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The Feminization of Johnny!

Femdom, emasculation, castration…

how far should they go?


PART ONE

“Hey, honey,” Johnny said, entering the kitchen from the garage. “How was your day.”

“Okay.”

He looked at her. Her attitude was a bit weary.

“Okay, so what’s happening.”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come on, tell me what’s cooking. Don’t make me read about it in the newspapers.”

She gave a half snort half giggle, then turned to him. “Let’s talk about us.”

“I’m outa here,” Johnny turned and headed for the door.

“Johnny!”

He turned back with a grin. “Just kidding. Have I not been boffing you enough?”

“Well, it’s not that.”

“Oh, I’ve been too horny. You’re tired of my amazing dick.”

“Well, not exactly.”

“Exactly? Are we homing in on the problem at least?”

“No, I mean, it does have to do with sex, just, not exactly what you mentioned.”

Johnny tilted his head slightly, his eyes closed a little, and he contemplated for a second before he said, “Okay, this is obviously going to be some serious shit, so let’s down the bottle.”

Actions accompanying words, he went to the liquor cabinet and got down some Yellowstone bourbon.

“You think they made this before the TV series?

“Have no idea. Hand me the Cock? Uh, Coke?

She laughed and handed him two cans.

Johnny filled the glasses with ice, then added the bourbon. Lastly he poured the Coke in, and swirled the glasses with his hands.

“It ain’t perfect, but…here goes.”

He handed her one of the glasses and said,

“Under the palate

over the gums.

Look out stomach

here it comes!

They each took a big sip.

Johnny liked strong drinks, and Tammi opened her eyes and wiggled the fingers of one hand.

“Woo!”

“That’ll put hair on your chest,” Johnny quipped.

They stood in the kitchen, looking at each other, blinking from the chemical reaction of the bourbon on their brains.

“Hell,” said Johnny. “Let’s make a day of it.”

He grabbed the tray of ice from the fridge, the remaining cans from the six pack, and said, “Bring the bottle, honey. And bring your lips, too.”

Tammi picked up the bottle by the neck and followed Johnny out to the patio.

They had worked long and hard to get this house, and one of the features they loved most was the swimming pool.

It was rectangular, but with a pile of rocks at the deep end. A little waterfall refreshed the pool always, and the shading of trees kept everything cool.

At the shallow end of the pool, under the eaves, Johnny slid a couple of lounge chairs into place and plopped down. Tammi plopped next to him. They were, of course, naked by now.

He smiled, observing the way her bosoms jiggled.

“Have I ever told you that you have the best boobs in the world?

“They should be, we paid enough for them.”

“And worth every penny.”

They sat and watched the cool water, and Johnny made the first statement. “Okay, is this going to be one of those things where I don’t cum until I give in?”

“Now that’s an idea. But let’s see how it goes first.”

“All right. Is it animal, mineral or vegetable?”

“Animal.”

“Okay, you’ve decided to join a gang. You’re going to have ‘His Mama’ tattooed on your ass, you’re going to pull the train every night, and you want me to hold your purse while you do this.”

Tammi put a finger to hr lips. “Hmmm. We might have two problems.”

“Fuck. Me and my big mouth.”

“Honey, eat me out while I figure out how to break the news to you.”

He didn’t hesitate. He jumped out of his lounge chair, knelt at the bottom of hers, and moved his head up between her thighs.

“Mmmm.” Tammi loved it when his talented tongue did nasty things to her.

He pulled her labia apart and slopped his tongue into the crevice. The flesh was very slick there, and his tongue went skating.

“Oh, fuck!” she whined. “That feels too good!”

He pushed his head forward and sucked, then stuck his tongue into her.

“Oh!” Her hips lurched.

He moved up her body, put his fingers to her pussy and his tongue to her tits. He sucked on her nipples, hard, and she groaned. Then he moved his fingers into her and started stirring her insides.

“Oh, God!”

Then he moved up further. It was awkward on these lounge chairs, but he inserted his penis into her snatch.

Her eyes widened and she gasped. For a long minute she groaned and moved her hips.

He stopped. “Should I squirt or get out?”

“Oh, God!” She looked up at him. She wanted him to squirt in the worst way, but she knew she had to have him horny if she was going to sell her plan to him. “Out! Get out.”

It was obviously hard for him to pull back, even painful, but he did it, and he gave his own loud groan.

“This better be good,” he gulped as he sat back on his lounge chair.

“Let’s dip.”

She stood up and led the way to the pool. Her ass swayed in a perfect rhythm, and he sighed. His cock was straight out and desperate.

They dove into the pool. She felt the water sloop over her breasts as she crawled across the water.

He felt his dick being pulled, as if by a gentle watery hand, as he followed her.

They frolicked. They splashed each other. She swam over him and pulled herself over his penis. She held on and said, “Fuck me but don’t cum. Get close. Real close.”

He was all too happy to follow her instructions. He grunted and held her up and kept pushing into her.

Her eyes rolled back a bit as he savaged her, then he backed off, pulled out, and was almost crying as he back stroked away.

“Crap. This is as hard on me as it is on you.”

They swam in circles. He moved up and nestled his cock between her ass cheeks.

“You want it up the chute?” he nuzzled her neck and whispered in her ear.

“Mmm, not yet.”

He pushed his cock against her butt, wished he had permission to fuck her ass, but, no permission, no fuck.

She stepped up the stairs at the shallow end, went to the chairs and made two more drinks, then sat down.

A minute later he stepped out and took his place, and his drink.

“How long are you going to torment me before you tell me what’s going on?”

“Right now,” she said.

“And then can we fuck?”

“Maybe.”

He made a whimpering sound, then drank a big glug.

She sat on the chair, a stunning woman, so happy in all her ways, but one more thing would be the icing on the cake. She turned to Johnny.

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“You know how you love to wear my underwear?”

He smiled. “I certainly do. I wish men’s underwear was that nifty.”

“Nifty,” she snorted at his choice of words.

“And you know how, around the house, I’m usually in charge?”

“I’m in charge at the office, you’re in charge at home. It’s traditional.” She stated.

“So you want to be in charge at the office? Let me hang out and watch soap operas and eat chocolates? Is that what this is about?”

“Well, uh…”

“Oh, my God! It is! I guessed it!”

“Well, it is, but not exactly.”

“Now you’ve got me totally puzzled. Tell me what’s going on, woman.”

She sat up and pivoted towards him. He made the last pair of drinks, and she pulled her lounge closer to his.

She reached down and grabbed his cock with both hands. She began stroking and fondling.

He moaned. “Not too much or I’m going to squirt.”

She lightened up, a feather stroke on his cock head, and massaged his balls, treating them like they were ben wah balls.

“Heysoos,” he breathed.

“Okay, Johnny, this is what’s happening. Do you remember Shiela Yount?”

“Oh, sure. She’s that hot, little number. I was lusting after her, but she seemed to prefer you. She wore a black dress and you could see her nipples. Her body was 36 by 24 by 36, long, dark hair that looked like it smelled so good. And—AIEE!”

Tammi grinned, then let go of his cock. “Easy, tiger.”

“Okay. She was a drab witch with a dumpy face. No body at all.”

Tammi chuckled. “That’s my man.” Then she sobered up.

“Shiela Yount was a man.”

Johnny blinked, ignored her heavenly hand and sat up. “What?”

“Yep. Shiela Yount used to be Jeremy Yount.”

Johnny was stunned. He just sat there and examined his feelings. Shiela Yount was, despite the hand threatening to strangle his penis, one of the most beautiful women in the world. All the men lusted after her. He had even flirted, in a harmless manner, with her.

Which meant that he had flirted with a man.

What the fuck was the world coming to?

“What are you thinking.”

“I am thinking,” he faced his wife, “that I had a tremendous boner for her. And what does that make me?”

“A man. She looks like a woman. She acts like a woman. No way to tell she isn’t a woman. Unless you get that close.”

Johnny shook his head. “My God. Wait until I tell the guys. Jim will—“

“No.”

He looked at her.

“This was given to me under confidence. Not a word to anybody.”

“But you’re sure?”

“One hundred per cent.”

“How?”

“My source knows the doctor that does all her work.”

“My, God!” Then he came to himself. He focused on her, knowing that something more than skittles was up. “What does this have to do with me?”

“You’re a beautiful man. You wear your hair long, your bone structure is perfect, you’re slender without being skinny.

He was shaking his head now, figuring out where she was going.

“You’re not…you don’t want me to…”

“I would like you to consider becoming a more beautiful person.”

Johnny was frozen, though his mind was churning a million miles an hour.

Tammi changed paths a little bit. “Johnny, we have sex, and it’s good. But it’s the same old, same old. You put your dick in me and squirt—“

“Or don’t,” he murmured.

“Or don’t,” she agreed. “But that just proves it. There was a time when you couldn’t control yourself, when you couldn’t pull back. I would like to up our lives, get back to that primal lust that drove us in the beginning.”

“So….I become a woman.”

“Not all the way.”

“How do I become a woman but not all the way?”

There are two hormones. One is testosterone and the other is estrogen. If we increase your estrogen you’ll start changing. But if we monitor your testosterone your dick won’t shrink. Just think, you’ll have a sexy body, and yet under the dress you’ll have that big, mighty, stiff penis.”

Johnny got a far away look in his eyes.

A female body. A dick. A shemale, in essence, but…he didn’t think he could soften his personality.

“Physically, I suppose it’s possible, but my personality…I don’t think I could adapt.”

“I’ll help you.”

“You’ll help me.”

“I’ll take charge. You’ll still go to work, it’s your company and nobody is going to care if you transition.”

“Hell,” he snorted. “They’ll just go from calling me that old bastard to calling me a bitch.”

Tammi was talking less now. She had made her pitch, and it was time to let the possibilities sink in.

“So I would have tits.”

“Big ones. Hormones will help you grow, but I don’t want to wait. I want to give you vacation boobs, stretch out your skin until you can accommodate large breasts.

“How large?”

“You’ve got a male chest, slightly wider, you’ll need very large bosoms to look natural. Heck, Consider Shiela Yount.”

Johnny did. That was one of Shiela’s selling points, large breasts. He looked into his mind’s eye and realized that Shiela must have had gynormous implants.

Tammi got up and got some more ice, some more Coke. The conversation had suddenly sobered them up, and she knew Johnny would appreciate a bit of lubrication.

She got back, they sipped, and he said, “What if I want to get my peeny cut off?”

She grunted noncommittally.

He wasn’t really serious, he was just talking while his mind went riot.

“This is a lot, you know?”

“I know, so I wanted to propose a half measure.”

“A half measure?”

“Yep. I’m going to give you a couple of things to do, then we’ll see how you feel about it.”

“A couple of things like…?”

“For starters, you’re going to start wearing female underwear.”

“I can do that.”

“All the time.”

He sighed, accepting what she was saying.

“I want to start using female products on you, get you used to pampering yourself. We’ll shave your body, work on your hair a little, and it’ll pretty much all be under the radar. Or under your clothes, so to speak.”

They drank, they talked. Johnny jumped into the pool and swam around for a while, then got out and sat down again.

“And when did you want to start this?”

“This afternoon.”

“And I can change my mind if it gets too much for me.”

“Yep. With a provision.”

“What provision?”

“If you dig your heels in you have to wait three days before you are released from our bargain.”

He nodded slowly. A grace period. A chance for Tammi to work on him, get him through his reservations.

They drank some more.

“And what about sex?”

“Once you’ve reached a certain point I’m going to want sex, probably a lot more than you can deliver. But until you reach that point I don’t want you to cum.”

He stared at her. “This afternoon was to set me up. You know how much I love the denial game.”

“I do.”

“You figure if I’m kept horny then I won’t be so willing to end the game.”

“Absolutely.”

He heaved a deep breath, took a big sip, and his eyes went into a far distance.

Become a woman, but with a male appendage.

The sex would be incredible.

“I’d be walking around trying to make myself beautiful all the time.”

He was just whispering, thinking out loud, and she didn’t say anything.

“I’d have to go shopping.”

“You’ll forward to going shopping…once you have your body.”

He nodded.

“Estrogen, no testosterone blockers. It could work.”

“Honey, you know it will work.”

“Okay. I’ll try it.”

Just like that.

Tammi controlled her smile.

The fun started just a few minutes later. Tammi led Johnny into the house and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“Apply, wait until it burns, rinse your hair off.”

Johnny looked down at his chest. He didn’t have a lot of hair, but…but he was about to be bald on his whole body.

He followed her instructions, made sure he slathered the goop over his groin and his asshole, and 20 minutes later he stepped out of the shower. His skin felt weird. Oddly, like his hairs were standing on end. But he had no hairs to stand.

Tammi was waiting. She rubbed body cream on to his flesh. “We’re going to make your skin so soft,” she murmured.

Johnny liked getting his whole body rubbed. He especially liked it when she stroked him close to the edge.

He had a feeling that with a few days of being edged he was going to be climbing the walls. But, what the heck. He was always up for a challenge.

“Now then,” Tammi said. “Lie on your belly.”

“I, uh…my boner won’t let me.”

“Use a pillow.”

He scrunched up a pillow and lay on it. His dick was still bent a bit, but it wasn’t bad. His butt was up in the air.

“Okay, honey, I’m going to put a butt plug in you.”

“What?”

“You’re worn one before, so just relax.”

She wormed a finger into him, then two, and slowly reamed him.

Johnny groaned. It felt too good. He wanted to cum. Funny, his butt takes it but his dick wants to squirt.

Tammi rubbed his cheeks for a moment, then pulled them sideways and placed the plug at his star.

Gently, taking her time, she wormed it into place.

Johnny loved it. He was so relaxed there wasn’t any pain, and he felt the thing rubbing on his prostate.

This was going to be hard. He was already horny, and now his prostate gland was going to be massaged.

“Okay, this is a small one, but it shouldn’t cum out. If it does, wash it off with soap and water and re-insert.”

He nodded.

“If you have to poop, take it out, and when you’re done wash it off and re-insert.”

“And what’s this going to do?”

“It’s going to loosen your hips.”

“Oh.”

“Now, as for your cock. I’ll be ordering a chastity tube for it, so you won’t have any accidents.”

Now Johnny was mentally groaning. Locking up his dick? That was serious shit!

Watching Johnny closely, making sure the procedure didn’t overwhelm him, she handed him panties, nylons, garter, and bra.

He inspected each item closely, and his expression was most inscrutable.

His cock was as stiff as it had ever been.

He looked down. “I’ll look pretty obvious in a dress.”

“Chastity will handle that.”

“Does Shiela Yount have a chastity thing?

“Shiela went the whole route. Not to getting her dick cut off, but she takes a chemical that renders her limp.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

Johnny stared at her. “Did you think about that for me?”

“I considered it, of course, but that’s an individual decision.”

“Would you miss my dick?”

“Yes and no.”

He looked askance at her.

“Yes, because I love your dick. But no, dildos and strap ons are quite popular now.”

Johnny got dressed. The panties were uncomfortable, but Tammi said she would get some other panties, sissy panties, with a little stretch in the front for his pouch.

The bra was tight, but not obvious. He could wear a jacket and nobody would see the straps.

The nylons were cool. They were sexy. He loved them.

The garters were cool, too.

And, the butt plug was doing its job. No matter what he did, take a step, sit down, it felt like he was getting gently fucked. They had played anal before, but only with fingers. Now he was permanently stopped up, and it was kinky. The pressure on his prostate was a constant, and his horniness grew geometrically.

“Okay, honey. You’re good for today. I’ll expect you to wear these things under your regular guy clothes through the week. By next weekend we’ll be ready for phase two.”

“Okay,” he said, getting up and turning to the mirror. He was stunned by how feminine he looked.

He turned, smiled at her, then started out of the room.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He was confused. “I thought we were done?”

“You’re done, but I’m not. Do you know how horny this makes me? I am positively dripping down there.”

“Honey! I can’t fuck you with my dick! I even get close to your pussy and I’m going to squirt my brains out.”

She smiled. “You’ll have to use your beautiful lips.”

He stared at he. He was so stiff he was hurting. He wanted to fuck so badly…and yet all he was going to get was cunnilingus.

Tammi sat on the bed, spread her legs, and scooted back.

Helpless, moving in spite of himself, Johnny knelt on the bed. He moved his face down to her junction and began pleasuring her.

“Oh, yeah…”

Johnny lapped, and she held his head in place and lightly fucked his tongue.

“Do you know what this is like? Fucking a woman?”

He did, but his mouth was too busy to comment.

“This is heaven. You’re so beautiful. I can’t wait to see you in boobs, wearing dresses. I’m going to fuck you every which way but loose.”

He redoubled his efforts, her talking making him even more excited.

“FU-U-U-U!”

Her hips rose up and mashed his face. She clawed at his hair and pushed him down into her crotch.

For a second Johnny thought he was going to suffocate, or drown, or something, then she relaxed and he was freed.

“Oh, honey, that was beautiful. I can’t wait to fuck you!”

Johnny was gasping, and his dick…God, his dick!

Johnny went to work wearing panties and bra, nylons and garters. And a butt plug. He could feel his legs rubbing inside his trousers, and  the plug against his prostate. It felt so incredibly good.

He kept his jacket on all day and nobody noticed.

He did get a few looks, though.

Not for the physical, for nobody could see that. But there was just something softer in his attitude. He didn’t snap out commands. He didn’t act unreasonable.

The people seemed to like it better.

And, as the week progressed, they liked it better and better. A few of the girls actually started talking to him.

By Friday the company had a different attitude. People were more relaxed, and production was actually going up.

Johnny marveled at that. Why would his stopping cracking the whip result in better job performance?

He arrived home, and Tammi was ready for phase two.

Tammi had been sexing him up all week long. He came home she sucked on him. At bed time he got between her legs. In the morning she awoke him by straddling his face and stroking his penis.

And always she grabbed the base of his plug and wiggled it.

The result was that all Johnny wanted to do was see her. He wanted to be with her, to hang with her, most of all, to feel her.

He was growing to enjoy this constant mouth sex they were having. And so what if she got to cum and he didn’t?

On Friday, when he arrived home, she handed him a small box and said, “You’ve got to get soft.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.” He looked down at his dick. It was a proud flagpole if ever there was one.

“Not kidding. Now, there are several methods we could use.”

“Oh?”

“We can try the old bag of frozen peas trick. Slap a bag of frozen peas on your Willy and he’ll be chilly.”

He chuckled.

“Or, second method, I could spank your peeny.”

“What?”

She giggled. “Okay, I researched it, how do get rid of an erection. You can exercise, or take a cold shower, take paracetamol or Ibuprofen, meditate, and so on. But let’s face it,” she took his cock and shook it, “They way I’ve been working this bad boy you might need a bag of peas or a good peeny spanking. You can try the other methods, but are you man enough to withstand a penis spanking?”

He stared at her “You’re serious.”

“Absolutely. But we only need to spank it once. Then it will be safe and sound, and there won’t be any possibility of accidents.

“You’re serious.”

She laughed. “Or we can have a doctor operate and give you something called a ‘shunt,’ or we can give you castration chemicals, or…” she shrugged. Her eyes were filled with laughter.

He opted for a run, followed by a cold shower. The run brought it down enough, however, and Tammi slipped the ring and the tube on and locked them together.

“Oh, I like this,” she giggled, shaking his caged cock.

He groaned. His weeny was trying to get hard, pressing against the sides and end of the chastity tube. It hurt, but not too much.

She pulled him by the caged cock towards the bedroom. “Okay, baby, let’s see if your cock can bust out of prison.

She lay down on the bed and beckoned him.

He went down on her. He ate her, and his penis demanded attention. He licked her and sucked her. He pulled on her tits, and she got off.

He just got hornier.

“Whew,” she said. “That was good. Are you ready for round two?”

“Oh, baby, I’m ready!”

She laughed, and opened her bottom dresser drawer. She took out a strap on and a big penis.

“What? Are you serious?”

“You keep asking that,” she said, as she helped him step into the strap on.

He looked down to see the big, black dick jutting forth. It was bigger than his dick, and that didn’t make him feel all that good.

“Okay, honey. Do me.”

She lay on the bed again.

Johnny climbed on to the bed, and it felt like he was in a dream. He had a dick…but he couldn’t feel it. And his real dick was scrunched up and crying.

Actually crying, like tears of pre-cum.

He knelt over her, and he had never seen her look so excited. They had never played with strap on—why bother when they had his dick to play with?—but she was looking at that big, black dick like it was the second coming of Heysoos. Or maybe that should be the second ‘cumming’ of Heysoos.

He touched the head of the dick to her pussy and she took in breath. She watched him, totally excited. She had never looked that excited over taking his real dick.

He slid into her. It was a tighter fit because the dick was bigger. She asked him to stop. He held a push up over her while she used her fingers to pull the lips of her hole out so she could accommodate the giant.

Slowly, bit by bit, inch by inch, he penetrated her.

Her eyes got a far away look in them. She was only aware of the big penis, she didn’t care about him.

And he was apart from it all. He was fucking the most beautiful woman, the woman that he loved, and he couldn’t feel a thing. All he could do was watch her react to the intrusion of the monster in her hole.

“Oh, fuck, honey. We should have done this long ago.”

Not able to feel anything, he became fascinated by what she must be feeling. He watched the way her lips trembled, and he dared to kiss them. To somehow share in her pleasure.

She became aware of him, and she held on to him. Little tears appeared at the corner of her eyes. “Fuck me, honey. Use that big dick and ream me out. Fuck me so my hole is twice as big.”

His head exploding with such talk, he began to drive the big weenie into her.

She gasped with every plunge, she held on when he pulled out. She grasped him with the strength of a madman in between.

Johnny began to use his male strength. He fucked her, and became brutal, and the more brutal he became, the more she seemed to like it.

“Oh, God!” she kept saying.

He pressed his hips down against hers, and the thing was deeply embedded.

She could feel it so very deep inside her.

“More!” she whispered. “Harder.”

Then he wondered where she was going to get this kind of fucking if he turned into a woman.

He slowed down, stopped, and she looked at him with a frantic look in her eyes

“What’s wrong? Come on!”

“Who’s going to fuck you like this when I’m a woman?”

“Heysoos Xristo!” she shrieked. “Who cares! Just fuck me now! Gimme the dick! Now!”

So he did. Putting aside his own considerations. After all, it was bull shit, right? She would always love him. Right?”

And he drove that dick deeper and deeper, until she was pounding on his back, out of her mind, cumming again and again and again.


PART TWO

He was surprised to find that he was getting off on Tammi loving the big dick. Yes, he wanted to cum, and he was walking around in a fever heat, but her wanting the big, black dick was actually exciting.

How could that be? he wondered.

But, truth, other things were happening to him that were taking his mind off his wife’s preferences.

On Friday, of the first week of wearing the chastity tube, he had an appointment with the doctor. The same doctor that had worked on Shiela Yount.

The doctor was a woman, and she didn’t care why Johnny wanted boobs. She just gave him a professional smile, and had him lay down on a table.

Of course, part of the reason she didn’t care was that the boobs weren’t permanent. They were ‘vacation boobs.’ A substance injected into his chest that would, within a month or two, be absorbed by the body.

But when his new boobs were going to be absorbed Tammi had made anther appointment for him. And she would make more appointments as. needed.

So he lay on the table and the doctor made marks around his pectoral, then started injecting fluid into his body A lot of fluid.

Johnny walked out and was glad he had been wearing a bigger cupped bra than normal. His chest was huge!

Of course it wasn’t totally huge, it’s all a matter of perspective, but never having boobs before they were huge to Johnny.

And there was no way he was going to be hiding these puppies from the people in his company.

Tammi was waiting in the waiting room, and she grinned when she saw his chest.

“Now we’re talking.” She said. She linked arms with him and walked him out to the car.

“I’ll drive,” she said, walking around to the driver’s side.

“I can drive,” Johnny protested.

“Sure, you can, but you just had an operation. Time for you to lay down and take it easy.”

Johnny sat in the passenger seat and tried to hide.

“You look all shrunken, straighten up,” Tammi laughed.

“You’ve had a lifetime to get used to your boobs. This is killing me.”

She smiled. “Say, do you mind? I have to pick up some files from the office.”

“You do? What for?”

“I’m going to be helping you work, got to take on more responsibility. I’d like to look at the department reports, a few of the graphs.”

Johnny didn’t want to go to the office, but he wasn’t driving. A few minutes later Tammi wheeled his convertible Jaguar into the boss’s parking space. She smiled, got out, and headed into the office.

Johnny sat there, and wished the top was up. And he wished harder a minute later when Suzie and Emily, two of the receptionists came out for a smoke break.

“Hi, Johnny.” They walked over to him.

They were both lookers, and his cock started crawling around inside his cage.

“How are you…what’s wrong with your chest?”

“Oh, uh…nothing…I…”

If they were inside he could have ordered them to work. Outside, on break, he had no authority over them.

“No…it looks like…you do! You have breasts!”

Johnny began glowing with red.

“Hey, boss, are you transitioning?”

“Like Caitlyn Jenner?”

“Uh…” nothing else to do for it, “Sort of.”

“Oh, my gosh! I think that is so sweet!”

“You’re much better looking than Caitlyn!”

Then the two girls stood and talked, discussed boobs, gossiped about people with boobs, and Johnny just turned redder and redder.

“What does Tammi think?” asked Suzie.

“It was her idea,” Johnny blurted.

“Oh, my gosh!”

“Wow! That is so cool.”

Finally, Tammi came out of the building, but with her was Jim Jennings from sales. They were discussing a report, and they sauntered over to the car. it took but a moment for Jim to clue in on the conversation. “You’re…you’re changing?”

“Looks like,” Johnny whispered.

“Hey, don’t be embarrassed, boss I was just talking to James, up in HR. We need to balance our government requirements. If you can declare as LGBTQ it will go a long way. We’ll get tax breaks, special considerations, all sorts of things.

Suzie chose that moment to pipe up., “Why don’t you get a sex change, Jim?”

“My wife would kill me if I tried something like that. She wants a manly man, and…oh, sorry. I hope I didn’t say something wrong.”

Tammi jumped in. “No, no. Johnny’s got to get used to being a minority now,” and they all laughed.

“You sent those girls out,” Johnny accused.

“Well, you have to get over your shyness somehow.”

“How about my own time?”

She smiled. “Your own time would be a hundred years from now. Besides, I made a decision, and that’s the kind of thing I’m supposed to be doing.”

Johnny said nothing.

“Honey, look at me.”

He did.

“You’re going to be softer, and that means I have to be harder. Get used to it. There’s going to be times when I tell you what to do and you’re just going to have to knuckle under and do it.”

That was a rough moment for Johnny. H sulked all the way home, but, in the end, he realized that he had agreed to this.

At home Tammi wasted no time.

“Okay, a couple of things. I told everybody you’re going to take a few days off. Everybody will know what is happening by the end of the day, so no big deal. I’ll head in for a few hours later in the week and make sure there are no problems.

“What am I going to be doing?”

“Practicing.”

“Practicing what?”

“Being a woman.”

He was silent at that, and Tammi judged it time to get him a drink or four.

They sat down in the computer room and Tammi began lecturing him on how to present himself as a woman.

Some of the stuff was easy. How to cross the legs, how to walk in high heels…and some of the stuff was hard.

How to respond when a women made a cutting remark. How to respond to compliments from men.

Compliments from men?

At the end of their little talk Tammi discussed dresses and make up.

“I’ve got quite a few dresses picked out for you, and you will be expected to wear make up from here on out.”

Johnny looked around like he was trapped.

“Now, we’ll start with lipstick, and over the next week I’ll teach you how to clean your face, do your eyes, foundation, all that sort of thing.

She took out a tube of red lipstick and rolled it onto his lips.

Johnny physically jerked, then made himself hold still. He tasted the lipstick, and he licked it.

“Try not to lick too much, it’s not candy,” she laughed as she put the tube away.

She handed him a dress. It was a yellow summer dress with a carousel of white lines on the bottom. He was surprised, when he put it on, to see how it accentuated his breasts.

“Beautiful,” said Tammi, brushing the material smooth on him.

“Good Lord,” wheezed Johnny.

“Okay,” Tammi said, sitting back. “All done.”

“All done?”

“Yep. You’re free to go.”

“But…but it’s the middle of the afternoon!”

“So, what do women do in the middle of the afternoon?”

“Uh…” he had no clue.

“Would you rather go shopping? Or clean the house?”

He was blank at that decision, so Tammi repeated his choices.

“I guess I should, uh, clean the house?”

“Excellent. Now, remember, keep your high heels on at all times. And…would you like me to do your nails?”

“Well, uh…” He thought. Housework. What a drag. At least getting his nails done would let him not do housework for a while. “I guess.”

“Okay. Let’s go sit at the vanity table…”

She took him into their bedroom and had him take off his nylons.

“We’re going to do my toes?”

“Of course, silly. Now watch and listen because you’re going to have to do this.”

She showed him how to prepare his nails, then she stroked the bright, red paint on his toenails.

He stared as if in shock.

“And this is called lacquer. It’ll give you a hard shell finish.”

Then she did his hands, and now he was really in shock. She put on long ovals and made his hands look an inch longer.

“Oh, these are pretty.”

She looked at him, then leaned forward and reapplied his lipstick. “Don’t chew your lips, honey.”

He nodded, and looked in the mirror. And held his hands up next to his face.

Johnny’s life was in change now. Every day he got up and cleaned his face and put on make up. Every day he walked around in dresses, and he learned how to make his heels click.

He brushed his hair and learned to style it. He used mascara and eyeliner and read the fashion magazines that Tammi brought him.

Toward the end of the week Tammi headed for the office, and came back at five in the evening.

“Where were you?” He was almost crying. He felt so helpless these days.

“There was a problem at work and I had to fix it.”

“Oh.”

“Did you fix dinner?”

“I didn’t know…you always helped me…”

“Well, come on. I’ll have a drink and tell you what to do.”

So she sat at the table and told him about fixing meatloaf, and he started to calm down.

Finally, sitting down to dinner, he said, “I don’t understand what’s going on. Emotionally, I’m a wreck. Sometimes I feel like crying. I get confused by the simplest things.”

“It’s the hormones,” Tammi stated.

He stared at her. “What hormones?”

“The hormones the doctor gave you.”

“When I got my boobs?”

“Yep.”

“But…I didn’t…”

She put her hand on his. “Honey, we discussed this. I just figured that sooner was better than later. So when she was putting your boobs in she gave you an extra shot.”

“Estrogen?”

“Strongest estrogen there is. What would have taken you months, and even years, will now happen in weeks. And your dick will be as strong as ever!”

“Oh.”

It explained everything, but…it was a big thing.

“Don’t you think you should have asked me?”

“Nope. Why dawdle? Get it done. You needed it, so you got it. Now, you want to do the dishes while I check my email?”

“Okay.”

“And freshen your lipstick.” She handed him the tube of lipstick.

Johnny wrapped a pink apron about his hips and began washing the dishes. It was difficult washing dishes with long fingernails, but he was careful and managed to do it without breaking any nails.

Finally done, he went to the computer room. “All done,” he said.

She took one look at him and stood up and wrapped her arms around him.

“It’s tough being a woman, isn’t it.”

He nodded, and his tears were flowing.

“Well, come on, let me help you understand.”

She put her arm around him and walked him into the bedroom.

“What are we doing?” he asked.

“It’s time you got some of the good stuff. It’s time you discovered what the joy of being a woman is.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Now stop your blubbering. Let’s get you all pretty, and then I’ll show you what it’s all about.”

She sat him down and made him up, and he started to feel better.

“You see? It’s all about looking good.”

She smiled and brushed his hair. “Now, I want you to slip into a chemise. Just take your dress off and leave your underwear on. Just sit on the bed and I’ll be right back.”

He nodded and took off his dress. He put on the chemise and waited on the edge of the bed.

A minute later she showed up with a couple of drinks. She sat next to him and talked in a soft voice and calmed him down.

Finally, he was calm, and she said, “Okay, honey. I want you stand like this, facing the bed, now bend over.

He did. His breasts were on the bed, his butt was exposed, and she lifted his chemise and pulled his underpants down.

“When you’re a woman,” she explained, as she did something at the dresser, sometimes you need a man to calm you down. You need to understand that there is a certain degree of submission to being a woman.”

“There is?” He was on his elbows and his hair was over his face, falling towards the mattress.

“Yes, honey. And it’s time you learned about submitting.”

“It is?”

He started to turn around but she was back behind him and she pushed his back down.

“Now just relax.”

He was puzzled, then it felt good. Tammi was rubbing a finger against his rectum.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“Of course it does, honey, and it’s going to feel better.”

She reamed him, used three fingers and lubed him up.

He was laying there, on his breasts, enjoying the feeling of her fingers, and suddenly she pushed into him.

His head went up and his eyes opened.

She had been so gentle that it didn’t hurt, but it sure surprised him.

“What are you…UNH!”

She pushed until her plastic balls were against his chastity cage. He heard the click click of her balls against his cage, and he could feel his own balls swaying underneath.

“You’re…what are you…you’re…”

“I’m making love to you, honey. Doesn’t it feel good?”

And she went in and out, gently but firmly, he felt like a rag doll being shaken. His asshole began to burn with pleasure and he could feel his balls bouncing, bouncing, and then he felt a heat deep down in his groin. Inside, where the asshole nudged up against the prostate.

“What are you…what are you…” He was gripping the sheet in his fists. He was on a ride for which he had no control. He just held on and felt himself going with it.

“You can cum this way,” she whispered into his ear. “It takes a little work, but you just need to relax and let it happen. Don’t try to make it happen, like you would if you were using your dick, just let it happen. Give yourself up to it.”

She kept talking, soothing, as she rammed him again and again.

He felt the desire to pee, but underneath that, stronger, was something else.

He tried to go towards it, but it went away. He stopped struggling, and it came closer.

What Tammi was saying suddenly made sense. Don’t make it happen, let it happen.

He tried to relax his hips, he crawled up on the bed a little and took the pressure off his legs.

“That’s it, honey. Give it up for me. Come on now. Just let it happen.”

Suddenly it felt like there was a huge pressure inside him, in his anus, and the sensation got stronger and stronger. His hips started to jerk and an incredible sense of happiness and pleasure overwhelmed him. Then it was like he was floating in the warmest ocean in the world. Floating. Bobbing in the waves, and his muscles tightened and tightened, and he heard himself yelling something, from far away, and he realized he was having an orgasm.

It wasn’t a male orgasm, hard and fast, it was a female orgasm, and it buoyed him up, made him realize there was a God, and that there could be heaven on earth.

Then, slowly, slowly, he began to come down.

Finally, he lay there. Tammi withdrew, leaving a gaping sensation in his asshole, and he did so want it to be filled.

She washed the dildo off, looking very masculine and no nonsense as she jacked it with soap and water. She put the dildo and the strap on harness into the dresser, then she tip toed out of the room.

Johnny lay there, wasted, elevated, exalted.

He knew that something had happened, that he wasn’t a man anymore. But what was he?”

He was a woman in certain aspects. He had breasts, and his body was changing. His emotions were temporarily down, but he knew they would rise up again, and that he would have to fucked again.

But he also had a cock.

What was he going to do about his cock?

Technically, he didn’t need it any more. But Tammi did. Or said she did. But did she? They were going to have to talk about that.

Johnny got his second set of injections. Now his breasts were really looking big. He needed DD cups on his bra, and yet, when he looked at himself, he realized that he was going to be getting even bigger. Even though his hips were getting rounder, his chest still had a certain size to it, and he was going to have to have breasts that were big enough for his chest.

Along with his bigger boobs he had gotten an estrogen super booster. He was changing now, and he was going to start changing faster.

And he was going to have clothes.

“Time to go shopping,” Tammi suggested one Saturday morning.

“Shopping?”

“Your clothes don’t fit you, and they won’t fit you more and more. You need new bras, you have totally outgrown my hand me downs. So, yes, we’re going shopping.”

He didn’t want to. He wanted to stay home and…and vacuum, or something. Anything but go out in public.

But Tammi was the more forceful of them, and she grabbed Johnny by the ear, literally, and marched him out to the car.

As usual, she drove, and she snickered at how Johnny was wearing a floppy hat and sunglasses.

“Nobody will recognize you, you know.”

“I’ll recognize me,” he answered dourly.

Yet when they got to the mall it wasn’t bad. People pretty much ignored him. He kept close to Tammi and they went from shop to shop, and he discovered the fun of shopping.

Colors and fabrics. Materials and shapes. Dresses and underwear, and he got his ears pierced.

He was actually proud as a puppy, and started to strut a little, at the feeling of the little strands hanging from his lobes.

“Look at you,” whispered Tammi, and he got all embarrassed again.

They lunched in a little shop across the street from the mall, and Tammi schooled him on how to speak, how to ask for things, how to quibble when it came to an order.

“Whatever you do, don’t just blurt out, ‘Gimme a number one.’ Take your time, the waitress expects it, and get what you really want.”

“But what if I want a number one?”

“Argh!” But she was joking. “Then ask for a hamburger, just pink inside, and make sure the lettuce isn’t wilted. And make sure the fries are salted, and…”

She went on and on, making him laugh at how ridiculous she sounded, yet he knew that this was his new mode. He would be expected to master the art of drawing out orders and making the simple complex.

When she was done he said, “What about my penis?”

“What about your penis?”

“It’s a bother to wear a chastity tube all the time, but I can’t just let it pop out.”

Tammi had a very bland expression. “What are you asking me, Johnny?”

He took a breath. “I’m asking if you really need my penis.”

“And your options?”

“I haven’t figured it out that far.”

She waited.

“I still don’t like the idea of cutting it off. And what would I do with balls and no penis? The testosterone might keep pumping, but that would just make me horny.”

“Are you thinking of chemical castration?”

He met her gaze. “I was.” When she didn’t say anything he continued. “Chemical castration is reversible. I can get a shot that lasts a month. Get my boner back, then make a decision.

Tammi nodded.

“I’d like you to give me a good fucking before you consider this. I want you to see what it is you’d be missing.”

His turn to nod. “I certainly have no back off on fucking you. It’s just…how am I going to fuck you? Where is this future leading us.”

“And if I find that I want your dick? That I don’t like the chemical castration?”

He was silent for a long minute, thinking about that.

“Well, I have to say that our original agreement was that you would be in charge. So if you really want me to have a stiffy…then I’ll have to bite the bullet and live with it.”

“It sounds like you’ve thought this all out.”

“Somewhat, but it’s all such new territory.”

Both of them thinking now, they finished their lunch.

Back home Johnny tried on his new outfits. Now he had a bra that really fit, and his clothes started to hang on him properly. He was looking more and more feminine, and Tammi was quite happy.

She liked him looking beautiful. He was much more beautiful as a woman than as a man.

Time passed, and it was time for his permanent boobs. He was actually a little nervous when he went to the doctor’s. When he arrived, however, he had a surprise. Shiela Yount was sitting in the waiting room.

Johnny introduced himself, and she said, “I remember you. You’re the big flirt with the nasty sense of humor.

Johnny smiled.

“Well, you’ve certainly come a long way.”

“I have, and you’re partly responsible.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. My wife was so impressed by you that she wanted me to be beautiful. So…I guess I should be thanking you.”

Shiela grinned. “That is such a nice compliment.”

“But there is a question I wanted to ask you.”

“Yes?”

“It deals with chemical castration. Should I shut up and go away?”

“No, no. I was chemically castrated. I tried having a dick for a while, but then I ended up getting myself castrated again. I just liked not having that constant reminder rising up at awkward moments.”

They talked then, and fortunately, the doctor was behind on here schedule. By the time Johnny was called he had all his questions answered, and had a lot of data to consider.

He was laying on the table and the doctor was measuring his flesh. She made little marks and planned on how best to insert the rather sizable bags she called ‘Chyna 2000s.’

Johnny lay quietly. He was breathing, thinking, and he suddenly asked, “What do you use for chemical castration?”

“There’s a lot of different drugs. I prefer Lupron. Are you thinking about it?”

“I am.”

“Well, let me do this first, then we can discuss it.”

Johnny walked into the house, click, click, click.

“Out here, honey!”

Johnny poured a couple of drinks and headed for the pool.

“Wow! Let me see those! Those are big!”

Johnny handed her a drink. He held up a little bottle with a pill in it.

“What are those?”

“Those are a single pill. Good for one month of chemical castration.”

Tammi’s eyes widened. “No boners for a month?”

“Nope.”

“Are you going to do it? Of course you’re going to do it. You wouldn’t bring a pill like that home unless you planned to do it.”

“Actually, it all depends on you. I want to fuck you one last time, and you’ve indicated that you’d like to fuck me…then, would you like me to take the pill?”

“Hold on, bozo. That’s your decision.”

“No. It’s not. You made it plain from the get go and over the months that you’re making the decision. We’ve talked enough, we know how each other feel, but…do you want me to take that pill?”

Tammi pursed her lips and sized him up.

He said nothing.

She stood up, “Come with me.”

She led him to the bedroom. She undressed him, slowly, lovingly, and she got out a little key. She inserted it into his lock.

Click.

A moment later his cock was free and growing.

They sat on the edge of the bed and watched it grow.

“It’s not as big as I remember,” Tammi said.

“Oh, hurt my feelings,” Johnny laughed.

“Sorry. I guess I’m used to the big black dildo.”

She looked at him. “This might be your last chance to act like a man, Johnny. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard. Convince me that your dick is better hard than soft.”

He stared at her, then he stood up and moved in front of her. “Suck.”

Just one word, and she bent to his weenie. She put her lips over it and fondled his testicles.

Oh, the heaven. It had been several months since his cock had been put to use, and it felt better than he remembered.

She sucked it and stroked it, and looked up at him.

He thought about submitting. He thought about how he was going to make her submit. He thought about how, if he did this, he would have to submit all over again when she fucked him.

That was what convinced him. He liked submitting.

He pushed her shoulders back, spread her legs, and jammed his cock into her.

Tammi loved it. She knew about submitting. She preferred to make him submit, but that didn’t mean she was going to give up submitting.

Johnny took long strokes. He was rough, and Tammi held on and groaned.

He grabbed her legs and pushed them up Her pussy was perfectly presented, and he dove into it again and again.

Tammi started to cum. She hadn’t had real flesh in her in months, and she loved it.

Still, was it better than her big, black strap on?

Finally, with her rag dolled under him, Johnny began to cum. He had to remember how to make it happen, and he did, and his balls tensed and the fluid shot up his shaft.

“Oh, fuck…fuck…”

Tammy held on and he filled her with semen. His hips jerked and he spewed, and, finally, it was over.

He let go of her legs and they fell down. He lay on her for a moment, then rolled off her.

They lay, gasping, looking at the ceiling.

She asked, “How was it.”

“It was good. How was if for you?”

“It was good.”

“Was it better than Big Blackie?”

She leaned up on one elbow and looked at him. “No.”

He smiled.

She had the pill in her hand. She smiled and said, “Open.”

He opened his mouth and she tossed the pill in.

END
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Bad Johnny!

Home invasion, chastity, feminization,

and then things get nasty. But why?


PART ONE

“You have to go?”

“It’s my job. Once every month we have to check on affiliates. This month is my turn.”

Johnny sighed. He was a handsome fellow, 140 pounds of sinew, dark hair, dark brown eyes. “It’s just I have to take my vacation time now. The company will take it away if I don’t.”

Jane patted his cheek, “We’ll just have to have lots of phone sex.”

Jane was the original knock out. Long, blond hair, green eyes, and a killer body.

“Not the same,” he groused.

Jane just chuckled and folded clothes and put them in her suitcase. “You’re too spoiled,” she joked. “I roll over whenever you ask. Maybe it’s time you built a little discipline.”

“I’ve got discipline!”

“Sure, you do, but does your cock?” She stopped packing and said, “Pull your pants down and don’t get a boner for one minute.”

“No!”

“If you can get keep from getting a boner I’ll fuck you. If you do bone up then I won’t fuck you till I get back.”

“No!”

She eyed him.

“That’s not fair! We haven’t done it for a week and I’m horny!”

“Should have screwed me last night. Now, off!”

“No!”

She leaped towards him, caught his belt and pulled him to her.

“Okay!” he yelled as she began unbuckling him.

She stepped back.

Sighing, he undid his buckle and dropped his pants.

“Underwear too, buster.”

“All right!” he dropped his underpants and tried to think of something, anything, to get his mind off his exposed cock.

Jane grinned and watched, and mentally counted.

Johnny tried not to look at her. He looked this way and that, but his traitor penis was starting to rise up.

“What’s that I see?”

“Stop it!” he pleaded.

“Is that Mr. Cockatoo?

And, inevitably, thirty seconds in…SPROING!

“Ha!” Jane laughed. She stepped forward and grabbed his weenie.

“That wasn’t fair!”

“All’s fair in love and war, honey.”

She kissed him then, and it wasn’t the kind of peck on the cheek that mother’s greet their sons with. It was a soul scouring lip blaster of mammoth proportions.

And, to make matters worse, or better, she stroked his cock with one hand, and fiddled with his balls with the other.

Johnny moaned into her mouth. He felt the semen in his balls boiling. He felt the surge of urge emerge, and…she let go.

“Sorry, Sunshine. You’ll get some when I get back…in a month.”

“No!” he howled.

“Furthermore, no jacking off.”

“Honey…?”

“I mean it. I want your word, right now…no masturbation!”

“But…but…”

“Johnny?” she spoke warningly.

In his mind he had it figured out. He wouldn’t jack off off, but neither would she, and when they had phone sex she would give up and he would get permission.

“Okay.”

“No jacking for Johnny.”

“No jacking for Johnny,” he muttered sadly.

She smiled and closed her suitcase. She smoothed out the skirt of her traveling outfit, and asked, “How do I look?”

His cock was sticking out and his face was red. “Honey, you can’t do this to me!”

“Oh, sure I can. Bring my suitcase, will you?”

She walked past him with a chuckle and headed for the car.

Johnny pulled his pants up, bent over and groaned when he stuffed his cock in his underwear, then buckled his belt. He grabbed the suitcase and followed his sexy wife.

Jane picked up her purse and briefcase and carried them out to the car. Her heels tapped on the cement driveway, and when she bent over to put the purse and briefcase in the passenger seat Johnny, who was right behind her, groaned. What a perfect ass.

Jane straightened up. “Did you say something?” Her eyebrows were arched and she was obviously striving not to laugh.

“I said you should knock this off and come back into the house for five minutes.”

“Five minutes? Whatever could we do in five minutes.”

“You know,” he muttered.

They were standing next to the car and Jane leaned forward, let her hand bump his groin, “Honey, when I fuck it’s going to take an hour. I’m going to want you to lavish my pussy with kisses. I’ll want you to suck my breasts as if they’re your last meal. I’m going to want every inch of that big dick you’re toting around in your drawers.

She kissed him again, and his legs trembled and shivered.

Then she laughed. “Now put the suitcase in the trunk.”

He wobbled to the rear of the car and placed the trunk in the boot. She got in and started the car up.

“Honey…” he said, begging in his voice.

She leaned towards him and whispered, “You know what’s really bad?”

He said nothing. He knew she was about to say something that would totally do him in.

“What’s bad is that you do not have permission to jack off…and I packed my favorite dildo.”

“You didn’t!”

“Check the drawer…and don’t jack off!”

She laughed, backed the car out of the driveway, and sped down the street.

Johnny stood for a long moment, his hand raised to wave. Then he just let his hand drop and turned back to the house. A month of no sex. And she had tricked him.             

And he had given his word.

He walked slowly up the walk and into the house.

He walked into the kitchen and got out the Chestnut Farms Bottled in Bond bourbon. $120 a bottle. He poured a straight shot and socked it down. He shivered as it lit up his throat, then went “Ahhhh,” as it exploded in his belly.

Then he got out the Old Granddad and filled a glass with ice, filled half the glass with Granddad and the other half with Coke.

He wasn’t about to ruin the good stuff by cutting it, and he wasn’t about to waste a bottle of good stuff on a night of drunken revelry.

Taking the glass into the computer room he sat down and began perusing porn.

Hell, if he wasn’t going to get any sex, that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to get any sex!

He leaned back in the swivel and went to Porzo. He scrolled down the categories, checking out the snapshots of lusting flesh, and stopped on BDSM.

He smiled. It had been a while since he had taken a walk on the wild side, and he started watching women getting spanked, poked, pinched, shocked, and whatever else the talented slave masters of Kink could think of.

After a while he got up and went to get another drink. On the way back, his cock totally bonered, he went into the bedroom and took off his clothes.

He was about to return to the computer room when he spied his wife’s underwear on the hamper.

He was slender, it was dirty, he could wash it and she would never know…so he stepped into her panties.

He was half drunk, so he giggled and pulled the panties snug. They were stretchy and his cock poked out ludicrously.

He put on her bra and looked at himself in the mirror. He wasn’t a big man, just an inch taller than Jane, and the bra fit. Except he didn’t have the boobs to fill the cups.

He went through the hamper and found her used nylons. He crumpled a few pairs up and filled his cups, then he looked in the mirror again.

He grinned. He was a man, but this was forbidden, and it was making him super hard. Not let him squirt for a month, eh? He’d teach her!

He walked back into the computer room and sat down to watch more porn. He sat and sipped and his boner got bigger and bigger.

Before he knew it it was time for another drink.

Jane sat down in first class. She ordered a drink, opened up her laptop, and called up the home security system. She wanted to check on the house before the wheels were off the ground. Smiling, she considered sending Johnny a little message, tell him to keep his hands off himself.

Poor boy, she giggled. He was so horny. She wondered if he really could make it a month without masturbating.

The four screens came up on her laptop. There were three cameras in the house, and four outside the house, and she could even tap into the camera on their home computer.

Johnny was nowhere in the house, and she frowned. He usually watched TV, and…maybe he was in the computer room. She tapped a key to bring up the camera on the home computer…and froze.

Johnny was sitting at the computer in a bra and panties.

A bra? Her bra? Her panties?

As she took in the scene he hoisted a glass to his lips. It looked like Coke and bourbon.

“When the cat’s away, eh?”

The voice came from next to her and Jane slapped the lid down on the laptop.

The woman who had sat down next to her was about her age, and extraordinarily gorgeous. She had red hair, red lips, and a body that the cows would come home for. Or the bulls.

“Hey!” she raised her hands, “Sorry. Just…I’ve seen this kind of thing before, and…”

“What kind of thing?” Jane mumbled, still shocked at being caught…at her husband dressing in her underwear.

“Oh, you know. Good little boys dressing up in Mummy’s underwear. Does he do it regularly? Or is this the first time?”

Jane stared at her. The woman wasn’t laughing, or making her feel bad. She seemed actually knowledgable and compassionate.

“I…I don’t know?”

“Well, open it up. I might be able to tell.”

Jane hesitated, then, her own curiosity killing her, she opened the lid of the laptop.

Johnny was taking a big sip of a drink, and he reached into her bra and rubbed his nipple and sighed.

“My name is Shiela, incidentally, and it doesn’t look like he does this much.”

“How can you tell?” Jane’s face was red, but the desire to learn was overwhelming.

“That’s your underwear, right?”

“I think so.”

“Of he was a regular he’d have his own stash. And he hasn’t even played with make up, not even lipstick. No, this looks like…what’s his name?”

“Johnny.”

“It looks like it’s Johnny’s first time. Could be wrong, but…not likely.”

“How do you know so much?”

“I work in the sex industry.”

“Really? Doing what?”

“I started out stripping, became an escort, and somehow along the way I got a degree in sexology. I council people just like Johnny.” She paused. “And you.”

“People like me?”

“Some women get all upset when they discover that men have weird fantasies. But it’s just weird to them. It’s so common you wouldn’t believe it.”

“So lots of men want to dress up like women and dance around and…and…”

“Oh, sure.”

“So…what should I do?”

The waitress brought Jane her champagne. Jane took it and said, “Could we get another one for Shiela?”

“Absolutely,” and the waitress went back to the bar.

Jane turned to Shiela, “This is the first time I…I never…”

“Hey, it’s okay. It happens, there’s nothing wrong with you.”

Shiela’s champagne arrived, the waitress went to buckle in, and the wheels went up.

Johnny watched porn for hours. He scrolled through a million images of men and women doing the dirty. And doing the dirty in a vast number of dirty ways.

Fuck, suck, peg, crossdress, BDSM, S&M, grandmother sex, big boob sex, African sex, amputee sex, horror sex, machine sex, orgies and gang bangs and bukake until he could almost taste it himself.

Teenagers, Arab hardcore, Asian pissing, big clit, Brazilian amateur, double fucking, Lesbian fisting, peehole, speculum, yoga, and on and on and on.

Being denied had, in a way, set him off. It was like he was determined to see how horny he could get. His wife had taken the vibrator and was, no doubt, shaking her titties off even as he degraded himself.

So why not really degrade himself?

He would go crazy with sex, and when she got back he would be a full fledged sex maniac. Let her deal with that!

Of course he was really just being stupid drunk.

Finally, at four in the morning, the world turning dizzily, his cock finally overdosed and officially limp, he got up and headed for the bedroom.

He flopped onto the bed, closed his eyes, and…SNORE!

A minute passed. Two minutes. It was quiet in the house. So quiet one could have heard a mouse fart, if said mouse ate beans and happened to be able to get through the security system in the house.

Yes, Johnny had a state of the art security system. Too bad it wasn’t turned on.

But even if it had been turned on it wouldn’t have mattered. Anybody with access to the computer could turn the system off.

Tick…tick…tick went the clock.

Click.

The front door knob was turned. The door was opened quietly, except for the giggles of two women.

They were dressed in black, like ninja, and they moved through the house like shadows on wings.

They passed the computer room where the computer was still on and a cumpilation of men getting pegged was running.

One of the women stopped for a moment, then entered the room and turned the sounds of grunts and groans and hallelujahs down.

“Come on!” came the whisper.

Grinning, they moved down the hallway.

They stepped into the bedroom.

ZZZZZ!

Johnny was passed out. He was a gone goose. He had drunk a half a bottle of Old Granddad, and he wasn’t even dreaming.

Then he was. He dreamed of hands moving him around, turning him over, lifting his flaccid cock and examining it.

He dreamed he heard giggles.

His panties and bra were taken off.

Then the hands lifted his package and one of the women put a ring around it.

The other woman slid a tube over his cock.

CLICK. A key was turned, then extracted.

The chastity tube was metal, the lock was set in to the apparatus, and Johnny’s cock slept the good sleep. It had been subjected to massive sexual overload, and it wouldn’t get hard until it was rested, or became full of pee, as in a morning woodie.

The girls walked out of the bedroom. They weren’t worried about noise now, for they had accomplished their mission.

“Want to get some breakfast?”

“Sure. Sleeping Beauty won’t wake up for a few hours.”

They walked out the front door, leaving it unlocked, and headed for their car. Fifteen minutes later they were working on bacon and eggs and a big platter of syrup drenched pancakes.

Heck, they needed nourishment! They were working girls, after all.

Johnny slept and the world turned. The stars in the sky wheeled through the bowl of heavens. The moon came up. It was bright, but would wane in the daylight.

People began waking up. They got up and some of them took a moment for a morning quickie. Some of them went for the shower, dried off and got dressed.

Ties were tied, make up was put on, breakfasts were made and eaten. Kisses were given and people went to work.

Johnny slumbered.

No dreams.

Just a drunken sot laid out across the bed.

The sun rose in the sky.

Birds made a racket and kids went to school

Mail men began driving through the streets.

Businesses went into high gear.

Johnny slumbered.

But Johnny’s cock did not slumber.

Like a great snake awakening, his cock tried to stretch, frowned, and tried again.

How weird. It was like there was no room to stretch. It was like his cock was in prison.

His cock was not happy. And it filled with pee. And it began to hurt.

“Oh, fuck!” Johnny yelped dully, coming awake. His dick felt like it was going to explode.

Morning woodie, he thought.

Then he sat up, swiveled his legs, and there was this feeling in his groin, this unfamiliar sensation, and he looked down.

“EEEEEEEEEEE!”

He held the cage. He stared at it. But he still had to pee.

Holding the strange contraption that had miraculously grown on his package, he ran for the bathroom.

He almost fell, he was so intent on staring at this thing containing him. He bumped into the wall, and his cock was starting to dribble, to spray, and then he figured out he was going to have to sit.

He sat, and he had to point the cage down so the water would go down.

He listened to the weird half tinkle half spraying sounds of pee on porcelain and water.

His head was bent over and he stared at the chastity cage.

It was metal. The lock couldn’t be cut off. It looked sturdy enough that he didn’t want to risk a Dremel.

But who had done this to him? And why?

He had watched porn the night before, he had gotten hazy drunk, and…how had this happened.

He finished peeing and stood up. He needed to wash his groin area. He stepped into the shower, but only sprayed his lower body. He leaned back and washed the terrible thing on his dick, then turned the water off and got out.

He dried off, still looking at the weird doodad on his dick, and realized that he couldn’t get a towel inside the cage.

He walked out of the bathroom, his groin forward and leaning back and looking down.

He needed a hair dryer, but Jane had taken hers. He remembered her putting it into her small suitcase.

Then he remembered that she had an older one. It was in the closet somewhere.

He dug through the closet and located the dryer. He was still walking and looking down, he was in shock, and he dried his dick and cage off.

He turned the hair dryer off and sighed, and in the absence of sound he heard…sound.

Like a TV on low.

His TV? Was somebody in the house?

He went to the doorway and listened. Yes. Somebody was…no, wait. That was the computer…no…it wasn’t.

He picked a golf club out of his golf bag and started creeping down the hallway.

“I told her she needed to get rid of that guy. He was such a creep.”

“She has terrible taste in men. You know, I…”

Johnny listened from the edge of the hallway. Two female voices. He gripped the club and jumped out.

The women were sitting on the couch, and they were naked.

They were both brunette, but one had blue eyes and the other brown. They had large breasts, red lips, and they looked at him.

“Good morning, Johnny.”

Johnny stood, holding the golf club up, and realized how ridiculous he must look. Naked. Except for whatever that thing was dangling from his groin.

“Who are you?” Johnny held the club tightly.

“We’re your fairy godmothers.”

“Emphasis on godmothers, not fairies.” The women giggled, and one of them picked up the remote and turned the TV down.

Johnny stood as if frozen, wondering what to do.

“Put the club down, Johnny.”

He lowered it slowly, and blurted, “Did you do this to me?”

“Of course we did. And we’re not really your godmothers, we’re the Morality Police.”

“Morality?”

“Yep,” stated the one with the blue eyes. “We’ve been monitoring you, Johnny. We’ve been keeping track of your activities. You’ve been a bad boy.”

“What…you…”

“That’s right,” said Brown Eyes. “You watch entirely too much porn, and now you’ve taken to wearing your wife’s underwear.”

Johnny realized that he had been, and now he wasn’t, and he didn’t know what had happened because he didn’t remember taking it off, but… “I have not!”

“Have so, Johnny Boy.” Blue Eyes lifted a finger. On it hung the bra and panties he had been wearing.

Johnny didn’t breath. Then: “Take this thing off me.”

The girls laughed.

“Johnny. Get real. You have been tried and convicted, and your sentence has been passed.”

“What trial? What are you talking about?”

“We had a trial. You were invited, but you decided to be drunk instead. Anyway, we decided that you are a Moral Criminal, and we sentenced you to jail.”

“That’s right, Johnny. You’ve been sentenced, and you’re in prison.”

“You can’t do this!” He was near tears.

The girls looked at each other.

“Don’t you love it when they say we can’t do something that’s already been done?”

“I do. They sound so stupid.”

They both looked at him and smiled.

“Okay. That’s enough of this. Where’s the key. This is against the law.”

“It’s against the law? Really?”

“I don’t remember a law against chastity.”

“It’s certainly not in the constitution.”

“It’s not even in the ten commandments.”

“Stop it!” yelled Johnny. “Get me out of this thing!”

“Nope.”

Stand off. Johnny could sputter and bluster all he wanted, but he was in prison and that was it.

Finally, his brain started to work a little. “Why not?”

“We told you, Johnny. You’ve been convicted of immorality, and you have to serve your sentence before you get out of prison.

“How long a sentence?”

“Depends on you. If you follow all orders, do everything we tell you, then maybe you could be free before your wife gets home.”

“Before…” he stopped talking and his head started calculating. She had just left. Thirty days. Thirty days and he could get this thing off him. Thirty days and…”

“Want to call the police, Johnny? File a complaint?”

“Yeah. Maybe they can cut your thingie off. I mean your cage. But when cages get cut thingies usually get cut, too.”

“Can I have a minute to think about this?”

That broke the girls up. They actually rolled on the couch, slapped their knees, and Blue Eyes wound up on the floor.

“Sure. Think all you want,” said Blue Eyes.

“Yeah. Think. But don’t take too long. A month isn’t that long.”

Johnny’s face, already red, turned redder, and he started to get mad, but then he controlled himself. Getting mad wouldn’t get him out of the thing.

He looked down at his cock. It was trying to get hard now. The initial shock of waking up, the conversation with the girls, all that was waning and his cock’s desire to get hard was reasserting. It wanted to bone up, and in the worst way.

“Oooh, look. Johnny’s getting excited.”

“Do you like having your ding dong all excited, Johnny Boy?”

Johnny put down the golf club and said, “I’m going to get dressed.”

“No, you’re not.”

“What?”

“We want you naked.”

“Actually, I want him dressed,” said Blue Eyes. She tossed Johnny the panties and bra. “You can wear these for now, but we’ve ordered you some underwear of your own.”

“That’s right. We don’t think your wife is going to appreciate you stretching out her fine things.”

“Bad Johnny.”

They laughed.

“I’m not going to wear those things!”

“Why not? You sure liked to wear them last night.”

Johnny’s face turned a notch more red, but there was nothing he could say.

“And, you know, Johnny, we have pictures.”

He blinked.

Brown eyes handed him a cell phone and he stared in shock.

Him, in front of the computer, looking drunker than Hunter Biden in women’s underwear. Sipping bourbon. Leering at the screen. And, what was worse, in the corner of the picture was an actual screen shot. It was hard to see on the tiny screen of the cell phone, but Johnny knew it would be quite visible on a big screen.

The screen shot was of Lesbians fisting each other.

FLASH!

Johnny looked up. Blue Eyes held another phone. “Did you know it automatically uploads to the cloud?”

“That’s right, Johnny. And once it is uploaded we can put it on Facebutt, or Twatter, or Dick Tock.”

“We can put these photos for the whole world to see.”

“Do you think your friends would like to see you with nothing on?”

“Oh, no. They would prefer clothes, even if those clothes were your wife’s undies.

Johnny had instinctively caught the panties and bra when she tossed them to him, and now he looked at them and gulped.

“Put them on, Johnny. That’s job number one. When you’re properly dressed we can talk more.”

“Talk about your sentence, and how soon you can get out of your little playmate.”

Johnny suddenly found that he was helpless. He was boxed in, and he felt tears welling up.

He was a man, dammit! This shouldn’t happening to him!

But it was, and he stepped into a leg hole, then another one, and pulled his panties up.

“Nice, Johnny. You’re looking good. Now the bra.”

Johnny put the bra on.

“Oh, you’re flat. We need to do something about that.”

“Yes, we do, and we will, in a couple of hours. In the meantime, this place is a mess.”

“Better let him eat, first.”

“I suppose.”

“I mean, look at his eyes. He’s got the red squiggles.”

“You’re right. His whites looked like somebody stabbed them with a red marker.

Johnny sniffed.

“Now don’t go getting all cry baby on us, Johnny. The sooner you accept what is happening the sooner your month will be up.”

“But if you insist on being a. crybaby it might take longer.”

“That’s right, Johnny, we expect prompt action out of you.”

“Now go fix breakfast, and make extra bacon for us.” Blue Eyes turned to Brown Eyes, “You do want bacon, don’t you?”

“Absolutely.”

Blue Eyes back to Johnny. “You heard it. Breakfast. Extra bacon. Chop chop!” She clapped her hands suddenly and Johnny jumped.

The girls laughed, and Johnny scurried off to the kitchen.

The girls took their time following him in, and Johnny had plenty of time to think.

What the hell had happened? Morality Police?

He cracked the eggs and stirred them. He laid out strips of bacon. Lots of bacon. He put toast in the toaster.

He had played with himself all night, enjoyed rebelling against the rule of no masturbation.

But now he couldn’t masturbate if he wanted to. He looked down at his cock while the bacon started sizzling.

His cock was sizzling, but was never going to get to cook. It was locked up tight, and it struggled and writhed and wormed and did everything it could, but all it succeeded in doing was pressing its nose against the glass, looking out without ever the hope of getting out.

Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes sauntered into the kitchen. He stared at them, and his cock surged harder. Their bodies were classic 36 by 24 by 36, with big cups up top.

“How’s it going, Johnny Boy?”

“Yeah, Johnny Boy. How’s that bacon doing?”

He mumbled, “Ready in a second.”

“Oh, goody,” said Blue Eyes. The two women sat down at the table. Their breasts were heavy and touched the table top.

“I’d like a Coke, lots of ice.”

Johnny opened his mouth, then closed it when he saw the laughter waiting to bubble up on the girl’s faces.

He flipped the eggs, turned the bacon, got the toast out of the toaster, and poured two glasses of Coke. Then a third for himself.

“He’s good. See how he wields that spatula?”

“He’s a girl at heart. He should be good.”

“I am not a girl at heart!”

“How do you explain your pretty panties?”

“And your beautiful bra?”

“You’re making me wear that stuff!”

“Oh, so it’s our fault your little weenie is going crazy down there?”

They all looked at Johnny’s groin. His cock was pushing on the chastity tube, stretching his balls. It was pulsing with hot blood.

Johnny looked back up, and they grinned at him.

“Face it, Johnny Boy. You’ve got a problem.”

“Yeah. And you need to give me the key so I can solve it.”

Plates were on the table now, and Johnny sat down to eat. The girls nibbled at the bacon, drank Coke, and watched him.

Johnny was in a funk, but it was a highly charged funk. He was caught. He was on camera. His coc was in prison. And there seemed to be nothing he could do about it.

“Okay,” he finally sighed. “What is going to happen?”

“There you go.”

“That’s more like it.”

Blue Eyes patted his forearm, and her mere touch was exciting.

Brown Eyes said, “Okay, so, this place is a mess. That means the house…and that means you.”

“Me?”

“Look at you! You’re all hairy!”

“And your hair is a mess.”

“And you have no boobs!”

“How will we ever make a proper woman out of you?”

Johnny ate slowly, and listened. He was holding on to the idea that there might be something he could do to get out of this situation.

And the women began to explain what they needed from him. As they talked, Johnny’s face turned from red to white, and grew whiter and whiter.


PART TWO

“Okay, Johnny Boy, here’s how it’s going to go.”

Johnny was sitting at the table, the dishes were in the sink.

“First, we need to make you presentable. We can’t have you looking like a schlumpf. Right?”

Johnny said nothing.

“Right?” Brown Eyes asked again, her words delivered with a pointed emphasis.

“Uh, right.”

Blue Eyes chimed in, “Always respond in a positive manner. Don’t be a Debby Downer.”

Johnny nodded.

He was fair recovered from his night of drinking, but he wasn’t sure he would ever recover from the thing locked onto his Willie.

The girls looked at each other and sighed. “We had to get a dumb one.”

“I’m not dumb!”

“Yeah, but you’re not very smart, either. You’re acting like this has got to be painful. Lessons form the Morality Police should always be joyful.”

“Unlock my cock and I’ll get joyful.”

His dick, surging away down below, seemed to agree with that.

Blue eyes leaned forward until she was just inches in front of his face. “Oh, Johnny, we can’t do that. If we let your big, bad ding a ling out it might rape us.”

Brown Eyes leaned forward, put her face next to the friends. “And it might even make us happy. Would you like your dick to make us happy, Johnny?”

Johnny started backing up, and the girls giggled.

“You’re easy.”

Blue Eyes stood up and held out a hand. “Come on, Jackin’ Johnny. Let’s go get you ready for work.

Blue Eyes led him down the hallway and into the bedroom. Brown Eyes followed along. She was holding a big bag.

Brown Eyes handed him a bottle of Nair. “Follow the directions, but don’t get any on your lovely hair. It’s hard to comb bald.”

They laughed.

Johnny looked at the bottle, read the instructions, and walked into the bathroom.

He spread the goop onto his body, tried to reach his back, but couldn’t. Blue Eyes entered the bathroom and started smushing the goop into his skin.

Johnny’s eyes went wide.

“You can’t…”

“Touch you? Come on, Johnny Boy, it’s not like I haven’t touched a male body before.”

So Johnny stood and she reached his back, then spent a while massaging the Nair into his groin, and even into his ass crack.

“We don’t want any ugly anal hairs now, do we?”

She laughed at his silence. “You’re going to have to learn, sunshine. Cheer up. Live a little. Did you know there are men who would pay a pretty penny to have my talented hands on them?”

“Why don’t you go bother them?”

She slapped his cage.

“OW!”

“Don’t you be rude, Johnny. Just because we try to be kind and compassionate doesn’t mean we won’t show you our claws.”

Johnny stared at her with hurt eyes.

“Come on, Johnny. Get with the game.”

But it was hard for Johnny to play. His cock kept reminding him that he had no control over his own life.

After a few minutes he began to feel the burn, so he hopped into the shower.

Surprisingly, Blue Eyes got in after him.

He had not been with a naked woman since college, before his wife, and he realized that he was afraid. She was totally unself-conscious, spraying the water over him, wiping off the Nair.

“There we go. Pretty soon your skin will be as nice as mine.”

He watched his little curlies drizzle down the drain. His skin felt very odd. It was like he had more sensation, more life.

“Pretty cool, eh?”

He just stared at her.

When the rinse was done she grabbed his cage and pulled him out of the shower. She fluffed him with a towel, and he felt her large breasts touching his arms and his back.

She stood face to face with him, her face tilted up towards his, grinning, as she toweled off his groin.

“Nice, Johnny. I don’t see why you have to be a jacker.”

“I wasn’t jacking.”

“That’s right, you were crossdressing.”

He open his mouth to complain.

She put a finger to his lips, it was curiously sensual, and said, “It’s a good thing we Morality Police were around to catch you. There is no telling how much danger you could have been in. Jacking your cock till it spits, wasting your semen. Honestly, Johnny, have you no self control?”

He opened his mouth to complain, but she grabbed his cage again and pulled him into the bedroom.

Brown Eyes had a suitcase open on the bed, and Blue Eyes picked up the hair dryer and began drying off his cock cage.

Johnny sighed. It did feel good.

“Okay, honey, lay on the bed.” Brown Eyes moved her suitcase off the bed and made room for him.

Johnny got onto the bed, looked up at Blue Eyes and Brown Eyes. “What are you going to do?”

“Help you grow a pair, Johnny.”

Blue Eyes slapped a nose mask on his face, the kind they use for operations. It was connected to a little cylinder. Johnny didn’t stand a chance. He drew in his breath and raised his hand, but the world faded and he went limp.

Johnny came to slowly. He was lying down, looking up at the ceiling, and realized that he had been sleeping. “What happ…wha…”

His voice was stupid.

Blue Eyes leaned over him.

“Johnny Boy. I want you to relax, but you’ve got tits now.”

Johnny blinked. “Wha?”

“We gave you something called Vacation Boobs. They’re temporary boobs, last about a month, then your body absorbs the solution and you’re back to normal. Hopefully your body will absorb your breasts before your wife gets home.”

“I got boobs?” He spoke wonderingly. He was still a little under the influence of whatever gas they had used on him.

“Yep, and they are beauts. You’re near as big as we are. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“I got boobs.” He listened to his voice and wondered if he was telling the truth.

“You do. Here, move your hand up and…feel them?”

She moved his hand up and he touched his chest. Around his pectorals. But he didn’t have pectorals. Now he had big mounds. Boobs. Breasts. Mammary glands.

She left him for a minute then, talked to Brown Eyes about something. He didn’t know what she was talking about because he was busy feeling his tits.

They were big, and well shaped. His nipples were erect, but then he always got excited when he felt boobs. He was always excited when he felt his wife’s boobs, so now he was excited at his own boobs. And the gas slowly left him.

“I’m stacked,” he said, and his voice was firmer.

The girls came back over to the bed and watched him.

“You’ve got a wonderful pair, Johnny. I hope you enjoy them.”

“I’m sure…I…oh, my God?”

He struggled to his elbows and looked down at his chest.

Boobs.

“Let’s put a bra on you, Johnny Boy. You’re going to need a bra with these mountains on you.”

The suitcase Brown Eyes had been looking into had a collection of lingerie in it. She had taken out a sturdy bra and she handed it to Blue Eyes, who started putting it on Johnny.

Jonny stared, was mind boggled, and then it was done.

Blue Eyes helped him to his feet and walked him to the mirror. He stared at himself.

He had a slender body, and the addition of boobs totally feminized him. It made him looked extremely girlish.

“Oh, that’s beautiful,” said Blue Eyes. “You’re a lucky girl, Johnny. You’ve got such nice big boobs, and we’re going to work on your skin and do your hair…when we’re done you won’t look like a man at all.”

“But…I don’t want to…”

“Dickie says you do.”

His cock had come awake again, and it pushed against the metal, making his whole cock cage wiggle. He stared down, over his boobs, and there was no denying that his dick was happy.

“Okay, have a seat, Johnny. We’re going to give you the works.’

He sat down, in a state of shock, and said, “Haven’t you done enough?”

The girls just chuckled. “Not nearly enough, Johnny Boy. We’re about to make your dreams come true.”

“Dreams?” He looked at Blue Eyes.

“Listen, Johnny Boy, it’s a well known fact that once a man has put on women’s clothes they are on the pink path.”

“Pink Path?” He looked at Brown Eyes.

“From simple panties to panties and bra. From panties and Bra to butt plug. From butt plug to—Oh, my God!”

“What?” Johny exclaimed.

“We forgot to put in your butt plug!”

“What? I don’t want…”

“Oh, yes, you do. A man doesn’t really transform until he has a plug in his butt.”

“A nice big one.”

“That seems to make a man think that that’s what girls feel like. They start walking funny, they prance, they suddenly transform into little girls.”

“But I don’t want to be a little girl!”

“Of course you do, Johnny. You’re on the Pink Path now.”

“I’m not.”

“Lovely bra you’ve got Johnny.”

Johnny was ready to cry. He had no hair. He had boobs. And these women were doing things to him…

“Okay, stand up, Johnny, and lean over the bed.”

Johnny blubbered, he objected, but the girls were adamant, and they had pictures of him. Johnny, in spite of his objections, found himself bent at the waist, his big boobs on the bed.

“We’re going to give you a little one to start.”

“Big plugs come later.”

“This is actually more of a prostate massager. It’s going to rub on your prostate, and that’s going to feel so good.”

“You might even start discharging.”

“Discharging?”

“Yes, semen will drip from your little cock, and it will feel so good. “

“You’ll start to feel like you’re cumming, but only a drop at a time. It’ll last so long and you’ll find it to be the best experience you’ve ever had.”

“Now just lie still.”

Blue Eyes began swirling a finger in his ass. She spread lubricant into his hole, made sure he was slick and slippery all the way around.

Brown Eyes moved up and pushed a bent sort of a butt plug into him. He felt it settle against his prostate, and he had the sudden urge to pee, then the need to pee waned and he was left with a slightly full feeling in his butthole.

Johnny groaned, and the girls took his arms and pulled him upright.

He felt funny. He felt awkward. It was like he was being fucked, like a woman, but…he wasn’t a woman!

At least, he didn’t think he was.

He took a step and almost fell. The girls laughed and held him up.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

He almost nodded, but didn’t want to give them that.

“Okay, have a seat,” Brown Eyes moved him to the vanity table and he gingerly lowered himself.

It felt odd, and it was an extra charge when the butt plug was pressed deeper into his rectum.

“Oh,” Johnny said. His mouth was open in surprise as he endured this new realm of sexual experiences.

“Why don’t you rub cream into his skin while I work on his nails.”

Brown Eyes began smearing body cream onto his hairless skin and smoothing it in. It had a wonderful, light smell, and he blinked in surprise. He had smelled such a smell on his wife when she used body cream, but to have that sweet smell on him…it was a surprise.

Blue Eyes knelt at his feet and began working on his toenails. She clipped, sanded, and prepared them. Suddenly he smelled the pungent aroma of nail polish.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m doing your nails, silly, now hold still.”

He held still. Brown Eyes finished with the cream and began rubbing his face with little sponges. The sponges rapidly turned black and Brown Eyes said, “You’re such a filthy, little boy. But we’re going to teach you.”

Johnny said nothing. He felt the weight of his tits. He felt the bulb in his bowels, he felt like he was in another world.

Blue Eyes finished with his feet and began working on his fingers. Again, she clipped, and pushed cuticles and prepared his rather ugly male nails. Then she fitted long ovals on his nails, applied glue, and pressed.

“I’m using real glue, Johnny. None of that press on stuff. These nails are going to be here to stay. You’ll have to be careful, these won’t lift off, and if you bang them around they could pull your whole nail loose.”

He stared at his growing fingernails and was afraid.

What were they doing to him?

Blue Eyes painted his finger nails. Long strokes from cuticle to tip, and he saw the red color she was using and he almost fainted.

How could he be seen with such long, red fingernails?”

Brown Eyes had primed him, and was putting on the foundation. He could see himself in the mirror, and the colorless surface was scary. Then she started putting blush on, and painting his eyes.

“Nothing fancy, Johnny. That’s the mistake a lot of people make. They want to use lots of glitz and glitter and they end up looking like Main Street hookers. You don’t want to look like a hooker now, do you?”

“Nu…no.”

“Good boy. Uh, maybe I should say ‘good girl.’”

Staring at himself in the mirror Johnny realized that ‘good girl’ might be more appropriate. There was very little of the masculine left on him. And in him.

He felt more feminine. He felt like he had to be careful with his nails. He knew he had to be careful not to jiggle his chest.

Sitting in front of the mirror, in a state that was half wonder and half shock, he watched as Brown Eyes applied lipstick to his lips. Except that the lipstick had very little color.

“This is a plumper, so your lips will be nice and plump and curvy.”

Blue Eyes took over and painted his lips red. But it was a bright red like his fingernails. It was a more dullish red.

“This isn’t lipstick, this is something called lipstain. It will last a week.”

A week? He felt dizzy. So much was happening. Too much was happening. He was being overwhelmed.

Brown Eyes used another applicator, and this made his red lips shiny. “This is gloss. Anytime your lips need a little shine you just use a little of this. It’s much easier in the long run to do this than to just use lipstick.”

“Oh,” he sounded like a bull that had been hit on the head with a two by four.

“Okay. Hair. And…he needs earrings.”

Blue Eyes began brushing his hair. He kept it long, and she curled it, flipped it, and his medium long male hair began looking like medium length female hair.

“Ow!”

“Sorry, Johnny. But that what a girls got to go through.” Brown Eyes shook her head, a smirk on her lips, and she inserted poles through his lobes. She hung medium sized hoops on his ears.

Johnny stared at himself in the mirror.

He was now 90 percent female, and the 10 percent left over wasn’t much.

His face was painted, his hair was coiffed, his nails were done. He actually looked like a million dollars. A million female dollars.

“Okay, time to dress this bad boy.”

“Bad girl.” Giggles.

They pulled a garter up to his waist, then unrolled stockings up his legs and snapped them to the garters.

“Real girls don’t bother with panty hose and things like that.”

“Real girls wear garters, and no panties.”

They both laughed.

“But we’ll let you wear panties.”

“I…I…”

They laughed, and pulled a gaff up his legs.

“This is modified for a chastity tube. It’ll make sure you have a nice, tight front.”

“No bulge.”

“No bulge,” he repeated dully.

“That’s right. No unsightly dick bump in your dress.”

They pulled a tight, black dress over his head, being very careful of his hair and earrings.

It was form fitting, but Johnny now had the form. The big boobs had made his waist look slender, and in the dress he was now 100 percent female.

In fact, the only thing not female about him was his dick, and that was tucked away and incapable of being heard. Or seen. Or used.

“Okay, let’s try on the high heels.”

The girls slipped a pair of black patent leather spikes on his feet. Suddenly he was taller, and he felt like he was on stilts, and he was struggling for balance. His ankles wobbled, he grabbed on to things so he wouldn’t fall.

The girls followed him around the room, cheerfully joking about him.

“Clumsiest girl I ever saw.”

“I’ll say. He can’t even walk.”

“Try putting your heels one in front of the other. It’ll make your ass sway and…that’s it. Like you’re walking on a straight line.”

They took Johnny out to the patio and schooled him.

“Make those heels click, Johnny Boy.”

“Cross your legs at the thighs.”

“Relax! If a thirteen year old girl can do this, then so can you.”

The afternoon slid slowly past. Johnny was now tired. He had been drunk the night before, he hadn’t had lunch (a girl’s got to watch her figure) and they had been at him all day.

“All right,” Blue Eyes finally said. “Time for a nap. We’re going to a party tonight, and you need your beauty rest.”

“There’s only so much we can do about those bags beneath your eyes.”

They took Johnny into his bedroom and had him lie down. He was extremely aware of the mounds on his chest.

Normally we’d take your make up off, but you’re only going to nap for an hour, then it’s time to go.”

“Where are we going?” Johnny felt like he had taken stupid pills. He was really beaten down.

“You’ll find out, honey. Now go to sleep.”

Johnny thought he would never be able to sleep, but he had never been so wrong. Within a minute he was snoring lightly. The girls tiptoed out of the room. They took their own naps, one on the couch in the front room and the other on the bed in the guest room.

Johnny awoke. The house was silent. He was in a dress, form fitting, and his cock was surging under his gaff style panties.

And he had the unfamiliar sensation of boobs on his chest.

It was getting dark out, and he lay for just a minute, wondering at what had happened to him.

Then, courtesy of a morning woodie in the evening, he got up and staggered to the bathroom. He still had the high heels on. In fact, the girls had locked them on with little padlocks.

He pulled down his panties and sat on the throne, and his legs felt unduly high because of the heels.

He peed, listened to the tinkle, and wondered what he was going to do.

He didn’t want to go to some party. Even if he didn’t know anybody, even if nobody recognized him, he didn’t want to.

The truth was, now, in this moment of silence, he was feeling incredibly horny. And horny was reserved for quiet bedrooms. Or for the back seat of cars if you were young enough.

He finished, made sure he was dry, and pulled the gaff up again. He didn’t try to get undressed.

Truth, he was a little scared of the girls. They had done this to him, and they could do a lot more.

He walked, very carefully, down the hall.

Brown Eyes was sleeping in the guest room.

He reached the living room and Blue Eyes sat up and yawned. “Hi, Johnny Boy. Hey! Brenda! Time to go!”

Brenda, Brown Eyes, came out of the hall. “Okay, let’s get dressed. Johnny, you just stand by. We’ll freshen you up in a minute.”

“Why don’t you go make some drinks, Johnny Boy.”

The girls retired the boudoir where they made quick work of getting dressed and made up. Johnny brought them drinks and sat on the bed and watched.

His face was expressionless as he had no emotions left. He was shell shocked.

“How you feeling, Johnny?”

He nodded.

“Speak up.”

“I’m okay.”

“Just okay? We make you into one of the most beautiful women in the world and you just feel ‘okay?’”

They were chuckling though.

A half hour later they walked out of the house, the girls chattered about this and that, Johnny between them, their arms linked with his.

Brown Eyes drove a convertible Mustang, and she put the top down and headed out into the traffic. Johnny was in the back seat and the music was turned up.

He wondered if any of his neighbors saw him.

But even if they did, would they recognize him?

He thought not.

They drove downtown, right to the Bonaventure hotel. The glass towers gleamed high above them, and a valet parked the car.

Now Johnny was coming awake. He stared around in wonder, and realized that he was seeing life from a different vantage point.

Men were looking at him.

His heels were clicking on the tiles.

People were staring at his large bust.

He wanted to die, to shrink, to go away…but there was a little piece of him that reveled in the attention.

They passed stores and fountains and entered an elevator.

Johnny stared out the window as they rose up to the clouds.

The lights of civilization were spread out before him.

They stopped at the penthouse.

“Come on, Johnny.” Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes walked him out of the elevator.

Now his heels didn’t click. They were on carpet, and he missed the staccato sounds.

They walked down a short hallway, only a couple of doors, then through some double doors into a huge suite.

There was a party going on.

Beautiful people in satin dresses and and handsome suits. Bosoms were presented by porthole and dipping hems.

Men stood with bulges in their pants, completely unconcerned by their obviousness.

Laughter. And as Johnny walked further into the room people stopped talking and started watching him.

If he had known how much attention he was going to get he never would have been able to enter the room. But now he was here, and…he was the center of attention.

In the middle of the room, the place deathly silent, a beautiful woman with red hair and red lips, and a body that would have made Anna Nicole Smith envious. She held out her hand. She was so kind and imperious that Johnny felt compelled to offer his own hand.

“Johnny Boy, we have been watching your adventures with bated breath.”

She kissed his cheek, then wiped a smudge of her red lipstick off his cheek. She led him across the room, and the crowd followed, gathered around.

“A drink?”

A waiter presented a tray and she took two drinks, handed one to Johnny.

She sipped, urged him, and he sipped.

“Now, you are undoubtedly in much mystery here, would you like to find out what has been happening?”

Johnny nodded. The drink was the most expensive bourbon he had ever tasted, and he sipped greedily.

“Very well, lights off, please…and your attention on the screen.”

The lights dimmed until only the high heavens outside the windows illuminated the aerie. A big screen TV on the wall flickered and Johnny stared at himself. Drunk. In panties and bra. And now he could see the Lesbians fisting in the lower corner.

“You may wonder how we came across these wonderful, little images…”

Johnny felt like he was going to die. His knees buckled and the lady in red—Shiela, people called her—held him up. Blue Eyes moved up and helped on the other side. Brown Eyes caught his drink.

The crowd broke into cheers.

Johnny’s head lolled and he looked around.

Shiela continued. “I met your wife on an airplane, and we tapped into your home security system and we found this image.”

On the screen Johnny rubbed the head of his dick as he watched the girls fisting. He sighed and licked his lips.

“So we sent the Morality Police after you,” the room erupted in laughter, “and we followed your progression from curious crossdresser into a full blown, feminized man. Or woman.”

Shiela was silent now, and the big screen TV showed Johnny waking up, screaming at his chastity, and getting made into a female. The girls had planted little cameras throughout the house and the audience in the penthouse could follow every single moment of Johnny’s transition.

Johnny was able to stand up now, but tears were rolling down his made up cheeks.

“Now, Johnny, you no doubt wonder why we did all this. After all, you’re just some schmuck from suburbia with a fascination for women’s underwear. So did we do this?”

“Why?” He managed to mumble.

People were drawing closer. They had their own cell phones out and were filming the scene.

“Well, Johnny. We’re just a bunch of jaded assholes. Sort of like suburban assholes, but much richer. And what you’ve done is provided a show. Real live entertainment.”

He looked around at the grinning faces, some of which nodded happily.

“But the show isn’t done.”

“It’s…it’s not?”

“Oh, no. You see, it costs a pretty penny to put on something like this. $30,000 rent for the month, meals at the swankiest restaurants, free tickets to everything in town. Any sports event, the music hall, Disneyland…everything you want for a month. Box seats, front row, everything. The total can easily exceed $100,000.”

“But…but I didn’t…I don’t…”

“I know. You didn’t ask for all of this. But your wife did.”

“What?”

“Yes. Your wife wants to give you the best present in the world, and this is it. But…the price…”

“I can’t afford this!”

“Of course you can. If you finish the show, if you deliver what the viewing audience demands…it’s all yours. Free. All you have to do is finish the show.”

“I don’t understand.” He was helpless, befuddled, confused.

“Do you think you might be willing to play out the play? For all of this?”

He stared at the surroundings, the view, the people watching him avidly.

“I’ve got to tell you, you’ll become an instant celebrity. Many of these people will seek your friendship, and whatever else you can offer.”

That was oblique.

“All you have to do is finish the show.”

Johnny stared at her.

She smiled.

“What is the end of the show?”

Shiela smiled and stepped back.

The people all stepped back.

At the end of the room was a bed.

In front of the bed was Jane. She looked nervous, but…excited.

She was naked…except for the big dildo jutting from her groin.

“Honey?” Johnny started to cry. He had eyes only for her and didn’t even notice the dildo.

She held her arms out, and Johnny staggered towards her. Staggered because of his heels, and because he was so overwhelmed.

A man slid through the crowd next to Johnny. He was holding a microphone on a boom. A man next to him had a professional movie camera on his shoulder.

Johnny reached her and fell into her arms.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry. Big tears rolled down his cheeks and the whole room went from hushed to “awww.”

Jane held Johnny, He was taller than her in his heels, but he bent to her, gave himself up to her, and his head was on her bosom.

People in the audience moved their cells around for the best vantage point.

“I didn’t mean too…”

“It’s all right, Johnny. I talked to Shiela. She’s a professional, and she helped me plan this whole thing. Those girls work for her. They had everything ready, they were just looking for a willing person.”

“And I was willing,” he choked out.

“Honey, it’s all right. I understand about men and their fantasies now.”

He looked at her. “But what will we do about…about…”

“The price of this thing? That’s up to you. You can either let me make love to you, or we can go on a payment plan. It will take years to pay it off, or you can just say yes and…and let me do you.”

Johnny nodded, and now he looked down at the big dick protruding from her crotch.

In a way he was a broken man, but he was a rejuvenated human being. All that happened had remade him.

Before Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes had worked their magic on him he never would have imagined that he could go through with this. But now…dressed like a woman, the prostate massager rubbing his prostate, he knew he could.

And he knew he could because there was nothing more important to him in the world than his wife.

“Okay.”

He barely heard the cheers of the crowd.

On the bed was a weird folding mattress. It bent over in triangles and he lay on it. His butt went into the air and Jane knelt behind him.

She pulled down his panties and took out his butt plug.

Shiela took the plug. “What am I bid for the original butt plug worn by Johnny Boy!”

Numbers filled the air. Big numbers, but Johnny wasn’t listening.

His asshole was open, made ready by the plug. He spread his legs, and Jane pushed his legs further apart, then she moved forward. She touched the head of her dildo to his asshole and pushed gently in.

The audience cheered and yelled encouragement.

Still, Johnny was only aware of his wife fucking him.

He felt the huge dildo sliding through his membranes, and he grunted with the fantastic pleasure of it.

Jane began gently pumping him, and it was only a minute until his overstimulated prostate gave way and the semen started flowing.

Johnny cried, and the crowd grew respectful. Blue Eyes held a glass under his penis and collected the white jizz.

For a long minute Johnny leaked into the small glass, and he produced an amazing amount of semen.

Finally, when he was about done, Jane started to cum. The base of the dildo had been rubbing against her pussy and the shocks started rushing through her. Her hips jerked, and she now slammed into him, forcing out the last of his semen.

Her legs started shivering, her eyes rolled back and she collapsed on Johnny.

The cheers rose in the penthouse, and the show was officially climaxed.


EPILOGUE

For a month Johnny and Jane lived at the penthouse. They went to the latest shows. They watched sports events. They entertained people who had been in the audience, and who now wanted to be friends.

Some people offered them opportunities to get rich. And they did get rich.

Some people just wanted to fuck Johnny, and under Shiela’s advice they came to understand his true value.

For a great stock tip he would give up his ass.

For large amounts of cash he pent over and let the people fuck him.

Oddly, nobody wanted to fuck Jane.

She was just the money man.

And they didn’t care that he was always in chastity.

They just wanted Johnny.

Johnny was the woman they wanted.

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

The Feminization Games


Feminization on the Hunt!

He wanted his testicles back!


PART ONE

George Kingswell stepped into the bar at 5:15 in the afternoon.

It was a sunny day, and the sun had a couple of more hours to shine.

It was after work, and George had just met his deadline. He was a writer for ABC, putting out lies which were regularly consumed by the public. No big deal, everybody knew the newspapers/news media lied.

The bar was in Silverlake, right across the five on the east side of Los Feliz. It had an old fashioned red padded door with bolt heads in diamond patterns.

Inside the bar it was cool. There was a parquet walkway along the bar, and on the right side of the building was thin carpet in swirly patterns and a dozen tables and booths.

Twenty years previous it was a biker bar.

Then it became a gay bar.

Now it was sort of who ever cares bar.

George stepped up to the bar. “Whiskey and chaser.”

The barkeep was a slender man with a pencil thin mustache. The mustache was like Salvadore Dali’s. The head was like Kojak’s, and he wore a buttoned up, red jacket. Below the bar he was wearing shorts.

Hey, it’s LA, baby.

The barkeep, whose name was Henry, brought the drinks and George tossed the bourbon down like he knew what it was for, then took the beer to a side table.

Henry polished glasses.

George thought about getting a writing gig for a magazine, maybe make it to editor. It didn’t pay as much, but he didn’t like writing what he was told to by ABC.

The president might talk baby talk, goo goo ga ga, to the United Nations, but he had to ignore that. But if the Senator from Arizona shook hands with a girl from Phoenix he had to make a scandal out of it.

What kind of a life is that?

Paid liar, that’s what he was.

He noticed the two men and the women who enter the bar.

One of the men was built like a whip, had a mean face and dagger eyes.

The other man was the muscle. He was six two, built like the gym, and had a low forehead.

The girl…George smiled.

She was Latin. Long, dark hair with  a kink of curls. Dark eyes that looked like it was midnight all the time, and bosoms that entered the room first.

Man, what a knock out.

George tried not to stare, but it was hard. He could see the swell of her bronzed bust. Her legs went all the way to her high heels and up again.

And she smiled like she was getting into bed.

George smiled to himself, then turned back to his own business. If he sent a couple of letters out, made a few connections…he had that friend that was working for Home and Garden. Maybe he should call and…

“Okay if I sit here?”

He looked up to the girl and, man, he was in love. She was so fine, but… “What about your friends?”

She turned to the guys who were at the bar talking to Henry. “I’ll be over here, Richard.”

The slender fellow, he had the body motions of a bull fighter, waved a hand without turning around.

George felt a little nervous. He wasn’t ugly, but beautiful women didn’t normally single him out.

“I think…”

She sat, and smiled.

He looked at the two at the bar.

“Don’t worry about them. They’re just my friends. What do you do for a living?”

“Uh…oh. I’m a writer.”

“Really? What do you write?”

“I write for television. Well, actually the news.”

“Not like for ‘Children Ruin Everything?’ Or ‘The Sex Life of College Girls?’”

“No.”

He smiled, looked at his beer, then up. “What do you do?”

“I do this…I do that.” She shrugged, then laughed. “Mostly I have fun.”

“How’s the pay?”

And she laughed.

For fifteen they talked, and George was having a good time. He gave her his name, and she told him her name was Shirley.

After fifteen George thought about leaving, he had this little trickle of weirdness way back in the north forty of his mind.

He started to get up, but Shirley placed a hand on his forearm.

“I’ll get the beers this time.” She stood up and sauntered over to the bar.

George thought about telling her he was going to leave, but another beer did sound good, he had the time, and…and she was so fucking good looking.

Shirley asked for Henry for two beers. She said something to Richard, and he laughed, turned and looked at George. There wasn’t a trace of malice on his mean, little face, and he waved in a most friendly manner.

George waved back.

Shirley sauntered back to the table with two, big frosties in her red tipped hands.

“Here ya go, handsome!”

They clinked mugs, and George took a gulp.

Man, that was good. He was thinking, Cold beer, hot girl.

He took another sip, and resumed his conversation with the girl.

And they talked, and the bar felt rosy, and the afternoon disappeared into night, and somewhere in there George stopped being aware of who he was.

For a while he talked of this and that, but it was all on automatic. He was drunk, then past drunk, then he put his head down and slept.

“Uh…”

George wondered where he was. Then he remembered his name, and who he was. But where was he? His back was curve and he was slumped with his head lolling.

A bathtub. He was in a bathtub. It was a cheap thing, the kind you find in an old apartment house. Built in the thirties, a little sliding door in the kitchen for the ice man. He thought about Laurel and Hardy.

He hurt. His head hurt, and his belly hurt, and his nuts…they really hurt. He felt like he had been kicked in the testicles, and then hung up by the testicles, and then…

“Unh…” he groaned again, and this time there was a little bit of George behind it. A little bit of the hurt pushing the sound out of him.

His arms were hanging over the sides. He raised his head and put his arms on the sides.

He had to get out of the tub.

He tried to push, but nothing happened. His arms were just too noodly.

He lay for a second, then he realized his eyes were closed.

He opened his eyes, and wished he hadn’t.

He was looking down the bathtub, and saw his body reclining, and the red blood all over his groin.

What?

Blood?

Why?

The alarm bells started going off in George’s head.

Blood. He had been hurt. He felt pain. What the heck had happened to him.

He had been talking to some girl in a bar…over in Glendale…and…then he was here. What had happened.

He leaned forward, his head protesting greatly, and lifted his shirt.

He wasn’t wearing pants. His penis was there, limp, tired.

He was scared, but he reached down and felt his dick.

Nothing was wrong. But…something was wrong.

“Help!” He yelled. It was a feeble yell. Barely qualified as a yelp.

“Help!” He was louder, but nobody would hear it outside the apartment.

He looked at the old fashioned sink and toilet. He listened to the sounds of traffic.

“HELP!”

Nothing.

He tried to imagine other apartments, people in them, people who heard him.

He waited.

“HELP!

“On about the twentieth ‘help’ somebody knocked on a door in the front room.

George lay in the hospital bed. He was on drugs, and that was the only thing that saved him.

He wanted to jump up and run out the window and fall a few stories to his death.

Nurses waited on him, and he imagined that they were all smirking, laughing at him.

Doctors kept their tongues in their cheeks.

Knock knock. “You feel up for a talk?”

It was Detective Benson, a lady cop from the LAPD.

A woman. One more person to snicker and tell jokes about the guy in the hospital…the guy who had his nuts stolen.

But, nothing else for it, George nodded.

Detective Benson entered the room, sat down on a chair next to the bed.

“How you doing?”

George wanted to scream. He was reading sexual innuendos into everything. How are your nuts doing. Nuts to you.

“I’m okay.” As long as I’m drugged to the gills. I’m no longer a man and you’re asking these stupid questions!

“We think we know who the girl is.”

George looked at the detective. She was good looking, short skirt, tailored jacket, keeping the professional look even while a cop.

The kind of girl that he once would have gotten a boner over.

“The bartender actually knew her, that was why he wasn’t alarmed when they took you out for the Uber.”

“Was there an Uber?”

“Nope. They just took you out to their car, drove you to the apartment house over in Chavez Ravine and…operated.”

“Stole my testicles,” George whispered.

Benson didn’t respond to his whispered comment.

“Unfortunately, she didn’t know who they guys were. They paid her forty bucks, dropped her off in Los Feliz, and took off with you. She thought they were just going to take you home.

“Forty bucks,” he whispered. Twenty a testicle.

“You know, we’ve had a few cases like this, and we will eventually catch them.

“For whatever good it does me.”

Again, she didn’t engage that line of comment.

“Anyway, we’re working on it, and you’ve got my number. You can call any time. Have you thought about counseling?”

“I’ve thought.”

She nodded, bit her lip and frowned. “You know, it’s not the end of the world.”

“In a way, it is. I can’t have kids. My sex life is going to be curtailed.”

“I asked the doctor and he said you could have a sex life.”

“Sure. I can get erections, and I might even be able to have orgasms, but there won’t be any sperm. No little wigglies to crawl up and tap on an egg or two.”

She said nothing. She just made a moue and stared at him.

“What if you do find them?”

“They’ll be charged with mayhem, kidnapping, other charges.”

“And what are the chances of finding my nuts?”

She blinked.

“I mean, my two pearls are out dancing in some other guy’s nutsack.”

“I don’t follow.”

“If you find my nuts, do I get ‘em back.”

Now she was confused. This was a weird concept, it was not in the usual considerations that knock on wood cops had.

“Well, I don’t know. I suppose you could sue, and—“

“So a couple of but thieves go to jail for a few years, and some bozo who paid top dollar for my nuts says he bought ‘em in good faith and he wants to keep them.”

“George, I don’t think…”

“Never mind. I’m just being maudlin.”

He dismissed her by picking up the controller and pressing it. It was supposed to shoot more morphine into his system, but he knew it was probably a fake. Something to calm his mind without doing anything.

Detective Benson stood up, had her last word. “I’ll drop by again, and I’ll let you know if anything develops.

He didn’t say anything as she left the room.

Losing a testicle is traumatic. Losing both testicles is doubly traumatic. Still, life must go on.

Two days later George was given clothes—his own were shredded and blood stained and useless—and a wheelchair ride to the street. He had a wallet that was empty, not even a credit card, and nothing else.

He Ubered home and asked the landlord to let him into his apartment. He got out his own clothes, through away the hospital stuff, and had a drink.

A drink had gotten him in this mess, it was only right that a drink start getting him out.

He was nutless, and the first thing he noticed was that he felt a space between his legs. When he walked he didn’t have the familiar feel of little round golf balls between his legs. He walked with a space, and that was weird.

The second thing he noticed was that his underpants didn’t work. Yes, his penis laid in the material like a banana, but he didn’t have a package to be supported.

He could have worn panties and they probably would have felt better.

He went to work, and nobody noticed that he was walking funny, didn’t get boners, and sat differently.

He could cross his legs at the thighs and be quite comfortable.

And he thought about the people who had done this to him.

He might not have nuts, but he was seething inside.

Those were his nuts. He wanted them back. At the very least, he didn’t want somebody else enjoying them.

The doctor had said that if he found a donor he could get an operation that would make him a man again.

Oddly, there was a pill of bitterness in him that derided that.

And, he began to think about ways to find his balls.

He worked for a week, and he was very uninspired. He contributed what he could to the team, but his heart wasn’t in it. He wanted to be on the hunt.

He asked for his vacation time. He was owed a month, and ABC was so big they wouldn’t miss him. So a couple of weeks after his ‘accident’ he walked out of the studios with a month of freedom.

He bought a gun.

It didn’t take much research to learn that a Glock was a good bet. Ammo was plentiful, and he could get a large capacity magazine.

Of course, it was frowned upon by California, so he went to Vegas. A day trip, and he came back with a gun, cleaning kit, holster, and a tee shirt that said, ‘I’ve got your 2nd amendment right here!’

He would have been instantly fired if he wore that to work.

He spent a couple of days learning how to care for the gun. Cleaning was surprising simple, shooting was fun, and he became used to the feel of the weapon under his arm.

He wore a loose jacket and the gun was well disguised. Nobody would know it was there until he used it.

He spent the evenings walking around his apartment in shorts and a tee, practicing his draw.

And he wished he was a member of the gun culture.

Well, he was now. At least for awhile.

Shirley lived in an apartment in Hollywood. It was five stories on a cul de sac. The back of the apartment faced the 101 freeway.

She had a job during the day, worked as a para legal, but after dark she was a wild soul.

She liked to drink, she liked to fuck, she liked to drink and fuck.

She was 25 years old and looked like 30. She was in her prime. She wouldn’t be there long, given her lifestyle, but she was making hay while the sun shined.

She was unaware that she was being followed. She was unaware that George knew her name and was smart enough to track her down. But he did research for ABC news as a writer, and Bendson had told him the bartender knew her, so it was child’s play to find her.

He couldn’t find Richard and the bully boy, but he could find her.

George followed her for two days, then entered her apartment while she was at work. He just waited until somebody went out and he went in. The lock was easy. It was an old apartment and he turned the knob until it snapped. He sat in a corner behind the door and waited.

Shirley sauntered down the hallway. She  wanted to change from her work suit into an evening dress. She grabbed the knob of her door and twisted, and the knob turned with the right pressure. She was unaware that the mechanism was totally stripped and that George was holding the knob so it would turn with a bit of resistance.

She opened the door and walked in. Closed the door, and would have lurched for the knob and run out because suddenly George was standing in front of her.

“You!”

“Sit.”

It wasn’t much, compared to their conversation of a couple of weeks previous, but it was laden with significance.

He didn’t draw his pistol, he just stared at her, and the dead eyes in his skull did the work of a couple of Glocks.

She sat on the couch. “What happened to you. I heard…”

She faded, and he took over.

“You heard I lost my nuts.”

“Oh, my God! I’m sorry. I heard, but…I’m sorry.”

“You’re going to help me find Richard and…?”

“Butch. The big guy was Butch.”

“Yes. Butch. Where did you meet them?”

She was quiet, and George knew that she knew. She might have told the cops she didn’t know them, but she was lying. Probably to protect herself, but lying.

“You’re going to have to tell me.”

“I can’t. You don’t know those guys.”

He snorted. The idea of being scared of somebody was silly. He had lost his fear of people when he lost his marbles.

She saw it in his eyes. She wasn’t in danger, but Richard and Butch were. Still. If Richard and Butch got him, then they would come for her.

He went into the kitchenette. He had tossed the apartment when he had first entered, and he knew where the bourbon was. He got down a bottle, opened the fridge and found the Pepsi. He poured liquids over rocks in a glass and brought her a glass.

She was frightened.

Oddly, not from the threat of violence, just from the violent ambience he was emitting.

Whiskey helped.

“So where are you from?”

“Alabama. Don’t you remember?”

He was blank.

“We talked about this at the…” she trailed off.

He wasn’t upset at being reminded. He lived with his condition, and his rage.

“Must have been after the drugs took effect.”

“I didn’t see them put anything in your drink.”

He smiled. “Shouldn’t lie.”

“I’m not!” But she was, and he knew it, and she knew that he knew, but what’s a girl going to do when the atmosphere, and her immediate future, seemed to be getting darker.

“You have a pair of panties?”

“What?”

“I want to try on a pair of panties. Drink your drink.”

Now she was terrified. Panties? The look in his eyes? Why did he want to get her drunk?

She took a sip, then went into her bedroom and came back with a pair of green panties.

He stood up and unbuckled. Dropped his slacks and toed out of them.

He wasn’t wearing tighty whiteys because they no longer felt comfortable. He often wondered if it was all psychological, but when he pulled on her panties he knew it wasn’t. His nutless sack fit into the panties and for the first time since he had been divested of his manhood he was comfortable.

He sighed and sat down.

She stared at his green panties.

“What’s it like?”

“Losing my nuts? Bad. It doesn’t hurt much, but there’s a knowledge inside me that keeps biting.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Find Richard and Butch. Find out where my nuts are.”

“What for?”

He looked blank.

“They’re going to kill you.”

“Yeah, probably, but then I won’t have this feeling inside me.”

She didn’t ask what feeling. It was in his eyes.

“I’m going to come back and see you,” he said.

“What? Why?”

“I like you. I don’t see many women. You’re the last one to see me as a man.”

“They’re going to kill you.”

“Then you don’t have to worry about them coming for you.”

And they drank.

An hour later she was loopy. Giggly. Talked freely about how scary he was acting.

He was sober. Dead, cold sober. But he laughed at the right times, and his laughter was even sincere.

If she hadn’t been drunk she would have been terrified.

“They hang out at Charley Coyote’s.”

“The bar sort of restaurant place on Santa Monica.”

She nodded, and licked her lips. “Can I feel you?”

“Sure,” he said, not caring, but perversely curious.

She stood up, looked down at him.

“You’ll have to stand up.”

He did. His jacket momentarily billowed and his Glock was visible for a second.

She gasped.

“It’s for them,” he said. “I need it.”

They were standing two feet apart. He was wearing the green panties.

“Go ahead,” he said. He wonder what it would feel like for a woman to feel his testicles. Where would be that old thrill?

She moved slightly forward, bent at the knees, and placed her hand over his crotch.

She could feel his dick. It felt like a chub, half sized.

“You can take my panties off,” he murmured, watching her eyes glinting with some weird kind of excitement.

She hooked her thumbs into the panties and pulled them down.

His penis hung loose, and she took it in one hand. With the other hand she felt his sack.

It was empty, just a bag of skin, and sort of shrunken.

“You can feel the cut they made, the hospital just left it as is, on the back of the skin.

She felt it, rubbed the ridge of healed flesh between thumb and forefinger.

She looked at him. “You don’t feel anything?”

“I’m going to live longer. Maybe 15 or 20 years. I think about how much hate a fellow can feel in that length of time. But I don’t hate.”

She could feel his rage, so carefully tamped down and packaged into his bitter soul. So well held in check that unless you knew what to look for you’d never see it.

It was exciting. She realized that he wasn’t dangerous to her. He was just dangerous.

Oh, she could make the wrong move, try to get his gun, but unless she did something stupid like that, he meant her no harm.

“Can you get hard?”

“Yes.”

He watched her like a snake watches a particularly stupid mouse, but without any judgement.

“Can I make you hard?”

“I don’t know. Can you?”

She began rubbing his cock, and he felt it. He responded. His shaft didn’t spring up, but it slowly grew.

“It’s nice.”

“It used to be nicer.”

“Did you use it a lot?”

“Every chance I got.”

She jacked him, was breathing hard.

He added, “Which wasn’t a lot.”

Now she was sexually excited. Now she felt that pulsing wetness between her legs.

She went out and fucked a bit, but this was different.

It was almost like she went out and fucked because she had to.

Now she wanted to.

“Do I want you because I can’t have you?” she asked.

“You can have me.”

She was not scared now, but the high, tight feeling in her chest should have scared her. She had never felt this level of excitement in her life.

“Will you fuck me?”

“Yes.”

She held his dick in one hand and slowly backed up. He followed, gazing into her eyes, wondering what was happening.

She backed into her bedroom, turned him around, pushed him, and he sat. She pushed his chest and he lay back on her bed. His panties were around his knees. His jacket had flopped open so his gun was visible.

He had no balls, and he was the most dangerous man she had ever met. And it excited her like no man had ever excited her.

She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties off. Their eyes were locked in the gloom of the room.

She knelt on each side of his legs and knee walked forward. She lowered herself on him and sighed, and didn’t take her eyes off him.

“Fuck,” she whispered, hardly able to breath.

“That feels good,” he said. “It’s not like I remember.”

“What do you remember? She began to rise and fall, her hands on his chest, feeling his pectorals. She closed her hands on his pecs and he pushed up into her.

He said nothing.

She said, “I wish you had tits.”

He gave a weird grunt.

She ground her hips on him and groaned, and sat up straight and felt her own tits.

He flipped her over, was on top, and she gasped. He was stronger than she thought.

He began to move in and out of her.

His dick wasn’t super hard, it was sort of squishy, but it did the job. It rammed into her, and she liked the way it felt. It was like fucking a sponge in the shape of a dick.

“Don’t you wish you had balls?”

He said nothing. He was watching her, and he loved her.

He had spent a lifetime having occasional fucks, this was unique.

He had no hope of getting her pregnant. He didn’t have to wear a rubber. He could just fuck and fuck and fuck.

Many minutes later she was getting a head of steam. The softness of him was making her hornier and hornier. It was like the hint of something great, and if she could just…but she couldn’t and he couldn’t, and she became wetter down there.

It was the most excruciating fuck she had ever had in her life.

She came. A grasping, flapping, flailing of limbs. She squeezed her legs and groaned, but he stayed in her. Ninety percent hard and with no signs of slackening.

He didn’t enjoy himself…he enjoyed her. He enjoyed the. look on her face. He wondered if he had ever had a look like that on his face. Orgasms were a memory now, so he didn’t know.

She came again.

He picked her up, turned her, and took her doggy style.

“I read,” as he humped her, “that eunuchs were desired lovers. They lasted longer.”

“Guh…guh…” she responded, her eyes rolling back in her skull.

“If you had known it would be like this…would you have cut off my nuts?”

She began to sob uncontrollably.

They sat at the table and ate bacon and eggs. He didn’t care about food much, he had lost a bit of appetite when he had lost his manhood, but with a plate of food before him he did it justice.

She ate, and was exhausted, and exalted, and watched him with her glittering eyes.

“I’ve never fucked like that. Heysoos.”

“Neither have I,” and they both knew the truth of that.

“Are you sore?”

“No.”

“Do you want more?”

“Later, I do. Right now…I’m fucked out.”

He soughed. “Fucked out. Right.”

“Are you going to kill them?”

He shrugged. “I just want my nuts back.”

“How come?”

He looked at her with an obtuse look on his face.

“You can’t reattach them.”

“The doctor said I could.”

“He just wants a fancy operation.”

“I don’t have much money, and he said he would do it anyway, if I could find a donor.”

“He just wants to be in the medical journals, the man who tried to reattach testicles. He’ll get fame from that, go on the lecture tour, be a traveling consultant. Lots of bucks.”

“How do you know?”

“I’m a paralegal. We’ve handled many a malpractice suit. Doctors are like vultures.”

He grunted.

“I want you to wear a bra.”

He tilted his head.

“For me. Like a knight would wear his lady’s scarf when jousting.”

He nodded.

“Let me get one.”

He sat and waited. He studied the traffic shooting by far under the back window of the apartment. Too bad she didn’t have a balcony. He could see himself doing a swan dive onto the freeway. What would kill him? The fall…or the cars smacking into him, running over him, turning his body into a gelatinous mush?

Then he chuckled. He thought of an old joke. It’s not the long fall that hurts, it’s that sudden stop.

“What are you smiling about?” Shirley came back into the kitchenette and placed a bra on the table.

He picked it up and looked at it.

“Nothing.” The smile was gone from his face as if it had never been.

The bra was a sports bra, designed to compress boobs. It would be flat on his chest.

“Oh. Well, you’ve got a nice smile.”

He smiled, but it wasn’t the same.

After eating, while she did the dishes, he took off his jacket and tee and holster. He put on the bra. It was tight, but it felt good. It gave him some weird kind of discipline. As if binding his body bound his mind.

He liked it.

He liked it better than thinking about doing a swan dive onto the 101.

Heput on his shirt, then his holster, and finally his jacket.

Shirley came back into the living room and watched him.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“For what?” Though he knew.

“I’m sorry for what Richard and Butch did to you.”

He shrugged. No matter.

“I live here.” Which was a stupid statement, of course she lived there, but the intent was plain.

“I’ll come see you some time.”

“I’d like that.”

He finished getting dressed and walked out of the apartment.


PART TWO

Richard and Butch were not easy to get to.

They hung out in a fancy nightclub, and they lived somewhere.

George didn’t want to shoot them down in the night club; he wanted information.

And he was afraid if he hung out around them too much they’d see him.

So he sat in his car and waited for them to leave.

At the end of the night they would saunter out into the LA smog. Mutt and Jeff. George and Lennie. Laverne and Shirley.

They would stand and smoke for a minute, watch the good looking women come and go, and act tough.

They would get in their car and drive away.

Tailing somebody looks easy in the movies. You stay three cars back and the hoods never catch on. Unless it’s part of the plot, of course.

George followed them for two blocks, then get caught by a traffic light. When the light changed he spurted after them, but couldn't find them.

He drove around for a couple of hours, wishing he knew where they were, then returned to his apartment. He slept.

He awoke in the afternoon. He wasn’t sharp, but he was focused, and sharpness came the longer he was awake.

He sat in his apartment, cleaned his gun, and his mind was blank.

What was he doing?

He wanted to watch Shirley have another orgasm.

He went out to his car and drove to Shirley’s house.

It was almost as if she had been waiting for him. She simply opened the door and he entered.

“I’ll fix dinner.”

“Later,” and he kissed her.

Again, he got almost hard enough, was hard enough to enter her, not hard enough to get off himself, and, again, she was put on the path of slow, tantalizing, excruciating orgasms.

That was the night she realized that she was in love. Any man who could do what he was doing to her…it had to be love.

Afterwards they had breakfast. Breakfast in the evening. It was somehow appropriate.

“Did you find them?”

He nodded. “Charley Coyote’s, but I can’t get to them.”

“They sit at that back table and they’ll see you coming.”

“I might be able to track them home, but it’ll take some time.”

“You’re going to need to alter your appearance.”

He nodded. He hadn’t thought about that, but it was true. “I’ll grow a mustache.”

“Nope.”

He looked at her.

A mustache won’t do it. Not even a beard will do it. You’re just not a mustache man.”

He waited.

“We’re going to feminize you.”

“Why?”

“Why feminize? Because when I get done with you you can walk right up to them and blast away. They’ll never see you coming. They’ll be looking at tits and won’t even see your pistol.”

The thought made him happy, though he didn’t intend to walk up and blast. He needed information.

Shirley started working on him that afternoon. She Naired him, manicured his nails.

“I’m sticking with a Metro look for now. Later, when you’re more comfortable, we can go whole hog.

It felt weird to have his nails done. There were men at ABC studios who were into the Metro look, a lot of them.

Metro was more of a half man, half woman look. It was soft, a minimum of make up, hair coiffed sexually.

At one o’clock he headed out. He parked across the street from where he had lost the two men and waited.

Time passed slowly. He watched cops cruise past in their patrol cars. He watched bums pushing shopping carts. Some kids sauntered past, trying to look tough with cigarettes in their mouths.

The radio played Radar Love:

The road has got me hypnotized

And I'm speedin' into a nude sunrise

He knew the truth of that.

At two thirty they came through the intersection. Just boppin’. Heads forward, smoking, eyes looking forward.

They had no idea he was coming for them.

He followed them to La Cienega, headed for the airport.

Lost them at Martin Luther King when they turned.

He drove home.

The next night he came for Shirley. Met her at the door when she got off. Kissed her madly, not feeling the passion, but feeling an intensity of sensation that drew him on.

How can a eunuch make love?

Here’s how. I don’t need to cum…I just need the soft, warm pussy to tell me it’s going to be all right.

He pushed her through the doorway and backed her into her bedroom. Her arms were around his neck, she was making hungry, mewling sounds, then he was ripping off her clothes, pawing her breasts, and emotionlessly putting his cock into her.

Mind fuck. No testosterone flooding him, his mind was making it happen.

Did he think, on some level, that he was going to get off?

Maybe, and maybe he would get off. The doctor had said it was possible.

She lay under him, held her hands to his metro biceps, looked into his eye lined eyes. In the midst of the grunting fever she realized that she needed to work on his eyes.

Then she wasn’t thinking anything, because her orgasm was massive. It lifted her up, made her forget who she was, and it felt. like molten lava was exploding from her pussy.

They ate. A ritual. She worked on his make up. She gave him a skirt and blouse. She wanted to give him a dress, but the holster worked best under a jacket, and she didn’t have a jacket for a dress.

He felt curiously fulfilled, looking at himself in a mirror.

As a young man in college he had looked into all sorts of sexual aberrations. He had read studies of men who cross dressed. He wondered what the studies would say about a man who actually changed sexes.

He walked down to the car, lipstick on his mouth, colorful eyes, and looked up at her apartment.

She was looking out the window at the end of the hall. She blew him a kiss.

He smiled, a flat thing of no lust, and got into his car.

He followed Richard and Butch into South LA. He drove slowly behind them, and the traffic waned. But he wasn’t worried about them seeing him. They were pretty much on a straight line.

They turned right and headed down one of the sub streets.

They turned into the driveway of a small house, and he drove past.

And drove home.

Tomorrow.

The next night he drove to Shirley’s, and they fucked like demented rabbits, their lust on display and unquenchable. Although she was finally quenched, he would never be quenched. He was tightly wound. He couldn’t stop thinking about Richard and Butch.

After fucking they sat and ate, and she knew. “You found out where they lived.”

He nodded.

“You’re going to go see them.”

He nodded.

“Are you going to kill them?”

He pushed his chair back a bit, made a small screech on the vinyl, and looked up.

And thought.

“Probably not,” he finally answered.

It felt like he had been thinking about whether to kill them for a year. In reality it had only been about ten seconds. His mind was moving that fast.

He left Shirley’s early. He was wearing a dress, because she had found a Navy peacoat in a closet, and high heels.

Well, low heels.

He liked it. He liked the panties and sports bra. He liked the dress and the heels. And he liked the way the Glock set in the holster under the peacoat.

He waved to her again, and got into his car. He looked at himself in the rear view mirror, and was surprised at how much he liked what he saw.

She had really worked on his hair, given it highlights, and his cheeks had light blush.

He looked sexy. He looked like a woman. He felt the constriction of the bra and wondered what it would feel like to have tits.

Weird, probably.

Shirley wanted him to have tits. She had said so. “If you survive tonight I’m going to get you boobs. Real boobs.”

He hadn’t said anything, but he had felt a splitting open of warm deep in his chest.

He must like the idea.

He was early, and he parked around the corner from their house.

Big bonus, there was a back alley.

He avoided street lights, walked calmly down the alley, then turned into their yard. Across a bare patch of ground, up some worn steps, and into the house.

They were so tough they didn’t even lock their doors.

It was a two bedroom house. He made sure the drapes were drawn tight, he arranged furniture so two comfortable chairs were on one side of the room, and the uncomfortable straight back was on the other.

Facing each other.

Then he sat down in the straight back chair and waited.

Waited. The inevitable clock ticking. Something brushed his leg and he almost shot his foot off.

Cat.

Who would figure two tough guys like Richard and Butch would have a cat?

He stroked the back of the cat and its tail rose up and brushed against his wrist.

He waited, listened to the silence, thought about what had happened to him, thought about what he was going to do.

He wanted his nuts back. That was the bottom line.

But what was he going to do to Richard and Butch?

He was going to do something, but…what?”

Cars driving past.

He thought about the dangers of gunshots. Neighbors might hear.

Might not. In spite of being in a poor area, these houses had been built in an era which promoted solid construction. They had thick walls, lathing, probably the number of wallpapers piled on would stop a lot of the noise.

He waited for two hours, but it felt like ten hours. His mind was moving that fast.

But he was content.

He was going to get his nuts back.

A car slowed. Lights in the driveway. They were home. George got up and went into the kitchen.

The sound of doors opening and closing. Footsteps on the porch. Murmurs and snatches of conversation, then the front door opened.

Richard entered first, felt for the light switch, but it wasn’t working.

“Fuck,” he said. “Lights burnt out.” He started across the room and Butch entered. Closed the door.

Click. Light flooded the front room.

For smart, tough guys they were a bit slow. They turned towards George, blinked, mouths open, and saw the Glock held in a steady hand.

“Sit in the chairs.”

Richard had six feet to go to get to the back room, he knew he would never make it.

Butch was just stupid, and had nowhere to go.

But it was the coldness in George’s voice that convinced them. Colder than an Alaskan fart. Colder than a polar bear’s turd.

Cold enough to die.

They didn’t even look at each other. It was one gun, and they were two, but George’s two eyes were like shotgun bores.

Richard sat in the chair on the right.

Butch sat in the chair on the left.

George walked in a large circle, the Glock fixed on them, and sat in the straight back chair.

To them he was a girl. A woman. A bitch. A pussy.

But with a gun.

“What is this?” whispered Richard, his eyes narrowed.

George knew they didn’t recognize him. Heck, they hadn’t spoken back in Glendale. They had carried him into the apartment house to cut off his nuts. They never really looked at him.

“Last time you saw me was in a bar in Glendale.”

They were blank.

“Then you stole my testicles.”

It hit them. A sucker punch that went in at the belly and came out at the spine. Eyes widened. Mouths dropped.

“What the fuck?” muttered Butch.

“Where are they?”

“What…what do you mean?”

“You stole them, sold them. Who’d you sell them to?”

They blathered for a moment.

George raised the gun and pointed it at them.

“I’m going to shoot you. How badly I shoot you depends on your answers. Who did you sell my nuts to?”

Nothing. Did they not believe him? Or was it just so surreal they were incapable of logical thought?

They were in comfy chairs, the kind that you have to lean forward and leverage yourself out of.

He aimed at Butch’s foot.

BANG!

The sound wasn’t too bad. Butch’s scream was worse. He didn’t leap forward, he picked up his foot and stared at it. Blood seeped out of the top of the Oxford.

Richard started to move forward, but the gun shifted to him. “Who did you sell my nuts to?”

“You son of a bitch! You—“

BANG!

“AIEEE!” Richard looked down at his foot and contorted in the chair.

Butch was crying.

“Who did you sell my nuts to?”

“We sold them to a doctor!”

“What’s his name?”

“I don’t know his n—“

BANG!

“FUCK! STOP THAT!”

“What’s his name?”

Both Butch and Richard babbled.

“Dr. Richard Crenwell. 416 Daisy Dr in Beverly Hills. His phone number is—“

George waved the gun and they both flinched and shut up.

“Don’t need that.”

Richard: “What are you going to do?”

“Get my nuts back.”

George stood up. Three shots, he had nearly a full clip left. That was a lot of feet.

BANG!

Screams. Terror. Blood. Now both men had bullet holes in both feet. The floor was welling with the red stuff, and they were pleading and crying.

They weren’t so tough, after all.

“Now, Richard, Butch, if you tell the police who shot you you’ll have to admit to kidnapping and stealing my testicles and all that sort of stuff. So what are you going to tell the people at the hospital, the cops, when they come a’callin’?”

“Nothing.”

George mused. “If you get shot and won’t tell who shot you…do they charge you with anything?”

Richard and Butch both stared at him. Blubbering, crying, but stopped by the insanity of the question. But it was also a legitimate question.

Can you be arrested for being a victim?

“Well, I guess you’ll find out.” George said.

He walked out of the house, ass swaying, looking sexy, and wondering if he had enough money for breast implants. He did have some money saved up. He wondered if Shirley would help out.

416 Daisy Dr was easy to find. George simply tapped the address into his cell phone and followed the directions.

The house was on a dark street on the outskirts of Beverly Hills. It was a well kept thing of sandstone and stucco. Probably five or six rooms. There was a Lexus in the front and a Harley Davidson. An expensive hog with all the bells and whistles. Not a biker’s bike, but a biker wanna be’s bike.

It was just past three in the morning now, and George parked his car and walked up the curvy path to the front door.

No lights in the house, but it had the feeling of somebody home.

George rang the doorbell.

DING DONG!

And waited.

And rang

And waited

And rang.

Then…footsteps.

The lights went on, somebody looked through a curtain at the side of the door.

George looked like a woman, no alarm there, so the door swung back.

George stepped in and aimed his Glock right at the nose of a fifty year old, white haired man with glasses on. “Anybody home?”

So nonchalant, and yet so cold.

Dr. Crenwell—Richard—shook his head as he backed up. He was trying to figure out his chances of running into the kitchen, but the eyes in the gloom stopped him.

“Why? No family?”

Richard was not stupid. He was a doctor, and he had written books and case histories and all sorts of things.

And he had committed illegal operations on unwilling people.

People like George.

“Divorced.”

“Into the living room, Dick.” George allowed himself the luxury of emphasizing ‘dick.’

Crenwell turned into the living room. The drapes were all drawn, and George motioned him to a chair.

“What is this about?”

“A few weeks you operated on a young man in a bathtub. You harvested his testicles and, presumably, sold them. I want them back.”

Crenwell blinked. He figured it out quickly.

“Why?”

“They’re mine.”

“But they’re doing well, and—“

“Heysoos pissed on a rock but I want to shoot you in the groin.”

“I’ll have to check my records.”

“So check.”

Crenwell moved through the house. George followed him.

“Should I change my name to Georgia? Or Georgette?”

Crenwell said nothing. In his professional opinion George was certifiable.

They entered the doctor’s study, and Crenwell went to a safe and started fiddling with the dial.

“Better not be a gun in there.”

Crenwell stopped. He had been planning, but those plans were now worthless.

“There is.”

“Turn till it’s unlocked, open it, take the gun out using the tips of your left fingers.”

Crenwell did as directed, and shortly George had a six shooter in his possession.

“That’s an antique,” said the doctor. “Be careful.”

“I will. Who?”

Crenwell opened a folder, flipped through contents, then handed the paper to George.

George took it, motioned Crenwell to a chair across the room and waited until the doctor was seated.

“John Wellington.” George read. “Why’d he need my testicles?”

“He lost his in a boating accident.”

Now George was curious. The doctors at his hospital had talked about reattaching his nuts, but if Shirley was right, they were just scamming him.

“Do they work?”

“So far.”

“What do you mean ‘so far?’”

“No adverse effects, Johnny says he is able to orgasm easily. And it’s only been a short while. We have yet to assess his ability to impregnate.”

“How much did he pay?”

“It was mostly arranged by a third party who—“

“How much?”

“$100,000.”

George smiled. That was more like it. He hated the idea of his nuts only being worth twenty a piece.

“Can you take them out and put them back in me?”

Crenwell shook his head.

George sighed.

In a way, it was the end of the road. Something in him had been hoping. But…

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

A long moment of thought, then George said, “You realize that if you tell anybody about me you’ll be admitting to black market operations?”

“I’m aware.”

George shot him in the foot and walked out. The doctor’s screams were music to his ears as he shut the front door.

Johnathon Wellington didn’t live that far away. Just a hop, skip and jump, across the freeway in Brentwood.

OJ land. Where rich people allegedly slaughter beautiful young women and get away with it.

Brentwood. How thick are your sins?

It was getting light in the sky now, a false dawn, and George drove up a long and winding road. There was a monastery up here, or some kind of girl’s school, and it was very difficult to find the right address. Not only did the road wind about, but the driveway did.

It was 5:30 when he parked his car on the street outside a large hedge.

John Wellington. Rich enough to buy testicles at $50K each. Well connected enough to arrange a black market operation with people who, presumably, were so rich they didn’t need the money.

He rounded the hedge and walked along the curve of a driveway. He came to a gate, but it was just a gate. He stepped up a hillside, nearly slipping in his low heels, and jumped back to the driveway.

It felt weird. Normally nuts bounce, and you feel things.

He felt nothing.

He continued walking, the sun was touching the tips of the trees and the world was lighting up.

He came to a large parking area. The garage door was open and a man was putting golf clubs in the back of the car.

He heard the click, click of George’s low heels. It wasn’t a loud click, but the man turned, and George could see his frown in the growing light.

“Can I help you, young lady?”

George pulled out his Glock and aimed it.

The man turned ashen. “What is it? Money? My car? What do you want?”

George said the thing that had been percolating in his mind these last weeks. “I’d like my nuts back.”

John Wellington trembled, and everything flashed through his mind. He had thought about the nuts he had had transplanted into him, and he had wondered from whom they had come. Now he was face to face. with his worries. His knees gave way. “I’m sorry…I’m sorry!”

“Be sorry if you want, but I want my nuts back.”

“Okay.”

And it was that simple.

And it wasn’t.

George lowered the gun. “Let’s talk.”

Wellington had a wife and three kids, he didn’t want to talk in the house, so they went to a brick bench under a tree and sat down.

George holstered his gun.

“You’ve got children. Why did you need my nuts?”

“It wasn’t that…I need…I need to feel like a man.”

“Didn’t do much for my manhood.”

“I didn’t know where the testicles came from. I…in my mind…I thought they were donated. Or…at least…maybe from some fellow who died in a motorcycle accident.”

“Hunh.”

“I never dreamed…I know I was delusional, but I was desperate to be a man again. The look in my wife’s eyes, the pity from people who knew, you can’t—“ he stopped.

“I can’t know what it’s like,” finished George.

But Wellington had the apology on his lips.

“No. It’s okay. You’re right. People can’t understand.”

“What can I do to make up for it? Whatever my delusions, what I did is wrong.”

George held up his hand to forestall more speech. He was sticking on what John had said, ‘What I did was wrong.’

And what he was doing was wrong.

Oh, he was probably justified in shooting all those people in the feet, but his nuts were gone, nothing to do about it.

Well, he could shoot Wellington in the foot, and the cops would probably let him off with a warning.

And he could get his nuts back. Have them put in their rightful pouches. In spite of all the juggling around they might even work again.

But what was that going to do to Wellington?

Could he continue this cycle of violence he had embarked upon?

He sighed.

“What can I do?” repeated Wellington.

George said, “Well, I could shoot you in the feet, steal your—my—testicles, press charges…”

“Oh, God. I really fucked up.”

“But maybe there’s another thing we could do.”

John looked up hopefully, and George began to talk.

John came home to Shirley’s apartment. She was just getting ready for work, and he kissed her, hugged her, and went in and crawled into her bed.

She stared at him, dressed like a woman and snoring.

She wondered what had happened.

Had he killed anybody? What had he done?

But, whatever he had done, he was asleep now. And she picked up on the significance of him coming to her apartment.

He wanted to be here. More than any place else.

And, truth, she wanted him here.

She closed the door gently on the way out.


EPILOGUE

“This is certainly new to me,” he said, walking in the door.

“How do they feel?”

“Big. My sense of balance is off. And this bra…wow.”

Shirley grinned at George. “They sure are beautiful.”

He grinned, “And free.”

Shirley shook her head. “I can’t believe Wellington paid for your new Chyna 2000s.”

“It was that, or give me back my nuts.” He grinned.

“What are you smiling for?”

“If he manages to get his wife pregnant they have to name the baby after me.”

Shirley shook her head, but was grinning.

“And ABC studios is okay with you?”

“Haven’t you heard? They love trans people.”

He poured a couple of drinks and they moved to the little balcony patio in his apartment. She had moved in with him, his apartment was so much nicer than hers.

They sat next to each other, and she took advantage of the moment to feel his new boobs. “Wow, these are state of the art nice.”

“You can say that again.”

“Wow, these are—“

“Okay!” He raised a palm and they laughed.

Then she was sitting on him. Kissing him. And in between they sipped bourbon and Coke.

“I’ve got the strap on ready.”

He looked at his watch mockingly. “Is it that time already?”

“It is if you want to be a real woman.”

“I guess it is that time.”

Their drinks done they adjourned to the bedroom.

“How do you want me?” he asked.

“Just lay on your back on the bed. Dress up, and lose the panties.”

He followed her directions and lay on the bed, watching her, waiting for her.

She smiled as she lifted her dress, took off her panties, and pulled the strap on into place. Now she had a big dick, the back of which was nestled against her pussy.

“Do you really think you can get me off?”

“Oh, yeah,” she nodded and chuckled. “I’m going to pop you like a balloon.”

He smiled, his arms behind his head.

She came to him, a jar of lube in one hand. She pushed his legs up and said, “Hold them up.”

He grabbed his legs, and she swiftly inserted a goop of lube right into his hole.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Cold?”

“Feels good.”

“It’s going to feel better, big boy.”

She swirled her finger, spread the lube through his anus, then moved forward and pushed his legs up over her shoulders. She smiled down at him, held his dick up, and penetrated his asshole.

He yelped, and his eyes got a far away look in them.

“How is it, lover?”

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “This is heaven.”

“You betcha.” She pushed in and pulled back and established a rhythm.

He grunted with the pleasure.

“Now take your time, relax and let it happen.”

He nodded. It was getting hard for him to speak.

In and out, smiling down on him. Side to side, watching him gulp.

He felt it coming within five minutes, and his eyes opened and focused on her.

“That’s right. Let it happen.”

She stroked his penis, rubbed his nipples, and the sensation built bigger and bigger.

“Oh, my God! I’m going to cum.”

“Told you so.”

Then the first waves hit him.

It was different than a male orgasm. It was a prostate orgasm, and it came from a deeper place, took its time, and he found himself lifting his hips, trying to get his legs down.

Shirley had the position though, and she kept him in his. She scoured his innards with her dick, and he started to jerk. His eyeballs rolled back and he forgot all about who he was. He was just lost in the most wonderful sensation of golden heat.

She watched him, and thin gruel erupted from his penis. Not a big, hard shot, but a serious drizzle. He expended his fluid for a while, then his hips slowed down, the orgasm waned, and he came back to her.

“Wow,” he said.

“You can say that again.”

So he did.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Sexual Yoga!

Yoga results in Feminization

and changes a man into a woman!


PART ONE

He was in love from the moment he saw her.

Her silken hair, shiny with the sun, combed straight down her back. Her eyes so pale they were translucent, backed up only by shade of blue. Her breasts full, as if they had milk ready to flow.

But it was her touch that did him.

“You did this?” she said, leaning towards him.

“Guilty, he said.

And she touched him.

He felt the surge of urge in his burgeoning cock. He stared down in shock as his pants darkened.

She laughed at the expression on his face. “I like your painting.”

“But…but…” he looked up at her, was smitten, down at his crotch, was overwhelmed by the orgasm bursting through his groin.

She turned and walked away.

Now trembling, not understanding what she had done to him, though the physical proof was leaking through the material of his pants, he went to the bathroom.

He took off his pants, washed the cum out of crotch, and left a bigger stain of dark.

But this stain was only water, and he stood by the hand dryer and kept pressing the button.

People walked in, saw him but didn’t say anything. Old men with fat wallets, too scared to live any more. They had their money and could buy his muse, but hey had none of their own.

They were the products of lives wasted by the pursuit of money.

Eventually, of course, someone reported the weirdo drying his pants in the bathroom.

“Roy? What are you doing?”

“Hi, Gene. I spilled some wine and needed to dry my pants.”

“Oh, heck. I heard there was somebody exposing himself in here.”

Roy Fielding stood in his underpants and chuckled. “You wanna see?”

“God, no! You pervert. I’ll stay here with you till you’re done, though.

Roy was a slender artist, long curly hair. Liquid, brown eyes. Spite.

Gene was the gallery owner. He had put on this soiree and was quite pleased with the results.

“I’ve sold three of your paintings, man. You’re getting rich.”

Roy didn’t care about money. He cared about painting. He cared about the feeling that came over him when he was wielding his brush, as if the hand of God was caressing his forearm muscles and giving him a gift.

Of course it would be good to be rich.

“Who was the babe in the blue pant suit?”

“The blonde with the cleavage down to her belly button?”

Roy smiled, thinking of the spurt that had conquered him. How had she done that?

“Yeah. That’s the one.”

“Gloria Frizzell.”

“Frizzell? Like in Lefty Frizzell?”

“I don’t think they’re related.”

“Hunh. You see her around much?”

Gene grinned. “Be careful with that one. She’s supposed to be kinky.”

“Kinky. That’s good.”

So kinky she touched me and I came.

“So how do I get in touch with her?”

“Roy, I’m telling ya, she’s the kind of girl that’s going to smoke you and throw away the roach.”

“How?”

Gene sighed. “Well, I shouldn’t tell you, but…she teaches a yoga class in a park.”

Roy nodded. “I been needing some pretzelizing. This might be just what I need.”

Gene shook his head. “Put your pants on and let’s go make some money.”

Roy nodded, and they went back into the gallery.

It didn’t take him long to find out which park. He just called the park services and asked about yoga classes. There were only three, and only one of those was taught by a young lady named Frizzell.

He scoped the park out, found the rec center which had a room the right size, and picked up a flier.

FIND THE REAL YOU!

Gloria Frizzell

Yoga Instructor

727-361-2121

(Leave message)

The park was a small park on the left side of town. From one side of the park one could see the ocean. The other side of the park led to a jungle and a path into the Santa Monica mountains.

A couple of miles down the road was the Self Realization Fellowship.

Roy went to the park on Tuesday at 5 in the afternoon. The classes were at 5 on Tuesday and Thursday, and 10 on Saturday.

He sat on a bench that leaned, but wouldn’t break, and watched the ocean.

He looked at his clock. He turned around and watched the yoga class.

About 30 sexy women. Dedicated in their stares, seeking the Buddha in their belly, exploring the world from a few square feet of rubber mat.

They wore unitards for the most part, and a few of them wore sweats.

He liked watching the women in sweats most, for they were a mystery. Underneath the stretch of fabric he could see hints of groin and breast. Girls in ‘tards…there was nothing to the imagination. He could see the little scars under their breasts through the thin, stretchy, colorful material.

The sun was filtered through the trees, glinted on the grass, and speckled the dust motes in the air.

The air was a thin membrane in which he lived, felt the molecules, experienced the briskness of an ocean breeze.

Inside the little room, through the large plates of glass, Roy watched as the women sat in the Lotus, contemplated their navel, built their serenity into a life encompassing thing.

Gloria put a hand out, the palm to the ground, and thirty hands duplicated her.

A leg gently thrust into the air, a roll of the hips, 30 heads of hair flipped and 30 faces stared upward, as if they could see the sun through the roof.

There was a joy emanating from their features.

Apparently Gloria could do more than make a dick spit.

Hips raised and bodies turned sideways, a long stretch up the straight line of the body. The Warrior’s Pose. Virabhadrasana.

Roy wondered why Indian people never named their offspring ‘Bob,’ or ‘Sue,’ or something simple. There were maybe six parts to that word, couldn’t they shorten it?

Through the window he watched the ladies contort and contort, a sheen upon their faces, Upward Dog, Downward Dog, Cow Lips, Child’s Pose, and, eventually…the Corpse Pose.

Roy had tried yoga when he was younger. He had tried it because he wanted a steadier hand, and yoga steadied the entire body. If he could hold his body still, then a few fingers would be easy.

And he liked it.

But not this much.

The endless hours, while fun, interfered with the seeking of his own muse, following his own discipline…the brush.

Inside the center the women lay on their backs. Rested, felt the moment of inspiration.

Roy knew about that. He loved that moment.

The class ended.

Roy turned and watched the far ocean.

He could barely see the swoop of a few seagulls. Johnathon Livingston Seagulls. Hovering against the wind, then sliding down the current, and he could imagine their tiny seagull souls screaming like children on a roller coaster.

A wind gust bent the palm trees, and he smelled woodsmoke.

He smiled. A simple memory, bit it held the keys to smores and chocolate and surfboards and—

She sat down next to him.

He was frozen. Busted for stalking. Yet he wasn’t scared.

“You should have come in.”

“I didn’t want to interrupt.”

“If you’re going to come see me…come see me. Don’t skulk about like a burglar in a panty hose factory.”

He looked at her for that one.

“Didn’t anybody warn you about me? Didn’t they tell you to keep your distance?”

“Sure.”

“So are you brave or stupid?”

“Neither.”

“Well, come on.”

She stood up and walked towards the parking lot. He followed her, watched her hips sway, felt the rhythm of her body, in tune with the cosmos, controlling the very tides.

She drove a VW microbus. One of the old ones that takes 75 seconds to reach 60. She feathered the clutch, wiggled through the traffic, and made it look like she was speeding.

“How did you do that to me.”

She turned to him, afforded him a glance, warmed him with a smile. “I follow Silithia.”

“You can do that at will? Make me cum?”

“Pretty much. But it helps if you’re in touch with your inner self. You know who you are.”

“But why did you do it?”

“Because you spoke through your paintings. I could feel your suffering, your bliss. You have traveled so far, and you needed to know there is light at the end of the tunnel.

“A woman who can cause an orgasm merely by touching,” he mused.

She pulled up to a bakery. One of the workers came running out and handed her a loaf of hot bread. “Hey, Gloria!”

“Namaste, Dorothy. Give her three dollars, Roy.”

Roy struggled to get his wallet out while they chatted. He paid three bucks, and the bus moved into traffic again.

They drove up to Mullholland, taking a back way that Roy had never seen before. Then they drove along the crest of that drive.

“Don’t let the butt get cold.”

Roy covered up the end of the loaf of bread.

She pulled onto a dirt road, which wound through an orchard and came out near a rather shabby looking house.

She turned off the engine, and Roy asked, “Who’s Silithia?”

She just smiled most enigmatically.

The house was an old ranch style, probably built around 1960, and allowed to weather. There were a couple of trees, lots of low bushes and vines, and a general attitude of disrepair.

The inside of the house was in better shape. It was comfortable, repaired, had fresh paint, the chimney obviously worked, and it felt…pristine.

Gloria put her bag down and went into the kitchen.

At this point Roy had no idea what was happening. As a celebrity he had been taken home to fuck enough times, but he didn’t get that vibe.

And, he had to ask himself what he wanted.

The answer was simple, and yet complex. She had made him cum with a touch. He wanted to know more.

Did he want to cum again?

Of course. He didn’t deny his own male-ism.

But…he wanted to know how she did it.

That was a knowledge that his muse was driving him to find out more about.

In the kitchen she made an herbal tea. It wasn’t particularly sweet smelling, and he wasn’t much of a tea man. He accepted a cup, however, and took small sips.

They sat at the kitchen table and she sliced pieces off the loaf, smeared warm butter on the slices, smeared honey on the slices, and they ate.

It was positively delicious. The bread was fresh, the butt wasn’t cold, and they ate the whole thing.

She wiped off her hands, gave him a damp towel for his, and led him out to the back yard. There was a small porch, about ten foot square, in the center was small rug. She sat down, assumed the Lotus position, closed her eyes and asked him, “What is it you want.”

“How did you do that the other night.”

“I can’t tell you, I can only show you.”

“Will you show me?”

A slight smile across her lips, a slight shrug of the head as she unkinked some minute kink of the muscles.

“It’s dangerous. It will change you physically. Only one in a million men are capable of understanding, let alone proceeding through.”

Proceeding through. What a strange phrase.

He frowned. “Yet you’re talking to me.”

“You’re one in a million. But I have to tell you, I wish to dissuade you.”

“Why?”

“It’s dangerous. It will change you physically. Only one in a million men are capable of understanding, let alone proceeding through.”

He gave a half chuckle. “You’re not much of a salesman. Saleswoman.”

Her eyes were slits and she did a subtle stretching backwards, then reassumed her posture perfect Lotus position.

“I’m a good salesperson if I persuade you to forget about it, to leave, to not come back.”

He watched her for long minutes, just watched, and considered her.

“Why is it dangerous?”

“You could get stuck halfway.”

That didn’t make much sense. Not that Gloria was making all that much sense anyway.

“How will it change me physically?”

She opened her eyes, turned and slipped into the zen position, feet folded under. She spoke directly into his soul.

“You will change into a woman.”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Though he was now motionless he had a thousand thoughts, and he could express none of them. Things were just happening too fast inside his head.

“Go away, Roy. Go back to your painting. Become famous, live the good life. Fuck beautiful women, have a family, enjoy life. Get drunk, be happy, and don’t bug me with your stupid, little dreams.”

Man, if there was ever a shut down that was it.

He paused maybe ten seconds, then gave a nod of his head, stood up, and walked back through the house. He walked up to the road, called an Uber, and returned to the park to pick up his car.

Fucking girl was crazy.

But why couldn’t he get her off his mind?

That was the week he painted the naked girl caressing the trunk of an elephant. The elephant was a shadow standing in a clump of bamboo. Near invisible. The girl was shy, her skin accentuated by the grey of the elephant’s trunk.

And there was love in that painting.

Onlookers could see it, could feel it, and were astounded when he claimed to have painted it in one night. While drunk. On bourbon.

It sold for a half a million.

He didn’t paint for a few days after that. Usually he would get on a jag and paint for a month before being ejected by The Muse and told to go play, recharge, get a life.

He went down to the beach. He was dismal as a surfer, and he preferred a boogey board and flippers, so he sat in the waves and caught a few, but mostly wondered.

The ocean a gently rolling plain behind him he thought about what Gloria had said.

It wasn’t the dangerous part that bugged him. A guy living off The Muse was constantly in danger. Once he entered that zone where The Muse moved his hands and detailed his visions everybody and his aunt’s cat wanted to talk to him. Take him to lunch. Discuss with him the significance of a painting.

There was no significance to what he was painting. He painted, treated the job like a good craftsman, and let it happen. He didn’t know what left turns his mind was making and didn’t care.

There was nothing so dangerous to a man in The Muse as an looker trying to decipher his work.

He would sooner shoot himself in the head than listen to some art critic discussing his ‘influences.’

She had said he would turn into a woman.

That was concrete, and ambiguous at the same time.

How could he turn into a woman? Did she mean he would cultivate a softer viewpoint of life? Under The Muse he had no viewpoint, he wasn’t male, nor female…nor animal, mineral nor vegetable.

He was just a conduit for a happy feeling that happened to make nifty paintings.

That’s how he thought of them. Nifty.

So what did she mean?

He came back from surfing restless, which was sure not the norm. Usually he was refreshed.

Still, he painted ‘Children in the Moonscape,’ which brought in $750,000.

Of course he had to pay taxes and agents and all that stuff, but, still he walked away with about $300,000. Not bad for a country boy.

How could he turn into a woman? Was Gloria talking about transvestism? She couldn’t be talking about him growing a vagina, losing his dick. That was impossible. Never in the history of man.

He was still restless, so he turned the ringer off his phone and left the one word for people who actually happened to know his phone number.

‘Working.’

Go away. I’ll call you when I come up for air.

He painted ‘A Family of Miscreants.’ A horror of children borning out of armpits and assholes. A worthless schism of visions meant to offend. He was that restless.

He made his first million dollar sale. Within 24 hours of release. And was compared to Salvadore Dali.

Fuck!

Then came the crazy month. Painting after painting. Some were collidoscopes of insanity. Some were gentle pastorals with soothing colors.

Animals, machines, space ships, microbes, everything in his head seemed to have jumbled and was shooting out like a volcano erupting.

And he was either drunk, or crying, or sitting in a funk with no thoughts.

What did she mean?

On a Saturday morning he was waiting for her when she returned from teaching.

The yard was in much better shape, and it was obvious she was going to plant a lawn. The roof had been reroofed, the windows were clean, there was a cat on the front porch.

She tooled up in her VW bus, turned the car off and got out. She was holding a fresh loaf, the butt not cold, and she smiled at him.

“You lasted a long time.”

He knew she was referring to how long it had taken him to return to her.

“You must be in a lot of pain.”

Yeah. He was. And he didn’t understand it at all.

They went through the house, it was cleaner, the rug was new, and made a stop in the kitchen. The loaf. Warm. Soft. Smothered in butter and honey.

He knew that she knew he was coming, else why would she buy a big loaf?

She spoke: “When we finish there is a book on the end table. I would like you to read it.”

“What do you mean I’ll turn into a woman?”

“Read the book.” A knowing smile. Not quite condescending, but…almost.

She wiped her hands clean, and he suddenly realized that she had not gotten any of the butter and honey on her hands.

He needed a wet rag. Later he would realize that that was the first aware thought he had in a new existence.

how did she do that?

He went into the living room and found the book.

‘Silithia: The Hope of All Women...the Bane of All Men.’

He looked at the cover.
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Huh. Dewy-eyed. Hope? Fear? Big lips.

A rather enigmatic picture, Roy judged.

He sat down and started reading.

“Go home. Don’t come back. Don’t worry about returning the book.”

Without saying a word Roy stood up and left.

He read the book in a day, and once again entered that terror zone of painting in which The Muse beat him up, put him in a washing machine, and squeezed odd trivia out of his mind.

He thought about the book, tried to forget about the book, and out of his digits poured a charcoal of a zombie eating a sheep. Alive. And the sheep loving it.

Disgusting. 1.2 mill.

The tender embrace of a mother for a child, in the middle of a battlefield, the baby looking up and cooing. Critics said they could hear the baby, and they cried for the mother.

A landscape of dreams, jumbled and jangly and filled with monsters.

A woman lying on a bed, a cross of shadows super imposed on her, the bedding tangled with her limbs.

Then there was the TV show.

His agent needed publicity, thought everybody needed publicity, and didn’t understand that a painter needed solitude, needed protection from the people who had opinions.

He got drunk, made a fool of himself, and was applauded for his artistic integrity in all the newspapers and across the web.

Fools.

A month later he went back to Gloria’s house.

“You don’t give up,” she observed as she led the way to the kitchen.

The kitchen had been redone. The lawn was in. The woods were being pushed back.

“What did you think of the book?

“It’s stupid. It’s a fantasy. Couldn’t happen. And the writer…”

“What about the writer?” asked Gloria, sipping at her insipid tea.

“Look, I know artists, give me that, and this one is fucking nuts.”

Gloria nodded, sipped a sip, and, “I’m sure she would agree with you. What do you want?”

“I want to know how you made me squirt by touching me.” He phrased it crudely as possible, but she didn’t care.

“Every person has a wavelength. By creating that wavelength and touching you with it. That’s how I did it.”

He was silent. Then…desperate… “Prove it.”

She reached forward, hesitated as she studied his eyes, then she touched the back of his hand.

Roy existed in nothing, yet he had a body, and that body arched. A current ran through him, pushed sexual feelings through him, made him shiver, and he erupted. A fierce groan, and his semen poured out of him.

He came to on the couch. They had been in the kitchen, and he had no idea how he had come to be on the couch.

He moved his head and opened his eyes. The world slowly came into focus. His pants were wet.

Gloria sat on the floor next to him in the zen posture. Her head was lowered and her eyes were closed. She smiled and opened her eyes and looked at him.

He was desperate. He was starved. He needed what she had, and didn’t even know what she had.

“Please,” he said.

“Please what?”

Yet he felt that she was actually joking with him.

“Please teach me how to do that.”

“Why? Why should I do that when you’re not even willing to be a woman?”

“I’ll be a woman. I’ll be anything you want. Just…I need to know.”

She sighed, she turned full to him. “Why, Roy. Why do you need to know?”

It came out of him. He never would have been able to verbalize it on his own, but The Muse was moving him now.

“When I paint it is as if The Muse is shaking things out of me. Sometimes good, sometimes bad, but The Muse is trying to make sense out of me. She is trying to bring order out of the chaos that is me. It’s not that I want. If it was left up to me I would just go get drunk. But I have given myself up to The Muse, and she wants to know. She knows the last things that keep me from the truth of myself are there. If I could just…if I could…” He closed his eyes because tears were coming. He had never begged in his life, until now.

Gloria patted his hand. “You know The Muse is a woman. And now you know why you must become a woman. It is the next step for an enlightened man.”

He sniffed.

“Only by being a woman can you understand The Muse, and only by understanding The Muse can you understand yourself. Do you want to become a woman, Roy?”

Roy didn’t want to. He was a man, born and bred. But…he couldn’t stop The Muse from reworking him, making him into her image.

“Okay,” he said, giving up and acceding at the same time.

Gloria arose, a smooth unfolding of the limbs, graceful as she lifted his hand.

He felt himself rising, and he felt himself, the little eye of awareness that was him way back in his skull, receding, watching from further and further away.

She walked into the bedroom, holding his hand, and he followed docilely.

Her bedroom was a cube. In the center of the room, not against a wall, was her bed. Her bed was square. There were no covers.

“Sit,” she said.

He sat, and she began taking off her clothes.

She pulled the cut off sweat shirt over her head, and he stared at her breasts. He couldn’t help himself.

She smiled, and it was okay with her that he watched her bare her flesh.

She stripped the leggings off, and she was naked. She was not a woman who liked clothes.

She stood in front of him, hands on hips, gorgeous bosom outthrust.  “I’m going to tell you some unpleasant things,” she said. Then she pushed him back on the bed.

She sat on his body, and he felt her cunt against his cock, but she didn’t allow entry.

“When you squirt your brains out, as men are wont to do, you waste yourself. Women don’t waste themselves.

“So I’m supposed to try and fuck like a woman?”

“Don’t use your mouth. Use your ears. Listen and learn. Shut up. But you’re right. You must give up cuming like a man. When you can give way and let your orgasm happen, then you will be fucking like a woman, and that is what you must learn.”

He nodded. He was determined not to open his mouth again until she bid him to.

“The difficulty comes when you must not let yourself cum. You must deny, learn to rechannel energies.

“So the exercise now is for you to be in me and not expend your seed.”

He blinked. “But…”

She slapped his face. Not too hard, but hard enough. Then she grabbed his face, knee walked up his body, and sat on his face.

He could hardly breath, and what breaths he did manage were tainted by the smell of her pussy.

“Use your ears, not your mouth. Your mouth is you babbling about things you don’t know, and no question you can ever form is anything but a distraction for what you must do.”

He was choking, but she didn’t care. If anything, she pressed harder onto him.

“So, eat, learn what your mouth is really for, and stop making those ridiculous sounds.”

He managed to get a little air in, mostly from desperate sucking.

She laughed. “Stop trying to breath and start eating.”

From somewhere deep inside there was a recognition of what she was saying.

He moved his tongue, tried to move his lips.

“That’s right. Eat. Eat of woman, and become of woman. Become like woman. Teach yourself about vagina by partaking of it.”

He moved his mouth, his mashed lips slid over her labia, and she made a small moaning sound.

“This is the part I like best,” she said. “When you give up. Now…give up.”

He struggled, and at one point he beat at her thighs with his fists, but now she was kneeling over him, dropping her full weight on him.

He couldn’t breath but barely, but he kept moving his mouth and lips, and then, suddenly, his tongue went out and lapped.

“There you go. Get the honey.”

He licked again, and a sweet nectar came into his mouth, energized his soul.

And he realized that struggling used up oxygen. If he stopped struggling…somehow air seeped into his mouth, into his lungs, and…she moved quickly, he got one gasp of air, a big one, then she was sitting on his face again, but now she was facing the other way and able to stroke his cock.

He jerked as she gripped him. She could make him cum with a touch, but this wasn’t about that. This was about getting him close as she could to the edge. To bring him to the lip of nirvana, and no more.

He licked, and realized that his nose was up her asshole.

Yet, she did not smell. There was no taint. If anything…she was sweet down there.

A dull thought wafting across his consciousness: it must be the bread and honey and butter.

She moved her hand up and down slowly. Within a minute he was on the edge, and it was excruciating. He wanted to cum, but she wouldn’t let him. She stroked him, stroked him, and backed off when he started to surge.

“Do not cum like a man,” she whispered, and somehow he heard, even though her thighs were against his ears.

She cupped his balls and shook them.

He groaned and tried to spurt.

She squeezed his dick and said, “No. Not like that. Don’t take it, let it be given. Be a woman.”

He choked a bit, then managed to find a thread of logic in his waning consciousness.

“Fight it. Fight the cum. Fight the male in you, and let the female arise.”

His hips were jerking, twitching, trying to throw her off that he might blow his wad.

But she was adept at bronc riding. She was smiling, enjoying the ride.

She leaned forward and took his head in her mouth. She chewed on him, and the feeling came again, and again.

She backed of each time, squeezed the base of his cock, wouldn’t let him cum.

“Stop trying. Control yourself. Don’t be the victim of your base urges. Control your urges, and ride them to heaven.

He was gasping, crying, trying to throw her off, but he was also tiring. No matter how bad he wanted to cum, he couldn’t…he…

As if from afar it came to him. The ability to say no. To refuse himself.

He lay still, and his cock surged, but she held it, and helped him learn to hold it back.

“That’s it. Don’t squirt. Don’t waste yourself. Save it. You must never squirt as a man again.”

He lay as if dead.

“This is the Corpse Posture. The Corpse Asana. From this little death flow your first awareness. Lay down. Take it. Don’t let it go. Use it. Do you understand?”

He did, and she slowly stopped stroking him. She got off him, knelt beside him for a long moment and watched him.

“You must give up to get, Roy. Other things we do will be more difficult, but this first step, this first stage, learning to deny yourself that you might progress, this is the hardest.”

He lay on the bed, breathing deeply, trying to get his bearings.

“Sleep, if you can, then come out to the living room.”

She turned and left the room.

Roy lay there, deprived, his cock bright purple, straining, thrusting, wanting to squirt.

Yet the feeling wasn’t bad. It was good. It was the most delicious feeling in the world.

He slept.


PART TWO

She told him to practice sitting in the Lotus for a month. He was not to have sex of any kind. He must save himself for her. She told him this with a completely no nonsense attitude.

“Do you want me to come to your yoga class?”

She snorted. “Why? That’s for people who are already women. You have a ways to go before you can join them.”

“But what are they doing?”

“What Silithia wants. Empowering themselves, becoming purer, hoping to be accepted by Silithia.”

“You speak as if this Silithia person is real.”

“I’ve met her. She trained me.”

He stared. It was just a damned book. “If the book is real why is it listed as fiction?

“To protect Silithia. The last thing she wants is a bunch of idiots who aren’t ready beating a path to her door.”

Actually, that made sense. Roy had had enough of idiots, so he understood. But, still…non-fiction?

He went home and practiced Yoga. If he wasn’t painting he was sitting in the Lotus, or practicing a few other postures that he knew.

Still, it was the lotus that Gloria wanted him to work on, so he concentrated on that.

He painted the Tyrannosaurus Rex on the moon, and was labeled a political genius. Both the Democrats and the Republicans claimed they were the essence of the painting.

To undo the silliness he painted two paintings. He held one grip that led to two brushes so he could paint on two canvases exactly the same. It was a study of Frankenstein’s Monster plucking the limbs off a little girl before throwing her into the lake. He named one ‘Republicans and Democrats,’ and the other ‘Democrats and Republicans.’ Let them figure that out.

Which, of course, both Repubs and Dems said that did.

Roy threw up his hands in disgust and painted a pig’s asshole in Van Gogh style and titled it ‘Politicians.’

Both Dems and Repubs loved that one, too.

And the critics loved it, praised his conspicuity, whatever that was, and it went for two million dollars.

He got drunk and drove to Gloria’s house.

He walked in and she touched him, but he didn’t cum. He sobered up.

“Stop this silliness,” she said, then she kissed him and tossed him out.

He did a series of miniatures: a ball pitched…a ball in flight…a ball in flight…a ball in flight…and so on, until…a ball smashed.

Stupid. But a fist fight erupted in the gallery where it was first shown.

More and more money. He wasn’t just rich, he was filthy, fucking rich. He could have anything. He could tour the world and be the king of everywhere.

He cried because the Lotus position was so frustrating.

Still, he kept practicing, and one day the door to his studio opened and Gloria walked in.

Odd, he had never imagined she would come see him. She came to him, looked down at him with twisted lips. “You’re wearing clothes? No wonder it’s taking you so long!”

She turned in what he thought was disgust and walked out.

A month later, after practicing the Lotus naked until his cock no longer got hard, he showed up at her house.

She shared her loaf of bread and butter and honey. “One meal a day like this,” she said, and handed him a handful of recipes. The rest of your meals can be like these.”

Then she took his hand and walked him into the bedroom.

“Center of the bed. Lotus.”

He took his clothes off and assumed the posture.

She sat behind him, she was a tall woman, and she wrapped her legs around him and reached around him and started stroking him. With her other hand she was reading a book. Volume Eight of ‘The Wheel of Time.’

“This is stupid,” she said. “All he talks about is women’s clothing. But I’m committed to reading the whole thing, whether I like it or not.”

Roy’s cock grew stiff. He hadn’t cum since she had touched him, now months, and his cock started dripping.

She didn’t mind that he dripped, just kept taking her hand off, or squeezing, when he came close.

“I liked ‘The Lensmen Series’ much better. Now that was storytelling.”

He grunted, and tried not to cum. And failed, but she stopped him from squirting.

For three hours she read, and he tried to read. He focused on words, then his self control distracted him, and she squeezed, and he groaned, and they went back to reading.

“Come back tomorrow,” she said a few hours later. “You’re doing well.”

He was a mess. He was a sweaty glob of frustration. He understood, but couldn’t figure it out.

The next day he returned, and she resumed reading and stroking him. Page after page, day after day, through book after book.

It took months, but he finally managed to control himself.

Heck, she wasn’t going to let him cum anyway, so why should he try?

Then, one day, she was reading, and she stopped, and just hugged him. He could feel her perfect breasts pressed against his back.

She turned his head gently and kissed him. Her lips were soft and sweet and hungry.

He turned and faced her. She pushed him back and he went on his haunches, and almost fell off the bed. She caught him by the ankle, laughed, and dragged him back to her.

“You did well.” She bent to his groin, took his cock in her mouth, watched him with amusement as she sucked him.

He had the feeling this was the test. She wanted to see if he could really hold himself back.

She sucked, and massaged his balls, and he groaned and tried, with all of his might, to hold onto his semen.

She slowed, tapped his perineum with a finger, then resumed normal sucking.

He felt it on the edge, he tried to back it off.

“Stop,” he begged, but she wouldn’t.

He felt a weird feeling deep inside, near his prostate, a wave form, and he knew she was taking him all the way, deliberately. But now he knew, so he didn’t push it. He gave it up. He relaxed and let it take him.

His semen came out in a flood and she kept her mouth on him and took it all.

He stopped.

She held his now softening cock in her mouth.

“I love you,” he said.

“I know,” she said, letting his cock fall out of her mouth.

She gave him four postures, Cat (Marjaryasana), Cow (Bitilasana), Melting Heart (Anahatasana), and Child’s Pose (Balasana).

“These are warm ups. I want you to wear this,” she handed him a thong with a c ring for his cock. “Keep your little weenie in place,” she grinned. “It’s going to get smaller.”

With that dire warning she sent him off, told him to come back some year.

Roy painted, bad stuff that he finally slashed with a knife, and got drunk. Something was happening to him. His cock tingled all the time.

Then he went surfing, and that seemed to help. The Muse, which had temporarily gone on vacation, came back. He started painting the good stuff again.

And now, The Muse back, it seemed to be back even harder. He painted ‘The Conch,’ and unwound it into infinity.

‘Bored.’ a single grain of sand on the beach, until only the grain of sand was seen.

‘Digging Myself Out.’ A vision of himself at the bottom of a pit of sand, opening his awareness in all directions so he could see behind his head.

One day he was at the beach and a child and his mother were sitting on a bench. The waves were breaking hard, but he felt something from the little boy. He was coloring with crayons.

He sat down, exchanged greetings with the mother, who didn’t know him from Adam, and asked to look at the child’s work.

“It was good stuff. Certainly better than his crap, and ten times better than the shit that hung in museums.

“Hold the crayon like this, that’s it, now a sideways stroke, like this, and…see how the shadow pops out?”

The child was seven years old, and he saw it.

“Are you an artist?” asked the mother.

“I scribble a bit,” he said. “Can I use your son’s crayons and a piece of paper?”

Curious, she gave him permission.

He crayoned, ‘The Purpling of Red Cows.’ It was just supposed to be a lesson to help the child along. Certainly the child was the only one who would understand it.

Then he made a mistake. He signed his name.

It sold for four million dollars.

Which pissed him off for a moment. The kid needed the lesson more than the money. Then he laughed. Money or talent, it was up to the individual how to waste it.

“I saw your crayon drawing in the newspaper.”

“Oh,” he said, not caring. He had practiced his poses until he was blue in the face. He kept his painting hours up, but his sleeping hours suffered.

“You need more sleep.”

“Only so many hours in the day.”

They finished the loaf of bread and she took him into the bedroom.

Cat, Dog, Melting Heart, Child’s Pose. Again and again. But the difference was that she held her hand under him and he scooped his dick through her grip.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Control,” she answered.

A lifetime of verbiage in two words.

He held back, surged, controlled himself, seemed about to master it, then his cock…he couldn’t control his cock. Fucking cock!

But she was moving her hand up and down, and not always in rhythm, and he had to do the poses deeper, which gave him more strength, more flexibility.

She seemed happy with his progress. So happy that she gave him two more poses. Upward Facing Dog (Urdhva mukha svanasana) and Downward Facing Dog (adho mukha svanasana).

And told him to come back in one week.

One fucking week!

It was almost worth not cumming!

He painted an ocean scene of an octopus in glittering sparkles, a diver caught behind the one, big, shiny eye. ‘A body in motion.’

He painted a man in strangled pose, limbs curving in different and impossible directions, and he had never felt so calm as when he did that.

He tried to sleep, but he was bubbling with energy. A pure, golden energy that lifted him up. He lay awake staring at the high ceiling, imagining spider wars.

When he painted that vision it brought in five million.

His agent wanted him to buy a mansion. He did, but he kept his studio apartment. The mansion, with two swimming pools, twenty rooms and a combo basketball/tennis court, sat empty.

He painted a canvas black and called it ‘A Black Bear in a Coal Mine at Midnight.’

It sold, and an older woman was assaulted when she called it garbage.

So he painted a canvas white and called it ‘A Polar Bear in a Snowstorm at Noon.’

And gave it to the old lady.

She may have thought it garbage, but she got rich off it.

Well, richer.

A week later Gloria gave him a series of Warrior Poses.

The week after that she gave him a bunch of variations. Planks,  Twisted Warriors, Side Plank, and Goddess.

And she didn’t touch his cock.

She made him do his work outs in the thong, his cock strangled and pulled up against his groin.

It got hard, and she rubbed him through the clothe, but…it was officially off limits.

On the fourth week, as a reward, she touched him and made him cum. The semen seeped through his thong and she scooped it up and made him eat it.

He didn’t mind. He was more concerned with getting his postures perfect.

The months passed.

He painted: ‘Screw This,’ making the threads of screws lead into alternate worlds.

He painted: A Movie Star’s Dreams,’ which was of an audience in various stages of sleep.

He painted: A child’s Dreams,’ which was of a puppy dog morphing into a zombie dog.

Weird. But it sure bought in the bucks.

More variations of poses. Garland, Head to Knee (with the emphasis of making him able to reach his head into his own crotch, Crow, and a series of twists that unlimbered his spine and let energy come up the energy points of his spine.  The Chakras. God, that felt good.

And he felt a vibration coming into his life. A subtle undercurrent beneath everything.

She took off his thong and he stared at his cock. It was smaller. He had been eight inches. Now he was four.

And his skin was softer.

His hair, already long, was now extra long, and she wove it into a braid, attached a steel hook to his braid and put it inside his asshole. He had to do Chair that way, his back bent slightly back.

His legs trembled and sweat broke out, and he felt the golden glow in his anus. It made the underlying vibration of everything grow more conspicuous. To him.

A year passed.

He had done hundreds of paintings, learned dozens of yoga poses, and tied those poses to sex.

He assumed the one-legged pigeon and she stroked him, and he held his discipline and didn’t cum.

He did the Plow, his own dick in his mouth, but he didn’t cum.

He was happy. The Muse was happy with him. He was pouring out paintings the acre. Then everything changed.

“Assume the Lotus.”

He did. He was strong, flexible, able to defeat his carnal urges.

She adjusted him slightly, sat in his lap, and let her pussy slide down over his little cock.

It was only three inches long now. It barely went into her vagina, but she acted like it was four feet long.

She groaned, and held him, and moved her hips.

The tip of his dick rubbed between her labia, and he wanted to cum.

But she was doing something. She was emitting a vibration, not with him, but against him, not letting him cum.

He groaned, and tears began to seep out of his eyes.

She bent her head and sucked on his nipples. She sucked scientifically, one nipple then the other, and it felt like his nipples were actually growing, being sucked into larger existence.

Hour after hour. On the edge of cumming, but…no joy.

She slipped off him, and he collapsed, lay on his back and sobbed.

“Told you it would be hard.”

She ran a comb through her hair and watched him. She seemed quite satisfied.

The next day she did the same. And the next, and the next.

And she fucked him in different poses, contorting her body in impossible positions, yet holding them, holding her pussy to his groin.

His cock felt like it was getting smaller. His chest started growing.

“How is this happening?” he asked, at one point.

“It happens because you want it.”

“I do?” He was confused. He didn’t know what he wanted, but she seemed to.

Entwined in ‘Half Lord of the Fishes,’ he sucked her breasts and she sucked his, a wild commingling of the yin yang.

Upward and Downward Dog matched, one on the top and one underneath, rising and falling, and he tried harder and harder to insert his now minuscule penis into her.

She smiled, and he wondered if she was going to cum some day. He asked her.

“A woman cums all the time. A real woman exists in a state of orgasm. You’ll find out.”

And he was finding out. The golden vibration emanating from his core was getting more and more insistent.

His penis shrunk to nothing, and his pee hole started to widen and elongate. The head of his penis became a clitoris.

His breasts grew. Larger. And his nipples grew. Larger.

In the middle of change, he often had trouble finding The Muse.

Gloria explained it by saying, “She doesn’t know who you are right now. Don’t worry. Once she finds you again she’ll live in you forever.

Forever. A short word with a long meaning.

Still, though the big outpouring of paintings was done, or at least at a temporary pause, he managed to turn out a couple of paintings.

He didn’t think they were very good, and for the simple reason that The Muse wasn’t moving his hand.

But that was okay. He had accomplished more than most painters do in their entire lives.

Besides, the vibration was becoming an undercurrent in his life. A delicious swimming pool that he took with him wherever he went and within which he was constantly afloat.

“I’m turning into a woman,” he said to himself, reading a small periodical. The periodical was an unpopular critic’s mag, which he liked because it actually told the truth. He read the article.

‘The greatest artist of modern times appears to be transitioning.’

That was the headline, and the picture beneath showed him.

Himself, with burgeoning chest, slender legs that ended in sandals, long hair braided down his back.

He read the article, puked out the usual garbage about how great he was, and sat back and thought.

Gloria had said he would turn into a woman. He had not believed. But he was doing it.

She was doing it to him.

Though she would say he was doing it to himself.

He was so excited with what he was experiencing, with the things he was learning, he didn’t care who was doing what.

His dick was gone. Did it matter?

He had tits, and they were growing larger by the day. Did it matter?

The only thing that mattered was that he was no longer possessed by The Muse. That was the only thing he missed.

He could still paint, and people thought his work was even better. but…was it?

He laid out his last paintings. Then he put some of his earlier paintings between the later ones, and judged for himself.

He hated critics, but he was his own worst critic. He was honest,  and that was all that mattered.

His later stuff was better. The stuff he was painting without The Muse was better than the obsessive compulsive paintings he had done under The Muse.

He didn’t understand.

He reached the end of half of his sexual yoga training.

He could do all the poses Gloria gave him, and without cumming.

The second half of his training, however, had him feeding her, presumably not letting her cum while he fucked her.

If she had contorted her body to fuck him in Upward Bow, now she assumed Upward Bow and he had to contort his body to feed her.

Now there was no penis to excite the situation, however, so she had him put on a strap on and feed her.

Pose after pose, hour after hour, screwing without cumming.

Actually, she didn’t look like she wanted to cum. But she was getting a golden energy multiplying inside. He could feel her vibrating within. A cum without cumming, and he began to understand where she lived. She lived in orgasm, and the fact of an actual, physical orgasm was…silly.

Why try to get what she already had?

Days, weeks, months.

A year.

He was no longer a he. His insides had changed, and he suffered hormones. He had ovaries instead of balls. He had a vagina in place of his cock.

He began dressing like a woman.

Gloria helped him, and they sometimes went shopping together.

He grew long nails and learned how to paint them red.

He used make up and stared at his red lips in mirrors and passing windows.

He had his hair trimmed, highlighted, and he learned how to really take care of it.

He lived at her house as much as he lived in the studio.

He asked her, “What happened to The Muse?”

She just smiled.

And he knew.

The Muse is the person struggling to come out of his shell. Through sexual yoga they had destroyed the shell, and he was out. He was The Muse, and had never known it.

He had been trying to overcome the distractions of being human and actually become himself.

Himself without limits or restrictions. Him without the confines of language and culture.

Himself.

He was woman.

He engaged in her regular yoga classes, and he could feel when the women were free, and when they were struggling. He could feel the vibrations of them, an ocean undoing hormones and other silliness.

He painted.

Not obsessively, but freely. Letting his visions loose without effort or inner turmoil.

No limits.

He painted: ‘A Lion in the Bedroom.’ Much acclaim.

He painted: ‘Soft visions in hard shells.’

He painted: ‘The Truth of my Soul,’ and people actually cried upon inspecting it.

Still, there was something left.

“What’s missing?” she asked Gloria.

“What do you want to be missing?” returned her mentor.

“Don’t go Socratic on me, bitch. Just answer the question.”

Gloria laughed. “Come for bread on Saturday, and if I’m in the mood…”

Saturday morning. Roy put on a half bra and panties and nylons. When she wasn’t naked she liked to look good.

She wore no make up because sessions with Gloria would sweat the make up off a moose.

She hopped into her Tesla and drove out to the ocean. She drove up the coast, turned right, and headed for Malibu.

Arriving at Gloria’s house she sat on the porch. The cat came up to her, slid against her ankles, then hopped up onto her lap.

“A pussy for the pussy,” murmured Roy.

Gloria came home a while later. She parked her bus and carried the bread into the house.

They sat in the kitchen, the cat mewling until Gloria gave her a saucer of milk.

“Bitch,” she said to the cat, and sat down to finish the buttered loaf dripping with honey.

“A bitch is a female dog.”

“All cats are female, so I’m right enough.”

“That makes no sense.”

“Very little does. Are you ready for the final step?”

“The final step?”

“Graduation? Today you are a woman?”

Roy nodded.

“Head for the bed, I’ll be in in a second.”

Roy walked out of the kitchen. She didn’t need to wipe her hands because she was a fastidious eater.

She entered the bedroom and took off her clothes. She wondered what posture they were going to explore. If this was the last lesson then what asana would they use? And what effect would it have on her?

She sat on the bed and assumed the Lotus asana.

The door opened and Gloria walked in. Roy’s eyes opened wide.

Gloria was naked, her impeccable body on display, a natural beauty, with…a dildo jutting out from her junction.

“What?”

“What did you think it would be?”

She knelt over Roy, her boobs pushing towards him.

“I didn’t know. But this…”

“I know. You travel a long journey to become a woman, and then realize there is one thing you forgot. A woman may not need a cock, but cocks sure are fun.”

Gloria pushed Roy back and knelt to lick her thighs up to her pussy.

Roy groaned as Gloria’s perfect lips manipulated her labia.

Gloria was smiling wide. After a year of pussy footing around, making yogic love to a man without a penis, she was ready for the turn about.

She knelt between Roy’s knees and used her fingers on him.

“No poses?” Roy gasped.

“There’s a time for education and enlightenment, and there is a time for pure fun.”

“Fuck,” wheezed Roy, as Gloria pushed two fingers into her and reamed her.

Gloria edge up further, until the big dildo was touching Roy’s pussy. She reached down and pulled his labia apart. she fit her dick into Roy’s slit.

Roy wasn’t scared, but she was apprehensive. She had never taken a cock. She had given plenty, but to be penetrated…even by a woman she loved…it was a lot.

Gloria didn’t give her much time to be worried, she ran her cock into Roy, and watched with pleasure as Roy arched and tilted her hips.

Roy couldn’t talk for the pleasure emanating from her pussy. For months, for years, she had dedicated himself to this change, and now to get the icing on the cake…he reached up and grabbed Gloria, pulled her down.

Gloria began to pump in and out.

Roy started mewling, couldn’t stop making these little sounds, and the orgasm built, and built and…

“Hold it back, honey. Don’t let it happen yet. The longer you wait the bigger it gets.”

Now Roy was forced to deny herself from the other side of the sexual divide. She held back, held back, and the pressure in the volcano built more and more.

Gloria knew it was going to be big. Roy hadn’t had an orgasm for months. Yet she was surprised when Roy finally let go.

It was like Roy’s bones turned into rubber and bent. The golden fluid in her veins built up in pressure, and finally, she popped.

A vast blow off, and Roy was expelled from his body. He was blown right out of his skin, a massive nova of pure light and goodness.

She knew she was squirting, and she knew there was a world somewhere, but…it didn’t matter.

All that mattered was her existence in a new world, a cosmos of love, a vessel of space surrounded by shimmying lightening.

For long minutes Roy held on, clutched desperately, as if Gloria was her only connection to reality.

And, perhaps she was.

Then she began to perceive the world. She felt the bed under her, the woman over her.

Then she was on her side, turned by Gloria, and she felt Gloria kissing her, again and again.

And Gloria whispered. “Do you think you can do me?”

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


Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

She said we weren’t cheating!


PART ONE

It started out innocently enough.

Jane is our neighbor, and my wife was on a business trip, and Jane needed a little help.

“Jerry? Could I borrow your ladder?”

“All I’ve got is a step ladder. Will that do?”

“I think so.”

So I put down the phone and went out to the garage. I picked up the step ladder and headed for Jane’s house. Through the side door, through the gap in the hedge, and I knocked on her kitchen door.

“Oh, thank you. Right in here.” She led the way into a spare room.

“Thank you, thank you,” she gushed. “I’ve been painting the spare room, and I can’t get the ceiling. Too short, you know.”

Yes. She was a shorty. Probably five foot even. Big breasts though. And I had observed her nipples standing up on occasion.

Not that I was given much occasion. My wife, Sheila, keeps me pretty busy. I work, I play, I do the chores…and she is the jealous type.

I set the ladder up and watched as Jane climbed up.

“Oh, no! I’m still too short!” The roller was still a couple of inches from the ceiling.

“Here, let me.”

I put a hand out to help her off the ladder and climbed up. It was a little wobbly, but I could reach the ceiling easily.

“I can’t ask you to paint my ceiling!”

“Nope,” I said, cheerfully, taking the roller out of her hand.

I rolled paint, a pale green, on the ceiling. At one point the ladder rocked. She quickly grabbed the top step and held it firm.

“Thanks,” I said.

The ladder seemed steady enough, so she let go. I was almost finished when it rocked again. This time she steadied me, and placed her hand right, square on my crotch.

“Yikes!” I blurted.

“What is that?” She didn’t take her hand away, but felt my crotch.

“Let go!” My voice sounded a little strangled.

“Do you…is that…”

“Do you mind?” My hands were full of paint pole, hers were full of…me.

She didn’t mind. In fact, she pulled the waist band of my pajama bottoms—that’s what I was wearing, it was early in the morning and I hadn’t changed—down and stared.

My cock was inside a plastic tube. It was tight in the tube, and my cock was pulsing inside, trying to get large, trying to get out.

“Oh, my God!”

I struggled for balance, held on to the pole, and couldn’t pull my pants up.

Jane grabbed her cell phone, it was on a dresser, and started snapping pictures.

“Hey! No! Don’t do that!”

She just giggled and kept snapping.

I tried to step down the ladder, but my pants had fallen lower and I couldn’t. I’d fall if I tried to take a step.

Click. Click. Click. Close ups, wide angles. Different positions.

I turned this way and that, trying to hide myself, my face turning eighteen shades of crimson.

I was actually crying by the time she finished.

She uploaded quickly, then put her phone down and helped me off the ladder. All the time she was laughing.

“Jerry! I never knew you were so kinky! I mean, I’ll be honest, I thought you were sort of a staid, stick in the mud type. And here you’ve been hiding your kink from me this whole time.”

“I’m not, I can’t…you can’t tell anybody.”

“Why not?”

“Shiela doesn’t know.”

I was redder than a fire engine. Totally humiliated. And my fire hose was trying to burst free. In fact, it was struggling to erect so hard it was painful. I actually bent a little at the waist to relieve the fierce pressure.

Shiela, meanwhile, ignored my embarrassment and handled my junk. Which is to say she handled my cock cage.

She turned it this way and that. She lifted it, she squeezed my balls.

I put aside the paint pole and tried to push her hands away and pull up my pants.

“Oh, no, you don’t.” She slapped at my hands. And, she had a grip on me. There actually wasn’t much I could do.

“Please, let me go!” Was that my voice? That terrified whine?

“So Shiela doesn’t know,” Jane mused. holding the cock cage to the side and examining my balls close up.

“And she mustn’t. Please, unhand me.”

“Unhand me,” she mocked me and giggled. “As if. No, I think I’ll handle you for a while. Come on.”

She walked out of the room, dragging me by the penis. She led me, like my penis was a leash, to the kitchen. She sat down and began to examine the workings in earnest.

“So the balls are trapped. Can’t get out without losing them. And, oh…the prick can’t move because of those little points. It looks to me like you’re caught.”

She grinned up at me, her hands now fondling my package.

My legs were growing weak. I was so red in the face I was actually dizzy. She kept me on my feet, though, with her strong hands.

“So, tell me, how did this come to be?”

Mumbling, blurting, my mind a confused whirl, I explained.

“I just read about it on the net and thought it was cool.”

“And how long have you been locking yourself up like this?”

“I don’t kno…I—ow!” Jane gave a hard squeeze.

“Tell me, buster!”

“Two years.”

Her eyes grew a little round. “Two years wearing this thing? How did you hide it from Shiela?”

“I don’t wear it all the time, only when she’s gone.”

“So she’s gone now.”

“Business trip. Might be two weeks.”

Jane pursed her lips and thought. “So Shiela gets this big promotion and has to go out of town every so often, and while the cat’s away, or maybe I should say while the pussy’s away, the little mousie is trapped and wanting…what do you want?”

“What do you mean?”

“What do you get out of this? What’s the big kick for you?”

“I just get real horny, then I jack off.”

“Aha.” An evil gleam came into her eyes. “You used to jack off.”

“Used to…what do you..”

“Go get me the key to this thing. No, get the keys. There must be two. Right?”

“I…you don’t…I won’t.”

“Yes. You will.” She picked up her phone and pulled up a juicy picture of me standing on the ladder, fright in my face, pants down, cock all wrapped up and nowhere to go. “Because if you don’t I will email this to your wife.”

“NO!

“Go get the keys!”

“But I was just helping you paint your ceiling.” God, I sound piteous.

“Thank you. Now, the keys.”

“But you…”

“I’m typing in Shiela’s email address right now.”

“But she’ll know it’s you!”

“I don’t care. I’m lowering my finger to the send button now.”

Her finger hovered over her phone, descended slowly towards the face plate.

“Okay! Okay!”

She held her finger motionless and looked at me. “Well?”

I ran out of her kitchen, through the yards, and in to my house. In the bedroom I picked up a key. I found the spare in the back of a drawer. I ran back.

Jane was sitting at the kitchen table. She was smiling and tapping her foot. And her shirt was off.

I froze. I boggled. Her big tits, all out of proportion to her small body, were encased in a flimsy bra. “What are you doing?”

“Getting comfortable.” She held out her palm.

Stunned, speechless, I placed the keys in her hand.

She closed her fist on them, and her eyes gleamed with satisfaction and…power.

“Oh, God,” I said.

“What?” She asked, all innocent.

“I read about…there are stories of women who…”

“Who what?” She sat back and placed her arms over the backs of the chairs next to her. God, she had huge bosoms And I could see the nipples standing up under the material.

“Who…tortured…who…” I fumbled, couldn’t speak. I was mesmerized by her tits.

“Tortured? How interesting.”

She slipped out of her pants, tossed them aside, and sat with her legs spread. I could see her hairs escaping from her panties. I could see her…her camel toe. It was easy to see. The thin material. The lips pushing out.

She patted her pussy.

“Please…don’t.” I sounded like I was being choked to death.

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t…” I turned away.

“Get back here,” she snapped.

I turned back around. I didn’t want to, but I was compelled. The sight of her tits…her pussy…my cock revolted against the cage. It pressed outward, and I felt the blood pulsing through me. Heysoos, if I didn’t have this thing on I would have squirted right then and there, no stimulation but the sight of her…her…”

She reached down and patted her pussy. She rubbed a spot at the top of her slit. “Oh…that feels good.”

I started to cry. Actual tears were overflowing and streaming down my cheeks.

She reached up and played with one nipple.

“Oh, if only I had a big, strong man to fuck me. You know, push his giant penis into my tiny, little snatch. I’m real juicy right now, you know?”

She was breathing hard.

I wasn’t aware that I was breathing.

“Take off your clothes.”

“Please, no.”

“Now.” She placed a hand on her cell phone.

I pushed my bottoms down and stepped out of them. My cock pulsated in the cage.

“Ooh,” she smiled. “Your shirt. Your shoes. Everything.”

“Please, my wife…”

“Oh, you want me to call Shiela?”

I didn’t say anything, just shucked my shirt and kicked off my shoes.

“Oh, look how it jumps.”

It was pulsing and bobbing. Hard. I had never felt so strangled.

“You know, I never thought…but this is making me so-o-o horny.”

She rubbed her pussy harder.

“Can I go home?” I begged. My chest was now getting wet from my tears.

“No. You may not go home. In fact…” she pulled off her panties.

Her pussy was beautiful. It was wet and moist, ready, and I could see every detail.

“Get down here and eat me to a squirt.”

“I…but…I…you…” even as I talked my knees buckled. I slow walked forward like I was hypnotized.

She smiled, reached out and grabbed the back of my head. She pulled me forward as she tilted her hips up.

My face landed in her snatch. I felt the slit, the labia surrounding my nose.

She laughed. “A nose fuck might be fun, but I really wanted your tongue.”

I raised my face and began to lick her.

“Oh, yeah. That is good!” She gave a light moan, and held my hair, keeping my face in place.

I licked up and down, I found the clitoris and began to suck it.

“Oh, baby. Shiela had it good. Do you do this to Shiela?”

I shook my head.

She lifted my hair, brought my face up and looked at me. “What? You don’t eat Shiela’s pussy?”

“She doesn’t…like sex. Much.”

“Are you fucking serious?” Her face was filled with open incredulity. “Are you really serious?”

I nodded.

She smashed my face back into her pussy. “Heysoos, that girl doesn’t know what she’s missing.”

I lapped away at her womanhood for a minute, then she lifted my head back up.

She looked at me with a sort of suspicious look. “Do you like it? Eating pussy?”

I nodded.

She slapped my face back into her monkey knuckle. “Good.”

I lapped for another minute, then she lifted my face up again. “We’re going to have have fun with this. You and I are.”

“Please, I don’t want to be untrue…”

She laughed. She pushed my head down to her vagina once again. “You silly stupe. This isn’t cheating. This is you providing a service and me getting off. You aren’t going to get off. Not with me, you’re not. You can go fuck your stupid wife, if you want, but when it comes to me, I’m going to make you into my little panty boy.”

With that statement she began to cum. I felt her hips close on me, her legs pressed against my cheeks, and she began to jerk, little spasms. At one point I caught a glimpse of her eyes, tightly closed.

Finally, she pushed me away. I fell back on my butt and just sat there. At that moment I was a volcano of emotions.

Embarrassed and humiliated.

My cock struggling so hard inside the cage.

A thin bit of pre-cum was drooling from the end of my cage.

And my balls…my balls were so blue that I was afraid they would pop.

Jane sighed and leaned back in her chair. She had had a good cum.

“Oh, yeah.”

After a minute she opened her eyes. She stood up, all businesslike. “Go home. You’ve got an hour to eat, do whatever chores you have to do, and then I want you back here. One hour. Naked. Got it? Chop chop!” She clapped her hands.

Nodding, defeated, I stood up. I could hardly stand straight for the pain in my groin. I had never wanted to cum so bad in my life.

Jane walked past me, and I turned out the side door. I didn’t even get dressed. I just picked up my clothes and left the room. All the way home my mind was a blasted confusion.

I had cheated. No, I hadn’t. But isn’t eating another woman cheating? Not if you don’t cum. But she had cum. But I hadn’t put my dick in her.

Thinking such thoughts, slightly bent and holding my balls and cock, I entered my house.

First, I took a shower. An ice cold one. I felt the cold water sluice around my package and cool down my heated groin. I became aware that I was able to think again. My flesh began to lose its red tint.

I was having an affair with somebody other than my wife. Fuck.

But it wasn’t an affair. I was performing a service.

But I had my face in another woman’s privates.

I ate a little oatmeal. I shaved. I didn’t do much else. I was in shock.

Finally, noting the clock approaching the hour, I stood up and wearily left my house. Out the garage door, through the hedge, and into the kitchen.

“Jane?” My voice was a croak.

She entered the room, and my breath caught. She had taken off all her clothes, and she chuckled at the look on my face.

“Have I got a better body than your wife?”

“I…I…”

“No need to answer. Come with me.”

I followed her back through the house. We entered her bedroom. She handed me a bottle. It was Nair. “Put this on all over your body. Let it sit fifteen, until you feel a slight flush, then hop in the shower. Don’t get any of it on your head.”

I nodded, then realized, “Wait a minute! Shiela will notice if I don’t have any hair!”

“Probably not, if she doesn’t like a lot of sex. Woman who don’t like sex don’t usually notice the little things.”

“But taking all the hair off my body is a big thing!”

“To you maybe. But you don’t have any choice. So get in there and start.”

I stepped into her bathroom and slathered the cream all over. Chest, underarms, groin, legs and arms, everywhere but above the neck.

Jane was elsewhere. Doing something. I waited for the burn to start.

At 16 minutes I felt the slight tingle of heat, and I stepped into the shower. My hair slipped right off my body and slithered down the drain. Oh, heysoos.

“You done in there?”

I nodded, then realized she couldn’t hear a nod. “Yeah.”

I stepped out and she threw a fluffy towel at me. “Nice, slick. You look real bald.”

She laughed, I just rubbed water off and was gloomy.

“Come on.”

I put the towel in the hamper and stepped into the bedroom.

She was holding a bra and panties. There was a black skirt and white blouse on the bed. She was showing more teeth than a lion at a meat party.

“What’s this?”

“I always wanted a maid. You’re going to be it.”

“No…”

“Yes. And if you give me any crap I’m just going to go send a photo to your wife.”

“But…I…”

She threw the bra and panties at me. “They’re my sister’s. She won’t mind, and she’s about your size.”

“I…but…”

She glared at me.

“How do I do this?”

She grinned wolfishly in victory. “Put on the panties first.”

I stepped into the panties. Except they weren’t panties. They were tummy shapers. I felt my gut being compressed. I had to shove my cock cage down. I guess that’s where the limp dickedness that a cock cage imparts comes in handy. I could bend my penis down so it didn’t show against the tummy shaper.

“Oh, cool,” she murmured, watching me. Then she stepped forward and helped me into the bra.

“You have to turn it like this, now it will slip around to the front. There. Pull it up.

She adjusted the straps and handed me a pair of breast forms. Big ones. Ridiculously big ones.

“Party joke,” she explained. “Used once.”

She pulled me over to look at a mirror.

I wasn’t a tall fellow, about five foot eight, and the tits stuck wa-a-y out.

She giggled. “Now, put this on.” She handed me a garter belt. “I thought about panty hose, but this will better allow you to pee.”

I settled the belt around my waist.

“Sit down. Now, watch.”

She unrolled stockings up my fresh shaved legs.

I had been brain numbed thus far, but suddenly I felt the sexiness of the nylons. It was like my legs were penises. My whole body throbbed with sexiness. My penis pushed against plastic. Hard.

“Is your dick trying to stand up?”

I nodded. Dismal.

“Oh, that’s good. Does it feel good?”

“Well, uh…I guess.”

She laughed. “Don’t be so shy. Admit it.”

“Okay, it does.”

She nodded and had me stand up. She fastened the nylons to the garter.

“Here. Get into this.” She handed me the skirt.

That was easy. I simply stepped in, pulled it up, and fastened a couple of buttons. In the mirror I now had a woman’s body. A big-titted, woman’s body.

“Now sit here.”

I sat at her make up table and she began to work.

“Don’t worry. I’m just cleaning up your eyebrows. I won’t make them too sexy.

She snipped a couple of strands of hair, brushed my hair into a bob and sprayed it. “Good thing you wear your hair long.”

Was it? At that moment I didn’t think so.

“Now, let’s do the face. How’s your dick?”

“It hurts.”

“But in a good way, right?”

I nodded.

“Speak, don’t move. I don’t want to mess you.”

She washed my face. I had just had a shower, but she cleansed it with a little pad.

“This will get the pores all clean. Nothing’s worse than blackheads, right, girlfriend?”

“I’m not your girlfriend.”

“No. You’re my maid. But if you don’t want to have fun with this…” she said it simple, but it was a warning of sorts.

She applied moisture and foundation and other creams and powders. My face began to look a little pale and blotchy.

She applied blush and concealer and my color came back a little.

“You’ve got nice eyes,” she whispered, concentrating on shadowing my lids.

In the mirror I was starting to look more female. And mysterious. And not like myself.

“Ooh. I’m good. I’m good.” Her tongue was sticking out one corner of her mouth as she painted my lips. Bright red. I loved red. But on my wife, not on me.

Although, looking at my new face, I felt a surge of interest.

“Okay, let’s put your blouse on, and I’ve got a wig in the closet if your hair isn’t long enough.”

A minute later I stood in front of the mirror. I was a sexy woman with a too big chest. It made Jane giggle, and she cupped one hand on one of my tits.

I had shape, my face was feminine, and my hair was long enough and lustrous.

“Oh, we’re getting there.”

“Can’t we stop now?” But, I hate to admit it, there was something in this that was making itself felt. My dick was in constant surge. And I think if I had been released at that moment I wouldn’t have run away. I would have just stood there and masturbated.

Me? As a woman? What the fuck!

She sat me back down at the table and began doing my nails. Long, fake ones, and painted red.

“I won’t be able to do anything with these,” I remarked, totally fascinated by the claws poking out from my fingers.

“Nonsense,” said Jane. “You’ll be able to dust and vacuum and do the dishes. You’ll even be able to clip my hedge—on the inside.” She giggled. “Don’t think the neighbors would understand my maid doing yard work.”

“Please. Do we have to…”

“Of course we do. And, I’ll tell you the truth. Your voice is changed.”

“What?”

“It’s softer. Breathier.”

“That’s the girdle thing.”

“Tummy shaper. I’ll get you a girdle later. Actually, I’ll get you a full blown corset, bones and all. But your attitude has changed. Admit it. You like this.”

“It’s different,” I admitted.

“Ha. Different like in you’ve never felt so sexy.”

I didn’t say anything.

“You don’t have to say anything. I can feel it. It’s like you’re glowing.”

She went to my other hand.

“Now you know why women like it. Why we always get all dressed up. It makes you feel beautiful, and strong, and powerful. Now, don’t move. Let them dry. I’ll get your shoes.”

She went into her closet and brought out a pair of heels.

“Marcia’s. My sister. She won’t mind. In fact, she’d probably like it.”

She knelt by me and slipped a high heel on me. Then the other one. She stood up then, placed a hand on my shoulder and leaned and watched me in the mirror. “God. You are gorgeous. Oh! I know!”

She ran out of the room and came back a minute later. She was carrying a little kit “We’re going to pierce your ears.”

“No! Shiela will see that!”

“No. She won’t. You’ll just have a little dot in the lobes. They’ll probably close up by the time we do this again.”

“We’re going to do this again?” I stared at her in horror.

“Sure you don’t think we can stop! Not now!”

“But…yes. I don’t want to do this again.”

“Silly boy. Or girl. Of course you do.”

She placed a hot needle at my ear, paused, and punched it through.

“Ow!”

“Baby.”

She did the other one.

“All right, let’s just put some hoops in. Good old standard hoops.”

A few seconds later big hoops dangled from my lobes.

Staring at the mirror, I could see the extra sparkle they gave my face. Heck. I was actually sexy!

“Okay, let’s have a look.”

We stood in front of the mirror. She was short and big breasted. I was taller and bigger breasted. But we looked like females. Well, of course she did. But I did, too! I didn’t look like a male in drag, I didn’t even remind myself of me. The male me.

“Excellent. Let’s get a few pictures.”

“NO!”

She blinked. “Why not?”

“I don’t want anybody to see me like this!”

“Why not? You’re beautiful.”

“But I don’t want Shiela to see me.”

“She won’t…if you do everything I say.”

“But…but…”

“Now stand in the center of the room and twirl.

So I did. And she took pictures. And a part of me lived in dread city, terrified.

But another part of me felt happy, joyous, and filled with kinky energy.

The morning was gone, and Jane fixed a small lunch. Just a salad for her, and carrot sticks and celery dipped in peanut butter for me.

“But I’m hungry!” I whined.

“Aside from having to watch your girlish figure,” she explained, “You don’t want to mess up your make up.”

“But girls eat! Why can’t I?”

“Because you don’t know how to eat. And I’m not going to spend all afternoon reapplying your lipstick. Now eat your celery and shut up.”

I shut, and sat and fed myself rabbit food, and watched Jane.

I was so horny, and she was such a sexy woman, and I felt like I was falling in love.

Oh, I wasn’t, but how can you not feel intimate, and even loving, with a woman who had done the things she had done to me?

She watched me, and she knew what I was thinking. “Love me?”

“Well, uh…” I blushed.

“Come on. Out with it.”

“Yes.” I looked down. I had mumbled, but it was clear.

“Well, don’t worry. I’m just a fling. You really love your wife.”

Huh. My wife. Who was ambivalent about sex. Yes, I did, but right now my cock was dancing around down there, trying to get hard, and my balls were bluer than a cop’s uniform.

“Okay, now, about this afternoon.”

I blinked. My false eyelashes made the world shutter.

“I need my house cleaned. Cleaning supplies are in the closet. If you don’t know how to do something ask. I’ll be in the living room.”

There was something in the way she said that last remark.

“What are you going to be doing in the living room.”

“Whatever I want,” she muttered, defiant.

Oh. That shut me up. But it also struck me. She was a woman who did what she want. And, in a way, she had just done what I wanted.

Yes. I wore a chastity tube, but there were other dreams under the surface. There were desires I had never allowed into the light of day.

Heck, I wasn’t even aware of a desire to be a woman, but she had found it, outed it, and here it was.

“Now, wash the dishes and get to work.

That afternoon I dusted and vacuumed. She patted my ass when I ran the vacuum past her.

I did the laundry, her dainty underthings, by hand. While she lounged on the couch and watched soap operas and…ate chocolates.

That’s right. That’s what she wanted a maid for, that’s what she wanted to do…she wanted to watch soap operas and eat chocolates while a ‘man maid’ cleaned her house.

But…was I a man maid Or was I just a maid?

Tottering around on heels, learning to walk, feeling my butt pooch out as I bent to relieve pressure on my chastity cage…I felt like a woman.

So…?

And I mowed her lawn and did the dishes.

By then it was dinner time.

“Oh, I’m not going to eat. I ate too much already.”

The empty box of chocolates testified to that.

“But you need to eat something before you go home. In fact, you need to do something before you go home.”

I was tired. Aside from working all day, I had been working in high heels. How the hell did women manage that? Every day, tottering around in the sky?

“Come with me.” She walked back to the bedroom.

She tossed off the negligee she had been lounging in all day and lay on the bed and spread her legs. I thought she wanted me to eat her, but she said, “It’s in the bottom drawer.”

I opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and found a mess of straps and…a dildo?

“What’s…” I held it up and tried to figure it out.

“It’s a strap on, silly. Put it on and come eat me. But don’t forget the foreplay. I like a lot of tongue action, play with my tits, and then fill me up, buttercup.” She sighed and plumped a pillow into place.

I untangled the straps and fit the thing around my waist. It poked out perfectly, a fake cock that was every bit as big, if not bigger, than my own cock.

On the bed, Jane smiled hungrily.

I went to the bed and bent down.

“Ooh, your lips are a super turn on.”

I put my red lips to her cunt and began to eat.

She moaned and writhed, and I put a couple of fingers up her hole. “Oh, yes…”

I ate her voraciously. I pummeled her pussy with my mouth, then I moved up to her breasts.

She arched her back as I sucked her nipples, and my hand was jack hammering her pussy.

“Fuck…fuck, yes…do it!” She was a vocal woman, and she was lost in her pleasure.

“Now stick it in me.”

I knelt between her legs. I arranged my fake peter at her folds, and I slid in.

She was moist, juicy, and she grunted and accepted the slippery dick in her snatch.

“Oh, that’s it. That’s right.”

I began to go in and out.

On one hand, it was surreal, like I was fucking a woman with somebody else’s dick.

On the other hand, it was me fucking her.

Was I being untrue?

According to her I was not. My dick was virgin where she was concerned.

I stared in fascination as she began to ascend the hill to orgasm.

She held on to me, squeezed my biceps, hugged my body, and her hips tilted and thrust, swallowing my fake manhood.

I kissed her then.

Was I being untrue?

She kissed me back, and man, that woman knew how to kiss. She literally raped my mouth with hers.

In my groin my dick was beside itself. It was as close as close could be, yet denied.

I began to move more frantically, controlled by my urges, giving in to my urges, yet totally unable to feel and appreciate what I was doing.

“Fu…fu…”

She began to crest. Her hips locked, her muscles spasmed, and I knew her pussy muscles were squeezing the fake cock. Hell, I could almost feel it as her muscles tried to strangle the plastic peter.

Then she was at the top, eyes open, dazed, not sure what was going on, just sure that she was experiencing heaven on earth.

“Fu…fu…fu-u-u-u-ck!”

Then she sort of collapsed under me. Her muscles went slack and she just lay there, like she was a puddle of goo. No bones in her body.

I pulled my penis out and got off her.

She lay there, her eyes open, as if comatose. I surmised that I was done for the day. I took off the harness and washed the penis and replaced it in her drawer.

I went home.


PART TWO

“Honey, I’m home!”

I rushed out to the kitchen and kissed Shiela passionately.

She was normally a reserved sort of person, but now she opened her eyes in surprise, and began to kiss back. Finally, she pushed me back. “Whoa…you must have really missed me!”

“Oh, I did…I did.”

I carried her luggage into the bedroom and helped her get squared away. I put her dirty clothes in for a wash, I hung up her suits for the cleaners, and she laughed. “Whoa! Man, are you on speed or something?”

I turned, and realized that I had been manifesting two things. First, I was efficient as a maid, as Jane had taught me to be. Second, I was moving fast because I wanted to get her in bed. Put her things away, put wife in bed. Fuck.

Heck, Jane had just unlocked me an hour before. She had sent me home with a kiss and a grin. “Guess I know who’s going to be getting a little.”

After two weeks of chastity and forced to be a maid, I was hornier than I had ever been in my life. And I had no time or chance to wack off. I was going to have to take it out on my wife.

I looked at my wife. “Sorry, it’s just that I missed you.” I took her in my arms and kissed her hungrily.

Now, here’s the weird thing.

Normally, Shiela was stand offish. Insisted on sex only at nighttime, after going to bed. And even then she was reserved, slow and considerate and…dare I admit it…boring.

But now I was so filled with energy. I was so insistent and passionate, she began to respond.

I felt her breasts. Oh, they’re different than Jane’s. I cupped her mons. I chewed on her mouth like it was a dog bone and I was the dog.

She giggled and pushed me away. “Can you let me get undressed?”

Oh, my God! She wasn’t going to make me wait for night time!

“I’ll help,” I said, eagerly.

I reached for her, but she pushed me away. She was starting to breath harder. “No, you just sit down. Let me enjoy this.”

Enjoy this? But it had always been sedate and orderly. A duty. Now she wanted to enjoy?

I sat and watched.

Her blouse came off, her bra, and her large breasts hung tantalizingly.

“You might want to undress yourself.”

It almost startled me, I had been so intent that I hadn’t taken my own clothes off. I shucked out of them in literally three seconds.

“Oh, my God!” Shiela laughed delightedly. “I’ve never seen you like this.” She slipped off her skirt. She stood in garter and nylons. That was enough for me. I went in for the kill.

“Oh!” she laughed joyously as I picked her up and twirled her around to the bed.

I threw her down, gently, of course, and went for the snatch.

“OH!” She started to pound on my head with her fists, then stopped. My tongue was doing its magic, and she suddenly realized how good it felt.

“Oh,” and she curled a hand around the back of my head.

I risked a glance up at her and saw that she had cupped her breast with her free hand and was pulling on the nipple.

I slid up her body, kissed her tits, then I was over her, ready to penetrate. Our eyes were locked, and in love. Real love. We had never been so excited. Our breathing was mingled as we shared our heat.

I began to lower, to press my penis into her snatch, and…

“UHHH!” I groaned.

Her eyes went wide and she stared at me.

“I’m sorry!”

She pushed me up and looked down.

My cock was spewing. It was a firehose. I hadn’t even gotten into her, and it was expending two weeks worth of semen. Two weeks of being hornicized by Jane, down the drain. Well, onto the bush. Wasted. useless.

Shiela pushed me up further and sat up. She looked down at the mess in her lap.

She looked at me. “Oh, my God!”

“I’m sorry. I got too excited.”

“I’ll say.” She stood up and walked into the bathroom.

I turned over and sat on the bed, and never has there been a more miserable man.

I listened to the shower. I looked at my limp cock. I looked at the splatters on the bed.

I was going to have to do the laundry.

Well, I knew how to do that. After two weeks of doing Jane’s I knew how to strip a bed and clean the sheets and blankets and covers.

The shower door closed and Shiela stepped into the bedroom, toweling herself off.

“Honey, I’m sorry. I—“

She put up a hand. “It’s okay. You just got a little out of control. I should consider it a compliment.”

“Then you…”

“We can try again later.”

I have never felt so sad in my life.

“You what?”

Shiela was at the office turning in some paperwork and Jane had come over to ‘borrow a cup of sugar,’ which meant to get nosy and ask how things had gone.

“I premature ejaculated. I shot all over her. I didn’t even get inside.”

Jane started laughing. Hilariously. Oh, she rolled and held her belly. “After all that, two weeks of semen all store up, and when you finally get your chance…”

“It’s not funny.”

“Oh, yes. It is. But I understand why you’re not laughing.”

She laughed enough for both of us.

“Well, I’ve got to get back to work,” I sniffed.

Jane stopped laughing long enough to say, “Look, next time I’ll let you jack off in the morning.”

“But then I might not be able to cum!”

“Well, you have a hard choice. Don’t jack off and shoot faster than Roger Rabbit, or jack off and be able to at least get hard enough to please your wife. What will you do…what will you do?” She patted my cheek and danced on home.

That night I tried to make love with Shiela again, but it was no use. For one, I was limp. Empty. Shot my wad. For two, the big excitement, the manic energy, it was gone. That was depleted, as well.

Oh, I managed to satisfy her, but with my fingers. She had a good bang, but, you know, it’s not the same.

It was the next day before I was hard enough to enter her, and two days before I was able to cum. And it was a strained cum. A cum where I had to try so hard it wasn’t much fun.

The only bright side was that Shiela was pleased with the condition of the house. It was as clean as…as if a maid had been here. That was what Shiela observed, and she had no idea how close to the truth she was. Jane had found that cleaning one house wasn’t good enough, she had come over and ate a chocolate or two and watched soap operas while I had cleaned my own house.

A week passed, and things were getting back to normal.

Oh, the sex wasn’t exciting, but it was there. And, except for the occasional chuckle, Shiela seemed to have forgotten about my premature ejaculation.

“Uh oh,” Shiela came in the door. “Emergency in Bangkok.”

“Oh, no. You just got home.”

“It’s been a week. You got your jollies.” Smirk, smirk.

“But…”

“No time to chit chat. Get my suitcases out and let’s pack me up and send me off.”

Oh, crap. I was just starting to feel randy and…and now this.

Sadly, I packed her suitcase while she showered. Then I brushed her hair—something that surprised her, but Jane had taught me how—while she put on her make up.

Finally, I rolled her suitcases out to the car and loaded them in the trunk.

“Sorry, honey. But I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

She kissed me good by, then looked at me. It was a solemn look, a considerate look, and I knew what she was thinking. Premature ejaculator! Then she backed out of the driveway and zoomed down the street.

I stood silently, forlornly, thinking no thoughts, at least no happy thoughts, then I heard my cell phone go off.

I ran into the house. I wondered if Shiela had forgotten something. Surely—

“Hello? Shiela?”

“Nope.”

I stared at the phone. Jane.

“Where’d she go?”

I thought about lying. I thought about refusing. But I couldn’t. Aside form the photos she had taken, there was a piece of me that…that wanted.

What was wrong with me? Did I want to be a girl? A maid?

I thought about jacking off. If I told the truth I wouldn’t be able to jack off until Shiela got home. That might be weeks.

But if I didn’t tell the truth…and the demon inside my head went off.

“She had a company emergency. She’ll be in Bangkok for a couple of weeks.”

I could hear Jane drawing her breath in.

“Oh, baby. Get over here right now. And you know what to wear. And I want the keys.”

I hung up the phone. Then I texted. “I need to get cleaned up.”

No answer. Okay. I would clean up.

I used Nair. I hopped into the shower. I put on my device. I stared at my shriveled worm. It had had so little fun, and now it was back in prison.

I went out the side door and over to Jane’s.

For the next hour she fixed me up. She had ordered clothes to fit me, and a real maid’s outfit. She even had a pair of special order high heels.

She made me up. Well, had me make myself up. She had started doing that, teaching me how to take care of my own face, but I needed practice. A lot of practice. It looked like I was going to get a couple of weeks worth.

Then, all made up, looking sexy, I began prancing around her house.

It had only been a week, and there wasn’t much in the way of dust or accumulated grime, but I worked quickly and with an eye to detail.

It’s funny. When I had just been in charge of my house, before this all started, it was slap dash, do it quick and get out to the golf links.

But now, feeling so sexy, my cock whining and crying in its cage, I found that attention to detail took my attention off my predicament, and I did good and thorough work.

I scrubbed the bathroom, taking care to whiten the grout. I waxed the floors, making them shine. And, of course, I dusted and vacuumed.

Jane watched me, talked to me every once in a while, and spent a bit of time watching the TV.

“You’re going to get fat,” I observed at one point.

She was a master of the comeback, and she quipped, “You certainly won’t.’

“Funny,” I said.

She said, “Maybe I’ll get so fat you’ll have to trundle me around in a wheel barrow. Think Shiela will mind?”

I didn’t say anything. Shiela was on my mind, and it was not happy thoughts.

Jane might say I wasn’t cheating, but I was involved in intimate acts, kinky acts, with my neighbor. So if I wasn’t cheating…what was it?”

“Oh, poor Jerry,” she patted my cheek.

But she started looking at her figure more, and eating chocolates less, and one day she popped in an exercise video, tossed me a leotard, and we started exercising.

Oh, I didn’t like it much. A bunch of women dancing around, but it worked. I was in good shape, but when Shiela finally came home I was in better shape.

And Jane had jacked me off before she arrived.

“Hey, honey. I missed you.” I kissed Shiela perfunctorily.

She kissed me back, then stared at me.

“What?”

“Something’s different.”

“No…no. Same old Jerry.”

“No…oh, you look thinner. Your face. Have you lost weight?”

“Oh, yeah. I think I might have dropped a few pounds.”

Ten pounds, to be exact.

I carried her luggage into the bedroom and helped her unpack. She cleaned up, then came out of the bathroom and sat on the bed and watched me.

I was hanging up her clothes carefully, making sure there were no wrinkles.

“You’ve gotten better at that.”

“What?”

“I remember when you used to throw my clothes in the closet.”

“Oh, well…”

“And then there was the time you threw me on the bed…”

Oh, no. That one delicious experience, me out of control last time, it was still in her mind.

“Oh, well, I’m sorry. I pulled a muscle doing yard work this morning.”

God, I felt like shit. I had just weaseled out of making love to my wife. Jane had jacked me off, and now I thought that might be too much. I felt no iron in my rod. The car was in the garage with no way to get it out.

The look on her face was absolutely and totally inscrutable. “That’s okay. I’m a little tired, anyway.”

What a disaster.

Still, the house was clean. Immaculate, actually, and slowly we returned to normal.

I began making love to her, and she accepted my efforts, though without a great deal of enthusiasm. A job to be done. And time passed.

The months passed, and they were a strange mix of heaven and hell.

On one hand, whenever Shiela was away I was living an exciting, bone making dream. I was fucking Jane with a fake dick, getting hornier and hornier.

But when Shiela came home Jane would jack me and I would be less than satisfactory.

Slowly, slowly, my marriage began to come apart.

I knew why. I had a massive secret. Was I cheating? Though Jane said not, I had the feeling that I was.

But I didn’t know what to do about it.

Shiela went away for a month.

An entire month of being locked up.

A month of fucking Jane with the fake dick.

A month of feeling excited and guilty all at the same time.

Then Shiela came home, and she was different. And it wasn’t a happy different.

She rolled up in the car and I tried to kiss her, but she pushed me away and strode into the house.

What the fuck?

I took her luggage in and began putting it away and sorting it for cleaning. She was in her office, and the door was closed.

Huh. Must be a super emergency at work. I hoped she didn’t have to go away again. Or…maybe I did.

I finished with the clothes, was just shoving the suitcases into the top of the closet when Shiela came out of her office. She was holding a manila envelope, smacking it against her thigh. “Come with me.”

Huh?

I followed her out the front door and over to Jane’s house. What the…?

She knocked. More like pounded.

Jane opened the door, her face surprised.

Shiela strode past her, and I knew, then, that the jig was up.

“So, while I’m away the mice will play.” Shiela opened the envelope and pulled out a sheaf of pictures. She tossed them on the table and they spread out like playing cards.

Pictures.

Me, as a maid. Jane, naked. Coming out of Jane’s house. Going into my house. lots of pictures.

Jane. Big tits. Laughing.

Me. Big tits. Prancing.

Pictures.

I stared at them, and my mind felt like somebody had used a giant nutcracker on it.

“I go to work and you,” she looked at Jane, “And some other bimbo go and fuck my husband!”

My head jerked up.

Jane looked at me. Shock. And…weird, a sort of delighted knowledge.

“Who is this other bitch? And why did you…I can’t believe you…”. she began to cry.

“Honey,” I tried. “It isn’t what you think.”

“No wonder the house was clean. Clean in more ways than one,” she sobbed.

Jane: “I didn’t fuck your husband.” She had a sly look of twisted humor on her face. “But that’s not to say he didn’t fuck me.”

My head jerked towards her.

Shiela looked at her. “I can’t believe you. I thought we were friends.”

“Honey! you don’t understand!”

“I understand I’m going to call my lawyer the first thing tomorrow morning. We’re done. You hear that? We are fucking done! You can go fuck Jane and this…this…BITCH! All you want!”

She stood up, gathered up the pictures, and stomped out.

I was crushed. I was destroyed.

Jane started laughing.

I started crying. “You don’t know what you’ve done.”

She settled down, just a big grin on her face, and she said, “No, but I know what I can do. Come with me.”

An hour later I walked across the lawn. I was holding Jane’s phone. I opened the door and entered.

Shiela was in her office, sobbing.

I walked in and stood behind her. She didn’t even look up.

“Shiela? Baby?”

“Go away,” her shoulders were shaking.

“Not until you turn around.”

She sat there, didn’t want to turn around.

“You have to.”

Slowly, she swiveled, and looked.

Her eyes grew big, and fluttered in confusion. Her mouth opened wide, her jaw literally dropped.

I was the other woman. I was small waisted, big titted, and fully made up. I even wore a wig and jewelry.

“What…who…how…”

“The evidence is on the phone. I was wearing a chastity tube. A kinky thing that goes on my cock. Jane asked for a favor, and I was helping her, and she discovered it. She took pictures, and she blackmailed me.

“But you’re the…the other woman!”

“Yes. And I never fucked Jane. She had me wear a strap on, that’s a dildo…”

“I know what a strap on is…” her voice was a whisper of shock.

“I wore a strap on and got her off. Or she made me eat her. Or finger bang her. I admit it was kinky, and exciting, but I never fucked her. In spite of all this…I only love you. I am so sorry. I know what…I can’t…” and I just blubbered to a stop.

She just sat there, maybe five minutes, staring at me, coming to grips with my crimes.

She stood up and reached out tentatively. She felt my breast.

“These are fake.”

I nodded.

She walked around me. Touched my dress. Touched my face. Even touched my red painted lips.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“Oh, my God.” She looked at my face. “Even your face…it’s different. It’s..feminine.”

“I…yes.”

“Do you like it?”

Uh oh. Time for honesty.

“I didn’t at first. But between the chastity tube and…and everything else…yes.”

“I don’t wonder.”

She sat down and just shook her head.

“Will you, can you ever…forgive me?”

“Oh, I doubt that.”

My heart sank.

“Where’s this chastity tube thing?”

“I’ll get it.”

I brought it to her, showed her how it worked. She marveled at the insidiousness of it all. “So you can’t even get a boner. And you have to sit down to pee. It’s like you’re not really even a man.”

“No. I mean. Uh…”

“I know what you mean. How does it go on?”

I lifted my dress and pushed down my panties. I was limp from my panic, and it was easy to slide my cock into the tube and arrange the testicles in the ring. I put the lock in, but didn’t close it.

She moved towards me, stared at the thing. She pointed at the lock. “So if I close this you are…in prison. Your cock is.”

“Yes.”

“And it makes you horny.”

“Yes.”

“But why aren’t you horny when I get home?”

“Because I blew it the first time, so Jane jacks me off. Takes the edge off.”

“But she takes too much edge off.” Her voice was low, she was thinking thoughts to herself.

“I guess.” I was so ashamed.

She looked up at me sharply. “Where are the keys?”

“Here.” I handed them to her.

She took them, then reached forward, paused, then clicked the padlock shut. She looked at me. “So you’re helpless now.”

I nodded.

“And—“

“Honey!” I interrupted. “You’ve got to forgive me! I know I’ve been bad, but I’ll never do it again. Punish me if you have to, but give me a chance. Forgive me.”

She sat back and observed me.

I stood there, my cock locked. In a dress. The dress up and the chastity tube closed. Tears ruining my make up.

“Maybe I’ll forgive you…after I’ve punished you.”

“Please…anything!”

“Okay. Then your punishment is to clean this house. And then Jane’s house. I’ll be over there talking to her while you’re working. And I might even have a few other friends who would like to have their houses cleaned.”

It was my turn for my jaw to drop.

“And if you’re good, maybe in a month or so, if you can be excited at seeing me and not shoot your load all over the place, I’ll open my legs for you.”

“But, honey…”

“Do you think Jane will lend me her strap on?”

“But, honey…”

And, you know…you do look sort of sexy like that.”

END
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THE classic of feminization.
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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!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


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

OEBPS/image_rsrc3RW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S4.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc3RU.jpg
Five
Steamy

Stories!






OEBPS/image_rsrc3RV.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S3.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RZ.jpg
Grace Mansfield





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S0.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S1.jpg





