHH!” I was horny, and the head of my dick was very sensitive.

We only drove for five minutes, then we pulled into a parking lot. The van made a sharp turn and stopped. The doors opened and all I could see was a big surface of wall and a door. A woman stood at the door and grinned.

“Bring the pervert in girls. I got the cure right here.”

They lifted me out of the van, and while they were struggling to adjust the weight of me on their shoulders the girl who opened the door reached out and grabbed my penis. “Is this a cock I see?”

“It used to be,” said one girl. “But we’re going to donate it to science.

Everybody laughed and they carried me into the beauty salon.

The Hairport was big inside, with a dozen stations. There were even a couple of rooms for private consultations. They carried me past a storage room and turned into one of the consult rooms. When they moved me through the doorway my encased dick hit the door jam with a clunk. I gave a yelp and groaned, but they just laughed.

They laid me on a chair and cut the duc tape from my legs. Several women had my legs, however, and before I could kick free they were wrapping more tape around my ankles, securing me to the chair.

Then came the arms, and the women were very careful. They had four on an arm, squeezing in and pulling and pushing to get my arms taped to the armrests.

I sat in the chair and looked around wildly. Shelves with hair products, a sink behind me. Little rolling tables with nails and nail polishes.

“Lehejj meee ghjj!” Let me go, but I wasn’t understandable, and they wouldn’t have let me go anyway.

“Okay, girls. Joan and Betty, do his hands. Sam and I will do his feet. Oh, first, let’s cut his clothes off and wax him.”

Wax me? Were they going to…to take my hair off? With that painful wax and rip your skin off stuff?

But I had no more time to consider that because two of the girls stepped up, and they were holding large scissors and had wicked gleams in their eyes.

“HJKFMRR!” I yelled.

They each took a leg and pulled my pants out and began scissoring. Snip, snip, then they had enough of a cut and they began to rip. Ri-i-ip! Right up the leg. They worked around the duc tape and began cutting my upper pants off. Now they were very close to my cock, and their arms brushed against the red head of it. I groaned.

“Lord, doesn’t he ever stop dripping?” One of them said.

“Huh,” answered the other one, “The gift that keeps on giving.”

“Well, at least it’s a gift that’s well packaged.” She tapped on the plaster encasing my dick and there was a sharp clunk sound. Man, that stuff was getting hard! I wondered if I would ever be able to get that stuff off.

They undid my belt, pulled the shreds of my pants off me, and I was naked from the waist down. I sat there and stared at my body. I had some dusty spots from my fall through the ceiling, but the real worrisome thing was my cock head. It was larger, it was being strangled! I suddenly had visions of it swelling up and popping!

They began cutting my shirt, and shortly it was just strips of material on the floor. I was completely naked, except for the plaster on my dick.

Sandy and one of the other girls began washing my body with warm wash clothes. For a second I thought this was waxing, and it was almost pleasurable. But it was only the prep work. Shortly they were laying strips of cloth on me and coating them with some sort of goop. They waited a few minutes, then…R-R-RI-I-IP!

Ah! Fuck! No!

And, R-R-RI-I-IP!

R-R-RI-I-IP!

R-R-RI-I-IP!

They waxed every square inch of my body. When they were done I was red. they had not only taken off my precious hair, but the top layer of skin. The top layer was supposed to be dead skin, but it sure felt alive as they ripped it off me!

The dirty work done, they washed me again, and began working on my nails. They pushed the cuticles, sanded, fitted me with long, stiletto nails on my hands, then painted all my nails a bright, shiny red.

“Lots of lacquer, girls.” And, to me, “We used super glue on your nails, so I wouldn’t suggest trying to get them off. You’d have to pull the the nails out by the roots.

I was crying from the pain, but she just smiled. “I guess you’ll think twice before you trying peeping and masturbating again.”

I tried to talk through my gag, but she just laughed.

Finally, I was done. With the nails, that is. I was sitting there, dazed but…excited. The claws on my hand, they were the kind I had tried to get Donna to wear, but now they were on me. In some weird way…they were still sexy.

And my plastered coke throbbed.

“Look at that cock move,” said one of the girls. “That’s got to be heavy, but it is just bouncing away.

“We may need to put a cork in it, though. Look at the mess he’s making.”

Suddenly the room was quiet and everybody turned towards the door. I couldn’t se who came in at first, but finally a woman walked into my line of vision.

Donna! My wife! At last! She’d get this straightened out! She’d rescue me from these…these maniacs!

She walked around the chair and stood in front of me. She inspected me slowly, a slight smile on her face. She was still dressed to the nines, and her red lips pursed slightly. Sexy. Oh, my god. My cock throbbed.

Oh, please, honey. Get this mess fixed! Get me loose!

“I’ve never seen him before.”

My eyes bulged! “Deeieijhfi! Fdsjdlddo!“ I screamed.

“I wonder where he got your husband’s cell phone,” asked Sandy.

“He stole his car. I passed it outside the meeting hall on my way in. He got the phone, the wallet was in there, too. If he hadn’t stopped for a peep show, and maybe a little self-abuse, he would have gotten away with it.”

“Well, thank goodness we caught him.”

I was yelling, screaming, struggling, but all that was coming out were jerks and twitches and mumbles.

“Good Lord, is that his cock?” Donna looked down at my big, fat, wrapped up penis.

“Yep.”

“It’s not very big, is it.”

My eyes were bulging, my mouth was frothing. My mind was in chaos. How could my wife do this to me?

Suddenly a woman rushed into the room. “Look what I got!” she held up a huge, horse’s dick. “They even had them on sale!”

Everybody gathered around to examine the monster dick. It was made of stiff latex and was as long as my arm.

“Oh, this is going to look good. Here, hand me the super glue. Hold his penis up, Donna.”

Donna grabbed my dick, looked me right in the eyes and chuckled. “This is certainly going to teach him a lesson he’ll never forget.”

Sandy slathered superglue on the sides of the plaster, then she pulled the latex apart and pulled the big horse’s dick down over mine. When she was done I had a big, bulging, horse’s dick reaching down to my knees.

All the girls laughed, and they kept lifting up the dick, which lifted up my penis inside, and, worse of all, there seemed to be a bit of material inside the dick, cotton or some kind of stuffing, to keep it round, and this had come loose and it was rubbing my penis head every time the horse’s dick was moved.

“Nooooo!” That was audible, and the girls just laughed harder and pretended to jack my big cock off.

“Okay, girls, what’s next?”

“His breast forms!” exclaimed one of the women.

“Excellent. And I’ve still got the superglue open, so…” Sandy got out the jar of glue again.

“It’ll dry fast,” said Sandy. “Get his bra ready.”

Girls stood by with a bra and a corset. A corset?

Then we heard a voice, a man’s voice!

“Donna? Honey?”

“Back here, babe!” Donna yelled, and I stared at her.

Somebody came into the room. “I parked the car, hon…oh. Hi, girls.”

I tried to look around.

I didn’t have to, for the girls greeted him as me. “Hi, Jack. Hello, Jack.”

My eyes bulged so hard I thought they’d fall out of the sockets and roll across the floor. That was my name!

And Donna stepped to him and gave him a big kiss!

My wife! Kissing another man! And he was big and muscular and handsome and…was this one of the guys in the Sperm Party?

But, no, they didn’t have sperm parties, that was all a joke.

But who was…and it hit me.

He was her lover. She might have gone to Women Club meetings in the beginning, but these last few months she had met somebody, and she had…she had been spending the nights she was supposed to be at the WC meetings with him!

“Is this the pervert?”

“It is,” agreed Donna. “Can you imagine? He stole your car, your phone, and then he tried to spy on the girls. He’s probably just a horny, little bastard who can’t get a girlfriend.”

“So he just spies on women and jacks off. Pardon my language, girls.”

“Can’t argue with the truth,” murmured Sandy.

The man took out his cell phone and began snapping pictures. “I can post these on Facebutt. Serve the pervert right.”

He snapped a dozen pictures, and there was no way I could hide, nor hide my face. He finished, put his cell away and asked, “So you were going to make him into a woman and turn him loose?”

“Yep,” said Sandy, and there were a few nods. Many of the girls were looking at the man who was supposed to be me with hunger in their eyes.

“So what’s next?”

“Fake boobs.”

“Why?”

“Well, because—“

“No. I mean…why fake?”

Sandy looked puzzled, Donna just held his arm and smiled at him.

“I’m a plastic surgeon. I can give him some boobs. Big boobs. And they’ll last.”

“Oh, could you?”

“Jack,” said Donna, “You’re so generous. He steals your car and you’re willing to this.”

Jack chuckled. “Heck, it’s fun. And it’s good advertising. Maybe when you ladies see my work you’ll pass the word around. I don’t just do nasty perverts, you know.”

They all chuckled.

“Jack did mine,” said Donna.

What? Donna didn’t have implants! She was just naturally big!

“Oh, I’ve always though your chest was beautiful,” said one of the girls.

“Well, the secret to good breast implants is…” he looked at Donna, “Do you mind, honey? I’m pretty proud of my work.”

“Not at all. Here, let me open my blouse.

My wife unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the front apart. Her big, mammoth, beautiful breasts, breasts which I was the only one to touch, were now on display!

The man known as me hefted her boob. “You can see how natural it looks. She doesn’t really need this bra, but modesty, her nipples are so big they’d stand out.”

“I don’t really like it when all men can do is stare at my boobs and salivate,” Donna explained.

“And, look.” Jack peeled the edge of the bra down and exposed her nipple, he touched it and Donna gave a shiver. “No loss of sensation.”

“If anything, it feels better,” Donna started buttoning her blouse back up.

“Wow,” said Sandy, and she turned and looked at me. Several of the other girls were looking at me, too. I didn’t like the look in their eyes.

“So let me give him a first class set of boobs, I’ve got some stuff in my car that will pump those puppies right up. How about it?”

The women in the room traded looks, nods were given, and the it was agreed. I was about to get real boobs.

I tried to yell. “EhjkWEG!” but nobody was listening.

Jack went out to his car, which was probably my car, to get what he needed. Donna stood in front of me and mused. “I wonder what possessed this idiot to do what he did?”

I knew her message was for me, but there was nothing I could say.

“Well, after this he’ll mind his manners.”

Some of the girls agreed, some of the girls were having conversations while they waited, and then Jack, the man who had stolen my name, re-entered the room. He was carrying a couple of large jugs and a satchel. He placed the jugs on the floor and opened the thin bag. One of the girls pushed a rolling table up and he laid out a series of needles. Each needle he put on the table looked longer and sharper.

“Okay, this is the way it works,” he said, filling a syringe with the stuff in the gallon jugs. “I’m going to work in a circle, lay a big base, then I’ll start puffing them out.” To me he said, “I suggest you don’t move. These needles are sharp, and I don’t want you to suffer any nerve damage, or require extensive cosmetic surgery. Got it?

My eyes pleaded.

“Got it?” he said, warningly.

Tears in my eyes, I nodded.

It took him an hour. An hour of feeling needles penetrating my skin, of feeling my skin stretching. An hour of him dabbing drops of blood with a small cloth and murmuring. “This is good. He might be a pervert, but he’s got good skin. Real stretchy. I hope the bra you got him is sturdy These are going to weigh a lot.”

One of the girls held up a thick bra and they all grinned. I was going to be bigger than any of them, even bigger than my wife.

“I thought you had to put bags of saline into breasts,” asked a girl named Jane.

“Used to. But then vacation boobs came out. A mix of saline and a chemical that holds the solution in place. Took a month or two for the boob to be absorbed by the body.”

“Are these going to be absorbed by his body?” asked some one.

“Oh, no. Science has improved the procedure. This chemical mixture will bond with his cells. Quite safe, but his boobs will never go away.”

More tears leaked out of my eyes.

“Pity you didn’t call me earlier. I’ve got some permanent make up in my office. Just came in. Doesn’t even need needles.”

There were some mumbles at that, and one of the girls suggested somebody run over and pick up the permanent make up.

But Gillian stepped forth and said her make up would last a week, and if I wanted to stay beautiful I would have to come back for a treatment.

There were a few giggles, then Donna asked, “What about castrations? Can you do one of those?”

Jack stopped for a moment, sat back and considered. He looked down at my horse’s dick.

“Well, I could. Snip, snip. It’s something to think about.”

I closed my eyes and moaned. Castration? I didn’t want to lose my best friend!

“But…I don’t know. Maybe you should save that, hold it over his head if you ever see him again.”

Donna said, “Heck, I want to see him again. If I see him again I’ll get one of those big dicks like the one he is wearing and use it on him!”

That was caused for merriment, and the girls laughed merrily.

An hour later Jack was done. He handed the empty gallon jugs to Gillian for disposal and grinned. “That’s pretty good work. Look how big they are.”

The girls all oohed and awed, and I stared down. I had HUGE tits on my chest! I mean, they stuck out a mile! If it wasn’t for the bra they would have dropped like bowling balls because…they weighed as much as bowling balls.

Jack packed up his satchel and turned to Donna. “Ready to go home, honey?”

Donna smiled up at him. “Oh, I can’t wait.” Some of the girls smiled at the heavy sexual innuendo.

Then Donna turned to me. “I hope you learn your lesson.” Then she leaned down and picked up my horse’s dick. It was so long I could see it over my boobs. Inside the dick, under the plaster, my cock throbbed uncontrollably.

“Feel free to drop by. I’ve got one of these and I’ll be glad to use it on you.”

“Oh, yeah!”

“You go, girl!” the ladies cheered.

Then Donna snuggled under Jack’s arm and they left the room.

While the Jack had been giving me world class tits they girls had weaved extensions onto my hair. It was now long and wavy and reached down over my shoulders.

One of the girls pierced my ears and put earrings on me. She whispered. “Superglue on these. They’re here to stay.

Some of the girls put the corset on me. It was difficult, but they pulled me away from the chair and pulled the corset through, then started pulling the laces. Up and down they went, and my belly got skinnier and skinnier, and it became harder and harder to breath. Finally, they put a padlock at the top.

They unrolled panty hose up my legs, then one of the girls put shoes on me. High heeled, with little locks at the tops of the lace holes.

And, they made me up.

I had stopped crying by now A dull defeat weltered in my soul. I was numbed, and I just sat there while they powdered and brushed and mascaraed and shadowed.

Finally, I was done. Except for the lips.

Sandy put her face down to me and said, “We’re going to let you go pretty soon. I’m going to take your gag off, and I suggest you keep your mouth shut. We don’t like perverts, and we certainly wouldn’t mind getting a needle and thread and sewing your lips together.

I stared at her.

She nodded, and the duc tape was taken off my mouth, and the length of hose was pulled out.

I couldn’t talk, anyway. The hose had absorbed all my moisture. Was so dry I couldn’t speak. I just sat there and gulped, and one of the women painted my lips with something that stung.

Then another woman moved in with the lipstick and I frowned.

“The first was plumper,” Sandy explained. “The second is lipstain. Guaranteed to last for a couple of weeks. You’ll just need a little gloss to keep them shiny. Gillian, can you give him some gloss?”

Gillian moved forward. She had a tube in her hand. She glossed my lips, closed the tube and handed it to me. I grasped the tube in my red tipped fingernails.

“Okay. We’re going to let your arms free now. Would you like a dress? Or do you want to leave the way you are.”

“Dress,” I croaked. I didn’t want a dress, but it was better than lingerie.

They cut the duc tape and stripped the remnants off my wrists. I flexed my wrists and stood up. I was shaky in the high heels, I wobbled, and one of the girls steadied me with a hand.

They pulled the dress over my head and turned me around to face a mirror.

I was beautiful, it pains me to say. I had a curvy figure with massive boobs. Yes, I was bigger than any of the ladies there. I had long, luscious hair and was perfectly made up. My red lips glistened like they were wet. The only good news was that the horse’s cock was shorter than the dress. I could feel it banging back and forth between my legs, but you couldn’t see it.

“Okay, pervert. You can go now.”

The girls stood back and I walked, as best I could, towards the door. Thirty seconds later I was standing on the sidewalk. The night was dark, but dawn was coming.

I had to get out of town.

I was pretty much in the exact center of town. The police station was ten blocks to the east, and right on my route out.

And where was I going? Home.

Yes, Donna had…betrayed me, and had a boyfriend, but…I didn’t know where else to go!

I could get some clothes, maybe get some of this female finery off me, and live in my car.

But I had to go home, first.

I started walking, and shortly I realized my troubles were just beginning.

Every few minutes a car would pass me. It would be filled with women, women from the Women’s Club, and they would honk and yell and raise a ruckus. Which ruckus brought more and more attention to me.

Though it was dark there were people on the way to work. And as the sky lightened and I was more easily seen, and as the Women’s Club kept yelling and pointing and honking, other people began to notice. Cars would slow down, people even snapped photos on the phones. I tried to turn my head away, but…

I reached the police station, and cops came out at the honking and pointed at me.

Past the police station, and my feet were already aching. I had never worn high heels, and my ankles felt like they were going to snap right off.

Across streets, and as I became used to the shoes, in spite of the pain I started hearing a click, click, click.

Oh, God. I used to think that was so sexy when my wife did it. But…me?

I reached the outskirts of town. The sky was half light now, that sort of greyish purplish right before the sun pops.

I heard a car coming up beside me, and it stopped. Oh, God! It was two cops.

“Miss? Are you all right.”

I kept walking, hoping they would leave me alone. But when you try to avoid the police they tend to get more interested. The car pulled up beside me again.

“Miss?”

I walked, they pulled ahead of me and got out.

I stopped as they stood in my path. I looked down at the ground and hoped my new hair would cover my face.

“You have some identification, ma’am?”

“No,” I whispered.

One of the cops was standing back a bit, the other one shined his light and tried to get a look at my face.

“Look up here, ma’am.”

I had to. I raised my face and he aimed his big flashlight at it. He gasped, then, “Bill. It’s a guy.”

The other cop moved forward, and I was now being closely inspected by two cops.

“You got a story to tell, fella?”

“So I told them. I told them how I suspected my wife of cheating, and how I had followed her to her meeting, but she wasn’t there and the women caught me and they did this to me.

The cops were silent when I was done. I’m sure they had heard tall stories before, but this sounded, even to me who was going through it, like the tallest.

“What do you think, Bill.”

“It’s so crazy it could be true.”

To me: “Do you know your license number?”

I told him, and he checked it, and I checked out.

“Well, no crime here.”

“But they…they forcibly feminized me!”

“Your word against theirs.” But he was holding back a smile and trying not to laugh.

“Can you give me a ride home?”

“Can’t do it. Against regs. I can call you a taxi, but do you have the money to pay for it?”

“No,” I hung my head.

“Well, sorry, but it’s only a couple of miles to your house.”

“Okay.”

They left, and I started walking again, and the Women’s Club started cruising by me again. Honking and yelling.

Now it was full light. People were on the street, walking, staring at me, and taking pictures.

My feet were killing me.

My legs ached. My back ached. Wearing high heels changed the structure of my whole body, made me use different muscles.

A mile left to go. Kids on their way to school. They noticed me, but didn’t think much of it. I did look like a woman, after all. A clumsy woman who couldn’t walk, but…a woman.

I turned up my street. I walked past my neighbors and they came out and stared at me.

I walked up the walk to my house, and…the door opened. People came out, people came out of the garage, out of the side yard. Hundreds of people!

“But…what…”

They were cheering. There was some laughter, but…but…

And Donna grabbed my arm. I stared at her through my hair.

“Welcome home, honey. Did you enjoy catching me cheating?”

Jack came up, gripped my hand and shook it. “John Hansen. My wife knows your wife, and when they told me about this practical joke…” he started laughing, but not in a mean way.

Women came up to me, hugged me, gropped my tits and laughed.

Neighbors came up, grinning and making quips.

“But…but…” All I could do was blubber.

Then even the two cops drove up, hit their siren for a moment and got cheers.

Donna handed me a bourbon and Coke and everybody cheered when I took my first drink.

Jack turned out to be a real plastic surgeon, and, not to worry, the boobs would be absorbed within a month. I would be a flat-chested man again.

And the cops chuckled and thanked me for being a good sport. Sandy had apparently told the whole police department about the joke.

And the neighbors rallied around and…and Donna hugged me and kissed me, and somebody got some pliers and cut the padlocks off my shoes and my corset, and I was finally allowed out of women’s clothing.

And, they took me in the garage and got the horse’s dick off me, and cut off the plaster cast I was wearing on my dick.

Oh, lord, I was relieved. I didn’t even care when people, including women, came in to watch the ‘operation.’

And a lot of people admired my awesome boobs.


EPILOGUE

The world loves a good practical joke.

Sure, I get some ribbing, but everybody knows, so it’s not bad. I just grin and go along with it.

And, I seem to have gotten over any jealousy about Donna going out on her own, coming home late. That one joke taught me that I should trust my wife.

But, there were some bad things about the whole thing.

For one, I was now fascinated by women’s clothing, and especially the underwear.

For a month I had had to wear a bra, and…I liked it. I liked the attention. And sometimes, during that month, I had worn other women’s clothes, and even high heels.

Donna, of course, was amused by it. She just chuckled and thought that I was trying to deal with my boobs and my necessary bra in my own way.

But, I wasn’t. I was…fascinated.

I liked the feel of nylons on my legs. I liked the corset. And…I really loved my boobs.

And I wanted them to last.

I wanted big boobs. Well, maybe not as big as they initially were, but…I wanted boobs.

One day I was sitting on the patio, watching the sunset, and Donna came out and sat with me. She handed me a bourbon and Coke and we sat, and every once in a while she would chuckle. It had been months, but she still laughed about the practical joke she had played.

Then she looked at me, and noticed that I was glum. “What is it?”

“Well, I don’t know how to tell you.”

“Blurt it out. I ain’t gonna bite…too hard.”

She had a grin, I was sardonic.

“I liked being dressed up as a woman. I liked wearing the underwear, the nylons and shoes…I liked it all. Even the make up. I even liked—hell, I loved—having tits.

She was silent, biting her lip and considering me. Suddenly she got up and went into the house.

I sighed. I had fucked up again. I never should have said anything. But, that’s me, open mouth and switch feet.

But a minute later she sauntered out. She was in lingerie. Bra and panties, and a negligee. And she had something else on, too. She had a strap on with a big dick sticking out.

“Honey, if you want to be a woman that’s fine with me, but you know where that leads. So now the question is…are you woman enough?”

Smiling, I rose and took her hand and followed her into the house.

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

The Feminization Games


My Wife Tricked Me!

Feminization and crossdressing,

he messed with the wrong woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Jason snickered as he got out of the car. Man, he had always wanted this, and now he was going to get it. He walked to the back of the car, looked around to make sure nobody could see him—as if somebody was hiding in his garage and spying on him—and opened the trunk.

He picked up a little bag that was lying on the spare tire, looked around again, and closed the trunk.

He slid the bag into his pocket and entered the house.

“Jane? Are you home?”

Of course she wasn’t. Her car was gone, she was usually at the Ladies’ Club meeting across town, and…and he was alone.

Still, Jason walked through the house and made sure he was alone.

He was. He walked into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. He grinned as he inspected the contents of the refrigerator.

Jane had a rather irksome habit. She would open a Coke, take a sip, then leave the open container on the inside of the door.

“I don’t feel like drinking a whole Coke. I just want a gulp,” she would say when he asked her what the open container was for.

Unfortunately, when Jason opened the door the Coke sometimes spilled. Which splashed a drop or two on him, and the floor, and he was left with a mess.

So he hated it when she left an open Coke in the door.

The door open, he looked in and saw her open Coke sitting there. He smiled.

He took the bag out of his pocket and opened it. At the bottom of the sack was a small vial. It was tasteless, dissolved fast, and was the most powerful form of estrogen on the planet.

He took the cap off the vial and poured the white powder into the open can of Coke. He swished the can around for a minute, then replaced it in the door.

He closed the door gently and smiled, then headed for the backroom to wash up.

Fifteen minutes later Jason was showering. He heard the door slam and smiled. Jane was home. She was probably sipping at her Coke even as he lifted his package and soaped his balls.

He rinsed off, stepped out and toweled off, and got ready for dinner.

Jane closed the door and sighed. What a day. The Ladies’ Club had volunteered for a big event and she was going to be quite busy for the next couple of weeks. It was the Halloween Celebration and it was all hands required.

She placed her purse on the counter and got down a couple of glasses. Normally she didn’t like to drink during the week, but this was special circumstances.

She filled the glasses with ice. She half filled the glasses with bourbon, then took out her always open can of Coke. She smiled. This irritated Jason, her leaving an open can of Coke in the door, but that was okay. A sip of Coke was much better than drinking the whole 9 teaspoonfuls of sugar.

She emptied the can into one glass, then got out another can and poured it into the other glass. There was a little left so she put that back into the fridge.

She picked up the glasses and headed for the back room.

“Hey, babe,” she said cheerfully, handing Jason his bourbon and Coke.

Jason, naked, his cock standing deliciously up, took his drink and sipped. He had no reason to be suspicious. After all, his wife always drank the Coke out of the can.

He had no idea that she had handed him the wrong glass.

He sucked the whole drink down, smacked his lips, and grinned.

She sipped some of her drink and moved into him.

“Is this love?” she asked, holding his weenie, feeling it getting harder.

“Oh, yeah,” he answered.

She fondled him, jacked him, palpated his testicles lovingly.

“Careful, girl, you’re playing with dynamite.”

“As long as you have a long fuse,” she giggled. Then she dropped to her knees and began slurping his dong.

For a long minute he could barely support himself, his legs were shaking and his knees were shivering. Finally he lifted her up and pressed his mouth against hers. Her lips were hot, moist, and so very, very plump. He loved her lips.

“Whew,” she said, as she finally stepped back from him.

“What?” he asked innocently.

“Whew,” she repeated and fanned herself with one hand.

He grabbed for her and she danced away and laughed. “Later, honey. I’ve got big news and I want to tell you.”

“You decided to get breast implants.”

She frowned. He had been trying to get her to get her boobs enhanced for years, and she was tired of it. No, she didn’t have the biggest boobs in the world, but she liked them. They filled out her dress just enough, they didn’t sag or make her back hurt, and she loved how sensitive they were.

“Okay, sorry,” he said, seeing the look on her face.

“No, the big news is that the Ladies’ Club is in charge of the Halloween celebration.”

“You are? I mean the whole club?”

“It is the whole club, but I’m going to be major in charge. It’s going to be a lot of work, and I’m going to be awfully busy.”

“Uh oh. Is this one of those I’m going to be too busy to fuck  my husband things?”

“Honey, you know better than that! I’ll always have time for a little nookie. But I will need a little help.”

“Uh oh. This is getting worser and worser.”

“Not to worry. We’re just going to be storing a lot of things here, so if you can clean out the garage then—“

“What kind of things?”

“We’re going to be raffling off costumes. And…”

Jason listened as she laid out the plans. All he had to do was clean out the garage, that sounded simple enough, right? Keep a bunch of costumes on racks in the garage, and then transport them over to the school for the big raffle.

“That sounds okay,” he agreed when she was done explaining everything. “What are you going to be this year?”

“Who, me? I’ll be too busy working.”

“Ha!” he said with a lascivious grin. “I know what you’re going to be.”

She laughed. “Every year the same thing. You want me to wear giant tits.”

“Well,  uh….yeah!”

“All right. I guess I can play your game one more year.”

“That’s a girl.”

He placed his hands on her chest and she relaxed and let him feel her up. Jason was a good man, and he worked long and hard and yet he was always willing to help her out. Putting up with his groping her ‘milk sacs’ wasn’t a terribly steep price to pay. She sure did wish that he would get over this obsession with big boobs, though.

Halloween was two month away, but the Ladies’ Club didn’t wait until the last minute. The very next weekend Jason was putting boxes in the loft, moving tools out to the shed, pushing bags into closets. When he was done the whole garage was empty. And just in time, because Jason didn’t feel too well.

He felt a little punk just cleaning the garage, and when he was done he knew he was definitely sick.

“I’m going to sleep,” he said.

“Are you all right?” Jane felt his forehead. “You feel like you’ve got a fever.”

“I just need a little extra sleep.” He stumbled into the bedroom and passed out for seven days.

For seven days he slumbered. He snored, he tossed and turned, and…slept.

Jane was a worried. But when he did wake up he simply smiled and ate a bowl of soup and went back to sleep.

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

His eyes were feverish and he just nodded and mumbled. “I’m fine.”

By Saturday Jane had decided to call the doctor. She walked into the bedroom to check him one last time, and he was up.

“Jason?”

“In here,” he said.

She walked into the bathroom. He was scrub a dub dubbing in the shower. “Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah.”

But he didn’t sound all right. He sounded tired, and his voice was a little high pitched.

She waited, listened to him muttering, and he finally stepped out of the shower, and her eyes opened.

“You’ve lost weight,” she blurted.

“Oh, yeah. I guess.”

He was a little bleary eye-ed.

“And you look…different.”

“I feel a little different. But I’m okay,”

“And you’ve got tits.”

Jason blinked. Sure, he felt a little wasted, but…tits?

He turned to the mirror and stared.

He had always been a slender sort of a fellow, and he was still slender. Maybe even extra slender. He hadn’t been eating much and his belly had shrunk. But that made his waist look a little rounder than normal. And that made his chest look a little…he blinked and stared…he did look a little…his eyes started to open and he started to wake up.

“I’ve got…are those…do I have…?”

Jane stepped closer to him and put he hand under his pectoral muscles. Except they didn’t look like pectoral muscles now. Now they looked like little mounds. And the mounds were capped by nipples that looked…larger.

“What the fuck?”

“Jason. You’ve got breasts.”

“That’s impossible…”

“We’re going to see the doctor right now.”

Jason didn’t want to, but even he had to admit that there was something going on with his body.

“I slept for a week,” Jason explained to Dr. Linda Capwell.

“We’re you feeling ill before hand?”

“No. I just cleaned out the garage and felt tired, so I slept. “

“What about medicines, herbs, anything unusual you’ve started eating?”

“I fixed him soup a couple of times, right out of the can, but outside of that he didn’t feel much like eating.”

“Well, this is strange, but the blood tests will tell us what is going on.”

“So I should just go home and relax?”

“That’s about it. I’ll have the results by Friday. I’ll call you and we can go over them.”

“Well, okay.”

Jason and Jane headed for home.

Jason didn’t go back to sleep, but he also kept changing. His waist seemed to get thinner, and which made his ass look downright round. And his beasts…they were definitely still growing. What was weird was that even his hair was growing! He wore his hair a little long, but now it was down below his ears.

“You know, if I didn’t know better, Jane observed on Wednesday night, “I would say that you’re turning into a woman.”

“What?” His voice squeaked. It tended to do that every once in a while. It was getting higher pitched like…like he was going through some weird kind of puberty.

Jane sat back and bit her thumb. Jason’s eyes were big and even doe-like. “I’m not kidding. You have real boobs now. You always wanted me to get bigger breasts, but it looks like you’re the one who’s doing the growing.

Jason looked down at his chest. There was no denying that his boobs were getting bigger. And the nipples were large and stiff. In fact, they were itching all the time. He rubbed a nipple and groaned.

“This is crazy,” he said.

Jane suddenly stood up and went out to the garage.  When she came back in she was holding several bras. She held them up to his chest, one at a time.

“What are you doing?”

“You need a bra.”

“I don’t need a bra!” he squeaked. “I don’t need a bra,” he repeated, keeping his voice low.

“I can see your boobs right through your tee shirt, and if I can see them then so can others. Besides, the way they’re growing you’re going to need to train them.”

“Train them?”

“Training bra. Otherwise you’re going to be sagging. You want to walk round with a pair of boobs hanging down to your belly button?”

“They aren’t that big?”

“The bull shat, buddy. And you stepped right into it. Take off your tee shirt.”

Grumbling, Jason pulled his tee shirt off, and it was weird the way the folds of cloth pulled on his breasts.

“Okay, this one seems about right.” She fastened a bra around his chest.

“That’s tight!”

“I could give you pointers, let those puppies out, or we can try to keep you flat, a little more manly.”

Jason sighed and put up with the bra she had selected for him. It was an A cup, and he bulged over the top.

“Crap,” mused Jane. “This is’t working. I can see your tits bulging over the cups.”

“Maybe we should get an Ace bandage or something?”

“Maybe. But…it’s not healthy to bind your tits too much.”

“Why not?”

But Jane didn’t answer. She went through the other bras and selected a slightly bigger one, looked, then picked out a C cup.

“I thought you didn’t want me to have big pointers?”

Jane adjusted the straps and studied the way her husband’s boobs were pushing out.

“Well, I didn’t think so, but the truth is…you’re sort of sexy this way.”

“What?” his voice was definitely high pitched.

“I know…but it’s just you and I sitting here, and you do have boobs…”

Why is this making me excited? she thought.

“So put on your tee shirt.”

He pulled his tee shirt on and was surprised at how comfortable the bra was. Of course his tits had been getting a little uncomfortable, but, still…

“That’s beautiful,” Jane breathed, staring at his tits. She reached out to touch them and he backed off.

She frowned at him. “Don’t act funny, honey. “I’m just trying to make sure the fit is right.”

She felt his tits, and he felt a shock of heat ripple through him. It was a sexual heat, and he gave a shiver.

She grinned. “Feels good to get you boobies touched.”

“Stop that,” his face was a bright red.

“Nope,” she said. “For the first time I think I understand why you want ed me to get breast implants.”

“Then you will?” he couldn’t help himself from blurting.

“Nope. Why should I when your boobs are big enough for both of us?”

He groused at that, but, the weird thing, he found himself continually looking at himself in the mirror the rest of the day.

On Thursday the doctor called to affirm an appointment at noon on Friday. The results of the blood work was in.

On Friday he was a D cup. He didn’t put on a larger bra, though. He just kept the C cup one, thinking that that would make him look smaller than he was.

If anything, it made him look larger.

At eleven thirty Jason and Jane hopped into the car and headed for the doctor’s office.

“Well, this is the most curious bit of blood work I have ever seen,” Dr. Capwell sat behind her desk and studied the folder open in front of her.

“What’s wrong?” asked Jason.

The doctor looked up at him, frowned, and said, “I need to give you a complete physical.”

“But why?”

“Why don’t you take your clothes off, Jason, and I’ll explain.”

Jason was wearing a flannel shirt, which sort of hid the bulge of his breasts, but when he took off the shirt his tits were big and obvious.

Dr. Capwell stifled a gasp at the sight of his honkers.

“You seem to have…developed,” she managed to say.”

“Uh, yeah.” Jason was terribly embarrassed now.

Without explaining anything Dr. Capwell wielded her stethoscope.

“Ooh. Cold,” muttered Jason.

The good doctor listened to Jason’s chest, looked in his eyes and ears, tapped on his chest, and, finally, “I’m going to need to give you a prostate exam.”

“A who?”

Oddly, while Jason was getting examined, Jane was studying his tits, his svelte waist, the way fat seemed to be redistributing on his frame and face.

“Prostate, baby. Drop those drawers.” She said it was a straight face, but wanted to break out in nervous laughter. Seeing her husband in a bra, his long hair hanging, the way his lips seemed a bit more fuller…she was getting excited.

A confused look on his face, Jason dropped his pants and bent over the exam table.

Dr. Capwell blinked. Jason’s cock had shrunk. It as the size of a 10 year old boy’s. His balls were the size of grapes.

She looked at Jane, who shrugged. Jane had noticed that his penis was getting smaller, but she hadn’t said anything to Jason. He was having a tough enough time with his breasts and she figured he didn’t need any other things to worry about. Besides, a guy had to know when his dick was getting smaller, right?

Dr. Capwell applied vaseline, then started examining Jason’s rectum. She felt the rim, running her fingers around and around.

“Okay, I’m going to feel the prostate gland now.”

Jason grunted as she ran her long fingers deep into him and massaged his prostate.

“It feels okay, a bit swollen, but…” she paused. “Jason, do you mind if I take a semen sample?”

“A…what for?”

“I can massage your prostate until the semen comes out. Or you can just go into the bathroom and masturbate.”

Jason didn’t want to masturbate. Truth of the matter was that he was a little worried about the size of his cock. In a weird way he was in denial. He figured he just wasn’t having erections and that his dick was just…temporarily limp.

But he didn’t think he could jack off. Heck, he hadn’t had an erection for a week.

“Well, I guess so.”

“Okay.”

Dr. Capwell started hooking her finger over Jason’s prostate. To get full access she had to push her fingers in and out.

Jane stared at the procedure and suddenly felt a hot flash wash over her. The way the doctor was pushing her finger into and out of Jason…my God! That was the sexiest thing she had ever seen!

Jason was giving little grunts.

“What does it feel like inside him?” she asked.

“It feels like a little walnut. You have to be very gentle and just stroke it, a little bit of pressure. He should be about ready to…there. See?”

A drool of semen seeped out of the head of Jason’s tiny cock. The doctor caught the string of cum with a lab cup.

Jane had an orgasm. Not a big one, just a tiny one, but it was real. She just felt the heat flush through her system and her legs grew weak. She grabbed the edge of the table and stared as her husband spurted more and more semen.

“I’m going to empty you out, Jason. I want a good sample for the lab.”

“Oh,” he sounded a bit strangled.

For a minute she kept massaging him, and finally, the lab cup half full, the string of sperm dwindled and stopped.

“There we go.” Capwell held up the cup and placed a cap on it.

Jane was stunned by how much semen there was. When Jason came normally he would have a tablespoon. But this was about three tablespoons.

“There’s so much!”

“Yes. Prostate massage gets everything. Men should actually have their prostate’s massaged regularly.” She was speaking offhandedly, focusing on writing on the side of the lab cup.

“How often?”

“Monthly is probably good.”

She placed the sample on her desk and turned to Jason. “You can wipe the excess vaseline off and clean up in the bathroom, Jason.”

Jason walked, holding his pants up, bowlegged into the bathroom. He closed the door and began wiping the slick stuff off his buns.

In the doctor’s office Jane turned to Capwell. “So what’s wrong with Jason?”

Dr. Capwell faced Jane and sighed. “Are you aware that your husband is transitioning?”

“What?”

“The blood work shows the highest concentration of estrogen I have ever seen. That would account for his breasts, the changes in his skin and fat distribution.”

“And what about his…penis?”

“That’s all in keeping with excessive estrogen.”

“And you’re sure?”

“Science doesn’t lie.”

“But why didn’t he tell me?”

“I can’t answer that. Maybe he’s embarrassed, maybe he’s just experimenting.” She shrugged.

“So what should I do?”

“Support him, be there for him. He’s going to need help.”

“Should I confront him on it?”

“That’s entirely up to you. The fact that he hasn’t spoken of his, uh, desires before this…it sounds like he doesn’t want to talk about it.”

Jane was stunned, she couldn’t believe it. She thought Jason liked to fuck! And the way he was always obsessing on boobs. But now she knew, he was obsessing on boobs for himself.

“So I just let him transition and see where it goes.”

“Pretty much. We should schedule appointments so I can monitor his progress.”

“What are the chances that he’ll change his mind, go back to being a man?”

“Again, a question I can’t answer.”

They heard the toilet flush in the bathroom and knew that Jason was going to come out any second.

“Well, okay.”

And the door opened.

“So what’s wrong with me, Doc?”

“Well, Dr. Capwell glanced at Jane, “It appears you have some sort of estrogen imbalance in your blood.”

“Estrogen? Like…female estrogen?”

“It appears.”

“So what do I do?”

“I can’t recommend a treatment at this point.”

“So I just watch it and see what happens?”

“Uh, yes. Any changes let me know, but…”

“But it’ll probably just pass, like a passing phase or something?”

Jane coughed, almost choked.

“Uh, yes.” Capwell, acknowledged.

“Well, okay.” Jason didn’t look too happy about it, but in his mind he was trying to make sense out of everything, and he figured his ‘condition’ was just going to go away, that his tits would shrink and that his cock would come back.

Jason and Jane arrived home shortly after one. Jason was feeling rather confined in his C cup bra, so he headed out for the garage and started going through articles of clothing.

“What are you doing?” asked Jane.

“This bra is too tight.”

“Your shirt is too tight, too. Let me pick you out a blouse.”

Jason frowned, he really just wanted a bra, but his shirt was pretty tight on the tits, so he let her pick out a blouse. What cold a blouse hurt, right?

He tried a couple of bras on and settled on a big double D bra. He put it on and looked at the mirror hanging on the side of the garage.

“Good thing we have all these clothes here, eh?”

He looked at his wife and tilted his head. “Why?”

“Well, you’re going to need more comfortable clothes. Can’t get more comfortable than female clothes.

“I don’t want to wear girl’s clothes!”

“Honey, I know,” she didn’t, “but your body is changing and it looks like you have to.”

He stared at her, and he was a mix of culturally unhappy and biologically happy. For a guy to suddenly be a girl went against everything in his upbringing. But the way girl clothes fit his body better than boy clothes…

She buttoned up the blouse and it was more comfortable. And it felt sort of good. Sexy.

“What about pants?”

“What about pants?”

“Your pants are hanging off your hips.”

“What are you saying?”

She took a breath. “You need to wear a dress, or a skirt.”

“What?” Again his voice was high pitched.

Jane was into now, though. Putting him in a sexy bra and seeing how big his chest was, putting him in a blouse and seeing the expanse of flesh under the thin material, she wanted to see more.

“Tell you what. You let me put you in a skirt, just a skirt. It’ll feel more comfortable, and…and I’ll give you a blow job.”

Jason smiled. Blow job. Mmm. And maybe that wold help give him back a big, old boner. Lord knows he hadn’t had much of a boner for a week. His cock just felt so small, and he needed a little excitement down there.

She smiled at the expression on his face. “Here, try this skirt on.”

She helped him into the skirt and he stared at himself in the mirror.

He was more slender than her in the garage mirror, and his tits were bigger. His hair was longer, and…and it was exciting.

She stood beside him and reached between his legs.

“Oh, yeah!” he grinned.

She felt his little cock, it barely fit in her fist, and she started stroking it.

Jason was now feeling quite a bit horny. Her fingers were about as big as his dick, and his little grapes were extra sensitive.

Smiling, feeling a heat swarming through her body, Jane knelt and lifted his skirt. She placed her hands on his round buns and pulled his groin to her mouth. She opened her mouth and took his cock in.

It wasn’t big, but it was sort of hard, and she sucked on it voraciously.

Jason held his hands around her head and  groaned.

For a long minute she sucked on him, then she realized, He wasn’t going to cum!

“Why’d you stop?”

“You’re not going to squirt.”

“But it feels so good!”

Jane shook her head. She didn’t bother explaining to Jason that the doctor had already drained him. She did blurt, “Honey, it looks like your days of manly squirting might be at an end.”

He stared at her.

“What do you mean?”

“Honey, it’s time we talked turkey.”

He waited.

“Your penis is shrinking. You’re growing female parts. Let’s face it, you’re changing into a woman.”

“I am not!”

“Look at the mirror.”

He couldn’t stop himself. He had to look in the mirror.

“Honey, unless you go back to being a man, you’re going to have to have sex like a woman, like the doctor felt your prostate this morning.”

“But…but…”

In truth, Jane was trying to be as honest and forthcoming as she could, without accusing him of transitioning without letting her know.

“Admit it. When you came this morning you liked it that way. You must have or you wouldn’t have cum that way.”

Jason was trying to figure this out, he was being changed and he didn’t know why. He hadn’t planned on being a female…what was happening? Yet, what was happening was quite pleasurable.

He had liked having his prostate rubbed. He had liked the warm,  loosy goosy feeling of the semen pouring out of his cock in spite of himself.

“But I didn’t really have an orgasm!”

“Sometimes women don’t.”

“But I want an orgasm!”

Jane bit her lip. She could just bring his transitioning out, or…not.

“That’s up to you, is’t it?” There, that was as close as she could come to having that conversation.

Then Jane smiled. She looked around the garage, waved her hand to indicate all the boxes and racks of clothes.

“You couldn’t have picked a better time,” she said. “You can try on all these clothes, all these costumes. I’ll even help you with your make up and nails and such.”

“Make up? Nails? Like fingernails?”

“Of course. You want to be a woman, don’t you?”

“I don’t!” he wailed.

She blinked. There was truth in his voice, and she couldn’t help herself.

“Then why are you transitioning?”

“What? who’s transitioning?”

“You are! The doctor said you were! All the estrogen you’ve been taking…”

That’s when it hit Jason. That’s when he figured it out.

“Oh, my God.”

“What?”

“You didn’t drink your Coke!”

Now Jane was thoroughly confused. This made absolutely no sense. “What are you talking about? What’s going on?”

Jason just stood there, his mouth hanging open, his eyes glazed as he realized what had happened.

“Jason? What is going on?”

Jason shook his head. There was a stool to one side and he pulled it to himself and sat down. Sat down before he fell down.

“Honey, two weeks ago…you know how you leave an open Coke in the fridge?”

She blinked and nodded. He really wasn’t making any sense.

“And you know how I’ve always wanted you to get bigger boobs?”

“What does that have to do with anything.”

“I came across an estrogen formula designed to make larger breasts.”

She blinked, shook her head, didn’t understand.

“I put it in your Coke.”

“You put some kind of boob enhancer in my…why would you…”

“And then…I remember that day…you brought me a drink.”

“Yes, but…” and it penetrated. It hit her like a hammer hits a nail and drives that nail all the way through the two by four and into the floor.

“You…”

His eyes…caught….guilty…

“Put it in my…”

Her Coke. She could see herself making drinks, and pouring her Coke into…she thought it was her drink…

“And I gave it to…you!”

He nodded.

Jane began to laugh and laugh and laugh. And then she laughed some more. And when she was done she laughed again.

Jason just sat on the stool, his head hanging and his long hair over his face. His boobs hangin on his chest.

And his teeny weeny little cock between his legs….


PART TWO

“I know, Doc, it’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard, but once I found out I knew I had to call you.”

Jason sat at the kitchen table and listened to Jane explain the situation to the doctor. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. All he wanted was for Jane to have bigger tits, and now…now he had them.

And he did have them. His breasts were bigger than his wife’s, and they were still growing.

Jane hung up and smiled.

“What’d the doctor say?”

Jane kept a straight face. “No help for it. You’re going to live a long life as a woman. You’ll start having periods and everything.”

“What? No!”

Jane giggled. “She said it’ll probably wear off in six months. But you should cross your fingers. She said it was very unwise to mess with bodies in the way you did.”

“But I didn’t mean to take all that estrogen!”

Jane’s eyes narrowed. “No, you meant for me to take it. Against my will. Just so you could have a wife with big boobs.”

He looked at the table and didn’t say anything.

Jane sat down opposite him, “Well, honey, the shoe is on the other foot. You’ve got the big tits, and I am going to have some kind of fun with you.”

“Please,” he whispered.

She just laughed. “Stand up.”

Confused, he did. She took out her cell phone and started snapping pictures.

“Hey!”

“Shut up. We need a record of this.”

“Why?”

She was getting good pictures. His boobs were easy to see, it was obviously him, but he was obviously a woman. She kept snapping and said, “So I can blackmail you.”

“What?”

She kept taking pictures and he jumped up and ran for the bedroom. She tripped him and he fell down and she got pictures of him with his skirt up around his waist. She even snapped a couple of good ones showing how small his weenie was.

“What are you doing!” he scrambled to all fours and headed down the hallway. He ran into the bedroom and closed the door.

“Open up, Jason.”

“No!”

“I won’t take any pictures. We just need to talk.”

Jason opened the door slightly and Jane pushed through. She fiddled with her cell phone for a minute, then muttered, “Okay, it’s all up in the cloud.”

“Why are you planning to blackmail me?”

She sat on the bed and grinned. “Jason, you were going to alter my body for your fun and my embarrassment. Now the shoe is on the other foot. For the next six months I am going to have fun with your embarrassment. And if you don’t do exactly what I say then I will post these photos where all your friends can see them.”

“You can’t do that!” But his face was ashen.

“You would have had me parading around with big old milk bags on my chest, so I’m going to parade you around with milk bags on your chest! Now, we can keep this pretty much between ourselves, you being my little bimbo bitch for six months, then we can laugh and chuckle and go on about our lives. OR…” she grinned, “you can throw a little tizzy fit and I will expose you to the world.”

“Honey, I’m your husband! You can’t do that to me!”
“Of course I can. You’ll go back to being a man, but everybody will always chuckle when they see you. The guy who tried to mess with his wife and wound up taking it in the shorts. Literally.”

“Honey!” he tried to take a firm stand. “I positively forbid you from doing this!”

Jane laughed. “Maybe I’d believe you if your boobs didn’t jiggle when you stomped your foot.”

Jason looked at his chest and moaned.

“Come here.”

Jason approached the bed and stood in front of her. She slipped a hand under his skirt and felt his little penis. She began rubbing it, and her other hand grabbed his balls and started palpating them. “Do you like this?”

He gulped and nodded.

“I like it, too. Seeing you like this, it’s making me really hot. I actually had a little orgasm at the doctor’s office, watching her drain your prostate.”

He stared at her.

“Now, you can get with the program. We’ve got dresses and costumes galore in the garage. We’re going to dress you up and I’m going to play with you, and if you can’t cum that’s okay, I can still play with your prostate and relieve you. Now, do you want to fight the inevitable? Or do you want to let me dress you up and play with you and drain your little weenie every month?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“Heck, I’ll research. Maybe we can drain your weenie more often. Would you like me to massage the spunk out of you maybe once a week?”

“Well, uh…”

“Okay, then it’s settled, Missy.”

“Missy?”

“Missy. I’m going to make you into a woman. And you’re going to stay a woman until your boobies shrink and your dick comes back. Any idea what you’re going to be for the big Halloween party?”

“I’m not going to a party!”

“Then you will suffer pictures being circulated mercilessly.”

Jason looked like he was going to cry, and Jane held on to his cock and balls and said, “It’s not that big a deal, honey. It’s going to be Halloween, nobody will recognize you. Especially if you keep changing like you have.”

“But, honey…”

Jane laid back and pulled her dress up. She pulled her panties down. “Okay, honey, it’s time to seal the deal. Make me happy.”

“But…I can’t! My dick is too short!”

“But your tongue isn’t. Get to work.”

He stared at her pussy. His little cock was feeling good. It was hard—well, as hard as it could get under the circumstances—and he really wanted to fuck her.

“Come on, bitch. Get me off. You had your cum this morning. Now it’s my turn.”

“But you said you had an orgasm at the doctor’s office!”

“That little thing? Ha! Get down here and convince me that you love me.”

Jason knelt, but he was a little reluctant, so Jane grabbed his long hair and yanked his face into her pussy.

“Ow! MPHooo!”

“Oh, yeah. Use that tongue!”

Jason was in a fix now. She wouldn't let go of his hair, and his face was mushed into her vagina. He smelled her pussy and…and he liked the smell. He had always liked the smell. It was just that he had no control over the situation!

His tongue began to slide up and down her vagina. He washed her labia and sucked her clitoris.

“Oh, yeah. That’s what I’m talking about!” She opened her legs further and let go of his hair. Now that he was started he wasn’t going to stop. He grabbed her buns and buried his face in her mons. He ate voraciously, gobbling, and he began snaking his fingers around and finger banging her.

“Oh, yes!” she arched her back and tilted her hips into his mouth.

Three fingers, ramming and jamming. Then four. His thumb stuck up a right angles like he was hitchhiking.

“Honey, you’re going to have to fist me!”

He pulled his fingers out, angled them into a spear, and began pushing his hand into her pussy.

“Uh, God!” She grabbed his wrist and pulled, and suddenly his hand slipped inside her.

Her eyes were now glazed and her hips wouldn’t stop moving. He would have stopped, he was shocked by her appetite, but she wouldn’t let him. She fucked his hand ruthlessly, now slightly bent over, now arched, always pushing and pulling on his arm.

She came, and it was the hardest cum of her life. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth opened and her head tilted back. It was like a volcano had exploded inside her.

Jason finally stopped moving. Jane was laying there, dazed, looking at the ceiling, and grinning.

“Take your hand out of me,” she murmured.

He slipped his fist out of her and she sighed. Oh, God,” she said. “Forgive me, but I like you as a bitch!”

Jason just stared at her.

“And that’s what happened, girls.”

Jane was sitting at Marsha Deevers house. Six other girls were sitting in a circle listening raptly as Jane explained the situation Jason had gotten himself into.

“Oh, my God!” was the common utterance.

“You’re shitting me!” was not so common, but more heartfelt.

“So Jason is stuck being a woman for six months. What are you going to do with him?”

“Oh, Lord, what haven’t I done with him?”

“So that’s why he’s never there when we have to go through the clothes in the garage.”

“He’s hiding in his bedroom.”

“We’ve got to see him.”

Jane pursed her lips. The truth of the matter was that she wanted to share his condition with her friends. Still, it was a big deal. She knew how embarrassed he was.

“And his penis really is…?”

Jane nodded and held up her pinkie. “This big.”

All the ladies giggled.

“So how do you, uh…you know?”

“Two methods. First, his mouth is getting a lot of practice. Like every day practice.”

Several of the girls smiled and nodded. Most women really like being eaten to a cum. There’s no slimy, white mess to clean off afterward.

“What’s the other method,” asked Lana Turner.

Jane smiled. “I like it when he fists me.”

The girls all gasped.

“His whole hand?”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. In fact, when you feel like size it’s much better than his dick. To tell the truth,” she looked around at the other girls. “I’m wondering if I could convince him to keep taking the super estrogen thing. I’d like to keep him this way.”

Marsha leaned forward and in a low voice asked, “How does he get off?”

Jane thought about it. She hadn’t been going to tell everybody this, but here it was. She took a breath and said, “The doctor showed me how to give him a prostate massage.”

Now the room was silent. All of the women were caught up in the idea of getting a king sized dick, and never having to suffer the goo of male cummings.

“Well,” said Marsha, “I don’t know about you ladies, but we’re going to have to see this for ourselves.”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Nonsense. He’s a man. He’ll love the attention. He certainly can’t complain if we all play with his little peeny.”

“Well…” Jane thought about it. She looked around the circle of eager faces.

“Come on, Jane.”

“Please…”

And Marsha said, “You really must. You owe it to the rest of us.”

And Jane nodded.

“Honey? Are you ready for your prostate draining?”

Jason was doing the dishes, and he was a changed person.

His hair was coiffed, his nails were long and red, his lips were plump and beautiful. Add to that the fact that his boobs were monstrous, and he was a complete package.

And he was horny.

Every day Jane had him eat her out. And then, on the days that she felt like it, he would fist her and she wold have gigantic orgasms. And he was getting no orgasm for himself. It was driving him crazy.

“I guess so,” he said.

“Excellent. I’ve got some tricks I would like to do with you.”

“Tricks?” He wiped his hands on a wash towel and looked at her.

“First, I want you to have a big drink. Then I bought some hand cuffs for you.”

“Handcuffs?”

“Yep. Feel like a little slap and tickle?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure.”

Jason poured himself a big drink and drank it.

“Okay, honey, now off with the clothes and let’s get you ready.”

Jason was so damned horny he was shivering. It had been a couple of weeks since Dr. Capwell had drained him, and he really needed to be drained again.

He took his dress off and walked into the living room and found Jane putting cushions on the coffee table. “Upsy daisy,” she crooned.

He knelt on the coffee table and she put hand cuffs on his wrists and ankles, ran them over the corners and cuffed the other end to the legs. It was a sturdy coffee table and he was firmly secured. He was still wearing his bra, he always needed that, and his panties were tight. His little cock stuck down in a little point.

“This is weird,” he said.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet,” Jane smiled.

She mixed him another drink and held it for him.

“Mmm. This is a regular occasion.”

“You’re right. It’s a coming out occasion.”

“What?”

Jane went to the kitchen and opened the door to the garage. The Ladies’ Cub members had gathered in the garage and waited silently. Now they filed through the kitchen and into the living room.

Jason’s eyes opened wide and he stared as woman after woman entered the living room and sat down around the. coffee table.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

“I told the Ladies’ Club members about you and they wanted to see.”

“Wha…bu…you…wha…” Jason repeated, his mind stunned, shattered, really.

“Marsha, could you tear his panties off?”

Marsha was only too glad to rip Jason’s panties off. In a second he was naked except for the bra, then the bra was taken off and his big boobs hung down nearly to the table. All the women moved closer. They felt his tits, they handled his penis. They ran their fingers over his ass crack and felt his rectum.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

His body jerked and twitched to the touch of the soft hands upon his flesh. His little penis kept twitching.

“Now, the way we drain his prostate,” Jane began. “The doctor used her fingers, but my fingers aren’t as long, and I’ve been researching this. This is called a prostate massager.”

Jane held up what looked like a small dildo with a bent and bulbous head.

“Since the asshole doesn’t have its own lubrication you should make sure you lubricate the massage device, and his asshole, thoroughly.

Jane slapped a huge glob of lubricant on his asshole and began smoothing it into his asshole with a thumb.

Jason groaned. In spite of the situation he couldn’t deny the good feelings he was suffering.

Jane slipped the prostate massager into his rectum and began working it.

Jason moaned louder and his hips started spasming.

Meanwhile, several of the girls were taking videos of the procedure with their cell phones.

Jane didn’t notice, and Jason certainly didn’t notice. Jason’s whole world was taken up by the feeling of his prostate being massaged.

“Jane?”

Jane stopped, Jason right on the edge of spurting his seed, and looked at Marsha.

“Why don’t you just fuck him?”

“Fuck him?”

“Yes. A strap on dildo is only a little bigger than that prostate thingie…why not just strap on, climb on, and…you know?”

“Well, I never thought of that. I’m sort of new to this sort of thing, and—“

“Would you like me to show you?”

“Could you? You don’t mind, do you, Jason?”

Jason had a fanny full of golden pleasure and his eyes rolled. He was right on the edge. He could feel the semen boiling in his balls.

Marsha opened up her purse and took out a large strap on. She didn’t bother getting undressed, no need for that, she just strapped the dildo on over her dress and took a position behind Jason.

The feeling of semen at a boil in Jason’s balls had receded, and he looked around in confusion. He didn’t understand what was happening, and suddenly…he did.

“Brace his shoulders, girls. Don’t let him fall.”

Several hands pushed on Jason’s shoulders and Marsha pushed her dick into him.

Jason’s eyes bulged as the big cock split his fanny. He arched intuitively, and the length of big cock slid up his poop chute.

“Gah!” he said. “Gah!”

“You see?” said Marsha, sliding her hips in and out, “Not much difference, and now Jason can feel like he is truly contributing to the fuck.”

Jane went to the front of the table and stared at Jason’s face. “He really seems to be liking this.”

“All men do,” said Marsha. “Is he cumming?”

“Yes!” exclaimed Lana. She reached down and cupped a hand. A long stream of slime stretched down from the end of Jason’s tiny cock and into her hand.

She caught it, it pooled, then she giggled and held it up to Jason’s face. “Want a taste, Jason?”

Marsha reached forward and grabbed her hand and pushed it into Jason’s face. “Never ask a man what he wants.”

All the girls laughed.

“I didn’t bring my strap on,” stated one of the girls. “Do you think I could come by tomorrow and do him?”

Jane looked at Jason. He was out of his mind with pleasure. He was groaning and licking his lips where he had received a handful of his own semen.

“What do you think, Jason? Would you like to do this with Tammi tomorrow?”

Jason looked up at his wife. His mind was shuttering, blinking in and out of reality. He realized she wanted something, but didn’t understand what, so he just nodded.

The girls all gave a little cheer, and others started asking when they could come over and fuck him.

“You did well today, Jason. Did you have a good time?”

Jason was laying face down on the bed. His asshole felt a strange mix of sore and golden.

“Yes,” he mumbled.

Jane was taking off her make up. She smiled. “It’s been a week,” she smiled. “And the girls are asking when they can do you again, and two more girls from the Club have asked if they could fuck you. “What do you think?”

Jason rolled onto his back. His breasts pointed towards the ceiling. His tits had finally stopped growing, but they were super big. “Okay,” he said. He licked his red lips and thought about how the girls were taking him every day. Sometimes more than once. Marsha Deevers had a real appetite for this sort of thing. And she kept talking about getting a larger dildo. She said she had a horse dildo, would he like that?

He didn’t know, but he was willing to try.

“And, we’re going to have an after the raffle party. You’re going to be the guest of honor. Would you like that?”

“Uh…”

“Just think. All of the girls want you, on one night. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Jason was silent, thinking about it. He had never thought of himself being a slut, but it was obvious that he was.

“Okay, dear. I’m done. You can take off your make up now.”

Jason rolled off the bed and walked towards the vanity table. Funny, he felt like his body was actually changing. He walked more bowlegged these days, and he was always in high heels.

“I don’t know if I can take everybody after the raffle,” he said as he sat down.

“Oh. Yes. I should have thought of that.”

“Maybe choose one person and have them fuck me for everybody.”

That made the light go on in Jane’s head, and she suddenly grinned. “I’ll take care of it, honey. Say, would you hurry up? I’d like to have an orgasm before I fall asleep.”

“Of course, dear.” And he slapped the cold cream on quickly.

Halloween.

All Hallow’s Eve.

Where people dress up like pagans and wild animals and celebrate saints.

And, the day the Ladies’ Club raffled off costumes and held a big party.

Jason went to the party as a young woman. A well endowed, young woman. His breasts were quite large, quite natural, and everybody stared at his chest all night long.             

Which was fine with him because nobody but a dozen women knew who he really was.

Little Bo…Jason.

In high heels with a fluffy dress and a crook for hooking those little fur balls called sheep.

All night the men clustered around Jason, and none of them tumbled to the fact that he was not a she.

Jason’s voice was high pitched, his lips were red, and he was mysteriously silent. Almost like he had a secret.

Jane and the girls were thrilled. They had made more selling costumes this year than they had ever thought possible. And they had sold even more tickets for the after party.

Finally, the party started to wind down. People went home, the crowd dwindled, and the dozen ladies of the Ladies’ Club began to clean up.

The doors were locked and Jason put on an apron to help.

“Jason, what are you doing?” Marsha asked.

“Cleaning up?”

“No! No! You need to go get ready for the winner of our secret raffle.”

“I do?”

“Absolutely.”

The raffle had been held in the high school auditorium, and Jason was sent to the stage at the end of the auditorium. He climbed the stairs and several women grabbed him and escorted him to his coffee table.

They helped Jason put on the costume, then they attached the handcuffs and secured him to the table.

Jason knelt on the table and breathed. He wondered which of the women were going to fuck him? He wondered who had won the big prize…his asshole.

Finally, the clean up was done and Jason heard voices in the auditorium. a lot of voices. Suddenly the big curtain began to slide back.

Jason knelt in the light and looked out at the people gathered to watch the big prize.

There were a lot of people. Half of the crowd were ladies from the Ladies’ Club. The other half were…men!

There were cheers as Jason was revealed, and he smiled wanly and tried to see past the bright stage lights.

To the people in the audience he was a woman. His big boobs could be seen hanging down from the Bo Peep costume. His dress was thrown over his waist and his ass was bare. His cock was hidden in the folds of the costume.

Suddenly a chair was placed next to him and Jane sat down. She was holding a drink, and that told him they were planning on really using him. When he was going to be taken by multiple people they always gave him a drink or two or three.

“Jason, I’m so proud of you,” Jane said, ruffling his long hair. “You’ve really made us a lot of money, and you know it all goes for a good cause.”

Jason smiled, but he was nervous. All these people, and so many men.

One of the women stood up and began talking. “Okay, we have a dozen winners, so let’s have the winners up here to collect their prize. Tom Deevers, John Hartwell, Christian Capwell…” the list of twelve winners continued and the men filed up on the audience.

Jason frowned. All these men. He thought the women were going to fuck him. He turned his head to his wife to ask her what was going on, and Marsha Deevers slipped a penis gag into his mouth. Jane was down in the audience, talking to her friends. Marsha whispered to him. “All men want to fuck strange women, and women aren’t too fond of that. But with you we don’t have to worry. After the men have fucked you they won’t be so quick to take advantage of strange women. You know?” she giggled, then she turned to look back at his ass. “Grease her up good, girls.”

Jason tried to struggle, but they placed a stool under his mid section, which forced his ass up and presented it perfectly. Huge gobs of lubricant were pushed into his asshole. It felt good, but…but…

“And, the first prize winner…Take your prize Tom Deevers!”

Jason froze, and felt a pair of hairy thighs step between his own hairless legs.

A warm, flesh dick is quite a bit different than a hard, plastic peter. Jason urked behind the penis gag as he was penetrated.

And it didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt good. And as Tom Deevers began to saw in and out it felt better and better. And the feel of those big balls smacking against his ass, it felt…it felt…

“John Hartwell! Come take your prize!”

John Hartwell didn’t have a big dick, but it wouldn’t have mattered. Jason’s bunghole was sloshy with semen.

“Christian Capwell…”

Christian did have a big one. And as he bent over Jason and went to work he whispered, “My wife told me who you are…!”

“Gerold Hopkins…!”

Jason’s ass filled up and over flowed.

And after the dozen prize winners were done Jason was left on the table while everybody danced and partied. And nobody seemed to care if the occasional man, or woman, came up and sampled Jason’s ass.

Jane helped Jason walk into the house. He was bow legged and sore, but not that sore. He was dazed, but aware. He walked back to the bedroom and laid down.

Jane helped him take off his costume.

“Yuck, what a mess,” she giggled as she pulled off the sperm sodden Bo Peep dress.

She helped him into the bathroom and into the shower. He slid down the tiles and just sat there and let her wash him. Finally, he was done, and she helped him out, dried him off, and put him on the bed.

She got ready for bed and hummed and kept glancing happily at him.

“Honey?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“Did you cum tonight?”

“No,” he whispered.

“And after all those men. Hunh! Well, that’s okay.” She came to the bed and spread his legs. He sighed as she slipped her hand, her whole hand, into his hind end. As she fisted him she said, “I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Do you know that drink I gave you right before all the men had you?”

He nodded.

“Well, Dr. Capwell found out what the super estrogen you had taken was, and, well, that drink was laced with it.”

He turned his head and looked at her.

She was running her arm back and forth and semen was starting to pour out of his dick.

“That’s right, honey. And we’ve got another party planned for New Year’s Eve. Isn’t that great?”

He nodded, and little tears crept out of the corner of his eyes.

END
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PART ONE

Jack stared at his wife.

Beth knew Jack was lusting after her, and she smiled inside.

Beth was five foot four with auburn hair that flowed over her shoulders. Her face was an oval with M lips, arched eyebrows, and green eyes that sparkled.

Currently, she was putting on make up. She made her eyes dark and mysterious, she painted her lips a sexy red that just begged to be kissed.

And her body…ooh la la. 38 by 24 by 36. Big cups. Nipples that showed through the thickest of brassieres.

“What do you want, Jack?” she murmured at him.

“I think you know what I want,” he answered, licking his lips.

“No. No, I don’t. Tell me what you really want.”

Jack moved up behind her. She heard his zipper rip down. He laid his dick on her shoulder. It was stiff, pulsing with desire.

“I want to use this on you.”

“Pah,” she said dismissively. “I’ve had a dick before. And I’ve had that one before. You’ll have to do better than that if you want me to spread my legs.”

Jack felt hot, flushed, his cock was pounding. He wanted his wife in the worst possible way.

“Why won’t you fuck me anymore?”

She turned, kissed the head of his dick, then stood up. Her breasts thrust out in her tight dress. Her hips were round. Her butt was a joyous bubble.

In Jack’s mind she was built for fucking, but Beth had a different idea.

She gripped his mouth, made a kissable moue of it, and whispered, “Jack. I’m a dancer. I’ve got to get in shape. I’ve got to work off some of this fat,” she shook a boob at him with one red tipped hand. “I’ve got to slim up these fat hips.”

Jack groaned. “But you weren’t a dancer when we met. When we met you wanted to fuck all night long. Now I’m lucky if I get a handjob!”

“Would you like a hand job? Jack? Would you like me to stroke you until you squirt?

Jack gulped.

“See, Jack, I think you’re holding out on me. You want sex, but you want something else, and I don’t think I’m prepared to give you that.”

“What,” he gulped again, slave to her soft hands touching his face. “What do I want?”

“I don’t know. But when I figure it out…” She patted his face, left the thought unsaid, and walked out of the room.

Jack followed her, was mesmerized by the sway of her ass, the soft flesh of her shoulders. He zipped up his pants as they walked down the hallway.

“You’re not going to dance dressed like that.”

She glanced at him over her shoulder, “What do you care? You aren’t going to get any.” Then she spun, slapped a hand onto his groin. She gripped his hard package and put her red mouth to his ear. She whispered, “Stay home and think, Jack. think about who’s fucking me. Get hard and horny. Jack off. Squirt your jism and think about what a delight my cunt would be.”

She let go and walked into the foyer.

Jack was shaking. He was red-faced and trembling and he wanted her.

Beth picked up her car keys and headed out the door. “Don’t wait up, honey, unless you want to lick the goo out of me.” And she laughed as she closed the door.

Jack stared at the door. This had been going on for months. She had been teasing and denying, edging him, never letting him squirt. It had to stop. He couldn’t take it anymore.

His legs still trembling he headed for the garage. He picked up his motorcycle keys, slipped on his helmet, and opened the garage door.

Beth was only a minute ahead of him, and when he came to the end of the driveway he leaned forward and looked around the edge of the hedge.

Her tail lights were just going around the corner.

Jack pulled the trigger. His bike roared out of the driveway and made it to the end of the street in seconds. He saw Beth’s car a hundred yards away. He pulled into the traffic and slowly edged up on her. He maintained a distance and followed her.

Dancing. She was dancing, eh? Maybe. Maybe not. She came home tired, and she didn’t want to screw. Which was fine, he understood being tired. But she didn’t want to screw ever!

They used to have a healthy sex life, boffing their brains out. Then she had signed up for some dance class and lost her drive. Now she just teased him, gave him hand jobs and stopped before he could squirt. Kept her legs closed. Gave him blow jobs and always ended them right when he was starting to…dance class? Ha!

Well, tonight he was going to find out. Tonight he was going to follow her and see what she was doing.

Honestly, he didn’t think she was screwing, though she often teased him that she was. He didn’t think so because he checked her panties in the hamper and they were never cum stained.

They smelled good, had that rich, cunt aroma, but…no sperm.

Of course she could have been cleaning herself off before she put her panties back on, but he didn’t think so. There would have been some trace, and there wasn’t any.

Beth’s BMW roared up the ramp and onto the freeway.

Jack went up the ramp quickly, but let himself fall back further. He could hit 150 miles an hour in ten seconds. He wasn’t going to lose her.

But as he drove he wondered what she was really doing. He had heard her talking on the phone, presumably to friends from her dance class, and they talked about sex an awful lot. They laughed about turning men on. They giggled and seemed proud of the fact that they never let men cum in them.

“My pussy is pure,” Jack had heard Beth say once.

Her pussy was pure, which meant that he, her husband, wasn’t getting any.

But…why?

Ahead of him Beth’s car went down a ramp. Oddly, they weren’t in the city proper. They weren’t in the theater district, or one of those artsy fartsy areas where women would practice dance and put on theater shows.

In fact, they were on the edge of town, where the fields stretched for miles and only a couple of buildings occupied the loneliness.

Jack went down the ramp and turned off his headlight.

Beth was hundreds of yards down Larkspur Lane. Nothing but houses out there, and…Jack saw it…a lone bar.

Jack frowned. She was going to a bar, but without him.

But he never smelled alcohol on her breath.

Of course, maybe she was going there for something other than alcohol.

He trailed along, watched her lights turn right for about fifty feet, then turn off.

What the hell was she doing at a bar?

And it was a biker bar!

Rough customers!

Could she be…doing something with a biker?

She did like bikes, liked his motorcycle, but…did she want some unwashed, vagabond numb nuts pounding into her pussy? Over him?

It seemed unbelievable. He provided her with a good life, loved her madly, and she would do this to him?

He coasted, saw a rectangle of light open up and close, she must have entered the front door.

He reached the bar and coasted past it. He heard the sharp sound of music blaring. He turned past some trees and angled his bike behind some tall eucalyptus. He got off and found a beer can. He crushed it and placed it under his kick stand. He slipped between the trees and approached the dark bar.

And he wondered why it was dark. There were a dozen cars in the lot, but the signs were off. Not even any neon lights in the windows advertising beer.

As he approached the side of the building he could hear the music. It was loud, grinding, and he frowned.

He could hear voices, laughter, and he walked along the side of the building looking for a window.

It was dark, so he didn’t see the sign:

Close for Renovations!

He came to a door.

He glanced around, nobody there, and he entered.

He was in a long hall. Boxes of beer were stacked in the hallway. He passed a closet with mops in it.

He turned a corner and crept through the gloom. The music was so loud nobody would hear him.

He came to a doorway. Beyond the doorway was a short set of stairs, and he crept up them. At the top of the stairs curtains were hanging, and he moved one aside and peered onto a brightly lit stage.

The lights were shining right into his eyes and he couldn’t see the people ringing the area. He didn’t see the bouncer sitting on a stool just on the other side of the curtains.

All he saw was his wife. She was wearing a halter top with a bit of fringe. Her tits bulged over the top. She was wearing panties with a bit of fringe.

Just behind his wife a fellow in tight leather pants was facing her. He wore a jean jacket with the sleeves cut off, and his muscles were bulging.

The fellow pushed Beth, and she turned and fell to the floor, turning and catching herself with her palms.

But that wasn’t enough for the fellow. He leaped into the air and literally swooped down on her. He landed on her back and she arched, her back. Her head rose and her red lined mouth opened in an O of surprise. Then the fellow ground down with his hips, pushing his front area down on her buttocks.

Jack blew it. He stepped in, gripped the fellows long hair with one fist and punched him in the face with the other fist.

Fierce exultation flooded through him. He had saved his wife!”

Then a hand gripped his hair, lifted him, turned him around, and a big, gnarly fist exploded in his face.

The last thing he was aware of, before he succumbed, was his wife’s shriek.

“JACK!”

Then he slept the sleep of babes.

While Jack slept the stage became an area of pandemonium. Dancers leaped up on the stage and helped the fellow in the sleeveless Levi jacket. Beth was helped to her feet.

And all stared down on the intruder sleeping in their midst.

Beth knelt and cradled Jack’s head.

“You idiot!” and she was crying.

The dancer who had performed the very sexual but completely innocent move with her felt his jaw. “Man, he got me good. Who is he?”

“He’s my husband!”

The dancers all gasped.

“But…why?” asked the lead choreographer.

“He’s insanely jealous.” Then she whispered, “And I haven’t been helping. The girls and I talk about how to get customers all hot and turned on, and…well, we haven’t been having sex.”

“You haven’t had sex with your husband?” a couple of girls queried, astonished.

“It was all an experiment!” Beth cried. “We want to test the techniques we’ll use on the audience! I didn’t think he’d go this crazy.”

One of the girls muttered, “Baby, guys are always this crazy. You unleashed the beast.”

They all stood in a circle and looked down on the sleeping Jack.

“Well,” asked the lead choreographer, “What do we do now?”

One of the girls quipped, “Hell, let’s all try out are tricks on him.”

The girls all looked at each other, and at the male dancers and the choreographer and the bouncer. Questions were in their eyes, and realization.

This was the perfect opportunity to try out their techniques for exciting customers.

“Bar’s not going to open for a couple of weeks,” observed a red head with massive bazoomers.

“We can even keep him here for a few days. Do you think he’d go for that, Beth?”

Beth suddenly smiled. Jack had not trusted her. And he had hit her partner, Ronnie. Maybe…maybe…

She blurted, “Who cares. He’s here, he butted in, so use him, do what you want to him. Wind him up and fly him.”

There were objections, but not many. The idea was appealing.

The bouncer put forth, “You know, there’s still some of that kinky furniture in the cargo carrier. They aren’t going to pick it up for a week. We could bring some of that furniture in and really have a good time.”

Looks went back and forth. Girls giggled and guys chortled.

Then the lead choreographer turned to Beth. “What about…how far are we allowed to go? And where will you be?”

“Hell, he’s a horn dog, you can do absolutely anything to him. If he gets stubborn talk him into it.” She turned to the choreographer. “Just lock him up when I come in to practice.”

And the matter was settled.

Jack was going to be the unwitting subject of their sexual techniques, and they could keep him as long as they wanted.

“BUT,” warned Beth seriously, “Whatever you do…don’t let him cum!”

“Oh…ow!”

Jack came to and felt the pain on the back of his head. Man, he had really been…he remembered he had clobbered some guy, and then that guy had clobbered him. What the—“

“Somebody’s awake.”

Jack opened his eyes and looked around. WTF?

He couldn’t move.

And, he was naked.

He was laying down on some sort of a padded bench.

He tried to sit up, but chains kept his wrists down, and he couldn’t maneuver to get leverage because there was something at his groin!

“Here we go, Jack.”

The chains lifted his wrists and he was pulled upwards to a sitting position.

Yes, the bench was padded. But, more, he looked down and saw that his cock was chained to the bottom of the bench. A metal loop was screwed to the bottom of the bench and a chain was hooked to it and came up to…to… “FUCK!” he yelled.

He was wearing a chastity tube. The chain was attached to the chastity tube and there was no way to get the thing loose from the bench.

Even if he could, the chastity tube was secured by a padlock. His cock was inside the thing, getting larger now that he was awake, struggling to get free. Below the chastity tube his balls were separated, and small chains pulled them to the sides.

He was, in effect, nailed by the balls to the bench.

His hands kept rising until they were overhead. Then whoever was pulling him upright stopped and he sat there. Secured, arms raised, wondering what the hell was going on.

He looked around. Behind him was a redhead with the most amazing set of boobs he had ever seen. They might even be better than his wife’s!

“Who are you? Get me out of here! What the fuck is this? Who are you?”

The girl laughed. She had a generous mouth that was painted a sexy red, and her eyes were laughing. “Which question do you want answered first?”

“All of them!” Jack’s voice was hoarse, breaking, and fear was starting to flow through him. “Where am I?”

“You are at Club Femme.”

“What’s that.”

“Hey!” A buxom blonde burst through a door. She was holding something in her hand and her tits jiggled gloriously. She was wearing what looked like a stripper’s outfit in very high heels. “Look what I found!”

Jack stared at the beauty. His cock was really trying to get hard now. It was puffing out the edges of the cock tube, and he felt that pressure inside that made him think he might be dripping.

“Oh, my God!” The redhead looked at Jack with a smirk. “We’re going to have fun now!”

“What…what…?” Jack burbled.

The blonde held out her hand. She was holding a butt plug!

Jack stared up at the two girls in horror. “You let me go. This is kidnapping! Let me go and I won’t tell anybody.”

The two girls pulled up a couple of folding chairs and sat in them facing Jack. The redhead said, “You won’t tell anybody because then you’d have to admit all the things we’re going to do to you.”

“All the things…” he started, then started yelling.

“HELP! HELP!”

Another girl came into the room. She was a brunette, completely naked. “Is he awake?”

“Help me!” Jack pleaded. “You’ve got to get me out of here!”

The woman came to him, bent down and held his caged cock, then she looked up at him, grinned, and kissed him.

Her mouth was an educated masterpiece. He felt the rush of horniness fill him. He tried to stop the kiss, even as his mouth begged for more.

“Ooh. Good Kisser. I’ll go get us some drinks.”

The brunette left the room and Jack looked at the blonde and the brunette.

“Let me go,” he begged weakly.

“Well, Jack, we would, except you really messed things up.”

“I did? How did…”

“Well, you burst in here and punched Ronny in the mouth.”

“The guy who was raping my wife?”

“Of course he was,” the redhead looked mystified by Jack’s obtuseness. “That’s what he’s supposed to do.”

“He is?”

“Of course he is. He was hired for the express purpose of making love to your wife. In an artistic way, of course.”

“Wait a minute, you can’t mean that!”

The brunette re-entered the room. She held a platter with several drinks on it, and she passed the drinks out. Amazingly, she held a glass with a straw in it to Jack’s lips.

“I don’t want to…”

The brunette reached down and twisted one of Jack’s nipples.

“OW!”

“Drink, or else.”

Jack sucked liquor through the straw. It was Coke and bourbon, his favorite drink, and he ended up sucking in more than he expected. He choked briefly and the girls watched him with big smiles.

“Okay,” he said, trying to keep his cool. “How do I get out of here?”

The girls all chuckled and smirked.

“You don’t, Jack. “You broke in, you punched somebody—“

“That’s a crime,” interjected the redhead.

“And now you have to pay the price.”

“What price?” Jack asked suspiciously.

“Whatever price we want you to pay.”

“Wait a minute! Where’s my wife?”

“Beth? Oh, she’s done with you. You didn’t trust her, so she went home. You’re all ours, Jack.”

The glass was held up to his mouth again and he sucked through the straw. The cold liquid was refreshing, and he needed that burning fire that blew up in his belly.

Then Jack sat there. Thinking.

The redhead pulled a chair up to the front of him. She sat, she leaned forward and suckled his nipple.

Jack couldn’t help it. He groaned.

Then she reached down and held his balls in her hands.

And she kissed him.

Jack tried to back away, but the chains held him, and her hand held him. Finally, he blurted, “Let me go.”

“Oh, no.”

Then the blonde sat down behind him, hugged him, played with his nipples and rubbed her mammoth boobs against his back.

Jack moaned. It felt too good!

The brunette said, “Well, it’s time to practice.”

The redhead and the blonde got up and moved to a space in front of Jack. The chair was moved away, and they turned up the music and began to dance.

Jack stared as they moved through their paces. He stared as they stripped their clothes off and tossed them aside. He watched as they raised their legs and twined each other, their groins ‘kissing’ each other.

Then they sucked each others tits, and Jack’s cock struggled to erect. He felt like his groin was going to burst.

The redhead suddenly moved towards him, a series of bumps and grinds, then she grabbed the chains that held his arms up, stepped onto his thighs, and put her groin into his face.

She was sweaty, had that delicious aroma of hungry pussy.

Jack gobbled. He couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t not gobble. Her pussy was just too delicious, and it was kissing his mouth.

She lowered a hand to his head and held him. Pulled him hard.

The other two were dancing, circling each other, touching each other. Jack couldn’t see it though, because he was lost in the redhead’s vagina. His tongue entered her cave and swirled, and she groaned. “Make me cum, Jack.”

He tried his best, but he couldn’t get her there. He was just too confined, unable to move, unable to give himself totally to the action.

Then she climbed off him and rejoined the other two.

The blonde moved towards him. She straddled his legs and humped his chest with her pussy.

“Fuck!” wheezed Jack.

“Oh, yes!”

She lowered herself to his groin and took his caged cock, cage and all, into her wet mouth.

Jack felt her sucking and blowing, and he thought he was going to go out of his mind.

She pulled his balls apart, just enough to cause him delicious pain.

Then she moved back to the dance, and it was the brunette’s turn.

“Oh, Jack,” she bubbled. “I’ve been wanting a man to play with for the longest time.”

She kissed him, kissed his nipples, sat on him so that her pussy was against his caged cock.

He was actually a bit inside her, and she groaned, and she did cum. Came hard. And the other two girls cheered and played with her breasts, Jack’s nipples, and then the Redhead shrieked, “Butt plug!”

Laughing, the girls pulled on the chains and made Jack stretch up. He was caught between the pull of the chains and the pull on his balls. He was standing on tip toes, leaning slightly forward, and grimacing.

The redhead lubricated the butt plug in front of him, and the blonde lubricated his back door. She swirled her fingers into him and greased him thoroughly, then the blonde placed the butt plug under him. She set it on the base, the tip pointed up into his asshole.

“How long can you stand like this, Jack?” she asked, giggling.

Then the girls pulled up chairs and sat down to watch.

Jack’s legs started to burn. They had loosened the chains just enough for him to sit down, but if he sat down the plug would go into him.

The girls poured drinks and chatted and watched Jack’s face avidly. Every once in a while one of the girls would check to make sure the plug was pointed correctly.

Jack felt the tip trying to slide into him. He felt a tiny bit of pain, but as he wiggled and tried to get rid of the plug all he did was lessen the pain.

And he sank lower, and lower. Quarter inch by quarter inch the plug slipped into him.

He found himself gritting his teeth, then realizing that it didn’t hurt. In fact…it felt good.

“Ooh! Jack’s having fun!”

“Go ahead, Jack. Sit down. You know it feels good.”

Then the girls started discussing anal orgasms and how much fun they were.

Inch by inch Jack collapsed, his legs giving way, his butthole getting larger.

Then, a half hour had passed, he gave up. His legs collapsed and he sank down. The plug entered him fully, and he was frozen.

It felt wonderful. Maybe a little pain, but the lubricant had done its job.

The girls cheered.

“Well done, Jack. Now we have to practice for our big dance number.”

Once again the girls cleared the space in front of Jack and started dancing. They had no clothes on, and they touched each other, fondled each other, and took turns tormenting Jack.

But only to the point of orgasm, never allowing him to go over the edge.

By the end of their practice session he was begging. He was being opened up by the plug, his nipples were rigid and poking out, and the girls kept playing with his chastised cock.

“Please…please,” he begged. “Let me cum!”

But the girls laughed and went about their business.

“How’s he doing?” asked Beth. She was actually a little worried. After all, what if this was too much? She did love her husband, after all.

“He’s doing great,” Lola said. She was the bountiful redhead.

The three girls and Beth were sitting at a table out in the club.

“And does he like being plugged?” She had really worried about that. After all, Jack was always a manly sort of man.

“He likes that most of all. Take a peak before you leave. You’ll notice that he’s always squirming. He’s really trying to get more penetration.”

“More penetration,” Beth mused. That made her think.

Tammy, the blonde, asked, “So how far can we go?”

“How far do you want to go?”

The three girls were silent, and that should have given Beth pause. She said, “I suppose you can go until he reaches that point where he can go no further.”

The three girls glanced at one another.

“So, I repeat, how far do you want to go?”

“Well,” said Jennifer, the brunette, “We were actually thinking about making him part of the show.”

“Part of the show?” Beth raised her eyebrows. “How big a part?”

“The grand finale, actually,” confessed Lola.

“But that means you’ve have to transform him. And…it calls for…”

The three girls nodded.

“Jack would never agree.”

“But if we handle it right, if he doesn’t disagree…”

“Hmm,” mumbled Beth, her mind whirling to grasp the huge possibility here.

“And you did say he was a horn dog and a kinkster and…”

“And it really would make for a killer show.”

“And we’ll make sure we do everything before the show and make sure he’ll be able to do it for the show.”

Beth interrupted, “But what about the fact that everybody will see who he is?”

“We can handle that.”

“We’ve got a plan.’

“Please? Pretty please?”

A short time later the meeting was over, and Beth joined the practice. She did well, she was coming along just fine, in spite of the fact that her husband was sitting int he next room and couldn’t see her.

She did her moves, made sure she knew the routine front and back, then said good by to the girls. It was time for them to tease Jack.

Lola, Tammy and Jennifer went into the back room and began dancing with Jack. They rubbed their naked bodies against him, they teased him, they brought him close, and Beth watched from a slit in one fo the curtains around the back area.

Jack was having fun. He was objecting, begging, but…he was excited and his hips moved in a vain effort to get himself off.

No chance of that. Beth had picked out that chastity cage herself.

Then she noticed that Jack, as they had said, was squirming. He liked the plug, he wanted more, and Beth made up her mind. When she left the bar she wrote a note and left it for the three girls.

Anything you want.

No limit.

Keep me apprised of his progress.

In the back area Jack was dazed. He knew there was a fourth girl. He had heard voices coming through the thick curtain that separated the front area from the back area.

But he didn’t know who she was.

But he wasn’t really curious, except for by the way.

He wasn’t really anything, when it came to thinking. He was drowning in pussy juice and boobs, and that’s all he wanted.

That and for somebody to wiggle his butt plug every once in a while.

So the girls danced on him, teased him, denied him, fondled him, played with him, and laughed as he begged for the release they weren’t about to give him.


PART TWO

How much sex can a man take?

Is there a point at which his testicles turn colors and then just explode?

Does his penis go priapic, then split up the sides?

Does he suddenly spurt a gallon of cream and then just keel over dead?

It was almost as if the three girls wanted to find out the answer to that question.

They staggered their schedules so that one of them could be there at all times to tease and deny Jack. They sat on his lap and kissed him until his lips swelled up from over use. They knelt in front of him and used their mouths on him until he thought he might actually bust the chastity tube. They pulled on his nipples until he was sure they were an inch long.

And, of course, they wiggled his plug. Their small hands, tipped by red nails, grasped the base and turned it and tilted it and shoved it in and pulled it out.

And while Jack’s nuts didn’t explode, or any of the other dire things happen, his mind was going. Time became a daze marked only by waking up.

The girls fed him, took care of his bathroom needs, and washed him and brushed his teeth…and teased him.

One after another, then all three during rehearsals.

Sometimes Jack just sat and stared as they danced. His mouth open and drooling, his cock trying to poke through the chastity tube. His eyes red and his heart pounding.

And he wanted more.

How could a man want more when he was already getting everything he wanted 24/7? The way Jack was?

Because that’s the way men are. They are the gift that keeps on giving.

And women keep on taking.

And laughing.

And they watched as Jack became silly.

To be blunt, they fucked him stupid, but with NPA. No Poke Attached.

And every day Beth rehearsed with the girls, then watched from behind the curtain as the girls went crazy on him.

“Oh, Jack, you poor slob,” she murmured to herself, trying not to laugh. “You’re finally getting what every man wants.”

A couple of days passed, and the girls figured it was time to introduce Jack to a bigger plug.

He liked it.

And a couple of days more, and they knew it was time for alternate sex.

“What’s happening?” Jack mumbled.

Lola and Tammy pulled the chains forward. They had set up a motor so it was as simple as pressing a button. They touched the red button and the motor pulled him up and bent him over.

Jack stood there, his body bent at the waist and his butt out.

Jennifer took out his plug and Jack turned his head and looked at her. “Hey?”

“Don’t worry, honey. We’ve got something better for you.”

“Oh,” Jack turned his head back to the front.

Tammy and Lola were practicing the dance where they wore strap ons. They whirled on the dance floor, bent and gyrated and thrust their tools out. They gave each other blow jobs and humped each other and stroked their plastic penises towards his face.

Then they moved forward and included Jack in their shenanigans.

Jack didn’t mind having the thick tools thrust into his face, he didn’t even care that he was giving blow jobs. He was immersed in sexuality and these were beautiful women, after all.

So he stood there, dumb as a cow, and enjoyed the sexuality, and felt something behind him.

At first he thought Jennifer was putting the plug back in him. That was good as he felt empty. Then the plug started feeling bigger. And longer. And she was slamming into his ass with glee.

“Wha…wha…” Jack looked around.

Jennifer was working her strap on like a cowboy riding a horse. One hand was up, circling in the air, and she started making ‘whooping’ sounds.

And, as when he had first been introduced to anal toys, it hurt a little. But, as she continued with her plungings it started to feel better and better.

That procedure of anal exploration became a regular occurrence from then on.

And Jack became a dullard. He couldn’t speak coherently. He just stared, dazed, and his mind sort of sputtered away.

He forgot about his normal life. He forgot about his motorcycle. He even forgot about his wife.

Then, one day, everything changed.

He had seen other people during his captivity. Lots of other women. Male and female dancers. Even workmen. The occasional plumber or electrician would pass by, stare with open mouth, and be shooed along by his ‘keepers.’

But now everybody was there. All the dancers, all the sexy men and women in their costumes, everybody.

Jack slept on his back on the bench, but he had been awakened early, pulled to a sitting position, washed and cleaned and his favorite heinie toy cleaned and checked.

“It’s amazing how well he’s adapted to this,” said Lola, spooning a bit of bacon and eggs into Jack’s open mouth.

Tammy was painting her nails and she looked up, “I wonder if he’ll ever return to normal. I mean, what if he stays this stupid forever?”

“Well,” Jennifer commented, “At least it’s a happy stupid.”

The girls laughed.

That morning only one girl played with him at a time, and as each one took a turn, each one seemed distracted, thinking about other things.

Jack groaned and moaned and twisted and humped into the air.

“Be patient, Jack. Tonight,” Jennifer said to him at one point.

Jack had no idea what ‘tonight’ meant. He had stopped differentiating between day and night and what time it was or anything like that. For him there was only the fact that he was excited, and dripping, and his cock couldn’t get hard and couldn’t shoot.

Lunch time, and the three girls ate their lunches, and fed Jack.

“Don’t feed him too much,” said Lola. “We don’t want him losing control of his bowels tonight.

That was a concern. It was the second week of 24/7 teasing, and Jack had lost a certain sensibility as to when to vacate. He was liable to pee at the oddest moments, and his poop had become very…’wet,’ and he was losing any sense of regularity.

“Maybe we better not give him dinner.”

“Give him mush. That will slow him down.”

“What if he makes a mess while we’re on stage?”

The three girls frowned, but there wasn’t much they could do or say at this point.

Late in the afternoon people started showing up at the bar.

It was the grand opening and the liquor was flowing like Niagra falls.

Now there were crowds of people in the back area, sipping wine or beer, chatting, looking at Jack and grinning.

The people who worked at the bar knew what was going to happen to Jack.

And rumors had traveled through the town, and everybody in town wanted to be there for Jack’s grand finale.

“Okay, girls, it’s time to get Jack ready.”

Lola and Tammy and Jennifer set up a drape around Jack and opened up cases and began working.

First, they sprayed him, all over, with Nair. Even his scalp. The slippery stuff turned to a gel on his body, and after fifteen minutes they wiped his body clean. Without the black hair he looked very pale, so they applied artificial tan to his body.

Jack now looked like a golden boy. Naked, drooling, and with golden skin.

Lola began painting his nails. Jack didn’t resist, or care. After all, he was horny, and Jennifer was playing with him while Lola worked on his toes.

Then Tammy prepped his nails and put fake fingernails on him. His fingers were tipped with shiny, red talons, and he stared at them and wondered what was happening.

But he didn’t wonder too much because Jennifer was wiggling his tools, front and back, and all he could do was moan.

Lola finished first and began working on his face. She cleansed his pores, put on primer, started adding color. His eyes started to sparkle and she plucked his eyebrows to give him real shape.

Meanwhile Tammy put a band of adhesive over his forehead, then she adjusted a wig and pressed it down.

Jack sat, breathed hard, loved the attention.

And he wondered what was happening. He was so sexed up and so dumbed down that he couldn’t figure things out. His mind felt like it was making the crackling sounds that bacon makes. His body was charged as if with electricity, but somehow still lethargic.

What were they doing?

But he could rouse himself to object, to try and stop it.

Beyond the circle of drapes the sound was getting louder. People were shouting, music was playing, it was like being on the inside of a drum kit.

Lola put a bra on him. It had huge cups and Jack looked down at the cups and wondered why. He had no tits. Why was he…and she slipped in some breast forms and Jack grunted in surprise. He had tits! Big tits! What was happening?

They used tape and some sort of adhesive goop to make the breast forms fit flush to the skin. Then they put make up on his chest. Now the tits looked real, like they were his own flesh. They had big nipples on them, and they poked through the material and looked quite real.

“Wha…wha…”

Jennifer put a skirt on him. And nylons. And high heels.

Jack wondered how he would walk in high heels, but he didn’t have to. They were taking care of moving him around and he didn’t need to walk.

Tammy left for a minute and came back with two husky bodyguard types. The men, both six foot six and more muscles than a weightlifting gorilla, grinned at Jack.

The girls loosened the chains and he sat down. Right on the biggest anal invader he had ever tried.

It felt good and Jack grinned. His mind was loopy and he heard himself say, “He he!”

The two men unscrewed the bench from the floor and lifted it up. The girls pulled the curtains back and the men carried Jack through a crowd.

It was crazy. The men were all beefy and holding big mugs of beer. A few of them had shot glasses upside down in the beer, so they were supercharging their drinks.

Women were holding wine, beer, and a few of them were sipping hard stuff. One of them was glugging bourbon right out of the bottle.

As Jack was carried past everybody was cheering. A girl kissed him, and her mouth was full of bourbon. Then a guy kissed him! Of course he did! Jack looked like a woman! A sexy woman!

Then he was carried past the kissers.

He marveled in his mind. He had kissed a strange girl, or she had kissed him. But then a guy had kissed him!

He would have felt weird except that he knew the guy thought he was a girl.

People touched him. They groped him and were stunned to feel his caged cock. Then they grinned.

“Hey!” Jack yelled. Giddy, liking the way everybody was cheering, he passed through the crowd, noted the tonnage of bosoms that filled the big room.

Then he saw the sign above a stage.

Grand Opening

Club Femme!

So that’s where he was. He dimly remembered following his wife on his motorcycle, and…and he had ended up here.

And since then he had been horny.

Heck, he hadn’t even thought of his wife. He was just too far gone.

The two men lifted him to the stage and pushed the bench into position. It was turned sideways so everybody could see him. Could see his big breasts. Could see his pretty face as he stared out at the audience. Could see the dull, vacuousness of his expression.

He looked like a woman. Everybody thought he was a woman. There was a part of him that was so stupid that he thought he might actually be a woman!

Then the noise of the crowd lessened and he stared at the crowd.

The crowd, grinning, half drunk, or wholly drunk in some cases, stared back.

Over to the side of the bar a small band stopped playing.

A man came out on the stage and held a microphone.

“Welcome to Club Femme!” he shouted.

The crowd cheered lustily.

“This is a club for men, for women, or anything in between.”

Laughter.

“As you may have noticed, we are just outside the city boundaries. We are outside the jurisdiction of polite society, and we can be ourselves!”

Again the crowd cheered. The crowd was in a cheering mood this night.

“Behind me is Lulubelle. Lulubelle has volunteered to go where no man has gone before. She has been teased for two weeks by these three lovely ladies.”

Lola, Jennifer and Tammy came on the stage. They were wearing their sexy dancer outfits and they waved to the crowd.

The crowd went wild, cheering, drinking, calling out ribald remarks.

“Tonight, in approximately two hours, we are going to let Lulubelle have an orgasm.”

Cheers.

“And for the two hours leading up to that event, you are invited to come up on the stage and meet Lulubelle. The line forms over there,” he pointed to a short flight of stairs at one side of the stage, “so come on up and meet our latest sensation.”

Men and women rapidly formed a line, and the bouncers had to physically restrain people from coming up the stairs.

“Now, last but not least on our program tonight, is our mystery guest.” He pointed over the heads of the crowd at the back of the club.

A woman strode out from the rear hallway. She had magnificent boobs, round hips, long, flowing hair, and was wearing a mask. The mask covered half her face, and all one could see was her beautiful smile, her red lips, and her sparkling green eyes.

Jack was out of it. He tried to look, but even seeing her he didn’t recognize his wife. He was just too horn dog stupid.

Beth walked through the crowd and people cheered, touched her body, and two bouncers helped her up to the stage.

The MC grabbed her, spun her, kissed her a kiss that made everybody in the audience go “Ooooh!”

“Our mystery guest,” the MC shouted to the crowd, “Will be in charge of Lulubelle’s orgasm. She will be standing next to Lulubelle when you meet her, and if it looks like you are unduly exciting Lulubelle, bringing her close to an orgasm, the Mystery Guest will strike you with this fine, leather whip.”

The whip was short, only a foot long, but it had a small handle and the leather thongs were thick. Beth would be able to easily use it, and it would only hurt a little.

People were screaming and yelling, trying to get onto the stage. Bodyguards were pushing people back and the line at the side of the stage surged.

Jack turned his head and stared at the Mystery Guest. He felt he should know her. There was something familiar about her. But he was just too brain numbed to figure it out.

Then the first of the audience was allowed near him.

By twos and threes people stood next to Jack.

The first woman was fascinated by his tits. She kept grabbing them, feeling them, and even flicking the large nipple poking through the nipple. It wasn’t until her boyfriend lifted Jack’s skirt that she figured it out. She saw the teeny peeny inside the cage and gasped. “She’s a he!”

Then she kissed Jack, giggled, and moved on.

Jack’s head lolled a little. He liked being kissed. He felt so good.

The next couple were two girls, and they reached right under his dress and felt his balls. They fondled them, and Jack groaned. His nuts were so sensitive, the slightest touch made him moan.

By twos and threes people moved past Jack. They felt him, they spoke to him, but Jack just drooled a little and stared at them.

He was so sex stupid he couldn’t even figure out simple language.

“What’s wrong with him?” One girl asked.

The Mystery Guest blurted, “Too much masturbation.”

The girl laughed, gave Jack a big kiss, and moved on.

Jack looked at the Mystery Guest again. Who was she? She was so damned familiar!

And there were a lot of people who wanted to share their drinks with Jack. They pushed their glasses to his mouth, held straws to his mouth, and Jack, in addition to being horny dumb, became drunk.

At one point, an hour into the festivities, Jack peed. He didn’t try to, he was just…not there. His body was. And his body just overflowed. No grunt and use the muscles, just…it flowed out of him.

Nobody cared. One of the bouncers mopped it up, and by this time Jack had a gallon of spilled beer down his front so, outside of the immediate audience, nobody noticed.

And, the show started. The band segued into stripper music and the dancers came out and formed up.

They moved around the area right in front of the stage, touching, feeling, simulating various sexual acts. They took turns, and with each simulation the crowd cheered.

Jack stared at the show. People were still coming up and fondling him, but now they were distracted, too.

The way the dancers had moved. That was the way they had practiced in front of him for a couple of weeks. But now they were not wearing leotards and sweat shirts to keep themselves warm, they were in  the flimsiest of tops and bottoms.

Lola was wearing a one piece outfit that stretched up over her boobs and barely covered her nipples.

Jennifer was wearing tassels, and she stopped and moved so that her boobs went around and around, and the tassels swung in circles over her ampleness.

Tammy wore a single piece that hugged her pussy and asshole, and didn’t even go up. At first she wore a tight top, then she discarded that, threw it into the crowd, and was topless.

Male dancers entered in, beefy hunks of men with their cocks in socks. And the socks were large and well filled. The women in the crowd went wild, feeling the men, grasping their balls, kissing them, even sucking the sock covered cocks into their mouths.

The crowd moved back to six small tables placed around the big room. Lights dimmed and the dancers simulated sex, and at one table did more than simulate, around the room.

Then, after long minutes of wild debauchery, the grande finale.

The lights went off. Two seconds later, with the crowd bellowing ‘What’s happening,’ the lights on the stage went on.

The Mystery Guest was now standing in front of Jack. Her arms were out and shaking as she lifted her palms up.

The crowd closed in on the stage.

The Mystery Guest shimmied and bopped. She flung a leg over Jack and pushed her pussy into his face.

The crowd cheered when she moved away, as Jack’s face was dripping with her juices. He stared after her, the lust on his face was unmistakable.

The Mystery Guest moved around, stretching, hefting her heavy boobs, and acting in the most wanton manner.

Then she lifted Jack’s dress, put a hand to her mouth, and acted shocked.

She stepped back, bent at the waist, which presented her round butt, and shook a ‘no no’ finger in his face.

Jack didn’t know what was happening. He just knew that he wanted this woman in the worst possible way. The weeks of teasing. Being bound and having toys thrust up inside him…his cock was shivering and screaming for release. His heart was racing. He had to…he had to…

The MC stepped into a spotlight at the edge of the stage. He held up a key. “What do you say, folks? Has Jack earned his release?”

The roof shook with screams of approval.

“Well, then,” the MC held out the key.

The Mystery Guest danced over, teasing the crowd, titillating all, and took the little key.

She danced back, stretches and arcs of her beautiful flesh, and bent over Jack once again. Her heinie looked like a bubble. Her breasts hung down so invitingly, and she inserted the key into Jack’s cage. She lifted the chastity cage off him.

Jack stared down at his cock. He as so horny, and yet he had almost forgotten he had one. But here it was, a huge, dripping pole. Funny, it was probably smaller than it had been before he had been locked up, but in his dazed, horny state it looked bigger!

The Mystery Guest sat on Jack, no poke attached, and rubbed her breasts in his face. She felt his balls, and his balls felt like they were full.

Then she kissed him, and rose up…and sat on him. And this time there was a poke attached.

She engulfed him. She sheathed him in her love.

And Jack remembered who she was. “Beth?”

Beth took off her mask and threw it into the crowd. People fought over the mask.

Beth screwed Jack then. She ground down on him, and he had never felt so wonderful. He filled her, and she loved him, and she pressed her breasts against his face.

The chains holding his arms up were released and Jack clutched his wife, held her, and screwed.

Up, down, in and out.

Beth was hungry. She was starved. She had stared at Jack getting horned up for weeks, and now…now…

“Oh, Jack…” she began to cum. Her back arched, thrusting her tits into him. Her eyes rolled, and the crowd applauded.

Jack was about to cum. He was going to have an orgasm. Two weeks of 24/7 play was driving him. His nuts so full they were hard, packed with semen waiting to get out.

Deep inside the switch clicked. Semen started to shoot up his shaft.

It was magnificent. It was an orgasm for the ages.

It was so hard his butt plug popped out.

It was so intense he spurted huge amounts of semen into his wife.

And…his heart stopped.

Sometimes that happens. Sometimes the heart flutters in the middle of orgasm. That is why an orgasm is sometimes referred to as ‘The Little Death.’

The only problem was that his heart didn’t start up again! It lay in his chest, beatless, and Jack felt himself soaring up…up…leaving his body.

He was a ghost, hovering over the screaming mass of people.

Now he wasn’t horny, but the memory of being horny…the sensation of cumming so hard his body actually stopped functioning, that was with him forever.

Yet nobody knew he had cum so hard he had died. The crowd kept cheering.

Beth held him up, sobbing with love.

The three dancers, Lola and Tammy and Jennifer, patted his back and  rubbed his tits.

But Jack didn’t move.

Possibly a minute passed before the crowd realized something was wrong.

A minute of wild cheering, then the cheers became a hush of puzzlement.

The MC came out, felt for Jack’s pulse. He turned to the crowd, his face shocked, and didn’t say a word. The expression on his face said it all.

It was a girl out in the middle of the crowd who finally clued Beth and the three dancers in.

“He died!”

Beth moved back, pulled herself off his cock, which was still rock hard, and still had little dribbles of juice coming out of the tip.

He was gone, but his cock was still, in a small sense, spewing.

His eyes were open and rolled back. As Beth got off him she felt an immense sense of loss. Tears came to her eyes. “Oh, Jack! Jack! What have I done!”

The MC put an arm around her and the three dancers gathered around and comforted her.

Then somebody in the audience made an observation. “Look at the smile on his face!”

Somebody started it, nobody knows who, but people began putting their hands gently together. It was a muted applause, an appreciation for Jack’s great sacrifice.

Next to Jack, Beth stared down at his lifeless body.

“I loved him so. I’ll always miss him.”

Lola put her arm around Beth’s shoulder and whispered, “Honey, see him smiling? And he’s smiling down from heaven. He went out the way every man would like to go out. Shooting his gun and yelling ‘yippee.’ So don’t be sad. Be glad for what you’ve given him.

The opening day of Club Femme was over then. The clock read midnight, people were hushed and spoke reverently of the departed, and the party had turned into a sort of a wake.

And Jack, lucky Jack who went out the way every man wants to, stared down from above. He wasn’t horny now. He had no body to be horny. But he was glad. He had had what was probably the greatest cum in the universe.

And what more could a man ask for?

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Female Side of a Man!

Feminization as a cure for emasculation!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

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

“What? Why? I always go!”

“I just have a feeling.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I know. And I’ll be careful.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything you want.”

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

“Fuck,” he wheezed.

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

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

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

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Whenever you are,” she moaned.

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

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

“Oh…oh…OH!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Four…”

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

“Three…”

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

“Two…”

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

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

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

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

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

“”You have to admit, when I stop you when you’re so close it’s fun.”

“For you…”

“And for you!” She kissed him a splat.

He laughed. “Okay. As long as it’s not too often.

She snuggled into his arms then. They held each other and drifted off to sleep.

Jason dreamed of the race. The Ironman. A brutal test of spirit consisting of a 2.4 mile swim, a 112 mile bike ride and 26.2 mile run. 140.6 miles of torment and torture. And more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking a barrel of monkeys.

He dreamed that he was running and everybody was biking past him. “Hey! Wait up!” he yelled. But the other contestants just laughed and kept zooming by him.

He kept slogging, his breath was coming in gasps, his legs felt like broken twigs, and they kept riding past him.

“Hurry, Jason.”

“Run harder, Jason.”

“You’ll never catch up.

And he pounded on his face with a fist while he ran, and cursed himself, and the racers kept going past, as regular as clockwork. As regular as a clock. Ding ding. A clock. Ding ding. A—

“Jason! It’s time!” Judy was shaking him.

Jason opened his eyes and jerked upright.

Race day!

He grinned and got out of bed.

“Big bowl of mush. Half a dozen sausages. Gatorade.”

“You got it, coach.”

On race day he always called Judy Coach. She was responsible for making his meals, paperwork at check in, and cheering like a son of a bitch every time he swam, biked or ran past her.

He took a quick shower. Cold, and the blood started pumping. It was better than a work out, and didn’t waste his muscles.

He dressed in a swim suit with a hoodie. He wasn’t worried about his legs staying warm before race, but he wanted to rest and keep his upper body warm.

He ate his meal, and a banana, and went out to the van.

His bike was packed. His changes of clothes packed. He had spare parts for the bike, extra running shoes, various types of food.

He got into the van and Judy started up the motor. They didn’t talk, they knew the plan. She drove and he rested. He lowered his seat and laid back and practiced deep breathing exercises.

They drove for an hour and arrived at the race site. Sometimes they had to drive for hours, even days, but this time the race was on their doorstep. A good advantage.

Judy pulled into the contestant parking lot and parked the van. She got out and left him resting.

Jason was drifting, his dreams were now happier, and he was smiling in his near sleep. Then the passenger door opened.

“Fifteen minutes. You need the restroom?”

He shook his head, got out and peed in the bushes. Contestants were not fastidious about where they peed, and sometimes even pooed.

They walked across the parking lot and she pinned his number on him.

“Seventy-six,” he said. “That’s my lucky number.” Judy laughed. He said that for every number.

“Okay, keep calm, your strength is in the running and biking. Don’t worry if people are ahead of you. Your bike will be ready. Your change of clothes will be hanging in the tent.”

He nodded, jumped up and down on his toes for a minute, then hugged her and kissed her.

“Go, Jason, go.” That was something she always said, too.

He stepped onto the contestant’s area and walked down to the beach. Soon he was lost to her sight, surrounded by a couple hundred other contestants.

She looked at her watch. She had already synched it to the official time keeper’s watch, and he had five minutes until he began the 140 mile jaunt.

She waited until she heard the gun and the herd of iron men sprinted down to the water. Splashes arose and men leaped for the extra foot or even inch, as if they would translate to a gained inch or foot at the end of the race.

The race begun, she headed for the van. She had to get his bike in the racks and his change of clothes into the changing tent. She also had to have full water bottles on his bike and nutrition in his vest. He would be drinking lots of electrolytes, and she had to have those available for him. He would burn over 7,000 calories, and that was a tremendous drain on the body.

A half hour later she had everything in place, she went to the end of the course to watch the swimmers come out of the water.

The world class athletes came out first. They came out on the run, as if 2.4 miles of swimming was rubber ducky time. Then, after that first batch, the nearly world class athletes struggled out of the water. This was Jason’s bunch, and him not being the strongest swimmer he came out near the tail end of this group. As he did this time.

She ran in front of him, and he gathered energy, overcame the shivers, and caught up to her. She screamed his name and he glanced up, left the intense world of competition for a second, and her yelling gave him a jolt of energy. It reminded him that there was a world, and that there were people that loved him. Suddenly he wasn’t just a lone person slogging, now he had a team, and his speed picked up.

She couldn’t enter the changing tent, that was reserved for athletes, and if your coach fell down on the job that was tough. She was waiting for him at the far end of the long tent, however. He had changed into cycling shorts and a tee shirt. He was wearing his vest with the bars in it and he moved to the sideline and kissed her quickly. The crowd cheered and he broke into a trot and entered the bike racks.

She looked at her watch. Damn. He was doing good. He was three and a half minutes ahead of his best time. She felt a thrill for him, and when he rolled the bike out of the rack area yelled “Three plus!”

If he had been behind she would have yelled a number and minus.

He didn’t look at her now. He was standing on his pedals and intense, but his grin showed he heard her.

She watched him pick up speed and she ran for a bus.

The bike route on this iron man went back and forth, ending near high cliffs next to the ocean. A couple of buses took coaches to various places on the loops where they could cheer their people on. Eventually the bike ride would end up back at the starting line, over the cliffs, and the run would commence. Judy expected Jason to finish the bike race in five hours. Or less. He had been training extra hard, so probably less.

Time passed and Judy helped out here and there. Coaches were always appreciated as volunteers. They passed out water, ran errands, even helped other athletes. Yes, it was a race between people, but it was also a very special community

She watched Jason pass by on the loops. He was trucking, pulling ahead, even catching up to a couple of the normally faster triathletes. She knew he had eaten his snacks, and she was prepared for him to eat more when he made the transition to the run.

She took the bus back to the staging area. He would enter the bike area and put his bike in the racks, run down to the changing area, and when he came out Judy had to be ready. Thus, when the pack he was part of came in she was waiting at the entrance to the bike area, holding bags of food, electrolyte drinks. Ready for anything he might need.

She watched bike after bike come around the final turn. It had rained and they were slowed. Water splashed, a couple of bikes slid onto their sides, but the bikers jumped up, got back on their bikes and kept going.

Finally, four and a half hours, an incredible time, she saw Jason. He was peddling fast, focused on the road. He came to the last turn, only fifty yards away, and his tires slid out. His bike went sideways, and because he was moving fast, it slid off the road, across a short patch of gravel and mud, and over the edge of the cliff. Jason went with it.

Judy screamed, and fainted.

Jason dreamed he was on a cloud. Just laying on a cloud, looking up at the bright sun. His eyes hurt from the glow and he turned his head to the side.

“He’s coming around, doctor.”

“Mr. Somerville?? Jason?”

Damn! He was so comfortable on his cloud. Why were people touching him, shaking him. Didn’t they know how comfortable he was?

“Jason?” Oh, that was Judy. It was probably time for a race. Or time to train. Funny, he couldn’t remember whether he was supposed to train or race. Oh, well. He better just wake up and do whichever.

Jason opened his eyes.

Judy’s face was above and to the side. “Hi, honey…” his voice croaked. He needed some water.

Judy bent down and placed her head next to his and began to cry.

Jason was confused. What was wrong with Judy. “Honey? Judy? What’s wrong? Are you all right?”

“Mrs. Somerville, let me in, please.”

Judy sobbed but moved back. A man was behind her and he moved in. He was wearing a white coat like a doctor. And a stethoscope. The doctor placed the stethoscope on Jason’s chest.

“Cold,” he croaked.

“Sorry, Mr. Somerville,” the doctor listened to him.

“What’s wrong with my wife? Is she okay?”

“I’m fine, Jason. I just…” then she was sobbing again.

Jason moved his head and swallowed.

“Nurse. A little water.”

The doctor moved back and a nurse lifted his head and stuck a straw into his mouth. He sipped, and his throat started to feel better. His voice returned to something like normal.

“What happened? Why am I here? Judy?”

“You had an accident, Jason,” Judy was trying to control her crying.

Jason looked at her, then he looked at the doctor. He wasn’t crying and maybe Jason could get some answers from him.

“What happened, Doc. “What kind of accident?”

The doctor pursed his lips, he was watching Jason closely. He pursed his lips, then began talking.

“I’m Doctor Haspen, Jason. You had a rather bad accident on your bicycle. Do you remember being in an Ironman competition?”

“Oh, yeah…I was riding my bike…how’d I do on the run part of the race?”

Judy gave a sudden choking sob.

“At the end of the race you were going around a curve. The bike tires slipped and you had a fall.”

Jason was confused. “But…yeah?”

“You slid across the road, under a guard rail and over a cliff.”

Jason blinked. He had images happening somewhere in his skull, but it still didn’t make much sense.

“You fell approximately forty feet and landed on your bicycle and some rocks. The rocks, talus, really, cushioned your fall somewhat, but your hips were crushed and your penis was severed.”

Jason’s mouth opened.

“Nurse?” The doctor looked up at the nurse and she fiddled with his IV. Suddenly he felt a rush of warm. He smiled. “Cut off my penis, eh?”

“Yes. Falling on the bike that was fairly smashed, there were sharp edges, and your penis was severed.

“Wow, that’s pretty serious. Why didn’t I die?”

“You were lucky.”

“I get my dick cut off and I’m lucky.”

Judy sobbing harder.

He started laughing. The warm feeling was escalating. He suddenly realized that the nurse was sedating him through the IV. And that was funny.

“So what do I have down there?”

“You still have your testicles. You’re still a healthy man.”

“Healthy, as long as I don’t try to screw anything.”

“It’s not that bad, Mr. Somerville. You’ll find life bearable. A little counseling, eventually you’ll even be able to resume your Ironman training.”

“Hunh! Do they have a dickless category?” He was laughing harder and harder, and the doctor made a motion to the nurse. The world turned white and he was back on that cloud.

No cloud, but he didn’t feel bad. He just grew aware that he was awake, that he was not unconscious or sleeping. He opened his eyes and looked around. He was in the hospital, the room was white. There was a TV in the corner above him and Judy was sleeping in a chair next to him.

He lay silently, absorbing. He didn’t remember much about the accident, which was fine. He was allergic to pain.

He did remember the doctor telling him he had no dick. Funny, maybe he would have preferred the pain of the accident.

No penis. No cock. Castrated. No, wait, not castrated. That would be the balls. So he was a near miss when it came to castration.

He turned his head and watched his wife sleep. She was so beautiful. And he would never again have the pleasure of sinking his rod into her. Maybe they could get semen samples out of his balls, that would do for kids, but no more of that late night, early morning, whenever the whim struck pleasure.

He felt a loss deep inside. How was he supposed to deal with that? How was she supposed to be married?

A nurse entered the room. She was walking quietly, but when she saw Jason was awake she smiled. “Good morning, Mr. Somerville.”

Judy stirred but didn’t wake up.

“Let me check your readings, the doctor will be in shortly now that you’re awake.”

She fiddled with the boxes that went beep boop and pushed lines across a screen.

“Pulse okay, blood pressure. You’re right as rain, Mr. Somerville.”

He said nothing. Right as rain, as long as he didn’t try to fuck anything.

“I’ll tell the doctor and he’’ll be in shortly.”

She left the room just as Judy opened her eyes.

Like a shot she was half on the bed, holding his hand, touching his face, her eyes big, her pupils dilated like she was staring for a thousand yards. “Jason. Jason.”

She was crying again, but that was okay. At least he could touch her, feel her. He managed to put his arm around here.

They cuddled like that, not even trying to speak for the moment.

How am I going to make love to you? he wondered. And the thought crossed his mind that he should divorce her, set her free.

She whispered, “I love you.” She kissed his cheek and drew back a few inches. They gazed at each other.

“So I lost my cock.”

She sniffled but said, “That doesn’t matter.”

Bullshit! his mind screamed.

“Not as long as you’re alive and we have each other.”

“But I can’t make love to you.”

She could feel him trying to withdraw, to sink into his own private world of hurt.

She put her hands on his face and made him look at her. “I love you. The dick was icing. Don’t even try to think otherwise.”

Easy for you to say, he thought.

The doctor walked, followed by the nurse.

“Good morning again, Mr. Somerville.” He had a careful smile on his face. “Let’s discuss your accident.”

Jason watched him. It was obvious the doctor was trying to get into the grisly news and avoid the emotional news.

“Okay.”

The doctor slid some X rays into a light screen and turned on the light.

Jason’s hips didn’t look very big, and they were criss crossed with black squiggly marks.

“The bad news is that these breaks can’t be just screwed back together. You will recover fully, your hips will be fine, but it will be six months to walking, and a year to training. And you should probably take the second year easy on the training. I know how zealous Ironmen can be, and…you want to let your hips fully heal.

Jason blurted, “And what about my dick?”

Again, the doctor took a very careful attitude.

“Falling on the talus saved your life, but your bike was under you. It was fair mangled, the seat pole rammed up through the seat and severed your penis cleanly. If it had been a medical operation it would be called a penectomy. It was clean, no jagged edges. The penis itself was mangled beyond repair. The base of the penis was a smooth slice.”

“So, let’s get down to it. No more love life.”

The doctor blinked.

“Love is not all about sex. I will be recommending counseling for you, and you will find that my words aren’t just a sop. Please look at your wife.”

Jason did. Judy held his hand, her eyes were wet, but filled with hope, and…joy.

“You’re alive, Jason. You can even race again. I’m still your coach. We’ll train you, and…and it will all work out.

“When I can’t be a man,” Jason said.

“You’ll always be a man,” she glared at him.

The doctor took control of the conversation again, but Jason was only listening with half an ear.

He was no longer a man.

Jason spent two weeks in the hospital, and he learned a different lifestyle.

First, he couldn’t go to the bathroom. He couldn’t even work a bedpan by himself. It always took a nurse or Judy.

After three days he was taking only a couple of drugs. And only one for the pain, and he didn’t take that very often.

But without the drugs he was face to face with his depression.

He had no penis. He had a stump, but even that was pretty short.

He would never write his name in the snow again. Now he had to sit to pee. Like a woman.

Judy never left the room. When the lights were out she crawled up and slept with him. Held him. Whispered to him.

He cried. He couldn’t not cry. The tears just rolled out and streamed down his cheeks. When he did cry Judy was quiet. She just held him and waited.

She didn’t offer sappy sounding advice on how he was doing so well. The nurses did, but she didn’t bother sugar coating, and for that he was glad.

But under it all he was sad.

He remembered the last time they had made love, the night before the race. He remembered her scent, the touch of her hair on his skin, the way they had worked together for their supreme joy. And she had joked about never letting him cum. God, the thought had come true.

Then he was back in the hospital, taking medicine, eating jello and soupy mashed potatoes.

True to his word, the doctor performed no operations. Nothing was really out of place, everything was just…splintered. He just had to give it time for the bones to grow back together.

At one point the doctor told him his excellent physical condition had saved him from being a cripple in a wheel chair.

Lucky him.

After a week they put him in a cast and arranged for transportation home.

It was while they were putting the cast on his hips that he felt the horny sensations of a hard on…without the hard on.

They were handling his junk, wrapping his hips with gauze in preparation for the plaster, and…he felt horny.

For a moment he felt the ‘ghost’ sensation of having a penis, but he knew it was a ghost, and he ignored it, except…he was horny.

Once his hips were in plaster they rolled him back to his room. One more day and they would send him home, they just wanted to make sure the cast was good to go.

He lay in the hospital bed and felt like his dick was iron. His non-existent dick.

He wanted to move his hips, to fuck, and the tears began to surge.

“Honey? What’s wrong?”

“I’m horny!”

She chuckled. “I was afraid you were hurting.”

“Believe me, this is hurting of a whole new order.”

“Well, don’t worry. It’ll pass.”

The problem was, he didn’t want it to pass. He wanted to feel it. He wanted his dick hard again.

Later that day the therapist, Dr. Shiela Hopkins, paid him a visit.  She liked to drop by at mealtime, which allowed Judy time to go get some dinner. They had talked extensively over the week, and she was going to visit him at home. Now Jason had a question for her.

“Doc, I’m getting all these feelings. Like I’m horny. And I’ve got a ghost dick.”

She nodded, made notes on her clipboard, and said, “To be expected. Do you want me to prescribe anything?”

“A pill for a dick that doesn’t exist?”

“A pill to relax you? To help make this all bearable?”

He shook his head, then: “But about this testosterone thing.”

“Yes?”

“I’ve got testicles, they keep producing semen, and that makes me horny. Is there a way to reduce the amount of testosterone in me?”

She sighed and made a moue.

“Your body is a complex machine. Reducing testosterone might help you in certain areas, but it can cause problems in other areas. Besides, your body will adjust production of testosterone naturally. Your body is no dummy,” she smiled, “and it will figure out how much of what you need in your system.”

Jason thought about that for a minute, then he asked, “What about something to not take the testosterone away, but to…uh, counter balance it. Does that make sense?

“It does, but…” She sighed. “Look, Jason, I could give you estrogen. That’s the female equivalent of testosterone, in a manner of speaking. That might settle your testosterone, but estrogen is used for sex change operations, hormone therapy, gender transitioning. Do you understand?”

“So if I want to get rid of these ghostly, manly feelings I would have to be willing to…change into a woman.”

“Not completely, but there would be certain results. You would grow breasts. Your body will produce and redistribute fat. Your hips would become rounder. Your face would become more feminine looking. Mind you, this wouldn’t be a problem if you had a history of desiring to be a woman, but it is not something a manly man should charge into. Estrogen is not a simple step to be taken on a whim.”

Jason nodded. “Well, I was just thinking.”

“And there’s nothing wrong with that. But I would want you to think a lot harder before I prescribed a course of estrogen.”

Jason nodded, and the conversation moved on to other matters. Still, Jason had this horny edge in him that wouldn’t seem to subside. He would put off thinking about estrogen as a cure for too much testosterone, but not for long. Being a near world class athlete and in the prime of life, his ghost penis wouldn’t let him. As the days passed he would get hornier and hornier. He would be so filled with unspendable sexual juices that he wanted to scream.


PART TWO

Jason lay in bed and itched. And couldn’t scratch. He had a long handled back scratcher, but that didn’t reach the deep itches inside his cast.

“Rub a dub time.” Judy entered their bedroom. She had a wet wash cloth and she rubbed his chest briefly, then his legs and arms. Then she helped him pull himself up on the pulley and she began rubbing his back.

He liked it, but he felt useless. He sighed.

“Feeling sorry for yourself?”

He sighed again. She knew him too well.

“As your coach I am prescribing a spanking. Roll over and I will administer.”

“No can do.”

“I’ll put it on the list. I think you have a hundred spankings coming now.”

“Please stop it.”

“Stop what?”

“Stop being cheerful. Stop acting like everything is okay.”

“Nope,” she chirped.

He let himself down slowly. She washed his face.

He lay there and took it.

And hated it.

She sat on the edge of the bed and said, “We both know you’re being ridiculous, so tell me what’s really bugging you.”

“I’m horny.”

“Me too.” She met his gaze levelly. No give, no take.

He sighed and looked out the window.

She fluffed his pillow and said, “Any special request for dinner?”

Poison, he thought.

“Tofu and asparagus it is then.”

He looked up at her, his eyes showing his misery no matter how hard he tried to hide it.

“Dr. Hopkins is coming by in an hour.”

“Okay.”

She nodded, contemplated him, chewed her lip, and left.

Jason had been out of the hospital for a month now. Five months to walk, a year to any kind of real exercise.

Truth, though he was grumpy and had the occasional errant thought, he was doing well. Except…for the horniness. That was one thing he just couldn’t handle. His balls were putting out the testosterone and every ounce of that chemical drove him deeper and deeper into despair. His testosterone just kept reminding him of what he could no longer do, and that hurt.

When Dr. Hopkins, Shiela, showed up for his afternoon session he was ready.

“I want you to prescribe some estrogen.”

Shiela made notes, she didn’t answer for a second, then asked if Judy could come in for a minute.

“Why?”

“This is serious and she’s part of your life. There will be changes and she has to know what they might be.”

He nodded, and Shiela called Judy into the room. Jason would always remember that conversation. He was laying in bed, they were sitting in chairs like they were having a coffee klatch, and his life changed.

“Estrogen promotes bone growth, especially the proper closure of epiphyseal growth plates.”

“Oh, yeah. The plates. I forgot about those.”

“Don’t be a smart ass just because you’re ignorant,” murmured Judy with a smile.

Shiela grinned. “The end part of a long bone. Admitted, the hips aren’t long bones, but they are big bones, and they qualify in this instance.

“So shoot the juice, boss. Shoot me up.”

“Before I feed your habit, Mr. Drug Addict,” Shiela’s voice was as dry as sandpaper. “You should know that while your sexual drive will be reduced, you will encounter side effects. For instance, your body will have a different percentage of body fat. Certain feminine characteristics will manifest. You may grow breasts. You will not suffer as much ‘horniness,’ but you will still suffer some. But even that will be more feminine.”

“Like?” he was growing curious.

“Hot flashes. Moodiness. Things like that. You may also have a rash of pimples.”

He snorted. “Zits, at my age. I think I can handle that.”

They continued talking, and Judy was strangely quiet. She only asked a couple of questions, and she watched Jason closely.

That night, after dinner, him watching TV and her reading, she suddenly asked, “Jason?”

“Yes?”

“Are you sure you want to go ahead with this estrogen thing?”

“I do, unless you have serious objections. I mean, this ghost dick and all the horniness…I can’t take it. It’s like the ultimate itch that can never be scratched.

She nodded.

“So what are your objections? Or, uh…”

“What?” she asked.

“Are you afraid I’ll turn into some kind of hairy-chested woman?”

She actually chuckled. Then she grew a bit sober. “I’m going to tell you something weird, a deep down secret I have never told anybody.”

“Oh?” he raised his eyebrows.

“The idea of you as a woman, of me having a girlfriend instead of a boyfriend…”

“Yeah?”

It is not abhorrent.”

“It’s not?”

“I’ve never had a feeling for Lesbians. Not one way or another. Somebody wants to be gay or Lesbian, or whatever…that’s their affair. But this…the idea of you having a chest. Of your hair long and wavy…I can actually see you in a bra.”

He was thunderstruck. He blinked and tried to absorb it. “I might not actually grow breasts,” he said.

“Oh, hell. Implants R Us here we come.” She was obviously joking, and they both chuckled.

And there it was.

Jason started taking a light dose of estrogen three days later, and right from the start he felt the effects. Nothing big, nothing serious, just light shadings of emotions, and a reduction in the hell of sexual desire.

Two days after he started taking the drug Judy commented on it. “You seem much more relaxed.”

“I feel relaxed. And it’s funny, taking that edge off makes everything better. It’s like that horniness was getting in the way of everything. My appetite, my senses. Everything just seems brighter.” He grinned. “Have you been looking at a brighter more vivid world than I have all these years?”

“Well, they do say that women are the more intelligent of the species.”

“I believe that quote is that women are the more vicious of the species.”

“Same thing,” she rejoined cheerfully.

He cast a dour look at her, and they laughed.

The introduction of estrogen to his system seemed to work wonders. Possibly because his estrogen was trying to adapt to his new circumstances, but he began to feel the physical effects right way.

Within a month he felt his pectorals and realized there was a puffiness to his chest that had not been there previously.

“Titties, honey,” Judy laughed.

“Are my muscles changing?” He lifted an arm and posed his biceps.

“Probably. Fat in the booby is going to be fat elsewhere, but I wouldn’t worry about it.”

“Why not?”

“Because your fat content was so low, and your body was in such top notch condition, you’ll have plenty of room for your body to adapt.

Three months and they changed his cast. They made it shorter, and they X-rayed him, and Dr. Haspen was delighted. “That estrogen seems to have done the trick. I haven’t seen healing like this ever. Tell Dr. Hopkins to do a paper. The Effects of Estrogen on Bone Repair.”

“So I won’t have to do the whole six months in bed bit?”

“Hah. My patient has recovered enough to make jokes.”

Jason looked discouraged, but Haspen made light of it. “An injury like this…many people would be in bed for nine months. A year, even. So just keep a stiff upper lip and be happy.”

Jason was antsy. Three more months had passed, excruciatingly slowly, but…he was due to have his hips checked and get the okay to walk.

And, he had boobs.

Not big, but they did stand out in his tee shirt.

Judy took them in stride, even pinched his nipple a couple of times.

He was embarrassed. He kept looking down and sighing. How was he going to run with a big, old pair of titties on his chest?

Women do it all the time,” Judy pointed out. “You can get a sports bra, nobody will notice a thing under your vest.”

But he noticed, and couldn’t stop noticing.

They headed for the hospital, and the cast was cut off. Dr. Haspen stepped back and said, “Get up.”

Jason was ready. But he was also weak. And he was sore. He had not using walking muscles for six months. He struggled out of bed, Judy helped him, and he stood up and wavered.

“I can prescribe a walker for you, but a couple of canes will do. What do you think?”

“Canes?” Jason was aghast. He had envisioned himself as leaping out of bed and doing a soft shoe across the floor. To find out that he was still some what of an invalid was a bitter pill.

The nurse smiled reassuringly and handed him a pair of canes. Step by step he walked across the hospital room. Cheers and handclaps as he stopped and turned around, and he found himself grinning. At last, to be in motion after all this time, it was like a big super helping of freedom.

“All right, let’s let this hypochondriac sign his papers and quit our hallowed halls.”

“Thanks, Doc.” Jason said, and Judy just hugged him and grinned at the doctor.

Jason was on the move. As a man who had dedicated his life to motion, in the water, on wheels or just beating feet, he was ready. He walked around the house. For a day, proud like a puppy with a new dish. The next day he was out in the yard, then walking down the block and talking to neighbors.

Judy worried and called the doctor, who told her he was fine and just stand back and let him be.

By the end of the week she almost couldn’t keep up with him. He was using one cane, and that not much. He kept going around the block, resting, going around the block, all day long.

That night, walking around the house with no cane, he hopped into the shower. Water sluiced down and he felt happier than he had in a long time.

No. He couldn’t have sex, but he was a man in motion again.

He stepped out of the shower, dried himself off and headed for fresh underwear. He opened his dresser drawer and looked in and…froze.

“What’s this?”

Judy was sitting on bed reading a magazine.

“What’s that?”

He held up a bra.

“It’s your new bra.”

“I don’t…I shouldn’t…I want to work my fat off.”

“Honey, your boobs are getting bigger and bigger.”

“I can have them removed.”

She placed the magazine down and stared at him. “What if I don’t want you to?”

“You want me to be a freak? A man with boobs?”

“You turn me on.”

That was his moment to stare. He had been so obsessed with his own sexual problems that he had never considered what Judy was going through.

“I guess it’s time to talk,” he said.

“About what?”

“About your needs.”

She pursed her lips and her eyes narrowed. “I don’t have any needs.”

“Bull pucky. I happen to know for a fact that you were—are—a lusty wench with sexual desires.”

“Not your problem.”

“Don’t make me come over there and give you a spanking.”

Judy was smart enough not to require that, but she was a little embarrassed when she said, “I have a vibrator.”

“What?”

“You don’t understand English? I have a vibrator, and I use it. Sometimes a lot.”

Jason was flabbergasted. And he felt selfish. And a little behind the times. “How often do you use it?”

“Five times a day Except Sunday. Seven times on Sunday. Oh, and then there are the holidays when I—“

“Seriously.”

“Oh, I don’t know. Whenever I feel in the mood. Every few days probably. You should try it.”

“What?”

“Just because your weenie has taken a leave of absence doesn’t mean you don’t have sexual organs. You have something called a perineum, which upon massage might give an orgasm.”

“What?”

“And then there are prostate orgasms, I don’t know if those are different from anal orgasms.”

He was dumbstruck hearing her relay all this information.

“What? You don’t want to even try to have some kind of sex?”

“But…but I’m on estrogen!”

“So what? Male orgasms, female orgasms, who cares what kind of big O you have?”

“You’ve been giving this a lot of thought, haven’t you?”

“Tons of thought. While you were feeling sorry for yourself in the hospital I was ransacking the net. There are so many ways of re-wiring you it is ridiculous. Want me to put the vibrator up your ass? Have a little fun.”

His voice sounded strangled as he answered in the negative.

“But you’ll think about it?”

He nodded. He couldn’t help but think about it.

The problem was that he had been born a man, raised a man, and everything in him was shrieking in protest.

Then he realized…I have boobs.

“Can you show me how to put this thing on?”

By eight months Jason was jogging. Not long, not running, being careful, worrying over little pain. But…he was moving. And he found out something interesting. While a sports bra worked wonders for his bouncing tits…woman’s panties worked wonders for his package. What was left of his package.

Woman’s panties, at least the ones that Judy suggested he try, were stretchy, and his balls didn’t bounce, and…it felt better.

Certainly better than a jockstrap.

One evening he came home from a jog around the local high school football field. He had stayed on the grass, wore the cushiest shoes he could find, and his sports bra kept him from bouncing in the chest area.

He was getting bigger in the chest area. Estrogen in a male usually results in small boobs, but for whatever reason, his boobs were getting quite sizable. He was up to a C cup, and that was packed.

Anyway, he arrived home and was surprised to see a couple of cars in the driveway. He was more surprised when he entered the house and found Debbie Shoemaker and Nancy Haskins sitting in the living room. Both women were triathletes. Debby was president of the local ladies’ triathlete association. He knew them both well.

“Hey! How are you?”

They grinned and hugged him and it was old home week. They talked about iron men and iron women. They talked about races, and they talked about training.

“Which brings us to why we’re really here,” Debby said.

Jason had been enjoying himself so much he hadn’t wondered.

“Jason, the Try Ladies,” that was the short name for their organization, “want to expand their training.”

“We get world class athletes to come talk to us at least once a month, but people in hard training don’t have the time. We need somebody who is world class to volunteer their time.”

“How about Johnny Benson. He’s—“

“We want you.”

Jason shut right the heck up and stared at the two women.

Nancy cut in. “You were close to world class before your accident. Judy says your time might have bumped you up, until you…went over.”

“But I’m not even training!” he protested.

“Nope. But you know about training. You can coach us. And Judy says you’re already starting to run again.”

Jason glanced at his wife. Judy had a smug look on her face. “You did this.”

“Guilty.”

“Jason. You are perfect for us. I’m going to be indelicate here. You can tell me to shut up if you want, but everybody knows about your situation, you know what it’s like to run with pillows on your chest.”

Jason’s mouth opened a bit.

“Most important, you can adapt men’s training methods to women. You understand things that no male coach will ever understand. Have I gone too far?”

“Of course,” muttered Jason.

“Nope,” Judy chirped cheerfully.

“So, look. We don’t expect a decision right away, and we know you have your own schedule, your own training. But will you consider coming by and talking to the girls? One night seminar? Answer some questions?”

“He will,” stated Judy.

Jason glared at her, but she ignored him.

A little while later, a date made, the two women left.

Jason turned to Judy. “Okay, bitch. It’s time to talk.”

“That’s Miss Bitch to you. Or Mrs. Bitch. And if you want to talk about how I am fulfilling my role as coach you certainly may. If you want to talk about how I am getting you back in the saddle, bring it on. If you want to talk about how good it would be for you to immerse yourself in a group of diehard triathletes…” She was right in his face.

He backed off. He mumbled something about ‘thinkin about it,’ then went out to run around the block.

And he actually ran this time. He forgot about the aches and pains and imagined problems with his body and ran. He was thinking.

She was right. But it hurt. But it hurt more to isolate himself.

He returned home sober and amenable.

“You all know Jason Somerville, and he has agreed to share his wisdom with us tonight.”

Jason looked out at the ten athletes. Oddly, he felt at home. Yes, he was a guy, but they were athletes, and they were looking up to him.

He gave a short talk about regularity in training, and having the discipline even when you didn’t want to, and then asked if there were any questions.

There were.

“Do you find training harder with estrogen in your body?”

That took him aback, and he glanced at Judy, who had a very bland expression on her face.

Okay. Every really knew everything about him and his condition. Nothing to do but answer honestly.

“It’s different. My hips are fatter and I find it changed my gait. The main thing is my mental attitude is softer.”

“How softer?”

He did his best to answer the question, and was free in admitting when he didn’t know something.

“What about sprints for training?”

“Do you prefer the Shimano derailleur?”

“Have you done any swimming in your…with your new attributes.”

He had to chuckle at that, and he admitted that he hadn’t.

All in all, it was a fascinating meeting, and in the end he agreed to meet with the girls on the following Saturday and go over training routines and how they might be improved. They would then do a work out, he was invited, and…and he was in high spirits when he and Judy returned home.

She, however, had something on her mind.

“I want to talk about anal sex.”

He didn’t want to talk about it. But, he had to.

Anal sex was turning into the elephant in the room.

Sometimes he heard her in the bedroom, groaning as she had an orgasm. Sometimes he looked at her and noted that she was relaxed and loosy goosy, all signs of having had a big O.

He wanted a big O.

But he was still too much the man, in spite of his widening hips and his burgeoning tits, to consider anal sex.

So they talked, and both ended up frustrated.

That weekend he rode his bike, first time since his accident, down to the local high school where they would start their training.

The girls warmed up on the track when they weren’t talking to him. They rode bikes, they ran, and they talked about how much of which activity they should engage in. Long term, and right before a race.

At the end of two hours they called a break. They were going to do a five mile run on the track, then a twenty mile bike ride, and end at Nancy’s house, which had a swimming pool. Not so much for training, but just to sit and chat and discuss the things they had gone over with Jason.

As they sat in a group on the lawn Nancy turned to Jason and asked, “Do you wear a regular bra when you‘re not training?”

Jason turned a few shades of red.

“He’s too manly for that,” quipped Judy, which caused a few giggles.

“You know,” said Nancy. “If you let your hair out and wore a regular bra you could pass for female.”

On the inside Jason was stunned. Speechless. On the outside he blathered a bit. “Well, I don’t know…I just…”

“Go on. shake your hair out.”

Jason had long hair, but he put it under his ball cap, or wore a pony tail. He shook his head, but when the girls started ganging up on him, and two of them grabbed his hat and undid his ponytail, he had no choice.

“Wow,” said Nancy, running her hands through his hair and brushing it out over his shoulders. “You’ve got sexy locks.”

Jason mumbled, but it also felt good to have his hair out. He was so mentally rigid about his looks now that he was a half and half man that…it felt good.

“You should see him with make up on,” said Judy.

the girls gasped.

Jason gawped at Judy. He had never worn make up. The look on her face, though, he suddenly realized he was about to get the works.

“Let’s see!”

“Come on!”

“Who’s got some lipstick!”

Jason avoided the situation for a moment, but Debby finally said, “Jason. You’re one of us now. And if you let us do this, if you let us make you more female for this little training session, we will buy you a steak dinner. Right girls?”

Jason was stuck.

Judy moved to him and grabbed his arm. “He says yes.”

And so Jason was caught. And he realized that Judy had done this, maybe not arranged it, but guided it and made it happen.

The girls gathered around. First they came up with a bra, a real bra that would allow his tits to thrust out.

He thought about it. He was going to ride the bike, and they wouldn’t get in the way, he hoped. And he was going to run, and if he had to change back, they would understand.

They pulled his shirt off and undid his sports bra. A few seconds later they were attaching the clasps on the back and Jason had his first, real, gone to town bra. He looked down in wonder. They stuck out a mile. At least to his senses. He felt gigantic, but the girls just accepted his size as normal.

They brushed his hair, used hair spray, and his face was shortly framed.

They didn’t have access to a full make up kit, but they put foundation on him and started coloring his eyes and blushing his cheeks.

Jason honestly didn’t have any idea what he looked like. But the girls all seemed impressed, so he just stood there and took it.

Finally, they stood in a group around Jason and Judy took a few pictures. She showed one to Jason and he was stunned. He was slightly larger than the girls, but definitely didn’t look like a man. His hips were rounder, his chest was…female. His hair draped around his face and his lips were plump and bright red.

“Good lord,” he whispered.

“Oh, yes,” Judy whispered back to him. “I’m going to need my vibrator tonight. And you know what?”

“What?”

“I’m going to make you watch.”

He stared at her, but she just laughed and went “la dee da.”

They began the run, and Jason took it easy. He knew his limitations, and that he still had three months of rehab before he got the full green light for training. Time again girls passed him and he just chugged along, stopping every once in a while to stretch. They ran five miles to his one, but he was happy.

The bike part of their training began and Jason was shocked to find that he could keep up with the girls. And it didn’t even look like they were slowing down for him.

Some of them pulled up next to him and they discussed speeds and gears and hills and straights.

Finally, though he had only done ten miles, he called it quits. He pulled off and let Judy give him a ride to Nancy’s house.

“How you doing, champ?”

“I feel good,” he admitted.

“You look good,” Judy said.

He looked at her. A woman on the outside. A confused person on the inside. He blurted, “I understand trans people now.”

It was an interesting statement, and they talked a little bit about it. He didn’t want to be a trans person, but…he had little choice it seemed. The estrogen was helping his rehab, and…he admitted that he liked wearing women’s things and being made up.

When they pulled up to Nancy’s house Judy put the car in park and turned to him. “You know, that’s about the manliest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

He stared at her.

“To take responsibility for whatever happens. To adapt to circumstance. You’re the most man I have ever met.”

“Even without a dick.”

And she said, “I’m going to fuck you tonight.”

He was silent.

“I’ve had enough of your evasions. I know this is good for you and that you will like it. So…tonight you lose your cherry.”

She got out of the van and walked towards Nancy’s house.

Jason stared after her for a long minute, then hurried after her.

They gave Jason a choice of a restaurant or a barbecue, and he chose barbecue. Being a triathlete was expensive, and, besides, he liked barbecue.

So he sat around and talked with the girls. They all had beer, a welcome reward after the long hours of training, and smelled the steaks cooking, and Jason was the hit of the party.

More questions about men’s training versus women’s training, how to adapt schedules, the best type of footgear, how long shoes were supposed to last, and so on.

And all the time he kept glancing at Judy.

Judy, with the Mona Lisa smile on her face.

Judy, who pursed her lips and crinkled her eyes in a smile as she thought about what she was going to do to him.

Judy, who he loved more than life.

“So how do you like being coach for the ladies?”

They were driving home. He was still in make up and wearing the sexy bra.

“It’s fun. Of course a couple of months from now I’m going to be doing my own training.”
“They all understand that.”

They arrived at home and as soon as they were in the kitchen Judy started taking clothes off. She watched him, a wry smile on her face, and left a trail of clothes to the bedroom.

“You’re really looking forward to this,” he said.

“I’m looking forward to feeling your arms around me. I’m looking forward to blowing your mind. Yes. I am.”

He couldn’t help himself, he began taking his own clothes off.

They hadn’t of course, made love since his accident. They had had minimal contact. They hugged, and they brushed against each other, but now it was different. Judy had decided, and they ended up on bed, hugging and kissing.

It was a delight for Jason. He had missed the touch of flesh, he wanted it badly. No, he didn’t have a boner, never would have one, but the touch of flesh did tend to make him horny. He had balls, he had testosterone…he had needs which could not be sated.

“I want you to use this on me, first,” she said. She handed him a strap on.

He looked down at his balls. The pubic area right above them was slightly raised, a stubby stump with a urethral home in the center. He stepped into the strap on and buckled it. His fake cock stood out and reminded him of what it was like to have a dick.

She gave him head, looking up at him and amused.

He accepted it, and even grinned. A useless act that yet set the stage.

She laid back on the bed and opened her legs and, for the first time in nearly nine months, he kissed her. Down there. Where it counted.

She gasped, and he began to do the things he loved, but which he had denied himself.

And he was horny. Not as horny as he once as, but definitely horny.

He licked her libia and sucked her clit, then moved up to her breasts.

“Finger fuck me, will you?”

He would, and he slipped two fingers into her pussy. She immediately began to moan. “Oh, fuck! I had forgotten.”

“But you have the vibrator!”

“But I want you. And even if it’s you and plastic, I still want you.”

He duplicated all the actions he used to be capable of. He fingered her, then moved his cock up to her hole. He slipped the cock in as he drew his fingers out. The replacement was perfect and he began sliding into her slit.

“Oh…oh…” she cried out, hugging him fiercely. “Yes!”

He began to slide in and out, wiggling his hips, and that unusual action made his hips feel good.

He was apart from her in a way, and yet intensely part of the act. He watched as her eyes rolled. He kissed her and she latched on to his lips hungrily, sucking at his mouth.

Harder and faster he went, and she began to come apart. Her hips started lurching and spasming, then the wave broke over her. She gasped and cried out and her back arched and held.

He sunk the cock deep, held it, wiggled his pubic against her, and she looked like she was going over a waterfall again and again.

Finally, she sagged back. Fucked out and happy.

“Oh, man,” she sighed. “That was better than before.”

That was quite the statement, but he said nothing to it.

She pushed him off her and rolled onto her side. She grinned. “Are you ready?”

He nodded.

She unbuckled his strap on and put it on her own hips. Now she was standing up and he was the one laying down.

“Suck my cock, little girl,” she giggled.

It didn’t bother him. He realized that the afternoon with the lady triathletes had changed him. He lowered his head and took her cock in his mouth.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

He looked up at her and she laughed. “Well, it looks like it feels so good.”

He laughed, splurting a bit over his mouthful of plastic.

She drew back and pushed him. “Lay on your back,” she said.

He lay, sideways on the bed, and she lubed up the fake cock and  stepped up to him.

Normally, if he had had a dick, he or she would have had to lift it up out of the way. Now he only had balls, so she lifted them and placed her cock to his hole.

“Oh, geez,” he worried. Then his worries ended. She pushed the cock smoothly into his anal cavity.

He grunted and tried to scoot back on the bed, but it was all reflex. His eyes opened and he said, “It doesn’t hurt!”

“Told you,” she said, as she held her position and let him get used to it.

He wiggled his butt experimentally, and it still didn’t hurt, so he looked at her, and in that look was surprise and acceptance.

“Okay, baby,” she muttered, and she began to fuck him.

Long, slow strokes. Wiggles of the hips, he could feel her cock deep inside him.

Shortly she was holding his rounded hips and jamming her cock into him.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and he could feel his mental attitudes adjusting, accepting, submitting.

For a long few minutes she fucked him. They didn’t kiss or feel tits, they just fucked, and enjoyed the sensation of his hole being made wider.

Then he felt an odd sensation. “I feel like I have to go to the bathroom.”

“That’s your prostate. It wants to get rid of semen. Go ahead and pee.”

For a moment he didn’t understand, the sensations were alien, then it happened. It just…gave way. He felt cum oozing out of his urethral in his stump.

It oozed for a long time, he had a lot of sperm stored up, and it felt good. Not like a cum, but it made him feel loosy goosy, like everything was all right.

Finally, the flow stopped and he sagged back. “That’s it,” he said. He was acting all dreamy.

Judy pulled her cock out of him. She wiped it off and put it away and lay down next to him. For the first time in months they were sated, at home in each others arms.

“I’ll fuck you every month. You’ll be feeling real horny after I do that, after all, it’s not like you’re getting a male orgasm. But you’ll be able to stand it because now you know there’s hope at the end of the tunnel.”

“I do that,” he agreed. “But what about you? Once a month seems a little long between.”

“Oh, don’t worry about me. I figure you can use the strap on seven or eight times a month on me.”

“Wait a minute! Why don’t I get fucked as much as you?”

“Don’t you remember the last time we fucked and you had a dick?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“I told you then, wouldn’t it be cool if I tease you and never let you cum. Well, lover, this is as close as I can get to that.”

Jason laid back and blinked and thought about it,   then he said the only thing he could under the circumstances.

“Fuck!”

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

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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